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		Examination

		

		Welcome back ladies and gentlemen; perverts and pervettes; Masters, Mistresses and submissives alike to another episode of the Training of Amanda!” Amanda said staring at herself in the hand-held mirror she brought with her to give those viewing from home the appearance she was looking at the camera instead of the camera being the contacts she wore in her eyes. “As you can see, I’ve finally made it to the Carnal Creek training facility where I’ll soon begin my training as an obedient puppygirl.”

		Putting the mirror down on the passenger seat, Amanda got out of the car and walked slowly across the parking lot. “As you can see, this place is a lot smaller than Maidenfair,” she said as she observed the tops of a half-dozen brick buildings on the other side of a tall stone wall. Following the sign marked ENTRENCE, she pulled open a door and stepped into a small, empty room with another door straight ahead next to which hung a large sign. To her left and right were large doggy doors cut directly into the walls.

		

		ALL SUBMISSIVES AND TRAINEES MUST BE COLLARED AND LEASHED BEYOND THIS POINT! STRIP OUT OF YOUR CLOTHES, GET ONTO YOUR HANDS AND KNEES AND WAIT FOR A HANDLER TO FETCH YOU BEFORE CONTINUING!

		

		Amanda shrugged indifferently, stripped out of her dress and heels and then got down on her hands and knees. She stared at the door and waited for someone to come and get her. She jerked in surprise when a male voice suddenly spoke over an intercom. “Crawl through the doggy door to your right,” the man instructed. Amanda did as she was commanded and found herself in a small examination room.

		“What is your name trainee?”

		“My name is Amanda Cummings, Sir.”

		“And are you a submissive, Amanda Cummings?”

		“No Sir.”

		“Are you sure about that? I can see the Maidenfair certificate of completion on your left hip,” he said referring to the horseshoe with the words MAIDENFAIR TRAINED written around it branded on Amanda’s left hip.

		“I’m certain sir. I do not identify as submissive.”

		“Then why are you here, Amanda Cummings?”

		“To be trained as a puppygirl, Sir.”

		“So it is your wish to become submissive then?”

		“It is my wish to discover which training facility is the best, Sir. I am expected, Sir. I don’t know if you’ve been told or not, but I’m doing a show on bdsm training facilities and I’ve been given permission to go through the Carnal Creek training program.”

		“One moment please.” The man was silent for several minutes before speaking again. “Our records show you’ve signed up for the comprehensive training program, is that correct?”

		“Yes Sir.”

		“Very well. A doctor will be with you shortly to give you an initial examination, fit you for your new collar and to get you into your puppy gear.”

		“Thank you Sir. Can you tell me how long the comprehensive training will take, Sir?”

		“It varies from person to person, but you’re looking at six months to two years. Once you are fitted for your collar and are in gear you will no longer be permitted to leave the facility for any reason until your training is complete, so if you’re having any doubts whatsoever, now is the time to leave.”

		“I do not wish to leave Sir,” Amanda said after a moment’s thought. “I want to be trained as a puppygirl.”

		The door to the examination room opened and a tall, blue-eyed, raven-haired woman stepped in and closed the door behind her. Her lab coat was open and Amanda could see the form-fitting latex dress she wore that accentuated her every curve. “Hello Trainee Cummings, my name is Doctor Larsen. Please get up on the exam table.”

		Amanda climbed up onto the exam table and Dr. Larsen placed a wide, black leather collar around her neck and fastened it in place. She then added a little lock so that it could not be removed. “How old are you Trainee Cummings?”

		“I’m twenty-nine, Ma’am.”

		“Have you ever been pregnant?”

		“Yes Ma’am. I just had a son and am still lactating.”

		Dr. Larsen leaned down and took Amanda’s left nipple into her mouth and gave it a suck, gulping down the mouthful of milk before moving to the right and doing the same thing. “Very nice. Your milk tastes very good, trainee Cummings.”

		“Thank you Ma’am.”

		“Get onto your hands and knees so that I can give you a proper examination.” Dr. Larsen commanded. She waited for Amanda to get into position before walking around her, hands groping every inch of flesh. “Your pussy and asshole look very well fucked. How much can you handle in each?”

		“I can take a large man’s fist, or two woman’s hands at the same time, Ma’am. Uhn! Mmmm, t-thank you M-Ma’am,” she purred as her pussy was suddenly stretched around Dr. Larsen’s right hand. She moaned again when the hand was pulled free and pushed into her ass with an ease that surprised the attractive doctor.

