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Collared and Leashed


Chapter One

Willie

“Right now, Willie, it’s kind of a birthday surprise; you know, a gag gift for the girl who has everything. So there will be others there...other women...a girl’s party. So, can you handle it? And if my friend likes the scene, how far are you willing to take it?”

I listen. Fair questions. I had not fully considered the situation for which I am volunteering and therefore I have no immediate answers. But the ‘volunteering’ comes with an easy fifty dollars...for an afternoon impersonating a dog...if one indeed ‘impersonates’ animals.

“You’ve indicated I will be wearing a mask, Miss. As long as it’s only you who knows who it is under the covering, I suppose I can handle it. I’m not sure what you mean, ‘how far are you willing to take it?’”

The woman, Lenore, I suppose a girl really, smiles rather oddly. Tall, dark-skinned, with striking good looks and athletic, I imagine her to be on the university basketball team or volleyball team. But upon arriving on campus as a freshman weeks ago I attended games for both sports and had not seen her. She is probably older, come to think of it. And she must work, putting her age beyond that of college. Fifty dollars for a gag gift is an amount that is insignificant for a person fully employed, but certainly more than throw away money for a student.

Thus my response to the advertisement, ‘young male needed for a party, to appear as a canine, a Saturday afternoon, $50'. The numerals were in bold, which tends to catch the eye of starving students. And on any given Saturday, the typical freshman is either recovering from a party or lounging about planning the next. Therefore my thinking was to grab the promised fifty and have a blowout Saturday night in celebration of an easy afternoon’s work.

I envision the role to be similar to that of one of those team mascots seen in professional basketball and baseball, animatedly running about in some oversized furry covering. In place of spurring enthusiasm for the home team I am instead to be handing out party favors. Since I was a cheerleader in high school it initially seemed to be an easy task. I just assume I am not supposed to cheer...verbally.

The woman replies after a discernible pause, seeming to likewise be envisioning my function.

“Well, the girls can get frisky, Willie. Think of some of the bachelor parties you’ve attended, particularly where there is alcohol and entertainment.”

She gives the word ‘entertainment’ a peculiar inflection, slowing to accent each syllable. When juxtaposed with the term ‘bachelor party’, her suggestive observation serves to transform my envisioned performance of rambunctious mascot to something more akin to a skimpily clad girl jumping out of a cake.

She notices my reflective pause and uses it to fire personal questions; the answers to which one would normally avoid when more cognitively alert and prepared.

“You’re young and nicely trim, not much body hair I assume. You wouldn’t mind removing it totally? It will grow back...”

I am caught off guard with that. Can the dog covering be that hot to wear? It’s late October. It’s a yard party in Pennsylvania. How hot can it get? And why is she so concerned about my comfort? Yet, before I can formulate an acceptable negative reply there are others. 

“And though it’s not essential, I assume you’re nicely hung? No problem with being overly modest? Some guys can get a little shy.

“Circumcised? Well scratch that one; it will be self evident.” 

I am rather taken aback as one can imagine. But it appears a decision has been made and the job is mine. The $50 keeps flashing before me.

“I guess I can shave,” I meekly manage to respond. “But I don’t understand the relevance of your question about being ‘hung’,” I add with circumspection.

My interlocutor arises. I remain seated in the low coach, while she towers over me. My eyes fix on her smooth and rounded thighs, left totally uncovered by shorts, which have enticingly gathered at the seam of her crotch. She smiles knowingly and coyly hesitates in order to afford me a lengthy examination. Then nimble fingers work to draw down the white cotton.

“Let me show you your uniform, Willie. It will help explain.”

She steps away to open a drawer in a nearby armoire. For the first time I notice her backside. Large, but amazingly proportioned, the tight shorts perfectly outline her buttocks. Athletic yet most curvaceously feminine, at one time Lenore was obviously involved in sports.

“Chloe has a thing for Dalmatians,” she references the birthday girl as the drawer closes and she returns with paraphernalia in hand. “But she’s allergic to almost everything with fur. It’s left her with a lifetime of yearning. Therefore I thought a little doggie would be ideal for her birthday.”

I no longer take personally references to my stature. At five-foot-four, all sensitivity dissipated in my mid-teens when I became a proficient swimmer and a respectable gymnast. Sports became an equalizer. Not too many six foot guys performing on the rings and parallel bars.

My ‘uniform’ is presented...a rubber mask of large black circles on white with obligatory floppy ears and snout, a thick leather collar, a smooth but formidable chain of shining chrome and steel. 

That is all!

“That’s it? Where’s the fur covering?”

Lenore smiles while shaking her head and suppressing laughter.

“One of the girls is a cosmetician. Has done some work in the Broadway theatre. The body paint will be most temporary and be easily removed. And it will further disguise your identity.”

I am perplexed to the point of consternation and cannot find words. 

“Just get here thirty minutes early and come in the back door. There is a utility room off the kitchen where you can strip down and put on the mask. No one will see your face. Nancy will arrive, do the paint and collar you. Chloe and the guests will enter the back yard through the gate and at the appropriate moment when the gathering is assembled, I will slip into the utility room and lead you out.

“You can crawl?”

I nod, my mind still in confusion. Naked and painted to look like a dog, but in complete anonymity...and $50. 

“You’ll need to buy some things. Why not take twenty dollars now...for razors and shaving cream...if that’s the best way. If it costs more let me know. Remember, no hair. Nancy does great work and has been very specific about that.”

Complete anonymity and an advance against minimal expenses! 

Poverty forces me to put aside all concerns and reservations. Razors cannot cost more than three dollars and I can find plenty of shaving lotion in the dorm. Besides when swimming competitively we often removed our body hair. So in addition to the $50, I have the money for a few trips to McDonald’s.


Chapter Two

Lenore

Well, that was easy enough. The first kid who arrived is well built, short enough on stature to perfectly play the role, and hungry enough not to ask a lot of questions. And those soft, mousy eyes, so reflective of a personality seeking a controlling guidance. Plus as a freshman he has few acquaintances on campus.

He skipped out with my twenty dollars like a little pack rat finding a shiny piece of metal. Thus I know he’ll be back for the big prize.

Depending on his psychological makeup, my offering could be either the hardest or easiest fifty dollars he will ever earn ... and he will earn it.

