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Image

I’m a bitch.

I’ve been a bitch for as long as I can remember, although only recently have I become one in more than name.

See, I just don’t give a shit about people. I don’t care about hurting their little feelings or upsetting them. I don’t actually like people. Most of them are assholes anyway. Then there are the whiners who always feel sorry for themselves. I don’t hide what I think of people, and I don’t think much of them most of the time.

I even had a t-shirt that said ‘Bitch’, taking a kind of pride in it.

Okay, yeah, I’m a bit smug and arrogant and cocky. I know my value. I’m hot and everyone wants me. They always have. I have a great body, with D-cup breasts that are surprisingly large given how slender I am. My face is soft and delicate, oval, with bright blue eyes, with a snub nose and sensual lips.

And I have long blonde hair that’s real. That hair is like an investment, and it pays returns every day. It hangs soft and rich and full, halfway down my back. It’s cut shorter at the sides to curl under my chin, and I have cute bangs cutting across my forehead. I know the effect it has on men, especially framing my beautiful face.

So if some guy comes up and tries to hit on me and he’s not, like, really hot, well fuck, am I supposed to let him down easy? Doesn’t he have a fucking mirror? Fuck off! I’m a Ten and you’re like a Six and a half on your best day. Are you kidding me? Beat it. Go somewhere and jerk off.

I drank probably too much, and I loved weed when I could get someone else to give it to me. I’ve never had a job. Well, never for more than a day. I dropped out of school back in grade Nine. They threatened to send me to some kind of special school, but eventually gave up. Fuck em. I can read and write, sort of, and what else do I need?

I could get most anything I wanted just by letting guys feel me up. If I really wanted more I could give them a blow job. And I’m good at blow jobs because it’s like I have no fucking gag reflex. Deep throating guys tends to impress the shit out of them.

I guess I don’t have to tell you that my family aren’t all that happy with me. I can’t say as I blame em. I got yelled at a lot for truancy, then for dropping out, for not getting a job, for not doing any chores, not to mention for cursing at my mom, who is such a fucking mouse and dishrag for my dad I can’t possibly respect her.

Sometimes I gotta do shit or my dad takes my stuff away. He’ll just, like, grab my laptop or my phone or whatever he feels like and take it away! Not much I can do about it. The fucker is like six and a half feet tall, and he’s really strong.

He’s no wimp, either. He owns a garage. He’s not one of those sophisticated, educated pussy type men. I even kind of grudgingly respect him. That doesn’t mean I do what he tells me, unless I want to, but I do walk a bit wary around him in case he gets too pissed off and remembers I exist long enough to take my stuff away.

Once he fucking took my bed away! Can you believe that! He’d already taken my phone and laptop, and I was sort of refusing to do chores. So I come home from partying and I got no fucking bed! What a bastard! I had to give in then or sleep on the fucking couch!

And it was his fault I became a real bitch too. He’d started charging me rent. That came after he found out I’d been collecting welfare checks for about six months. I’d applied as soon as I turned eighteen, but was smart enough not to let anyone know. I got the checks sent to my friend Earl, not my home.

Anyway, he found out somehow and started charging me rent. There wasn’t much I could do but pay. I’d sure as shit pay a lot more if I moved out and got my own place. And that place would be a fucking dump.

Owning a garage doesn’t make you rich but it doesn’t make you poor either. We lived out on the edge of town so it was sort of semi-rural, and had a pretty nice house and a really big backyard that angled down about fifty or sixty yards towards a shallow river that flowed past.

We had lots of privacy, and it was a really nice place to sit around, catch some sun, do a bit of swimming and chill. I’m good at that. It’s what I do best.

So back to the rent. I hadn’t paid it because I was using it on drugs. I don’t mean just grass, but I was really getting into Ecstasy since it helped me feel good. I liked to go out dancing, pop some E, and just float, you know?

So I’m out till like two in the morning, when a guy whose name I don’t even remember, but who I deep-throated, drops me off out front. I kind of stumbled down the lane to the door and found it locked. Not just locked, but with the deadbolt on.

I was pissed off, and stumbled around back and tried the door there, but that wouldn’t open either. So I started pounding on the door and yelling. After a minute the door opens and my old man is there wearing pajama bottoms and nothing else.

“Some asshole locked the door!” I muttered, trying to push past him.

He grabbed me by the scruff of the neck and jerked me back out onto the deck.

“Got the rent?”

I looked up at him, a bit bleary-eyed.

“Uh, next week.”

“Useless bitch,” he growled.

I looked at him kind of stupidly. What did that mean?

He closed the door in my face.

I stared at it in confusion for a few seconds, then indignantly, and started pounding on it again.

He opened it.

“What the fuck!” I demanded.

“You missed curfew. Again.”

I shrugged. “Why the fuck do I have a curfew anyway?” I demanded. “I’m an adult.”

“You don’t act like one.”

“Can we do this tomorrow or something?”

“Sure.”

He closed the door again. Fuck!

I kicked at it and he yanked it open and this time he grabbed me by the front of my collar and dragged me away from the door.

“Hey! What the fuck!?” I demanded, grabbing at his arm.

“What are you on this time, Paige?”

“Nothing!”

“Bullshit.”

He dragged me across the back lawn, wearing just his pajama bottoms, right down to the river, and threw me in!

“You can sleep out here tonight. Maybe you’ll remember to get back by curfew so you don’t wake people up,” he said, turning to head back to the house.

“You asshole!” I screamed.

He kept walking and I scrambled out of the shallow water – it was only up to like my hips, and charged after him, angry and indignant.

“I’m just going to keep pounding at the door!” I shouted.

He turned around and I backpedaled, but not fast enough. He grabbed me by the scruff of the neck again and kind of lifted me up onto my toes so he could put his nose right in my face.

“You know what I forgot to do when you were younger?”

I blinked at him in confusion.

“You ever heard of the expression, spare the rod, spoil the child?”

I just looked at him in confusion again.

“You keep me up any later and I’m going to tan your ass for you,” he said, then dropped me.

He walked away and I gaped after him.

“Asshole!” I shouted.

He ignored me and went inside, closing the door.

I was pissed! I wanted to run back up there and start kicking the door again, but I was kind of worried he hadn’t been bluffing. He’d never spanked us really, but if we got snotty he’d swing that big paw around and you’d get it smacking into your ass so hard it’d launch you forward! Man, that could sting! He hadn’t done it in years but I wasn’t taking any chances he’d start up again.

Which left me outside. Fuck! It was warm out, at least. Which was good, since I was soaking, fucking wet!

I stripped off my top, which was all I wore over my breasts. I wrung it out and decided if I stayed down here, instead of up near the house, nobody would see me in the dark anyway. I peeled off my skintight short-shorts and twisted them too, and for good measure my G-string. And there was sure no point in wearing my shoes!

We had some lounge chairs down by the river so I lay back in one, but I couldn’t get to sleep, of course. Not easily. It felt weird being outside at night all alone naked like this. Don’t get me wrong. I’ve skinny-dipped a lot of times when I was alone, like when I knew nobody else was home. But sitting around naked when everyone was up at the house, that felt weird.

I don’t know about you, but when I can’t get to sleep, one of the ways to calm myself down and put myself in the mood to sleep is to masturbate. That felt even weirder. Even the idea of it. But fuck him! Anyway, he and the rest were up at the house. They couldn’t see me down here in the dark.

It didn’t take long to excite myself. For one thing, I usually got turned on being naked outside. I’m a bit of an exhibitionist, and I like the idea of people looking at me. I’ve even considered becoming a stripper. Except I know that the way to make money at that is to suck up to the customers and pretend you like them and the thought of that kind of grossed me out.

I twisted the water out of my hair as best I could, and then lay down with the lounge chair kind of raised at one end so I didn’t have to lay flat.

Suck up to some fat, middle-aged guy in hopes of making another ten bucks!? Fuck that!

I pulled my knees up and spread them apart as I fingered myself. Masturbation was one of my few real pleasures. God knew guys were seldom much good at turning me on. And like I said, I was already hot from being naked outside like this.

I got wet on the inside fairly quickly, even as I dried off on the outside, and was able to slide first one, then two fingers into myself as I played with my body.

And then I was kind of arching back repeatedly, moaning as I tried to work a third finger up inside, panting and gasping, when the fucking chair collapsed back into a horizontal position. I yelped as I was dropped flat, startling the fuck out of me!

I cursed at the interruption and the surprise, and stood up, then bent over, trying to tug the end up again. It wouldn’t go and I got down on my knees, reaching under it. I sure couldn’t see a fucking thing under there! I was feeling for the catch when a dark shadow came out of the night behind me and then a cool, wet snout was shoved up into my pussy!

I yelped again and half leaped up and away, my heart in my throat, then glared at Thor, one of dad’s dogs. Thor is a mastiff, a big fucking dog that weighs almost 200 fucking pounds.

“You dumb fucking dog,” I said, shoving him back. “You scared the shit out of me.”

He had. My heart had jumped into my throat and it was only now starting to calm down. That was twice in a row I’d been startled! I blew out a puff of air, then got down on my hands and knees again to try and get the chaise lounge chair to raise up.

