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Warning

This book contains adult content that may be unsuitable for some readers.

This book is intended for adults over 18 and all characters in this story are represented as 18 or over.





Paula’s Puppy Day

I talk too much, it’s a defense mechanism I guess.  If I’m talking I’m putting off my more base instinct, hiding behind the endless chatter.  And I’m even worse when I’ve been drinking.  God knows how Ryan puts up with me, he just listens.  That night I’d been drinking, I needed to be drunk to broach the subject that I wanted to discuss

I was nervous, very nervous.  I’ve had this dream, this fantasy for as long as I could remember and I was about to ask my boyfriend if we could act it out.  Problem is he’s, well, he’s a good man, just a little dull.  And we’d been arguing for months now about anything and everything, my guess is that if it continued like this we’d be splitting up soon.  So maybe now was the right time to ask him, he if was offended, if he thought I was just sick in the head we’d split up there and then, or it would give us something to look forward to and maybe we’d stop arguing.  At least for a while.

“Ryan, can I speak to you please?”

I looked at Ryan sat in the chair across from me.  A sad look came over his face, fuck he thought this was the end.  “Sure,” he replied, sad resignation in his voice.  It suddenly hit me, he’d walked out on his wife of 15 years to be with me, the hot teen intern from the office and now, now it looked like that was going to be the mistake she’d told him it was.  I could hear her yelling at us, “six months, I give it six months before you come crawling back to me”.  She was almost right, it had been six months and hopefully someone would be crawling soon, but me, not him.

Ryan didn’t speak, he waited for me.  Shit, I couldn’t say what I wanted to.  I needed a drink.  I stood up and went to the fridge and pulled out a coke, then I opened the freezer and pulled out the vodka.  I looked at Ryan, he was staring.  I rarely drink, I’m 19, it’s not like its even legal but I needed one before I continued.  I poured a large vodka, then topped it off with coke, picked it up and downed it in one.  I looked at Ryan, he was now quizzical, I think that’s probably the second or third time he’s seen me have a drink since I’ve known him.

The warming sensation of alcohol went down my throat and into my stomach, settling me a little.  I allowed it to sit and spread for a few seconds, feeling my shoulders relax, before fixing myself another one.  I picked up a second glass and poured Ryan a scotch and handed it to him, then I knelt down in front of him.  His face said it all, he was convinced this was the end.  Still I couldn’t speak, then he broke the silence.

“Is this the end for us Paula?”

I sipped my drink, then shook my head.  “No, not at all Ryan.”  He visibly relaxed when I said that.  “It’s just I’m aware how much we’ve been arguing and . . . and there’s something I’d like to ask you.  It’s a bit out there but I’m soon going to be 20 and I’d like to do something special . . . different for my birthday.”  Shit, I was just edging round this, I’d have to say it soon.

“Go on.”  Fuck, how long had I been silent thinking about this?

“Well,” I took another drink, “I’ve got a fantasy.”  There, I’d started, “A sexual fantasy.  I’ve had it since I was small and  . . . and I’d like to act it out.  For my 20th.”

Ryan put his Scotch to his lips and sipped it.  He was always careful, thoughtful, even when it came to sipping his favorite Macallan.  I watched as he inhaled the aroma coming from the glass, savoring it before swallowing the hard liquor.  “So, I’m guessing this is a bit out there Paula?”

I nodded, still not sure I could say the words.  “Are you going to tell me or do I have to put you over my knee and spank it out of you?”  I was shocked, he’d never spoken to me like that.  One glance at him showed he was joking, more’s the pity.

“OK, here goes,” I said, paused, drank again, and came out with it.  “I want to spend a day as a  . . . as a puppy.”  There, I’d said it.

“I, I don’t understand.”  Fair enough.  It’s not like it’s a normal or mainstream, even in BDSM this is a bit niche.  But it’s something I want to do, no, it’s something I need to do.  I stayed where I was, kneeling at his feet as I explained it to Ryan.

“It’s an aspect of BDSM,” I told him, “I’d be stripped naked, a dog collar put on my neck and I’d spend a day being trained as a puppy.  You know, made to kneel, taken for a walk, trained to fetch a stick, hopefully get to play with another puppy girl.  Punished if I disobey an order.”  My voice dropped as I said that last sentence, I’m not good with pain, I don’t enjoy it but it is, in my mind, an essential part of training a pet – it has to know the consequences of disobedience.  Makes it a better animal.

Ryan didn’t speak for a few minutes.  I talked and talked, I can’t bear silence, wanting to know what he thought.  Eventually he sipped his drink again, then put a hand on my head and said, “And you want this for your birthday?”  I nodded.  “OK, ok, that’ll give me what, six weeks to sort something out.”

I smiled and a tear escaped my eye.  “You’ll let me do this?” 

He nodded.

“Just one condition.”

“What?”  I was nervous.

“After your day of training I get to play with you as a puppy.”

I laughed, “Sure.”  I picked up my drink and finished it off.

“Leave it with me Paula.  You’re 20th is going to be a day to remember.  He tipped the remains of his drink into his mouth and swallowed it, then opened his legs wide and slipped a hand inside his pants.  From where I was my face was level with his crotch and I could see his cock growing.  I hate performing oral, I much prefer it when he performs oral on me.  With a body like mine he can work for it.  Ryan put his hand on my head and pulled me in towards his cock, fuck had he not learned by now?

I kissed the end of his cock, his grip loosened and I pulled away, smiling up at him.  I backed away and undid my blouse, revealing my tits, I wasn’t wearing a bra.  I took my small breasts into my hands and massaged them, pulling my nipples until they were hard.  I watched Ryan as I did this, he spat into his hand and started to wank himself, I knew what he liked and watching me play with myself was one of those things.

I lay on my back and pulled my skirt up, opening my legs wide.  I pulled my panties to one side, exposing my little pussy and I touched it, running my finger up and down the soft hairless lips.  Ryan moved quickly, as I knew he would, he started on my knee and kissed it gently, working his way up my slender skin, kissing and licking as he went.  I love it when a man takes it slowly, working on a girl the way she deserves.

When he reached my pussy he pulled my panties down before gently licking my labia.  I moaned, he’s got such a soft tongue as he ran it up and down my lips, before pulling them apart and pushing his tongue inside my pussy.  He started to fuck me with his tongue, I put my hand on his head, holding him there, my head back, mouth open as I lay back, loving the attention.  He’d get to fuck me soon, but not until I’d cum.

“Fuck me with your fingers,” I gasped, I was wet enough.  Ryan moved, lifting his head as he started to lick my clit with his tongue.  He teased me, circling my hole with his thumb before finally sliding his fingers in, one initially but quickly joined by a second one.  “Yes,” I moaned, my eyes closed.  Once again I took my breasts into my hands and gently squeezed them.  I wrapped my legs over his back, holding him in place.  I was lost in ecstasy as he expertly fucked and licked me.  I was breathing deeply, panting as I got closer and closer.  Ryan was a good lover, he wouldn’t stop until I came.

“That’s it Ryan,” I moaned, “Don’t stop . . . oh Ryan, do . . . don’t stop Ryan . . . I’m, I’m going to cum . . . Oh God yESSS!” I pulled him in closer, not allowing him to move as I came, my body tightening in pleasure as I came hard over his face.  He sucked my clit into his mouth, toying with it, his fingers still as I came.  When I released him he kissed his way up my body, sucking my nipples.  He wiped his face on his arm, he knows I don’t like the taste of my own body.

We kissed, then he pushed my legs apart and slid his cock inside me.  “Mmmmm,” I sighed, “Fuck me gently Ryan.”  He started slowly, thrusting in and out of me, slowly at first but he soon speeded up and it wasn’t long before he yelled out as he came inside me.  We kissed again, then lay on the rug until he went soft and rolled over and we went to bed.

******

Over the next six weeks whenever I tried to discuss my up and coming birthday he closed the conversation down, Ryan was insistent that my day be a complete surprise.  In truth that worked for me, I was beside myself with excitement.  We started to argue less and became more playful in our sex lives, I opened up about my desires and Ryan indulged me, ropes made an but[F1] there was no way I was going to suck his cock.  Then the big day came, the alarm clock went off at six am, on a Saturday, on my birthday!  A normal girl would have been expecting a lie in, following by a good fuck, a present then out shopping with an expensive meal.  Me?  I was out of bed in a flash, teeth cleaned as Ryan stirred in the bed.