		“You must’ve done a lot of fisting. I like that. I see you bear the mark of Maidenfair. Is that where you learned to take a fist so easily?”

		“Yes Ma’am. And I’ve been getting fisted nearly every day since then. On my trip here I was fisted by several men at a glory hole and then again last night by at least a dozen men at a kinky club. Counting all of the times I’ve been fisted by strangers and myself, the number is somewhere in the four hundred range in the last year and a quarter.”

		“FUCKING HELL! No wonder you’re so damn loose. Do you even give yourself time to recover before going at it again?”

		“No Ma’am. I fist myself nearly every day for at least an hour.”

		“Well, it’ll make having babies a whole lot easier that’s for sure. Kneel so that I can get you into the rest of your gear.”

		Amanda raised up into a kneeling position as Dr. Larsen walked across the small room and opened a recessed cabinet. Reaching in, she withdrew several items and then returned to the examination table. “Hold out your right hand,” Dr. Larsen commanded. “These will be your new paws for the duration of your training,” she continued as she placed a special glove on Amanda’s hand that went about halfway to the elbow. “They are specially designed to mitigate the pressure of walking on all fours all day and you better get used to wearing them because they will not be coming off except during bath time. Next, Dr. Larsen put on Amanda’s back paws – a special boot designed to look and function as a dog’s with built-in knee pads. Back on her hands and knees, a fat, tailed plug was shoved into Amanda’s ass and finally, the dog ears that slipped uncomfortably tight around Amanda’s real ears.

		“I’m going to take blood, urine, hair and saliva samples now to send to the lab. You will spend the next few days in quarantine awaiting the results. Once it has been determined you are drug and disease free you’ll be released into the general population where you’re training will begin. Any questions?”

		“Yes Ma’am. Are there a lot of women in charge here at Carnal Creek? At Maidenfair the men were in charge while the women were only there to be trained.”

		“There are many women in Dominant positions here. It may surprise you to hear, but I’m actually a graduate of Carnal Creek. I was a dominant before arriving here six years ago as one of seven female doctors. Two years in I decided to give the training a trial run. Twenty months after that, I got my certificate of completion.” Lifting the hem of her dress, she showed Amanda the puppy paw and CARNAN CREEK TRAINED brand on her right hip.

		“WOW! So I’ll be getting another brand then when I complete my training?”

		“You will.”

		“Do all of these types of training facilities brand those that compete there courses?”

		“Most of them do, yes.”

		“Shit! It looks like I’m in for a lot of pain then. I plan on going through the training at as many as possible.”

		“To what end?”

		“To determine which one is the best.”

		“I see. Well, I can’t speak for anywhere else because I’ve never been trained elsewhere, but here at Carnal Creek the training is pretty damn thorough. Like I said before, it was enough to take me from Dominant to well-trained and obedient submissive in twenty months. And I don’t know that isn’t submissive by the time they receive their certificate of completion.”

		“So, you’re no longer a Dominant at all?”

		“Nope. I’m completely submissive now and have no desire whatsoever to dominate anyone. And to be perfectly honest, I prefer it this way.”

		“Did you go through the comprehensive training?”

		“I did.”

		“And do they use brainwashing techniques like Maidenfair to give you a puppy personality?”

		“They do, but only for those going through the comprehensive training course like you’ll be doing. But don’t worry, you’ll be given secret phrases that will enable your Master or Mistress to switch between your puppy and real persona’s whenever they choose to do so.”

		“I don’t have a Master or Mistress.”

		“Then you’ll receive the phrases to give to the one you’ll eventually serve.”

		“You make it sound as if I’ll definitely become a submissive and that I’ll be looking for a Master or Mistress.”

		“Honey, you’re already submissive whether you want to admit it to yourself or not. No one goes through training at Maidenfair without becoming a well-trained submissive. Add to that the fact that you’re here for more training and, yeah, you’re submissive.”

		“I’ve been told that before, but I just don’t feel submissive. I mean, yeah, I have some submissive tendencies like calling Dominants Master and Mistress, and following every command to the best of my ability without complaint or hesitation, but I don’t think that makes me submissive.”

		“Take it from someone who has been on both sides of the fence, you are submissive. You just haven’t found the right Master or Mistress to give your body, mind, heart and soul to. But mark my word, the day you do is the day you’ll feel complete. You’ve already admitted that you’re compliant, and you’ve obviously submitted to the authority and control of another. I’m willing to bet that you put the interests, wants, needs and desires of others before yourself and you do so willingly, yes?”