And that fucking dog moved in and licked at my pussy! I yelped again, twisting around and shoving him away! But… here’s the thing… that tongue… it felt… good. I mean… surprisingly good. I mean like… real good!

It felt really weird! A big, sloppy wet tongue like that right on my naked pussy! And it didn’t feel like a guy’s tongue, either! It wasn’t as… I dunno, smooth. It had more friction, I guess you could say. It was also like three or four times longer!

I hesitated, but, well, I was still kind of high, so I wasn’t exactly making great decisions tonight, so I got back down and reached in under the chair.

Thor moved in and licked me again.

This time I was ready for it. I wasn’t shocked or startled, except at how good it felt! Fuck it felt good!

I moaned helplessly, and then, even though I knew it was kind of wrong, spread my legs a little.

Thor licked at me again, hard and fast, and I felt this wild, incredible rush of sensation between my legs! I gasped aloud, jerking my thighs back tight together because the sensation was too intense! I dropped off my hands onto my shoulders, my breasts pillowing out against the grass as I thrust my hands back between my legs and squeezed myself!

Thor kept licking, even if it was on the backs of my fingers, and I shuddered and moaned and felt myself starting to lose it!

Helplessly, I eased my fingers back, and the sensations grew more intense!

“Fuck! Oh, God! Oh, Fuck!” I gasped, whimpering helplessly.

I slid my hands back and gave him full reign, and Thor went to town! That tongue thrust deep inside me and I came, jerking my hands away from my pussy to clamp them over my mouth!

I can be kind of loud when I come, and this was an incredible blast of raw pleasure! I yelled into my cupped hands as Thor’s tongue went wild against me, thrusting again and again into my pussy, and then pulling out and licking hard at the outside!

It was intense! I was gasping for breath, holding my hands over my mouth, my bottom raised high while Thor lapped up the pussy cream starting to flow out of me! His tongue pushed WAY up inside me and I squealed and jerked my hips around helplessly!

The orgasm faded, and I thrust my hands back below me, moaning as I half covered my pussy. Thor’s tongue kept whipping in there, trying to get at me, and then he licked upwards and my eyes bulged as his tongue lapped right at my puckered little back opening!

Thor didn’t seem to care it was the wrong opening! His tongue slid around and over and into it until I squealed again, jerking my hands up and back! Then he drove lower, and that tongue slid up and down my pussy, licking and lapping high speed!

But I wanted him to lick in a certain place, you know, in that place! So I kind of raised my hips higher and higher, spreading my legs!

And then instead of licking my clitoris Thor jumped up on top of me! I was like… uh… what? What’s going on?

I tried to kind of swing him off, but he slipped his big doggy paws around my chest, and then I felt something hard poking and prodding at my pussy. I was too bleary to really quite understand until it found the angle and thrust into me.

My eyes got huge and I gasped and tried to struggle free! I managed to push myself up onto all fours and tried to twist free more energetically, and Thor growled!

I froze!

He had a huge set of jaws, and they were right next to my face!

And then he rammed forward and I cried out as his dog cock drove deep into my hot, wet pussy! And he was big! I mean, he was a huge dog, and his dick kind of matched! And he was riding me for all he was worth!

I knelt there, too stunned to really know what to do! Thor was atop me like a guy would be, his forelegs around me, and he was ramming into me hard and furiously fast!

I gave a final attempt to reach back and push him off and he growled again, menacingly! And then those big jaws opened wide and closed on the side of my neck!

I really froze then!

And he drew his jaws back without even scratching me.

That had been a message, I realized! That was doggy talk for “You be ma bitch!”

I shuddered, resigned to doing nothing, to submitting to Thor’s cock and Thor’s jaws and Thor’s… strength.

Strength was something I had always respected. And I couldn’t even blame him. He was a dog. He saw a naked female on all fours and could smell her pussy and I’d let him lick me. I had screwed up badly and now I was gonna pay the price.

I was always willing to pay the price when I knew I’d screwed up. That didn’t mean I liked it, but I didn’t resent my old man for taking stuff away from me, or even for locking me outside. I had screwed up and deserved what I’d got.

This was so fucking strange! Because doggy style was always my favorite since a guy could push sooo deep in that position!

And Thor was doing just that! What was worse, it felt like he was getting thicker and thicker! Then, after a bit, I realized it wasn’t his whole cock, but a part of it, like, a part of it was swelling wider and wider as it churned away inside my soft, wet depths.

It was getting so big it was making me ache in a strange way.

I whimpered and dropped lower, onto my elbows, gasping and jerking as Thor rode me. He’s a big dog, bigger and heavier than a lot of the men I’ve had! His powerful legs held me tight, wrapped around my waist, his big jaws next to my head, panting as he drove his cock into me!

And kind of out of self-defense, I thrust a hand back between my legs, carefully, in case Thor got upset, and found my clitoris, then started to rub.

I began to gasp and grunt and moan as the sensations twisted and swirled inside me. This was familiar enough, on all fours getting fucked! I was kind of high, and now the way Thor was riding me was starting to make my mind feel kind of strange, like delirious, feverish.

“Oh! Ohmygod! Oh, fuck! Oh shit! Oh god! Ungh! Oh! Oh, fuck! Oh, Thor! Omygod”

I was getting fucked. Okay, I kind of liked that, usually. I was getting fucked hard! Which was even better. And by someone strong and powerful. Which was always a turn-on.

Okay, he was a dog. That was freaky as shit, but my mind wasn’t really capable of considering the full, you know, idea of that just then. And so, slowly, my mind began to sink into this soft, warm, comfortable place. My eyes slitted and I just… went with it, moaning as he rode me.

I rubbed my clitoris and Thor rode me hard and fast, and then, it was like my head exploded! I’d been half propped on one elbow so I could finger my clit, but I felt my strength give way, dropping me to my chest and shoulders, my chin against the grass with my head forced back.

I was rubbing my clitoris for all I was worth, and now plunged my other hand down there, grabbing at his cock! God, it felt big!

And then he growled and his jaws closed on my throat!

I gasped in fear and jerked my hand away – both hands! I raised my hips a bit more, and he pulled his jaws away and resumed hammering into me!

Thor was not taking any shit from any bitch he was riding!

That was kind of, I dunno, admirable. It was kind of scary, too, though. I had to kneel there, my ass in the air, my knees spread, my arms out in front of me as Thor continued to use me as his bitch!

I remember thinking Fuck, how long is he gonna last!?

But then that kind of swirled and my eyes rolled, and the dark heat started to rise up within me again. I pushed myself onto my elbows, gasping and grunting and moaning as Thor continued to ride me like a bitch.

“Oh! Fuck! Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me, Thor baby!” I moaned dazedly.

Another orgasm rose up and then swept over me and I cried out, again and again, rolling my hips back at him as that big dog thrust his big doggy cock into me furiously! His cock felt so thick now that I thought it might be tearing me apart! It hurt! Not that I cared! The pleasure was too incredible!

I was ready to come again, gasping for breath, my whole body burning with a wild, feverish heat as my swollen breasts were ground back and forth against the ground by his heavy pounding! And then the orgasm hit and I clamped my hands over my mouth to scream as the pleasure tore through my body and sent my mind spinning!

At that moment, I WAS his bitch, his bitch in heat, submitting to his powerful male needs and lusts, spreading my legs and shuddering as he took me with savage, powerful, rutting strokes that drove that massive cock into the back wall of my pussy again and again and again!

Until he finished. Finally, thank God, he finished! I shuddered, eyes slitted, as his cock, or that fat part, seemed to shrink quickly. He hopped off me and sauntered away as if he got to fuck human girls all the time, and, I, gasping for breath, shakily rose off my elbows, clawing the damp, tangled hair out of my face.

And saw my dad standing there looking down at me.

Oh shit.

I was in trouble now!

I dropped my eyes. I’d always met his eyes defiantly when he’d caught me doing shit, but not this time. This was just too… much.

He reached down and grabbed a thick mass of that tangled hair, and then pulled, not up, just forward. I yelped and scrambled forward on all fours, grabbing at his wrist!

“Ow! Oh! Don’t!” I gasped. “Wait! Oh! Ow!”

He just walked back to the house, pulling me by the hair. He didn’t relent at all so I had no way of getting to my feet! He kept his hand low, so even when I did manage to rise up a bit he just jerked me down again!

“Wait! Stop! Daddy!” I cried.

He didn’t say a word, and I knew he must be really pissed.

He dragged me up to the door, and then opened it, pulling me inside. But not up to my room. Instead, we headed to the basement, with me half dragged, half scrambling after him on my knees!

He dragged me down the basement stairs – thankfully carpeted, and then sat down on the sofa, dragging me up across his lap belly down.

Crack!

His open hand cracked down against my round little butt and I cried out in pain!

He snorted and stood up, dumping me on the floor, then went over to the shelf, dragging me by the hair, got something, and went back and sat down again, dragging me back up across his lap again.

This time he tore off a piece of duct tape and slapped it across my mouth!

