
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Bought and Sold 
 
      
 
      
 
    Lia is a shy but confident girl, who chose a life of obedience and pleasure over success. She’s done her training, and a new master has bought her online. She needs to remember her training and give herself over to this new man if she’s ever going to find happiness in the life she chose. 
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 Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Anders was once again shopping for a pet on his favorite website. New listings don’t pop up very often, but there are usually several at the end of every month. 
 
    He had been searching for a full year and hadn’t found the right pet yet. He just didn’t feel the connection to any of the girls so far. He looked through the descriptions of each girl but nothing quite jumped out as the right one for him. All of them were very pretty, but that’s not what he cared about the most, he wanted one with the right personality to fit him and his lifestyle. 
 
    After looking at six of the ten girls, he saw her: Lia, a young woman, maybe mid-twenties, long curly brown hair, looking at the camera with a shy smile. His heart seemed to quicken. He clicked on her profile and read the summary of her personality. She was a shy girl, timid when talking to someone new, but in the bedroom she completely changed. She was confident, and a very sexual person. She was very intelligent, went to a high-degree college and everything, but she chose a life as a personal pet.  
 
    This was important to Anders, as he didn’t want a dumb slut. There’s nothing wrong with that, of course. His buddy who told him about the site had bought a dumb slut from it, and they were happy. That’s just not what Anders wanted. He wanted a pet who could have had a high-profile life but was such a slut inside she threw it all away to live as someone’s fuck pet. 
 
    Lia’s description was just about perfect to Anders. He moved on to the list of special trainings she had received and what skills she had. Every pet is trained to have different skills.  As part of her training, she was taught to fully enjoy group sex, double penetration, multiple consecutive orgasms, exhibitionism, endure long periods of bondage, and she was trained to be completely obedient to her master. 
 
    There is always a video of the pet on her profile, showcasing her skills and letting her talk to the camera herself. It immediately opened to her sitting nice and polite on a stool, shyly looking at the camera. “Hi, my name is Lia” The video switched to a POV shot of her taking a guy’s cock all the way down her throat. She was visibly gagging and her eyes were watering up, but she was moving her head herself, moving her head back until only the tip of the cock was in her lips, and then slowly moving forward to take all of his length down her throat.  
 
    “I love being a pet. I’m looking for a master who can take care of me.” The video changed again to her lying on a bed, her arms tied above her head, her legs spread open and her ankles tied to her upper thighs. It was one of the most beautiful sights Anders had ever seen. She had a vibrating wand attached to her clit, and two large dildos in her pussy and ass. She was blindfolded, gagged, and muffled screams of pleasure were escaping her mouth. There was a chalkboard next to her with lines indicating how many orgasms she had had. A man wrote down a twelfth line on the board, and Lia visibly relaxed on the bed, but nobody came to take out the toys or untie her. 
 
    “I hope one of you watching this video chooses me to take care of. I can’t wait to serve you.” The last sentence was said as she quickly glanced away from the camera, obviously too shy to look straight. The video changed again, this time Lia was in the middle of a pile of men, all three of her holes being fucked fast and hard by three different men. She had cum over her face, in her hair, and along her back. These three were obviously not the first to take her. It zoomed out and showed ten other men in the room, waiting for their turns. Anders wondered how many times each man would fuck her, if any of them went more than once, and how long it took to satisfy all of them. Did she pass out afterwards? 
 
    The video changed back to her prettily sitting on the stool one last time. She was smiling at the camera again, and this time a man off screen said, “Now tell them, ‘I fuck like a bitch in heat’” She visibly blushed, heat creeping into her face, and looked away from the camera, towards where the man had spoken. After a pause she looked back, but her face had changed. Something shifted in her eyes, she stared straight at the camera, and she had such a dirty look in her eyes as she said, “And I fuck like a bitch in heat.” She gave a strong mischievous smile towards the camera, looking strong and confident. Then her face shifted again, and she looked away from the camera one last time before it went black. 
 
    Anders was filled with a deep desire to see that look in her eyes while she was taking his cock deep down her throat. He immediately began betting on her profile, determined to spend whatever it took to own her. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    The day had finally come. After a full year training in this house with Master, I was not only finally up on the market, but someone had bought me within a day! I couldn’t believe I had already been chosen. 
 
    The past year in this house, training almost every day, has been nothing short of heaven. I was nervous when I first agreed to give up everything for this, but I don’t regret it at all. We all want to live a life that makes us happy, and what will do that is different for every person. I just wasn’t happy going to school, nor was I happy owning a successful small business right after. It just wasn’t worth it. Becoming a pet was the best decision I’d ever made. 
 
    At first I was confused by the concept. I knew about the pet play dynamic in the BDSM community before I joined, and I just didn’t feel like taking on an animal persona was my thing. Master was the one who recruited me, though, and he explained that not every pet he takes on needs to do this. He calls all of the girls “pets”, even if the girl trains to be more of a slave than a pet. He uses the word pet instead of slave because it denotes a particular type of slave that he recruits for – one that wants to be taken care of, give and receive unconditional love while fucking like animals. It wasn’t required for the girl to take on an animal role, like a dog or horse. This made me much more relaxed, that he would train me to what I naturally would go towards, what desires were deep inside of me instead of changing me into something I didn’t want to be. It didn’t take too many conversations between us for me to agree. 
 
    And now the best year of my life was over, but I knew that my future was now secure, and every year would be better than the last.  
 
    I was taken to my new master the next day, on a Friday night. It’s customary to give a pet a weekend to have the full attention of the new master, get them acclimated to the new rules and surroundings. I was shown my new master’s profile the day I left the house. He was older than me, but incredibly handsome. He was obviously successful, or he wouldn’t have been able to afford a pet in the first place. 
 
    Master drove me over himself, something he hadn’t done for many of the others. It was a long drive, mostly in silence. Being a pet, I didn’t have many possessions to take with me. The books and hobbies I’d picked up to pass the time at the house all belonged to Master, I couldn’t just take them. I hoped my new master would buy me things to pass the time he was at work. A thought passed in my head: maybe he would leave me tied to the bed with toys inside me all day, then come home to fuck me the rest of the night. Already my panties were getting wet, just thinking about it. 
 
    Master interrupted my thoughts when he said, “I know the guy I’m selling you to. He’s a good man. You’ll be happy there. Just remember, if anything goes wrong, all you have to do is call the emergency number, and you’ll be brought back to the house, no questions asked. You won’t have to, though. I wouldn’t be giving you to him if I had any doubts about him.” 
 
    “Thank you, Master. I appreciate you looking out for me. I’m going to miss you,” I said quietly.  
 
    “You can’t call me that, anymore. Just call me Sir. You have to call Anders “Master”, now. Don’t slip that up when we get there. That’s the first new rule.” I nodded. We passed the rest of the car ride in silence. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    When my new “Master” opened the door, my breath caught. He was still in his work clothes, but his white button up shirt was slightly undone, hanging loose around his dress pants. He was quite a bit taller than me, and while he was relaxed and smiling, he had this air of pure confidence; it was something I could almost physically feel. I was impressed. But it still hadn’t sunk in that he was my new master. 
 
    They exchanged greetings and we all went into the living room. His confidence was so intimidating; I couldn’t quite look at him. Looking at the floor was safer. I realized I hadn’t really been listening to anything they had been saying. Anders asked us to sit. They sat on the couch, and per my training I sat on the floor at Master’s – I mean Sir’s – feet. Anders looked at me, slightly confused but obviously pleased at my consistency in training. Sir put his hand on my shoulder, slightly running his hand over my hair in a comforting gesture. 
 
    There is one element to the pet play dynamic that I enjoyed during training – debasing myself as less than human. I am to love and serve my master in whichever way he wishes. Rules and boundaries make this easy, and I am comforted by routine. Any reminder that I am here to give my master pleasure is one that I enjoy. 
 
    Sir was talking to Anders. “It’s always different how quickly a new pet gets accustomed to her new master, but Lia here is one of my best. I have no doubt she’ll get used to everything very soon. You know she’s already been trained, she’ll follow every command, you already know her hard limits, and I trust that you’ll respect them. Not respecting hard limits results in an immediate recall of the pet, and you’ll be banned from my and every other pet site.” 
 
    He turned to me and gave me a sad smile. “Lia, I have to go, now. I know you’re going to be happy here, with your Master. Be a good girl.” I stood up and hugged him, maybe tighter than I should have in front of my new master. I told him goodbye, and he walked out the door. Suddenly I was alone with my master, but it felt like my real Master had just left.  
 
    I wasn’t sure why, but I was nervous. I wasn’t ready to give myself up completely to a total stranger. How could he be my master? I didn’t even know him. I know I was trained to do exactly that, but I couldn’t bring myself to turn around and face him, I was too scared I wouldn’t be happy here. I chose to awkwardly stand in his living room, instead. 
 
    I wasn’t sure how much time had passed, but I heard him behind me, softly asking, “I’m sorry if you’re scared.” 
 
    “I’m not scared,” I said. That was mostly true. I wasn’t scared of him, or that he’d hurt me, I trusted that Sir would give me to a good owner, but I was scared of starting this new life. It was easier being honest when I wasn’t looking at him. “I’m going to miss him. I’m excited about this, but I’m sad… and nervous.” I waited for his reply, unsure of how he would react. Would he be upset? 
 
    His voice came from closer behind me than it did before, but it had such a comforting quality to it, that it didn’t scare me. “I understand. I want you to know that we don’t have to jump into anything. I want you to be comfortable. It’s my job to take care of you, isn’t it?” My heart soared as he said this. Maybe I could get used to this new situation soon, maybe he’d be just as good a master as my old one. 
 
    I turned around to face him. “Thank you... Master.” It felt too weird to call him this, I didn’t like it. I already had a Master, how was I supposed to call Anders that? 
 
    “What if we just hang out on the couch for tonight? I’ll order us some food and we’ll watch a couple movies.” I nodded and sat on the couch with him. Just watching TV with him was weird, but it was also just so normal that it was nice. He put his arm around my waist and pulled me closer to him. He softly kissed the top of my head, and before pulling away he said, “I know you’re going to be a good pet. We’ll make each other happy.” I was able to relax more into him. I was too shy to say anything back, so I showed him I appreciated it by leaning on him more, cuddling into his side and put my feet up on the couch. He put his arm tightly around my waist and held me. 
 
    Leaning against him I could feel how fit he actually was. I hadn’t had too many of these quiet moments with my old master, except during after care. Surprisingly, having this time with Anders was turning me on. He was just so comforting, and very sexy. All of a sudden I was very aware of the feeling of his hand on my waist. I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about what it would feel like to have this hand go past the hem of a dress or skirt. I was regretting wearing pants today. I wasn’t sure, but it seemed like he could tell I was getting turned on. He moved his hand from my waist to my hip, and slightly gripped me. I wasn’t even sure I really wanted it to go anywhere tonight, but I still moved my hand to his lap, just barely not touching his crotch. 
 
    I could feel him responding beside me, tensing up ever so slightly. Was he trying to restrain himself? I imagined him losing control, pushing me on my back to the other side of the couch, landing on top of me. I quietly ask him to stop, but he rips down my pants, immediately placing his hand on my sex, feeling how wet I was, and not pausing before pushing two fingers inside me while rubbing my clit with his thumb. I imagine not being able to stop myself from moaning, loving the feeling while I don’t notice he’d pulled down his pants as well. I’m about to ask him to stop again, that I’m not quite ready for this tonight, but before I can he replaces his hand with his cock, quickly thrusting in and out of me, taking my breath away. 
 
    Suddenly my day dream was torn away when I feel his hand move from my hip to my butt. I wasn’t sure what to do, but I pushed my hip out just a little bit into his hand. He reached farther to lightly press into my sex, and I moved my hand to the top of his crotch. I just couldn’t help it, I had turned myself on so much imagining him taking me. I could hear the smile in his voice when he said, “Or maybe we can jump into everything tonight.” I tilted my head to look up at him, a smile on my face as well. His right hand went to the back of my head and he leaned down to kiss me. His hand was gentle, but his mouth wasn’t. He was kissing me hard, putting all of his restraint into kissing me, but he pressed his hand into my sex harder, rubbing slightly, and I mirrored him with my own hand. 
 