		“Yes Ma’am.”

		“And you do this not because you’re forced or coerced to do so, but because it makes you feel complete, yes?”

		“Yes Ma’am.”

		“You do it because serving others - tending to their wants, needs and desires, gives you a deep sense of fulfillment and joy you are otherwise lacking? Correct?”

		“Yes Ma’am.”

		“Then stop hiding from the truth and embrace your submissiveness as, by every definition of the word, that’s exactly what you are.” Dr. Larsen said handing Amanda a small cup to collect the urine sample in. “When you have to pee you can squat over the bowl there in the corner. Make sure you fill the cup to the line. When you are done with that, you are to lap up the rest like the puppy you’ll be trained to be and then proceed through that doggy door there,” she said pointing to a doggy door in the left wall.

		“Yes Ma’am,” Amanda said taking the cup.
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		Quarantine

		

		After peeing in the cup, Amanda handed it to Dr. Larsen and then returned to the bowl to lap up the rest of the pee, suddenly thankful of her visit to Club Animalia the night before. Although she still did not like the taste of it, she was able to get it all, and most importantly keep it all down. When the bowl was empty, she licked her lips and crawled towards the doggy door.

		The doggy door led into a long hallway with doggy doors on the left and right at twenty foot intervals. Above each was a name. The name above the ninth one on her right read TRAINEE CUMMINGS. Taking this to be her destination, she crawled through the rubber flap and into her new home. It was larger than she expected it to be – measuring a full four-hundred square feet. In the back right corner of the room was a large doggy bed and to the left were two large feeders – one for food and the other for water. Both were filled to the brim. In the back left corner was a long, floor to ceiling cabinet that stopped about two feet from her new bed.

		“Welcome to Carnal Creek, Trainee Cummings,” a woman said over an intercom. “My name is Mistress Lindsey and I’ll be your handler for the duration of your training. This will be your home for the next several months so get used to it and make yourself comfortable. The food may look like dry dog food, but it is actually a very nutritious blend of our own making. From what I’ve been told it isn’t half bad tasting so feel free to eat as much as you like. Your official training will begin once your test results have come back so sit back and enjoy this time off because it’s the last you’ll get until you’re a fully trained puppy. Any questions?”

		“What do I do to pass the time, Mistress?”

		“The cabinet at the back of the room contains plenty of toys to keep even a slut like you happy for the next few days. And now for the rules. One, everything at Carnal Creek is recorded. I know who you are and why you are here and I’m aware of your special permission to record using special contact lenses and a belly button recorder. Per the terms of your agreement with the owners of Carnal Creek, once you leave quarantine you will not be hindered in your filming of the facility unless you break the rules. Is that understood?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“Second, as Dr. Larsen already informed you, you’ll be undergoing our most intensive training regimen during which you’ll slowly be trained out of your human persona and into that of a puppy. For all intents and purposes, at the end of your training you’ll cease to be human altogether and live your life solely as a puppy. Is that understood?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“Third, at the end of your training you’ll be given the certificate of completion on your right hip as you’ve seen on Dr. Larsen. Is that understood?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“Fourth, upon completion of your training you’ll be auctioned off to the highest bidder to serve out the rest of your life as his or her puppy. Is that understood?”

		“Auctioned off? No one ever said anything about auctioning me off, Mistress!” And what do you mean I’ll live the rest of my life as a puppy? What about the phrases to switch me between my human and puppy selves?”

		“The phrases will be given to whomever wins you at auction, but don’t count on ever being human again. Most graduates of Carnal Creek’s comprehensive training never see humanity again. We’ve taken the liberty of contacting Maidenfair and were given your pony triggers as well. They too will be given to your new Master or Mistress when you are sold. Is that understood?”

		“Yes Mistress, but…but that’s not what I signed up for! You can’t sell me, it isn’t legal!”

		“Actually it is exactly what you signed up for and I’ll have the documents you signed sent to your kennel so that you can re-read them. And as far as selling you at auction is concerned, that too is legal and agreed upon. It’s all in the papers you signed five months ago when you made the arrangements to film here. That’s enough questions for now. Someone will be in shortly to chip and pierce you.”