“No point in waking up everyone else,” he said.

I snatched at the tape and he grabbed my wrists and yanked them back behind me, then taped them there.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand came down hard and fast, and I squealed and yelled and howled as my bottom turned hot and red with fire! Holy jeez it hurt! My bottom was soon burning like crazy, and tears were filling my eyes!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Not that I blamed him, you understand. I’d really gone over the line this time! Fuck, I’d erased the fucking line!

But all I could do was try to endure it. I sure deserved it! And then I actually giggled! Even though I was gasping in pain, and my eyes had tears in them. I giggled because ‘quit fucking the dog’ was one of my father’s favorite expressions. Of course, he meant it in terms of ‘quit goofing off’, but now I had literally been caught fucking the dog!

“What am I supposed to do with you?” he demanded.

I couldn’t have offered him anything even if he hadn’t taped my mouth closed.

“You’re a lazy, fucking, good for nothing slut.”

Which, I had to admit, wasn’t being completely unfair.

“But this? What are you, some kind of bitch in heat?”

He didn’t say it like he was amused, but it almost made me giggle too, then I winced at how hot and sore my ass was!

And now that he wasn’t yanking me around by the hair, or setting my ass on fire, my wild, churning mind was starting to calm down a little. Maybe the pain had cleared my head a bit, too. And it suddenly occurred to me that I was absolutely fucking naked!

And he had seen everything! Not to mention, yeah, seeing me fucking the dog – and begging for more.

That felt really… strange. Still, it’s kind of hard to be embarrassed about your dad seeing you naked compared to your dad catching you being fucked by the dog, and clearly loving it.

But I was more aware, suddenly, of the fact I was stark naked across his lap. And now that he wasn’t bringing that big hand down on my ass I realized it was kind of stroking and rubbing that same ass, because I winced at the heat.

“Lazy little slut,” he growled. “With a cunt full of dog come.”

And then his fingers slid down and pried the lips of my sex apart. My mind kind of squirmed as he did this, and as his fingers pushed in and spread me open. I could feel how wet I was, and now it felt like a trickle of doggy come sliding down my thigh!

God! Talk about mortifying!

I mean, I wasn’t someone who usually cared what anyone thought of me, but even for me this was over the fucking top!

His fingers pushed deeper into me, and I felt a sense of confusion. Also that they were big fingers! I squirmed, both mentally and physically.

Crack!

“Still!” he barked.

I gasped and settled down, as his fingers slid all the way in to the knuckles! And his fingers are as big and thick and long as he is! Together they were damn near as thick as Thor’s cock!

But it was still way better than getting spanked!

“I have to admit you sure have a body built for fucking,” he said.

Well, that was kind of flattering, not that I hadn’t heard it before. Though again it felt kind of strange coming from my dad.

I gasped as his fingers sort of twisted around inside me, and then I felt a big rough thumb against my clitoris. It started to kind of rub me there, and I felt a rippling wave of sensation starting to roll through me, growing rapidly more powerful.

What the fuck! What was he… dooooing!?

“Just how much of a little nympho are you anyway?” he asked in a low growl.

His left hand slid up my ribs and then around to cup and fondle my breast, and that produced another strange jolt of dark energy! Though it was just a sideshow, because his fingers were doing really, really strange things inside me!

Guys had stuck their fingers into me before, but it never felt like this. He wasn’t just pumping them in and out wildly, though. In fact, he didn’t even seem excited or anything, just like he was exploring my body.

Anyway, his fingers weren’t just ramming in or out. They were kind of… rubbing me on the inside, like pressing down against the front wall of my sex, the fingertips stroking and pressing like there was something there. And there was something there!

I couldn’t feel anything, but there were some very strange sensations pulsing away at me there every time his fingers rubbed over one particular part of my pussy, and my hips began to wriggle and roll my buttocks up at him as my chest tightened more and more.

I realized I was getting really, really turned on, and that made me panic a bit for fear my dad would get even more angry at what a slut I was and really blister my ass! Which this time would be unfair because his damn thumb was rubbing against my clit really fast and his fingers were inside me and… and… oh fuck!

The heat surged and I was gulping in air through my nose, moaning helplessly, my wrists pulling against the tape to no avail, and his big fingers drove into me again and again! I felt the sexual pressure grow until it consumed me! I was melting under that heat, my mind drowned in sensation!

God, it felt sooo good!

And then the orgasm exploded inside me and I cried out, my hips jerking back frantically against his fingers as I tried to impale myself on them.

“Hot little fuck-doll,” he growled.

I was! I was! And I didn’t care! All I cared about was that wild rush of pleasure and passion that rolled my mind!

I finally went limp, gasping, dazed, light-headed even since I couldn’t breathe that well with the tape over my mouth. I groaned as dad’s fingers slid out of me, and realized, to my shame, that I’d come like a whore, rutting on my dad’s fingers.

But it was just a kind of tired thought, not one that really caught at me just yet.

“Responsive little bitch,” he said.

I groaned as he jerked me up and back and then twisted me around onto my back. He lifted me up into a kind of sitting position with my butt perched on his left thigh.

His left hand was buried in my hair, behind the neck, and he was running his right hand up and down my body.

I was already flushed red from the orgasm. Now as my wobbly mind started to come together I felt another sense of confusion. What was he doing? His big hand cupped one of my breasts and squeezed, firmly, but not roughly.

“Gorgeous tits,” he said.

And it was only then that I actually understood. He was treating me like a woman, not his daughter. Part of me felt insulted and indignant and offended and part me felt relieved. He’d made me come on purpose. So he could hardly blame me for it.

Although, I supposed some people might think it was pretty slutty to come on your dad’s fingers, even if he was trying to make you come.

He reached up and gripped the edge of the tape across my mouth and then gently pulled it free. I gasped and winced as it tore at my skin. Good thing I had no hair there!

He peeled it off and I gulped as he looked at me.

“Well?”

“W-well what?” I demanded in a challenging growl.

Okay, not really. It was more of a timid, breathless squeak.

“How long have you been fucking Thor?”

I squirmed at the question.

“I never did!”

He glared at me.

“I mean… I mean until just… just tonight! You threw me in the river!”

“And that made you want to fuck the dog?”

“No! But I was all wet so I took my clothes off for them to dry! And then I was on all fours – .”

“Yeah, I saw that.”

“Trying to fix the chaise lounge!” I protested.

“And what, Thor just jumped you?”

“Yeah!”

“Bullshit.”

“It’s true!”

But not really.

“He just climbed aboard and rammed it home, huh?”

“Well… well… sort of,” I gulped.

He rolled me back onto my belly and I felt a surge of panic.

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Don’t! Please! Daddy!”

“You gonna tell me the truth?”

“I am!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Ow! Oh! Okay! Okay! Please!”

He twisted me back onto my back again and lifted me back into a sitting position. I tried to kind of close my thighs and he slapped them open, then cupped my sex, which made me gasp.

“So talk.”

“I… was bent over trying to fix the lounger! And… he started uh… licking me.”

“And you shoved him away.”

“I did! I mean, the first time,” I gulped.

“And then you thought that feels pretty good.”

“Well… well kind of,” I said helplessly.

“And was it possible you were maybe playing with yourself before that to make yourself smell all good and heady like a female in rut?”

I flushed and dropped my eyes and then yelped as he jerked back on my hair sharply, forcing my head up and back.

“Okay! Okay!”

“And then you spread your legs and invited him on board.”

“I didn’t! He climbed on me and I was uh, a little stoned, and before I knew it he was inside me! And then… he wouldn’t let me push him off! He growled at me! And then he put his jaws against my neck!”

I was anxious, afraid he wouldn’t believe me. But he nodded.

“Yeah, that sounds like what an alpha male dog would do to a bitch he’d decided to mount.”

I was relieved, but still horribly embarrassed, not to mention feeling awkward. I mean, I was sitting here naked on his lap with my knees kind of drawn up and spread wide, and he was running his free hand up and down my bare body!

And it wasn’t like I could move my hands around to block him even if I dared.

“Wh… what are you… doing?” I gulped.

I gasped as he jerked sharply on my hair, forcing my head back.

“Why? Are you suddenly a shy, modest girl?”

He had a point.

His finger pushed into me and I gulped as it slid deep.

“You think I can make you come on my fingers again?”

I flushed, and he eased a second finger into me. They started to slide in and out like before, and his thumb pressed up against my clitoris and… and the sensations began to just… just… grow and grow. Then he bent and licked at my breast!

My back was arched, the skin taut across my swollen breasts, and my nipples were already hard and desperately sensitive. When he folded his lips around one and started to suck my eyes almost rolled back in my head!

“Oh! Oh! Please!” I moaned. “Don’t! Don’t!”

He sucked harder, kind of rhythmically, and his teeth were chewing at my breast as he did so, while his fingers rubbed and stroked against the inside of my sex! God! The sexual heat was billowing up through my body again!

“Daddy!” I moaned.

“Do you want to come again, you hot little bitch? Do you?”

I did! God, I did! And I knew I should say no! But I couldn’t!

“Yes!” I half sobbed, my chest so tight I could hardly breathe.