Chloe so much likes dogs. 

I return to the armoire and open the drawer...mask, collar and chain in hand. There in the bottom is the remainder of Willie’s ‘uniform’, the specially made arm coverings and boots. I suppose I should have taken the time to determine if such will properly fit him, but the woman assured that the stretchable latex results in ‘one size fits all’. And she so nicely painted the black rubber with swirling sections of white to replicate the Dalmatian look. The woman is such a treasure!


Chapter Three

Nancy

At my age, young males are so easy to control. One just has to remain stern and matronly and every impressionable college age kid will respond to a woman in her forties, the approximate age of his mother.

So I arrive at Lenore and Chloe’s house fully aware that the task of painting some kid to look like a Dalmatian will not be difficult. It’s getting him into those special gloves and boots that will provide the challenge. 

When Lenore showed me and demonstrated, I was both aghast and amused. The glove-like rubber fits over the folded arms and zippers closed to hold the arm bent at the elbow with forearm pressing against the biceps. At the elbow is an extension, a little hard rubber dog leg which the wearer can utilize to ‘walk’ on all fours. Likewise the boots fit over the folded leg and serve as extensions of the knee. The cleverness is that the long tubes of stretchable rubber can be zippered closed over the folded limbs, encasing such in latex which has been painted to resemble the hide of a Dalmatian. In place of hands and feet are attached canine legs and paws, the length of which is precisely measured to place the wearer on all fours, very much resembling a dog.

And with hands and feet tucked away and held immobile, the fingers of the wearer cannot be used to free the zippers.

The debaucherous woman who developed the curious garments is known to have quite the kennel in a secluded upstate New York location. And the neighbors are not burdened with excessive barking. 

I am told the prospective wearer, our little party puppy, is quite athletic. And the woman from New York assures that the knack for walking about on all fours, elbows and knees shuffling to push about the four attached paws, is quickly learned, though the encouragement of a dog quirt was suggested. 

  The vision of our party entertainment nimbly crawling about on all fours amuses as I enter Lenore and Chloe’s house at the appointed hour. The boots and gloves are in the armoire where expected. I retrieve and move onward. With cosmetic case in hand, filled with black and white paint, a small bottle of pink, and a little chloroform, I find my way to the kitchen. I hear shuffling behind a door and know that my human canvass has arrived as instructed. Taking a deep breath to embolden myself and prepare my lungs to bluster commands, I abruptly thrust open the door.

There stands our compliant puppy, shaven totally and but for a comical mask, naked and hairless as the day he was born. Though the male gender does not stimulate my interest, naked subservience does. I feel a twinge in my loins. This will be both difficult and enjoyable. 

“Hands behind your head! Spread your feet! Wider! “

I use a stentorian voice and as expected, the diminutive naked male responds. I hide my evil smile.

Initial compliance is important in take down scenes and with his awkward pose and visually cumbersome mask, I quickly establish my authority. And the faux snout is an ideal place to surreptitiously place a cotton pad doused with chloroform.

It’s worked often enough. My prey will think it’s the smell of the body paint.


Chapter Four

Willie

The woman is drill sergeant!

I have mentally prepared myself for an afternoon of frolicking about, naked, leashed and pretending to be a dog. But I did not think the makeup artist would be so demanding. 

She opens her case to reveal bottles and brushes. A cotton swab of something is placed on the dog nose of the mask. She turns away and the room seems to fill with the scent of what I presume to be paint. It’s strong. The mask holds in the fumes. I begin to feel groggy.

“Hold your arm steady, point the elbow. That’s a good boy.”

Something is slipped over my folded right arm. I cannot see well through the mask. It tightens as she gruffly pulls it toward my shoulder. I hear a zip. My free arm receives the same treatment. It feels like I cannot move my hands and forearms but my brain lags and cognitive feedback comes slowly.

“Yes, that’s good.”

I am reminded of bath time when mother tended to me as a child. Standing naked, my youthful energy insisted that I squirm while my mother tried to dry me with a large towel.

Whatever this Nancy placed on the mask is removed. The air freshens but I remain groggy. My knees begin to buckle. The stern but unctuously speaking woman guides me to the floor. Concerns over her presence and my nakedness seem to evanesce. I kneel. She pushes my head down and as I bend at the waist something touches the linoleum to stop my elbows before reaching the floor. 

How odd!

I hear the woman cackle. 

“Now be a good boy and lift your left leg. Bend it at the knee so that your ankle presses against your hip. Yes, such a good puppy.”

A similar shroud of rubber material is forced over my left knee, calve and thigh. I hear a zip. When she pushes it downward, something again seems to touch the linoleum before my knee reaches it. I am told to raise and likewise fold my right leg. For some reason this woman is to be obeyed. So stern...so exacting...and strangely, my brain cannot resist   

She finds the leather collar and encircles my neck. In my stupor I find I cannot move hands, forearms, calves or feet.

“Stay still like a good doggie while I work, then perhaps you’ll get a nice biscuit.”

I expected to hear an afternoon of canine references and mentally prepared myself. I am grateful I cannot be identified.


Chapter Five

Nancy

Wow! What some kids will do for fifty dollars!

Once the strange binders are zipped in place, this kid is all mine. The effect of the slight whiff of chloroform will dissipate as I paint. It was just enough relaxant to counteract any resistance, though I may not have needed it. This little guy, though quite muscular, is most docile.

Using the pattern on the latex as a starting point, my skilled hand works with alacrity. He’s done quite a job shaving, and though male, young pink flesh can arouse even my philogynist preferences. I feel moisture between my thighs as my hand works to coat every square inch of skin. When finished with back, shoulders and buttocks I command and push and he compliantly rolls to one side to reveal his torso...the doggie’s underside. 

While working his chest and stomach, the effect of the chloroform wears and he slowly tumefies. As expected, a virile nineteen-year-old male, naked in the presence of a fully- clothed female, can be so effected and I suspect his healthy uncircumcised manhood will be quite the attraction at the party.

Lenore slipped me a little pill that will assure great entertainment. Though not needed at his age, a tablet of Cialis will amuse the girls and frustrate our handless pup. Thus before his wits completely return, I tuck the little pill under his tongue and offer a large glass of water. He drinks as I hold the glass, his helplessness just beginning to dawn on a foggy mind. 

