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Puppy in Training
 
    
 
   “But I want it now!” she yelled out, “Now, now, now!”
 
    
 
   “Sweetie I don’t think you know how big a responsibility it is owning a dog.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t treat me like a kid. I want a puppy.”
 
    
 
   She may have been eighteen now but she still acted like a kid in the way she demanded things. Jasmine was a brat through and through.
 
    
 
   Jasmine had been raised in a wealthy family by her mother and step-father and throughout her life had been spoiled with anything and everything she wanted by her doting mother. All the toys she wanted she got, all the parties went just as she demanded and she was always wearing the very best and most expensive clothing. Jasmine was the family's perfect spoiled princess.
 
    
 
   The man of the house, Russell, had always wanted to be stricter with her but it was his wife who had the first say when it came to parenting and what to do with her daughter so instead of being strictly molded into a model student she was instead left to run wild and turn into the perfect model of a spoilt brat.
 
    
 
   When his wife passed away Russell thought he’d found the perfect opportunity to take control of Jasmine and point her in the right direction. She may have been eighteen but she didn’t bother going to university, she had no interest in looking for a job and seemed content to spend her days lounging and sponging off of him. It was time for him to give her the guidance she needed; however giving it and her taking it were separate issues.
 
    
 
   She refused to listen to his pleas. She’d been brought up getting everything and anything she wanted. Being told no was inconceivable, being told to go out and do something she didn’t want to was out of this world.
 
    
 
   The relationship between the two of them quickly began to strain as Russell tried to battle her brat tendencies and make her a decent and responsible human being and Jasmine just tried to continue on getting everything she wanted. Jasmine wanting to get a puppy was just another in a long list of arguments over things that she wanted which he was refusing to get her.
 
    
 
   “You aren’t responsible enough to own a pet,” he complained to her, “Until you learn some you can’t be trusted being an owner.”
 
    
 
   “Well isn’t that why you’re here? You can do all of that stuff?”
 
    
 
   “So you expect me to feed it, walk it and clean up after it for you?”
 
    
 
   “Well obviously? You’re my dad that’s your job to look after my pets for me.”
 
    
 
   She was just being as selfish as usual, not to his surprise, wanting her own way and not taking the thoughts of feelings of others into consideration. The way that she thought of him was really taking him to boiling point.
 
    
 
   “I am your father not your slave.”
 
    
 
   “Tell me about it,” she sighed out, rolling her eyes, “You talk back to much to be a good slave. So can I have the dog now?”
 
    
 
   “No,” he said to her sternly, causing her to hiss out with a piercing scowl.
 
    
 
   “It’s like living in a third world country here! You never let me do anything anymore!”
 
    
 
   After her sudden outburst she stormed off out of the house. She was completely out of control, he just wasn’t getting through to her at all. It was going to take some drastic measures to teach her some manners.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   “And what do you call this!?” Russell yelled as he greeted Jasmine back at the front door. Usually she just got under his skin with her selfish attitude but today she’d gone too far. The slender brunette had came home with a small chocolate Labrador pup nestled in her hands.
 
    
 
   “Look at her, isn’t she just the most adorable pup you’ve ever seen?”
 
    
 
   “I said no. I said we were not getting a dog.”
 
    
 
   She shrugged her shoulders, “Well we’ve got one now and her name is Coco. Wave to daddy Coco.”
 
    
 
   Jasmine wiggled one of the puppies paws at Russell as he fumed on the spot. If this was a cartoon smoke would be hissing out of his ears.
 
    
 
   “This is not acceptable. I said no dog.”
 
    
 
   “And I said yes dog and now we have a dog so I guess that means I win,” Jasmine sticking her tongue out like a small child.
 
    
 
   “You’re not keeping it.”
 
    
 
   “Duh, yes I am.”
 
    
 
   “It’s my house and that means my rules. We’re taking it back.”
 
    
 
   Jasmine always kicked off every time she didn’t get her way and sometimes would spend days at a time sulking but this was the first time she’d openly gone ahead and disobeyed him on something like this. Usually it was because she couldn’t afford it though.
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” she giggled, “No refunds, you’re stuck with her.”
 
    
 
   “That’s fine, it’ll teach you how to be more careful with money. How much was that dog?”
 
    
 
   She swayed from side to side, suddenly averting that confident gaze elsewhere, “Erm, I can’t really remember.”
 
    
 
   “Spit it out.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t wanna.”
 
    
 
   She didn’t seem too bothered about the concept of wasting money, he had a sneaking suspicion. Her allowance had been cut back on a lot lately after all.
 
    
 
   “Hmm, maybe I should go ahead and check my wallet just to make sure that nothing is missing.”
 
    
 
   There was a sudden look of shock across her face and her voice came out in a squealing shudder.
 
    
 
   “D-daddy, I would never.”
 
    
 
   “I knew it. Not only did you buy a pup without my consent you even went ahead and used my money for it, didn’t you?”
 
    
 
   He expected her to go back on the defensive to try and worm her way out of it but instead she hissed back out at him aggressively.
 
    
 
   “Well it’s your fault for not letting me buy one, what other choice did I have!?”
 
    
 
   “To listen to me!”
 
    
 
   “Yeah but I wanted it!” she screamed before running past him with her dog in hand, running up the stairs with heavy stomping feet, escaping to the sanctuary of her room, leaving Russell fuming. Just what was he going to do with that child?
 
    
 
   Suddenly an idea popped into his head, a case he remembered from his work as a lawyer. He wasn’t sure if it would work with her but he didn’t really have much option. He went off to his study to draw up some paperwork.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   “Jasmine?” Russell called through her bedroom door, knocking on the front, “Can I come in?”
 
    
 
   “Go away!” she screamed out from within. As expected. He simply went in anyway, pushing the door open. “I said go away! Don’t just come into my room!”
 
    
 
   He pushed the paperwork out in front of her, “Here, read this.”
 
    
 
   Slowly she snatched it up, skimming through the contents while she hugged her pup tightly to her body to try and protect him from her dog hating father.
 
    
 
   “What’s all this garbage?”
 
    
 
   “It’s a contract. I’ll let you keep that dog as long as you can prove that you fully know what it means to take care of one and proper responsibilities.”
 
    
 
   “But I already do!”
 
    
 
   “That’s not what I’m talking about. I want you to obey me for the next week and I’m going to teach you some respect.”
 
    
 
   She rolled her eyes, “This sounds stupid.”
 
    
 
   “Either you listen to me for the next week or it’ll be no more pup,” that got her hugging her dog nice and protectively.
 
    
 
   “But, but, but…”
 
    
 
   “I’m serious. I’ll make you pay that dog back and I’ll make you pay back every single dollar which you took from me.”
 
    
 
   Taking the dog back would be a blow for her but the money was even worse. A pedigree puppy wasn’t cheap and she didn’t get any money from anywhere but Russell providing it for her. Having to pay him back was inconceivable!
 
    
 
   “Fine then just gimme a pe… oh there’s one here already. Alright, here,” Jasmine leaning in and signing her name down along the dotted line along the bottom of the page.
 
    
 
   Russell had tried to drill into that girl that she should always read over anything before she signed it; always read the small print and all that. For once he was glad that she hadn’t taken his lessons on board because now she had fallen right into his trap.
 
    
 
   “Good,” he said, fishing around in his back pocket where he dragged out a dog collar, throwing it down onto the bed in front of her, “Put this on.”
 
    
 
   She picked up the collar and tried to place it around Coco’s neck but her lips curled up into a pout when she saw the size he’d given her.
 
    
 
   “It’s too big!” she whined, the collar far too big for a small pup like him.
 
    
 
   “Oh it’s not for him,” he confessed, “That collar is for you.”
 
   
“For me?”
 
    
 
   “To you, to wear during your training.”
 
    
 
   “What are you talking about? Have you lost a few screws?”
 
    
 
   “I’ve told you before to make sure you read the paperwork. It clearly states that you have to do everything I tell you, including outfits.”
 
    
 
   She tried to grasp a hold of the paperwork but he’d already snatched it away. He couldn’t risk her instantly tearing it up; that would waste his only chance at making this work.
 
    
 
   “What lemme see that, this is bullcrap!”
 
    
 
   “Language young lady.”
 
    
 
   “Language my ass, this is bull! I’m not going to wear a collar just because you tell me to,” Jasmine throwing it across the room like a makeshift frisbee once she was done complaining.
 
    
 
   “Well I’m not going to force you to do it Jasmine, not if you’re that against it.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you!” she sighed out, rolling her eyes.
 
    
 
   “Of course though you’ll have to pay the proper fine for breaching the contract you just signed which is ten times the amount you stole from me in the first place which I’m making out to be close to ten thousand dollars.”
 
    
 
   “W-w-what!?” she screeched out at a pitch that almost shattered all the windows in the house. “You’re joking right? You don’t expect me to pay you that much. There is no way you’re doing that.”
 
    
 
   “Darling you signed the contract, it’s in paper now. Either you follow what we agreed on when you signed this or you’ll have to pay me ten thousand dollars in breach of contract.”
 
    
 
   She’d been well and truly cornered. She may have been a spoilt rich girl but that was all on her family's money, not hers. She didn’t really have a penny to her name and her name alone, all the assets belonged to Russell to begin with.
 
    
 
   Jasmine gritted her teeth together as she’d been caught in her step-dad’s lawyer crap. She had to resort to the only trick she knew. Begging.
 
    
 
   She began to sniffle, looking up at daddy with those big, gooey eyes; long lashes fluttering up and down.
 
    
 
   “Please daddy,” she begged, bottom lip quivering, “Please don’t do this to your little girl. I’m sorry for what I did and I’ll never do it again so let’s drop this and return to how we were before, pretty please daddy?”
 
    
 
   “Ten thousand or the collar on Jasmine.”
 
    
 
   It was funny how such a weak little girl could turn into a sharp tempered devil in just a few moments.
 
    
 
   “Fuck! I hate you daddy!”
 
    
 
   “Language young lady. Using bad language like that will be a breach of contract, as will trying to run away before you even get that idea into your head.”
 
    
 
   That was her second plan already foiled before she could even go through with it. She laid Coco down onto the floor and reached over across the bed and grasped at the collar which had been wedged awkwardly between her pillows. It was a common pink dog collar, not even the kind of stylish one that she’d been planning to pick up for her new pup, Jasmine glaring up at her father as she toyed with it between her fingers.
 
    
 
   “Do I really need to put this on?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, and it won’t be coming off unless I remove it personally, understand?”
 
    
 
   She clicked her tongue and muttered out below her breath, “Yes daddy,” sighing out as she opened up the back and wrapped it around her neck. At least it was new and clean.
 
    
 
   “For the next week Jasmine you will be taking on the role of a pet yourself in order to learn just how difficult it’ll be to be an owner, as well as learning some discipline. When you hear me call your name I want you to come to me immediately. Is that clear?”
 
    
 
   She swung her legs off the side of the bed as she rolled her eyes idly, “Yes, got it.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, I’m gonna go get this faxed. I’ll see you soon.”
 
    
 
   He reached over to pat his hand on the top of her head but she recoiled away sharply, hissing her venom in his direction; maybe she’d have made a better cat than a dog. Russell simply left his brat to stew in her frustrations while he went to get the paperwork secure. He wasn’t letting her sneak out of this one, she was finally going to learn a valuable lesson and have her bratty ways changed for the better.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   “Jasmine!” he yelled up the stairs, “Jasmine, come here girl!”
 
    
 
   The sound he heard wasn’t the happy pattering of little feet dashing merrily to embrace their owner, they were heavy stomps of a stroppy teenager with a face like thunder. With a glare still piercing from her eyes, and with Coco embraced in arm, Jasmine slowly plodded her way down the stairs.
 
    
 
   “Don’t talk to me like I’m a dog. It’s patronizing.”
 
    
 
   “Well if you didn’t act like a disobedient puppy I wouldn’t need to treat you like one.”
 
    
 
   “I came didn’t I!?” she hissed out aggressively.
 
    
 
   “That you did. That’s a good girl.”
 