		“Chip and pierce me?” Amanda gasped, but her question went unanswered. For the first time since coming up with the idea for the Training of Amanda show, she was regretting her decision. If even half of what Mistress Lindsey said was true, she was getting far more than she ever bargained for. Crawling around the room on all fours, all she could do was wait.

		A panel slid open, revealing a secret door into Amanda’s room. A lanky, long-haired man entered, leaving the door open behind him. “Crawl over here and kneel,” the man said. When Amanda was kneeling at his feet, he handed her a folder which she dropped thanks to the paws she now wore. Reaching down, he took hold of Amanda’s right forearm, inserted a large needle and injected her with her new tracker. Amanda yelped at the pain of the needle piercing her flesh, but otherwise remained silent. She yelped again when her nipples were pierced. And then the man left the room, closing the door behind him.

		It took Amanda several minutes to work out an efficient method of opening the folder and flipping through the pages. She read each document line by line, scrutinizing every word and making sure every initialed and signed spot was her own writing. Unfortunately, it was all there as Mistress Lindsey had said and she had signed or initialed at every point of discussion. Leaving the papers where they were on the floor, she crawled over to the bed and curled up.

		“Satisfied that what I told you was true? Mistress Lindsey asked over the intercom.

		“Yes Mistress,” Amanda replied, sitting up in her doggy bed.

		“If it’s any consolation, we’ve already gotten reserve bids as high as half a million dollars for you. It seems there’s great interest in a fully trained celebrity puppy.”

		“Mistress, as you know I am wearing contact lenses and I cannot sleep with them in, but I cannot remove them while wearing these paws.”

		“You have permission to take the paws off each night before bed long enough to remove the contacts, and again in the morning to put them back in. You may also remove them long enough to use the restroom and to take a shower. The same with your tail.”

		“Thank you Mistress. But I don’t see a bathroom.”

		“It’s through the doggy door on the right. Now feel free to use whatever toys you want while you’re in quarantine. You will not have contact with anyone else until the tests come back.”

		“Yes Mistress. Thank you Mistress.” Holy fucking hell! Dr. Larsen, Melissa and everyone else was right! I really am a submissive, Amanda thought as she stared at the long cabinet. Climbing out of bed, she crawled to the cabinet. The recessed handles were large enough that she could open the doors with her paws on and she pulled the right door open. Inside were shelves of sex toys in a variety of shapes, colors and sizes. She managed to grab hold of an oddly shaped toy with a long, thick shaft that ended in a concave point and a huge bulge near the base. Sticking the suction cup base to the floor, she lowered herself down on it – taking it down to the bulge before slowing down.

		As Amanda eased the nearly four inch thick bulge into her overly-stretched pussy, it pressed hard against her g-spot, sending her into orgasm within seconds. Losing her balance, she let herself fall down, taking the rest of the toy into her as the pointed head of it pushed against and then past her cervix as the bulge passed in and out of her. Reaching back into the cabinet, she pulled out a smaller, similarly shaped toy and sucked it down her throat as the first of the night’s orgasms quickly approached. And for the first time since hearing the news of her impending sale and life as a puppy, she felt content.
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		Training

		

		Amanda spent seven whole days in quarantine before her test results came back and she was finally permitted to begin her training. During that time, she had fucked herself with nearly every toy in the cabinet and hoped it was enough to keep those viewing at home satisfied and tuned in. Although they did not say it, the real reason it too so long was to give her nipple piercings time to heal.

		On the morning of the eighth day the wall slid open and a woman entered Amanda’s room. She was average height and weight with breasts that looked to be about three or four cup sizes too big for her frame that the corset she wore only accentuated even more. She had a roundish, pretty face that reminded Amanda of a slightly older Emma Stone.

		“My name is Mistress Lindsey and I’ll be your handler for the duration of your training,” the woman said unhooking a leash from the slender belt she wore around her narrow waist. Crawl over here and kneel at my feet.”

		Amanda had a lot of time to think about her situation during her week of solitude and she thought long and hard about what fate had in store for her. She accepted, and now admitted freely, her status as a submissive. She was looking forward to the training and, after six days contemplation, she had come to terms with the fact that this was most likely going to be the last facility she ever went to. She steeled herself against the inevitable auction and spending the rest of her life as a puppy and deep down she wondered if it was not what she wanted all along.