The black and white is done. Now for the coup de grace which will serve to so delight Chloe.

A fresh brush and a bottle of effulgent pink body paint will highlight that which an authoritative woman so seeks to control. My puppy’s hairless scrotal sac will be exquisitely painted in the most revealing of colors. No girl will miss the symbolical display of bound and leashed male virility. 

As I playfully dab, the caress of the soft wet brush causes further stiffness. I must congratulate Lenore on her choice. The lad is not only well hung but the chloroform has served to ameliorate all inhibitions. Willie seems most naturally subservient. All defensive male bravado has eroded to reveal a natural affinity toward subjugation. 

He will be quite the hit.


Chapter Six

Willie

A hand pats my head with exaggerated affection.

“Good boy,” the demanding voice suggests with soothing calmness. 

I hear the rattle of chain and recognize the sound from my meeting with Miss Lenore. It’s my leash, which the woman proceeds to clip to my collar. I cannot see well in the mask but feel tension on my neck as she evidently hooks the free end to piping near the utility room’s washing machine. She leaves a modicum of slack.

“Lenore will be in shortly. I can already hear some of the guests arriving.”

Her words no longer echo in a fuzzy mind. The grogginess is gone and my cognizance sharpens as I feel a soft hand reach under my stomach and gently squeeze my penis.

For the first time I realize I am incredibly erect!

“Very nice, Willie.”

Her mocking tone of voice is irritating, and I cock my head up to see her open the utility room door and leave.

How could I agree to this? As I attempt to move about, the full awareness of my bonds becomes evident. My fingers and hands are useless. I can unfold neither arms nor legs. And though I kneel on all fours with folded forearms placing my hands at my shoulders, the position is strangely comfortable. My elbows rest on something which holds my shoulders and chest at the level of my hips.

I move to add slack to the leash. Right knee then left knee shuffle back...right elbow and left elbow follow. I am perched on something and look down to see hard rubber legs and paws propped under my bent elbows! The high collar inhibits head motion but I strain to lower my mask-covered chin toward my chest. I see similar legs and paws under my bent knees! 

This is bizarre!

And I am most firmly erect.

How can I find this situation to be arousing?

As time passes, I experiment and find that movement is surprisingly possible... even easier than if I was crawling about on hands and knees. Without the restraining leash, I could most aptly get about. 

Someone ingeniously calculated the length of these faux dog legs and painstakingly replicated paws to facilitate movement on all fours.

So despite the tightness of the latex enveloping thighs, calves, biceps and forearms, I have astonishing mobility...as long as I move about on four paws...as would a dog. 

I expected to endure some degree of humiliation but mollified my apprehension with thoughts of a quick fifty dollars; more, counting the generous advance for shaving supplies, and the understanding that one afternoon...one spent in anonymity...was all that was required of me. 

But I cannot seem to control my member. And I am most curious as to what the woman did with my balls. Though the fumes of the paint placed me in a fog, the application of wet softness and her giggling left an impression.

My thoughts quickly disperse as the utility room door swings open. It is Lenore. And her attire stuns. I wonder if the sound of my gulp can be heard.


Chapter Seven

Lenore

Wow! Nancy is good. Before me is this little guy Willie completely painted in black and white to resemble a Dalmatian. And that woman from New York with the arm and leg restraints! I must visit her kennel some time. 

Well, many guests have arrived and Chloe has returned from the nail parlor and been completely surprised by the back yard gathering. More are expected and in waiting I thought it best to check on our canine entertainment. 

So here I stand in the expected attire of our little group....knee-high black leather boots, black thong, skintight bodice. And though Willie’s mask covers all facial expressions, it seems the brevity of my attire makes an impression. Or perhaps it’s the walking stick I hold in my hand. 

“Hello, pup,” I graciously greet my leashed friend.

“I want to see the rest of you. Nancy does great work, wouldn’t you agree?”

I step to the washing machine and take the free end of the leash. If Willie realized how easy it is to incapacitate him when bound in latex he would be most concerned. Nancy merely flipped the leather-looped end of the chain once around the drainpipe. No locks, no knots, no clips. But for Willie, there are no fingers. Thus he will require the prehensile assistance of a woman for any freedom of movement this afternoon.   

“Up.”

I tug firmly, establishing my authority. The sudden tension brings an abrupt gasp as the collar tightens. Willie is forced to right himself at the waist.

With knees perched on the faux paws and feet drawn up to his hips, he’s about as awkward as a real dog standing on hind legs. Thus my powerful hand grips the chain near his collar to steady him as I stand to his side to enjoy Nancy’s handiwork.

“Goodness. It appears our little doggie is in heat!”

I wish I could see his face as I comment on the massive erection. The Cialis has kicked in with the expected effect on the priapic teenaged male. The appendage is totally beyond his ability to control and I am happy to see he’s uncircumcised. It makes for such an enticing display; the moisture of the smegma causing the purple tip to glisten. And Nancy has comically painted his scrotum such an alluring pink.

I cannot help tapping at the aroused organ with my stick. The flat end is designed to produce a slapping sound, sometimes more of a message for the ears than for the pain receptors.

With my nearness and grip on the leash I feel Willie shudder when I touch his precious male parts. So wonderfully sensitive.

“Can you see your balls, Willie? Nancy has outdone herself. I’ll want you to concentrate on crawling about with those hind paws well parted. Your precious testicles are nicely highlighted for the guests and I’ll want them fully displayed.”

He begins to reply and I tap more firmly. He lurches when the stick nips his balls.

“Dogs don’t talk,” I am forced to remind him.

I release my grip and he lowers himself to all fours.

“Come. You should practice a bit before being presented.”     

I tug. He of course follows the straining chain. It’s nice to demonstrate feminine power. I have a naked male on a leash. It’s going to be quite a party.


Chapter Eight

Willie

This is out of control. I am fully exposed to this demanding woman who uses a stick to correct my behavior! 

But then I realize the exposure is relative. The mask covers my face. The body paint and latex cover just about all else. I guess it is only my erect prick that has been left to examining female eyes.