When he came into the walk in wardrobe I was naked, he eyed me up and down as I pulled out a dress.

“What about this?”  I asked.  He shook his head, then pulled out one of his drawers.  I went onto tiptoes to see, but Ryan used his height to block me.  When he turned back he handed me a plastic bag.  I took it and opened in, inside was a tiny boob tube and a miniskirt, the boob tube was white and almost see through, the skirt was made of cheap cotton.

“What the fuck?” I said quietly, holding them up to the mirror.

“Put them on Paula,” he said.  I waited a moment, then thought fuck it, I’m going to be naked most of the day, might as well start somewhere.  I put the boob tube on, it was beyond skin tight and pressed into my skin, my tits aren’t huge but it could barely restrain them.  Next I pulled up the skirt, it was just above where my pubic hair would have been if I had any, and finished less than an inch below my pussy.  Shit, if I walked past any small kids they’d see everything.  I looked at myself in the mirror, I looked like a cheap whore.  My face went red, I actually liked the look.

“Put your hair in bunches Paula.”  I didn’t speak, just did as he ordered.  Next he picked out a bright red lipstick and handed it to me.  I didn’t fight, just applied it to my lips.  Ryan stood behind me as I stared at myself, putting on the lipstick.  When I wound it down and stood it on the dressing table he took my bunches, one in each hand and pulled, jerking my head up.  I gasped, I’d not seen him like this.  He put one of his legs between mine and kicked my ankles, forcing my legs apart.  I put my hands onto the edge of the table, he was going to use me.  This wasn’t making love, this wasn’t even sex.  In that moment I was nothing to him but an object to satisfy his most base desires.

He moved closer to me, our skin touching and I could feel his rock hard cock against my ass.  Was he going to fuck my ass – not if I could help it.  I bent forward, all the time holding his gaze in the mirror, with one hand I reached between my legs and found his cock, then I guided it into my pussy.  I cried out as he thrust into me, my poor pussy was dry.  Ryan didn’t care, fuck, that’s not right, the look in his eyes, he was enjoying hurting me as he used me.  I cried out in pain again and again as he thrust in and out of me, within second he was grunting and yelling as he came inside me, I could feel his cock pulsing as he shot load after load into my cunt.

After he stopped cumming he released his grip on my head and I put my face down on the flat surface of the table.  When he pulled out he slapped my ass hard, so hard I cried out again.  I was sure he must have left a hand print on me.  When I straightened up I looked in the mirror, my makeup was running from where a tear had left my eye.  Then I felt his cum start to slip out of my pussy and down my leg.  I grabbed a tissue and started to wipe his cum up, when I looked at him in the mirror he was ignoring me, selecting clothes to wear. 

I pulled out a second tissue to wipe up more of his cum, then a third to wipe away the tears.

“Stop,” Ryan ordered, “I like you looking like that, with your makeup smeared.”  I stared at myself, I looked like a whore.  “Just one more thing,” he said.  Ryan pulled out a pair of red heels.  Now I really looked like a street whore.

I watched as he got dressed, just chinos and a shirt but they looked, indeed they were, expensive.  A cheap hooker and her mark.  Hmmm, maybe we could play this out in the future, he could meet me in a bar and pick me up.  I stored that away to bring up soon, maybe in a couple of weeks once I’d got my puppy play desire out of my system.

We held hands as we went downstairs and into the garage.  In silence we got into his car, he pressed the zapper and the door opened and we left the house behind, the door closing behind us.  We drove for an hour in almost silence, I was so excited I couldn’t imagine speaking, Ryan looked serious, no doubt wondering what kind of a freak was he living with?

I didn’t know where we were going, this was part of the excitement for me, the unknown.  When we pulled off the freeway we stopped at a gas station, he handed me a twenty and told me to go inside and get a couple of donuts and a coffee each.  I hesitated, looking at myself in the vanity mirror.  If he’d asked me to do this yesterday I would have said no, but today I thought I had no choice – if I said no, maybe he wouldn’t take me to my special day.  I took a deep breath and walked out of the car, trying desperately hard to muster some self respect.

As I opened the garage door I saw a man looking at me from behind the aisle.  He stared at me and then shook his head.  I heard him mutter something under his breath, I think he said whore.  All kinds of emotions came over me, sadness, rejection, shame but also excitement – I’d clearly titillated his interest.

I picked up a couple of donuts and headed to the counter where I ordered the coffee.  The woman behind it looked at me with disgust, well this was a gas station just off the freeway.  I could hear her muttering under her breath, suggesting I put some clothes on.  I just smiled at her.

When we set off again we ate and drank on the move, I was all nervous and I think it showed - Ryan asked me to open the glove box, there was nothing inside apart from a brown paper bag.  I took it out and looked at it.

“Put it over your head Paula,” he said, “I want this to be a real surprise for you.  He didn’t look at me when he said this, rather he kept his eyes firmly on the road ahead.  I held it for a few moments, before doing as he asked.  I blew open the bag and put it over my head.  With the darkness and loss of sensation a calmness came over me, bizarrely with the loss of my sight I felt more relaxed.  This was something else to try later.

I felt the change in the road when we left the freeway, then we traveled for another 20, 30 minutes before we finally stopped.  I wanted to remove the bag, but felt it should stay on – Ryan asked me to wear it, it should be his decision to remove it, when the time came.  In that moment I felt more trusting of Ryan than I ever had done of anyone before. 

He got out of the car and left me where I was, engine running to keep the a/c going.  When he returned I could hear he was talking to someone else, but with the noise of the car, the windows being up and the bag I couldn’t make out the words.  I listened intently, but it was no good.

Ryan’s door opened abruptly and he switched off the engine, killing the a/c.  Instantly the heat started to build and inside the bag moisture started to form.  I breathed deeply, trying to calm myself, this time from excitement rather than nerves.  It was going to happen!

My door opened and Ryan spoke to me as he helped me out of the car.  “I’m going to take the bag off now Paula,” Ryan said.  I held one of his hands as he lifted the bag up.  As soon as I could I looked around, I had no idea where we were and blinked in the light.  I quickly realized that we were on some kind of farm, there were large buildings around us.  Ryan was stood next to two men.

“Paula, this is Ethan and Juan, they are going to be training you for the day.”  I smiled at them both and said hello, they smiled back.  Both were about six feet tall, in their early 30s, more than a hint of Latino about them, with slightly brown skin and shoulder length dark hair.  They were very muscular and I was instantly attracted to them both.  I had been a little afraid that Ryan would have set something up with a 250lb man.

“Hello Paula,” said Juan, extending his hand.  I took it and we shook, then I took Ethan’s hand and we shook.  “Let’s go inside, go over the arrangements for the day, do some paperwork and then we’ll get started.”

“Do you do this frequently?” I asked.  Juan paused for a moment before he answered.

“Not that often,” he replied, “There aren’t that many girls than want to be puppy girls.”  A thrill shot through me, fuck this was real, it was going to happen.  Inside we went into a large office room up some stairs and Ethan spoke.

“So, Paula, we’ll spend the morning training you, playing games and teaching you positions that you’ll be expected to master.  You’ll get fed at lunch time, nothing fancy, then in the afternoon we’ll bring in another puppy for you to play and train with.  Your day will be over just after four.”  He looked at Ryan, “Are you wanting to stay and watch?”

“Sure,” said Ryan.

“Great.  Paula, the whole day will be recorded.  It’s important so that should you, at some later point, decide that you were forced we can prove that it was all consensual.”

“OK, can I get a copy as well please?”

Ethan laughed, “Sure.” 

Juan addressed us both.  “How do you feel about us fucking you Paula?”  That was a bolt out of the blue, I hadn’t expected that.  Juan kept talking, “A real puppy girl would get fucked by her trainers.  But we understand if you don’t want to do that – it’s entirely up to you both.”  I looked at Ryan.  I opened my mouth to speak, but he beat me to it.

“I’m OK with it boys, as long as you wear rubbers.  What do you think Paula?”  I hesitated, was he testing my loyalty to him?  He spoke again, “Paula, this is you fantasy, I want it to be as good as it can be for you.  And if that means you get fucked by your handlers, then I’m prepared to accept it.  Fuck, might even be exciting to watch.  And maybe later you’ll allow a girl to join us?”

Maybe I was drunk on the moment, high on the thought of being used by these two men, but nervously I nodded my head and spoke softly.  “OK, OK, you can fuck me.”  Juan and Ethan both smiled.

