This is a work of adult fiction.  I know, because I wrote it.  Any resemblance to anyone you might recognize in this story is purely coincidental, and is probably in your mind.  That’s my story, and I’m sticking to it.

An Animal Lover’s Story by Phaedrus

Gentle reader, you are very lucky.  This story has never been told.  Not even a little.  I have kept the secrets contained within this document for the last thirty years and will never speak them to anyone.  I am writing because I feel the need to do so.  As you will learn, I follow my urges.  What follows is neither pretty nor always kind, but it is my narrative.

Animals have always kept a special place in my heart.  When I was very young, I grew up on a small farm.  Among other things, we kept the normal allotment of dogs and cats and had in addition, goats, sheep, ponies, and a llama named Raja.  Back in the sixties, it was unusual for anyone to see a llama outside of the zoo and people used to come to visit him.  Unfortunately, Raja’s temper was not very good, and he took great pleasure in spitting on visitors, whether they be strangers or family.  He was also very protective of our field stock and watched over the herd as if he were in charge.

When I was very young, about six or seven, I became fascinated with bodily functions, as young children are wont to do.  I followed one of our dogs around and when he became a coprophage, I tried it myself.  The experience was definitely not to my liking.  I also became fascinated with the goats, sheep, and ponies and used to go out of my way to watch them do their business.  I tired of the other stock, but equines still hold certain fascinations for me to this day.

The stable where we kept the ponies at night was in the upper pasture at the edge of the paddock.  Every evening, the two Shetland ponies, Paddy and Penny, were watered, fed, and settled down in their stalls.  In the mornings, I would help my older siblings clean the stalls and spread fresh straw.  My father was never around when I was young, and my mother had absolutely no interests in animals what so ever.  I later found out she was much more interested in a nearby neighbor.  I guess that is another story.

In bad weather, the livestock was kept inside and I would go out to sit in the stable and talk with them.  As my older siblings had other interests outside of the animals, I often found myself alone with my animal friends.  We had several barn cats.  These were real, honest, hard-working cats and were in no way related to the pampered pussies living in the house.  They were really feral cats who tolerated only quiet intrusion.  We got along just fine.  I would carry some sort of treats out for the cats and brush the two ponies until they were shiny and fresh.  This does not last with Shetlands, by the way, as they like to roll more than any other horse I know, but at least they looked good for a while.  Because the ponies where so gentle, I was able to enter their stalls to feed, groom, and talk with them.  I still believe I have a special rapport with animals, especially cats and horses.  For reasons that will become more clear with time, everyone who knows me thinks I hate horses.  If they ever knew the real truth!

Because I would groom every part of the horse, I was able to study in some depth the portions of their anatomy that fascinated me most.  Long-tailed ponies get used to you pulling stickers out of their hair and will stand for hours while you groom them.  This is the first opportunity I got to study their under tail goodies and I made the most of it.  I found out that a mare will let you groom and play with her pussy until her inner lips pout out and her natural lubrication will run in a solid stream.  I also found out that a mare tastes good.  Very good.  I found out that a gelding still likes to have his glans rubbed.  The strong smell still does nothing for me, however, and I never progressed beyond rubbing.

When I was about eight or nine, my parents divorced and my mother and I moved into an apartment in a distant city.  I have not had much contact with my father since and won’t be surprised to find out one day that he has died.  My older siblings either stayed with my father or ran off to join the service or go to college or get knocked up.  I have nothing to do with any of them.

For the next several years I had no contact with animals other than a couple of decidedly spoiled cats.  I now enjoy spoiled cats and have several.  At the time, however, I thought they had it easy and did not have much to do with them.

My mother fell in love with a new guy and they were married some time later.  He did not bother me much.  He worked hard and came home late.  As best as I know, he was a solid, straight up guy with no vices whatsoever.  Definitely no kin of mine.  One thing I did appreciate about him is that he liked large dogs.  I am not a dog person, per se, although I do have one now.  I learned to appreciate one dog very much, however.

By this time, I was an early teenager.  Because we had moved around so much and because I have always been most content with my own company, I did not make very many friends in junior or high school.  Mostly, this was not a bad thing, as I spent all of my time either in the woods or riding my bicycle.  As we had not much money, I never owned a car until I went to college.  The one thing being a loner deprives you of, however, is female companionship.  A teenager is a very horny critter, and will find an outlet for said horniness one way or another.  I should tell you that I am not ugly, nor fat, nor otherwise disgusting.  I had great success with women in college and am married to a truly gorgeous classmate.  She does not know everything about me.