As suspected, following the leash is disconcertingly easy. I advance elbows and knees and even on the linoleum the little rubber dog paws seem to provide adequate traction. Meanwhile, I look and align the eyeholes in the mask to view Lenore’s backside. She wears a thong leaving exposed to my gaze both large, powerful but most effeminate buttocks!

This is a ‘girl’s party’, Lenore suggested at our initial meeting. What types of girls wear such suggestive attire in the company of only women?

“Very good, Willie. You’ve learned the role so quickly.”

Her tone and cooing voice suggest she is addressing a puppy, she herself so facilely fulfilling the role of ‘Master’. 

She leads me about the kitchen, out to the living room and back. I hear the high pitched clamor of a gaggle of young women on the other side of the back door. My throat goes dry. I tremble. I knew I would be naked and painted. But with this erection out of control and my scrotum painted such a lurid pink, I did not think such attention would be drawn to anatomy, which men are less than eager to flaunt in public. 

Back to the living room, Lenore stands in the middle of the room and uses the leash in her left hand to walk me in circles. In her right is her stick. I am shocked to feel the flat end nip my testicles when she reaches down and nestles it between my bound thighs and calves.

“Remember to keep those rear paws widely separated. The girls will want to know our little puppy is a male.” 

I enter a funk realizing how well exposed my hanging sac is between my painted buttocks. If my balls dangle to provide such ready access to the stick, the view must be most licentious.

I hear a voice call out, ‘All here, Lenore’.

“It’s show time,” my smiling Master announces.

And with that she stoops and reaches under my belly to give my erect penis the most tender of teasing strokes. Her brief touch shocks us both; her surprise expressed by a devilish cackle; mine by an outbreak of goose bumps in realization that I will undertake my role with penis standing at full attention. Yet I do not find the courage to resist.

Is my anserine flesh the result of fear or some strange anticipation and innate desire for exhibitionism?

I’m going to be the center of attraction.


Chapter Nine

Lenore

Nice build on Willie. He seems most athletic with his alacrity in learning to walk about on all fours. This will be easier than I thought.

One of the girls opens the kitchen door and with a sharp tap of the walking stick to his nice pink balls, Willie instantly realizes who’s in charge and how the afternoon will progress. Despite a degree of reluctance it’s out the back door to the patio deck and pool area, teeming with women. 

Except for Nancy, all heads turn in surprise as I lead a naked male about on a leash. Though most are of Chloe and my persuasion in terms of sexual preference, I have invited a married neighbor who, though living a most vanilla life, seems to enjoy observing the more lascivious lifestyle of our friends. 

The wine has been flowing for about half an hour. The gossip cascades. All have been wishing Chloe a wonderful birthday as the party entertainment arrives.

Chloe, my little blond companion, watches the regal procession with such an exquisite look of exhilaration. Her preferences are as Sapphic as mine are, but what woman can ignore the diabolical comeuppance of humiliating the virile male?

I lead Willie directly to her on the opposite side of the pool. It’s a warm October afternoon, and though no one will test their constitution with a swim in water cooled by autumn nights, the setting of sunshine reflecting off the clear blue is most pleasant.

“Happy birthday Chloe,” I formally announce. “I present the puppy you were never allowed,” specifying my black and white companion with a jerk of his leash.

Chloe gushes and squeals with delight. As with all gifts, it is the thought that counts and my cute blond companion is grateful that I chose to address her childhood disappointment in never being permitted a pet. It is important to both of us.    

I hand her the leash and walking stick. She laughs.

“A Dalmatian,” she giggles, instantly falling into the afternoon’s running gag. “Just what I always wanted.”

She lifts to tighten the chain, barking a command of ‘stay’. And then as all girls are wont to do, she stoops to Willie’s rear and transfers the walking stick to her leash hand. Her left is free to explore and of course she palms the pink bag of flesh and draws it back for the viewing of the nearby girls.

“And it’s a male!” 

The laughter becomes uproarious. Willie’s covered head sinks in shame. Yet when I bend at the waist and peer under his spotted tummy, the erect phallus seems firmer than ever. I wonder just how much arousal is caused by the Cialis and just how much is brought on with the extreme humiliation.

There are those males who enjoy such scenes: clothed female, naked male. Perhaps we have found one.


Chapter Ten

Willie

I am in love.

Chloe, the girl to whom I have been gifted, is blonde, petite and beautiful. Blue eyes, with an effervescent personality, she is dressed plainly yet her slim waist, sizable breasts and charming, plush hips belie the simplicity of her attire. Her pure and innocent good looks make me feel so ashamed in appearing before her in such a debaucherous role: a naked party boy, a rather kinky male stripper with outrageously painted gonads, and an erection which thankfully, in crawling about on all fours, not many women have noticed.

She gleefully palms my sac and draws it back between my thighs and forcibly upturned feet and calves. The lurid display of the male reproductive organs brings derisive laughter. What was that comparison Lenore made? To bachelor parties ...with alcohol and entertainment.

At first blush it would appear that it is she being mischievous in handling the male organs. But how is it that such have come to be so prominently displayed and available to her touch? After all, I did volunteer and though the bondage is startling, the nudity was beforehand aptly explained. It is not she who is engaging in libidinous conduct.

And so I flush with humiliation under her exploring hand and examining eyes. 

“Come puppy,” she playfully suggests in releasing my balls and maintaining her role.

I feel my testicles swing about and she leads me firmly on the leash.

“What’s his name?” she calls out to an admiring Lenore.

“Willie. And he has a nice one.”

My secret is out. Through the mask I spy the reaction to Lenore’s double entendre. Many stoop to look under my black and white torso. More giggles follow in spying my ‘willie’, stiff and  conspicuously standing out as the only naturally colored portion of my anatomy.

“Nicely hung for a short guy,” comes one comment. Others are less complimentary. Some sneer. Overall there seems to be a propensity to denigrate the priapic male. I am indeed entertaining. 

Chloe leads me once around the pool and I feel the penetrating stares of the dozens of women as the awkward motion of my entrapped thighs causes my plums to swing. I am introduced to all with the very polite title of ‘Miss’ inserted before each first name. Endeavoring to please, I sniff every foot and each hand when extended. I know to fulfill the canine role but the mask inhibits licking.