He snorted and his fingers moved faster, harder, and he bent and started sucking on my nipple even harder.

I came, my hips bucking up frenziedly, trying to impale myself on his big fingers as the sexual storm-wave battered at my mind and sent it tumbling end over end!

It was sooo fucking good! It felt like the top of my head was exploding!

He had to let go of my hair and clamp his big hand over my mouth or else my screams of pleasure would have woken up the whole house!

And he held his hand there while his fingers thrust up into me again and again and again and the pleasure howled within me like a hurricane!

I went limp, gasping, groaning helplessly, gulping in air as he pulled his hand off my mouth.

“Slut,” he growled.

Again, I couldn’t really argue.

He tumbled me off his lap onto the floor, and I lay there, chest heaving, trembling in the afterglow of that monster come.

He stood up and then reached down and gripped my mass of tangled damp hair, wrapped it around his big fist, and lifted me, literally, up off my chest. I gurgled in pain as he yanked me up on my knees, and then… his cock was right in front of my face!

I stared at it stupidly. I mean… wtf? It was a cock! An erect cock! A BIG erect cock! And it was right in front of my face! And then as I kind of stared at it, eyes sort of wide but glassy, he shoved it forward into my open mouth and I gurgled as the head slid across my tongue!

“You got me all hard, you little slut. It’s up to you to do something about it,” he growled.

I moaned around his cock. The thing was so big my lips were stretched wide around it! And with his hand in my hair it wasn’t like I could draw back! I started sucking and he pushed deeper and deeper! His cock absolutely filled my mouth, and I sucked as best I could, rolling my eyes up his powerful body.

I shuddered.

This was practically a dream come true. I mean, me, on my knees naked, lips wrapped around a huge cock, with a powerful man looking down at me. Of course, the powerful man in question was my dad. THAT was definitely not a part of any fantasies I’d ever had!

And normally I’d have freaked out. But I had just been pounded by a dog, into like, three monster orgasms, and then daddy had just finger-fucked me to two more. The wild eruptions of pleasure were still echoing through my mind.

I moaned and sucked and licked as best I could, while daddy pumped slowly in and out. Then he thrust forward and the head pushed right into the back of my throat! I gurgled and tried to pull back, but his other hand came down behind my head and pulled me forward, and that huge, thick cock slid slowly but remorselessly forward, the head pushing down my throat, down right past my neck until it must have been somewhere in my chest!

And my lips were wrapped around the base of his cock, my nose pushed right in against his pubic hair as he held my trembling body in place.

I thought I was an expert in deep-throating, but he was so thick it was really hard to cope! My throat ached!

He pulled out slowly and the head popped free with an almost audible sound that let a deluge of saliva pour over my lower lip as he pulled himself right out of my mouth. I coughed and gulped in deep, ragged breast of air while he wiped his spit-wet cock back and forth over my face.

“If you think you’re gonna be Thor’s bitch and not mine, you little slut, you’re out of your mind,” he said.

He shoved himself back down my throat, pumping steadily up and down, and my head and chest were both burning from lack of oxygen! Usually when I sucked a cock I controlled the action with my hands, but not this time. Daddy was in charge, and I was his… bitch!

He pulled out and I gulped in air again, dazed and light-headed, swaying, held up by his firm grip on my hair.

Then he yanked me backward and onto the sofa. He lifted me up and roughly pushed me onto it, mostly on my back, rather than my ass, and then he knelt and lifted my legs up and onto his shoulders.

I stared dazedly, gulping in air, as that giant, glistening cock rubbed up and down against the neat line of my sex. I shuddered at the feel of it, the hot, slick delicious feel of it rubbing firmly up and down against me!

Then it started to push, and it pushed hard! I could feel and see the lips of my sex being forced back into me, back harder and harder and I moaned helplessly as they began to ache! Then they began to stretch apart, wider and wider as he jabbed and pushed, eased back and pushed, eased back and pushed, and then I felt a sharp ache as they spread even wider!

Daddy’s huge cock pushed into me!

I stared, gaped at it, shuddering, whimpering as I saw and felt it pushing deeper and deeper into my pussy! It was like pushing my arm into pantyhose, stretching it out all around my arm as I pushed deeper. His cock was doing the same to the tight, elastic sleeve of my sex, stretching it so wide it was pressing against my internal organs!

I stared at it breathlessly, then up at his face, then down at it again, then up at his face, moaning as it drove deeper and deeper! Then he started to pump, and he wasn’t gentle. He gripped my legs and forced them back further.

I was mostly laying on my back with my ass on the edge of the sofa, and my head kind of jammed forward by the backrest, which had me staring at… that cock! I could hardly believe how thick it was as it impaled me again and again!

And as it pumped it somehow was working its way deeper, as if it was finding more room, stretching me wider, forcing its way into me! The head was hitting the back wall of my pussy, but that didn’t matter. He kept pumping, harder, using longer strokes so it hit harder!

Laying on my bound arms, staring at that big cock as it drove into my pussy, I felt this wild, feverish sense of… animal heat! And the more he thrust the more intense that heat became. It didn’t matter that he was my father. What mattered was I was being dominated by a big, powerful man who was giving me what I needed, what I deserved!

A hard, pounding!

His hips struck my buttocks and I cried out in both pain and pleasure! He’d gotten the whole thing into me! I could hardly believe it! I felt a wild rush of unbelievable heat, and whimpered and moaned in frustration as I tried to get one of my hands free to rub my clitoris!

And then, as if reading my hand, he put a hand down, and his fingers started to do just that.

My mind just…faded to a blur. It was like I was in a fever, delirious. I stared, gasping and moaning, whimpering and crying out as my dad rammed into me harder and faster than ever. He stopped rubbing my clit long enough to grasp my ankles and jam them back over my head, then down behind my head!

My body was bent in two, my spine aching, while daddy rammed into me! His finger resumed rubbing my clitoris and I felt myself drowning in an endless, churning flood of scalding heat and pleasure! The first orgasm was a small thing, I thought. At least in comparison to the others I’d already had.

But that wasn’t the orgasm. That was just the prelude, the foothills of the mountain. I wallowed in it, thinking how wonderful it was, especially since it went on for so long.

And then came the mountain! I screamed, and his hand, the one not rubbing my clit, closed around my throat, silencing me. My eyes bulged and my mouth opened wide.

I still screamed, but it was a soundless scream now as daddy pounded my body into the cushions again and again and the orgasm tore my mind to pieces! I was in a different universe. Nothing existed in this universe but the howling storm of pleasure surrounding the sensation of that big spear of flesh ramming into me again and again and again!

I almost blacked out! Not just from the incredible intensity of the orgasm but because I couldn’t fucking breathe! And then… daddy got excited. I could see it in his face, even through my glassy eyes. He grabbed both my ankles, jamming them back even harder, and he sort of, ground himself up and down against me.

I mean, with his cock buried in my belly, he roughly rolled his hips up and down and from side to side, using that big hard cock to churn my insides to mush! Then he drew back and hammered me! I thought he’d been doing that already, but this was savage!

The whole cushion under me was being driven down under those powerful thrusts, and then flinging me back up to meet the next one! His hips were pounding against my upturned buttocks with bruising force as that cock drove into me like a piston!

And something broke inside me.

No, I don’t mean in my belly, though I half expected it would have. I mean in my mind. I lost myself to this towering wave of pleasure that swamped my mind with such an intense storm of sensation that every muscle in my body spasmed! Convulsions tore through me as the orgasm howled within me.

And daddy kept pounding me!

And then the orgasm swept by me and, like a wave, another came crashing down, sending me tumbling and turning, twisting and churning. And then another and another. I couldn’t stop coming! And it was tearing my mind and body apart!

I wanted to scream at him, to beg him to stop, to give me a break from something like pure ecstasy that crackled through me like electricity, making my nervous system sputter and crackle and overload. I wanted to plead with him, to scream at him that I couldn’t stop coming!

But I couldn’t speak! I could only keep gurgling and sobbing and gasping and crying out in a warbling, helpless animal voice while daddy pounded his big cock into me like he was going to shove it right through me!

And then, thank God, he came inside me, pouring his cream into me like his cock was a fire hose, arching his back and clenching his jaws as he thrust… and thrust…. and thrust! And then pulled slowly back with a gasp of his own.

I could hardly move the next day.

I passed out a little after that, and woke still naked, and no longer tied up.

No, instead, I was in a cage. It was a big dog cage, like one for a dog the size of Thor. Only Thor was a guard dog so he wasn’t kept in a cage. I was in the shed, in a cage, and naked. At least someone had put some kind of small mattress into the cage

I groaned like I was hungover, which I kinda was. I mean, that too. My mouth felt like the floor of the shed probably tasted. My throat ached, and I badly needed a drink. Of anything. Even water would do!

I felt like I’d been run over by a cement mixer. Every muscle in my body was sore, especially the ones in my abdomen which had spasmed and spasmed and spasmed wildly.