    
 
   Russell reached down into his jacket pocket, digging around before he pulled out a small chocolate he slowly began to wrap, holding it out in her direction.
 
    
 
   “Erm, what is this?”
 
    
 
   “It’s a treat for following my orders. Now normal dogs can’t eat chocolate so when you’re training Coco you’ll need to find something else to use as a treat but-”
 
    
 
   His words were interrupted when Jasmine swiped her hand against his and sent the chocolate scattering down onto the floor, her face red with anger.
 
    
 
   “Don’t call me a dog!”
 
    
 
   “Well you are my pet right now.”
 
 
   “Knock it off you creepy bastard!”
 
    
 
   “I told you to mind your language young lady.”
 
    
 
   “Oh so I’m a young lady again now am I?”
 
    
 
   “Hmm you’re right,” he sighed, tapping an index finger across his bottom lip, “I guess I need to be more consistent with my remarks. I’m sorry. But let’s not dwell on that, we have business to attend to.”
 
    
 
   “What sort of business?” Jasmine asked, tilting her head to the side.
 
    
 
   “Going out to buy some dog things.”
 
    
 
   “So you’ll be letting Coco stay after all?”
 
    
 
   “That’s still to be decided. It’s mainly some dog stuff for you.”
 
    
 
   Her face wrapped back up into another scowl after her momentary glint of hope was wiped away, “What? What are you on about?”
 
    
 
   “Well we need to get a bowl. We need to get a new bed. Maybe some toys as long as you behave…”
 
    
 
   “I’m not eating out of a bowl or sleeping in no basket!” she screamed out at an ear popping volume.
 
    
 
   Russell suddenly pulled out a leash from Jasmine’s blind spot, holding the pink leash in front of her eyes, resting on the fingers of his outstretched hands.
 
    
 
   “Stop yelling and sit so I can put your collar on.”
 
    
 
   “Excuse me?” she chuckled out, “Are you being serious now? You expect me to sit for you?”
 
    
 
   “I do as both your father and as your owner. When I tell you to sit I expect you to do it.”
 
    
 
   She started laughing, laughing openly into his face, “You can’t be serious? You think I’m going to degrade myself before you just because you tell me to.”
 
    
 
   “You’re the one who signed the contract to agree to this, you don’t have a choice. You have to listen to me or else you will breach your contract.”
 
    
 
   “What you’re gonna go to a judge and say your daughter didn’t sit when you told her to and now you want her to pay you thousands in compensation? Yeah good luck with that.”
 
    
 
   “Jasmine, sit now or you will be punished.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, good luck with that,” she scoffed out, turning out and strutting away from him, climbing back up the stairs back to her room. Clearly he was going to have to be even stricter, he should have known the contract would only make things easier, not a walk in the park.
 
    
 
   Russell followed after his daughter as she returned back to her room, pushing the fortunately lock-free door open to find her sprawled across the bed, messing with her smartphone.
 
    
 
   “Hey!” she called out as he marched in, “Don’t you just come into my room all of a sud-ah!”
 
    
 
   Her demand turned into a squeal as he wrapped his hands around her legs and pulled her across the bed, Jasmine losing control of her phone in the process. Unlike when she was downstairs with Coco nustled up in her arms, Russell was now free to grasp hold of her without worrying about the lil pup; being free to take care of the big pup instead.
 
    
 
   “Now with a conventional pup, they understand being rewarded a lot more than punished,” Russell added as he started to wrestle with Jasmine’s small jean shorts from behind, “However when teaching a spoilt brat who’s always had everything they wanted, punishment is really the only way.”
 
    
 
   “Get off me! I’ll call the cops! You’ll go to jail!,” she whined out as his fingers slipped into the waistband of her shorts, managing to drag the material down to leave her bottom half hidden in just a pair of dotted panties.
 
    
 
   Russell pulled her closer, legs along his lap. “I told you, read the contract,” he sighed out in frustration as he delivered a firm right hand slap down across her bottom.
 
    
 
   “Ah!” Jasmine squealed out as her tush was spanked by her step-father, the same hand drilling down again with a booty reddening spank. “Stop it, stop it creep!”
 
    
 
   “It was all in the contract that I can take whatever measures necessary to discipline you and keep you in line. This is nothing, just an effect of you being a bad girl.”
 
    
 
   His hand got into a steady motion, swinging down and swatting her soft, round, behind and leaving it with a faint pink glow that started to turn brighter every time he spanked down firmly.
 
    
 
   “Let me go, stop it!” Jasmine cried out, her cheeks burning and stinging from the palm strikes onto her softness, making her whimper helplessly.
 
    
 
   “Well have you learned your lesson yet?”
 
    
 
   “Yes!” she whined.
 
    
 
   “Which is?”
 
    
 
   “I’ll do what you say! I’ll listen, I’ll sit down, just stop spanking me it hurts!”
 
    
 
   Many a child had grown up knowing the feeling of a firm hand punishing their behind for misbehaving but Jasmine had lived a life free of discipline. Being spanked was completely alien to her and hurt her ego as much as it hurt her booty.
 
    
 
   “Good girl,” Russell declared as he dragged his hand away from her backside, “I guess you really did learn your lesson after all. That’s a good girl.”
 
    
 
   He reached out and petted along the top of her head as she whined out. The feisty, bratty attitude was effectively knocked out of her for now thanks to the firm spanking. She probably never imagined she would experience such a thing in her wildest dreams.
 
    
 
   She kept still, allowing him to stroke her head he was satisfied, not wanting to receive another frenzied attack on her backside.
 
    
 
   “Now I want you to sit,” Russell commanded firmly.
 
    
 
   “But I already am?”
 
    
 
   “On the floor Jasmine.”
 
    
 
   She clicked her tongue and slowly pushed herself off the bed, lowering herself down onto the ground, letting out a small wince when those stinging cheeks pressed into her soft carpet.
 
    
 
   “Like this?” she asked, peeking up at her father to check with him.
 
    
 
   “Yep that’s perfect. Now just hold still while I attack this,” he declared as he reached into his back pocket and pulled out the leash he’d been carrying.
 
    
 
   Russell leaned into her neck, finding the ring around her collar and locking the leash in place, attaching her on like she was a real pet.
 
    
 
   She whined out, fingers rubbing across the pink collar, “Hmph, this is so humiliating. Are you really expecting me to wear this?”
 
    
 
   “You know I am.”
 
    
 
   Even in public?”
 
    
 
   “That was the plan, yes.”
 
    
 
   “To your own daughter?”
 
    
 
   “Well unless you’re an imposter.”
 
    
 
   She clicked her tongue and turned away, “Well at least let me put a scarf on.”
 
    
 
   “But it’s not cold today.”
 
    
 
   She hissed out in annoyment. Now she was just being toyed with. Being taken out on a leash, in public, like some sort of mutt. Just the thought was completely humiliating.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   “This is humiliating!” Jasmine screeched out as her, Russell and Coco, nustled in her arms, walked their way into the pet store.
 
    
 
   “Keep your voice down, you’ll disturb the other customers.”
 
    
 
   Jasmine had gone ahead and put on as many encumbersome, collar hiding items of clothing as she could get away with but anybody who looked closely would be able to notice her being led away by a man using a leash. Perhaps keeping her mouth shut would be the better option?
 
    
 
   “Should we ask someone for assistance?” Russell asked to his daughter who hissed back.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you dare! It’s bad enough I gotta follow you around like this.”
 
    
 
   He gave her collar a sharp tug using the leash, “I said to keep it down Jasmine.”
 
    
 
   She hugged a hold of her adorable chocolate Lab tightly. The adorable little fuzzball was the only thing capable of calming her down in these conditions.
 
    
 
   While they were there they were also going to be picking up some items for Coco too, like a collar, food and a dog bed of his very own. The latter was also on the shopping list for Jasmine, something she was not too impressed with.
 
    
 
   “Are you seriously planning on making me use a dog bed for the next week?”
 
    
 
   “Of course I am. I want you to think like a pet so that means you need to sleep like a pet.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t say things that aren’t sayings like they are one. Couldn’t you just have bought one of these for me? Why did I have to come too?”
 
    
 
   “Because I wanted to bring you. A pet doesn’t just need to learn to behave at home, they also need to learn how to behave in public.”
 
    
 
   Russell was leaving out the part that he’d already been to this shop today to buy a collar and leash for her. He just wanted to make the most out of his week in control.
 
    
 
   She puffed her cheeks out and sighed below her breath, “I said to stop calling me a pet.”
 
    
 
   After looking over some collars for Coco it was off to the dog beds. Russell had already scouted out the shop earlier in the day so he knew exactly where he wanted to drag his new pet.
 
    
 
   The aisle was filled with dog beds on either sides. Cushions, baskets and even some closer to a conventional bed. They came in different shapes, sizes, colours, textures. The choices were really something but sadly some mutts just can’t be satisfied, Jasmine having a face like thunder.
 
    
 
   “You can pick any you fancy, I’m buying,” Russell added from behind as her glance ran across the selection.
 
    
 
   “Well I hate them all.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t say that, look how cute some of them are. Feel the texture of this one, it’s so soft.”
 
    
 
   “I have a bed at home I’m not gonna be impressed by some dog bed.”
 
    
 
   “Well what about this one?” he asked, pointing down at the bottom shelf to one of the small baskets which would be the perfect size for Coco.
 
    
 
   “You’re kidding right? You expect me to squeeze into something like that?”
 
    
 
   “Well if you’re not going to pick one yourself you’re going to force me to do it for you.”
 
    
 
   She clicked her tongue again. The further she got away from the spanking the more her old attitude started to resurface. One small spanking wouldn’t fix everything, especially when she had a genuine reason to be annoyed.
 
    
 
   Because she knew that Russell was serious when he said he’d buy one for her if she didn’t choose she went ahead and looked over all of those baskets, inspecting the larger ones at the top.
 
    
 
   “That one doesn’t look too bad,” she muttered out below her breath.
 
    
 
   “Is it because it’s pink? You do like pink don’t you.”
 
    
 
   “Shut up, you’re trying to tease me aren’t you?”
 
    
 
   “Hey it’s cute, don’t mind me,” he confessed, reaching up and pulling down the large pink dog bed with a white, fluffy padding on the inside. “This one looks like it could work but just to be safe,” he dropped it down onto the floor, “Get in.”
 
    
 
   “You serious?” she puffed out, “You really expecting me to get in?”
 
    
 
   “I am. I don’t want to waste my time bringing it back if it doesn’t fit you in.”
 
    
 
   “Come on it’ll be fine, I’ll take Coco for a minute and you just need to try out the size.”
 
    
 
   “There is no way I’m doing this.”
 
    
 
   “Nobody is even looking Jasmine. You’re willing to risk ten thousand dollars because you don’t wanna get in a dog bed?”
 
    
 
   She hissed out, damn him and that damn contract. How fair is it that she has to pay such a huge fine if she doesn’t give him his way? This is just modern slavery.
 
    
 
   “Fine here,” Jasmine said, handing Coco over to her father as she went ahead and stood in the middle of the basket.
 
    
 
   “You’re gonna need to sit down to test it.”
 
    
 
   “I know that! I’m composing myself!”
 
    
 
   “Hey if you make too much noise people will come and see what all the fuss is around.”
 
    
 
   He was right, she didn’t want to draw a crowd, not when she was going to be sitting in a dog bed like some sort of mutt. It may not have been a conventional dog basket but it was still something designed for pets, not humans.
 
    
 
   She sighed out as she slowly lowered herself downwards into the softness of the white, fluff padding. Being sat in a dog bed was already humiliating enough, in public didn’t need to be added into the proceedings.
 
    
 
   “See, it fits,” she huffed out. Of course it did, a large dog on its back legs would be quite tall, easy enough give for Jasmine.
 
    
 
   “Are you expecting to sleep sitting up? You need to curl down to test it.”
 
    
 
   “No,” she snapped back, glaring up to him.
 
    
 
   “It’ll just take a moment. Nobody else but me can see. This would be a silly thing to lose all that money over.”
 