“That’s great, that’s great,” said Ethan, “Let’s get the contract signed and get you dressed.”  I took Ryan’s hand and squeezed it, this was real, it was going to happen.  And I was going to get fucked by these two handsome, muscular men with the promise of a threesome to come.  Shit, why had I not told Ryan about my dreams a year ago?

Ethan moved behind the desk and opened a drawer, from where he pulled out three sheets of paper.  He put them on the desk and turned them to me, I started to read.  It was pretty basic, I agreed to be treated as a dog, to be silent, apart from barking and growling.  I agreed to be fucked, to be filmed, to be naked, to obey and submit to punishment, if required.  I crossed my legs as I read it, flashing my pussy at Ethan who was watching.  I was a needy little slut, I’d expected to go home and masturbate, thinking of my time here.  Now I was actually going to get fucked.  I wanted this, no, I needed this.

I signed the contract and pushed it to Ryan, who smiled at me and patted my head, then he signed it.  He pushed it back to Ethan and Juan who both signed it.  We were good to go. 

“OK Paula, have you got a puppy name, or do we need to make one up? asked Ethan.  Shit, I’d not thought about that.  I shook my head.  Juan moved beside me and ran his hand though one of my bunches. 

“How about Raven?” he asked.  I liked it and nodded my head.  Raven it was.  “Stand up and remove your clothes then Raven,” he continued.  He voice was firm and in control, he expected to be obeyed.  I did as he ordered, pulling the boob tube over my head, unzipping my skirt and allowing it to drop to the floor.  Ethan whistled as my clothes fell.

“Nice,” he said, “Very nice.  How old is your puppy Ryan?”

“20 today,” he replied.  I opened my mouth to speak but before I could get any words out Juan slapped my ass hard, the shock of it knocked me sideways a little.

“Puppies don’t speak Raven,” he said, “Ever, understand?”

I wasn’t sure what to do, so I yapped.  Was this a correct response?  He seem satisfied.  Juan picked up my clothes and helped me out of my shoes, when he straightened up he handed them all to Ryan.  Juan lifted one of his hands and grabbed one of my breasts.  I was shocked, I opened my mouth to speak, this time I managed to stutter a word of complaint.  Even more surprising was Ryan, he raised his hand, I expected him to punch Juan, what he actually did was slap my other breast so hard I cried out in pain.

“Puppies don’t talk Raven, I hope you’re not too stupid to understand this?” he said.  I yapped again, fuck, we were all taking this very, very seriously.  For the first time I was suddenly a little afraid, afraid of all three of them.

Ethan moved to my side and grabbed my other breast, then pushed a hand between my legs.  “Raven, this is for real.  You’ve signed a contract that includes us fucking you.  And be in no doubt, we are going to fuck you.”  He smiled, “And if we’re going to fuck you,” he continued, rubbing my pussy, “that means putting hands on your body.”  I started to moan, his hand was moving slowly over the folds of my pussy which was soaking wet to the touch.  He pushed a finger inside my cunt, then added a second as he finger fucked me. 

We stared into each other’s eyes, this was unreal.  A man I’d met 10 minutes ago was finger fucking me, a second was now nuzzling my breasts while my boyfriend stood and watched.  This continued for a few minutes, my breathing was getting deep and I was panting when abruptly he pulled out his fingers and showed them to me, wet with my juices.

“You’ll get to cum if you behave well Raven, understand?”  I yapped, this appeared to mean yes.  “Good.  Follow me,” I started to drop to my knees, but he held me up.  “We have to go down stairs Raven, that’s not easy and not something you want to try right now.  Walk on your hind legs, like a human.”  He walked past me and I turned to follow him.  Juan or Ryan slapped my ass hard.

“Enjoy the freedom,” said Juan, “It’s the last walking you’ll be doing for a long time.”  I took this to heart and followed Ethan down the stairs. 

At the bottom he walked four or five feet then stopped and turned to face me.  As soon as I was off the last step I dropped to my hands and knees, like a good puppy.  He rubbed my head, “Good girl,” he said.  The way he said it sounded like he was addressing an animal, not a person.  I loved it.

“Where should I go?” asked Ryan.

“You can watch from back in the office man,” said Ethan, “If you want to leave and pick her up come back at four.” 

“I’ll stay for a bit,” he said, “But I’d like to watch her get ready, if that’s OK?”

“Sure man,” said Juan, pushing past Ethan.  “Heel bitch,” he barked at me.  With Ryan his voice had been warm and friendly, with me it was hard and cold.  The difference between friends and animals.  I obeyed, I’d been slapped twice already and I wanted to be a better bitch for them than this.  I crawled quickly, getting alongside Juan, staying at his side.  Behind me I could hear Ryan and Ethan following.

Juan opened a door and went through, he held it for me.  Inside it was spartan, with a low table and racks with stuff hanging from the walls.  I couldn’t see much, when I raised my head Juan slapped me.  “Head down, unless otherwise instructed Raven,” he told me.  I lowered my head, then I heard him click his fingers, I looked at his hand, he was pointing to the table.

“Jump up Raven,” he commanded me.  I crawled to the edge, then unsure what to do I put my hands onto the table and shuffled, then raised one leg up onto the table, then the second.  I moved down the table, so that my entire body down to my ankles was on the table.  I was rewarded with a “Now stay.  Good girl”, fuck that was degrading but I loved it.  Juan and Ethan spoke to Ryan, telling him what they were doing as they dressed me for the day.

“We start with her collar.  There’s a selection on the wall, normally we let the puppy chose one herself, but I figure you can pick one out.  If you don’t mind, how about one from this range?” said Juan.  I couldn’t see anything, I didn’t want to be punished for moving without permission.  Behind me I heard Ryan pick one out.  “Good choice Ryan.”

Juan moved to me and stood facing me, his cock an inch from my head.  He patted me, as you would a dog and passed the collar under my face, I took my first glimpse at it, thick black leather, stainless steel studs with a bulge at the back, presumably where it would lock.  Juan opened it as I watched, then passed it under my chin and around my neck.  He pulled it tight, passing one end though the clasp and locking it in place.  It was tight to my throat, there was no way it was coming off. 

[image: ]

“I’d recommend these gloves for her, it's her first time and they are really well padded,” said Ethan, “Those are for experienced puppies who’ve built up the skin and muscle on their paws.” 

“Sure,” said Ryan.  Juan moved away and Ethan took his place, he showed me the mittens, like the collar they were made of thick leather.  He put them down, on the table, under my chin, then bent down and took my right hand.  He picked up on of the gloves and slipped my hand inside it.

Inside is a steel bar,” he told me, “Wrap your fingers round it so it’s in your palm.”  I did as he suggested, the metal was cool but it gave me something to grasp. 
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The metal was cool but it gave me something to grasp.  I wrapped my hand round it, then he pulled the wrist strap tight and locked it in place.  This wasn’t coming off, not as my choice anyway.  There was considerably less pressure on my hand when I put it back on the table, there was a lot of leather and the padding was welcome.  He put the other one onto my other hand, I grasped the bar and it too was locked in place.

Juan slapped my ass, “Next the knee pads,” he said, I presumed he was talking to Ryan, but I was glad I could hear what was happening.  “Right knee up Raven,” he said.  Every time they called me Raven I had a shiver of excitement.  I did as ordered and he slipped something under it, then pushed my knee down.  I stole a glace, it was just a thick knee pad, made of black leather again.  I earned anther slap on my ass for that transgression.  He put another pad under my other knee and locked them in place.
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“Now to get your bitches legs up,” said Juan.  I’d expected to be crawling on my hands and knees, my feet and ankles dragging on the floor.  I wondered what he had in mind?  He pushed one of my legs up, so the ankle was almost touching the back of my thigh.  Then I heard a noise like tape being unwrapped.

“What is this?” asked Ryan.

“Bondage tape,” said Juan, “It’s strong but not sticky like gorilla tape.” He wrapped it twice round my ankle, then over to my thigh where he pulled it tight, drawing my leg closer until the skin touched.  He then wrapped it round and down my legs, there was no way I’d be able to get my lower legs onto the floor.  He repeated the same procedure on my other leg, leaving me helpless, there was no way I’d be able to get off the table safely[P2].