    What followed next made me think he could read my thoughts. He pushed me over onto my back and placed himself between my legs on top of me. He was kissing me deeply as I let my hands roam up and down his back and to his chest. I’ve always loved the feeling of a man’s muscles moving beneath my hands. He pulled my shirt and pants off, until I was completely naked underneath him. One hand went to roughly massage my breast while the other went farther south. He ran a finger lightly up and down my slit and smiled against my lips when he felt how wet I was. He parted my lips and rubbed up and down my clit, circling it fast. I started undoing the buttons on his shirt and he pushed two fingers inside of me, still rubbing my clit with his thumb. The real thing was much better than my fantasy. 
 
    When his shirt was off I unbuttoned his pants as well. He began kissing and biting my neck while I slid his pants down as far as I could. He was massaging my g-spot with his fingers so hard I was starting to let go of every other thought. My training was slipping away, I was no longer thinking about whether or not he was my master, I was just enjoying the pleasure. “Oh, please fuck me,” I whispered as I stroked his cock. “Fuck me hard.” He smiled against my neck and pulled away to look down at me as he took his cock into his own hand and rubbed it up and down my sex, agonizingly slowly. I whimpered and began panting when he finally placed it at my opening. He made eye contact with me right when he plunged all of him inside of me, smacking his hips into my thighs. 
 
    I immediately screamed out, closing my eyes and arching my back. I dug my fingers into his back, holding him close to me as he moved his hips, starting off a little slow but gaining speed with every thrust. Soon he was fucking me hard and fast, thrusting into me so hard that the sound of him smacking into me filled the space of his living room, able to be heard even with me moaning and screaming. “Oh god yes, pet, you feel so good,” he groaned out, and moved his hand around my throat, squeezing until my moans could barely escape my throat. I loved the feeling of the weight of him above me, and I could feel an orgasm building and building within me. He never relented in how hard he fucked me, never let his hand leave my throat, and it seemed to go on forever just like that. Finally my orgasm bubbled over, my hips lifted into him harder than before and my pussy clamped around his cock, squeezing him so tightly as waves of pleasure rolled up and down my body. My legs closed behind his back, but he didn’t slow down. My orgasm slowly faded, and I could finally think just a little more clearly.  
 
    He let go of my throat and I tried to gasp for air but couldn’t stop screaming as his cock thrust into me with the same force as before. He began massaging my clit at the same time, and it was too much. I hadn’t recovered from the orgasm and he was still barreling into me, and with the added stimulation I just couldn’t handle it. I tried to push his hand away, “Please, no, it’s too much!” I tried to tell him, but he shooed my hand away and only circled faster and harder. 
 
    I was so light-headed and he wasn’t relenting on any of the pleasure he was giving me. I felt like I was going crazy, like nothing else in the world mattered except this feeling. I had just cum, but already an orgasm was building again. I was feeling too much, I tried to wriggle away from him, just a little, but his other hand shot out to wrap around my throat again and held me where I was.  
 
    “You can’t get away from me,” he said with a smile and a dark look in his eyes. This pushed me over the edge for the second time. My back arched, my hips moved faster without me thinking about it, and pleasure exploded over me as the orgasm hit full force. It was so overwhelming my eyes teared up, and small tears spilled over down my cheeks. I wasn’t crying from pain, but from pleasure. I was held down, he was fucking me so hard, and his thumb never let up on my clit. My body needed an outlet for all of the pleasure I was feeling. At the sight of my tears he grunted faster and slapped into me only a few more times before he finally let out a loud moan and came himself, thrusting as deep into me as he possibly could and kept himself there as he made little thrusts, cumming inside of me. 
 
    Eventually he let go of my throat and collapsed on top of me, barely holding himself up with his hands on either side of me. “I’m fucking you for the rest of the night,” he said, his head buried into my neck. My pussy clenched slightly around him, excited about the idea. He quietly moaned and pulled out, but quickly began fingering me again, not giving me much time from the last orgasm before trying to build it again. 
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 Chapter One 
 
      
 
    The first night being with my new “master” was a constant repetition of the first time having sex. Eventually I lost all sense of time or how much I came. While waiting for him to get hard again he would finger me until I came at least once, and never did he let me rest. Eventually, after I don’t know how long, he carried me to bed. I laid next to him, completely limp, unable to think about anything, and utterly exhausted. My pussy was so sore, I was sure my throat had bruises around it from his hand, and I was still so sensitive that it seemed every tiny movement made something rub against my clit in a painful ecstasy. I fell asleep fast, with him behind me holding me close. My last thought before going to bed was that I wanted this for the rest of my life. 
 
    The next day, I woke up still sore but feeling much better. He was already gone from the bed, and I stretched out. I played the night before in my head, and was already getting turned on. But I still felt weird about it. We had had amazing sex, he was very dominating, and he had taken my body like it was his. But I still didn’t feel like that was the case. I was trained to serve my master and to give my body to him, to do with what he pleased. But I was trained to do that to my old master, I wasn’t trained to do it to Anders. I wasn’t his, not really. He bought me, but I hadn’t given myself over to him yet. 
 
    Eventually he came in to check on me, and seeing that I was awake he told me that breakfast was ready. He handed me a soft black robe and I followed him to the kitchen. “I thought today we’d go and get you some nice clothes. To my friends who don’t know our dynamic you’ll be my new girlfriend, and I have a lot of parties and work events to go to.” 
 
    “That sounds nice, thank you. I don’t really have any clothes,” I said. Or much of anything, for that matter. “Do you have any hobbies, or things you like to do for fun?” He asked. 
 
    “Not much, I like to read, I’ll read just about anything. Before the house I was really into video games, but we didn’t have any there. I enjoy cooking. Not just know how to do it, we were taught how to cook really well, but I actually really like it. Especially baking,” I told him. I read a ton at the house, and because I liked it I got to cook all of the food for everyone in the house and for parties. Playing video games was really the main thing that I missed during the last year. 
 
    He had this big smile on his face as I talked to him. “That’s perfect. I have a decent-sized library, you’re welcome to anything there, but I’ll get you some more, it’s mostly business-related books and you’re pretty well-versed in that already. I don’t have any video games, but that’d be a good welcome present for you, huh?” 
 
    “That’d be awesome! Thank you.” I said to him. I would definitely need something to pass the time he was at work. His smile slowly faded and he got a more serious. 
 
    “This weekend I want to work on getting comfortable with each other, but I also want to spend time stressing our dynamic. We aren’t dating. I own you. My job is to do whatever it takes to take care of you, and your job is to obey my rules and do what I say without hesitation. I know you’re used to this, but it’s going to be different with me than your old master. I think it’d be best to slowly introduce my own specific rules for us, instead of telling you every one and then punishing you for failing because you’re not even used to them yet. Fair?” He asked, looking at me hard, making sure I understood how this was going to be.  
 
    I nodded. I wasn’t sure if he could tell that I tensed a bit when he said he owned me. Did he really, when I hadn’t given myself to him yet? “Use your words,” he told me sternly. “Yes, that’s fair. I understand.” 
 
    “Good. First rule is you’ll always address me as Master when appropriate. So instead of saying ‘thank you’ earlier, you should have said…?” He looked at me expectantly. I bowed my head slightly and said, “Thank you, Master.” The word almost tasted bitter in my mouth, and when I said “Master” I thought of Sir, not Anders. This wasn’t right. 
 
    “Good girl. I think I’m also going to keep the rule you demonstrated last night: when we’re at someone else’s place, at least someone who knows what you are, you’ll sit at my feet until invited on the couch or chair. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Master.” 
 
    “And finally, at least for right now, this isn’t so much a rule, but if we are out in public or in the company of a friend who doesn’t know what you are, I’ll address you as your name. That’ll tell you to call me “Anders” and not Master. Otherwise, I’ll call you “pet”. Can you remember that?” 
 
    “Yes, Master.” I would have liked how he was making rules for me, IF he was my master. But he wasn’t. 
 
    “Good girl. Well, finish your breakfast, take a shower, and then we’ll go shopping. Maybe go to lunch afterwards, too. Do you have a favorite place?” His stern-ness had vanished and he was back to relaxed and playful. I perked up at the change, not because he was scary or rude before, just because I didn’t like the way he was acting like my master when he wasn’t. 
 
    The rest of the morning was uneventful, but really nice. We had gotten ready and gone shopping. He bought me just about everything I asked for. He wanted me to dress in nice clothes every day, but I got to pick the items themselves, which I appreciated. Then he bought me probably thirty whole books, in a myriad of genres, certainly enough to keep me busy for a while. I had asked about the video games, and he looked at me a little reproachfully, but he still bought me everything I asked for. I could certainly get used to this. 
 
    Exhausted from hours and hours of shopping, we finally went to lunch. The whole day he had treated me very nicely, giving me affection every once in a while, even held my hand a few times. I think he could tell that I needed that, even if we weren’t dating.  
 
    At lunch, sitting close together in a booth, he got a little more handsy. I had decided to change into a blouse and skirt that I bought earlier that morning, and he was obviously enjoying the way I looked. His hand remained on my thigh while looking over the menu and ordering with the waitress. While waiting, however, his hand moved slowly up my thigh, pushing up my skirt until he could reach out and touch my panties. We were in a secluded part of the restaurant, and the table had a large cloth over it, obscuring what was happening. 
 
    He was talking to me about his work, acting like nothing else was going on, but rubbed me over my panties with one finger while he did so, just softly touched me. It sent little shocks up my body and I loved it. He leaned in and said, “Another rule. I don’t care how short your skirt is, from now on you will never wear panties around me. Take them off. Now.” 
 
    I blushed and looked around. No one was looking at us, so I immediately did what he said, slipping my panties off under the table and handed them to him. He put them in his pocket and then gripped my thigh. “What should you have said after I gave you an order?” 
 
    “Yes, Master. I’m sorry, I got nervous and forgot.” I did feel bad at that. My training really was slipping from my mind around Anders; I hadn’t made a simple mistake like that since my first weeks at the house. My sincerity reached him, and he said, “It’s ok pet, just don’t let it keep happening.” “Yes, Master.” He smiled again and let his hand creep up my thigh. Without the panties he had full access and resumed talking casually while he rubbed my clit under the table cloth.  
 
    He pushed at my thighs, silently telling me to open them wider, and I immediately did so. Heat crept into my cheeks as my sensitive clit enjoyed more sensation. He saw my face and smiled wider, stroking me faster and pressing harder. I looked down at the table to hide my face and hoped to stop myself from moaning.  
 
    We continued like that even as the waitress brought our food and we began eating. It was getting harder to not moan out loud, and he was starting to rub up and down faster. I tried to focus on eating so I wouldn’t give us away, but an orgasm was very slowly creeping up on me, and it was getting harder to stay quiet. I gripped his leg and said, “Master, I don’t know if I can keep quiet. Please stop.” He didn’t stop his casual conversation but responded to my plea by rubbing harder, circling around my clit, pinching it softly, and returning to rubbing. He continued this rhythm, and I was gripping onto the seat with one hand and his leg with the other. I clamped my lips shut to stop from moaning loudly as the orgasm was coming up fast. 
 
    It was about to break, and I pushed my pussy forward into his hand to get it to break over me, but right then he pulled away. I let out a strangled gasp as I lost the orgasm, feeling my body spasm at the loss and looked to him with a different kind of pleading. He didn’t acknowledge what had happened, just continued on with his one-sided conversation and kept eating. Slowly I regained composure from edging and finished my meal. I was angry that he had brought me so close just to stop. I wanted to cum, but he denied me that pleasure. 
 
    After leaving the restaurant, back in his car, I was waiting for him to drive off but he just sat there. “Is everything ok?” I asked him. He leaned over and kissed me, his hands going to the sides of my face. I didn’t really feel like kissing him in that moment, but one of his hands went up my skirt again. I spread my legs wide, hoping to get the release I didn’t get in the restaurant, and when his hand touched my clit I moaned loudly into his mouth. 
 
    He immediately took his hand away and stopped kissing me. He undid his pants and pulled his already-hard dick out. He put his hand behind my head as he said, “Come on, pet. I’ve been dying to see how far you can get this down your throat.” He wasn’t pulling my head towards him, so I hesitated. I loved sucking dick, but I was so horny and frustrated at not being given an orgasm, I was not in the mood to be servicing him; I wanted him to service me. 
 