    
 
   Jasmine growled up at him as he made the same threats to her. She took a glance from side to side, just to make sure the coast was completely clear. Yup nobody else but her and Russell in sight.
 
    
 
   She pressed her head downwards as she slipped her full body into the bed, resting herself down into the softness of the basket. It was nice, soft and it was large enough for her body to curl up in.
 
    
 
   “Hello sir,” she suddenly heard her father say, making her leap out of the basket in a hurry, panicked. Her nervy eyes jumped up to look all around but the only people in the aisle where the two of them.
 
    
 
   Jasmine growled out, “You dick!”
 
    
 
   “Haha, it was just a bit of fun Jasmine.”
 
    
 
   She didn’t really see the funny side, pushing up onto her knees, lightly beating her fists across his stomach.
 
    
 
   “I hate you!” she growled out, getting her leash tugged tightly in response.
 
    
 
   “That is no way for you to talk to your master, bitch.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes popped open wide as her face began to glow a bright shade of red.
 
    
 
   “Who are you calling a bitch,” she growled out aggressively.
 
    
 
   “The name for a female dog is a bitch. That means that you’re a bitch.”
 
    
 
   She reacted instantly, jumping to her feet and swinging her hand, slapping it firmly across Russell’s face.
 
    
 
   “Don’t call me that!” she screamed out through the store, signalling over a member of staff.
 
    
 
   “Is everything okay?” he called out down the hall, Russell placing his hand over Jasmine’s mouth to keep her quiet for the moment.
 
    
 
   “Everything’s fine. My daughter is just in high spirits is all.”
 
    
 
   He only pulled his hand away once the staff member left them alone, pulling it back sharply to get away from the biting teeth of his bratty, disobedient, pet.
 
    
 
   Jasmine hissed up at him, “Get your hands off me you creep.”
 
    
 
   Her behavior treatment from earlier had already faded away. She became so obedient after a quick dose of physical discipline. That was the little girl he was hoping to create, one with some manners and respect but still he had a volatile brat. He had to chance that.
 
    
 
   Russell let Coco down into the big, cushy basket they’d gotten off the shelf for Jasmine to try before pushing forward and covering her mouth with his hand as he pressed his hand into the waistband of her shorts, tugging to slide them downwards around her thighs as she struggled, trying to escape from his clutches.
 
    
 
   Being a spoilt princess who had always been given everything meant that Jasmine never really did much in the way of exercise or working out so the much larger Russell, standing almost a foot taller than his daughter, was easily able to overpower her.
 
    
 
   He managed to slide her shorts down and once again left her lower body in her small, spotty panties. He pushed his meaty fingers into her mouth, hooking into the corner to keep her from biting down as he went about spanking at her behind firmly.
 
    
 
   “I told you to learn some manners. Discipline. I expect you to be a good girl. Bad pets will be punished accordingly.”
 
    
 
   A spoilt brat who didn’t know discipline was taken out of her stride by spanks more than anything else, tears already bubbling out of the corner of her eyes as her cheeks quickly turned from a light peach colour to a faint pink glow and onwards to a bright red.
 
    
 
   “I’m swoweh,” she whined out from around his fingers, slurring her words with a slobber of drool pouring down over her bottom lip.
 
    
 
   Russell looked down at his little girl with her helpless, whining red face, squirming in her panties with that ass glowing a bright shade of red. She looked so defenseless, drooling down around his thick fingers, leaky, whimpering eyes looking up to him. He felt something throb down below. He couldn’t be finding this arousing could he?
 
    
 
   He released his hold over her and let her stumble away, Russell leaning down and planting a soft kiss onto her glowing tush.
 
    
 
   “Good girl, that’s better. Now pull up those shorts and we’ll go and finish up the shopping. I’ll even buy you a toy if you keep quiet.”
 
    
 
   She quickly pulled those jean shorts back up and nodded her head, sniffling as her eyes stung with a bright redness, “Okay…”
 
    
 
   Once again he’d managed to turn his little girl docile through a firm beating on the behind, leaving her quiet and squirming as her ass stung something fierce. She even remained quiet as he picked up the large dog bed with the adorable little puppy nestled in the middle.
 
    
 
   Russell couldn’t help and feel concerned about that stiffness pressing into his boxers. He’d never been aroused by his little girl before but seeing her in such a helpless way? It just stirred something inside of him.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   The rest of the shopping had gone without a hitch after the little incident was resolved, Jasmine being a lot more obedient for her father.
 
    
 
   They’d managed to get a whole lot of goods. A basket and bowl for each of them and even a few toys, Russell paying for it all.
 
    
 
   Coco seemed a lot happier to have this new stuff than Jasmine who had returned to her openly sulking form ever since they’d returned home from the store, sitting down on the floor playing with her pup in the very loosest of sense; just clearly showing her lack of interest in this whole thing.
 
    
 
   “Okay dinner is done!” Russell called out from the kitchen, “Come and get it!”
 
    
 
   Coco didn’t really know what was going on but still scuttled over to check out the loud noises while Jasmine rose up and slowly trudged her way over to check things out. The sight of her bowl being on the floor next to Coco’s was not a welcome sight to her.
 
    
 
   “Are you really expecting me to do this?”
 
    
 
   “That is correct.”
 
    
 
   “I’m not doing it.”
 
    
 
   “Jasmine, I made this food for you. I expect you to eat it.”
 
    
 
   She looks down at the bowl and swings her foot, striking the side and kicking the bowl over, scattering the food that’d been made for her. She hadn’t been fed dog food like Coco, she’d been fed a nice stew simply in a bowl which had now been scattered everywhere.
 
    
 
   “I can’t handle this! I’m not playing your games! I don’t give a shit about the dog anymore or the more or anything. I’m not letting you treat me like some animal! I hate you! I hate you!” she screamed out before she turned and ran away quickly, darting back upstairs, locking herself into her room.
 
    
 
   Russell followed up after her but by the time he’d gotten there she’d already pushed something heavy up against the door, making it impossible to open it up.
 
    
 
   “Jasmine, open up,” he cried out, knocking on the bedroom door.
 
    
 
   “Never! Go away you monster!”
 
    
 
   She’d managed to jam that door shut properly, there was no way that he was going to be forcing himself into that room, no matter how much he tried. He’d gone ahead and poked the bear too hard and now it’d came back to bite him. However he was still determined to solve this, he’d just have to make things more intense.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t until the early hours of the morning where Jasmine finally stirred once again and slipped out of her room. The house had been cast into darkness so the spoilt princess took this as an opportunity to slip free and sneak downstairs to get herself some real food. She’d been starving all night after all.
 
    
 
   Russell though had not been wasting the time since she’d locked herself up and now doing nothing. He’d express ordered a few things to come to the house. It’d cost him a bit more than he would have liked but it was necessary for his personal taste of discipline.
 
    
 
   When Jasmine was sneaking her way through the house it was time to strike. Under the cover of darkness, only being illuminated by the faint glow of the world outside, Russell pushed up behind Jasmine and wrapped his arms around her.
 
    
 
   “Get off me!” she squealed out before she felt something round and firm being pressed down into her mouth. It was a thick gag which was being squeezed between her lips and locked in place behind, keeping her mouth shut for the time being.
 
    
 
   Her hands, held behind her back, where locked up in place by a pair of handcuffs, removing the option of being able to take off the gag. She’d been silenced in one fell swoop.
 
    
 
   “I’ve had enough of your attitude,” Russell growled at the squirming teenager, “I didn’t want to resort to anything like this but you leave me no choice.”
 
    
 
   Russell had just wanted to have a bit of fun and to turn the tables on her usual bratty ways but now he had to take some serious measures to keep her in line.
 
    
 
   He hefted her up onto his shoulders and carried her through the house, dropping her body down onto the padded basket with a poof as her body dropped into the fluff. He had another pair of handcuffs at his disposal which he used to lock her ankles, even as they kicked around and tried to escape.
 
    
 
   It took him some time to get away from her swinging feet but eventually he got the metal in place, containing her legs together. Between her cuffs, from wrists to ankles, he ran a chain down to pull the pairs together and lock them up, effectively hogtying her up in place.
 
    
 
   She looked up at him with glaring eyes as she swayed from side to side, not really able to move apart from rocking her body; not even able to say a word.
 
    
 
   From out of one of his pockets Russell took out a music player complete with headphones, squatting down in front of his daughter, pushing those large cups around her ears.
 
    
 
   “Here, listen to this for the night. Maybe it’ll teach you some manners.”
 
    
 
   From the internet he’d downloaded some hypnotic files to help with the discipline of his naughty pet. He didn’t want to resort to such serious measures but he didn’t have much choice in his eyes.
 
    
 
   Jasmine tried to squirm around but there was no escape for her. She was stuck, she was locked in place, she was made to listen.
 
    
 
   “I’ll see you in the morning,” Russell said as the hypnotic voices began to play through the headphones to the squeaky pet.
 
    
 
   For Jasmine it was going to be a very long night indeed.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Under Hypnosis
 
    
 
   “Good morning Jasmine.”
 
    
 
   The teenager fluttered her eyes as she drifted back into consciousness after a deep and refreshing dream. She hadn’t felt so relaxed in a long, long time. She had no memories of dreaming, she simply remembered being in a state of total relaxation. She needed to dream again like that more often.
 
    
 
   Her state of contemplation was shattered the moment that she tried to move and all her memories came back from last night. That bastard of a father of hers had tied her up and let her trapped in a dog basket like some sort of animal. Even now she was still handcuffed into a makeshift hogtie and was unable to wiggle her way free.
 
    
 
   Jasmine couldn’t even say anything about from gurgling out some whines and growls. She had a large ball gag pushed into her lips, making any speech completely impossible.
 
    
 
   Now that she was fully awake her body shook from side to side on the spot, trying to somehow snap her way out of the cuffs. She was a normal girl though, not some sort of superwoman. Those cuffs weren’t just going to snap all of a sudden through her strength, she was helpless. All she did was topple the headphones off of her head through her violent movements.
 
    
 
   “Here let me help you with that,” her step-dad, Russell, said down to his puppy in training, reaching around to unfasten her gag, pulling it free of her mouth.
 
    
 
   “Let me go this instant!” she screamed out as soon as she could. “You’re sick, I’m gonna see you put in jail for this!”
 
    
 
   “Don’t be like that, it was a good sleep wasn’t it?”
 
    
 
   It was a good sleep. It was an amazing sleep, but that didn’t matter and she certainly was not going to share that with him.
 
    
 
   “Untie this instant creep before I sue you for everything you have!”
 
    
 
   “Do you even know how to do that?”
 
    
 
   “Just untie me now!”
 
    
 
   Russell wagged a finger down at his mutt, “No no, not until you behave and act like a good girl. Until then you’re staying like that.”
 
    
 
   She growled out, “But!-” but was cut by his voice again.
 
    
 
   “Which must be a shame as you haven’t eaten for almost a full day now, you must be absolutely starving.”
 
    
 
   Almost on cue her stomach began to rumble. He was completely right. After she skipped dinner last night she was cut off trying to grab herself a snack in the middle of night which meant she hadn’t eaten until the previous lunch. She was absolutely starving.
 
    
 
   “You can’t do this,” she growled out aggressively.
 
    
 
   “Yes I can. Have fun like that.”
 
    
 
   Russell threw up a hand as he turned around and started to walk away across the lounge.
 
    
 
   “W-wait!” her voice squealed out, “Just don’t leave me like this, please!”
 
    
 
   “So you are hungry after all?”
 
    
 
   Jasmine hung her head down but gave a solid nod. She could eat a horse right now she was feeling that peckish.
 
    
 
   “Well are you going to stop screaming and start being a good girl?”
 
    
 
   She nodded her head again, only growing beneath her breath, “Yes…”
 
    
 
   “Then I’ll go and prepare you some food. Just wait a few moments.”
 
    
 
   The man of the house marched offwards into the kitchen, leaving Jasmine to squirm around in her basket, arms and legs still locked behind her back. She glanced over at Coco, the pup which had triggered all of this trouble, happily skipping over the carpet.
 
    
 
   “Stupid dog, I never should have gotten you,” she huffed free as Russell soon made his way back.
 