“Now for the final touch,” Ethan said.  I wasn’t sure what was coming, I felt a pair of hands on my ass, pulling the cheeks apart and then I gasped as something slid inside.  “Every puppy needs a tail,” he added.  My ass closed on the butt plug, I tried to push it out, it hurt.  Then pain seared across my left ass cheek

“That was one stroke from the cane Raven, that stays in your ass until we decide to take it out.  Understand?”  I yapped to show my agreement.  I did not want to experience pain like that again.  My ass throbbed and I resolved to keep my tail inside me until they allowed it to be removed.

“Mind if I take some photos?” asked Ryan, bringing out his phone. 

“Sure, she’s your bitch after all,” replied Ethan.  Fuck, that’s what I was, a bitch, dressed like a puppy and ready to play.

A large black ball gag appeared before my eyes.  “If you speak from now on you’ll be wearing this.  Have you ever worn one?”  I shook my head.  “Try to keep it that way, the pain in your jaw can be pretty intense if it’s in for an hour.  And if you speak, it will be.”  This was thrilling, I wasn’t going to get off lightly at all.  Shit, I was already planning a return visit, I could almost smell my pussy.

Ryan photographed me a dozen times, I opened my mouth and panted for him, I wanted every inch of me to be an obedient puppy for him.  When he put his phone away I knew we were ready to start.

“OK,” said Juan, “Let’s start with some simple positional training.  Sit.”  I didn’t know what he expected from me, I did what I’d seen in some videos and rocked back onto my legs, keeling.  I raised my arms up and bent my wrists.  I waited like that for a moment, then he spoke again.  “No, not like that.  That’s more like begging.  Here, open your knees . . . no, not that wide.  That’s how a slave would kneel.”

He got down on his knees to show me.  “Like this, open your legs just wide enough to put your hands between them, there, that’s it, arms straight, back curved.  Yes, good girl, that’s it.  Now tilt your head back, mouth open wide, tongue out.  Good girl, good girl.”  My arms were either side of my small breasts, Juan raised his hands up and took them in his hands and squeezed gently.  I wanted him to stop, at least while Ryan was there.  I looked at Ryan, he was smiling.  Then my ass was ripped with pain again.  I yelped.

“Eyes on your master bitch,” yelled Juan.  Ethan must have hit me and I looked back at Juan.  I’d learned my lesson, I hoped.  “Stay bitch,” was his next order.  He released his grip on my chest and stood up, I kept my eyes fixed on him.  Fuck it was exciting to be controlled like this, with the threat of pain keeping me under control.

“You going to stay man?” asked Ethan to Ryan. 

“Nah, this is her day,” replied Ryan, “I don’t want to watch you fuck her, not my scene.”  Shit, they were going to fuck me weren’t they.

“I’ll show you out man,” said Ethan, walking away, Ryan following him.  When Ethan opened the door Ryan paused and looked at me.

“I’ll be back at about five Raven, be good for the men.”

“Woof woof,” I replied, I was determined to be a good puppy.  Ryan and Ethan left the room, leaving me alone with Juan.  When the door closed he spoke to me.

“OK Raven, let’s work on walking.  Back onto your arms and knees.”  I pushed my legs back and arms forward until I was on my knees and hands, my back level with the floor.  “Good dog . . . good.  Now arch your back . . . that’s it Raven, keep it like that.” He tugged at my leash and started to walk, slowly.  Nervously I followed him, it was hard to remember which limb to move next but he took it slowly as I walked across the floor.  Twice he caned my ass as I walked too far away from him.  At the far end of the room he turned me round then ordered me to sit.  This time I assumed the correct position first time, even my panting was real – crawling like that was hard work.

“Good girl,” he said, then patted my head, like you would with a real dog.  That felt good, I’d worked hard and been rewarded.  I woofed again, this was unreal. 

“OK, new position for you,” he said, “lift you hands up, no get your wrists as close as you can to your shoulders, that’s a girl.  Now head back, no, as far as you can.  Mouth open.  That’s it.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small cookie and balanced it on the end of my nose.  I could smell it, I’d only had the donut today and was hungry, my mouth was filling with saliva, I wanted to eat it but was clearly being tested.  He left it there for a while, ignoring me.  Eventually he put his phone away and spoke.

“Eat.”  I wasn’t sure how, so I moved one of my hands.  Mistake!  The cane came out and lashed my ass, fuck that was five now.  I cried out and the cookie fell off my nose, earning me another stroke.  I got back into position as quickly as I could and he picked up the cookie and put it back on my nose.

“How many dogs have you seen use their legs to eat?”  He asked.  None, obviously, but I couldn’t say that.  He made me wait again before showing the cane to my face, then raising it behind my ass.  Then he told me to eat.  I wasn’t 100% on what to do, but I tipped my head forward, the cookie fell off my nose and just missed my mouth, landing on the floor.  I bent forward and to the side and licked it up off the floor.  I’d never eaten off the floor before, it wasn’t clean and my tongue was covered in dust.  I expected to feel the cane on my ass, but it didn’t come as I straightened back and started to beg again.

“Good girl, good girl.”  He patted my head again and stroked my hair.  “You’ll learn to always get the cookie straight into your mouth, it just takes time.”  I was happy, he could see how much I wanted this, to please and be trained.

“Heel.”  I moved quickly back onto all fours, as my fists touched the floor he struck me.  “We need to work on you moving more gracefully,” he said.  I was only 10 minutes in, this seemed a little unfair.  He walked down the room and I followed him, staying as close as I could to his heel.  When we got the far end he stopped and I stayed at his side, waiting my next order.  Again a stroke from the cane.  I was starting to regret this, no matter what I did it seemed to be wrong and the cane delivered the punishment.

“Sit when stationary, unless otherwise instructed Raven,” he said to me.  I moved quickly and got another blow, apparently my back wasn’t low enough to the floor.  I was determined to get better, and quickly.  My ass hurt, I wanted to look at it, to see the red stripes, there was a mirror on the side wall, I’d look at it next time.

What’s the appeal in this you ask?  I told you at the start, I talk, all the time.  I hide behind talking, what I want, what I’ve always wanted is to not make decisions, have no responsibility and this satisfies that need, plus I must look as sexy as fuck.

“Stay,” he commanded and walked away from me.  I watched him as he left the room, returning with Juan a few minutes later.  I wanted to move, my legs were sore but I didn’t dare move.  The threat of even worse pain kept me in position. 

Juan patted my head when he walked over to me.  He smiled at me, then threw a tennis ball.  “Fetch,” he ordered.  I pushed my arms forward and got onto my knees and fists and chased after the ball.  I wasn’t very quick, I don’t think I could be with my legs bound so tight.  When I caught up with the ball I opened my mouth as wide as I could and tried to bite it, but it just rolled away.

On my second attempt I trapped it between my fists and this time managed to bite into it, then I scurried back to Juan, dropped it at his feet and barked as best I could, then pulled my legs forward, onto the floor, back arched, breasts thrust out. 

“Head further back Raven,” Juan ordered, “That’s it, tongue out, extended down your chin.  Good girl.”  That excited me, I was a good girl.  He patted my head, then bent down and picked up the ball.  He threw it again and we played that game for a few minutes, I got the ball as fast as I could, it was hard work crawling like that and I was soon sweating.

After I’d fetched maybe a dozen times Juan put the ball in his pocket.  He patted my head, then felt my breasts.  I was shocked when he did that, I’d expected a little warning.  I’d agreed to be fucked, but this was still a surprise.  He twisted my nipples, my instinct was to cry out in pain, instead I yelped like a dog would.

I was thirsty, I wanted a drink but knew I had to wait until they decided I needed a drink.  Ethan had been watching, as if reading my thoughts he came over with a bowl of water and put it down on the floor.  I didn’t move, I didn’t dare, as much as I wanted to.  The two men ignored me and started to speak to each other in Spanish.  I caught the odd word, but I’m not bilingual.  This was annoying, I wanted to hear what they were saying, but does a dog understand his master’s speech? 

Eventually they broke off and Juan told me to drink.  I crawled to the bowl and bent over it, expecting to be hit for not drinking correctly.  Instead Juan instructed me on how to position my self, ass up high, legs slightly apart exposing my pussy, front legs either side of the bowl.  I bent my head down and my long hair flopped onto the floor, either side of it – that must be why I had my hair in bunches.

I put my face into the water, opened my mouth and took a mouthful of the cool liquid.  I heard a swish and my ass stung with pain.

“Dumb bitch,” yelled Ethan, “Ever seen a dog drink like that?”  No, no I hadn’t.  They lap the water.  I raised my head slightly so that my face was just above the water and started to lap it.  The motion was almost useless, but I managed to get some water and avoid another strike from the cane.  Still, it was exciting to be forced to drink like a dog.