    He must have seen something in my face while I sat there. I was hoping he’d just think I was nervous and would go back to fingering me, but I think he actually knew exactly what I was thinking. “Are you upset I didn’t give you an orgasm earlier? You know, I would expect this of a pet in her first week of training, but not from someone like you, who’s chosen to be nothing but a sex pet for her master, service him and obey every command. Come on.” He pulled on my head a little, not forcing me down, but a strong suggestion.  
 
    I was ashamed of myself. He was right. I had chosen a life of obeying and servicing my master at any minute of the day, in whatever way he wanted. I was turned on by this lifestyle. I was so caught up in thinking that this man wasn’t my master that I completely forgot my training. I almost looked down and away from him, but I looked him right in the eyes instead and said, “I’m sorry, Master. You’re right.” 
 
    I still didn’t feel like this man was my master, or that I particularly owed him anything, but I knew that I needed to do this. I needed to see this man as my master, my old one had left me, and only by giving myself to this new man would I get back that happiness and the constant pleasure of being owned by someone. I couldn’t convince myself that I had given myself to him yet, but I acted like I did anyway, and immediately lowered my head to his lap. 
 
    I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock and swirled my tongue, lightly gripping his shaft. I began licking up and down, moving my hand at the same time. “I know it’s gotta be hard to view someone new as your owner, with no time to adjust. But you haven’t even tried to do so, you’ve been focusing on yourself. You’ve been selfish when you should have been serving,” he said to me. 
 
    He was right. I had let all of my training fly out of my head last night, so overwhelmed with the pleasure he had given me. I wrapped my lips around the head again and began bobbing my head up and down, moving my hand at the same time in unison with my mouth. I took him to the back of my throat and then pulled back up. I always enjoyed teasing just a little before taking it all the way. 
 
    “Try to remember what it felt like to give yourself over to someone, to trust them with your body. Remember what it felt like when you first entered the house. I know you want this. Enjoy it, give in like you did before.” His words seemed to ignite something deep down. I followed his advice, thinking about what it felt like when I first accepted being owned. I bobbed my head faster, getting turned on. I was still taking him just to the back of my throat and up, and without warning I brought my head all the way down, taking his cock fully down my throat. I heard him groan and he gripped my hair. 
 
    “Oh yeah, pet, there you go.” For a little while I brought my head up until the head was at the back of my throat, but then plunged back down. I was gagging already but I quickly went up and down like this until I was struggling for breath. Eventually I pulled my head back all the way up, jerking him off quickly with my hand while I licked him up and down, catching my breath. When I could breathe easily again, I took him back in my mouth, this time taking him all the way down my throat and back up again until he was barely in my mouth. As I quickened my pace, I moved my hand to massage his balls. 
 
    Anders was groaning loudly by this point. He tightened his grip on my hair, and began helping/forcing my head up and down on his cock. I was gagging and tears were welling up in my eyes, but I was loving the feel of his firm hand on my head and I wanted to taste his cum in my mouth. It didn’t take long of him lightly face fucking me before he finally slammed my head all the way down to his base and I felt his dick convulse, shooting his cum straight down my throat. 
 
    He held me there, and I continued lightly massaging his balls. Eventually his hand left my head, and I slowly pulled up, sucking lightly as I went. “That was great, pet. We’re making progress. Let’s go home.” 
 
    I sat back, smiling the rest of the way home. It’s weird how a place can be called home even after one night. Already I was looking forward to it. We got back quickly, spent the next hour unpacking all of the things that Anders – Master? – had bought me. It felt very official, moving my own personal items into the place, making it my own. It helped me feel settled with my new life. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Afterwards I was exhausted, and I collapsed onto the couch. It was really starting to feel like home, now. Anders sat down in his chair next to the couch and looked at me. I was hit by a weird feeling – I wanted him next to me on the couch. “Come here, pet,” he softly said to me, and beckoned me with his hand. 
 
    I walked over to him, hoping to sit on his lap, but he directed me onto my knees on the floor in front of him. He was rubbing himself over his pants, looking at me intensely, and started stroking my cheek affectionately. I wanted nothing more than to jump on top of him, but what was happening right then was filling me with a consuming desire to do nothing but please him, whatever that may require. I reached out to unzip his pants, and pulled out his semi-hard cock. I leaned forward and began licking up and down, my hand lightly stroking him. 
 
    I worked him with my mouth like I did in his car earlier that day. “You seem to be getting it, pet. God you have such a dirty look in your eyes while you’re doing this.” His approval of what I was doing, and the arousal I could hear in his voice, made my heart soar and my stomach flutter. I couldn’t wait to hear the groan in his voice as he shot everything down my throat. He was so sexy.  
 
    I couldn’t stop myself from imaging riding him in his chair, bobbing my ass up and down, slamming down on his cock while he massaged my breasts and took one of my nipples in his mouth. I imagined getting off to quickly turn around, so he could see my ass shake while I jumped up and down as fast as I could. He would put his thumb up my ass and put his other hand on my waist to help me slam down on his cock. 
 
    I was again jerked out of my fantasy when he began roughly shoving my head all the way down to his base and then pulling me back up by my hair. I moved my hand to massage his balls and let him slam my head down as roughly as he wanted. It was so hot to be used like this that I was moaning on his cock. He was still sensitive from earlier, and it didn’t take long before he pulled my face off his cock and shot his load all over my face. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth, wanting to show him how much I wanted it. 
 
    With my mouth wide open it was easy for him to slam my head back down on his dick again and continued roughly fucking my face. He slowly got soft and only stopped slamming my head down when he couldn’t get it down my throat anymore. 
 
    He finally let go of my hair and I leaned back, smiling up at him. He was looking back at me with affection in his eyes, but behind that there lurked a dark desire that I could see. I wondered what thoughts and fantasies were going through his head while he looked down at my cum-covered face. I wanted to know and fulfill every one of them. 
 
    He silently got up and led me to the bathroom to clean my face for me. “Your face is an open book, pet. I can read every emotion and thought that comes to your head. I like it, you’re adorable.” I blushed at that, and looked away from him. “I know you haven’t given yourself to me, yet.” At that, I was worried he might be mad, I was trained to do exactly that but haven’t done it yet. “I’m not mad, don’t worry. I understand. You can’t just submit because someone told you to, you have to be shown that the person deserves your submission. That they can take care of you and give you what you need. I seem to be doing that so far, yeah?” 
 
    I nodded at that. He’s been giving me so much affection, holding me accountable for my actions, applying rules, and turning me on so badly. I wanted to submit to him, to be treated like a fuck pet, to give him any pleasure he desires, and to be looked at with approval for pleasing him. 
 
    “Good. By the end of tonight, you’re going to be mine.” With that he walked out of the room, leading me with him. When we got back to the living room, he sat down on the couch and turned on the tv but picked up some work files from the coffee table. “I hope you’ll hang out with me while I do some work, but you can do what you want. Maybe set up some of your games? Either way, take off your clothes.” He didn’t even look at me while he said it, but I immediately took off the new clothes he bought me. I decided to just watch some tv next to him - I was feeling a little self-conscious and unsure what to do. 
 
    The afternoon passed slowly. I was still so turned on, and I could tell he still was, too, but he wasn’t giving me that kind of attention. I decided to try what I did last night, and put my hand on his upper thigh, leaning up against him. “Sorry, pet. No. Another rule: when you want sex, I want you to beg for it. Get on your knees in front of me, and tell me what you want.” I had a feeling he was making this rule because he knew I would be embarrassed, but it would also help me be more confident with myself and my body. It was a rule that would help both of us in multiple ways. 
 
    I immediately got to the floor and wiggled my way between his legs and the table. “Please, Master, I want to ride you so bad.” I still didn’t enjoy calling him “Master”, but it was getting easier for me. He finally looked away from his papers and said, “Good girl. But why would I reward a disobedient pet? Don’t think I haven’t forgotten the hesitation in the car.” My face dropped as he went back to looking at his papers. I touched his thighs again – maybe if I could get him turned on he would fuck me anyway. 
 
    I began stroking his soft cock, hoping to get it hard. “No, pet,” he said again. I paused and almost stopped. But I could get him to lose control, I was sure. I needed to cum so bad right now, whatever he said. I started kissing up his thighs, moving closer to his dick. 
 
    He put down his papers. “I said no. You’re being a brat right now. I’m gonna show you what happens to misbehaving pets.” He stood up, dragging me by the arm with him, and sat me on the couch. “Stay here. Don’t move, you’ll only make the punishment worse.” I didn’t say anything, too afraid of making him more upset. He was right, I had misbehaved, but I still wanted him. I sat there pouting and folded my arms, upset my plan didn’t work. He had walked out of the room, but he was back now. My eyes widened at the rope and tape he had in his hands. Was he going to tie me up and fuck me? Oh man, maybe my plan worked after all. Even if it was rough, that was fine – that’s what I wanted. 
 
    “Get on your knees on the couch, and lay your head on the arm-rest.” Before I could he had torn off a piece of the tape and placed it over my mouth. I followed his instructions, facing sideways on the couch, laid my head on the arm rest, and let my ass hang in the air. I was so ready for this. My hopes soared as his hand went to rub hard on my clit, and I moaned hard against the tape, pushing back into his hand. 
 
    He gave a wry laugh, “Did you really think I’d be fucking the brattiness out of you? I don’t think so. Your body is for me to take pleasure from, not the other way around.” His land left my sex and I whimpered loudly. He took the long rope and tied my ankles to the top of my thighs. He grabbed my arms and pulled them behind me, using the rest of the rope to tie my hands very tightly behind me. “Does that hurt?” I shook my head. It was incredibly uncomfortable, but not painful. I was too afraid of lying to him, not wanting to make my punishment worse. “Good.” He smacked my ass hard, and I jolted from the sudden sting of his hand. 
 
    “You’re going to sit like this the rest of the day, until I decide to use just your mouth for myself. If there’s something you absolutely need to temporarily be let out of the rope for, wave your hand at me. Otherwise, just sit here.” My hopes were dashed at his words, knowing he wasn’t going to give me anything, but was going to only take instead. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    The next hour or so seemed to pass so slowly. He had turned off the TV and all I could hear was him flipping through papers behind me. Every once in a while he would reach over and flick or briefly rub my clit, causing me to jump at the sudden sensation, but he would never do much more than that, keeping me in a constant state of wondering when the next touch would come.  
 
    I tried to pass the time by picturing him suddenly gripping my hips and slamming into me hard, fucking me without any consideration for me, just taking his pleasure for himself while I cum violently on his cock. I couldn’t stop myself from playing this over and over, being spurred on every time he reached out to briefly touch me, and I’m sure he could tell that I was wetter every single time. 
 
    After about an hour, I’m guessing, I heard him put down the papers and get up. He walked in front of me, and I moved my head to stare up at him from the side of the couch. He didn’t say a word as he took out his hard cock and tore the tape off my face. It stung for only a bit, but I didn’t have time to think about it before I let my mouth open to take in his cock. I couldn’t move my head, my arms were tied too tightly behind me to allow much movement forward, but it didn’t matter – he started thrusting into my face fast, his hand on the back of my head. He didn’t waste any time, pushing past the back of my throat on the first thrust. I had thought of the previous blowjobs of him pushing my head down onto his cock. This was nothing compared to that. His hands were firmly on my head and this time he was truly fucking my face, hard. I could feel his balls smacking into my chin, I couldn’t stop gagging and tears were already falling down my face from the force of slamming into me. 
 
    This time he didn’t pull back to cum on my face, but shoved down as far as he could, cutting off my breath while he held himself and came straight down my throat. He continued to hold himself even after the orgasm had passed, and grabbed hold of my hair hard. I looked up at his face at this, hoping to convey how turned on I was, hoping that maybe he would still choose to fuck me. He could see all of this in my eyes, and he pulled out of my throat without saying a word. With the tape back on my mouth, he left me laying there and went back to his work. 
 
    The rest of the night continued just like that. He would work for what I assumed to be about an hour or so, and then would return to please himself with my mouth. When the room got darker as the sun went down, he went to the kitchen and spent a lot of time making dinner. I spent a lot of this time reflecting on this punishment. He was denying me any concrete pleasure, and instead taking it just for him. But he was taking care of me all the while. He made sure that I wasn’t too uncomfortable, never in pain, and he let me out to go to the bathroom. When I requested he let me stretch out my legs, still tied up, he granted it. He was using me as his own personal toy, while still taking care of me. I was starting to think of him as my actual Master, he was even acting similar to my old one. Maybe he was someone worth submitting to. 
 