A rather stern middle-aged woman, a Miss Beverly, puts aside all pretension when I begin sniffing about her foot. Two fingers from a strong and firm hand slip under my collar and brusquely tug me upward. My front paws rise from the pool side deck. I once again find myself perched awkwardly on hind paws, struggling to balance on bent knees, her firm grip supporting my upper body. This exposes to the gaze of my entire black and white underbelly, a frontal view of the dangling pink scrotum and of course my massive erection.

The crowd of women shrieks with delight. All modesty and decorum are put aside.

“He likes being displayed, the young stud. Look at that stiff pecker!” the assertive Miss Beverly calls out to all. 

And then for the first time I feel it, a discernible twinge in my loins. My arousal seems to heighten and I embarrass myself by feeling my erect penis waggle for the entire crowd to observe.

Miss Chloe seems most impressed. And others express their enjoyment. For the first time, cameras flash with the black and white body paint serving as a backdrop in so nicely highlighting the natural flesh tones of my erection. I remind myself of the anonymity of my task. But it provides little relief from the mental stress.

“A puppy who’s ready to stud,” Chloe decrees, adding to the hilarity...and my shame.


Chapter Eleven

Chloe

Whoever is under that mask is either a great mime with lot of nerve or a curiously kinky guy who seems to be besotted with my guidance and control. As I walk him about the pool area, directing him to heel, sit, stay, etc., I occasionally make eye contact through the covering of black and white rubber. Such soft worshiping eyes...and he’s constantly looking at me...seeming to await the next command or tug on the leash with silent adulation. Thus it is not only his engorged phallus that evidences a strange enjoyment of the bizarre scene.

The girls love the setting. With almost all-preferring alternatives to male affection, watching such extreme subjugation amuses. And it is interesting to observe the various levels of reaction with Beverly treating the pup with such disdain...others just sipping wine and laughing...some joining in the replication of canine antics by offering hands and feet to be sniffed. Then there is our neighbor, Judy, I believe the only heterosexual in the group, looking on with eyes glued to the comically painted scrotal sac, seemingly mesmerized as it swings about. When Beverly holds him upright for a view of that nasty erection, it is Judy who boldly steps forward and snaps photos.

I will have to get copies.    

I am impressed that, as the afternoon wears and the wine flows, Willie the pup maintains his tumescence. The tone of his muscling and his ability to move about with arms and legs uncomfortably entrapped suggests a certain youthful athleticism which I guess spurs the hormones and keeps the male organ quite stimulated. And so I become rather aroused myself knowing that, but for my controlling hand, Willie would be working his willie.

Yes, though having no desire for the male, controlling his libido, and all else for that matter, has a peculiarly pleasant effect. I am sanguine in handling a naked male and it is not totally the effect of the wine.

I find myself taken to having control. And with my third glass of Chardonnay, I tap away with the walking stick enjoying the sight of Willie lurching with the taps to his testicles, feeling his muscled form spasmodically pull on the leash in reaction, and understanding that I am endeavoring to make Willie a well-trained dog. 

What an interesting way to communicate! Master and dog. Authority and obedience. Pulls on the leash, corrective taps of the stick, an occasion terse command.

It’s a fascinating afternoon. The camaraderie of friends...the laughter...the ridiculing calls and comments...having a naked male so demean himself before the fully clothed group. Lenore is so thoughtful.


Chapter Twelve 

Willie

I do not understand why I remain so erect. It’s all I can do to restrain my hands from reaching around and stroking myself to relief. Just crawl into a corner and feel the wondrous pleasure of having my all too experienced right hand extinguish the lustful fire. 

Hours into the party, Chloe finally tires of walking me about, though I do not tire of gazing at her exquisite form. She leads me to a table and taps away with the walking stick as the leash directs me to step onto a chair and then up to the surface of the table. Though the leash is not tied off, the chair is slid away and without it I cannot return to the pool deck without jumping...an impossible task with limbs bound. So perched on the table I spend the afternoon where all can view my painted nakedness. An abrasive woman occasionally reaches out to caress and knead my scrotum, but otherwise the attention thankfully somewhat wanes.

But then this Miss Judy woman, earlier fervently snapping away with camera, steps through an opening in the back fence and returns with a bowl. It is filled with water and I quickly realize there will be more exhibition of canine behavior. 

She kindly places the bowl before me on the table and I find that I am indeed thirsty.

“Drink up, Willie. Later I’ll take you for a walk.”

The meaning of the words did not fully register as, without thinking, I lower my head to the bowl. Of course my snout hits the bottom of the bowl before my lips came near the level of the water. I had forgotten about the mask’s most prominent dog-like feature, a long spotted nose with faux nostrils.

Miss Judy laughs, also not anticipating my predicament.

“Well, you cannot go long without something to drink.”

She seems genuinely concerned, as opposed to the other partygoers, and signals to Miss Nancy, the cosmetician. She approaches.

“Willie really should be offered liquids,” Miss Judy lectures. “And flaccidity will need to be induced at some point.”

Miss Nancy smirks, uncaring about the male organ dysfunctioning in such a luridly pleasing manner. But the message is received. Two hands move to my neck and she gruffly tugs and removes my mask!

I am stunned as for the first time my identity is revealed. In a small college town, I am sure to later come across one or more of the gathering of women who are frolicking about the pool, imbibing wine, exchanging stories mainly derisive of the male gender, and mocking my nakedness with impunity. 

“Drink, Willie. I’ll get my makeup kit.”

I am thirsty, and as dozens of pairs of eyes look to examine my look of sheepishness and humiliation, I find my head dropping to the bowl, hiding my face to inhibit any mental recording of my features. My lips find the water and I begin to suck. And then I find the ruse behind Miss Judy’s kindly offering.

“Doggies lap, Willie. They cannot suck with their lips.”

I feel a firm hand grasping my dangling, swollen pink sac. The pressure slowly increases until I properly lap the water. Even Miss Judy seems to have a streak of disdain for the male.


Chapter Thirteen

Judy

Well, though I very much enjoy utilizing Willie’s balls to correct his behavior, I have to get some camera shots of our de-masked canine friend before Nancy returns with her makeup kit. 

After insisting on proper deportment in lapping the bowl, I release my grip and locate the digital device on a nearby table. Such large memory in such a small camera. There is the capacity for fifty more pictures, and hours of remaining afternoon daylight will totally expose our playful pup to the lens.