Next Juan clipped a lead onto my collar and walked me to the far end of the room, I was careful to stay very close to his heel.  He opened the far door and led me out into parking lot.  I was nervous, I was on display and I hesitated, again earning another stroke from his cane.  I knew then that I should obey every order, if I hesitated or disobeyed I’m be caned and then made to do it anyway.

Outside he walked me across the lot to a pole, where we stopped.  I didn’t have any instructions so I sat, legs apart, head back, mouth open as I’d been trained.  He patted my head.  “Good girl Raven,” he said, “But you’re here for a reason.  Piss against the pole.”

I looked at the pole, fuck this was more degrading than I could ever have imagined.  I looked back at Juan, he smiled and swished the cane.  I knew what that meant.

Dogs smell before pissing, so I got back onto all fours and sniffed the pole.  Instantly I knew I wasn’t the first animal to urinate there, the ground smelt of stale piss.  With Juan watching I moved to put my ass facing the pole, raised my leg and let out a long stream of yellow liquid.  I looked up at Juan, he was smiling, reveling in my total humiliation.  My face flushed red in disgust, he had his phone out and was recording me.  When I finished he just tugged my lead and walked me back into the building, locking the door behind as we went in.

The rest of the morning passed with me being trained, either to fetch, to roll over, to lie on my back.  When I did the last one I had to keep my elbows and knees pointing at the ceiling while my trainers examined my body, pushing their fingers into my mouth and my pussy.  I should have been humiliated at this, but I was turned on by the way they used me, Ethan brought his fingers wet from my cunt to my mouth and I sucked them clean.  In return he slapped my tits.

When Ethan’s phone went off he spoke in Spanish again for a few minutes, when he put it away he walked out, returning a few minutes later, carrying a large suction dildo.  He attached it to the wall and I was walked in front of it and ordered to sit, my knees just short of the wall.  I knew what was coming next, I was going to practice my oral skills.

I don’t like sucking cock, they are always dirty and smell of piss, Ryan doesn’t seem to mind me not doing it, he’s never complained so I get away with it.  At least this one would be clean.  As if reading my thoughts Ethan took out his cock and wiped the end with his fingers, I could see the white stuff on his hands, then he wiped it all over the cock.

He looked at me, mouth open, head back and pulled a lipstick out of his pocket.  He applied it to my lips, bright, bright red.  “Raven,” he said, “You will suck this cock.  Ryan tells me you’re not very good and he expects an improvement from you.  It’s nine inches long.  If, when I come back, you’ve got a bright red ring at the base you’ll avoid a whipping.  For every inch you fail to get down your throat you’ll get five lashes.  Bark if you understand.”

“Woof, woof,” I replied.  What the fuck, how dare Ryan discuss me like that with these strangers. 

“And later you’ll be sucking mine and Juan’s.”  I didn’t speak or move, so he hit me again.  “Any reason you’re not sucking bitch?”  There was no answer to that so I straightened my neck and took the end of the dick into my mouth.  As they both filmed me I pushed my head down and was proud of myself, I managed to get two or three inches into my mouth before the taste of Ethan’s cock on the plastic made me gag, I pulled back and coughed, both of the men started to laugh.

“Good bitch,” said Ethan, “We’re going for something to eat, stick with it.”  At the mention of food I was suddenly hungry, would I get fed?  They walked away and left the room, leaving me alone with the cock.  The thought of being whipped was a great motivator, I opened wide and pushed myself onto it, taking it deeper this time and the taste of Ethan’s cock was fading.  Up and down I sucked, each time getting a little more down my throat.

When it touched the back of my throat for the first time I gagged and pulled out, spluttering and coughing, I turned my head to the side, expecting to puke but I managed to hold it in, just about.  I looked at the cock, there was a red ring on it from my lips, but not even half way down.  Fuck.  I took it back in and sucked again, getting to my gag point before pulling back and turning to the side.

I don’t know how many times I sucked that cock, forcing it down until I gagged, it was clear to me that I wasn’t going to get all of it down my throat, but I wanted to minimize the pain I was about to feel.  Eventually I looked around, I’d managed to get just under half of it in and I’d had enough, my arms and hips ached, to say nothing of my jaw.  I pulled off, deciding enough was enough.  No one was watching, when I heard the door I’d start sucking again.

Suddenly I screamed in pain, a sensation like I’d never felt before burst through my body and neck, my entire body went into spasm and I fell the floor, unable to stay in position.  When the pain stopped I lay there in a daze, what the fuck had just happened?

“You were told to suck bitch.”  I looked around, I couldn’t see anyone but there were speakers on the wall.  Shit, they’d been watching me.  “That was level three for 10 seconds.  Next time I need to remind you you’ll get 30 seconds at level five.”  Fuck, that collar must be an electric shock collar, fuck, fuck, fuck. 

Slowly I got back into position and took the cock into my mouth and resumed sucking.  When the men came back I was wary of them, fuck, like a dog that’s been beaten.  They ignored me and I kept sucking, not wanting to risk a second shock.  They stood and talked, before I was ordered to sit.  I pushed backwards off the cock and tilted my head back, mouth open, despite the pain in my jaw.

“Now,” said Ethan, “Let’s see what you’ve learned.”  He opened his fly and pulled out his cock, still flaccid but I moved quickly, I could see his hand holding a control box, presumably for the shock collar.  I took him into my mouth and buried my face against his pubes, his cock was disgusting, it tasted of piss and God only knows what else but I was desperate not to be shocked again.

His cock grew quickly and I had to pull back, I took a deep breath and pushed down again, forcing my head up and down his thick shaft.  His cock wasn’t large, thank you God, and I could get most of it into my mouth, only gagging slightly as he touched the top of my throat.  Ethan took my hair bunches into his hands and started to control me, pushing me up and down his cock, effectively using my mouth as some kind of sex aid.

“Put your lips on my cock bitch,” he ordered, “And keep your fucking teeth off it.”  I did as I was ordered, breathing as best I could when he pulled me back.  I started to flick my tongue on his cock, I’d seen girls do this in films and I was desperate to get him off as quickly as I could.  It didn’t take long, he started to grunt, he wrapped his legs round the back of my head and pulled hard, my throat opened and his cock slid into my throat.  I started gagged and spluttering, I could feel the bile starting to rise in my stomach, my belly convulsed, I couldn’t help it I raised my arms to try to push myself off his cock but it was no good, he was much stronger than me and I couldn’t move.  I opened my mouth a little wider and the puke started to come out of me.  Ethan didn’t seem to care.

When he finally finished cumming he released me, I fell to the floor, covered in my own puke, gagging and coughing.  Ethan put his foot on the side of my head and pushed me down, down into my bile.  He stood up and removed his pants.  “Dumb cunt,” he said, not looking at me, “Now I’ll have to get these cleaned.  Ryan was right, you need to work at cock sucking.”  Shit, had Ryan ordered this?

As he walked off Juan came over.  “Disgusting slut,” he said looking at me.  I couldn’t see myself but I knew he was right.  Ignoring my suffering he bent down and put a leash on my collar.  “Heel.”  I rolled over and onto my hands and knees, following him.  I slipped on the floor a couple of times, he tugged at the leash as we headed outside. 

Once we were in the sunshine he walked me over to the post where I’d pissed before.  To think I thought that was as demeaning as the day was going to get.  He tied my leash to the pole, then walked off and returned a couple of minutes later with a hosepipe.  He didn’t ask or speak, just turned it on and aimed at me, the cold water shocking me as he hosed the vomit off me. 

When I was clean he turned off the hose and walked off, leaving me to dry in the summer sun.  I thought about the situation I was in, I’d been horrified at the forced blow job, being degraded by having to piss like an animal in the outdoors and yet at the same time I was excited, I was desperately hoping that one of them would fuck me soon, I needed to be used like an animal.

Juan was away for a long time, I lay down on my side on the hot pavement , I watched the cars in the distance to pass the time.  When he came back he didn’t speak, just unhooked me and pulled the leash.  I got back onto all fours and hung my tongue out, then followed him as he walked me back into the building.  At least it looked like they’d forgotten to whip me for my earlier inability to suck cock.

Inside Ethan was changed into fresh clothes and the mess had been cleaned up.  There was a large tarpaulin with a box covered in a sheet on it.  He walked me onto the tarp and ordered me to sit, which I did without thinking back arched, fists on the floor, mouth open as I’d been trained.  Shit, I hardly thought when he ordered me into position like that.