		Getting out of her comfortable doggy bed, Amanda remained on all fours as she stretched her arms out in front of her as dogs often do. She gave her legs a quick shake and then crawled over to her handler and knelt obediently at her feet. Mistress Lindsey latched the leash onto Amanda’s collar and rubbed her playfully on the top of her head.

		“Rule number one, from this point on you are not to speak unless given permission to do so. If you are asked a yes no question you will bark once for yes and two times for no. Is that understood?”

		“Arf,” Amanda barked in her best imitation of a dog

		“Good girl. Rule number two, as a bitch in training, you are available for all to play with sexually. If another handler wants their trainee to fuck you, you let them. And if I command you to have sex with another trainee or handler you will do so without hesitation. Do you understand?”

		“Arf.”

		“Rule three, if you fail to follow commands, or are otherwise disobedient and disrespectful you will face discipline. Is that understood?”

		“Arf.”

		“Good. See that you remember it as I do not take failure lightly. From this moment on you’re in training to be the absolute best puppygirl you can be and that’s exactly what you’re going to be. Come on, let’s get you to the training yard.”

		Leading her by the leash, Mistress Lindsey led Amanda from her room, through the building and out into a large yard surrounded by tall walls. Amanda squinted her eyes from the brightness of the sun as she tried to take everything in. There were puppies in training everywhere and to Amanda’s amazement they were both male and female. This was new as Maidenfair only trained women. As she was led around the yard, Amanda noticed several stations where trainees were being fucked, while others practiced their agility and hand eye coordination at a lengthy obstacle course by leaping through hoops, running up and down ramps and jumping hurdles all while running on all fours.

		“Today you’ll begin training with the most basic of commands,” Mistress Lindsey instructed her new puppy in training as she led Amanda to a fucking station. “The most basic, yet most important command any good puppy can learn is to cum on command. A good puppy must cum when his or her Master or Mistress commands it. Not before, and certainly not after. It’s one of the toughest to master, so we start all trainees off with it as early as possible.”

		While talking, Mistress Lindsey led Amanda to a fort of stockade and placed her inside with her head on the ground, her arms reaching back towards her ankles and her ass up in the air. Her ankles and wrists were locked in place by padded bars so she could not move more than an inch in any direction.

		“Don’t go anywhere, I’ll be right back with the men for lesson number one.” Mistress Lindsey left Amanda alone in the stockade and went off to fetch half a dozen men to fuck Trainee Amanda and teach her to orgasm on command – a trick that normally took weeks, if not months to learn and a lifetime to master. Amanda did her best to look around, but with her head so close to the ground it was hard to see much of anything.

		Mistress Lindsey returned ten minutes later with eight men in tow. “This is trainee Amanda’s first orgasm training session so give her everything you’ve got.” Leaning down next to Amanda’s head, Mistress Lindsey continued. “You’ll be disciplined for every orgasm you have without permission so I suggest you hold out as long as possible. Understood?”

		“Arf,” Amanda barked like a good puppy should. She knew there was no way in hell she was going to make it through the day without having at least one orgasm, so steeled herself against the inevitable discipline as the first of the eight men pushed his cock into her pussy.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Amanda was fucked incessantly, brought to the brink of climax time and time again but never allowed to orgasm. She was growing frustrated and wanted to scream at them to make or cum, but she knew all too well the price for speaking out and wanted to avoid that at all costs. The eight men were well trained to know just how to fuck a woman to bring her as close to the edge as possible before stopping, and they teased her with release many times only to stop long enough for the feeling to ebb.

		After frustrating trainee Amanda for another hour, the men fucked her hard and fast, each one bringing her closer and closer to climax. And then the order was given. “Cum you sexy puppy!” the man fucking her commanded. “Shoot your juices all over my fucking cock!” He rammed in hard and deep. After hours of ruthless fucking and so many disappointment, Amanda came with a paralyzing orgasm that left her in tears.

		“Good girl,” the man shooting his load inside of Amanda said with a hard slap to her ass. “We’ll be back again later for another session.” He gave her ass another slap and then pulled his cock out of her quivering quim – his semen slowly oozing out as Mistress Lindsey approached.

		“Good job, slut puppy. Master Rick said you did not orgasm until commanded to. Have you had orgasm training before?”

		“Arf, Arf,” Amanda barked weakly, her mind still in a fog of bliss from the most intense orgasm she had ever had.

