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The Pet Store

I’d been working for the agency for a few years before they finally saw my potential and promoted me. A promotion meant more money, and more time working from home.  I decided it was time to give myself a treat. All the stars had aligned. For years, I’d wanted a pet, and now I could finally get one.

But not just any pet. No canaries, puppies, kittens, or hamsters for me. I had a very specific kind of pet in mind. A specialty item, very pricey and a big commitment, but worth it. Not wanting to go alone, I called up my friend John to see if he was still thinking of getting a pet for himself.

“I sure am,” John confirmed. “You’re taking the plunge too, Henry?”

“Yup,” I said. “I’m going this weekend. Want to carpool? I’d like someone else there to make sure I don’t wind up with a lemon.”

“Oh, man, I’ve been waiting for just this occasion! I didn’t want to go alone, either,” he said. I grinned. See? Stars aligned.

“I’ll pick you up on Saturday, at noon? I already called the store to set up the showing.”

“Sounds good, my man,” John said. “See you this weekend.”

I hung up, licking my lips in anticipation. The weekend couldn’t come soon enough! I couldn’t wait until I was bundling my new pet into my car and taking her home for the first time, to break her in. I had already taken the following week off work to make sure I had plenty of time to devote to her training.
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Saturday finally came, and I was a bit early getting to John’s house. But he seemed just as eager as me, because he was waiting outside, a big grin on his face. John isn’t what you’d call a looker – in fact, he’s pretty chubby, with big cheeks and beady eyes. But then, I’m hardly a looker myself. I’m too skinny, or at least that’s what the bitches I met through online dating tended to say. Well, screw em. I wouldn’t need online dating anymore, never again. The beautiful thing about being a self-made man? I could buy whatever I needed, including a faithful, loyal, loving companion.

The store was about an hour’s drive from John’s house, and we spent the drive discussing what we were looking for in a pet. I wasn’t too picky: as long as she was sweet and playful, I would be happy. John had a much longer list of desires. He liked gingers, with big breasts and big lips, who were more docile than playful. I could see how a guy like John would need a really submissive pet. He liked to do some crazy stuff, threesomes and BDSM and things. I was pretty vanilla, overall. I wouldn’t turn down a threesome, but I didn’t need to whip anyone to be happy. It was enough for me to hold a bitch down and fuck her mouth like I owned it.

Soon, it wouldn’t be like I owned it. I would own it. That thought made me smile as I took the exit that would lead us to the store. Just before we got out of my car, John produced two blue pills and I happily accepted one of them. The proprietor of the shop told me there were four pets available, and I planned on trying out at least two of them, if not all of them. I would need some extra help to keep myself going.

The store was called Wags and Kisses, and it was the usual shop for human pets.  The storefront held supplies like leashes and collars, food bowls and cages, leather goods and toys. No one greeted us as soon as we entered, so I took it upon myself to start mentally tallying what I’d need to buy once I selected my pet. My mental inventory was getting pretty long when the short, excited man who owned the shop bustled out from the back, welcoming us with a gleeful smile.

“Hello, hello! Welcome, welcome! So sorry to have kept you gentlemen waiting…”

“No problem at all,” I said, offering him my hand to shake. He shook it, then John’s. “I was just thinking about all the supplies I’ll need. I didn’t really think too much about it, I was so focused on the pet herself…”

“Ah, well, we have a take-home package available,” the proprietor explained. “It makes the process much simpler for you. It has all the basic essentials: collar, leash, cage, food dish, and some starter toys. Of course, some people like to pick out their own stuff, but…”

“No, that sounds excellent,” I nodded. “Very good.”

“I’ve already got everything,” John said with a hint of pride in his voice. “I planned for this months ago!”

“Aha, I like that, sir,” the proprietor chuckled. “Shows dedication! I like to make sure my pets will go to good homes.”

“I promise, we both will provide excellent homes for our pets,” I said, speaking for John and I. It was true, of course. We were both well-off, reasonable, and compassionate men. We wouldn’t adopt a pet just to abuse her.

“Now, as I told you on the phone, we have four pets available today,” the proprietor said, starting to walk with us towards the back of the shop. “Candy and Star, Rocky, and Blondie. I do have more pets arriving tomorrow, but they’ll need to have some time to adjust before they’ll be ready to go home. I just want to let you know, if you don’t find someone you like today, there will be more to choose from soon.”

“Thanks,” I said, all but salivating as we approached the back room where the pets were kept. “I appreciate that.”

“Of course, I want my customers to be happy as my pets!” The proprietor beamed as he reached for the door and swung it open.

I walked into the back room and was immediately treated to the sight of two pets playing together. The two girls were kissing deeply, tongues tangled together between their lips. One, a lovely dark-skinned pet, was on her back. The other, fair-skinned and blonde, was on top. Of course, they were naked, since pets don’t need to wear clothes.

There were the two other pets the proprietor mentioned, both lounging on one of the couches that lined the room’s velvet walls, but my attention was drawn to the two at play. It was truly a lovely sight. They pressed their hips together, moaning. The white pet nipped at her playmate’s taut nipples and was rewarded with a thigh thrust between her spread legs. The white one began to thrust against it, riding the dark one’s leg and panting.

“That’s Candy and Star,” the proprietor explained, pointing to each girl in turn. Candy was the black one, Star the white. My cock was hard, and I could only imagine John’s was too, but obviously I wasn’t going to look. It was hard enough tearing my eyes away from the pets at play as they pawed and licked at each other’s breasts.