“Good girl,” he said and patted my head.  I was pleased that he noticed how I’d performed.  I sat there panting and he reached into his pocket and pulled something brown out.  I was nervous, what was this, then I watched as he broke it in half and threw some to the floor.  I looked at it, unsure what to do.

“Stay,” he said.  I didn’t move.  Eventually he spoke again.  “Arms behind your back Raven, no bend your elbows to 90 degrees, push as hard as you can, that’s it.  Open your knees more, good girl.  This position is eat.  You only eat when ordered to, understand?”

“Woof,” I replied.  It seemed to be the correct response.

“Good girl, now bend forward and eat your reward.  Despite what it looked like Ethan was proud of you earlier.”  I bent down, my ass lifting up slightly and I shook it, to get my tail moving.  I sniffed the item on the floor, fuck it was chocolate.  I extended my tongue and licked it, it was slightly melted and tasted a little unusual, but it was chocolate.  I opened wide, it took me three attempts to get it between my teeth.  It was soft and I bit down on it, swallowing it quickly.

Juan bent down.  “Good girl, your first piece of doggy chocolate.  That will be your main reward from now on.”  I shook my ass, making my tail move, I loved being called a good girl.

Juan stood up and moved over to the covered box.  I resumed my sitting pose and watched as he pulled the tarp back a little, he looked at me and winked, then reached into his pocket and took out some keys.  He bent over and unlocked the box, opened the door which I could now see was a cage.  Fuck, it was a dog cage.  But it wasn’t a dog inside.

He reached in and picked up the leash and pulled it, slowly out came another woman, older than me with long blonde hair also in bunches, on her head was a pair of leather ears.  She looked amazing, like something I was aiming towards.  As soon as she was out she was ordered to sit and she did, just like me.  She opened her mouth and panted, she’d been trained just like I was being.

Juan spoke to the new puppy.  “Lola, this is Raven.  Why not say hello puppies?”  I watched as Lola got onto all fours and edged towards me, I followed her lead and moved towards her, we were both being cautious, moving slowly.  I studied her, as she studied me.  When we were close she started to sniff the air, holding her tail still as she did, sizing me up.  We were both behaving like puppies meeting for the first time, smelling each other, deciding if we liked each other.

Our heads were inches apart and she sniffed my hair, then moved along side me.  I sniffed her body as she moved until her ass was along side mine.  I felt her breath on my ass, then she kissed me.  I was nervous, I’d never been with a woman, nor seen a naked one outside of the changing rooms.  Suddenly she shook her ass as I’d seen real dogs do, she’d decided she liked me.  She rolled over, on her back, inviting me to climb on top of her.  I looked at Juan.

“Play with her Raven,” he ordered me.  I was nervous and I hesitated.  He reached into his pocket and pulled out the control for the shock collar.  His voice hardened.  “I said play with Lola.  Now.”  As his finger moved to the button I moved, crawling over Lola so that we were in a 69 position.  She didn’t hesitate and she started to lap at my pussy.  My body betrayed me, her tongue was soft and gentle and I moaned straight away, I loved having my pussy licked.  It was time to return the favor.  I tilted my head down and took my first taste of another woman.

Her pussy was smooth and as hair free as mine.  I could smell her musk as my nose got closer and closer to her pussy.  I took a deep breath and licked her soft, warm slit.  I liked the taste, and started to lick her eagerly, the way I like to be licked, long, slow licks with my tongue, opening it wide to touch as much of her as I could.  I was new at this, but a fast learner and soon she was writhing about in obvious pleasure.  Lola had stopped licking me but I didn’t mind, I wanted her to cum.

I stuck at it, she was writhing in pleasure, I wanted to make her cum, to push my fingers into her sweet wet hole, of course I couldn’t, but it didn’t seem to matter what I did, she just didn’t cum, until Juan spoke to her.

“Cum Lola.”  Her reaction was instant, her legs closed on me, trapping my head on her pussy, Lola was screaming in delight, her body trembling as wave after wave of orgasm ripped through her body.  I was so happy, I’d made a girl cum with my tongue, clearly she’d been waiting for permission to cum.  I felt hands on my ass then I gasped as Juan or Ethan pushed his cock inside me.  His cock was huge and fat, this must be Juan, Ethan’s cock wasn’t as fat.

He pushed inside me, my pussy opening as he started to rut me.  My head was jerked upwards, out from Lola’s legs, he’d grabbed my bunches and pulled, I breathed and looked up, Ethan was in front of me, on his knees, his cock out and he pushed it to my face, I knew what was expected and I opened wide and took him into my mouth.

I can’t describe how good it felt to have two cocks inside me, one in my pussy and one in my mouth.  This was a new level of control, I wanted to shout and scream, to bite down and close my mouth but I couldn’t, not with Ethan in my mouth.  Every time Juan thrust into me I moved forward, taking more of Ethan into me, then I’d move back when he pulled back.  Under me Lola had recovered from her cum and she started to lick my clit.  I squeezed my pussy, trying to push down on her face.  Suddenly I was aware of Ethan speaking to me.

“You watched Lola bitch, you don’t get to cum without permission.”  Fuck, I was already close to cumming, I was a slave to my pleasure.  I was on the edge, I started to whimper as best I could as they continued to use me, I was desperately holding my orgasm in, praying for permission.  I really didn’t know how much longer I could hold it when I heard Juan behind me cry out, I felt him shoot his load into my tight, wet, 20 year old pussy.  I couldn’t help it, that pushed me over the edge and I started to cum.

“You can cum bitch,” yelled Juan, just as I started to.  My body started to contract as wave after wave of orgasm came over me, I couldn’t feel the cock in my mouth, I was lost in my own world as my pussy contracted and expanded, squeezing Juan’s cock.  Lola didn’t stop licking me and I soon came again and again, my first multiple orgasm. 

I don’t know how long I was like that, only my need for air brought me round, Ethan had his hands on my head and I was aware that my throat was open, my nose against his pubes, fuck he was deep throating me and I could feel his cock twitching, he was cumming in my throat.  He held me there until he’d finished, then he pulled out and I collapsed onto Lola.  I was proud, I’d just deepthroated him and not puked.

Juan pulled out of me and slapped my ass.  “Good girl,” he said, “Good girl cumming on command.  We’ll ingrain that response into you.”  He slapped my ass again, then spoke again.  “Sit bitches.”

Without thinking I rolled off Lola and got onto my knees, raising my hands into the begging position, Lola quickly moved and assumed the same position next to me.  I stole a glance at her, her cheeks were flushed and she was panting.  I couldn’t wait to tell Ryan, maybe we’d be allowed to borrow Lola for a night, I wanted to fuck a girl again.

Juan stood up and patted my head, then Lola’s.  I noticed he was wearing a condom, he pulled it off and then put it over Lola’s mouth, before inverting it.  I watched as the sticky white cum dripped from the condom into her mouth.  I expected her to swallow as Juan pulled the rubber between his fingers, forcing every last drop into her mouth, but she stayed still, mouth open wide, holding it.

“Kiss bitches,” said Ethan, a smile on his face.  We moved to face each other, Lola bent down a little so my mouth was above hers and we kissed, she forced some cum into my mouth and we pushed it back and forth, kissing passionately and rubbing each other’s breasts with our gloved hands.  Ethan and Juan watched, then started to speak to each other in Spanish.  Eventually they stopped and ordered us to stop kissing and swallow, which we did.  I don’t like the taste of cum, the idea of swallowing makes me want to be ill, but I obeyed as a good bitch should.

“Lunch time girls,” said Ethan.  Suddenly I was aware of how hungry I was, I’d been sick and was ready to eat.  Ethan put leads on our collars and walked us towards the back of the room.  Juan put out four dog bowls, we sat and watched as he poured water into two of them – I was desperate for a drink.  Then my stomach turned again, I could feel the color drain from my face as I watched what was happening.  Juan held up a can of dog food and pulled the lid off.  He laughed as he looked at my face, reveling in my obvious discomfort. 

Next to me Lola was shaking her ass and making little noises, fuck she was clearly excited to be fed like this.  Juan bent down and upended the dog food into one of the bowls, then opened a second can and put it into the final bowl.  Slowly, ever so slowly he took a fork and mashed the dog food around, breaking up the food so it was easier to eat.  I looked at Lola, she was actually salivating looking at the food, she was really looking forward to it.  But like the well trained dog she was she didn’t eat.

