Training
by Allen Baker
"I have to shit bad, Sir."

Master glared at having his rest period interrupted. Then, giving in to the natural necessity, rolled off the bed and unlocked its collar chain.

Once in the bathroom, Master sat on the closed toilet lid. Ignoring his new property's puzzled look, he spread a plastic garbage bag on the floor in front of the commode. Then, holding out a tall glass just under its slit opening, he ordered, "Piss."

Obviously this was a novel experience, for it hesitated slightly, then attempted to comply. It reddened with effort, but no results.

"Come on, come on. We haven't got all night. You've done this at the doctor's office, haven't you?"

That image must have done the trick. The glass filled with the frothy, slightly steaming yellow juice.

"Kneel down in front of me and spread those heels. Now plant your lips around this root and drop that shit on the plastic."

it was obviously nervous now. Totally out of its experience, it nevertheless attempted to obey. Difficult at first in this unaccustomed environment, the urgency of nature finally assisted, and the room filled with the acrid smell of human waste.

Pulling the head away, Master asked, "Done?" There was a nod. Master reached into the pile of discarded clothing beside the shower and pulled out its underwear. He reached under to the brown mound and acquired a finger full which he deposited into the seat of the drawers. He wiped the remaining brown residue onto the fabric, then rinsed his fingers in the sink beside him. Master then twisted the seat of the shorts into an inch ball with a filled center.

it innocently watched the procedure in obedient silence, having no idea what was about to take place. Master dangled this under its nose and ordered, "Smell. Breathe deep. Take it in." Reluctantly, it obeyed, but having no frame of reference, no hint of the expected response, it just smelled bad.

"Who do you belong to?" The whispered question was soft, sensuous. Immediately, as if by rote, "You, Sir."

"Whose shit is this?"

Only a slight hesitation. "Your's, Sir?"

"Yes." Now the litany began. "Go ahead, beat your meat while you smell your Master's shit. It smells like outhouses in summer. Men's room stalls. It's the odor of the johns at the park. The tea rooms. It's the smell behind sex." The seductive murmurs continued as the Master lightly pulled the putrid fabric across its forehead, down the nose, across the lips and chin. "Smell my dung. Worship Master's shit."

it was mesmerized into obedience, and its hand moved faster in its crotch. Master placed the pungent nugget below its nose and bent down to kiss its mouth. That sealed the lips, forcing every breath through the fabric-clogged nostrils, taking in the strong perfume. The hand beat harder, faster.

Master broke off the kiss. "You don't have permission to cum." The hand stopped. "Stick out that tongue." Reluctant obedience. A desperate look in the eyes. Master lightly bounced the fabric there.

"Use that hand to wipe your filthy ass."

It reached for toilet paper and received a sharp slap. "I said, use the hand!" There was a long hesitation. Master wasn't concerned. He knew the mind needed time to adjust. He let the fabric-covered shit sit on the outstretched tongue and waited.

At last, slowly, the hand reached down and under. Eventually it came back brown slicked with sticky crud. "Now stroke your Master's cock with that hand. Get your Master's prong coated and rigid."

When Master's prong was hard and thickly pungent, he removed the underwear from the tongue and planted another kiss. When he broke away, he quietly whispered his orders, "Now suck your Master's cock. Use that mouth to make me feel good. To make me shoot. Mingle my white goo with that brown muck in your mouth and swallow it down."

With one hand, he tipped the yellow contents from the glass and splashed the liquid gold over his brown-streaked member. He continued the murmurings as he used the other hand to guide the trembling mouth to his crotch and watched as a single tear slid down its cheek. Yes, his new property was certainly trainable. Master smiled and closed his eyes in pleasure.