    I think dinner was done when he came back out of the kitchen. I thought he was going to untie me for dinner, but after disappearing to his bedroom for a minute, he just came over and pulled me to the ground. He positioned me with my face on the floor and my ass in the air. He got behind me, and my heart quickened. Was he really going to finally fuck me? Maybe he was proud of me for enduring the punishment and this was a reward. 
 
    I heard him unzip his pants and then a weird snap that I couldn’t place. I had no idea what was happening. Then, I felt his hands on my ass, spreading my cheeks wide. I felt his dick press up against my asshole, it had what felt like a small amount of lube on it. He pressed in hard, getting the head of his dick inside me without any preparation. He slowly inched in, pausing briefly before diving in deeper. I have had anal more times that I could possibly count, but I was used to having more lube than this, and at least a little preparation most of the time. 
 
    This was uncomfortable. He had pushed in without getting me warmed up, even if I was just about dripping wet from my fantasies, and he had put on enough lube to get it moving smoothly but not enough to make it completely un-painful. After he had gotten himself all the way in, he began slowly fucking me smoothly. It was a familiar mix of pain and pleasure, but I knew this was part of my punishment and I couldn’t enjoy it. He thrust in faster every time he pulled out, until my ass was loosened enough for him to be fucking me almost as fast as he fucked my pussy last night. The pain hadn’t gone away but the pleasure was increasing. I wasn’t entirely sure why, but I didn’t want to feel good from this. 
 
    Unable for me to tell him to stop, he fucked me for a long time, and I started to feel an orgasm bubbling from deep inside. Oh my god, was I really going to cum from this? He wasn’t trying to make me feel good, he wasn’t giving me any pleasure, but he was taking his own. “You are mine, pet. Your body is for me to use however I want. If giving you pleasure brings me the same, then that’s what I will do; but if you experience any pleasure when I’m taking it, that is merely incidental. You are my pet, and I own you… and this ass.” He brought his hand down on my ass over and over. 
 
    His words brought me over the edge. I couldn’t believe it, but my ass convulsed over his cock while pleasure rolled up over me, feeling like my heart was exploding. He started barreling into me, forcefully fucking my ass as hard as he could. I was screaming against the tape, screaming out of pain, out of unbelievable pleasure, and out of the immense emotions I was having as he took me for his own. 
 
    I wasn’t sure how long my orgasm lasted, but it felt like time had stopped for me while it went on for him. I was broken out of my lust-infused revelry when I heard him groan and give his final thrust into me as an orgasm overtook him as well. He slowly, agonizingly slowly, pulled out of me with a loud pop. 
 
    He untied me and let me fall to the floor in an exhausted heap. He took off the tape and asked me, “Are you ok?” I nodded to him. “Oh, pet, use your words for me, so I know you’re ok.” 
 
    “Yes, I’m ok,” I told him. “I’m sorry it took me so long, Master. My body is yours, do what you want with me, I just want to please you.” I just wanted his attention and his love, and I hoped he would continue giving me the amazing pleasure that I experienced last night, but he was right – I was here to give him pleasure and that’s all that matters. He laid with me on the ground, holding me tight and stroking my hair. 
 
    I hadn’t given my body to him before this, there was something blocking me from doing it. But he took it anyway, took me for his own and I tumbled down with him. I was his, now. I wanted him to do whatever he wanted to me. I was his, and he was my Master. 
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 Chapter One 
 
      
 
    I had finally given myself to Master. Well, I hadn’t so much given myself as he took my body and my mind as his own. It made it so much hotter. Either way, I was his, through and through. I may have been bought by him through the internet, but I was completely committed to him. I will obey every command, follow every rule, love him, and allow him to shape me into the pet he needs. 
 
    In return he’ll take care of me, in every way possible. I truly could not be happier. The rest of the weekend after I was bought passed in a sex-filled blur. It was like we couldn’t get enough of each other. Only an hour or so would pass before either he was forcing me to the ground or on the couch, or I was on my knees begging him to fuck me. 
 
    But now it’s Monday and I’m home alone. Master will be at work until lunch, when he promised to come home for a bit. But we’re going to his friend’s place tonight. He has a pet, as well, and we’re going to have dinner together. I get the feeling that he has a close circle of friends who are into the darker world of sex. Not just buying pets; I bet it goes beyond that. Maybe they’re into switching girls or group sex? I didn’t care. I trusted Master not to bring me into anything I wasn’t comfortable with. I couldn’t wait to find out what else he had in store for me. 
 
    I passed the day slowly, anticipating where things could go with us, and finally he was home. I ran up to him, naked as he requested. In fact, I was to be naked any instance he was home. He wanted me completely open for access at any moment. When I wrapped my arms around him he grabbed my ass hard. 
 
    “I’ve had a rough morning. I can’t wait to take it out on this sexy body,” he said darkly. He picked me up and carried me to the bedroom, dropping me on the bed before dragging me half off of it. I was bent over the bed and his hand immediately went to my already wet cunt and fingered me hard. I gripped the blankets and moaned loudly. He was so rough, I loved it! 
 
    No more words were exchanged. He undid his pants and his hard cock sprung out. He barely even rubbed the head of his cock along my slit before plunging inside me. Suddenly I was filled with pleasure, it exploding sweetly from my pussy up to my chest. He gripped my hair tightly and thrust into me hard. It was animalistic the way he fucked me. It was all need- and frustration-based, letting out the pent-up anger from the morning. His other hand wrapped around my throat and squeezed tight. 
 
    This wasn’t playful. I couldn’t breathe at all and he never relented in how hard he fucked me. It was heaven. 
 
    My orgasm exploded through me just in front of his. It was quick but incredibly sharp, tearing through me in the blink of an eye and gone just as quickly. He groaned for the last time and gave one final thrust before stopping, still buried deep inside me.  
 
    “Fuck I needed that. Goddamn,” he said as he pulled out, and I felt empty. I dropped to my knees on the floor in front of him and looked into his eyes. “Do you want me to clean you up, Master?” I asked. This was a customary part of my training, but so far he hadn’t demanded it. It felt weird to not be licking his softening cock clean of our combined juices after sex. 
 
    He chuckled and cupped my cheek. “Thanks pet, but no. Not right now, or in general. But thanks for giving me another good idea for the future.” He winked and pulled me up. I was to stay naked, so he was the only one to have to adjust his clothing and look presentable again. We ate lunch and had fun talking with each other, but too soon he had to go back to work. 
 
    Two minutes had gone by after he left and I was bored again. I felt… unfulfilled. I mean, I know he bought me because of my personality and specific trainings, but wasn’t he supposed to be making me into his own personal pet? He wasn’t trying to shape or make me into what pet he wanted, and this didn’t make any sense. He wasn’t telling me how our relationship would go. 
 
    I decided to bring it up when he came home that night. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Master?” I tentatively asked as we were getting dressed for the dinner at his friend’s place. 
 
    “Yes, pet?” 
 
    “Are you… happy with your purchase?” I asked. I was incredibly nervous and shy all of a sudden. 
 
    He stopped dressing and looked at me. “What do you mean? Of course I’m happy. Do I not seem so?” 
 
    “Well, it’s just… I mean, I was always told that after I was bought, my new master would… I don’t know, make new rules and, like, set up how I was to act with him and what kind of pet I would be. So it’s just… I don’t feel much different than I did before.” I said, but couldn’t look him in the eye anymore and stared at his feet instead. 
 
    He came a little closer to me, but didn’t touch me. “Are you not happy? Is that why you’re asking?” He sounded concerned, and that made my heart ache. He was so considerate. 
 
    I snapped my head up to look at him so he would know I meant it when I said, “No it’s not that, I’m very happy with you, really. But, you haven’t introduced me to the things you like, what kinds of things you expect me to do, or made me your personal pet. It’s like you bought a pet the way it was but aren’t trying to make it your own personal one. You haven’t told me anything about our future, what I’m going to be for you. You know?” 
 
    “Oh, I see. Pet, why do you think I’m taking you to my friend’s place tonight?” He said, and he wrapped his arms around me, holding me close to him. I inhaled his cologne and relaxed in his hold. “I am simply easing you into everything. I’ve only had you for three days! You are an impatient little thing.” He kissed the top of my head, and I felt like a little kid and just a bit ashamed. “Besides, maybe I just want to enjoy you by myself before I let everyone else have a taste of you.” 
 
    My skin prickled delightedly at this. So he did have bigger plans for me! I didn’t say anything, just turned my head up to him and kissed him long and deeply. I couldn’t wait to see what he had in store for me, and suddenly it felt like we couldn’t get to his friend’s place quick enough. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    God I was so nervous for this. I’m not good at casual conversations. And everyone always comments on my shyness, or that I’m quiet. I’m never in the mood for that, and this was important. If his friend didn’t like me, or I didn’t like him, things might sour between Master and me. 
 
    When we got there, a handsome man opened the door. He was a little shorter than Master, with a more hard-angled face, and a very warming smile. “Hey Derek. This is my new pet, Lia,” Master introduced me. I nodded and took his out-stretched hand to shake. 
 
    “What a beautiful woman. Come in, you two.” Derek said, and ushered us into his house. He didn’t work with Master, but must have had a comparable job, as his place was just as nice as Master’s. 
 
    “This is my pet, Dana,” Derek said as a very pretty woman came into the room. She was blonde, had very full breasts and hips, pouty lips, and while she was dressed very nicely, she had a bright pink collar on, with a long chain swinging down to her knees. It clinked with every move she made, a constant reminder of her station and submission to him. Looking at it filled me with so many confusing emotions. Jealousy at the obvious mark of ownership Derek had put on her, longing for that type of commitment from my own Master, and a little confusion on how I felt about the collar itself. Collars always seemed to me a pet-play item, and with the chain hanging like a leash, it really looked that way on Dana. But maybe it’s simply an ownership item for them. I wonder what I would choose for myself for an ownership item from Master, or what he might choose. Will he ever do something like that for me? 
 
    Suddenly I felt very foolish and shy for being here. They were obviously such a well-honed “couple”, and I was brand new. I felt like a kid. Heat crept into my face as I said hello to Dana. Master gave her a quick hug and peck on the cheek, and I felt jealous. Had Derek shared Dana with Master? Would he want to do it again? 
 
    I suppose after a while I wouldn’t mind that. I was, after-all, trained to enjoy just about anything my Master might want to do, but I wasn’t sure if I wanted to share him. But if not, I’d be a hypocrite; I loved threesomes and group sex while in training. 
 
    My mental thoughts were interrupted when Derek invited us to sit down at the dinner table. As we did so, Dana asked me, “So where did you train, Lia?” I stumbled a bit while sitting down, I wasn’t expecting to be asked a question. In fact, I was hoping I wouldn’t be asked anything all night.  
 
    “With master John, at The Scarlet House. Where did you train?” I asked, feeling stiff and formal, while she was bubbly and relaxed. “Master John! Oh, I loved him! I didn’t train with him, mine was master Rick, John’s brother! Master Rick was amazing, but I fucked John so many times during training it was like they were both training me!” She said, and burst out laughing at the memories, quickly grabbing some wine. I decided right then that I liked her. She was warm. 
 
    “Yes, I got Dana here about three years ago from The Scarlet House. I had a tough time finding a pet I liked, but Rick and I go way back, so I left it for him to find me one. He sure got it right.” Derek finished and leaned over to give Dana a big kiss on the mouth, and I saw his hand go under the table, and small giggles and gasps from Dana were muffled into Derek’s mouth. 
 
    Master put his hand to my knee and leaned in to whisper, “You can relax here, pet. You’ll like them, I promise. And I know Derek will enjoy you.” He said the last part like it was a secret but didn’t say anything further. 
 
    “I remember master Rick,” I said when Derek was done teasing Dana. 
 
    “Great in bed, right?” She asked with a wink, bringing a laugh bubbling from my tense body. Master poured me some wine, and I took it thankfully. It was then that I realized that food was already on the table. These were well-seasoned hosts. 
 
    “Derek, where do you work?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, it’s pretty boring, like Anders’ job. I just do some accounting for a few large companies in town, and a couple across the state,” he said. Anders worked in finance, as well. They met in college. 
 
    “I don’t think it’s boring,” I said. And meant it. 
 
    “Lia here was actually a business major herself, and owned a pretty successful small business,” Master said with such pride in his voice I couldn’t stop myself from staring at him with affection. 
 