		“Well, you showed remarkable restraint. Now it’s time you learn a few other basic commands,” Mistress Lindsey said as she unlocked the bars holding Amanda in position. “Next is the sit command. A good puppy should always sit at her owner’s feet and there’s only one proper way to do so. Kneel with your tail resting on the heels of your feet, knees spread open as wide as you can and front paws resting on the ground between them. Make sure to keep your back as straight as possible and you breasts exposed. What are you waiting for? Get into position!”

		Amanda gave her body a quick stretch to work out the kinks from being in the same position for hours as she moved into the sit position as commanded by Mistress Lindsey. It was a simple position to learn, and one she knew she’d be able to get into without hesitation.

		“Good girl. Now roll over and play dead.”

		Thinking of how a dog looked when it was playing dead, Amanda dropped onto her left side and then rolled over onto her back, placed her elbows at her side with forearms pointed up and hands bent towards her feet. She then raised her legs and bent them at the knees and hoped like hell she was at least close to the position she was supposed to be in as she closed her eyes to look like she was dead.

		“Very good, puppy. You’re a quick learner, I like that. And now for the sexy dead position. Stay as you are and spread your legs open. This will give your owner and anyone else that wishes to use you free access to your pussy. Very good. You’re a good puppy aren’t you girl?”

		“Arf!” Amanda barked excitedly.

		“I’m sure you’re more than aware of the doggy position so we’ll skip that one and move right on to the other sex positions you must learn as a well-trained puppy. First is the submissive position. It’s one you’re familiar with even if not by name. Kneel with your head on the ground, arms back with hands facing your feet and your legs spread open. It’s the same position you just spent hours in getting your pretty little pussy fucked. HA! Who am I kidding? You’re pussy is anything but little. Come on, Marecunt time to show you your new home.”

		Mistress Lindsey hooked the leash onto the d-ring in Amanda’s collar and led her to a long row of dog houses lining the far wall of the compound and took her to one near the end with her name on it. Inside, Amanda could see a thin pad that would serve as her new bed and the food and water bowl she would eat and drink from. Each had her name written on it, further reinforcing her status as a puppy.
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		SOLD

		

		As the days turned into weeks, and weeks into months, Amanda felt her humanity slipping away – replaced with her new puppy persona. It was a familiar sensation that she had only experienced once before. The only difference being this was going to be it for the young talk show host turned investigative reporter. In several more months she would cease to be Amanda Cummings the human and become Amanda Cummings the puppy, and that thought scared her more than anything she had yet faced. All she could hope for now was a kind and caring owner that would treat her with at least a little dignity and respect.

		Sixty-three days into her training, Amanda more puppy than human. Her orgasm training was nearly complete and she had all but mastered the obstacle course – being able to jump over the hurdles, balance down the slide and jump through hoops without screwing up once. All that was left was to bring her time down and that too would be something she could claim victory over. To reinforce her new bitch status, she was taken day in and day out by handlers and male puppies in training to the point she was wet and ready the moment a man even glanced in her direction.

		By day one hundred and eleven, her orgasm training was complete and Amanda was capable of reaching an orgasmic state within a fraction of a second of being given the command to cum. Through relentless physical and psychological training, her humanity was packed away and tucked into the deepest corner of her mind and Bella – her new puppy persona had taken over completely. But unlike other men and women that had gone through the comprehensive training, Amanda’s humanity, though locked away in the deepest recesses of her mind, was still aware of everything happening to her.

		Amanda’s mind had been fractured so that two distinct personalities could survive and thrive at the same time. While Bella the puppy was dominant and at the forefront at all times, Amanda watched from her cell, fully aware of every command and who gave it, able to think and feel as a human and to see the world through human eyes, but try as she might, she could not retake control. Stuck as a prisoner in her own mind, she knew she would never see her family and friends again. Her baby boy would never know her mother, and that saddened her more than anything, but there was nothing she could do about it now. Locked in the training facility with no access to a phone, or other means of escape, she had no choice but to accept the training willingly, or have it forced upon her.

		Although it took less than four months to completely train Amanda to be a puppy, she remained at Carnal Creek for nearly seven months as the trainers and handlers constantly reinforced her new persona and way of life. And then one night, while she slept in her doghouse, she was greeted by Mistress Lindsey whom knelt down in front of her and rubbed her between the ears.