I begin, snapping away with abandon. Then I call his name and he looks up from the bowl. Snap, snap, snap...and recorded for all are charming photos of our little pet sans facial covering, but aptly emptying the bowl just as any thirsty pup. His face...his natural face...fills the viewfinder as I zoom the lens in for a close-up. Our pup will be easily identified long after the party terminates. Willie will be finding he has many new friends in our small college community. 

I know the girls will want copies and, in this age, Willie’s digital image will soon be electronically pulsating around town.

Well, he came to our little enclave to receive an education. What a lesson he is learning today. 

Our clever cosmetician returns and covers Willie’s hair with a tight-fitting and stretchable piece of latex known in the theater trade as a skullcap. Bottles and brushes appear and Nancy’s talented hand proceeds to cover Willie’s face and rubber covered head in matching white with black spots, restoring his Dalmatian appearance. Her handiwork is superb and the girls gather about giggling and ooohing and aaahing. Some laugh as tears of humiliation begin to flow. I of course snap more photos, chronicling Willie’s return to dogdom. 

When finished, Beverly steps forth to once again loop her fingers through his collar. She lifts and laughingly points out to all that the despite the tearful evidence of displeasure his erection appears firmer than ever. It does indeed stand up so straightly, seemingly glued to his abdomen.

I continue to record the spectacle with three quick snapshots. Though his face is covered in black and white, there can be no doubt that it is the afore-photographed Willie kneeling atop the table and posing in such a scandalous state of tumescence.

I am developing a most lascivious montage.


Chapter Fourteen

Willie

The mask is gone!

I feel more naked, more exposed than ever. And pictures are taken!

I should protest; quit; demand to be released!

But I have not yet earned the fifty dollars and the damage is done. Besides, unwarranted behavior is quickly corrected with that walking stick. And I am mindful of Judy’s firm grip on my testicles. 

So I lap the bowl. I am indeed thirsty and there is something about being with this Chloe that stimulates me beyond the physical. She is perfect, so beautiful...so kind...and through the leash I feel the guidance of her hand, as if she is touching me.

She stands to my side cooing comforting words, complimenting me on being such a good dog. Behind I feel fingers. The female gender cannot resist. Given a well shaven, attractively colored scrotal sac, it seems the examinations will not cease. And perched on the table, my organs swing like ripened fruit waiting to be picked.

Though large, I finish the bowl. When Miss Nancy returns with her paint and brushes, the crowd seems to collectively murmur encouraging words. For some reason I become dejected as her skilled hand returns my face to its canine portrayal. And when done this Miss Beverly again grasps my collar. I am once again ignominiously displayed, the tender examining hands have continuously fostered stiffness and Miss Beverly ensures that all observe my libidinous reaction.

And again the camera clicks...


Chapter Fifteen

Lenore

It seems my fifty or so dollars are well invested. Even Judy is enjoying the scene and she is both hetero and married.

Dumping the mask, though it served to so nicely portray our crawling male friend as a canine, gives rise to new elements of entertainment. After most have closely examined Willie’s genitals, his bright pink balls dangling at a much more accessible height while kneeling on the table, Chloe guides him back onto the pool deck. Our little doggie is most proficient moving on all fours. It seems Willie is a quick learner in thrusting forth his elbows and with alacrity propelling himself by pushing forward on bended knee. 

Sniffing various feet is now passé for our vinous group. Beverly has him lick her ankles and calves and I am pleasantly surprised to detect very little resistance to such abject groveling. 

Interesting how I chose so well with Willie. There was something in those eyes that I doubt even he realizes hints at a certain obsequiousness.

As the sun’s angle sadly hints at rapidly approaching darkness, Willie has licked away at the boots and legs of just about every attendee. Just when it appears the entertainment factor is waning, one of the girls, Kathy, in spying the available bar supplies, decides to make use of a sizable celery stalk intended for the zesty Bloody Marys preferred by many as eye openers.

Well, when Kathy claps her hands and calls out ‘here boy’, using the pleasant yet condescending tone of a dog lover, Willie stays in role and strains at his leash to respond. A laughing Chloe follows and I assume Willie misguidedly believes someone will show empathy for his plight.   

“He needs a tail,” a giggling Kathy announces. 

And after making Willie dutifully lick the plump end of the celery stalk, our normally demure friend demonstrates the emboldening effects of alcohol. She steps to Willie’s rear and with a command to spread widely, brazenly parts his gluteal cleft with one hand and with the other slips the fat end of the celery into his rectum. The laughter is ear splitting. With the curvature of the stalk pushing the leafy end upwards, Willie does indeed have the cutest green tail. 

Well, Kathy’s improvisation calls for another lap about the pool with more humiliating comments and of course much fondling of the green stalk. Our concupiscent group knows of course that the bulbous end abrades Willie’s prostate. Under the guise of stroking his ‘tail’, Willie’s uniquely male gland receives much feminine attention. Interesting to observe how his crawling is so comically affected. With the penetrating stalk forcing his knees further apart, his balls are more prominently displayed than ever.


Chapter Sixteen

Willie

It’s degrading, demeaning, humiliating. But what can I do about it? My beautiful new friend walks me once again around the pool with my rectum stuffed with celery. When hands reach out to toy with the protruding stalk, I lurch uncontrollably, the fat end of the vegetable deeply implanted and causing a most embarrassing reaction. Manipulating my celery stalk tail makes my stiff penis waggle. One girl notices and calls out to all. Then everyone must try and once again the raucous laughter erupts.

Gratefully, Lenore announces it is time to cut the cake. Miss Chloe demonstrates the effectiveness of my bonds by merely slipping the leather loop at the end of the leash over the handle of a chair. So simple. So quick, yet I am held prisoner while ‘Happy Birthday’ is sloppily sung by the partially inebriated group of feminine antagonists. 

Yes, I could attempt to crawl off, but in dragging the chair I would not get far, not even through the back door

So I humbly remain kneeling, perched on the faux dog paws, pleased to be left alone.

For the first time I have an opportunity to casually view my surroundings. I am glad to see that the pool area is encircled with a high fence. Under the guise of safety, the white, six foot high boards afford much privacy and I must wonder how many afternoons of sunlit perversity have passed here. Trees block the view from adjacent homes. There is however a house to the rear with a window overlooking the pool.