Juan stood up and patted our heads.  “Eat bitches,” he ordered.  Instantly Lola bent forward, opened her mouth and started to chew down on the food.  I watched her for a moment, then nervously bent down.  I sniffed the food, then half straightened up.  It smelt revolting, there was no way I was going to eat that shit.  I could go without food for the rest of the day. 

I screamed out in pain, Ethan had taken a cane to my ass and struck me hard with it.  “You were told to eat Raven,” he said, “So eat.”

In front of me Juan took the remote for the shock collar out of his pocket.  He showed it to me, holding his finger over the control.  “Or if you prefer,” he said, “I’ll shock you, Ethan will whip you and then you’ll eat.”  I thought for a few seconds, they meant it.  How could they go from being so intimate with me to causing me so much distress and pain?  One look at Juan and I knew that he meant it, then my ass stung with pain again as Ethan showed me he wasn’t joking.

I bent forward, my nose an inch from the vile food and sniffed it.  I felt the bile rise in my stomach and I swallowed hard to stop the contents of my stomach coming out.  I desperately wanted one of the men to sense my discomfort, to spare me this humiliation.  But it wasn’t to be.  I got struck twice more before I opened my mouth and bent down.  I licked the food, sensing the jelly on my tongue before I took a little of the food into my mouth.  I chewed it, all the time wanting to puke before I swallowed it, the taste was vile, it reminded me of rotting flesh.

Ethan put a bucket at my side, “Just in case,” he said.  I knew what he meant.

I hoped that would satisfy them, but no, I was struck again and so I bent forward, hands to the side of the bowl and I took another piece into my mouth.  This time I didn’t chew it, I just swallowed, it was wet enough from the jelly.  I took a third, then a forth mouthful before I couldn’t help it, I turned to the bucket and vomited the contents of my stomach out, my guts wrenching as my body rejected the foul food.

When I’d finished retching I looked up.  Juan looked at me.  “Maybe next time eh?”  I woofed in response, thank fuck there wouldn’t be a next time – well, a next time eating, next time I’d put it in the contract that I wasn’t going to be fed dog food.  I looked at Lola, she’d eaten everything, her face was smeared with dog food.  Ethan picked up a wet cloth and wiped her face, then he cleaned mine.  Looked like lunch was over and I was going hungry.  Still, that was better than eating the dog food.

We spent the next few hours practicing positions, sitting, fetching, and rolling over.  I was amazed by Lola, she was so sexy, always obeying her orders instantly and without hesitation.  I was looking forward to speaking with her at the end of the day, to talk with another human puppy about what it was like for her.

At the end of the day we were being walked round the room when the door opened and Ryan came in.  I wanted to bounce over to him and serve at his feet, to thank him for the experience but my training, and fear of the shock collar, took over, so I stayed sat, begging, waiting for his approval.

Ryan walked over to me, I was sitting, legs apart, arms up, mouth open begging.  He walked past me, inspecting me (I sucked in my stomach and thrust out my pert tits).  Ryan smiled, when he was behind me he bent down and touched my red raw ass, still sore from all the cane strikes I’d taken.

“I hope she wasn’t too much trouble,” said Ryan, sounding disappointed with me.

“No man, she was great, she clearly loved the experience, didn’t you bitch?” Juan raised his voice for the last few words, clearly directing them at me.  I woofed, showing I had indeed.  Being fucked by two men at once was an experience I would never forget. 

Ryan stood up and walked past me and round Lola, who was sat begging next to me.  I watched as he leaned over and took her breasts into his hands – under normal circumstances I would have screamed out, how dare he touch another woman like that.  But it seemed only fair.  Lola whimpered as he took her nipples between his fingers and crushed them.  She was a well trained puppy, she didn’t move even when tears formed in the corners of her eyes.  Ryan laughed when he straightened up.

“Lola is very well trained,” he said.  Juan and Ethan exchanged a glance and then laughed.

“She sure is man,” replied Juan, “Test your bitch, she how she responds.”

Ryan moved in front of me.  Juan took out the remote for the shock collar and held it where I could see it, his finger hovering over the remote.  I shuddered thinking of the pain that small device could inflict on me.  Ryan bent over and rolled my already erect nipples between his fingers and thumb, then pinched.  Pain shot through my sensitive nipples, I wanted to cry out.  Inside the gloves I tensed my hands into fists, my long nails sinking into my palms providing a distraction.

Ryan didn’t let up, he squeezed harder and harder, I held my breath and blinked the tears out of my eyes.  Ryan just smiled and then crushed even harder, I couldn’t help it and I started to whimper, my eyes were locked on his, he was clearly enjoying inflicting pain on me.  Suddenly I was slightly scared of him.  He raised his eyebrows, then twisted my nipples viciously, before releasing them.  The pain only intensified when he let go and blood re-entered my nipples.

“Breed,” barked Ethan.  Without thinking I moved forward, pushing my arms out along the floor, head down, ass up, my legs apart, pussy on display.  Beside me Lola did the same, our knees touching.  Shit, I’d adopted this position without thinking, I’d reacted like an animal given an instruction.  The thought of my obedience and submission made me wet.  I wanted to be fucked like an animal.

“Take your pick man,” said Juan, presumably talking to Ryan.  Jesus, was he going to fuck Lola with me just inches away from her?  I heard Ryan move, he walked behind us puppies, he unzipped his fly and I heard him kneel down.  Beside me Lola gasped and moaned, behind me Ryan did the same, I could feel her moving, Ryan was fucking her!  I wanted him to fuck me, like the greedy bitch I was.

I started to move my hips, showing him my willingness, no, my need to be fucked.  I could hear them, their bodies slapping together as he used her pussy.  I started to swing my ass, knocking it against Lola, I was desperate for Ryan to fuck me instead of her.  He slapped my ass, hard.  I welcomed the attention and started to whine.  Someone, Ryan I assumed, slipped a couple of fingers inside my pussy and I squeezed my muscles, showing him I was ready to please.

“Fuck that’s tight,” I heard Ryan utter, I was pleased, I’d worked hard on exercising those muscles.  I heard him move again, Lola made a sound, he’d clearly pulled out of her and she was upset.  I quivered my ass in excitement, Ryan pulled his fingers out and I stopped breathing, waiting for his fat cock to penetrate me.

Nothing. 

I raised my head to look, despite the risk of a beating.  My head moved suddenly, yanked upwards, Ryan had hold of my bunches and he pulled, lifting my head up.  My mouth was open, I was going to cry out in pain but he just thrust forward, pushing his cock into my mouth.  I sucked as I’d been trained to do, horrified that I was sucking another girl’s juices off my boyfriend’s shaft, also secretly loving the taste.  He fucked my mouth, forcing his cock in and out, kneeling on my arms, holding me in place.  There was nothing I could do, I was spluttering and gagging, but Ryan didn’t stop or let up.  He was using me like a piece of meat.

“I’m cumming, holy fuck I’m cumming,” he yelled and his cock pulsed as he spurted load after load into my mouth.  He held me in place as he came, I couldn’t help it and his cum dripped out of my mouth and onto the floor.  When he pulled out he looked at me.

“Lick that up Raven,” he ordered.  I looked at the cum, mixed with the dirt on the floor and I shook my head.  Ryan spoke again, “Wrong answer bitch.”  He held out his hand and Juan passed him the shock collar controller.

I spoke, stupidly I spoke.  “Ryan . . . please I AAAAAARRRRRRGGGGGGH.”  I collapsed to the floor, my hands trying to grab the shock collar as the pain exploded in my neck.  The men just laughed, enjoying my obvious suffering.  When he finally turned it off I didn’t hesitate, I started to lick the sperm off the floor.  For good measure each of the men spat onto the sticky white goo, I lapped it all down.  When I finished I was ordered to sit, Lola hadn’t moved until this order, we both moved to the begging position and waited.  Surely my day was over?

Ryan  shook hands with Ethan and Juan, then put a leash on me.  “Heel,” he ordered.  I got onto all fours and followed him out of the door, into the corridor.  There were two dog cages, Ryan ordered me into one and he locked the door behind me.  “You can come home in this Raven,” he told me.  I wasn’t pleased, but I shook my ass to look happy.

Shortly afterwards Juan and Ethan came out, leading Lola who was placed into the other cage.  Juan and Ethan picked up the cage and took her outside, they were soon back.  They picked me up inside my cage and took me outside, putting me of the back of their truck, next to Lola.  What the fuck was going on?