    
 
   In his hands he held the object which last night had caused so much trouble. It was the dog bowl he’d presented to her to eat from, the one she’d sent flying across the room. It was back and this time it was filled up with milk and cereal, Jasmine’s normal breakfast meal.
 
    
 
   “Here you go, dig in,” he said as he squatted down and placed the bowl just outside of her basket.
 
    
 
   “You’re kidding?” she growled, “This again? And you ain’t even gonna let me go?”
 
    
 
   “Well if you aren’t happy with it I can always take it back. Then we can try again at lunch.”
 
    
 
   This was hopeless. She knew now that he was just going to keep doing this same thing over and over again. As long as she was chained up like this and unable to feed herself she either had two options. Each from this bowl like a common mutt or go hungry, and she really didn’t want to starve here.
 
    
 
   “Fine!”
 
    
 
   She’d made her decision, sighing out as she squirmed to position her head forwards so it was hanging above the bowl.
 
    
 
   It didn’t need to be said that eating like this was not easy. With her hair already hanging down into the milk she lowered herself into the bowl and began to awkwardly lap up the cereal with her tongue, not wanting to fully bury her face inside and getting stained with milk.
 
    
 
   Her eyes glanced upwards to see if she was being watched doing this embarrassing act. Of course she was, Russell was watching with his arms folded and a wide grin on his face while even Coco was around to see what was going on. It was totally humiliating.
 
    
 
   Jasmine managed the best she could to actually eat up the food but it was beyond hard to catch the bits of cereal which floated around the milk, especially as every time she slipped and splashed her chin into the bowl she sent the milk levels running lower and lower, really having to push in deep to satisfy her hunger.
 
    
 
   When finally she’d finished she flicked her head back, hair and face covered in milk, with an annoyed look plastered over her face.
 
    
 
   “Aww did you finish it all up?” Russell asked in his best patronizing voice.
 
    
 
   “Enough.”
 
    
 
   “That’s a good girl.”
 
    
 
   He reached down to pet along the top of her head, Jasmine unable to really avoid it due to her current unfavorable movability. She could only sigh out.
 
    
 
   “So can I go now?”
 
    
 
   “Almost. I noticed you removed this. I thought I told you to keep this on at all times?”
 
    
 
   It was the collar he’d forced her to wear which she’d ripped off once she’d gotten back into her room that night. He must have went and retrieved it from her room and now he was wrapping it back around her neck.
 
    
 
   “Fine I won’t take it off again. Now let me go.”
 
    
 
   “Try asking again. Asking. Remember your place. You don’t command me.”
 
    
 
   “Fine, will you let me go now?”
 
    
 
   “And is there a magic word you should use with that?”
 
    
 
   “Please,” she sighed out. This conversation was so stupid in her eyes.
 
    
 
   Finally her pleas were answered as he reached around to the cuffs, unfastening her from her restrictive confinement, unlocking each pair of cuffs in turn.
 
    
 
   “Now before you even try it don’t think about attacking me after you get out. You know that won’t end well, I’ll just put you back like this.”
 
    
 
   She growled, finally being able to move her arms and legs about, rubbing those sore wrists that had been locked in tight steel all night. She jumped up onto her feet and just pushed her way past him.
 
    
 
   “You’re not worth my time. I’m going for a shower,” she reeked of milk after that meal. It was stained into her hair, her hair of all places. She wanted to wash it out ASAP.
 
    
 
   What she didn’t know was that she was playing right into Russell’s hands.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   A nice, hot, shower was the perfect thing to help Jasmine wash away all of that damn stress her bastard step-father was putting her through. What was he aiming for anyway? To make her a better girl? It was just his excuse to be a pervert.
 
    
 
   Now that she could finally be alone it was amazing. Being able to take her time to wash her body under the warm water, all alone with nobody to bother her. Just her, lathering up her beautiful, young body, with no stresses, no worries, no problems.
 
    
 
   All that would end as soon as she left the shower to find that there was no longer a towel waiting for her. Or the clothes she’d stipped off to get in the shower in the first place. Without her noticing Russell had been in and stolen it all away. He was completely frustrating!
 
    
 
   With nothing to cover her body and nothing to dry with Jasmine had no choice but to march her naked, dripping, body straight to her womb to get some clothes to wear. That was when things turned from bad to worse.
 
    
 
   She pulled open her underwear draw to find that it was empty. She flung open her wardrobe to find that all of her outfits were gone. All of her clothing had been completely cleared out. There was nothing for her to wear except for one outfit, one that she hadn’t placed there. This was his doing again, he was forcing her into this humiliating affair.
 
    
 
   Embarrassment may have been strong but it couldn’t stop the force of anger as Jasmine stomped downstairs dressed in the outfit her step-dad had so thoughtfully provided. All that covered her nipples was a tiny, pink, micro bikini while her pussy was only hidden by a black and pink micro mini skirt. Her ass could barely be considered hidden.
 
    
 
   Russell was in the lounge acting casually, reading the newspaper with a large cup of coffee in his free hand when his daughter came storming in.
 
    
 
   “Right, what did you do with them!?” she screamed out.
 
    
 
   “What did I do with what?”
 
    
 
   “Don’t act dumb! You stole my clothes, all of my clothes. Now give them back!”
 
    
 
   “That’s clearly not true. See you have that lovely outfit on right now.”
 
    
 
   “You planted it there for me,” she screamed out at him. “Where are my clothes, now!”
 
    
 
   “I thought I told you to stop screaming,” he complained, rolling up his newspaper which he reached up and used to bap Jasmine right on the nose. That’s what made her snap.
 
    
 
   “I’ve had it with this!” she screamed out as she tossed the sofa side table over, sending everything toppling with a crash. “You can’t do this to me, I’m a princess, not some fucking dog! You can go to hell!”
 
    
 
   He sighed out as she started to throw an incredible tantrum and said one, loud, commanding word.
 
    
 
   “Sit.”
 
    
 
   Her body took over as she felt her body drop down to the floor into a seated position, exposed ass pressed tightly into the carpet.
 
    
 
   “Eh, what the fucks going on?”
 
    
 
   “Lie down.”
 
    
 
   She felt her body go into a world of its own all over again. This time her entire body moved forwards and pushed along the ground, Jasmine lying down on her front without her given consent.
 
    
 
   “What is happening!?”
 
    
 
   Her cries were cut off as the rolled up paper in Russell’s hand was driven down and slapped across her behind, giving her tush a firm spank.
 
    
 
   “That’s a bad girl, breaking furniture like that. You need to be punished.”
 
    
 
   He’d already found that spanking his little girl had been a very effective method of discipline in the past. Now it was time to find just how far that went, swatting the rolled up newspaper into her exposed cheeks, making her softness bounce around with each slap.
 
    
 
   “Stop it, stop it,” she whined out, head pushed into the ground as her ass was raised as it tried to escape, only giving him an easier target to aim for.
 
    
 
   Each of his strikes caused her ass to glow a shade of red in a thin strip where the rolled up paper had struck. He worked on making each strip as bright as possible before moving slightly higher, working to cover every inch of her soft, meaty, ass canvas in the results of his discipline.
 
    
 
   She sobbed out as he was rough with her backside, making it ache from the force behind his commanding spanks. She hated when he did this, it hurt so much, it humiliated her so bad. While other acts might be more severe or leave a longer impression nothing could make Jasmine feel like a sniffling, naughty child like being spanked on the ass.
 
    
 
   “Are you going to apologize?” he asked sternly as he paused his booty brutalization.
 
    
 
   “Yes yes! I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I won’t do it again!”
 
    
 
   “How can I be so sure? This is the third time in a day I’ve had to spank you for misbehaving.”
 
    
 
   She didn’t have much of a comeback prepared for that cold, hard fact. Not one that wouldn’t get her in more bother anyway.
 
    
 
   “I.. erm… I promise!”
 
    
 
   “The best you can do is promising? Well I suppose that means that if you break it you’d excuse me for any punishment I’d give you, right?”
 
    
 
   “Erm…”
 
    
 
   He went back to spanking that ass with his newspaper, “Right?”
 
    
 
   “Yes yes, right right, I understand!”
 
    
 
   Jasmine rubbed her sore, glowing tush when Russell finally dragged himself away from her. It was stinging so very harshly, it was no wonder her eyes had been watering.
 
    
 
   “Good girl, you can go now and do try to behave because next time you do something naughty, daddy isn’t going to hold back any longer.”
 
    
 
   A gulp ran down through her throat. She had no idea what he meant by that but she didn’t like it. Those spanks had been hard enough, she didn’t want to experience anything worse than that. Her ass would not appreciate it.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   The threat of more punishment was enough to quell the spoilt brat for some time. For the rest of the day she had to keep her head down and obey the best the could, all while still being dressed as a slut.
 
    
 
   For lunch and dinner she even ate out of her bowl like a good mutt, obediently scoffing down her meals. It may not have been the most entertaining day of her life but she avoided anymore scolding, spanking and even got praised for her good behaviour which deep down caused her a bit of joy.
 
    
 
   Things in the odd household were going quite smoothly until it got back to night and bedtime for all.
 
    
 
   “Come on Jasmine, to bed,” he called out, the bratty teen pulling herself up off the sofa with a groan.
 
    
 
   “Fine, I get it, good night,” she sighed out as she crossed her way across the lounge, heading for the stairs.
 
    
 
   “Jasmine? Aren’t you forgetting something?” Russell said, pointing at the large dog bed where she’d spent the previous night.
 
    
 
   “No, come on. I’ve been good today, can’t I just go and sleep in my own bed tonight?”
 
    
 
   “Nope.”
 
    
 
   “You haven’t even gotten me anything to wear for sleep. I can’t wear this. You didn’t even give me any underwear.”
 
    
 
   “I’ve made it clear, this is your bed.”
 
    
 
   Jasmine began to grit her teeth as the annoyance built. It was understandable really. A proud girl being told to sleep in a dog bed. It was never something to take well.
 
    
 
   “I don’t wanna sleep there, I wanna sleep in my own bed.”
 
    
 
   “Do you need some more discipline? Look it’s very simple, I even have those tapes again to help you fall asleep.”
 
    
 
   Russell shook the music player between his fingers, the same one he’d used on Jasmine last night to put her into a trance and feed her suggestions. It was only at this prompt that she remembered about having the headphones fitted onto her head.
 
    
 
   “Wait, is that the reason I was asking weird earlier. You did something weird to me, didn’t you. There is no way I’m putting that on again.”
 
    
 
   She wasn’t being as volatile as earlier but it still wasn’t good enough for Russell. He was expecting her to be perfectly obedient. To respect her elders and stop thinking about herself. He needed to drill his lessons deep into her mind.
 
    
 
   “Sit,” he said assertively, sending her crashing down onto the floor again, sitting like a good pup.
 
    
 
   She hadn’t actually put her mind too much at why this had happened to her earlier, mainly due to the distraction of a severe ass spanking which then followed. But now that it’d been freshly returned to the front of her mind she could see just how in control it put him over her. When he commanded her body listened on instinct.
 
    
 
   “Stop, lemme go!”
 
    
 
   “You should know I don’t like that raised voice of yours. It’s too aggressive. You are in severe need of discipline young lady. Stay.”
 
    
 
   She tried to pull herself away but she felt like a statue. She was unable to drag her body off the spot, swaying from side to side being the most she could muster as Russell left her all alone.
 
    
 
   “Hey get back here. Lemme go, lemme go!”
 
    
 
   He wasn’t gone for long though. He came back with her leash in hand. With her body being stuck still in place it made it ridiculously easy for him to be able to attach it onto her collar.
 
    
 
   “Come on Jasmine, we’re going for a walk.”
 
    
 
   At least those words snapped her out of her frozen state but she was still on a leash, being tugged softly by her step-dad.
 
    
 
   “Stop pulling me you weirdo, there is no way I’m going anywhere.”
 
    
 
   “Walkies.”
 
    
 
   Something clicked inside of her as she heard those words, Jasmine jumping up onto her feet with a face wrapped in excitement.
 