    “Wow, that’s really impressive,” Derek said to me. “Maybe Anders or I could use your expertise sometime, huh?” I smiled but looked away at my wine glass quickly. He was just being nice after-all. Besides, I put all of that behind me. 
 
    “That is impressive. Do you think being so smart made you fuck better? Or go through training easier?” Dana asked me. She was smiling at me wide, half joking and half serious. 
 
    I laughed hard and said, “I don’t know, I stop thinking when having sex.” She laughed with me, obviously agreeing. 
 
    We started eating, and as happens with small dinner parties, mini conversations began. While Master and Derek talked business, I talked with Dana about our old training house and how weird it is moving into an owned situation. 
 
    “See this collar?” She asked. “He got it for me about six months after I came here. It was to mark the official end to him shaping me to his own liking. It felt like it took forever. The chain came with it. It’s so I never forget the rules he’s made for me, or where I stand with him. I love it, isn’t it so pretty?” She was giggling and I joined her. It really was pretty! 
 
    My heart stopped thudding in my chest. She was so friendly. And she instantly made me feel better about Master and I. So it took them six months for him to turn her into his own personal pet, and not just a pet he bought online. I got mad at myself for getting so impatient. I really was like a child. Too emotional at the least. I resolved to be more patient with myself and Master, and just enjoy where he was taking me instead of fretting about how quickly we were going to get there. 
 
    The conversation moved to the things we like to do for fun while waiting for our Masters to come home from work. She doesn’t like to read like I do, but she does like video games, as well. We decided to make plans to play online together sometime. We’d set it up through our Masters. 
 
    Finally dinner was done and I was feeling much more relaxed and happy about the night. I hadn’t gotten to know Derek too much so far, but he seemed really nice. Besides, what the hell would me and him talk about, anyway? 
 
    A pause had happened between Dana and I, where neither of us could think of a thing to say, but Master saved the moment when he leaned in close, grabbing my knee again, and whispered, “Get under the table. Don’t say anything, just take me out and suck me off under this table right now. I can’t wait any longer for your mouth.” 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Oh god that was so hot. I didn’t think about being embarrassed or what the others would think. Master went back to talking with Derek, and without saying anything I slipped underneath the table. I saw Dana give me a surprised look but winked at me right as I dipped under the table. 
 
    I didn’t bother rubbing him over his pants, he was already straining against his zipper, I could tell. I took his hard cock out and immediately wrapped my lips around it. I knew what he liked by this point. He wanted me to go from tip to base, to take him as deep down my throat as possible and stroke his cock in-between. I liked to have fun with him by changing my pace. 
 
    I was getting so wet feeling his cock and thighs tense every time I took him down my throat, feeling his hand grip my hair in frustration when I would slow down. But I knew he liked it. 
 
    He was impressing me, able to continue the conversation above without skipping a beat the entire time I was on him. He impressed me further when I finally felt his cock spasm in my mouth, and his hand forced me all the way down on his cock and kept me there, shooting long spurts of cum straight down my throat. 
 
    Finally he let me go, and I sucked and cleaned his cock as I went up, finally plopping it out of my mouth and sat back. “Lia, I think Derek would like some now.” I heard Anders say above me. This startled me, I wasn’t expecting it at all. But I only hesitated for a second before crawling over to Derek. I saw that he was already hard, as well. 
 
    I immediately took him out and started doing the same as I did for Anders. Except this time, I took it slower and explored other moves. As I listened to his body, looking for the tenses in his cock and thighs, I got a new groove going for Derek. I didn’t deepthroat him as much, instead I sucked and lick the head of his dick while stroking him fast with my hand. Then, without warning, I would plunge my head down and take him as deep as I could, thrust my face back and forth a few times, then continue stroking him. 
 
    It wasn’t long before I could tell he was about to cum, but he didn’t force my head down. So instead of holding it down as he came down my throat, I did shallow thrusts at the base, going all the way down before coming up only half-way. I did this as fast as I could and didn’t stop as his cum came. His bitter taste filled my mouth and was then forced down my throat. I continued moving until he was done shooting his cum, sucked and licked his softening cock until it was clean, and then sat back again. 
 
    “We can’t leave Dana out, now can we, Lia? Say your thanks to both our hosts.” Anders called from above, barely even pausing from his conversation with Derek. I got so excited with this. Dana was so sexy, and I liked her so much. This was going to be fun! 
 
    When I got to her chair, she had already moved her pussy forward to the edge of her chair and hiked up her skirt to expose herself for me. She was dripping wet, matching my own pussy. I wanted to tease her, no matter how excited I was. I used just the tip of my tongue to lick up her slit, barely separating her lips to get to her clit. Each lick I did I put a little more pressure to my tongue, opening her up and tasting her. She was marvelous. 
 
    She wasn’t like our Masters. She gave gasps with every contact my tongue had with her clit. Her hands were tense on her upper thighs. I stopped teasing her and plunged in. I gave long wide licks up her pussy, circling my tongue around her clit, moving up and down and from side to side. I sunk two fingers deep in her pussy, and I heard her moaning loudly above me. 
 
    “I’m s-sorry, Master, I don’t know if I can be quiet!” She said, ending the last word with a loud moan as I massaged her g-spot hard and sucked on her clit. “Just enjoy yourself, pet.” I heard Derek say. She took his encouragement to heart and balled her hands in my hair. I never relented on her g-spot, and alternated between licking up her clit, circling it, and sucking on it. She was writhing in her chair, pushing her pussy into my face and then pulling back from the intensity. I wrapped my other arm around her ass and pulled her to my face, holding her there. She was going to get no mercy from me until she came. 
 
    It wasn’t long after that that she did. She came hard, bucking her hips, practically screaming at the dinner table, and wetness slid out of her, soaking my hand and my face. I was licking her clit hard when she came, so I didn’t stop doing that until she settled, hands still balled in my hair. I eased back from her, slowly taking away the sensation. 
 
    She was panting above me, but took her hands away from my head and gave me a napkin for my face and hand. I cleaned myself up before finally coming up from under the table and sat back in my chair. Dana was looking dazed and smiled sleepily at me. I grinned back at her. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Suddenly I was too shy to look at Master or Derek. “May I be excused to the restroom, to clean myself up?” I asked Master. I was soaking wet and didn’t want to ruin my fancy dress. Sitting down had probably ruined it instantly, however. 
 
    “Oh? Did you get wet, pet?” I nodded. “Stand up.” He commanded me. I stood up quickly. My dress was black, so you couldn’t see if anything was wet, but he patted my ass and the fabric below it. “Look at what you’ve done, pet. You’ve gotten this beautiful dress wet.” He stood up as well with that and moved the chairs to stand behind me. “I think a naughty pet needs to be punished. Don’t you, Derek?” He asked, hands feeling up my thighs and up to my neck. 
 
    “How else will they learn?” Derek said, voice low and filled with lust, staring at me and my body. Suddenly that thought that I would be punished by watching Master fuck Dana filled my head, and I got scared. I didn’t want that. 
 
    But Master didn’t leave my side. Instead, he swept the table contents away and bent me over the table, slamming me down hard. My hands had gone up to protect me, and now they were lying limp on either side of my face. I was so turned on, whatever punishment he came up with would be so hot in front of these people. But as he lifted up my dress and fingered me while spanking me hard, I was starting to think that this wasn’t as much of a punishment as a reward. They can often be the same thing in this world, and my pussy clenched hard around his fingers with every spank. 
 
    Eventually I felt his now-hard cock hit my ass instead of his hand. He rubbed it up and down my wet slit and more heat crept to my face. My god, he was going to fuck me on this dinner table in front of his friend and his friend’s pet! 
 
    I gripped the tablecloth when he finally sunk his cock deep inside me, tearing a loud moan from my throat. He grabbed my hair and forced my head up to look to Derek to my left. And started fucking me hard. My mouth hung open wide, I couldn’t stop myself from screaming while looking directly into Derek’s eyes as Master pounded my pussy as hard as he could, his belt jingling with every thrust. There was no other sound in the room except for my screams and the sounds of slapping. The table was rocking, my thighs were jamming into the table, and I clenched my drenched pussy on his cock as hard as I could, never wanting this one moment to end. 
 
    I came still looking at Derek, and his eyes were filled with dark lust. I knew that Dana would get fucked hard tonight after this, and thinking about Dana’s sweet pussy forced my orgasm to bubble over the edge and spill out over me. I moved my ass back into Master, I screamed hard, and I saw stars. 
 
    Master wasn’t done, however, having already cum earlier. He moved my head to look at Dana now. Her tits were out of her dress, and she was fondling one of them while rubbing her clit under the table. As my screams got louder and louder after my orgasm had died away, she rubbed harder and harder, matching our energies together. Master grabbed both of my arms and held them behind my back, using this grip as leverage to really grind and thrust into me harder. I was so geared up, I came again. This time, Dana came with me. She furiously rubbed her clit, pinched and pulled her nipple, and shortly after I was screaming with another orgasm, she did the same. 
 
    Her arms came limply to her sides, and master let go of my head and arms to grip my hips hard. I let my head fall to the table. Master finally felt his own release, slamming into me over and over even as he came, shooting his cum deep into my pussy, until he was finally spent. He slowly pulled out, re-did his pants, and then calmly sat back down. I continued to lay on the table, completely exhausted. 
 
    Eventually I was able to sit back down, forgetting that I had just been “punished” for getting my dress wet. Staining it with cum might ruin it and illicit an actual punishment. 
 
    Master and I left shortly after that. Derek gave my ass a tight squeeze when he hugged me, and so did Dana. When we got home, Master and I were so tired we went straight to bed, cuddling closely. 
 
    “You are going to be a big hit.” He said to me right as I fell asleep in his arms. 
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    I was strongly suspecting that Master was going to pass me around to his friends whenever it fancied him. The light in his eyes when I came up from the table at his friend’s house almost a week ago was intense. He was so excited to fuck me right on the table in front of everyone. I’m thinking this will turn out to be a regular thing he does. How far will he take it? 
 
    How far do I want him to take it? I suppose it doesn’t matter, I loved being used to pleasure his friend, like I was a toy being passed around. Like Master was bragging about the thing he owned, others had to experience it. It made me so proud of myself. And so far, he hadn’t mentioned sleeping with other girls. I hope it stays that way, I’m not sure I’m emotionally equipped for that. 
 
    After going to dinner on Monday, the rest of the week has passed by slowly. We had no other plans, and I spent the days waiting for Master to come home. I would cook, clean, read, repeat. It was relaxing and boring.  
 
    On Tuesday night I talked to Master about setting up online gaming, so I could play games with Dana while he was away at work. I didn’t have a cell phone, and as far as I knew Dana didn’t either, so Master had to set it up for us. The rest of the week I spent several hours playing online with Dana and chatting with her over the headphones. It was so nice to have another friend again, someone who was in the same situation as me. 
 
    I learned more about her past. She had flunked out of high school, just completely uninterested in studying. She started selling her used panties online, ran a couple of porn blogs where she posted nudes of herself, and sold access to other pictures and webcam services. She gained a huge following when master Rick, my master John’s brother, approached her about being a pet. 
 
    “He made it sound so damn glamorous!” She told me one night. “Never have to work or worry about bills or food, and get all the sex I want? I was sold on it almost immediately!” She laughed hard into her headset, and I laughed with her. I wasn’t at the house when she was, but I resolved to get her story and tell her mine sometime. 
 
    But the real highlights of my day were when Master would come home for lunch and at the end of the day. His job was so stressful that without outlaying the rule specifically, every day ended up repeating itself. I had thought that Friday would be less stressful, but I doubted it. So when he came home that day I did everything the same. 
 
    I greeted him at the door on my knees, always completely naked, and I opened my mouth wide for him to vent his frustration. He didn’t say a word before taking out his already-hard cock and slammed it down my throat the minute the door was closed. 
 
    I loved being here to vent his frustrations. I was his to do as he pleased, after all. He grunted with every thrust down my throat, hands firm on the back of my head. I reached down to touch myself as I let him slam into me, and I felt myself get wet. 
 
    He wasn’t satisfied with just my throat today, however. He stopped suddenly, and his dick came out of my mouth with an audible plop. He stood me up and led me quickly to the bedroom. He seemed to be gaining more control of himself, no longer needing to simply take out his frustration from the day. 
 