I felt hollow inside, like he’d worn a deep cave into my abdomen, and I ached there! My breasts felt bruised. And I was… shell-shocked. Like, imagine if you poured a bucket of water on yourself, then stuck your finger into a light socket, and the electricity crackled through your body.

Only, not for just a second or two, but for like, minutes long! Only it wasn’t painful. It was pleasure, raw, intense, shattering pleasure.

I lay on my back with my knees spread wide to either side, staring up through the bars at the ceiling for a while, then, groaning, reached down to put a protecting hand on my sex, to feel it with my fingers, to see how badly bruised I was.

I had no fingers.

I blinked as I raised my hand and stared at it.

There was leather wrapped around my hand, sort of like a mitten with no thumb. It was duct-taped so couldn’t get it off. And there was another one on my other hand.

WTF?

I groaned and sat up and looked through the bars. The cage door was built to keep dogs inside, not humans, but the frustrating thing was that without fingers I couldn’t reach through to flip the lever over and pull back the bar!

What the fuck was my father up to?

I groaned and closed my eyes, holding my leather-covered hands to my face.

He’d seen me fucking the dog! And then he’d fucked my brains out! My father had fucked me!

God, had he ever fucked me!

That was like nothing I’d ever experienced in my life! And even though I felt indignant and outraged and kind of grossed out, I was also fucking awed! I had definitely been screwing the wrong kind of guys!

But clearly, I was still being punished. The message wasn’t hard to figure out either. You want to be a bitch in heat? Well, here’s the dog cage for you.

Bastard.

Now don’t get me wrong, he had a right to be super pissed and disgusted with me! Or at least, he had the right up until he’d rammed his big monster cock into my belly and practically torn me apart. He’d kinda lost the moral high ground after that.

My mind was kind of fuzzy. It was like I had been traumatized but… well, in the opposite way. I mean, can you get the good equivalent of PTSD?

My own father? Ugh! Ick! I was grossed out, and at the same time… I wanted more! I really, really wanted more of it! I was disgusted by what he’d done to me and I wanted him to do it again!

I’m a freak, right?

A freak in a cage.

A thirsty, sweaty freak in a cage. It was hot in the shed! I was sweating up a storm. And I hadn’t smelled too good when I went in here, what with what was probably a gallon of come poured into me from my father – and Thor. Not to mention rolling around in the dirt with the dog, and being dragged across the yard.

And I had been dancing wildly before that in an overheated rave.

Yeah, I badly needed a shower.

I lay my right hand gently down against my pussy. The leather strips were wrapped around my hands like bags, keeping my fingers pinned back into my palm. But I could gently press my hand against my exposed sex, and wince a bit. It wasn’t too bad, though, all things considered.

And then I felt something against my neck, finally noticed it. I reached up with my hands and felt something solid and thick. It was like… a thick, heavy belt wrapped all around my neck!

A collar!

A bitch in heat.

Yeah, I get the message, daddy.

I was there for fucking hours! I drifted back asleep, but it was an uneasy sleep, one I faded in and out of. God, it was suffocating in here and I was sweating like a pig!

And then the lights snapped on overhead. And a figure loomed over me. I looked up and brushed the sweating bangs half covering my face off and saw my father looking down at me.

I flushed, and then winced as I closed my legs.

He bent down and unlocked the cage, then snapped his fingers at me, like I was a dog!

“Why did you fucking lock me in here?” I complained, twisting onto all fours and crawling out.

“This is where I keep bitches while I get them set up.”

I tried to rise but his hand came down on the back of my neck and pushed me back.

“Crawl.”

“What? Why!?”

“Because I said so.

“But – !”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Obey your master, bitch.”

I gaped at him, and then felt this weird, wild, dark, breathtaking sense of… I don’t know, thrilled excitement!

He wasn’t just letting me out to go back to my room and have a shower. No, he was still into doing something nasty with me, something very definitely sexual!

“You almost tore my guts apart!” I whined.

“You’ll survive it. Blondes are built for it.”

He had a leash in his hand and he snapped it to the ring in the front of the collar around my neck.

“Let’s get you cleaned up, bitch.”

I gasped at the pull, but lurched forward across the floor, glad to get out of the overheated shed!

I crawled out of the shed on a leash and felt a wave of relief as the cooler outside air swept over me.

We didn’t go far, though. The back of the garage was right there, and he hauled me into it. It was a big garage. Remember, daddy owned a garage. He repaired cars for a living. This was what he had at home to work on his own cars, and sometimes the cars of favorite customers and friends. It held several cars, had a lift, and a ton of tools.

And right in the back was a bathroom. It was sure nothing special, but it had a shower and a sink and toilet.

Daddy removed the collar, then the leather things around my wrists, which let me flex my stiff fingers.

“Put your face against the floor and raise that pretty ass into the air, Princess,” he said.

I blinked, startled. Princess? That was not a name of endearment he had used with me for… ever. Worse, he wanted me in a position that was very obvious for only one thing!

“Daddy! I’m all sore inside!” I moaned.

“You’ll get used to my big cock, but that’s not what I’m gonna use on you right now.”

“But – !”

Crack!

He slapped my bottom stingingly and I yelped and then gasped as he shoved down on the back of my neck.

“Raise your ass high! Spread those legs!”

Gulping anxiously, I obeyed.

He didn’t kneel behind me, though. Instead, he took something from a box and turned on the water. It was like he was washing it or something. I obviously couldn’t see much.

“Stretch your arms out in front of you.”

“Why?”

Crack!

“Because your master said so!”

Gasping, I obeyed.

This was soooo degrading!

Which, given what had been done to me last night, began to make my body thrum with energy.

As dirty and sweaty and hungry and thirst and sore as I was, my body started to heat up.

He knelt behind me now, but then I felt something hard and… slick, pressed against my back opening. I gasped as it pushed into me! It wasn’t thick enough to hurt, really, but I started to fear daddy was gonna try and fuck me back there. With that big monster cock!

“Daddy! You can’t fuck me in the ass!” I whined.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“I can do any damn thing I want to your hot little slut body, bitch. I own you.”

But it wasn’t his cock that was pushing into me. It was a thin hose. And then… water gushed from it, pouring down into my ass!

WTF!?

It took me a minute to figure out that he was giving me an enema! Why the fuck was he doing that!?

“Why are you giving me an enema!?” I cried.

“Because you’re all dirty inside and I gotta clean you out.”

“I can – .”

Crack!

“Ah!”

“You can do what your master tells you and keep your mouth shut. If you don’t, I’ll gag you. In fact….”

He left the room and came back, opened another box and knelt over me. I gasped as he pulled on my hair, forcing my head up, and I cried out at the pull on my scalp! Then some kind of ball was shoved into my mouth! It startled me and filled my mouth, not letting me close my jaws! And then a thin strap went behind my head to lock it in place!

“Dogs don’t talk back, bitch.”

I moaned, grabbing at the thing in astonishment.

Crack! Crack!

“Arms out in front of you, bitch!”

I yelped and stretched my arms out!

Water poured into my ass, more and more, filling me up to the point I was aching!

He sat me on the toilet, but then he watched, smirking, as I tried not to go, too embarrassed with him there, but I couldn’t hold it in, of course. The pain got too bad.

Then he did it again!

Then came the douche!

And then he had me crawl into the shower and soaked me. With me dripping wet he knelt down and soaped me up.

All over!

In fact, his big fingers were spending considerable time soaping me up in certain places, and he was being gentle enough that, even though I winced and moaned, that dark heat began to rouse again, to rouse me pretty high and hot too!

His fingers slid slowly up and down along the narrow line of my sex, and I shuddered, my hips wanting to roll back at him! I resisted, somehow.

His fingers kneaded my breasts again and again, until they felt swollen and my nipples were hard, crackling points.

Then he rinsed me off and pulled me out of the shower.

“Sit on your heels, knees spread wide, hands behind your neck.”

I couldn’t ask why, and I didn’t want another stinging slap to my bottom so I did.

He toweled me dry, starting with my hair. Then he brushed it and even dried it with a blow dryer, all while I knelt there with my hands behind my neck.

This was fucking strange.

He moved behind me and pulled on my right hand, then slipped something over it. This felt like an actual mitten, except again it had no thumb. And he strapped it tight around my wrist. He let it go and grabbed the other one, pulling it back behind me as I jerked my right hand forward and stared.

This was uh… it looked like a dog’s paw, sort of. I mean, it was a bit furry, and had pads on the bottom, and was kind of padded inside a little. But of course, there was no way I could use my fingers with this on.

He put one on my other hand too, and then a collar around my neck. A moment later he made me sit back and grabbed my right leg, lifting it high into the air! Then he slid a boot down over it. This boot was furry, had a very narrow foot, and it slid all the way down past my knee! Then he strapped it on and dropped my foot to pick up the other one.

What the fuck was he doing!?

With both of them on me he had me kneel on all fours and raise my bottom and then he showed me some weird-looking thing. It looked sort of like, well, if you took an egg and put it on a quarter-inch high pencil, which was stuck on a quarter. And then you attached a raccoon tail to the quarter, a blonde raccoon tail.

And he shoved it up my ass.

Not the tail, just the egg. The flat part was on the other side, covered by that raccoon tail.