    
 
   “Walkies? You really mean it?”
 
    
 
   “Yep, we’re going to go for some walkies.”
 
    
 
   She was practically bouncing she was that pleased at the concept, her body suddenly being filled with energy.
 
    
 
   “Then let’s go, let’s go, let’s go,” she gasped out, now trying to drag him towards the front door.
 
    
 
   “Okay I get the picture, let’s go.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   There were a lot of people in the world sceptical about things like hypnosis but the cold hard truth was it was a real thing which could affect anybody and on Jasmine it had worked a treat.
 
    
 
   Thanks to a night of being put into a trance and fed commands and suggestions she was now more willing to do certain actions than she had been previously, even if that still needed a lot of work.
 
    
 
   The commands though had gone swimmingly. Now when he commanded Jasmine to sit down she would do it on instinct. The same with lying down. He could also ask for her paw, or hand in this instance, but right now the one he was getting the most use out of was walkies.
 
    
 
   Walkies would give Jasmine the mindset of being a normal dog, filled with excitement at the prospect of being taken out for a walk. One word was all it had taken to transform Jasmine from a stubborn brat into an energetic puppy girl.
 
    
 
   Despite the fact it wasn’t the warmest of nights and she was dressed in clothing which exposed a lot of flesh and would titillate any man who saw her she didn’t seem to mind the fact the two of them were walking through the streets.
 
    
 
   The streets were quiet but they weren’t completely empty as the duo walked, passersby giving alarmed looked towards the barely dressed teenager being led around on a collar, happily skipping around in front of her owner as they trotted through the streets of their suburban neighbourhood.
 
    
 
   Russell’s destination was that where all pet owners headed towards when walkies were on the table. They were going to the park.
 
    
 
   Due to it being night time the park was a lot emptier than it would be in the day. The kids were gone, as were the other dog walkers. For all intent and purposes the only two in the entire vicinity were Russell and his pet.
 
    
 
   “Do you like the park Jasmine?” Russell asked to his tranced pup who was glancing all around.
 
    
 
   “Yep it’s super awesome,” she barked back at him, still full of beans as she had been ever since she’d first been given the command.
 
    
 
   “You won’t learn anything like this though. Revert to normal.”
 
    
 
   Those words snapped her back into reality, her happy, euphoric state slipping away in a matter of moments to leave her confused as she stood in the dark with the cold breeze of the night blowing across her exposed skin.
 
    
 
   “Huh, where am I? What am I doing here?”
 
    
 
   Jasmine took a few moments to get to grip with her surroundings and her current predicament, noticing Russell, the leash and the fact she was still dressed like a slut, quickly trying to cover herself up with her arms.
 
    
 
   “What’s the big idea!?” she screamed out at him.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure you want to make so much noise, right here, like this?”
 
    
 
   She gritted those teeth of hers together. The last thing she wanted to do now was let people see her like this.
 
    
 
   “How did I get here?” she growled out, having no memory of her time in trance.
 
    
 
   “You walked here with me. Don’t you remember? You were so energetic, you almost dragged my arm off trying to get here.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t remember any of that. The last thing I remember was being at home, then you put a leash on me and then… you did something to me, didn’t you?”
 
    
 
   “All I did was ask you if you wanted to go on a walk. You’re the one who was begging me to bring you here.”
 
    
 
   “Lies,” she growled out again. In a way he was telling the truth though, not that she had any memory of that.
 
    
 
   “Hey it’s the truth. Don’t blame me.”
 
    
 
   His attitude was really grinding her gears, “Fine, I don’t care. Just take me back, now.”
 
    
 
   Russell let out a sight as he moved backwards and took a seat on one of the wooden benches that were so conveniently placed along the path.
 
    
 
   “I don’t quite have the energy that a young kid like you has. Let me rest here for a few minutes to catch my breath.”
 
    
 
   It was total bullshit. Despite the fact he was double her age he was fit for his age. He worked out every day and still have an active gym membership; he certainly looked a lot younger than he was.
 
    
 
   “Well I’ll just go back by myself.”
 
    
 
   “No Jasmine. You don’t just take off your own leash. That’s my job and if I keep you on then I expect you to stay on.”
 
    
 
   She shot him a look of disgust as she still pushed her fingers up to unhook the leash from her collar. Russell took swift actions to stop his pet from escaping with a firm tug, toppling her body closer to him, sending her stumbling down over his lap.
 
    
 
   “Ah!” she coughed out, the collar squeezing down around her windpipe, “What’s the big idea!?”
 
    
 
   “I told you not to try and take it off.”
 
    
 
   Russell’s pull on Jasmine’s leash wasn’t just some sloppy move to stop her from taking it down, it was also an aimed move to position her across his lap with that soft, round, ass exposed. With her rump wiggling upwards and his weak hand grasping at her leash to keep her in place his dominant hand was free to swat down onto her rear to make it glow red,
 
    
 
   A squeal burst from her pursed lips as that palm spanked down onto her ass. It was the one act which had been successfully turning her to jelly over the past two days. Every spank which struck down onto her body made her squirm like a piggy, her cheeks the only part of her which was now warm.
 
    
 
   “Stop it,” she begged, “Don’t do that. Please, not here.”
 
    
 
   “Jasmine I can’t control where you misbehave. If you started listening to me you wouldn’t have to go through things like this.”
 
    
 
   He wasn’t backing down from his treatment, her ass soon glowing a violent shade from red from the firmness of his spanks across her backside.
 
    
 
   “Please stop it, stop.”
 
    
 
   “I told you this punishment would be more severe than the last and I meant it. If you were a good girl I wouldn’t need to do this to you but you continue to misbehave. There is nothing more I can do for you.”
 
    
 
   “Daddy stop it please, I’ll do anything.”
 
    
 
   “Anything?”
 
    
 
   “Anything!?”
 
    
 
   He paused his spankings for the moment, resting his powerful hand onto her stinging backside.
 
    
 
   “Okay then. I’ll stop it if you strip down and leave your clothes here.”
 
    
 
   “But that means…”
 
    
 
   “Yes it does mean that. I’m not ordering you to do this, I’m giving you an option. You don’t need to take it though. We can carry on like this instead.”
 
    
 
   The hand which had been resting went back to spanking and once again she was writhing around in pain, the air being polluted with the sound of skin slapping together and teenager squeals.
 
    
 
   “Okay, I’ll do it! I’ll do it, just stop, please.”
 
    
 
   “That’s my girl.”
 
    
 
   He showed her behind the mercy it had been so desperately seeking for, instead tugging on the strings holding her super, tiny, bikini top together, letting the fabric tumble down from around her chest. It may not have been covering much but it covered a whole heck of a lot more than nothing at all.
 
    
 
   With the spanking ended it was also time for Russell to loosen the grip he had on that leash, giving Jasmine to leeway to move backwards, her ass still stinging harshly, her naked chest now on show.
 
    
 
   She covered her nipples up with a forearm squished tightly into her chest, eyes averted from her step-dad, inspecting her with his gaze.
 
    
 
   “Do I really have to, take this off too?”
 
    
 
   “You do, but you can leave on the heels.”
 
    
 
   She hadn’t even noticed she had high heels on. They must have came sometime in the big gap in her memory, probably just before they left the house.
 
    
 
   Jasmine unhooked the side of the microskirt and let it tumble down around her legs, quickly using her other arms to cover her pussy. It’d be the only thing that skirt had actually hidden up until this point.
 
    
 
   Apart from high heels and a collar Jasmine was now completely naked, the slender brunette exposed in a public park, eyes quickly shooting around to make sure that they were still the only two in the area.
 
    
 
   “So ready to go home now?” Russell asked, “My joints feel a little bit better. I think I can manage the walk if you can.”
 
    
 
   Her naked body shivered as she nodded back to him, not needing words to describe just how much she wanted be back in the safe confines of her own home once again. Sadly for Jasmine there was a long walk still to go.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Every step sent shivers running through her body. It wasn’t even the fact that the night was cold and popping goosebumps all over her body. It was that she knew at any moment somebody could appear in the street and see her like this.
 
    
 
   Her arms were still pressed tightly over her breasts and pussy, trying to cover herself to hide the slight modesty she had remaining but it was running thin.
 
    
 
   More time had passed since they’d been in the park but still the streets weren’t completely deserted. There was still the strum of engines in the distance and spattering of noise fluttering in from unseen locations. There was no way that a nude girl, exposed in public, could stay calm in these conditions.
 
    
 
   Despite the fact that noises still flowed from distant locations the only immediate noises were those of feet tapping against the ground as Russell led the way, with his daughter trying to hide in his shadow.
 
    
 
   When a car came driving close she took shelter behind his back, doing her best to stay covered, out of sight.
 
    
 
   “Having fun back there?” Russell asked after the lights flickered over their bodies and vanished into the distance.
 
    
 
   “No! You know I’m not. Just hurry up and get me home.”
 
    
 
   Jasmine’s legs shook as she shook from side to side, balancing on those large heels, entire body shivering from the cold, night, air, eyes constantly darting around to make our any shape, desperate not to get seen by anybody.
 
    
 
   She was so busy glancing from side to side, to make sure nobody was looking out of their windows or were walking on the other side of the road she wasn’t actually looking ahead.
 
    
 
   “Good evening,” Russell suddenly said, giving the teenager quite a fright.
 
    
 
   Startled she pinned herself tightly into his large back, desperate to keep herself hidden from the stranger who was coming. She remained pinned into his back for cover as they walked on and waited for the stranger to pass. They never did, even as they walked further and further down the street,
 
    
 
   “Hey, what’s going on?” her meek voice called out to him from behind.
 
    
 
   “Oh nothing.”
 
    
 
   “What? But you just said.”
 
    
 
   “I know, I did, didn’t I?” he snickered, looking down at her with a grin on his face.
 
    
 
   Her hands balled up into fists and began to shiver in rage, a loud squeal whining out of her lips as she tugged as his jacket.
 
    
 
   “Don’t do that to me! Do you know how scared I wa-!?”
 
    
 
   Suddenly, disaster. She’d been distracted, just as they were getting to a crossroads. As the two of them walked past the corner Jasmine found herself coming eye to eye with a man only a few paces away. He could see her, he could see everything!
 
    
 
   She panicked. She darted forwards, grasping a hold of her father’s arm as she started to run, dragging him along after her. She needed to be away from that place and that man as quickly as possible.
 
    
 
   Her heart pounded in her chest, not even from the sudden burst of exercise but from the extreme embarrassment of having her naked body seen in its fullness by a total stranger in the middle of the street. If it got out that she was a pervert like that it’d be the end of her. She may not have had many friends to start with but she’d never be able to live down such a rumour following her around.
 
    
 
   However running in high heels was not the easiest thing in the world. They weren’t used in the Olympics for a reason. It wasn’t too many streets away from the scare when Jasmine found herself tumbling down into the ground at quite a pace.
 
    
 
   Jasmine began to whine out as her naked body scraped into the pavement, rolling over on one of her ankles.
 
    
 
   “Ahh, it hurts, it hurts,” she began to sob, tears forming in those eyes before Russell came to her rescue, scooping him up in his arms.
 
    
 
   “Aww I’m sorry darling. I’ll get you home now.”
 
    
 
   She buried her head deeply into his chest, “I was so scared! He saw me then I was falling. Daddy please don’t do this again.”
 
    
 
   He planted a kiss onto the top of her head and ran his hand through her hair, carrying her naked body in his arms like she was the princess she craved to be.
 
    
 
   “We’ll be back soon. Daddy will keep you safe.”
 
    
 
   She hadn’t been so reassured by anything he’d said in a long, long time.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   “Does that feel better?”
 
    
 
   Jasmine nodded once Russell had finished wiping down her slight scrapes, having already taped up her ankle.
 
    
 
   “A little bit, yeah.”
 
    
 
   “Good girl. Don’t you think it’s time for bed now?”
 
    
 
   “But… are you going to ask me to sleep in that dog bed again?”
 
    
 
   He nodded, brushing his hand through her hair, “Sorry dear but it’s necessary for your training.”
 
    
 
   “But I had a traumatic experience. And I don’t have any nightwear.”
 