    When we got into the bedroom, he slowly bent me over the bed and stood back. I propped myself on my hands, spread my legs wide, and lifted my ass, presenting myself to him. I heard him inhale deeply behind me, taking his time to really take in the view of me. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    His hand came down hard on my ass, taking me completely by surprise, and I yelped in surprise, pain, and pleasure. Three more came hard, smack, smack, smack! I cried out with each one, whimpering when his hand fell away. 
 
    Both hands came to either side of my hips, and I felt his hard cock rest against my stinging ass. His hips pulled back until just the tip of his cock was resting against my pussy, my slickness already spreading down my inner thighs. I just wanted him inside me so badly, and the excitement of the coming weekend, having him all to myself was just gearing me up even more. 
 
    So slowly he buried his cock inside my pussy. My hands clenched the sheets as I clenched around his cock. “Oh fuck” I said, the only words my brain could summon. 
 
    “Fuck, everyone needs to know how tight this fucking cunt is.” He groaned, and his self-control and slow movements morphed into sharp thrusts and deep grinds. I pushed my ass back onto his cock, wanting him as deep inside me as I could get him. I was moaning loudly, “Oh God, fuck me harder, Master!” 
 
    He did. His fingers dug deeper into my hips and he slammed into me with as much force as he could muster, sending the bed rocking beneath me. He grabbed my arms to pin them behind my back, and then grabbed my hair to stand me up.  
 
    My back arched to keep him inside me. His hand was painfully digging into my scalp. My legs started shaking. He continued to fuck me hard, keeping me still so he could use my warm cunt as his personal cock sleeve, no need for the person attached. I came hard, my legs almost gave way, but he held me up by my arms and hair. My throat was tight, but I screamed anyway, practically drowning out his groans in my ear as he came hard inside me, still fucking his cock into me. 
 
    He finally slowed and then stopped, pulling out. He let go of my hair and arms and I immediately fell onto the bed, just needing to get my breath back. He walked away from me to change, not giving me another notice. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    It was after that Friday that I was slowly learning our dynamic and the kind of pet he wanted me to be. Finally! This is what I wanted since I first gave my body to him, and I had been so scared that he was going to get bored of the toy he had bought. He didn’t just want something to come home and fuck his frustrations out on, he wanted something that would be begging to be fucked every minute of the day and night. Something who wouldn’t complain when he wanted to share it with his friends. Something who could love and be loved at times, and be nothing more than a cock sleeve, a brainless toy, at others. He bought the perfect girl to be his toy and pet. 
 
    I was already acclimating to this role perfectly, it was what I got into training for in the first place! We just needed to seal the deal. But how? How did we curate something like this? It certainly couldn’t happen overnight, but how would we know when I had officially become the perfect pet for him? When he was done molding me to his desires? 
 
    Turns out I didn’t need to worry about this, Master had it all planned out! Just a couple days after I was figuring all of this out, Master brought our relationship further on his own. 
 
    It was Sunday, and he was gearing up for watching football. We had gone shopping, something I loved doing with him. 
 
    I wore a short skirt and blouse, no underwear underneath as instructed. I was to never wear pants or panties around him, unless told so. Every time we stopped in an aisle, standing in front of a myriad of products to choose from, he would casually stand behind me, so close we were practically touching. Then his hand would come up and squeeze my ass under my skirt. Taking the hint, I would spread my legs a bit wider, and his hand would dip down to finger me deeply.  
 
    I had to stand there and pretend to be picking out groceries while getting fingered in the middle of a grocery store aisle! And he didn’t care if there were other people around or not. I knew we had to be seen several times, but no one said anything, though I caught one person staring at us once. 
 
    We had gotten beer and chips for him while the game was going on, and I was wondering why he had got so much of both. When we got home, he sat down with a beer and turned on the game. I was so horny from the store and couldn’t believe that he wasn’t even going to fuck me after all that! I got onto my knees in front of him and said, “Master, please fuck me? I can’t stand it!” I tried to pout sexily, if that was even possible, and I think it was working because his eyes shifted, and he looked like he was about to rip my blouse off, buttons be damned. 
 
    But then he said, “Not yet, pet; later. And why do you still have clothes on? We’re home now, take those off.” I struggled internally. I could argue and push, but I knew that wouldn’t really get me anywhere, and I’d probably be punished by not being allowed to cum for the rest of the day. I couldn’t do that again. So, I chose a happy middle and pouted next to him on the couch instead, after taking my clothes off and placing them folded on the side of the couch. Childish, I know, but I was so frustrated. 
 
    I tried having a beer and watching the game with him, but damn I was bored out of my mind. I couldn’t help but laugh at Master, though. He was getting so angry watching the game, yelling at the players and pounding his fist on the couch. He was normally so cool and collected, it was hilarious. Hmm, he normally gets horny when he’s frustrated. Maybe he had plans for today and didn’t want to tire himself out too early? 
 
    He only made it a quarter through the game before he put down his beer and looked at me. He didn’t say anything, but stood up, bringing me with him. He forced me on my knees in front of him, and I was about to reach up to undo his pants, but he turned me towards the coffee table instead. 
 
    His hand, firm on my back, forced me to lean over the table, and he brought my arms around to dangle off the table in front of me. “Stay there,” he said and left the room. He came back with a long piece of rope and began tying me up. 
 
    My ankles were tied together, then my knees. He brought it under the table and tied my hands together in front of me, so I couldn’t move them up. I was tied down to the table with little room to move. He came to stand in front of me and kissed me long and deep before putting tape over my mouth. My heart was practically beating out of my chest, what was he planning to do? Was I going to be tied up for the whole game? I was pretty sure there was another game on after this one, would he keep me here until then? This didn’t feel like a punishment, but what was he going to do? 
 
    Finally, he placed a blind fold over my eyes, not even giving me the “entertainment” of the game. I heard him sit back on the couch, not even touching my naked body. The table was so cold underneath me, my nipples became hard instantly. I was so horny I could tell I was wet already, and he must have been able to see that, so why wasn’t he fucking me yet? 
 
    I heard beeping behind me and then his voice, but he wasn’t talking to me. “Hey Derek, are you seeing this game? … I know, damn! … Well, you and Dana want to come over & watch the rest? I’m going to invite Pete, too. … Cool… Yeah, I got beer… Pizza? Yeah, sure… Cool, see you.” 
 
    Pete? I think that’s one of his other friends who wants to buy a pet but hasn’t found one yet. Well, training pets certainly wouldn’t be a viable business if there weren’t plenty of buyers out there. 
 
    “Pete, hey what’s up? … You’re not watching the game? … Yeah they’re getting killed…. Derek and Dana are coming over, you in? … Yeah, you can meet Lia … Beer and pizza … Cool, just come on in.” 
 
    He hung up and I heard him put down his phone. Suddenly I was so nervous. All these people were going to walk in and just see me tied up naked on the table. Good god, what a sight I would make! But this was his plan, wasn’t it? To have his friends over to all use me to vent their frustration from the game. This was so exciting! Of course, Master had a great plan like that, he was amazing. I was such a lucky pet. 
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    I sat there in nervous excitement for his friends to get there, and his friend Pete came over only fifteen minutes or so later. “Hey Pete!” Master called out. I almost mumbled a greeting out before remembering I had tape over my mouth. But Master spanked my ass hard and said, “Don’t be rude, pet, say hello to Pete.” I turned my head towards the door and mumbled a greeting anyway, feeling silly. “Damn, Anders, you got her tied to the table? That’s awesome, let me get a look at her.” Pete said, his voice getting louder as he came closer, laughter in his voice. I heard him circle the table and he pat my head and grabbed my ass hard, like he was inspecting a prize dog. 
 
    “Fuck dude, she’s hot. Good find.” I swelled with pride, so happy that Master was proud of me enough to show me off to his friends. 
 
    “Thanks, man,” Master replied, “grab a beer! We’re getting killed out there, so use her however you need.” There was a grin in his voice, and I wiggled on the table in excitement at the idea. They both laughed, presumably at me. “She’s obviously ready for it.” Master said, still laughing. 
 
    I felt a little embarrassed, like they were making fun of me, but let’s face it, Master loved it. A hand came to my sex, sliding up and down my wet slit, and two fingers found their way inside. I moaned into the tape, finally getting some of the attention I desperately wanted. “I’ll say,” Pete said directly behind me. His hand fell away and I whimpered quietly. 
 
    When I felt Pete sit down after grabbing a beer, Derek and Dana walked in. They all made their greetings, and this time I joined in immediately. Derek laughed in my direction, and Dana squealed with excitement. They all sat down after grabbing food and beers, with me as the centerpiece; the host’s offering to his guests. 
 
    They had all only just gotten into watching the game, so no one decided to partake in my offering yet, but then I heard Dana quietly ask, “Master, can I play with her?” She sounded giddy as a child getting her first puppy. “Fine with me if it’s fine with Anders,” Derek replied, leaving it open ended. 
 
    “Yeah, sure. There’s some toys in the bedroom if you’d like to use them.” 
 
    Dana squealed again with delight and I heard her running towards the bedroom. The guys laughed as she ran. 
 
    She came back after a bit and I heard rustling, I think she was taking off her clothes. I was positioned on the table so that anyone fucking me wouldn’t be in the way of the tv, but I imagine no one was looking at the tv anyway when Dana came behind me on her knees and rubbed an object up and down my slit. 
 
    I realized she had put on a strap-on dildo when both of her hands went to my hips and she thrust hard, burying the entire toy in my dripping wet pussy. I screamed out, all thoughts of embarrassment flying out of my head. 
 
    She was fucking me in long, swift strokes, and my whole body clenched up with the pleasure. The dildo was huge, and my body was barely accommodating it. It felt so good that all sound fell away, I couldn’t hear the TV or the men’s remarks at the game. All I could hear were my muffled screams of pleasure and Dana’s quick breaths as she kept up her pace. 
 
    I didn’t quite understand why she chose this toy, it made her take on all the work with no pleasure, it was like she just wanted to see me squirm. Maybe she was paying me back for eating her out the week before. It didn’t matter, the pleasure was all that mattered to me. My screams became more animalistic as an orgasm burned me from the inside. It tore through me so hard I couldn’t believe it, I tried to slam my hips back into her, but I couldn’t move much.  
 
    It didn’t matter, she fucked me faster when my orgasm hit, sending it into overdrive. As my orgasm subsided, I realized the men were cheering Dana, and me. “Fuck that was hot,” Derek said, such pride in his voice about his own pet. 
 
    “Alright, move aside, Dana, I got to get a taste of this, too,” Pete said. Dana gave my ass a spank and pulled the toy out. “Alright, but you gotta giver her back to me when you’re done!” 
 
    “Dana, you can’t be selfish and keep her to yourself.” Derek chided her. 
 
    It sounded like she went over to him and said, “I won’t Master, I promise! I just wanna fuck her whenever one of you guys aren’t. Is that ok?” 
 
    The men laughed and told her it was alright with them. Suddenly I had another person behind me, and this time Pete’s warm, hard cock was rubbing my slit. I had barely recovered from my orgasm before Pete’s cock shoved into me hard and stayed there, savoring my swollen pussy. 
 
    “Give me that toy, pet, and sit in my lap” Derek was growling to Dana. I heard her giggle and then she was gasping and moaning, and I imagined her sitting on Derek’s lap with her legs spread wide and that giant dildo trying to fight its way into her wet cunt. “Quiet now.” Derek said, and Dana’s moans became as muffled as my own, probably with her hands. 
 
    Pete was spurred on by Dana’s moans and started fucking me faster. His hands dug deep into my hips to fuck me hard, grinding up with every thrust. He may not have been as big as that huge dildo was, but damn he felt so good. 
 
    This was the first time someone else’s cock was inside me since I was bought, and the hotness of it all was driving me wild. I couldn’t believe Master was just giving me to his friends, it was so fucking hot! 
 
    The game was turned up louder to try to drown out Dana’s and my screams, which by now were at full force. The pleasure from Pete’s dick was building more and more inside me, and I clenched my hands into fists under the table, wanting nothing more than to fuck my hips back into him but not able to. 
 
    His hand came up to grab my hair and force my head up. He kept his face near mine and I heard every grunt of effort and pleasure, sending thrills down my spine with every breath. I screamed loud into the tape as another orgasm exploded through me, unable to contain myself. We rocked together until his thrusts became more erratic and an orgasm hit him. He didn’t bother pulling out, he came inside my bare pussy, filling me up. We lay there panting, and I was getting lightheaded from not being able to breathe through my mouth. 
 