Next came a pair of ears. They were the sort of thing you might buy for Halloween, you know. They were attached to a metal band that went over my head, hidden under my hair.

My father was turning me into a dog!

Into a bitch!

Into his bitch!

With all this done he attached the leash to the collar and led me out of the bathroom and into the garage, then back outside. We headed down towards the river, and into the shade of a big oak. There was a chain padlocked to it, and he removed the leash, then snapped the chain to my collar.

“Now, would Princess like something to drink?” he asked.

I sure as shit would! I nodded my head jerkily.

“That’s not how a good bitch reacts,” he said. “Rise up on your back paws and raise your front paws out like you’re begging.”

I gaped up at him and then yelped as he gripped my now fluffy hair and pulled me up onto my knees!

Then he took my arms and pushed them back against my bare breasts, then turned my ‘paws’ downward.

“Now whine. You’re good at that.”

I flushed.

“No begging properly, no water.”

Was he fucking kidding me!?

“I can always just put you back in the shed,” he said, moving to unclip the chain.

I whined. Sort of like a dog.

“Good bitch,” he said, patting my head.

Either I was crazy or he was, and I wasn’t sure which.

He produced a nice bowl of water. It even had a melted ice cube in it so I knew it must be nice and cool!

“Now are you paying attention to your master, bitch?” he asked.

I looked up at him.

“If you say one single word, like a human being, the gag goes back in and you go back in the shed until tomorrow.”

I stared at him in disbelief!

“Do you understand that rule?” he growled.

I reluctantly nodded.

He reached behind me and unbuckled the strap and pulled the ball out of my mouth. I worked my jaw a little and he pushed on the back of my head so I fell back to all fours.

How was I supposed to… oh right.

I lowered my front end so my breasts were pushed against the grass, and then began to slurp from the water

“Raise your haunches high, bitch,” he ordered. “And spread your legs like a proper bitch.”

Oh my God, this was sick! He was sick! But a wild rush of sexual energy rolled through me anyway as I obeyed, slurping and drinking from the deliciously cold water! I don’t think I’ve ever in my life tasted water that was so good!

“The more you obey, the better your conditions will get,” he said as I drank. “You’ll get a more comfortable place to sleep, some music, maybe a TV, maybe some chocolates or other treats.”

He bent over and… patted me. His hand sliding from my head, down along my spine.

“Of course, if you disobey, you get punished. I’ll tan your gorgeous ass and put you back in a cage.”

He straightened up, then went over and got something and came back, setting it down next to the bowl of water.

“Nice buttered bread,” he said.

I frowned at it.

“You want better food? Demonstrate your obedience.”

I raised my mouth from the water and stared up at him in consternation.

“That’s right, Princess. This is obedience training,” he said, his eyes narrowing.

I gulped and then looked at the bread. They had been cut into pieces so I could lick them up with my tongue or pull them up with my lips and eat. Well, buttered bread was better than nothing. And I was fucking hungry!

Before I could bend and start in on it, though he gripped my collar and raised me up onto my knees, then unzipped his jeans and let them drop around his ankles.

I gulped as his cock came out. It wasn’t completely hard, like yesterday, but it was already long and thick, and maybe half hard.

“Now please your daddy for all the hard work he’s put into this,” he said.

He raised his cock up and made me lick up along the shaft from the base to the tip, then suck on his balls. By then his cock was rock hard again, and he fed it into my mouth and let me suck and lick on it. I did my very, very best! I mean, I put real effort into sucking his cock in hopes of making him come before he shoved it down my throat.

It didn’t work.

He pulled me forward and shoved it down my throat. I gurgled and struggled briefly.

“Still!”

I gasped and went still.

“Paws down!”

Moaning, I dropped my arms and he pumped his big cock slowly back and forth between my lips, over my tongue, and down my throat.

He pulled out and let me suck and lick at it again, working on it, sucking his balls and getting my breath back, then it went back down my throat again, pumping steadily, faster and faster.

I was getting light-headed from lack of oxygen, but I didn’t even try to resist. I just knelt there with my ‘paws’ at my sides while he face-fucked me. He pulled back suddenly and then sprayed his come against my face, big fat white wads spraying over my lips and nose and cheeks and forehead.

“That’s my sexy little bitch,” he said happily as I gulped in ragged breaths of air.

He rubbed his cock all over my face to rub the come into my skin, then let me eat. And while I was eating he got some suntan lotion, knelt beside me, and applied it.

Much as he’d soaped me up.

My body was soon slick and glistening and his big hands slid back and forth over it, caressing me, massaging me, kneading my breasts, rolling my nipples.

By the time I had wolfed down the bread, I was panting and moaning. And then he really started in on my pussy. He was gentle, but firm, and his big, slick fingers stroked and massaged me to the point I was trembling and shaking.

He put the ball gag back into my mouth, then thrust his oily fingers into me and I came, screaming, bucking my hips back like a wanton whore, my head thrashing as I rammed myself back onto his big slick fingers and sobbed with wild, feral pleasure!

“Hot little bitch,” he growled.

God, they felt sooo good inside me! He had such big, long, thick fingers! And every time I rammed myself back they slid way up inside me, stretching me out to the point of delicious aching! I could hardly breathe as I rode his fingers, my ass raised high, my breasts grinding against the grass below me!

He chuckled as I sagged, my body trembling, my muscles weak.

He picked up the empty plate and bowl and headed back up to the house. I moaned and collapsed onto my belly, then rolled over, letting my legs spread wide, spreadeagled across the ground, staring up at the tree.

Holy shit! This was insane! This was… unbelievable! Okay, yeah, it was dirty and nasty and really icky in that he was my dad. Then again, it wasn’t like I’d had the most loving relationship with him of late, or the rest of my family.

And in a weird way, having him do and say nice things to me, complimentary things, even if it was that I was hot and sexy, was kind of comforting, emotionally. It had been a long time since my dad had ever said anything complimentary about me!

With reason, I conceded reluctantly.

My chest stopped heaving as much, and I grunted and rolled over, then rose to all fours and crawled a little further from the tree to get under the sun. I have fair skin so I can’t take a ton of sun, but with all the oil he’d slathered on I could take some at least.

I stood up. And I fell down, immediately, yelping in pain through the gag.

I rolled onto my butt and sat up and drew one of my feet up into my lap to examine the thing daddy had put on me. It looked sort of like a furry boot with a paw instead of a place for my foot. That meant my foot had to be very sharply angled.

The pad under it was soft, and a bit spongy, but when I pressed on it I felt something very hard, like a line of metal that cut directly across the place where the balls of my feet would be supporting my weight if I stood up. It was very thin and maybe an inch deep. So if I stood up, basically all my weight would come down on that narrow edge of metal!

I gazed at the buckles around the ‘boot’ and realized I couldn’t get it off, and that if I couldn’t get it off… I couldn’t stand up or walk! At all! I was stuck crawling like… like… like a bitch! Holy fuck! The thought was outrageous!

And yet, it brought with it a sense of awe at just how shocking and wicked and perverted this nasty little game of daddy’s was! I had no voice, had no hands, and could only crawl like an animal! I was amazed and shook my head, pressing my ‘paws’ against the underside of both of the boots.

I tested it a couple of times, then accepted I would be crawling as long as I wore them. I crawled out from under the tree into the sun and lay down, spreadeagled on the ground again, staring into the sky, and thinking how freaky and wild this was.

“Now ain’t that a pretty sight.”

I gasped, but calmed as I recognized Daddy’s voice. I sat up a bit warily, though, and then my eyes widened when I saw what he was holding.

Another bowl of water. Fine. But in his other hand was a piece of plastic skipping rope that he must have found in the back of my closet from ages ago. Well, it’s not like I ever cleaned anything out. The skipping rope was pink, and he’d cut it about three or four feet from the handle.

“Time for you to get some more obedience training, bitch,” he said with a grin.

I moaned in reply. Well, what else could I do!?

“Let me see you in my favorite position again, bitch,” he said. “Face down, ass high.”

I gulped and rolled onto my belly, then obeyed.

Crack!

I yowled as the skipping rope snapped down across my buttocks! I fell onto my side, rolling away from him with a gasp.

“Bad bitch,” he said. “You had your legs together. When you go in that position always spread your knees wide so any man who wants you can mount you and use your slut body.”

I felt my chest tight, and wild confusion of emotions sweep through me. Outrage and indignation warred with a dark, scalding heat – and lost.

“Get into position, slut.”

I gulped and resumed the previous position, but with my knees wide.

“And never move when you’re punished. If you move, that cancels out the punishment and it has to be done again.

“But that’s not fair!” I wanted to say.

Crack!

I gasped, and shuddered at the line of sharp pain across my buttocks, but I kept my position – mostly.

Daddy knelt beside me, putting down the skipping rope. He gripped my waist in his big hands and jerked backward.

“Ass high. Belly tucked in tight, knees straight up and down but spread to the sides. That’s it. Paws stretched in front of you. Don’t move. Memorize this position. It’s one you’re gonna be in a lot.”