    
 
   “You’ll get used to being naked soon.”
 
    
 
   “But I don’t wanna be naked all the time.”
 
    
 
   He sighed. Without saying anything more he reached to the base of his shirt and dragged it upwards, revealing his slightly toned chest before he began to unfasten his belt.
 
    
 
   “Ah!” she gasped out, “What are you doing?”
 
   
“Showing you there is nothing to be worried about,” he said as he reached down and pulled down both his pants and his boxers with one, swift, movement. “See now I’m naked too, there is nothing to be embarrassed about.”
 
    
 
   Jasmine’s cheeks lit up bright and red as she saw her own step-dad’s naked body. It was the first time she’d seen him naked ever since she was a little girl, Jasmine covering her eyes with her hands as Russell stood there, tall, proud and erect.
 
    
 
   “Daddy put your clothes back on! Your… thing is out.”
 
    
 
   “No I want you to look,” he demanded, reaching forward and grasping at her wrists, pulling them away from her eyes. “I need to show you there is nothing to be embarrassed about.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes tried to look everywhere but down at his throbbing member. Her gaze darted around to escape the sight but eventually her sight was going to be dragged down to that thickness. Even just the sight of his large member made her squeak and quickly avert her gaze.
 
    
 
   “There is nothing to be embarrassed about.”
 
    
 
   “Yes there is! Why are you hard anyway?”
 
    
 
   “Well, it’s been awhile since I’ve been with a woman.”
 
    
 
   “Daddy!”
 
    
 
   “Hehe, I’m sorry darling. Daddy just happened to get a boner.”
 
    
 
   All of a sudden her face seemed to glaze over, Jasmine quickly gasping out as her body began to wiggle around on the spot.
 
    
 
   “Bone? Where?”
 
    
 
   “Huh?” Russell slipped out in confusion, pointing down to his shaft.
 
    
 
   As soon as he pointed he was attacked by Jasmine who dropped down onto her behind on the floor, wrapping her lips around the head of his cock, swallowing up the shaft within her mouth, making him let out a long, loud, gasp.
 
    
 
   “J-Jasmine, what are you doing?”
 
    
 
   She licked her tongue over the meat in her mouth, letting out low growling noises as she ran her mouth along the shaft.
 
    
 
   Russell took a firm hold of her head and tried to drag her back but she responded by gripping her teeth down, making him released his grip fairly quickly.
 
    
 
   “Ah, don’t bite! What’s gotten into you?”
 
    
 
   She released those teeth and went back to slurping and lapping at his shaft. There was only one explanation why she would suddenly do something like this. He must have triggered her tranced state. When he said boner she’d misheard it as bone and was now treating his dick like a toy.
 
    
 
   He was going to revert her back to normal but there was no way he could do that like this. He couldn’t bring his little girl back around to find herself sucking on her dad’s cock; what would she think? If he couldn’t pull her up there was only one option left, he had to get off.
 
    
 
   Russell pushed down onto the back of her head to work his cock into her throat, pumping his hips forward and back as he began to rut in the tight confines of her insides, his pants moaning out as drool poured down across her chin.
 
    
 
   His cock throbbed in her warm mouth every time he thrusted his hips and felt her tightness squeezing around his girth. He could really feel it, he wasn’t going to last long.
 
    
 
   “Oh, oh, I’m cumming,” he grunted out, “I’m cumming dear.”
 
    
 
   He pushed his hips forward, tightly into her lips, as his orgasm burst out and gushed down deep into her throat, leaving her insides stained with thick, clinging, cum.
 
    
 
   Russell bit down firmly on his bottom lip as his full orgasm was milked out by her suckling mouth and that squeezing throat. He hadn’t been with a woman since his wife had passed away. This blowjob felt completely amazing.
 
    
 
   Jasmine finally pulled her head back once she had a mouthful of warmth, the teenager gargling as the thick whiteness gave her a filling.
 
    
 
   “I-I think it’s bed time now Jasmine. Quickly get to bed now, chop chop.”
 
    
 
   He was still started but luckily she still seemed to be in the mindset of a pet, obediently pushing herself into the dog bed and curling up.
 
    
 
   Russell quickly swiped up the music player and headphones and fitted them onto Jasmine’s head, beginning some more hypnosis files for the teenager to listen to.
 
    
 
   “Goodnight Jasmine,” he sighed out. What just happened, he couldn’t really get his head around it. It started to fill him with some new thoughts, some dirtier thoughts.
 
    
 
   His eyes glanced down to that music player. Maybe there was something more he could do with his new pet after all.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Becoming Obedient
 
    
 
   Russell didn’t have the same enthusiasm to wake his little girl up that he’d had the day before. It was mainly down to the actions she had taken last night, a new line being crossed by the two. He didn’t even know if she had any memory of the incident, there was only one way to find out.
 
    
 
   “Rise and shine Jasmine,” he called down to her as he removed her headphones which had been playing hypnotic scripts to her all night long.
 
    
 
   Once again it had been a relaxing night. Being placed into a hypnosis trance, being taken down into a deep state of relaxation, that was one hell of a way to spend a night.
 
    
 
   The groggy teenager rose her head up from her dog bed, her slender body still naked after their exhibitionist adventure last night. She reached her hands up and used them to rub her heavy eyes as she adjusted to the morning light.
 
    
 
   “Hmm? Morning daddy,” she groaned out, pulling her head back to release a big yawn.
 
    
 
   “How did you sleep pumpkin?”
 
    
 
   Her eyes glanced up and caught a sight of her step-dad’s face but only for a moment before she quickly flicked her head to the side and averted all vision.
 
    
 
   “J-just fine,” her voice crackled out. It was an unusual sudden reaction from his little girl.
 
    
 
   “Would you like some breakfast?”
 
    
 
   She kept her head down, giving a small nod to her father. It was strange to see her acting so meek all of a sudden.
 
    
 
   He did offer her breakfast however and breakfast he would fetch. A small trip to the kitchen later and he was bringing her a dog bowl filled with milk and cereal, the same meal he’d brought her the day before. Once again there was no spoon to speak of, pets didn’t use cutlery.
 
    
 
   “Thanks daddy,” she muttered out softly before she leaned over and sunk her head down into the bowl, tongue rolling from out of her lips and starting to scoop up into the milk to slurp up that cereal.
 
    
 
   He was pleased to see she was taking to eating from a bowl today and was no longer making  a scene, those hypnosis tracks really do the trick, but he couldn’t help but be concerned by how she was acting. She continued to give him small glances before quickly snapping back down like she’d never been sneaking a look to begin with. Something was troubling her.
 
    
 
   “Sweetie, is something wrong?”
 
    
 
   She seemed to tense up just from those words, quickly shaking her head from side to side in a very clear manner, her brown hair flicking all around.
 
    
 
   “No, nothing. Don’t know what you’re talking about.”
 
    
 
   He wanted her to be meeker and kinder but right now she just seemed uncomfortable. This wasn’t what he was looking for.
 
    
 
   “Sweetie, what are you hiding from me?”
 
    
 
   “Nothing,” she squeaked out louder, her body squirming about as the milk dripped from her face.
 
    
 
   When he took a closer look at her he noticed just how red her face was. She was practically burning up. She hadn’t caught anything had she? If he’d caused her to catch a cold he wouldn’t forgive himself.
 
    
 
   “Jasmine…”
 
    
 
   “I said it’s nothing!”
 
    
 
   “Speak.”
 
    
 
   That one simple command opened up the floodgates. When he told her to sit her body would sit. If he told her to lie down she would lie down. Roll over she’d roll over and when he said to speak she lifted her head up high.
 
    
 
   “I had a dream last night where I pleasured daddy and now I’m too embarrassed to look at you properly.”
 
    
 
   After her confession she slapped her hands over her lips, her face only getting redder and hotter as she admitted the one thing she really wanted to keep secret.
 
    
 
   “How did you pleasure me?” he asked, needing to make sure.
 
    
 
   “...”
 
    
 
   “Speak.”
 
    
 
   “With my mouth.”
 
    
 
   She squealed after her body went on autopilot again and spat out the truth. Her eyes averted themselves from her daddy quickly, trying to look at anywhere but him, hands tightly wrapping up over her own face again. It didn’t save her the second time but she was desperate.
 
    
 
   It at least confirmed to him whether she remembered the incident or not. She did but she simply believed it all to be a dream. At least that meant she wasn’t going to suddenly hate him for it. Ignorance is bliss.
 
    
 
   “It’s okay sweetie, I’m not mad,” he tried to assure her as she shivered meekishly in place.
 
    
 
   “Yeah but it’s embarrassing!” she squealed out once more, her entire body rocking from side to side, trying to make herself as small as possible.
 
    
 
   “It’s only natural for women to have fantasies about men.”
 
    
 
   “You’re my dad!”
 
    
 
   “Lots of women have fantasies like this. It’s a common fantasy you should not feel any shame about.”
 
    
 
   “But I do!”
 
    
 
   That was the last straw for his little girl, she’d been pushed too far so she resorted to the last course of action she had for any situation. She took flight and ran from the scene, springing up from out of that dog bed and running out of the living room before he could react.
 
    
 
   Russell sighed as little Coco trotted out of her dog basket and began to lap up the half finished meal which Jasmine had left in her bowl. Usually he was trying to calm Jasmine out of some fiery rage but today he was going to have to cheer her out of this down state.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   “Jasmine? Jasmine!?”
 
    
 
   Russell was setting out to cheer his girl up but first he had to find her. They lived in a big house but he didn’t expect this to actually turn into a hunt. Where had she actually gotten to?
 
    
 
   He’d checked everywhere downstairs, including the cupboards, and she wasn’t in any of them. The only explanation was she’d taken flight and hidden herself upstairs.
 
    
 
   Heading up the stairs he noticed that Jasmine’s bedroom door was opened slightly. He could have sworn it’d been shut properly, no reason to leave a door hanging open like that.
 
    
 
   Russell peeked his head inside the room. No sight of her. However that didn’t mean she wasn’t going to be lurking around. Like downstairs he checked the most convenient hiding spot there was, her wardrobe.
 
    
 
   There she was, tucked away into the corner with her legs held up, her head buried behind with those slender arms wrapped around her body.
 
    
 
   “Sweetie…” he called down to her delicately.
 
    
 
   “Go away! I don’t want to see you!”
 
    
 
   “I just want to talk sweetie.”
 
    
 
   “Well I don’t want to talk to you!”
 
    
 
   Her voice came out on a scream as she leaped back up onto her feet and tried to sprint quickly out of the room. But he wasn’t having any of it.
 
    
 
   To get out of the room she would have to go through him, Russell pushing his body back against the door to shut it with his back, Jasmine trying to push him out of the way and force a path to freedom.
 
    
 
   “Jasmine stop that,” he said as she was almost tangled up in him, trying to fight her way past time. For a girl who didn’t want to see her father right now she didn’t seem to mind being pressed up against him. The blood seemed to be rushing to her head again.
 
    
 
   “No let me out!”
 
    
 
   “Jasmine stop it we need to talk.”
 
    
 
   “Leave me alone and let me go!” she screamed out, dragging her nails across his forearm, leaving a grazed mark in his skin.
 
    
 
   Even if she was upset about her ‘dream’ last night he couldn’t excuse her violent behavior. He had been teaching her to be a good girl, she needed to know better.
 
    
 
   Russell grasped his hand into Jasmine’s pink collar and dragged her backwards, forcing a squeal from her as she was taken off guard by the sudden action.
 
    
 
   He dragged her across the bedroom, to her own bed, Russell sitting down first before pulling his teenage step-daughter down across his lap, with her squirming ass pressed upwards. This had been the one thing that had really been able to put her in her place, his one big weapon against her. His hand swung down and clapped firmly onto her behind.
 
    
 
   “That’s a bad girl!” he said in a strong, firm, clear, voice as his palm left a red handprint down across her curvy backside.
 
    
 
   She tensed up, body jerking when the hand connected with her flesh, a squeal popping out from her lips. That one strike managed to sap away her heated momentum and brought her back towards the mindset of a submissive, well behaved girl.
 
