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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.

 

In Suburban
Pain, Vince and Sylvia decide they need to find a new
place to live so that Bello, the new dog in their lives, can have
room to run and play without worrying about falling under the
wheels of the 5.15 bus to the suburbs. Of course, Jurgen went along
for the ride and Sylvia found a sadistic lesbian - Sally the estate
agent - to submit to while house hunting.

 

The tale continues…  

 

(i)

 

After many months together, Sylvia and I finally moved into our
very own house in the suburbs, and for a time we lived happily. Or
so the story should have read. But whenever I think back to that
time, I am overwhelmed, not by happy thoughts, but by memories of
anger and frustration.

To complicate matters, Jurgen the Cat- whose spirit had taken up
residence in my psyche after he met an unfortunate end shortly
after moving into our lives- was getting restless.

I don't get you humans, he said one morning when I
awoke with a hard-on and Sylvia was nowhere to be found. Why
don't you just go out and fuck someone else?

'That's not how humans work,' I replied while inserting my
secret pen drive full of porn into my computer.

Bloody stupid, if you ask me. Instead of fucking someone,
you'll spend ten minutes looking at pictures of people fucking, and
that will be that? Doesn't sound very satisfying to me.

'Yeah, but no one's asking you. Now push off and let me do my
business in peace.'

In fact, I can recall the exact moment when happiness fled our
new home. It was a week or so after we had moved in and had finally
arranged our old furniture in a semi-usable configuration. It was
late in the evening and we were sipping hot drinks in our brand new
living room upon our dilapidated old sofa.

'Oh Vinny, I love our new place,' Sylvia said, her face shiny
with pride, 'but our old furniture sucks. We need to replace it
right away.' Those words, from the lips of my beloved, sank my
heart into a sea of despair and cut happiness adrift. We were going
to go furniture shopping and, in Sylvia's world, that meant only
one thing. Ikea.

To put it bluntly, I hate Ikea. It's where Satan does his
furniture shopping. He may even have the occasional plate of
well-priced meatballs on his way through. It amazes me that such a
progressive people could create such a heinous shopping experience
to sell such boring furniture. What's even more amazing is that
some people seem to prefer to shop in Ikea.

Anyway, at a metaphysical level the furniture is irrelevant
because Ikea is not about furniture. Ikea is a loathsome philosophy
that infects all who encounter it, so that they either embrace Ikea
or flee in horror. Ikea is the mind numbing experience of walking
along the carefully marked paths in the store, never deviating from
the accepted norm. Ikea is assembly instructions in
incomprehensible hieroglyphics. Ikea is broken and bleeding fingers
as you try to work in six dimensions to assemble your purchase into
something that resembles the picture on the box. Ikea is blandness
elevated to an art form.

'I don't want to go to Ikea,' I said in a whiny voice after
Sylvia had suggested we go furniture shopping.

'Oh for God's sake, it's just a shop,' she said in exasperation
after I had assumed the fetal position on the floor and started to
sob. 'It's not like we are going for a stroll through Hades or
anything. Get a grip.'

'The furniture sucks and the meatballs are made of rubber. Can't
we just go to another furniture store? One that sells furniture
already put together. Please?'

'Oh come on, Ikea furniture is cheap and it looks good.'

She needs discipline! Punish her for her insolence!

'How do you know?' I snapped angrily at the voice in my
head.

'Because I've been there,' Sylvia said, perplexed.

She's just screaming for cruel, sadistic sex. I can smell
it, even with your nose.

The dead cat was right. There was a rather pleasing smell in the
air coming from the direction of my beloved. I stood up, adjusted
my clothes, and wiped the tears from my eyes.

'You shouldn't talk to me that way,' I said,as sternly as I
could. 'I am the master of this house and as such, deserve to be
treated with respect.'

'Yes sir,' Sylvia said, and cast her eyes to the floor.

'I think a little corrective discipline is appropriate, don't
you?'

Sylvia nodded and fiddled with her hair.

I pulled her forward by the arm and laid three stinging slaps on
her ass. 'I asked you a question.'

'Yes sir.'

This time, I slapped her face, twice on each cheek. 'Yes sir,
what?' I asked

'Yes sir, I think I need some discipline, sir,' she said and
resumed fiddling with her hair.

I seated myself on the dilapidated old sofa and dragged Sylvia
over my knee. 'It's time for some old fashion discipline, young
lady,' I said, and raised her skirt over her waist. 'Insolence is
its own reward,' I continued, looking at her luscious ass. I
brought my hand down hard, ten times on each side. She took each
stroke in silence.

'Please, sir,' she said, when she sensed that I had finished. 'I
don't think I've been punished enough.'

I like the bitch!

'You should remove my panties and punish my ass again.'

You shouldn't let her tell you what to do.

'It's not your place to tell me what I should and shouldn't do.
Understand?'

'Yes sir,' Sylvia said, even though I wasn't talking to her.

'As long as that's understood,' I said, and slid her panties off
over her feet, before draping her over my knee again and punishing
her bare ass. This time there was an intake of breath with each
stroke, and she groaned involuntarily after the tenth stroke had
landed.

I slipped two fingers into her wet cunt, which caused her to
start.

'Your hands are cold, sir,' she said.

'Not cold enough,' I replied, and lifted her off my lap. 'Fetch
me the tray of ice from the freezer and a large bowl.'

She hurried away and returned quickly with the items. I emptied
the ice tray into the bowl and then draped Sylvia back over my
knee.

'This should teach you to behave,' I said, spanking her ass
three more times on each side. 'Hold those ass-cheeks apart.'

When her asshole was exposed, I took an ice-cube and ran it over
her anus before pushing it deep into her ass. She squirmed, but I
quickly brought that under control with three more hard slaps on
each buttock. I shoved ice cube after ice cube into her ass,
emptying almost the entire bowl, until my hand was numb from cold
and I could no longer continue. Then I spanked her ass several
times more on each side before pushing her to the floor.

'Suck until your tonsils are covered in cum,' I commanded and
pulled my cock out of my pants.

'Yes sir,' she said and took my dick in her mouth. She sucked
hard for a while before running her soft tongue over my balls and
up and down the shaft. When I could feel the pressure building, I
dragged her by the hair until her mouth was back over my cock and
then filled it with semen, which she swallowed without
hesitation.

'We'll go to Ikea after I get out of the shower?' she said, when
her mouth was empty again.

'Yes, dear.'

 

Get the whole story from Amazon and Smashwords for
$2.99. Or get the collected Confessions of a Dog
Hater for $4.99







From the same author on
Feedbooks


	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



	


Suburban Pain
(sample) (2011)
All Sylvia wants to do is move out of her shack in the inner
city to a nice house somewhere where the air isn't quite so
polluted and there aren't so many drunks wandering past her door.
Unfortunately, in order to make this happen she must submit to the
depraved desires of her boyfriend, Vince, as well as endure the
punishment meted out by Sally, the beautiful but impatient real
estate agent.

Part two of Confessions of a Dog Hater, a series that 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. Get it today, while you still can.



	


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.
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