    Pete pulled out and I felt him sit back down on the couch behind me. Dana was still moaning and groaning when Master decided to take his turn. He fucked me so frantically, like he couldn’t contain his excitement at the day’s outcome, and I felt the same. Together we poured our happiness at our relationship into our thrusts and my heart exploded with love as my body did with a third orgasm. He came inside me, as well, mixing his cum with his friend’s. He smacked my ass as he came out, one of his favorite things to do. 
 
    I heard Dana finally cum from the dildo her master was fucking her with, and I imagined her laying limp in the chair as Derek came over to fuck me, as well. I was worried that Dana would be jealous, I sure would be if Master fucked Dana, but I heard her laughing as Derek thrust into me so hard the table was bouncing, and the men had to take their beers off it for fear of spilling. So I stopped worrying about it and just submitted myself to the pleasure of a fourth orgasm in what felt like an eternity, but was probably within an hour. 
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    The rest of the day continued like this. There had actually been three games on that day, and the men took turns fucking me over and over. Whenever all three were spent and waiting to get hard again, Dana would come over and fuck me with that giant dildo. She knew how to draw it out, how to hit all the right spots and angles, and I’d usually cum two or three times before one of the guys were ready again. By the time the games were over, eight or so hours later, I couldn’t lift my head off the table, I just lay there screaming into the tape with the constant pleasure. 
 
    I had no rest, no time to recuperate after each orgasm, because Dana didn’t seem to get tired of fucking me. The second the men were done she was there, and she never relented until she was kicked off me by one of the men. She’d slow down and torture me, bringing me close to orgasm and then forcing it to ebb back just a little before bringing it back full force. Fuck, she was amazing. She must have gotten much more training on fucking other women than I did. 
 
    Maybe I should see if Master would like her to train me to do the same? But then again, he seemed more interested in passing me around like a toy to play with, not necessarily to pleasure other women. 
 
    When the games were done, each men took one more turn. By the end my pussy was practically swollen shut and was actively leaking cum onto the floor beneath me. When they were all done and completely spent, Master took off my blindfold and the tape over my mouth, and finally untied me. I was so tired, and my body ached from the lack of movement, but I still sat up to properly greet everyone. 
 
    As I sat there, my pussy kept leaking cum onto the floor, I could feel it dripping down my thighs. “Pet, you’ve made a mess. Clean it up.” Master said to me, smiling down at me, happy with my sex-drugged expression. I went to get up to grab a towel, or even my clothes, to clean it up, by Master put a hand on my shoulder and sat me back down, and then leaned me forward towards the floor. I got the hint and bent down all the way, and licked the cum off the floor. 
 
    I took one look back at Master, to make sure I was doing what he wanted, and everyone was grinning down at me. I bent my head back down and licked the floor until it was clean of their cum. I sat on the floor, too tired to get up now, and everyone said their goodbyes and left. Pete and Derek both kissed me on the cheek and thanked me before leaving. 
 
    Master helped clean me up and then wrapped me in a blanket on the couch. He got me a glass of water and some food for me. I was too tired to eat, but too hungry to not, so I nibbled on pizza and drained several glasses of water. Master held me close to him, kissing the top of my head, petting my hair, and we spent the rest of the night huddled on the couch and watching movies.  
 
    I couldn’t wait for next Sunday. 
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    I was such a lucky pet. My master had been so loving since I first got here; so careful of my comfort and considerate of my needs. I can’t deny that I’m an emotionally needy girl, I need to be taken care of, told I’m pretty, and feel like he wants to be spending time with me. He has given me that and so much more. 
 
    When I was at the house, getting trained to be a perfect obedient pet to any master who may want me, I was terrified of finding someone who would ignore me, just use my pussy and then want me to stay quiet and out of the way. I knew that I could leave him at any time, I could go back to the house, his money would be refunded, minus a fee, and then I’d be sold to the next one. But I knew that the experience would ruin my excitement for being bought, and I really didn’t want that to happen. 
 
    Turns out I didn’t need a bad experience to make me anxious about my new master. First, I couldn’t believe I was expected to just give my body and mind to a complete stranger, without even building trust first. But he was so understanding at first, and then he proved worthy of my obedience, by taking my body and my pleasure for his own. 
 
    Then I was so worried about him getting bored with me, worried that he wasn’t invested enough in our future. If I wasn’t exactly what he wanted, what was to stop him from getting rid of me, or buying a second pet? And he didn’t seem like he was trying to make a relationship dynamic between us, he was just fucking me in really hot ways. That’s great for a fling and all, but not for a long-lasting relationship. That may be the wrong word to describe an obedient sex toy and her owner, but it’s still how I thought of us. I loved him in the only ways I knew how. 
 
    But it turns out I didn’t need to worry about it, he was prepared to curate our own dynamic to make it interesting and sexy for the both of us. For the first few weeks my poor cunt was sore all of the time, my clit was a red swollen mess, blissfully painful to the touch, and it was sweet agony whenever he touched me. I took days to recover after the first time he tied me to the table for the football game for his friends to use. And since then he’s done it every single Sunday. 
 
    My body was used to the abuse by then, and I craved every touch.  
 
    I’d been his pet for two months now, opening my mouth or giving him my holes whenever he wanted, and begging for his cock to be deep down my throat whenever it wasn’t. We couldn’t stop touching each other, unable to hold back. After sex we lay there panting on the couch, watching the news, and not five minutes pass before he swings one of my legs wide and his hand dips down to play with my swollen, loose pussy. He’s not rough, careful of that, but he just enjoys lazily touching me, reminding us both of what I’m there for and that he loves taking care of me. 
 
    He’s brought me to meet most of his friends, the ones who know what I am, at least. But he’s been telling coworkers about his new girlfriend, and now they want to meet me, too. It feels so exciting, and I’m so happy to know he loves me enough to be bringing me around his vanilla friends, as well. They might not even be vanilla in the bedroom, but they sure as shit aren’t buying a woman online to be their live-in sex toy, so we call them that, anyway. 
 
    A work party was that night, and I couldn’t wait! 
 
    “Master, should I wear underwear tonight?” I asked him, while pulling up a beautiful sleek back dress over my thighs. 
 
    “No, I still want you open to me, just in case.” He said smirking at me, and then pulled me in for a kiss. I turned away from him, and then turned around. “Little help?” I asked smoothly. His hand went to the zipper on my dress and slowly brought it up, sending lightning up my spine where his fingers touched me. Two months of practically constant sex and he still managed to elicit such a response. It was moments like these when I stopped worrying about anything that may be lacking between us. I just need to trust that he’s working out our dynamic. 
 
    His hands went to my hips after my dress was done up. I leaned back into him, inhaling his scent. His shirt was still unbuttoned, and he felt so nice against me. He turned me to face him and held me close, kissing me so deeply I forgot about everything else. There was true passion between us, I couldn’t deny that. 
 
    His hands clenched at the hem of my dress, bunching it up. I ran my hand along his chest and held him close. He walked me back towards the bed and lightly lay me down on it. His hand went up my dress and found my already-wet pussy, rubbing up and down my slit. I moaned into his mouth, loving his tenderness. 
 
    He moved down my body, kissing me the whole way down and got on his knees on the floor in front of me. I pulled my dress up to my hips and his mouth immediately went to my aching clit, and I cried out loudly. He fingered me gently and licked me up and down slowly, drawing out the pleasure. I moaned low, savoring every second. 
 
    A quiet orgasm spread from my thighs to my chest, filling me with warmth and flushing my face. My thighs wrapped around his head and my hands intertwined in his hair. The orgasm slowly faded, and he pulled away. 
 
    He got on top of me on the bed and I began undoing his pants to pull his hard dick out. “Let this be a reminder of who owns you while we’re at the party.” He said low and bent his head to kiss me more. I wrapped my spread legs around his hips as he guided his cock inside my warm, wet pussy. I gasped against his mouth and felt him fill me up. 
 
    It was incredible, he moved slowly at first, kissing me deeply and tenderly. Then he was biting my lower lip, my hands lightly scratched his back underneath his open shirt, and he thrust into me harder. With every thrust we became more erratic, our mouths kissing and biting every inch of skin we could find, our hands cloying at each other, and our hips thrusting into each other with the energy of two crazed people. 
 
    We came at the same time, both crying out in ecstasy, and relaxed on the bed. We lay there for a while, kissing each other and enjoying the quiet moment, until we looked at the clock and realized we were going to be late. We sprang out of the bed, both a little lightheaded with the sudden movement. We were both excited about tonight, my first unveiling to the public, and we hurried to get ready. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    I was a little dazzled at the height of the building when we strolled in, it was a real skyscraper. We walked into this huge room that looked like some sort of conference room, meant for large presentations. It was packed full of employees and their partners, soft music was playing, and there were lots of drink and food at the left side of the room. 
 
    Everyone was dressed so nicely and having polite conversations with each other, but Master told me that by the end of the night everyone would be drunk and practically hanging off each other. We had come up with a back story for me, that I was an independent small business consultant. I knew the language needed for that, and no one here was likely to want my services. Besides, if any of them did, it might actually be fun to ply out my old trade. 
 
    I had to remember to call him Anders for tonight, however, and I was worried about that, knowing I could easily slip up. He brought me to meet his boss, a woman he was fairly friendly with, and she greeted me with a warm smile that reached her eyes. “Hello, Lia, right?” I nodded, smiling and shaking her hand. “Nice to meet you, I’m Sarah. Anders has been telling the whole office about you, it’s great you could make it.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you so much. I’m real excited to meet everyone tonight.” I replied, truly meaning it. This was like cementing the fact we were in it for the long-haul. Anders and Sarah started talking about business, what they needed to work on during the upcoming week, and I felt like arm candy. 
 
    That was probably because I was literally holding onto his arm, and in my dress, I looked very pretty. I followed him around the room, and he introduced me to everyone he knew. They all smiled so brightly when they met me, and told me the same thing that Sarah had, that Anders had been talking about me to everyone. I felt so welcome and special. 
 
    We drank throughout the night, and I kept almost slipping up and called him Master, but each time I was able to hide it and called him “mister big-shot” instead. It worked perfectly. 
 
    The night was over in a blur, and afterwards I couldn’t really remember why I loved it so much. Normally I was so shy, but I didn’t talk much tonight and no one seemed to notice or care. I didn’t work there, so I didn’t really have much to say when Master would inevitably start talking business with the coworkers he introduced me to. I knew what they were talking about, sure, but I was also hesitant to bring that up, for fear they would ask too many questions about what I did and my background. 
 
    But it was a wonderful evening anyway, because everyone seemed so excited to meet me, and they told Master over and over how pretty I was. We laughed every time someone asked us where we met, and would say, “Online.”  
 
    As we were leaving the party, I turned to him and said, “Everyone seemed so happy to meet me, they’re all really friendly.” He looked at me smiling, but seemed a little sad, too. 
 
    “Well, they certainly liked you. And it probably has something to do with the fact that I’ve never brought any girl to meet them, and I’ve worked there for 10 years.” He said, looking down at me with affection and appreciation. 
 
    I was speechless. I never really asked how his dating life before me had gone. Obviously not well if he had to buy a pet. I swallowed and said, “Then I’m really glad I got to come tonight. Can I visit you at the office sometime?” 
 
    His eyes lit up with excitement and said, “Of course.” 
 
    That sometime turned out to be two days later. I decided not to tell him I was coming, but just an hour before he would normally come over for lunch, I got dressed to go out. 
 
    I was so excited as I walked the few blocks to his building, he seemed so excited by the idea, I couldn’t wait any longer to do it. I walked into the building’s large lobby and up to the receptionist. He looked up at me as I approached, and I even saw his eyes dip to my chest quickly before coming back up. It made me feel more confident, not that I was having trouble with that since giving myself to Master. 
 
    “Hi, I’m here to visit Anders?” I asked. 
 
    “Alright, I just need you to sign this sheet and I’ll get you a visitor’s badge.” He pushed a sign-in sheet to me and I filled in my name. This place was fancy, jeez. “He’s on the fourth floor, office 409.” 
 
    He gave me a visitor’s badge and I thanked him before heading to the elevator. 
 
    When I stepped onto the fourth floor, a passing employee saw me and recognized me from the party. I had no idea what her name was, but she said, “Lia! Hi! Are you here to see Anders?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m surprising him.” I said with a grin. 
 