    
 
   One spank was not enough however and Russell drew his hand back and sent it swatting back down onto her rear, with a clap of skin meeting skin, making more fluttering sounds escape from her lips in a high pitched squeal.
 
    
 
   “Daddy stop it,” she whimpered out as her backside began to glow in a bright red colour, marked by the firmness of his hands.
 
    
 
   “This is for your own good, you need to learn to behave,” he explained as he continued to punish her rear with the firm spanks of his powerful, large hands, easily able to make her round, soft behind shake.
 
    
 
   Jasmine curled her fingers up into the bedsheets and clung on tightly, small whimpers slipping out as she clamped her lips together, arms shaking down the full length of her clinging limbs. Usually the issue was simply how much it stung but this was the first exception. The issue wasn’t in how much it hurt but in how much it didn’t, compared to the previous times. It wasn’t that she had adapted to the spanks, or that he was getting softer. It was something so much more concerning to her; the spanks were starting to feel good.
 
    
 
   She didn’t know if it was the actual act of being spanked that she was starting to enjoy or if it was down to the man who was administering them, her mind having very different views on him after her dream last night, but she couldn’t deny that between her legs was beginning to heat up so splendidly from the sensation of having her behind punished.
 
    
 
   Soon Russell would also begin to notice as he spied a wetness glistened from her exposed pussy. Curious he ran two fingers down and stroked them across her mound, his fingers dragging through the accumulated wetness which had begin to build.
 
    
 
   He brought his digits back up and gave them a small sniff, followed by a taste. He was no expert but if he had to take a guess he’d say this was female excitement.
 
    
 
   “Honey?” he asked, her body tensing up almost immediately.
 
    
 
   “It’s not what you think!” she cried out in a panicked voice, her face once again glowing with the shade her ass was now decorated in.
 
    
 
   “Sweetie,” he said sternly, “Did the spanking make you wet?”
 
    
 
   She almost broke down on the spot, her words getting caught in her throat as he laid out the truth in front of her. She’d always been someone who had no issue with lying but right now she simply couldn’t bring herself to do it. She couldn’t bring herself to tell him such an obvious lie.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry daddy!” she weeped out in a sudden outburst, “I’m sorry for being such a bad girl! Please don’t hate me!”
 
    
 
   Russell was quick with his actions, wrapping his arms around her body and scooping her up into a tight hug, pressing their bodies together firmly.
 
    
 
   “Oh Jasmine I could never hate you,” he soothingly called out into her ear, “I love you.”
 
    
 
   “What you must think of me,” she whimpered, head burying deeply into his shoulder.
 
    
 
   “I don’t think bad of you. I don’t hate you. You did nothing wrong sweetie, this is all my fault.”
 
    
 
   She shook her head from side to side, nose buried deep into his collarbone.
 
    
 
   “No daddy, you didn’t do anything wrong.”
 
    
 
   “I teased you too much. Took advantage of you. I’m the one who put you in this situation. You did nothing wrong and did nothing to be ashamed of.”
 
    
 
   One of his hands stroked through her hair while the other moved in slow circles across her upper back, both moving to assure her there was nothing to be worried about, and that she didn’t do anything wrong.
 
    
 
   Jasmine finally pulled her head up, out from his shoulder, still sniffling, eyes stinging, nose running slightly.
 
    
 
   “You don’t hate me? I’m not a bad girl?”
 
    
 
   “Not at all, you’re a very good girl.”
 
    
 
   Her ass began to wiggle from side to side at those words. It was like she was trying to shake some sort of imaginary tail, it was really sweet to watch.
 
    
 
   “Really?” she squeaked out eagerly, the look on her face growing a lot more cheerful.
 
    
 
   “Of course. You’re a very, very, good girl.”
 
    
 
   That got her ass really shaking from side to side. She was either tapping into some secret stripper side or that imaginary tail of hers had gone into overdrive with its wiggling.
 
    
 
   The gleeful teenager pressed her arms up and wrapped up her step-dad tightly into a hug, bodies being squished tightly together.
 
    
 
   “Oh thank you, thank you,” she eagerly cheered out, reaching up and starting to rub her tongue across his jawline, lapping at him like a puppy.
 
    
 
   The sudden and unexpected actions caused him to recoil back slightly, making Jasmine squeak when his hands pushed up to press between the two of them. She tilted her head to the side in confusion.
 
    
 
   “Is something wrong daddy?”
 
    
 
   “W-what was that just now?” he managed to stutter out, knocked into a momentary state of confusion.
 
    
 
   “I was just showing daddy my affection. It wasn’t bad, was it?”
 
    
 
   Her head lowered down as her voice trickled down into a small whimper, her big sloppy eyes looking adoringly up to him. He couldn’t simply let her sink back into a depression.
 
    
 
   “No of course not, you’re a good girl.”
 
    
 
   “Good girl!” she repeated back like a parrot, giggling happily before she lunged back into his larger form and began to drag her wet tongue up and down across his jawline all over again.
 
    
 
   His stiffness began to push firmly into his bottoms as her wet, lathering, licks dragged all across his jaw and chin, some of them even flicking up to catch across his cheek and lips. He’d been starting to find his little girl more and more attractive these last few days but this was ridiculous, he was finding it hard to control himself. If Jasmine didn’t pull herself back he might have snapped there and then.
 
    
 
   “Well I’m gonna go to the little girl’s room now. Later’s daddy.”
 
    
 
   She hopped off his lap and skipped her way over to the door, her bottom still glistening with a light pink glow.
 
    
 
   The moment she left the room her unbuckled his pants and took a grasp of his firm, hard, cock. He wasn’t going to be able to go downstairs with this thing tenting from his pants. Dammit he was going to have to take care of himself thinking about his own daughter.
 
    
 
   He was losing self control. Maybe those hypnosis files were a mistake.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   It was a good half an hour before Russell finally made it back downstairs. It didn’t take long to release his tension, it just took a while to clean up the evidence. He underestimated how much he was going to release; in the future he’d need to make sure he had more tissues at hand.
 
    
 
   Returning to the lounge he found Jasmine curled up with her dog, Coco, his little girl watching the television. It wasn’t unusual to find her lounging about watching her shows, she was a pretty lazy, housebound teenager, but this particular case was strange. Rather than being up on the sofa she was down snuggled in the carpet.
 
    
 
   “Sweetie what are you doing down there?” Russell asked, looking at the way she’d wrapped herself up into a ball.
 
    
 
   “What? Just lounging?”
 
    
 
   “Why aren’t you on the sofa?”
 
    
 
   “It feels more cosy down here. I just couldn’t get settled up there but down here felt really good.”
 
    
 
   She was taking on more and more mannerisms of a dog. Even the way she was curled up looked similar to the real dog next to her. Just how strong was those hypnosis files. Just how much was his training affecting her?
 
    
 
   Russell took a seat down onto his chair, wanting to take a minute to process things when he found something soft stroking up against his leg. It was Jasmine snuggling herself up beside him with a happy sigh.
 
    
 
   “Jasmine?” he called out again, looking down at her as she snuggled her head up and down.
 
    
 
   “Hmm? Something the matter?”
 
    
 
   She had such a sweet, innocent look on her face. It was totally different to the look she usually gave him. He couldn’t sense the same needy, bratty aura she was usually emitting in loads, she seemed so docile.
 
    
 
   “It’s nothing, nevermind.”
 
    
 
   “Okay!”
 
    
 
   With his concerns thrown away she was free to snuggle herself back against him, dragging her head up and down along the side of his leg.
 
    
 
   Her soft, silky hair felt so good stroking across his skin tenderly. He reached a hand down to idly pet across her head and felt her snuggle her way back up into the palm. At the moment she was simply adorable and for him it was intoxicating.
 
    
 
   It hadn’t even been half an hour since his last release but he already felt himself getting hard all over again, a firm tent appearing in the front of his pants.
 
    
 
   Quickly he snatched his hand away from her head before it could get any worse but this prompted his little girl to twist around sharply and look up at him with expectant eyes, almost disappointed to have had her pets taken away.
 
    
 
   When her eyes got a good look at his form she let out a sharp gasp, covering her mouth with her hands.
 
    
 
   “Sweetie it’s not what you think.”
 
    
 
   “Daddy,” she whined out, “Did I make you hard?”
 
    
 
   “Sorry sweetie it’s not your fault…”
 
    
 
   “Yes it is!” she huffed out, cheeks puffing out as her lips pursed out. Before he could stop her she lunged her hands forward and grasped into his waistband, tugging firmly and almost dragging him from the seat, stripping his pants down.
 
    
 
   “Ah Jasmine, what are you?...”
 
    
 
   His erection was exposed in front of her and her hand was now wrapped firmly around the base, soft fingers grasping to the thick manhood.
 
    
 
   “Daddy it’s my fault you got hard! If I didn’t help you take care of it that’d be bad of me. So I need to help you out.”
 
    
 
   Where did she get that idea from? It didn’t exactly matter as she was already taking the initiative, stroking her hand up and down along his shaft, her amatuer touches working up along the full length of his erect cock.
 
    
 
   “Wow it’s just as big as I dreamt it’d be,” she giggled out almost innocently, wrapping her other hand above the first and beginning a double jerking motion, pleasuring his entire cock.
 
    
 
   Russell’s head hung back against the back of his cushiony chair as his own daughter sat between his thighs and worked over his cock with long, soft strokes, her eyes focused on his manhood with a determined gaze.
 
    
 
   Despite her actions being clumsy it felt so good to feel her soft palms stroking to his girth and those soft fingers wrapping up his manly member. Each pump forced his transparent pre to trickle down, dribbling around her fingers.
 
    
 
   “Daddy you didn’t cum did you?”
 
    
 
   Was Jasmine more innocent that he imagined? She was in the house so much he could believe her never having a boyfriend but surely all kids these days watched porn online, shouldn’t she know these things by now?
 
    
 
   “N-no sweetie but I’m cumming soon, I’m almost there.”
 
    
 
   “Okay! If I go faster will it come sooner?”
 
    
 
   She began to put her full body behind the strokes, hips and shoulders working in circles as the speed of her jerking motion increased rapidly, causing Russell’s fingers to cling down deeply into the chair arms, his nails nearly sinking in deep.
 
    
 
   “Here it comes,” he cried out, “I’m cumming.”
 
    
 
   Her increased speed had done just the trick. Suddenly his cum came spraying out from the top of his shaft in long, thick, white ropes which flung themselves into the air and dropped in an arch across his little girl.
 
    
 
   Some of the ropes dropped down onto her back, some lodged themselves into her hair and a good portion splattered down across her face, the bridge of her nose being a haven for cum shots to gather over.
 
    
 
   “Wow!” Jasmine proclaimed in a loud voice, “That was so much. So this is cum right?”
 
    
 
   She dragged her finger across her nose and scooped up a finger covering of the sticky semen, dragging the big glob to her lips where she slurped it up like a luxury treat.
 
    
 
   “It tastes just like it did in my dreams!” she proclaimed, once again her loudness going along with just how much she was getting carried away.
 
    
 
   Seeing his little girl doing something so incredible meant there was no way he was going soft just yet, Russell leaning back into his seat, panting heavily as his blood filled member remained hard and standing tall between his thighs.
 
    
 
   Jasmine’s lips curled up into a thick pout, her facial features covered in strings of semen.
 
    
 
   “It’s still hard. Hmph! Daddy, what can I do to make it go soft?”
 
    
 
   He had to tell her nothing, to put an end to this right now but when he looked back at her beautiful face, stained with his cum he felt a dark voice speaking out in the back of his mind.
 
    
 
   “You could try what you did to me in that dream of yours.”
 
    
 
   He’d said it now, he’d gone ahead and said it. The way her face suddenly perked up was like a lightbulb has just flashed on above her head, a moment of realization.
 
    
 
   “Good idea, I’ll try that then.”
 
    
 
   Her small, soft fingers wrapped around the base of his manhood and helped to secure it in position as she opened her mouth nice and wide, sinking forwards to engulf up that erect member into her wet, sloppy, mouth.
 