The tail hung down across my pussy, brushing back and forth against it as I moved, and I felt the tingling rush of sensation rising from down there.

He stepped forward, his big foot coming down between my shoulder blades.

“You’ve always been an arrogant little bitch,” he said.

I gasped as he pressed down, my breasts aching as my body squeezed them against the ground, my ribs creaking.

“Well, I think this is gonna break some of your arrogant pride in how hot you are, bitch. And maybe after you’ve been an animal for a while you’ll make an acceptable human.”

He pulled his foot back.

“Now sit back on your heels, put your paws behind your neck, and arch your back.”

I grunted and pushed myself up slowly. It was an awkward position, after all.

Crack!

The skipping rope cut across my left hip and lower back and I yelped and hurriedly got into position.

Crack!

I cried out as the skipping rope cut horizontally across my taut breasts! It was a shock, and instinctively I flung myself back and around to move my breasts away from him!

“What did I say about you moving?” he demanded. “Get back into position!”

Heart pounding, I anxiously resumed the position, sitting on my heels with my back arched.

“Now the first blow was for not moving quickly enough. When I give an order, you obey instantly. And do you know what the second one was for?”

I gulped and shook my head slightly.

“Look down, slut.”

I looked down uncertainly.

“Why are your knees not spread wider?” he demanded.

I gasped and jerked my knees wider, as wide as they would go!

“Keep your legs spread, in every position you’re in!

Crack!

The skipping rope swept down and cut across my breasts again!

God, it stung! But, it was, after all, only a thin little skipping rope not even as thick as my thumb. It didn’t weigh much of anything, and it wasn’t going to do any real damage.

“Good bitch,” he said.

I felt a sense of relief!

“Now lay on your back and put your knees straight up!

I fell back immediately, hoping to avoid another blow!

“Now let your knees spread out to either side.”

I let my legs fall to either side until the tendons in my inner thighs began to strain and stretch painfully.

“Practice this position. I want your pretty legs spreading wider, bitch.”

He released the chain from my collar.

“Get on all fours.”

I hurriedly sat up and twisted around until I was on my hands and knees and looked up. Now crawl over to the tree there, and then back.

I obeyed, crawling over to the tree and then crawling back. It felt weird, crawling naked while daddy watched me, weird, degrading, and also very, very, very sexual.

“Face down, ass up.”

I quickly assumed the position.

“Back on your heels.”

I threw myself up and back into that position.

“On your back, knees spread.”

I fell back, spreading my knees wide!

“Good slut.”

“Sit on your heels.”

I assumed the position quickly, and he petted my head.

“Now remember what I said before. I don’t want to hear your slut mouth complaining about anything. Or the gag goes back in. Understand?”

I nodded my head anxiously as he undid the strap and pulled the ball-gag from my mouth and stood back.

“What are you?”

I looked at him in confusion.

“You’re a bitch in heat. Say it.”

“I-I’m a bitch in heat!” I gulped.

“And who am I, bitch?”

I looked at him anxiously.

“Master?” I gulped.

“Good slut.”

“Sit up and beg.”

I frowned. What the fu – ?”

Crack!

The skipping rope snapped across my breasts stingingly and I gasped in pain.

“I already showed you how to beg.”

I rose on my knees, bringing my arms up against my chest and then letting my ‘paws’ hang down.

“Let me see your tongue, bitch. Lol it across your lower lip.”

Fuck, he was a sicko!

I let my tongue lol across my lower lip like a dog and he took something from his pocket and held it out in front of me. It looked like a little piece of chocolate.

“Lick it from my hand.”

I felt a hot pulse of dark heat as I leaned in and did just that, licking the piece of chocolate out of his hand and then chewing on it.

Then he took something else from his pocket and tossed it about twenty feet away.

“Fetch, bitch.”

I blinked and the skipping rope cut across my back with stinging force! I cried out and flung myself forward onto all fours, quickly crawling over to where it had landed. It was a rubber doggy bone. Probably belonging to Thor or one of the others! There was no way for me to pick it up except with my teeth, and after an agony of indecision, I did just that, then turned and brought it back to him.

I dropped it into his hand and he petted my head.

“Good bitch.”

He threw it again and I scurried after it, picked it up in my teeth – trying as before to keep my lips from touching it – and crawled back to drop it into his hand. Then he tossed it again, and then again.

I was starting to sweat, crawling around under the warm summer sun, panting as I dropped it into his hand. I needed a break!

I bit my lip and then rose up to beg.

“What are you begging for, bitch?”

“I need to go to the bathroom!” I gulped.

“Did I say you could speak, bitch?”

I flushed and shook my head.

Crack!

The skipping rope snapped down across my bottom!

“If you need to go, then go. There’s bushes over there.”

I stared at him in confusion, then felt my face flushing!

“Now, bitch.”

God! I hesitated. Was he serious!? Was he!? Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! He was!

Crack!

The rope cut across my ass sharply and I yelped and fell forward onto all fours.

“Hurry up so we can get back to our training!

I crawled across the grass to where there were taller bushes and then started to crawl into them.

“Don’t go into the bushes. Just piss against them.”

I shuddered but obeyed. I knew male dogs lifted their legs to urinate but female dogs just sort of hunkered down. So that’s what I did. I spread my knees wide and lowered my pussy and then let my bladder out onto the grass next to the bushes!

Then I crawled forward a bit and looked around. I finally lowered my pussy all the way to the ground and kind of rubbed it against the grass, then crawled back to daddy, my face hot and red.

“Fetch, bitch.”

He threw the bone again and I crawled after it.

Crack!

“Faster, bitch.”

Crack!

“Faster. You’re out of shape, little bitch.”

I was panting and sweating more, as daddy demanded in crawl rapidly after the bone. I stopped caring about my lips touching it, stopped carrying that the dogs had been slobbering over it. I lifted it in my mouth and hurriedly crawled back to drop it into his hand.

“Are you grateful to your master for exercising and training you, bitch?

I hesitated, then nodded my head anxiously.

“Show me.”

I frowned.

He thrust out his right foot. He was wearing dirty sandals, his hairy toes sticking out the front.

“Show your master how much you love him, little bitch. Lick.”

I gaped at him in disbelief.

Crack!

The skipping rope flicked out and snapped at the side of my chest and my left breast hanging there, and I yowled in pain!

I dropped my chest to the ground and then after an agony of hesitation, licked at his foot!

Crack!

The skipping rope came down across my lower back and buttocks!

“Lick harder, bitch. You aren’t showing much devotion to you Master daddy,” he said in amusement.

Bastard!

I licked faster and harder.

Crack!

“The toes, bitch. Don’t forget the toes.”

Moaning, I licked at daddy’s bare toes, licking and sucking at them as he snickered down at me.

Crack!

“Didn’t I tell you to always keep your legs spread?”

I jerked my knees wide, jerking my ass a bit higher, and licked harder at his toes!

“Good bitch,” he said.

He held out another piece of chocolate and I rose up on my knees and begged again, letting my tongue lol out. I licked it off his hand and he chuckled, snapped the chain to my collar, and walked back to the house.

What a bastard!

I thought that with resentment, but also with a sense of awe.

I chewed on the chocolate, glad to have something to take the bad taste of the bone, not to mention his fucking toes out of my mouth! Then I crawled back under the tree and drank some water. I sighed and lay down, my knees drawn up and feet spread wide.

I didn’t spread them because of daddy’s order but because I still kind of ached down there from yesterday’s hard fucking!

I pondered my situation. Yeah, it was sick and perverted in a nasty, deliciously thrilling sort of way. And I was sure it wouldn’t last long. But it would buy me a lot. I mean, no way daddy could claim any sense of moral superiority to me after this! Plus it was insanely hot.

But it was also depriving me of stuff like my soft bed, air conditioning, TV, music, my cell phone, my laptop… and entertainment of any kind other than sex. He had suggested I could get that stuff back, though, if I was a good girl.

I hadn’t been a ‘good girl’ in about ten years, but I was seriously considering at least faking it. I mean, this was wild but I sure didn’t want to do it for long. I was getting bored, after all. And it was hot.

I hadn’t had a shitload of sleep the previous night, so I got kind of dozy under the tree in the shade there.

And then I felt movement and opened my eyes to see Thor looking down at me!

I froze, gasping, staring up at that big head as he panted down at me. He was standing straddling me, between my spread thighs! And given what had happened yesterday I felt a wild rush of anxiety.

“G-Good dog,” I squeaked. “Go away, Thor. Go lay down,” I said.

I raised my paws and tried to push 200 pounds of dog off me.

He growled.

I froze, my heart beating rapidly faster, and faster!

And then he settled his body down atop me! I felt something hard pocking at my soft, tender sex, and moaned helplessly.

“No!” I gasped. “No! Bad doggy!”

I tried again to push him off and he lunched down with those mighty jaws, clamping them around my throat!

I froze! Then I slowly lay my arms down and out to the sides, my heart pounding as Thor held my entire throat in his huge jaws!

He growled with my throat in his jaws! Then he pulled his head back.