		“How are you doing tonight, Bella?” Mistress Lindsey asked Amanda. “Tomorrow is your auction and I have to say we’ve never had so much interest. I thank your celebrity status. But that’s not why I’m here. I have a couple of gifts for you. First, I bought you a new collar.” Pausing, she removed the bulky black collar Amanda had grown used to wearing for seven months and replaces it with a sleeker, more feminine red one. “There, that looks so much sexier than that old training collar. Second, I’m going to do something we’ve never done before. As you know, once your training is complete, you will remain a dog forever unless your new owner uses the commands to release you. However, seeing as you have a job to do to determine the best training facility around, I’m giving you a way out for yourself. If you ever want to return to your human self all you need to do is bark seven times, wait five seconds, bark three times, wait five seconds and then bark five times. And if you want to go back to being Bella just do the reverse. This will only work for you, so you don’t have to worry about anyone barking at you and turning you human or puppy.

		“Once you are sold at tomorrow’s auction you will be handed over to your new owner and he or she will be given the verbal commands to change your personality. I suggest you give them the commands to access your pony persona as well.” Mistress Lindsey leaned down and kissed Amanda on the lips. “Good night Bella, and good luck with your new life.”

		Bella lay there and watched as Mistress Lindsey stood up and walked away. Looking around to see if the coast was clear, she barked seven times, waited five seconds, barked three times, waited five seconds and then barked five times. Almost immediately the roles were reversed and she was once again Amanda Cummings and in full control of herself. She thought briefly of running away before she was sold, but instead barked five times, waited five seconds, barked three times, waited five seconds and then barked seven times. Once again Bella, she curled up on her mat and fell asleep.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Bella was woken early and taken to the groomers in preparation of the upcoming auction. She was bathed by two lovely brunette handlers that took many liberties with her including sucking her nipples until they had their fill of breast milk and fisting her pussy and asshole. They waxed her pussy and gave her a haircut and then perfumed her with a special pheromone perfume guaranteed to turn the bidders on. They then put her back into her puppy gear with a new, larger plug for her ever stretching ass, put her red collar back on, hooked a split leash to her nipple rings and led her from the bathhouse to the auction house.

		Bella was led into the auction house by one of the women that bathed and groomed her and she was handed off to Mistress Lindsey who gave her one final inspection before leading her by the nipple leash down the hall and into the auctioning room. The auctioning room was an auditorium with theater-style seating for three hundred wrapped around three walls and a large stage in the center. Along the left side of the stage was a long bank of telephones for those calling in their bids and to the right was a row of recently graduated puppies sitting in perfect puppy fashion with their handlers standing behind them. Mistress Lindsey led Bella to an open spot near the front of the line and commanded her to sit.

		Bella took up position between a stunning redhead she had come to know as Bailey, and a muscular stud now named Cody. Her eyes drifted down to Cody’s hard cock and she wanted nothing more than to get into the submissive position so he could take her, but her training kept her from making such a huge mistake so late in the game.

		One by one each of the puppies was lead to the front of the stage by their handler and paraded around for all to see as the bidding progressed. They were put in every position including heel, sit, and roll over, play dead, doggy and submissive. They then played fetch, balanced a puppy snack on their nose before tossing it up and catching it in their mouths and happily wagged their sexy tails as the price climbed higher and higher. When each puppy was finally sold, their handler branded their right hip with the certificate of completion and their pussy mound with the price they sold for.

		Amanda, aka Bella was no different. She went through the same act as all that came before her, the only difference being the price she fetched. The demand to purchase a fully trained puppy slave at auction was incredibly high, and it seemed everyone wanted a piece of her. The bidding started at one hundred thousand and quickly hit a million before she even got halfway through the positions. She was going for nearly two million at the end of the positions and three million with a puppy snack balanced on her nose.

		Amanda could not believe the numbers being thrown around for her purchase and her cheeks flushed red in embarrassment and excitement. The bidding started to slow down, but still increased to a whopping, record-breaking $4,783,500 by the drop of the hammer, and Bella the puppy had been sold to a phone bidder.

		Mistress Lindsey approached Bella with the branding iron, but left it in the hot coals for the time being. “We have a special request from your new owner. He will pay five million for you if you agree to have your pussy pierced with a ring through your clit hood and five small eyelets in each outer labia that we will lace up. Bark once if you agree and twice if you disagree.” Without even hesitating, Amanda barked once. “Good girl. I’ll do the branding and then Master Raymond will do the piercings. When they are done you may go meet your new owner.”