    
 
   It was the same feeling as the night before, the heat of her mouth radiating into his girth as her lips sealed down shut around his member and kept it secured in her plump lip pillows. She may have been an amatuer but the feeling of her mouth was divine.
 
    
 
   Her eyes looked up to her father as he moaned from the sensation of his cock entwining with her wet tongue, fingers clenched tightly into the arms of his soft chair.
 
    
 
   “Just like in the dream Jasmine,” he gulped out, “Move your head like in the dream.”
 
    
 
   She nodded slightly before the motions began, her head rolling up and down to slobber along that thick slab of meat, suckling as her hands drew away to allow her lips to suckle to the very base of his large member.
 
    
 
   The head of his cock sunk to her throat as she rolled her body up and down, pleasuring the full length of his engrossed shaft. His teeth sunk firmly into his bottom lip as he threatened to leave scratch marks in the seats of his chair as he tensed up from the feeling of his own daughter’s sloppy mouth servicing his shaft.
 
    
 
   Her tongue dragged along the underside of his manhood and lapped like a good pet under his glans before she dropped back down, squeezing the girth into her tight, vice like throat.
 
    
 
   Russell clamped his hands forward onto the back of his head as he felt her tightness squeezing him, pushing her down lower so his size made a visible bulge in her neck, not stopping under she was kissing down into his groin.
 
    
 
   The air was polluted with his moans as he felt himself approaching his limit, the twitching inner muscles of Jasmine’s throat squeezing and massaging his dick, inducing one powerful orgasm out from his body.
 
    
 
   His fingers curled up into her brown hair, grasping in place, as his barriers broken down and his cum fired from the tip of his cock, unloading deep into her throat and down into her stomach. She sat in place, eyes starting to water and face glowing purple as she was trapped, drinking down his sperm, each hot, sticky rope being sunk deep within her body until he’d been drained dry by her tightness.
 
    
 
   Once the final rope had been released he removed his hands from her hair and let her quickly drag herself back up from his shaft, spluttering out her drool filled coughs across his lap.
 
    
 
   “Daddy!” she complained between her light choking, “At least warn me before you do something like that, I couldn’t breath.”
 
    
 
   She rubbed her watery eyes as the colour began to drain back out of her face as she got a taste of the sweet oxygen his shaft had been denying her.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, I’ll keep that in mind in the future.”
 
    
 
   “At least it worked though. Look it’s all better now.”
 
    
 
   She was right on that account at least. His cock was spent for the moment and was happy to slip back into a peaceful slumber, once again knowing the touch of his baby girl.
 
    
 
   “Thank you Jasmine. You were a good girl.”
 
    
 
   He patted his hand across her head as she beamed with a pleased smile, ass shaking from side to side.
 
    
 
   “Lemme know if I make it go hard again and I’ll help anyway I can.”
 
    
 
   Those words, that smile of hers, it was dangerous; he wasn’t sure if he’d be able to stop himself next time.
 
    
 
   For now she went back to curling up at his feet, rubbing her head along his legs but it wouldn’t be long before the beast emerged once again.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   It was much later in the day when Russell came to a revelation about his little girl. She didn’t have the freshest scent about her. Usually Jasmine was obsessed with keeping herself clean, taking a long shower everyday but that didn’t seem to be the case at the moment.
 
    
 
   Her hair was messier than she’d usually let it become and she still carried the scent of their nighttime walk about her. It was nothing concerning or alarming, it didn’t irritate Russell’s nostrils; it was simply something of note.
 
    
 
   “Jasmine, when was the last time that you showered.”
 
    
 
   His daughter, who at the time was playing with Coco on the floor, suddenly tensed up and jumped up into a sitting position.
 
    
 
   “Showered? I don’t know. Why? Is something wrong?”
 
    
 
   Her body was fidgeting and her words came so fast they almost slurred into one, large, incomprehensible string. Once again she was acting weird, which seemed to be the theme of the day.
 
    
 
   “It’s just usually you shower everyday… I just didn’t think you’d let your hair get so knotted.”
 
    
 
   “You’re not going to make me go for a bath are you!?”
 
    
 
   Her eyes were wide opened and alarmed. That response got the gears turning in his mind. Of course she was getting into the mindset of a dog and if there was one thing which they hated, more than cats and the postman, it was baths.
 
    
 
   Not that they had a bath, they had a shower, but it was the same principle.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” he teased down to her with a knowing grin, “You do smell quite badly.”
 
    
 
   He didn’t expect her to dart her away across the lounge to close the distance between the two of them with her lunging into his body, wrapping his stomach up in a tight hug.
 
    
 
   “No daddy please, please don’t make me go for a bath. I’ll be good, I swear. I’ll do anything just don’t make me bathe.”
 
    
 
   She was even beginning to sniffle, real heart strings tugging stuff.
 
    
 
   Her face may have been that of a sniffling angel but her naked body was still pressing tightly into him, nipples stroking against his stomach while her navel rubbed in circles over his lap.
 
    
 
   “Anything?” Russell asked as dirty thoughts began to flood his mind all over again.
 
    
 
   “Anything!”
 
    
 
   “Well…” he took a hold of one of those arms she’d been using to cling around his body and guided it around to his lap where a certain stiffness made itself apparent.
 
    
 
   “Did I do this again daddy?”
 
    
 
   “I’m afraid so.”
 
    
 
   “Then I’ll help and you won’t make me have a bath, right?”
 
    
 
   Even though the cum from earlier was matted into her hair and was the main reason she needed to bathe in the first place he could only nod, stroking through that same, messy, hair.
 
    
 
   “That’s right.”
 
    
 
   “Okay!”
 
    
 
   Her body peeled back from his, fingers sinking down into those pants which she removed effortlessly with a quick swipe, exposing his erection back into the air.
 
    
 
   The way she got him off last time was with her mouth which was why she went back to the same well, wrapping her lips back around the head of his cock and beginning to suckle.
 
    
 
   He wouldn’t ever be able to get sick of the feeling of her hot, sloppy, insides bucking up and down his manhood, those soft lips squeezing down to smother his girth in affection as her throat squeezed the very tip in a sexual vice.
 
    
 
   This was only her third time doing this to him but she seemed to be improving, not needing his guidance as she sunk her head deeper down the length of his manhood, approaching his lap as the cock was sunk into the very depths of her throat, being eaten up by the hungry puppy girl. When her lips finally met with his lap he released a loud, grunting moan.
 
    
 
   “Right there,” he breathily sighed out, “Stay there and you’ll make me cum soon.”
 
    
 
   He was already dripping his pre-cum into her mouth but he could feel that hot throbbing coming from deep within, his orgasm creepy towards release as she held herself down to the base, her throat twitching around his manhood, milking out his hot orgasm.
 
    
 
   A second helping of the day became firing out, squirting out in thick ropes which clung to her throat and filled her stomach with the salty, bitter, cream that had been building up all day ever since she showed him what a true sexual deviant she could be.
 
    
 
   Once his orgasm was released she drew her head back, slobber hanging between lips and cock as she giggled happily, flashing him a big smile.
 
    
 
   “Yeay, so I don’t need a bath now, right?”
 
    
 
   “Well…” he sighed, pointing to his cock, still standing firm.
 
    
 
   Jasmine puffed her cheeks out, hands finding her hips as she pouted at his stubborn member.
 
    
 
   “But daddy what can I do now to get it down?”
 
    
 
   The devil was speaking into his ear again, telling him what new taboos he could go and conquer with his obedient, happy, daughter.
 
    
 
   “Could you turn around Jasmine? Raise your ass in the air for me?”
 
    
 
   She blinked at him in a slight confusion before she twisted around and performed the action to the letter.
 
    
 
   “You mean like this?”
 
    
 
   Her inviting, soft, round ass swayed from side to side, giving Russell a peek at her pussy. The sweet, pink, mound was glistening with juices, just the sight he wanted to see. She was getting turned on by all of this, maybe that meant it’d be alright then?
 
    
 
   He grasped a hold of her hips and rubbed the head of his manhood into her inviting lips, a moan trickling from his lips as he grew close to just sinking deep inside with no warning.
 
    
 
   “How does that feel sweetie?”
 
    
 
   Shivers were running down her shape as she was letting out small cooing bursts of breath.
 
    
 
   “Aah, it feels good daddy. Does it feel good for daddy too?”
 
    
 
   “So good, I’m about to make you feel better too.”
 
    
 
   His fingers sunk in tighter to her sides to keep her firmly in place as his hips shifted forward, squeezing his hard, thick, manhood into her small, tight, wet, young pussy, stealing away her first time as his large cock sunk in deep to claim her insides.
 
    
 
   She released a loud squealing moan as her needy cunny was taken by his rigid member, her toes curling up while her fingers grasped down, clinging into the carpet, bracing herself as her virginity was taken away.
 
    
 
   “Daddy! Are we having sex right now!?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Jasmine, this is sex. Doesn’t it feel good?”
 
    
 
   He began to thrust forward and back, stirring her juicy insides around his hard meat rod, his large body slapping into those soft, circular buns, making them wobble softly while sending the sound of skin clapping onto skin echoing around the room.
 
    
 
   “Yes daddy, so good!” she moaned out as she began to drool down her own face, tongue rolling out of her lips like she was a real mutt. “Keep going daddy, let me be a good girl for you.”
 
    
 
   She was so tight, every thrust into her soft, vice like insides, sending another wave of pleasure shooting back up his erect member and helped to build up that orgasm. He wasn’t wearing protection now, it was too late, he was going to be filling his daughter up with cum.
 
    
 
   That thought didn’t hold him back, if anything it increased his momentum as he sped his thrusting up as he rutted into her like he himself was the animal, mounting her ass and going to town on her tight pussy with powerful thrusts into her raised ass, slapping their bodies together.
 
    
 
   The sound of their moans mixed together as the two of them felt the great pleasure of the natural order of a man and woman mating together like wild animals, letting their primal desires take over. Russell knew that she was his step-daughter but it didn’t matter to him, she was also a young, fit, healthy, sexy girl who was turning him all sorts of crazy. He wanted to plant his cum deep into her womb and claim her as his own.
 
    
 
   His orgasm was building from being trapped in those wet, velvet insides, his engrossed cock throbbing readily, eager to seed her body with his fertile cum.
 
    
 
   “Sweetie, I’m going to cum now.”
 
    
 
   “Won’t I get pregnant?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Jasmine. You’re going to have a belly full of puppies. Take my seed and have my children,” he growled as he grasped tight and sunk into the very base of her pussy, squeezing to her womb as his orgasm struck.
 
    
 
   He sprayed his cum out in hot, thick, bursts which sprayed into her womb and marked it with his manly cream, staining her in the colour white as it just seemed to keep on coming. He wasn’t backed up, he’d came more today than he had in his whole life, but yet his orgasm just kept producing more and more jizz to dump into the womb of this angelic fuck hole.
 
    
 
   Jasmine’s body quivered as Russell reached his orgasm, being taken to one of her own which made her body rock in place as shocks of pleasure raced through every nerve of her being, leaving her insides twitching uncontrollably. Never before had she been hit with such a feeling of bliss.
 
    
 
   Russell remained inside of her body until every drop of cum had been milked from her pussy, drawing back from her creampied insides which leaked out his seed as she dropped to the floor, panting heavily.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” she moaned out, “That was amazing. Was that really what sex feels like?”
 
    
 
   “It sure was.”
 
    
 
   “Can we do it again!?” she proclaimed as she twisted around, wiggling her ass in the air from side to side.
 
    
 
   “Jasmine I’m spent I don’t think I can…”
 
    
 
   “Please?” she begged with a quivering bottom lip as she rubbed her cheek across his limp shaft, making the blood come flowing back quickly.
 
    
 
   He sighed out, “Well I guess we can go one more time.”
 
    
 
   “Hooray! Love you daddy.”
 
    
 
   “I love you too sweetie.”
 
    
 
   Russell wasn’t sure if he’d actually managed to teach her manners or respect but he’d at least taught her obedience and in the process had gained something which all men wanted deep down. Their own little sex pet.
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