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Previously in Confessions of
a Dog Hater:

 

My Girlfriend,
the Bitch introduced Vince and Sylvia, an average couple
living average lives. It also introduced Jurgen, a dead cat that
refused to lead an average death. Instead of wandering off behind
the veil after he died, Jurgen lodged himself in Vince's
unconscious mind in order to wreck vengeance upon the woman whose
razor sharp scalpel had severed his male-hood - Maude the vet.
Along the way, he and Vince quenched their thirst for nasty,
sadistic sex and exposed Sylvia for the submissive lesbian slut she
really was.

 

The tale continues…  

 

(i)

 

Jurgen's death left a hole in our hearts and our home that we
tried to fill with Bello, the misshapen Cavalier King Charles
Spaniel. As far as I was concerned, he was a poor substitute for
the greatest cat in the history of time and space, but Sylvia loved
and adored him. She would kiss his malformed face and cuddle his
ungainly body against her bosom, all the while ignoring the strange
smell he gave off. It wasn't just that the smell was unpleasant, it
was also wrong in a strange, undefinable way - like a lamb
chop that tasted of broccoli - and no bath, or expensive doggy
shampoo, or ridiculous doggy cologne could disperse the
wrongness.

Sadly, tragedies such as Jurgen's death are common to all the
peoples of the world and we, like all others who had faced tragedy
before us, continued to live our lives despite the pain in our
hearts. Thus, we returned to our daily routines and to an outsider
it would have appeared that little had changed with Jurgen's death
and our subsequent visit to Maude's puppy farm to source a
replacement. The stranger would be wrong, however, because I, at
least, had changed, but the changes were internal and
invisible to the casual observer.

The strange and unusual events of the day at Maude's puppy farm
had scarred and disturbed me. In fact, the trauma of that day was
so great that my subconscious tried to scab it over and hide the
dangerous memories. My id, on the other hand, was proud of the day
when I had used two women with authority and steel and did its best
to keep the memory alive and at the forefront of my mind in the
hope that it would inspire me. The subconscious war between Vince
the egalitarian, represented by the ego, and Vince the barbarian,
encouraged by the id, added a surreal element to the memory and
made it feel more like a dream than an actual event.

I'm not sure what Sylvia thought of the happenings at Maude's
puppy farm because she never mentioned them, not even to explain
her surprising competency at pleasing other women with her tongue.
She always focused on the here and now, which had been a source of
great frustration for me the entire time we were together. As far
as I could tell, she lived her life as if the entire universe comes
into being with the rising of the sun in the morning. For Sylvia,
history began with breakfast.

The only concrete proof that we had visited Maude's puppy farm
at all was Bello, who grew well past the size that a
Cavalier King Charles spaniel had any right to grow, and who would
eat anything that was organic and that he could keep down after the
third attempt. I often watched the mini monster lumbering around
the back yard in his relentless quest for anything edible, while my
head filled with dark thoughts about Maude's breeding program.

I don't know if the loss of Jurgen had anything to do with the
cooling of our sex life, but the love and passion that had defined
our relationship in its early days had faded. We had fallen into a
pattern of sex that was more a habit than an expression of love and
desire, and it seemed to me that Sylvia was more interested in
acquiring possessions and caring for Bello than in our love and
life together. Her devotion to Bello was so complete that I found
myself occasionally feeling thankful that he had lost his gonads to
the vet's blade.

It felt as if a malaise had settled upon our household, as if a
curse had fallen upon us, not to burn us with pain and suffering,
but to bore us to death by basting us slowly in our own juices.

Our horrible house, the shack beneath the skyscrapers, was a
major contributor to the grey mood of our household. It was
horrible to live in, but conveniently located close to where we
both worked. It saved us time and money because we rarely had to
travel far to get what we needed, but the diabolical skylight in
the bedroom meant that we rarely got enough sleep. It was run down
and grungy at the edges and only weeds could be encouraged to grow
in the spit of the garden, but it had a functioning dishwasher and
a toilet that almost always flushed the turds away on the first go
 

It was the general disrepair of the house that was the cause of
an almost tragedy. Sylvia and I were just about to sit down to
lunch, which meant that Bello was outside because his monstrous
appetite and lumbering size made him a danger at mealtimes. What
possessed him to push through the rickety fence that separated our
patch of dirt from the rest of the world will remain forever a
mystery, but I would wager that he thought there was something
edible out there.