		As she was trained to do, Amanda held perfectly still while the branding iron was pressed into her hip. Next, she was branded with SOLD $5,000,000 on her pussy mound. And then, while the audience watched, Master Raymond pierced her clit hood and outer labia as requested. She was in great pain, but her training kept her from yelling and making a fuss. Like the perfectly trained puppy that she was, she took it with grace and a smile.

		When the piercings were complete, Amanda was led out of the auction house by Mistress Lindsey and taken through the complex to the parking lot where her new owner was waiting for her. The van door opened and a man stepped out. Amanda’s jaw dropped when she saw her boss Mr. Fitch staring down at her with a grin.

		“Hello Bella,” Mr. Fitch said. “Come on puppy, time to go home.” He helped his new submissive climb into the van and into the doggy bed he had lying in the back. “I bet you never thought I’d be your new Master did you girl?” he asked as he got into the driver’s seat.

		“Arf, arf,” Bella barked.

		“Don’t worry, I’m not going to keep you in a permanent puppy state. In fact, I’m not going to keep you as a puppy at all,” he said to Amanda’s surprise. “Don’t get me wrong, as much as I want you as my personal fucktoy, you’re more valuable to me as the human Amanda Cummings going from training facility to training facility. Viewership has skyrocketed these last seven months and call me greedy, but I want you out there in the field doing what you do best. That being said, Mistress Lindsey gave me your command phrases sealed in an envelope. She also told me you had the ability to switch between your personas at will. Why don’t you go ahead and change back to Amanda and come up front with me?”

		Bella barked seven times, waited five seconds, barked three times, waited five seconds and then barked five times – changing from Bella the pussy to Amanda the human. “Thank you Master,” Amanda said as she crawled out of her bed. “And I am your submissive Sir. You bought me fair and square and I agreed to serve my new owner for the rest of my life. You are my owner Sir and I will serve you for the rest of my life unless you do not wish me to.”

		“I want you to do what you feel is best for you. Why don’t you take some time to think about it? Go spend some time with your son and let him get to know his mother. And most important of all, rest and recuperate. If you still want to serve as my puppy in a few months then we can talk about it then, but I don’t want to take you away from your family any more than necessary.”

		“Thank you Sir. I miss my son more than anything in the world. I just hope he still wants anything to do with me.”

		“He’s still young enough that I don’t think that will be an issue.”

		“To be honest sir, I don’t think anyone is ever going to beat Carnal Creek in terms of training. And with one young child and another on the way I’m wondering if it isn’t time to pass the torch onto another.”

		“That is your choice and I’ll accept whatever decision you make. I want you to understand that your physical, mental and emotional well-being is more important than any show and if you feel as if it’s too much to continue, then I completely understand and give you my full support.”

		“Thank you Sir. That means a great deal to me. And I think I’ll take your advice and take some time off to see my son and recuperate.”

		“Then I’ll drop you off at your parents so you can see him sooner rather than later.”

		“Um, dressed like this Sir?” Amanda asked, looking down at her nearly naked body.

		“Fair enough. Then we’ll stop off at your place first and then to your parents.”

		“Thank you Sir. Can I ask you a question Sir?”

		“You may ask me anything you want.”

		“Why did you spend so much money on me if you were not going to keep me as your puppy?”

		“Because I like you Amanda. I love everything you do, and quite frankly I want you to keep doing it. Besides, the price I paid for you is a drop in the bucket compared to how much we’re looking to make from this season of Training of Amanda. Speaking of which, here,” he said handing her a sealed envelope. “Those are the commands to take you from human to puppy and back again. I’d keep them safe until you’re ready to give them to the one you’ll serve.”

		“Thank you Sir, but I think you should keep them. After all, you are my new Master and owner and once I’ve had some time to myself I fully intend to serve you for the rest of my life.”

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Mr. Fitch drove for nearly two hours before it dawned on him that her car was still sitting in the parking lot of the Carnal Creek training facility. Backtracking, he took her back to Carnal Creek to pick up her car. It was a long two day drive back, but it was a whole lot easier than having her car delivered home.

		Amanda had a lot of time to think about her life and what lay ahead during the nearly three day drive. And by the time she got home, took a long hot bath and arrived at her parent’s house to see her son, her mind was made up. Holding her son tightly in her arms, she never wanted to let go of him again and with another child on the way, she knew deep down that her time as host of Training of Amanda was coming to a close and the time would soon come where she had to pass the torch on to another, but for now all she wanted to do was love and spoil her baby boy.
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