Summer has ended and the women seem comfortable and familiar with the surroundings. This is not the first deviant gathering. Obviously in having a naked male moving about on a leash, Miss Lenore and the others are aware of the level of privacy and seclusion. Thus they frolic with impunity.

In the rear of the yard, a gate provides an opening to an area behind the garage. This is where Miss Judy exited then returned with the bowl of water. I must assume she is a neighbor and thus the sole window to the rear is hers.

I am heartened when coffee is served. Miss Judy politely declines and instead approaches where I meekly remain on all fours. She smiles and slips the leash from the chair handle. The walking stick is nearby and her right hand retrieves it. 

“Come Willie,” she smiling suggests, as if I have a choice.

Though her voice is agreeable, her hand tugs quite firmly. Elbows and knees shuffle and I am led to the rear gate. With Miss Chloe opening gifts, few notice my departure.

Whereas Miss Lenore’s back yard is well landscaped with flowers, hanging pots and well-tended shrubbery, we enter a barren stretch of ground in back of the garage. A neighboring garage abuts and the narrowness of the passage cuts out the daylight, inhibiting the growth of vegetation. Various garden tools suggest the otherwise useless alleyway has been designated for the storage of unsightly equipment.

“Come, boy.”

I am amazed that the paws continue to function well on compacted soil, I have no difficulty in being guided to the far end where, as suspected, the opposing opening leads to another yard. 

The firm hand draws up the slack on my leash.

“Here. This is a good spot.”

I stop. Miss Judy leans down, her smile turning devilish.

“Left leg up. Place your paw on the garage wall. Be a good boy. You’ve had a lot of water and it’s late.”

She taps my testicles as a reminder. Again, what choice do I have?

“It’s best to lean on it, distribute your weight so it’s equal on your hind legs. Yes, such a good boy. Now up. Yes, come on, up.”

Miss Judy lifts the leash with her left hand and the collar follows, encouraging me to raise my front paws. She taps away at the sensitive scrotal flesh and I awkwardly manage to balance myself, left rear paw on the garage wall, right rear on the soil, front paws in the air, her grip on my collar assisting with my balance.

“Yes, that’s very good. Now you can go for me...yes right here...wet the dirt now. Be good.”

I indeed have a full bladder as Miss Judy very well knows. But to perform such an intimate task before a woman!


Chapter Seventeen

Judy

Our Willie does not know that I am a nurse and have had men perform for me in every conceivable position and posture. And yes, though he remains astoundingly engorged, I will teach him something about the male anatomy he probably does not realize. Urination while erect is possible; difficult, but possible. 

I’ll just tap away with the walking stick until he summons both the will power and the abdominal strength to open his little valve and let the contents flow. 

Such an amusing way to end the afternoon. Humbling the naked male, forcing him to expose himself in performing such an intimate function. 

Yet inwardly, young Willie so enjoys himself. I wonder if at his impressionable age he fully understands what Lenore quickly ascertained.

This boy has incredibly deviant proclivities...latent...innate, but amazingly inherent in such a young male. And to Lenore’s friends, such licentious propensities can be facilely transformed to pleasingly effectuate a woman’s entertainment. An entire afternoon of entertainment. 

Well, Willie, sometimes it is best to learn these things early in life, I think to myself.

And with that thought, my humbled, leashed doggie begins his flow. I suppress my laughter, I do not wish to break his concentration.


Chapter Eighteen

Willie

With Miss Judy’s incessant tapping, I force myself to perform. I close my eyes and press, my abdominal muscles contracting to begin the commanded flow. So humiliating, yet I obey. Is it my bonds? My nakedness? Her stern hand holding up my collar? The mental trauma of having spent the afternoon crawling about to amuse a gaggle of odd women? What brings such obeisance?

And yet I feel a glow in responding to her, meeting her challenge, performing like a trained animal. What is this sensation?

The walking stick presses against my erection, adjusting the direction of my excretion. With eyes closed I did not realize the flow was streaming down the concrete wall of the garage. In feeling the effect of her hand, however indirectly, I open to gaze into the twinkling eyes of this curious woman. She is strong, exacting, and yet kind.

“Keep pressing until it’s empty, Willie. Yes, that’s a good boy.”

She speaks as if addressing a toddler during potty training. Authoritative, controlling yet motherly.

I am glad it is only she. Though noticeably intrigued, Miss Judy is not laughing evilly as with the others. As opposed to the abject degradation enjoyed by the likes of Miss Beverly, Miss Judy is tender and caring, applying the walking stick as an inducement for behavior, which is beneficial to my being. 


Chapter Nineteen

Lenore

I spy Judy returning from behind the garage. The black and white face of our leashed human Dalmatian follows and he has a look of relief, as one who has been shot at and missed.

Our pup thinks that with the darkness and the serving of coffee his afternoon is over. Well, Beverly is both intrigued and somewhat giddy with drink, and she is not one who ends a soiree with a simple anticlimactic ‘good night’ and a wave goodbye.

“There’s our little beast.” she exclaims with mocked enthusiasm.

“It’s time for Willie the dog to give the birthday girl a nice present. Let’s see what has he brought? I don’t see anything for her.”

Beverly grabs the leash, which Judy knows to relinquish with a confident smile. The sizable woman gruffly tugs, dragging a comically crawling Willie toward Chloe. Even in the gloaming she looks radiant and though poor Willie has to shuffle elbows and knees with inordinate rapidity, he seems happy to once again be in Chloe’s proximity. When Beverly pulls back on the leash and commands ‘stay’, Willie promptly halts and looks up into the face of my angelic housemate. He is both infatuated and embarrassed, I am sure thinking of what smooth words he would be uttering to introduce himself in a more vanilla setting. 

“Well, what can a little puppy offer to show affection for his Master on her birthday.”

Beverly pauses. I know that diabolical look. She can be incorrigible, and no one will dare correct her behavior, though I doubt any one is in the frame of mind to do so.

“How about he shows her how he’s maturing? Our puppy is not as young as one thinks, Chloe.”

With that Beverly again lifts Willie’s collar to raise his front paws and underbelly and flaunt his massive erection.