The squeal of rubber on bitumen sent us both scurrying to the
window to check the latest in a constant stream of car accidents
that were a steady source of entertainment for us and our
neighbours. To Sylvia's horror and my secret delight, we saw Bello
stretched out across the sidewalk outside our house, beside the
hastily stopped 6.15 pm bus to the suburbs.

Screaming like a banshee, Sylvia streaked out of the house and
accosted the bus driver, who was staring at Bello's corpse and
scratching his head.

'Murderer,' she screamed and fell upon the unfortunate man with
fists and feet. Being a smallish woman and he being a rather large
man, she did not make much of an impression.

'Take it easy, lady,' he said, looking down at Sylvia as she
beat ineffectually against his broad chest. 'The bus never touched
him. He just dropped dead when he heard the screech of my
wheels.'

'He ain't dead,' I said, examining the smelly non-corpse. 'I
think he fainted.'

'You're lucky this time,' the bus driver said to Sylvia,' but if
he did get killed by a car or bus, it'd be your fault. What the
hell is your dog doing wandering the streets?'

'Many apologies,' I said as I carried the unconscious Bello back
into our house.

'He sure smells dead,' said the bus driver as I walked past.
'You folks are bad dog owners,' he continued, 'it's a shame you
don't need a license to own a dog because people like you don't
deserve the privilege.'

'I'm sorry,' Sylvia said in a small voice, and turned to follow
me into the house.

'So you should be,' the bus driver muttered as he climbed back
into his bus. 'Should be a law against it.'

I heard the bus rumble away as I placed Bello gently on the
sofa, and then turned to Sylvia.

'He's okay,' I said, 'he should come around soon.' Behind me,
Bello began to snore. 'Or maybe not.'

'The bus driver was right,' Sylvia said. 'I'm a bad dog owner
and need to be taught a lesson.'

All right, about time we get back into it! said a voice
in my head.

'Shut up!' I exclaimed.

'Yes sir,' Sylvia said, and dropped to her hands and knees.

'Not you,' I said, 'the voices in my head.'

Sylvia looked at me as if I had gone mad, and with good cause.
'After you have taught me a lesson,' she said, 'you must promise me
that we will move to a new home.'

'What, but I like it here,' I said, but it was a lie.

'It's unsafe for Bello, and it smells funny. Please, Vinnie, can
we move?'

'The smell is the fucking dog,' I said, as the idea of beating
Sylvia became more appealing. 'And, anyway, where are we going to
go?'

'Oh come on, this place is a hellhole. The traffic almost runs
through our living room and the drunks piss on our front gate as
they walk from the bar on one corner to the whorehouse on the
other. It's time to leave, Vince. Anywhere will do.'

She had a point, of course, and internally I was in furious
agreement. Externally, I kept negative in the hope of scoring some
rough sex. 'Okay, we'll move, but first your punishment.'

'I want to buy this time, not rent.'

'What!'

'Please, Vinnie, you know we can afford it and it would be nice
to have our own little place.'

'We'll look into it,' I said, aware that home ownership was
going to figure prominently in my future, 'but no promises.'

'You won't regret it,' she said.

'Shut up!' I said, and she hesitated. 'Yes, you this time. Now
get your incompetent ass over here.'

'Yes sir, ' she said and crawled over to where I was
standing.

'I'm really going to enjoy this,' I said, lifting my foot so
that the toes pushed into her mouth. 'Lick those shoes clean you
worthless slut,' I hissed and Sylvia hastened to obey. She followed
my foot to the floor, tongue lapping at the leather, leaving it
shiny and clean. I watched her for a while, enjoying her servitude
and humiliation.

