

Personal Pet

Book one of the Bought and Sold series

I've been training for a whole year, and finally I've been sold.

I'm on my way to meet my new master, and together we could create the perfect life.

I live to serve, nothing makes me happier than to see my owner pleased with my services.

But now that the time has come, can I really give my mind and body over to a complete stranger, who bought me simply from my online profile?


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.

Further Reading

Thank you for reading!

This was Personal Pet, the first book in the Bought and Sold series.

Other books in this series:

2. Giving In

3. Re-Made

4. Given to His Friends

5. The Final Party

Similar books by me:

The Discovery, series

Taken to the Warehouse
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