His body was heavy and I groaned, panting as he ground himself against me. I could feel his cock now, pressing and rubbing against my abdomen and pussy and inner thighs. Then he found the angle and sank into me! God! It hurt, but at least I still had that oil daddy had used to finger-fuck me easing the way!

“Oh! Oh, God! Oh! Oh! Unggh!” I gasped as his big cock slid deep into my belly!

He started rutting wildly almost immediately, and I cried out as the knot of his cock punched into the back side wall of my pussy again and again! He didn’t have the proper angle from there but he was trying to force every inch inside me!

I jerked my knees sharply back and that elevated my ass.

His cock slid deep! All the way!

I gasped, arching my back, and let out a long, trembling, shuddering moan as the full length of his big, doggy cock began to pound into me!

God! God! God!

At first, I just endured it. It didn’t hurt that much now. But slowly, I began to get used to it, not just physically but… emotionally. My mind shifted slowly to the point where I accepted it. And then, I started to feel that nasty, dirty slut side of my mind kicking in.

Heat began to seep through my pores, and I groaned as Thor rammed himself into me.

God! I could feel that thick whatever it was, like a big bulge in his cock getting thicker and thicker! It was pounding up and down my pussy and was a weird sensation!

But I felt like… like a virgin sacrifice being taken by a monster on an alter!

This wasn’t my fault at all. I was a helpless victim of this powerful monster dog!

I couldn’t even resent him. He was just acting like a dog. This was in his nature.

I groaned, my head falling back, my hips starting to roll up and down to meet his thrusts. The heat grew to the point it felt like steam was starting to hang like a cloud around my body! I knew I was going to come soon if I didn’t fucking faint from lack of air with his heavy weight on top of me!

My legs rose up and wrapped around his powerful body, jerking in against it, pulling him in against me in time to his thrusts! Gasping, moaning, I reached up, grabbing him by the scruff of the neck! I don’t know what I intended, but Thor must have thought I was trying to push him back. He lunged down and clamped his jaws around my throat again!

Gasping, I dropped my arms to the sides as he thrust and thrust, his lower body driving into me with powerful strokes as I lay there. His teeth remained locked around my throat. They were tight, but not tight enough to break the skin.

Thor couldn’t speak English, but he was communicating just fine! I was to submit to him! He was the alpha male and I was a lowly pack bitch! The understanding was stark in my mind, and with it came a sense of… of total surrender! And that made my bones feel liquid! I’d always found myself turned on by powerful men, and now… now a powerful dog was doing the same by demonstrating his complete power and mastery over me!

And then the orgasm tore through me like an explosive force! I cried out, again and again, my back arching, my knees jerking back violently as Thor growled and held his jaws locked around my throat – and thrust and thrust and thrust!

I screamed, the orgasm tearing at my mind, and Thor finally pulled his jaws away from my throat, drawing back, watching me, his big face looking down at me as I twisted and writhed and my hips jerked up desperately against him.

He bent lower then, closing his teeth around my breast. He didn’t exactly bite hard, but his teeth did dig into my thick, soft flesh, and then his tongue licked wildly at my nipple as he continued to thrust into me!

He growled and chewed softly at my breasts, but didn’t break the skin, just made them ache and burn as he kept rutting away at me

I trembled and shook, and waves of searing pleasure swept through my mind and body as Thor used me as his bitch!

SO good! Soooo gooood!”

My spasming pussy seemed to draw Thor into the come and he hammered into me even faster, then slowed and stopped.

I lay back limply, and his… knot thing… began to go down. He slid out of me and I groaned, my ‘paws’ reaching down to try to clasp my well-fucked pussy.

God!

I groaned as Thor moved off, his lust satisfied, and rolled onto my side, panting for breath, gulping in air. I didn’t want my thighs closed together, though. I rolled onto my belly and rose onto all fours, headed for my bowl of water.

Zeus was there looking at me, standing between my water and me.

Zeus was another big mastiff, and I gulped and backed away.

“Nice doggy,” I said in a trembling voice.

He crawled forward, and he was way better and faster at it than I am! His nose shoved in between my legs and I squealed.

“Daddy!” I cried, looking up at the house! “Daddy!”

“Bad doggy. Go away!” I gasped, pushing at him.

I was relieved when My father wandered down from the path.

“What are you yelling about? Do I have to gag you again?”

“The dogs!” I whined, pushing at Zeus.

“What about them?”

I looked up at him wildly.

“You’re a bitch in heat. Of course, they want to fuck you.”

“But – .”

“And I don’t see where you have any business rejecting them either.”

I gaped at him.

“Stuck up bitch. Do you think you’re too good for them? You’re a bitch animal. Facedown, ass up. Now.”

I gaped at him and he glared.

“Now, bitch!”

Moaning, I obeyed, my pulse racing.

Zeus moved in and began to lick me wildly and I shuddered and squealed, my hips jerking and lurching as his super long tongue swept across the very, very sensitive pink flesh again and again!

Daddy’s foot came down against my back just below my neck.

“Get this straight, bitch. Any male that wants to mount you and use your slut body is gonna do it. You got no say in it. You’re an animal, a bitch in heat. You’re put here on this earth to be used by every male, especially alpha males, that want you.”

Zeus’ tongue was driving deep into my pussy, lapping at the thick wads of cream Thor had left, and I trembled and moaned, my lower body going from tingling to trembling to throbbing with heat I record time!

“Do her, Zeus,” Daddy said. “Rape my slut daughter! Fuck the little bitch till she screams,” he growled.

Zeus mounted me! His big cock pushed against me again and again, then he found the angle and rammed himself deep!

I was already oiled up, slick, and, let’s face it, well-used, so it didn’t really hurt. Much. No, the biggest sensation was raw emotion, a scalding rush as I felt that big cock bury itself in my lower belly!

He was even bigger than Thor!

He put his paws on my shoulders, just about where my shoulder blades were, and hammered away at me as I trembled and shook and began to cry out in dazed heat.

Daddy laughed softly.

All I could feel was that huge cock ramming into me, and the wild, dark storm of emotions and sensations churning in my brain! Dark fire seeped down my spine and through my body and I felt it taking hold of me.

I cried out as another orgasm took me, blasting my mind with a stunning explosion of pleasure that left me dazed.

Daddy had pulled his foot back now, and Zeus shifted positions. His big paws pulled in around my ribs painfully and I gasped and moaned, forcing myself up onto my elbows so he could wrap them firmly around me.

“That’s gotta be the sexiest sight I ever seen,” my father said, watching with interest.

And then he knelt in front of me, jerked his pants down, and pulled his cock out. He gripped a thick fistful of blonde hair and roughly yanked my head up so that I cried out. Then he shoved his cock right down my throat!

Zeus’ panting muzzle was right next to my ear as Daddy rammed his cock up and down in my throat almost as fast as Zeus was hammering into my pussy!

“Starting to get the message, slut?” Daddy growled. “You’re a bitch animal! And you’ll stay a bitch animal until you prove otherwise!”

He pulled out and I gulped in air, my eyes glazed, my body rocking to Zeus’ hard thrusts.

He chuckled and reached his long arm down, and I felt his finger on my clitoris. My hips bucked up at the sudden shock of sensation, and then my lower body began to melt as he rubbed me furiously!

“Oh! Oh! Ungh! Oh! God Ugggh! Huhgggh! Huhhhg!” I gasped, starting to rut back against Zeuss.

“Do you want to come, you little slut?” daddy demanded, removing his finger.

I whimpered as the sensations retreated.

“Please! Please!” I whimpered.

“Beg Zeus to fuck you harder, bitch. Do it! Beg Zeus to fuck you!”

He slapped my face and I gurgled dazedly.

“Beg.”

“Please! Please f-fuck me, Zeus!” I moaned. “Please fuck me, Zeus! Fuck me harder!”

“You call him master, bitch,” he growled. “Say Master Zeus. Say it!”

“Master Zeus!” I gasped.

He jerked on my hair again.

“Beg!”

“P-Please!” I cried. “Please fuck me, Master Zeus! Please fuck me harder, Master Zeus!”

I don’t know that Zeus understood, but he was hammering into me pretty hard! And then daddy rammed his cock back down my throat, his hand using my hair like a handle, and reached down to finger my clitoris again.

I lost all traces of humanity in the eruption of dark pleasure that tore through me! I became very much an unthinking animal, completely responsive to instinct alone, screaming wordlessly around daddy’s cock, rutting back against Zeus as he rode me, my mind torn apart as convulsions made my muscles violently spasm again and again!

It was a long, long, long orgasm! It almost drove me unconscious as the pleasure grew so incredibly intense it took over the entire world.

Then Zeus finished, pouring himself into me, and hopped off, leaving me in the same position, trembling violently.

I was his bitch. I was Thor’s bitch. I was daddy’s bitch, his whore, his fuck toy, and as degrading as that was it felt… natural. I hadn’t been bored at all lately. I hadn’t done any drugs. I hadn’t gotten drunk. I had just wallowed in being a bitch in heat and being roughly used by big, strong males and their hungry cocks!

And if that was the way my life was going to continue, well, that was okay with me.


The End
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