In the dark recesses of my mind, a tiny voice called out to
remind me of love and equality, but the memory of Jurgen applied
the psychic equivalent of a knee to the groin and I was free to use
and abuse my girlfriend without the nagging interruptions of my
conscience.

'I am so going to fuck you up the ass tonight, you stupid,
incompetent, dog owning bitch,' I said, getting into the mood for
some good ol' fashioned misogyny. 'You won't neglect your dog again
when I get through with you.'

As she licked, I leaned over and dragged her skirt up over her
buttocks and around her waist. Smiling manically, I spanked her ass
hard, twice on each side. She winced with each blow but kept
licking. I grabbed her panties and pulled them up so hard her knees
left the ground, then started to spank her exposed ass.

'One, because you're a slut,' I said as I brought my hand down
hard.

'Two, because your irresponsible,' I said, bringing my hand down
on the other side of her ass.

'Three, because, because, um, because you're a slut!' I said,
and spanked the top of her thigh.

Having exhausted my meagre imagination, I continued to spank her
ass in silence until her skin glowed red and my hand began to
sting. Sylvia licked and sucked at my feet while I pummelled her
backside.

When I felt that I had punished her ass sufficiently, I dragged
her over to the kitchen table and bent her over, removed her
panties altogether and applied some lubricant to her asshole. I
kept the lubricant in a kitchen drawer along with all Sylvia's
doggy-slave accessories and sex toys. A vague anxiety about what a
psychologist would say about where I kept this stuff threatened to
derail my hard-on, but I rallied magnificently and plunged my hard
cock deep into her well-lubricated ass.

'This is how bad dogs get fucked,' I yelled as I slammed my cock
in and out of her ass. I reached out, grabbed her hair and lifted
her so that she was close enough for me to put my arm around her.
With my free hand, I ripped open her shirt and pulled her tits out
of her bra so that I could slap them as I fucked.

'How would you like it if I treated my dog the way you treat
Bello?'

When she failed to answer, I slapped her ass and her tits very
hard and yanked at her hair.

'Speak, bitch!'

'I wouldn't like it Master,' she choked out.

I pulled my cock out of her ass and dragged her head down to my
groin by the hair. She turned obediently and took my soiled cock
all the way into her mouth.

She had barely gotten a taste of my cock before I unloaded a
huge wad of cum, which she swallowed without even gagging.

As was usually the case after a session of violent sex with the
love of my life, guilt followed hot on the heels of my climax. This
time it was tempered somewhat by the realisation that despite my
dominance in the bedroom (or kitchen in this case), I was just a
lump of putty in this woman's hands. It was dawning on me that
there was very little I would not do for her as long as she let me
slap her ass a little as compensation.

'I'm sorry,' I stammered as I hastily pushed my dick back into
my pants.

'What for? That was great,' she said and wandered over to the
computer, not even bothering to put her clothes back on properly.
'Come see, I've bookmarked some gorgeous little houses for us to
look at. They are all so divine I want to buy them all!'

 

Find out what happens to
Vince and Sylvia s they go out looking for a new home. $2.99 from
Smashwords,
Amazon US,
Amazon UK,
Amazon DE, and
OmniLit.
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	Cynthia:
Lesbian Slave (2011)
Cynthia lives to be humiliated and dominated, which is why her
new mistress has decided to allow her to stay on, as long as she
can pay her way of course. But first, Cynthia must submit to being
punished for being disobedient, and then mistress would like to
spend a little time playing with her new possession. The second
short story in the Abusing Cynthia collection.



	


Slave
Cynthia: Pet Slave (2011)
Cynthia finds herself at the mercy of the tall and beautiful
Maree. Left in a cage overnight after Maree abused her with a
strap-on, Cynthia couldn't sleep thinking of all the things that
might happen to her in the morning. But even Cynthia's twisted
imaginings couldn't predict the humiliation that Maree had in store
for her. The fifth short story in the Abusing Cynthia
collection.