“Ooooh, I think he’s in love with his Master, and he likes to show off. Want to show off pup? Show Miss Chloe that you’re really a big dog?

Three fingers of Beverly’s powerful left hand slip under the collar. Her right hand releases the leash. She stoops and palms Willie’s penis which is exceedingly large and stiff; its still glistening purple head coated with smegma and well lit by the pool lights.

“Show Miss Chloe how much you adore her.”

Though some guests have begun to leave, all return to view Beverly’s antics. She really knows how to end a party. 

Beverly expertly circles the uncut flesh of the frenulum and begins a slow up and down motion. There is laughter with Willie’s muffled groan of pleasure. Chloe smiles with delight. Willie rolls his eyes in disbelief.

The party is not yet over. 


Chapter Twenty

Willie

Oh, this can’t be happening!

Before a girl I would normally be seeking to date, this termagant is brazenly playing with my erection. And the crowd of women returns to observe her teasing hand.

I mistakenly thought I was through for the day.

I struggle futilely. Without use of hands and feet there is nothing I can do except face the beautiful blonde and humbly listen to the taunting words of Miss Beverly as she holds me up on my knees and strokes.

Miss Chloe, the exquisite Miss Chloe watches with a look of enjoyment, seemingly enthralled with Miss Beverly’s notion that I wish to offer a present...a gift...a token of male esteem in the form of...of…what?

She is masturbating me!

“Yes, Chloe, you must feel the strength in this young organ; like steel! It is no wonder he displays it with such coyness. His face indicates shyness, but the engorged penis suggests otherwise.”

She silently strokes. Up. Down. Up. Down. After a time, Miss Beverly’s knowing hand senses my pending climax. She painfully bends my rigid manhood downward toward the pool deck. I moan with the strange combination of pleasure and pain. Miss Beverly laughs.

“Oh, no, not yet my canine friend. You need to obey your Master. Chloe will say when.”

I am chagrined to find Miss Beverly is correct. Though I try in desperation to finally spew my seed, despite the humiliating setting of some dozen or more women, and end the mental torment, Miss Beverly’s hand controls. With the extreme angle, she awkwardly abridges any ability to ejaculate. Yet she dexterously continues to stroke and I must confess that her manipulation is superb. 

Meanwhile Miss Chloe looks on in fascination. It is evident that she has not often viewed the priapic male in close up. And it is difficult to determine if her interest is an aloof curiosity, a casual form of entertainment after a long afternoon of libertine carousing or lust.

She giggles, evidently understanding my extreme frustration and sensing my futile attempts to rid myself of an afternoon’s building supply of male essence.

Stroke after stroke, the crowd of women begins to chant. Finally Miss Chloe smiles and nods.

“Do you have something for me Willie?” my blond goddess casually inquires.

With that, the evil Miss Beverly rights the angle of my erection and turns my body. On Miss Chloe’s verbal cue, the gripping hand directs my stiff phallus toward the pool. Her left hand leaves my collar and grasps my celery stalk tail to keep me balanced. With a shove I feel the rectal pain/pleasure of extreme penetration then hear the snap of crisp vegetable. With a final extraordinarily firm stroke to my penis, thick gobs of whiteness erupt and splatter to the pool water. I hear the laughter and cheers of the feminine onlookers. After several quick draining strokes, forcing drool to drip to my feet, Miss Beverly joins in the cackling. Satisfied that my organs are depleted, her guiding left hand pushes and with a loud splash I find myself immersed in the shockingly cold water. 

I believe I faint.


Chapter Twenty One

Lenore

Despite all the laughter, there eventually collects a degree of concern for our splashing puppy. Beverly reaches for his leash and with one hand drags him to the side and lifts him from the chilling water. Judy unzips the latex arm and leg coverings. The girls bid adieu and leave after our neighboring nurse assures everyone that the emotional and physical duress have finally overwhelmed and Willie the pup has merely fainted. 

Chloe and I are eager to mellow out. I am sure watching Willie being forcibly brought to such dramatic climax has spurred her own needs. We have both abstained from alcohol over the past hour and my libido is as anxious as hers.

So I find Willie’s clothes and toss the grungy attire atop his reclining form. The cool night air will revive him. He can dress when he’s conscious and slip out the gate. Right now I want Chloe.

Since the fifty dollars is obviously so important to him, I amuse by finding a safety pin and cruelly secure the single bill to his right nipple by piercing the very tip of his areola. Though I doubt he will forget us, he now has more reason to remember, awakening to the portrait of Ulysses S. Grant pinned to his useless tit.

As I take Chloe by her hand, I notice that Beverly takes the time to slip Willie’s wallet from his jeans.

“William Devereux. From Chillicothe. A nice little Ohio town. 78 Oak Blossom Lane. Most likely his parents’ address. Comforting to be able to put a name and address with a face.”

Beverly tosses the wallet atop Willie’s supine and naked form. The contents spill about and contrast with the moist body paint mostly washed away in the pool. Our canine mime is left looking like a melted ice cream sandwich. 

My final view is of Beverly’s right foot placed where the male most seeks to avoid pressure and pain. Her boot is ominously foreboding, juxtaposed against the vulnerable pink flesh. Willie will awaken to a most menacing threat.

That final glimpse will give me much thought as I strip Chloe for her bath. I want her fresh and smelling of herbal soap.


Chapter Twenty Two

Willie

I try to forget the cathartic events of that Saturday afternoon. It was only by enduring excruciating pain that I managed to extract the safety pin from my nipple. Then I spent most of that evening in a quiet dormitory bathroom working my bowels to pass the remains of the celery stalk. With the bulbous end remaining in my anus, my sphincter contracted after Miss Beverly’s final thrust broke it off. Thus by the time I returned to campus, my purse string muscle had relaxed with the greenery inside and it required time and much effort to extract it.

Some of Miss Nancy’s paint was difficult to remove and only finally disappeared with a second shower on Sunday. 

So with bowel problems and face partially covered with paint, I was not able to spend the hard-earned fifty dollars as planned. Besides, having ejaculated so strongly, with Miss Beverly’s skilled hand having completely drained me of semen, my desire to carouse, sneak a few underage beers and perhaps meet girls, was much depleted. 