I looked at Ryan, who smiled at me.  “Thing is Raven,” he said, “You and I were never going to go the distance.  So I’ve come to an arrangement with the boys here.  They are going to keep you” I opened my mouth to speak, a short shock put an end to that idea, “Lola here has been training with them for six months, soon you’ll be as submissive and obedient as she is.  Your life, as it was, is over.  You’re a full time puppy girl now.”  I screamed, what the fuck, how dare they do this to me?  Ethan’s hand came into my cage, he was holding a rag.  I went to bite him, my senses dulled and I started to lose consciousness, bastards had knocked me out . . . . .


One Year Later

I’d got up early that morning, Paula’s 21st birthday.  I’d not seen her for a year, not since her 20th birthday.  I’d taken a week’s vacation for this.  In the last year I’d moved house, it was important that she didn’t feel too much familiarity when I got her back.  I checked my watch for the hundredth time that morning, just before 10am.  Her handlers said that she would be returned to me at 10am.  I sipped my coffee, I was looking forward to seeing her again.

I loved Paula’s body, young, athletic with her long dark hair.  Fuck I’d left my wife to be with her, it had only taken me two months to realize that we had little in common and that her obsession in life was talking.  She never shut up.  I only stayed with her to piss my ex-wife off.  I smiled at that thought, knowing that my ex knew she’d been swapped for a younger, hotter model.

When she’d asked to spend a day as a puppy it was like a bolt out of the blue.  I’d never known she was kinky, she was a shit lay, her concept of performing oral was almost non existent, with her firm teenage body she thought all she had to do was just lie there.  If she’d not asked for her away day I think we’d have split up very quickly after her birthday.  Pity, she always looked great on my arm.

I’d had regular updates on her progress of course, Ethan and Juan sent me weekly films on her progress, I’d been to see her several times, always from behind a one way mirror – she couldn’t get to see me, I’d fucked her mouth, cunt and ass but she’d never seen me.  They’d assured me she’d break quickly, apparently they always do when they’ve got an interest in puppy play.  Even so, the contract was for 12 months, and they lived up to their end of the agreement.  And I had to wait, even once she was ready.

I looked out of the window, my new house was isolated – well, it had to be.  I couldn’t have prying eyes around, not when she was returned to me.  Just then I heard an engine and I could see an SUV coming up the long, deserted driveway.  It was time.  I moved to the door and opened it.  Ethan and Juan got out of the vehicle and we shook hands. 

“Great to see you guys,” I said, a wide smile on my face.  Neither of them spoke, they looked around nervously, then opened the back of the station wagon.  Inside was a large crate, covered with a blanket.  The crate was about four feet long, maybe three feet high and wide.  They eased it out and carried it into the house and into the kitchen in silence.  Apparently this was important.  I couldn’t help but smile as they placed the cage on the floor and we shook hands.  They both smiled back and walked out – they said they’d wait in their car for a couple of hours, just in case.

After they’d gone I waited a few minutes before I lifted the blanket.  Inside I could see Paula, sorry, Raven.  Her hair was much longer than I remembered, it was in bunches at the sides of her head.  She was moving her head from side to side, clearly agitated, looking at the unfamiliar floor but never looking up, as she’d been trained.  I picked up my coffee and sipped it, waiting for a while, allowing her to become accustomed to her new surroundings.

It took to the end of my coffee before she calmed down.  The next stage was the one where she might revert, but Ethan and Juan assured me it didn’t happen very frequently, and almost never with a girl as submissive as Paula had been.  I moved in front of the cage and knelt down, then pushed my hand through the grill and stroked her head.  I made soothing noises and rubbed, soon she was butting her head against my hand.  It was time.

I unlocked the cage and reached in, pushing in the leash and I clipped it onto her collar and tugged it.  Slowly, very slowly she edged out on her hands and knees, sniffing the air and looking round.  Raven had been trained to respond to my voice, on her first morning I’d recorded dozens of phrases and she’d been trained to respond to me and me alone.  Fuck, she couldn’t even cum unless she got permission from me to orgasm, and she wouldn’t get permission that often.  Slowly, so slowly she edged out.  Fuck this, it was time to test her conditioning.

“Heel,” I ordered.  Instantly she moved, her conditioning taking over and she scurried to my ankles. I’d been warned that this was the point she could break, the first sound of my actual voice but nothing, she just responded to the order.  I was pleased at how she moved, her hands formed into fists, her knuckles taking her weight, at the back she was on her knees, her ankles up high with her calves against her thighs.

“Sit.”  Instantly she rocked back onto her ass, opened her legs slightly and put her fists onto the floor.  Raven tilted her head back and looked up at me.  For a half second I could see she recognized me but once more her conditioning took over and her eyes went blank as she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, panting.

I admired her body, she’d been great before but I’d insisted that she lose 10lbs during her training and her new breasts looked incredible – as they should do for $5,000 – sure to some they’d look stupid but who wouldn’t want to play with her 32E breasts?  And ultimately I couldn’t give a shit what anyone else thought, she was my puppy, I owned her, no one else would ever get to see her or use her and I’d had her remade as I wanted.

I opened a cupboard door and pulled out a can of dog food.  I opened it and looked at Raven, her mouth was open and she was drooling.  At my instructions she’d not been fed for the last two days and I wanted to test her, to see if she could resist.  I smiled, she was shaking her ass from side to side, her breasts moving in time, my cock twinged looking at her.  Soon, I told myself, soon.  I pushed the dog food into a bowl and put it on the floor, between her legs.  She had been well trained, she didn’t move.

I clicked my fingers and pointed at the bowl.  Instantly she moved, pushing her ass back and face down into the bowl and she started to eat, taking big mouthfuls of the food and chewing quickly before swallowing.  That first day of her training she had to be beaten before she ate the dog food, then she puked.  A year of nothing but dog food and she was eating it so quickly.  I watched, not really understanding how she could eat that shit, but I guess after a year of nothing else she was used to it. 

The bowl was soon empty and she licked the remains up, before resuming her sitting pose, her face covered in the jelly.  I wiped her face clean, she didn’t move, just stayed motionless, mouth open.  I opened my fly and pulled out my cock.  I rubbed her head then moved it in front of her.  Raven kept her eyes focused on me as I slowly wanked myself, allowing my cock to get rock hard.  I’d missed sex during the last year, only scoring three times in that 12 months. 

“Suck,” I ordered.  Raven didn’t hesitate for a second, she bent forward and took me into her willing mouth, she was desperate to please me and she pushed her head straight down my shaft, taking my full length and burying her nose in my pubes, my cock in her throat.  As promised she had no gag reflex.  She held it there for over a minute before she pulled back and breathed, my cock never leaving her mouth and she went to work.

I smiled, owning a real live, completely obedient puppy girl was going to be incredible.  I recommend you try it with your girlfriend. Want Ethan’s number?







Afterword

Thank you for reading this book.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it.  







If you did enjoy it please leave a review or star rating on Amazon, or do please get in touch, I love hearing from people who read my books.




Paige

xx




https://www.paigebondauthor.com




https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond




https://x.com/PaigeBondAuthor 




paige.bond.author@gmail.com 





About The Author

Paige Bond

[image: ]

I was born in the late 90's and I've been fascinated by BDSM, particularly female submission for as long as I can remember. My stories are based on my own real-life experiences, or things that I fantasize about happening to me. I write as frequently as I can, concentrating on longer books - if you find something you like please let me know.
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[Blackmailed]

I'm generally not a fan of blackmail and coercion storylines in erotica, but I still found myself enjoying this one a lot. Is there an element of coercion here? Absolutely, but Sarah (the heroine) invites it on herself. She has a blackmail kink and deliberately put herself in a position to be exploited (although she quickly loses control of the situation). The enjoyment she takes in the experience was enough to make me get really into it, and I loved the creative and kinky situations that are played out.

- G. Jorgensen

[5 Days in San Fransico]

This is the first time I've bothered to pen a review, and the first time I've read this author. I've read quite a few ponygirl/ hucow stories and other sort of dom/sub stories. To date it is the best and I will most certainly be revisiting the world of this writer. The mix of what is realistic and what is oft written about, but not realistic is nicely balanced and flows well. I give it 4stars only in the hope of even better from Ms. Bond.

- Jonel

[Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame]

Was recently recommended this book by a friend, lovely written and interesting story that draws you in and teaches more about the specific BDSM culture

- Chris
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