	


Slave
Cynthia: The Appraisal (2011)
Cynthia's first day as a corporate slave has ended and, despite
her best efforts, she hasn't met her KPI's. Her punishment for
failure is humiliation, abuse, and pain at the hands of Master
Carmine, who promises far worse if she fails again. The seventh
short story in the Abusing Cynthia collection.



	


Slave
Party Games (2011)
Mistress Ebony and her two guests have just enjoyed a wonderful
meal, and what better way to end the night than with some slave
party games. Cynthia and two other slaves are pitted against each
other in humiliating and painful games that leave them excited and
hungry for more. The fourth short story in the Abusing Cynthia
collection.



	


Live
to Serve (2011)
Cynthia loved her job as a waitress. She got to meet all sorts
of people, some nice, some not so nice, some downright nasty. She
tried hard to cater to their every need.

So when a tall, beautiful woman invited her home one night, how
could she refuse? What followed was an evening of pain and
debauchery, full of humiliation and degradation. Just the way
Cynthia liked it.

The first short story in the Abusing Cynthia collection.



	


My
Mistress, the Artist (2011)
Cynthia was thrilled to learn that her mistress was having a
dinner party, and secretly hoped that she would be used and abused
in front of all her mistress's friends. What her artistic mistress
actually did to Cynthia, however, came as a painful and humiliating
surprise that thrilled her to the bone. The third short story in
the Abusing Cynthia collection.



	


Cynthia,
Corporate Slave (2011)
Cynthia has been sold into the corporate world, where the pain
and humiliation keep coming as long as your performance targets are
met. After enduring a severe initiation at the hands of her new
master, she is put to work with the promise of a degrading
performance review to determine her punishments in the evening. The
sixth short story in the Abusing Cynthia collection.



	


My
Girlfriend, the Bitch (2011)
Vince and Sylvia were a normal, happy couple until Jurgen
entered their lives, awaking Sylvia's desire to be dominated and
Vince's desire to dominate. In this, the first book of the
Confessions of a Dog Hater series, Sylvia convinces Vince to buy
her a puppy. In return, she must submit to his desire to humiliate
and abuse her.

My Girlfriend, the Bitch combines the gravitas of Best in Show
with the biting satire of Heart of Darkness, and is filled to the
brim with dirty S&M sex. An amazing literary accomplishment
that is sure to attract some sort of government intervention. Buy
it today, while you still can.



	


Slave
Cynthia: Corporate Bootlicker (2011)
Cynthia becomes a small and abused cog in the bureaucratic
machine, where her job is to take minutes at a meeting. But first,
she must please Monique and then endure her fury and as if that
isn't enough of a humiliation, the chair they give her to sit on
definitely is. The eighth short story in the Abusing Cynthia
collection



	


Slave
Cynthia: Slave Market Blues (2011)
It's only right that Cynthia be punished for performing so badly
at her job, and Master Carmine is just the man to do it, but the
humiliations don't stop there. Cynthia's next job is to entertain
clients at a Corporate Slave Market, where she'll be displayed in a
cage and at the mercy of all who venture past.

The ninth short story in the Abusing Cynthia collection



	


A
Chance Encounter (sample) (2011)
Marvin likes his women submissive and not a little masochistic.
He is overjoyed when Samantha, a woman who knows her place, follows
him home from the grocery store. Unlike your average stray, Sam is
obedient, compliant, and ever so good with her tongue, and Marvin
makes sure she stays that way with some strict and painful
discipline.



	


Pet
Girls of Suburbia (sample) (2011)
Vince loves Sylvia, and Sylvia loves Vince almost as much as she
loves sadistic lesbian sex. So it makes sense that they buy a new
house together. To Sylvia, a new house means new furniture. To
Vince, new furniture means only one thing - Swedish Hell. Luckily
for him, they bump into Marissa the dog groomer while shopping and
Sylvia decides that she'd rather get Bello the dog groomed than
shop for a sofa. But Marissa isn't just any old dog groomer, and
the dog show she wants to take Sylvia to isn't for the likes of
Bello.

The third and final installment of Confessions of a Dog
Hater.
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