    She laughed and said, “Good timing, he just came out of a meeting. That’s his office, there.” And she pointed to an office on the far wall, clearly labeled ‘Anders Movine’ 
 
    I thanked her and headed that way. The door was closed, so I knocked and waited. “Come in!” he said loudly from inside. I opened the door and came in, closing it behind me. He was still looking at his computer and didn’t know it was me. I quickly walked to his desk and leaned over it, so my face was close to his when he finally looked up and saw it was me. He didn’t have time to react before I kissed him. 
 
    He was so surprised at first, but after a second his mouth relaxed into the kiss and he grabbed the back of my head to kiss me deeper. 
 
    “Hello, Master.” I said in a low voice. 
 
    “Well this is certainly a surprise,” he said in the same low voice, smiling at me. 
 
    I stood up and said, “Good! I wanted to surprise you and drop by.” 
 
    “I was just thinking about you, actually. I was already gearing up to go home and fuck that pretty little mouth of yours,” he said silkily. 
 
    “Well, you don’t need to be home to do that.” I said, and walked around his desk to be in front of him. 
 
    “Wait, the door doesn’t lock. Get under the desk.” He said, half growling. He slid his chair back and I crawled under the desk. He moved forward, and surprisingly there was ample room under his desk for both me and his knees. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    I started rubbing him over his pants and knew immediately that he wasn’t lying about thinking of coming home to fuck me. He was already getting hard, and after I took him out of his pants to stroke him, he got hard fast. I licked from the base to the tip and back down. He leaned back in his chair, and his hands went to rest on the sides. 
 
    When I finally took him into my mouth, his hands gripped the arm-rests. A funny thought popped in my head, and I quietly said, “Now it’s your turn to have to be quiet, Master.” I smirked at his grunt in response and took his entire length down my throat, bobbing up and down as quickly as I could. 
 
    He kept his hands on the arm-rests, and I could see that his grip was getting tighter every minute. I paused from deep throating him now and then to swirl my tongue around his head and lick up and down, teasing him while giving my own jaw a break. 
 
    Finally I could feel him tense up more in my mouth, and I continued to bob my head, but now with his pants pushed down enough to give me access, I lightly rubbed his balls through his underwear, and I heard him give a final grunt of pleasure as he came, shooting his cum straight down my throat. I slowly lifted my head up, lightly sucking to clean him off all the while, until he popped out of my mouth. He leaned back far enough to smile down at me when a knock came at his door. 
 
    He smiled at me for a hair longer, put a finger to his lips, and then sat up straighter, acted like he was working on his computer, and shouted, “Come in.” I heard the door open and my heart beat so fast. No one could have heard him, he was so quiet, but what if we did get caught? Master might get in trouble. 
 
    “Hi, Anders, is now still ok for a quick meeting? I heard Lia was stopping by for lunch?” A friendly male voice said from the other side of the desk. 
 
    Master shuffled a bit in his chair and said, “Oh, no, she was just stopping by on her way to do some errands, I’m staying here for lunch today. We can meet now, take a seat.” It was a good lie, but it left me stuck under his desk! But also gave me an excuse to stay here for a while longer. Mischievous thoughts started brewing in my head. 
 
    As they started talking, I stopped paying attention. I put my hand on his knee, rubbing up and down his thigh. Then, very carefully so I wouldn’t bump against the desk, I brought my mouth back to his dick, becoming soft on the outside of his pants, and slowly licked from tip to the base. 
 
    He jerked a little, and then disguised it by pretending to adjust his seating to get more comfortable. I gave a long pause, making him wait and wonder if I was going to do it again, and then I did. Over and over I did this, until a long while had passed and he started getting hard again. Just barely, but it was happening. 
 
    I started licking more frequently, and eventually I gingerly picked up his still-soft cock to lick more sides. He was still continuing his meeting, but every once in awhile I detected a hesitation in his voice, faults and pauses that shouldn’t have been there. I felt so proud of myself for testing my Master’s control. 
 
    I felt him go hard in my hand and under my tongue. I had no idea how long had passed, but it must have been at least half an hour. The meeting sounded like it was coming to a close, but it was still going on when I took him in my mouth once again. I went slower so I wouldn’t bump my head on the roof of the desk, but I made sure to get every inch of his hard cock down my throat. I held him there, letting my tongue roll around his base and let him feel how deep down my throat he was before pulling back to the tip, and repeating.  
 
    When I could heard the other man standing up to leave, I bobbed more quickly, stroking his cock around his base at the same time. I heard Master stutter as he said to shut his door, but then he grabbed his phone and I heard him order lunch, requesting it to be brought up to his office. 
 
    “You naughty fucking girl,” he growled quietly, and I shivered at his voice. He leaned back again, giving me more room to move and I continued like I had when I first came in. He hadn’t cum yet when his lunch arrived, but I didn’t slow down as the assistant gave him his lunch and Master had to regain control for a minute. As soon as the door closed behind the assistant he came again, this time pulling out in time to cum all over my face. I opened my mouth wide to catch what I could, and let the rest fall on my cheeks. 
 
    “That’s what you get for trying to get me in trouble,” Master said, quite out of breath. “Now, just keep doing what you were doing before while I eat lunch and finish my work for today.” I was worrying how I was going to leave this building without everyone seeing the cum on my face, but evidently, I wasn’t leaving this building any time soon. 
 
    We continued exactly like that for the next five hours, and he had two other meetings that I teased and tortured him through. I expected him to pull me out from under the desk at five o’clock, when he normally gets off work, but when he finally let me out, jaw aching and my mouth practically dry as a bone, not to mention a sore throat, I saw that it was six! 
 
    “I just had to make sure no one else was going to be here.” He said, but didn’t let me reply before he was kissing me deeply, dried cum all over my face and hair. I kissed him back, exhausted though I was. His hands explored me, but it wasn’t long before he spun me around and bent me over his desk, practically slamming me down. He wasted no time before pushing into me, and I had to slap my hands over my mouth to cover my screams. 
 
    We may possibly be the only ones here, but I didn’t want to risk it. His hands gripped my hips painfully and he smacked into me over and over, each thrust was hard and sharp, sending thrills of pleasure through my entire body. My legs were tired from being underneath the desk all day, but they were already shaking from pleasure and wouldn’t have held me up anyway. 
 
    He leaned over me to grind in deep and we grunted quietly together in his small office. It wasn’t long before it was too much for the both of us, and our orgasms exploded through us, his cum shooting deep inside my pussy. I felt like twitching as I lay there underneath him, and he practically collapsed on top of me, maybe starting to get an idea of what it does to a body after so many orgasms in a single day. Something I was well-acquainted with by now but doubted he had as much experience with. 
 
    He pulled out delicately, obviously over-sensitive, and continued to lay on top of me on the desk. “You, my pet, are fucking perfect.” He whispered in my ear. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
    ---4 MONTHS LATER--- 
 
      
 
      
 
    Master was tying me to the bed, looking at me with such love and lust in his eyes. I was wearing a peek-a-boo bra and panty set, holes and slits cut out for my nipples and dripping wet pussy. My legs were spread wide, each ankle tied to the bed posts, along with my wrists tied together and above me. 
 
    He stood back from the bed to admire his handywork. “Fuck, pet, you are gorgeous. I can’t wait for tonight.” I smiled back, excited myself. Today was our six-month anniversary, and Master had planned something amazing. We have had several talks in the past month or so, about our future and where we were going. I feel confident now, I am his pet. And we love each other in our own ways, a wonderful twisted love, based on the sex we have, obedience I give him, and the tenderness he extends to me. 
 
    He has found every kink, every passion, that either of us have and had us explore each to the fullest. And that, we realized, was the kind of relationship we had and wanted. It was perfect. Tonight was a celebration of that, to cement and solidify my position. I was his pet, forever. I was finally molded to the kind of pet he needed, and he was molded to the kind of master I needed. 
 
    “I love you, Master.” I said, and he smiled down at me before adding the final touch: my ball gag. He fit it tightly around my head and said, “I love you too, pet.” His affection touched his eyes as he looked at me, and my heart swelled. Then we heard the knock on the door, and the spell was broken and replaced with excitement and anticipation. My pussy clenched involuntarily, excited for the multitude of dicks it would be taking tonight, much more than I have ever had in the past, even during my training. 
 
    Master was throwing a party, and he only invited the men and women he knew from our community. Turns out Master had made many friends who lived in the world of sex slaves, pets. Even ones who didn’t physically purchase their pets and slaves. 
 
    Tonight was a way for masters and toys to come, a meet and greet, and I was the party favor for every one of them. Master was even allowing the party to act as a test-run for pets for sale and potential masters. The only rule was that I was the only one who would get fucked while inside the apartment. He left me to go answer the door, closing the door to our bedroom behind me, and my skin tingled with anticipation. I knew I would have to wait until the party was in full swing before Anders announced the party favor, but I didn’t care. I was so excited. 
 
    I watched the alarm clock on the side table, and an hour passed before I heard Master quieting the loud music and conversations that were happening all over the house. “Thank you for coming, everyone. These parties have always served as a way for people to come together and meet others who have the same interests, ones that are too difficult to tell other people in our life. I first heard of the idea of purchasing pets online when I went to one of these parties, and four years later I am happily enjoying my own pet. If you’re worried that you will never find a relationship with someone who matches exactly what you want, know that it may take a while, but it will happen for you. Just don’t give up. As proof, to give you hope, and as a thanks to those who have thrown parties in the past, for the remainder of the night, please feel free to wander down the hall and enjoy the party favor that I have secured for you. And as a special thank you, I would like to invite master John, from the Scarlet House, to enjoy your old pet first.” 
 
    A round of cheers went around the room, and I felt like my heart was going to beat out of my chest, I was so excited. 
 
    Only moments after my old master walked into the room. I murmured a greeting, but couldn’t get anything out because of the ball gag. It didn’t matter, he knew I was beyond happy to see him again. He didn’t waste any time, however, and quickly got on the bed and looked me up and down with such hungry excitement in his eyes. He ran one hand along my entire body, groping my breasts and fingering my pussy as he undid his pants with the other. 
 
    I felt like I was going to burn up if someone didn’t fuck me right then, and finally I felt my old master push his hard cock roughly inside me. He thrust into me hard and fast, and there was enough slack from the ropes to allow me to hike my knees up and thrust my own hips back up at him. 
 
    Fuck it felt so good. His hands explored every inch of my body while he fucked me hard, and neither of us lasted long before we both cried out in ecstasy. When he got off the bed, he came over to me and kissed me on the cheek, cupping the other one. When he pulled back he looked down at me with affection and said, “I’m so glad you met the right master.” I nodded back at him, and he left the room. 
 
    I didn’t have time to get emotional, however, because I saw that four people were waiting outside the room, each waiting their turn to come in and see the new pet. Frankly I don’t remember much of the rest of the night, every man blurred into the next. 
 
    Every muscle in my body ached, but I didn’t care. I just wanted more and more cock inside me. They used my pussy and ass freely, they were never gentle, never cared for me, and I couldn’t get enough of it. I was truly just a toy for any man to use, no matter who they were or how Master knew them. If he even did. 
 
    I was vaguely aware of both Derek and Pete fucking me during the night, but it didn’t matter if I knew them or not. Each man came in excited, their hands roamed my body, they grabbed my breasts and sucked on my nipples. My clit was rubbed hard over and over and they pounded my swollen and wet cunt and ass without mercy. Over and over and over it went. 
 
    The party lasted for six hours. By the end, I couldn’t lift any of my limbs or my head, not even after Master untied me and was cleaning my body of other men’s dried cum. When the gag came off, I couldn’t utter a sound, my throat was raw from all the screaming in pleasure. My pussy and clit ached with the slightest touch, and I came far too many times to count. 
 
    It had felt like a rite of passage, and I had succeeded. Master told me that every man left here with a wide smile on his face, and that he was told over and over throughout the night how lucky of a man he was to have me, and that he better fuck me every chance he gets to make sure I stay happy and don’t leave him. I chuckled when he told me that, but then immediately fell asleep, not even waking up when Master came to bed. It didn’t matter. I was his, he was mine, and we would be together forever, continually pushing into our kinks and passions. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Further Reading 
 
      
 
    Thank you for reading! 
 
    This was the Bought and Sold series. 
 
      
 
    Similar books by me: 
 
    The Discovery, series 
 
    Taken to the Warehouse 
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