One evening, whacking off to Charlie’s Angels did not take the edge off my horniness.  Our big mixed breed shorthaired dog was sleeping on the floor of my bedroom and I began to watch her as I jerked off.  Candy was mixed with Great Dane and something else, had a gentle disposition, and weighed about 80 pounds.  She was brown and white, stood about waist high and had the most beautiful deep brown eyes.  She was not spayed.  I slid off of my bed and kneeled down in front of her.  She raised her head and sniffed at my dick.  I am not one of those jerks you read who swear they have a huge dick and the drive to use it all night.  Several of my human lovers have let me know that I am more than adequate, but I have seen several larger guys in the shower rooms, and can tell you I am of average size.

The most amazing thing then happened.  As I jerked off, Candy began to lick the head of my dick.  The feeling was beyond anything I had ever known and I busted a nut at that instant.  Candy licked every drop and then some.  I thought I would pass out from the sensations coursing through my body.  Finally my dick got so sensitive I made her stop.

I crawled into bed and fell asleep.  The pleasure soon subsided and the guilt that replaced it was crushing.  I began to attend church and tried my best not to let the experience with Candy repeat itself.  Of course, you know what happened.  Those damned Charlie’s Angels.  I became an addict and so did Candy.  The only problem with this arrangement was that she became very cuddly with me.  In the privacy of our bedroom this was not a problem, but in public it was a different story.  I had to be very careful not to fall asleep on the sofa or wear loose fitting shorts, as Candy would inevitable nose her way into my crotch.

As I mentioned, Candy was not spayed.  It was not long before she came into heat.  I had noticed this before, but this time I really noticed.  She was a large dog and with that comes a large dog pussy.  One evening she kept rubbing against me and backing up to me.  I touched her haunches and she raised her tail out of the way and stood perfectly still.  Who said I wasn’t a ladies man? I began to gently touch her, much the same way as I had touched the ponies so long ago and she reacted even more strongly.  A clearish red fluid immediately began to seep from between her pussy lips and her already swollen cunt got hot and puffy.  I probed gently with my finger, and she backed down onto the tip very aggressively.  That was when I felt her hymen.  She was also a virgin!  I have since found that dogs and horses have hymens and can be rather tough to break through

Candy’s cherry hit my finger and stopped her cold.  Her spine arched up and I think she was just as surprised as I was.  I began to gently thrust in and out with my finger and she began to hump back.  Suddenly, she rammed her cunt onto my hand and my finger broke through to her very warm depths.  I had no idea a bitch’s cunt would twitch and throb like it did.  My own orgasm took me by surprise and I knelt there with my finger inside my dog and creamed myself good.  Man, talk about a guilt thing.  I honestly expected God to take me right then and there.

Candy continued to hump my hand and my dick did not shrink even a little.  Teenagers really are the horniest critters.  I was covered in sticky cum and Candy was wet with blood and secretions of her own.  When I pulled my finger she began to turn around to see what was the matter.  I grabbed her hips in both hands very tight and pulled myself into position.  She stood still and panted with her head down low.  I have no doubt she knew exactly what was about to happen.  I took the head of my dick in my one hand and held Candy still with the other.  My slick glans entered her cunt with very little resistance until I was about an inch into her.  Then, there was a very tight, almost annular ring feeling.  My rock hard dick was not coming out and I grabbed her with both hands.

Candy felt my dick and began to push backwards.  She also started to quiver and clench inside and I pulled myself in with hard, steady pressure.  Every time her pussy would relax, I would slide another little bit inside.  I did not know how much she could take (I had never done this before!) and was very pleasantly surprised when at last I was all the way inside her.  I swear she had several orgasms of her own and my dick had never felt better.  I began to hump her very aggressively now.  Because I had just cum, my next orgasm was several minutes away.  I humped away and could not believe the waves of pleasure coursing through my body.  Almost without warning, my orgasm hit like a freight train.  I came and came, spurting a huge load deep into my bitch.  Candy kept squeezing back and the combination about killed me.  Finally I stopped and my dick got soft.  I pulled out of Candy and watched with fascination at what appeared to be a quart of semen spilling out of her snatch.

Candy flopped down on one side and began to wash her very swollen cunt.  I could tell by the way she licked that she was sore and felt a little bad for her.  I started to get up and had an idea.  Candy always liked to lick my dick.

To be continued…