The only thing that really could take my eyes off them was a mewling sound that came from my left side. I looked down to see a blue-eyed girl on her knees, pawing at the air, trying to get my attention.

“And that’s Rocky,” the proprietor chuckled. “She seems to have taken a liking to you.”

And I liked her. She had huge eyes, long brown hair, and the biggest tits of the bunch. They were topped with perfectly pink nipples. My mouth watered. I dropped my hand to the top of her head, giving her a gentle pat. She grinned, bottom wiggling.

“She’s not shy,” the proprietor chuckled. “But she’s very quiet. Rocky, if you want something from the man, you ought to ask for it.”

“Dick,” she yipped up at me, then pointed to her mouth. “Please!”

Well, how could I refuse such a cute little pet? I still had my hand on the top of her head. I nodded, and she immediately went to work on my jeans, unzipping them. I sighed in relief as my cock was released – it was so hard it hurt. I looked back at the pets playing and was delighted to see that Candy was now on all fours, her ass high in the air. Star was busily licking her playmate’s dripping slit, her own ass wiggling in happiness. Candy was enjoying it, making animal noises of pleasure.

Looking down, I watched Rocky approach my cock with excitement in her eyes, investigating it before she began to lick. I groaned at the softness of her tongue as it wrapped around the tip. Wet and hot, she licked slowly at my cock, exploring it inch by inch. She wiggled slightly, looking up at me with those sweet eyes of hers.

“Please, can I touch?” Rocky whimpered, her mouth leaving my cock for a second. She gestured to her own breasts, showing what she meant. I nodded, pleased to see how eagerly she grabbed her tits, pinching her tight little nipples as her eyes rolled back with pleasure. Then she was back on my cock, more excited than ever. It was a little overwhelming, having this adorable little pet kissing my cock while two more played in front of me. Star and Candy had moved into a 69 position, both thrusting against the others’ mouth.

“And that’s Blondie,” the proprietor said, pointing to a girl with a pixie cut who was approaching John, a little apprehensively. My friend was a little overeager and already had his cock in his hand, was wagging it in her face as she crawled forward.

“Come on, girl,” he goaded. “Come on, suck me off…”

I had to close my eyes before I saw how that turned out for him, because Rocky had finally closed her whole mouth over my cock. Instead of gently licking me, she was beginning to swallow me, inch by inch. The hand I still had in her hair stiffened as I grabbed some, exerting a bit of pressure to inspire her. Pre-cum dribbled into her mouth as I thrust forward slowly. I wanted to see how well she could take my whole cock.

I peeked through my eyelids and saw that John had his hands tight on Blondie’s hair. She didn’t look overly pleased as he thrust between her lips, already fucking her throat hard. I felt bad for whoever ended up getting adopted by my buddy. He didn’t have much tact. Not like me. I was gently forcing my way into Rocky’s hot throat, only exerting the slightest pressure to hold her head in place as my hips shoved against her. I went slow, watching her eyes fill with tears as her body reacted to the lack of oxygen.

But she didn’t struggle at all, which was good. When I finally felt my balls against her chin, she was drooling, her nostrils flaring. But she still didn’t protest or struggle, not like Blondie, who clearly wasn’t prepared for the deep-throat fucking John was giving her.

The playful pets who were giving us a show had found themselves a toy. A double-sided dildo was the perfect tug-of-war toy, only they weren’t so much tugging on it as they were sucking it together. I groaned, unable to hold back anymore. Rocky’s sweet throat tightened around me as I started to fuck it, her still body showing very few signs of distress even though I had jammed myself all the way down, past her jaw. She sat obediently, only her flaring nostrils and tearing eyes betraying her. I liked that quite a bit.

“Good girl,” I grunted, holding her head tightly to keep it from moving as I increased my pace, stroking faster and harder, until the sound of my balls slapping her chin was almost the loudest sound in the room. She wiggled her bottom slightly in pleasure at my praise. Rocking back and forth in her mouth, watching the two pets writhe together with the dildo between them, seeing Blondie struggle to keep up with John out of the corner of my eye, I found myself losing control all too quickly.

“Rocky’s probably pretty hungry,” the proprietor chuckled. “She didn’t get breakfast this morning because she was a bad girl last night. I hope you have plenty of cum for her to eat.”

“Yeah,” I groaned, my balls churning, the base of my spine tingling. I looked down, at her wide-open, wet blue eyes, how they pleaded for me to feed her. I couldn’t deny her that! Relief spread like a fire through me as I shot my first pump of cum into her throat, the hot stream making her face light up in pleasure. Her eyes rolled back at the taste. I held her head firmly still, to make sure I could unload every drop straight into her throat, not wanting to spill any of her food.

Meanwhile, it seemed that John didn’t care to feed his girl, because he was spraying his load on her face and tits, holding her by her hair to keep her still as he aimed. She didn’t especially seem to enjoy it, but she was a pet. She could always walk away and play with one of the other pets. She chose to approach John and take his cock, because she wanted to be adopted. She’d get used to his treatment, if she was lucky enough to be adopted by him.

“Ah! Thank you!” Rocky gasped as I finally released her. She fell back onto her haunches, her slit so wet it was dripping down and making her thighs gleam. She couldn’t stop herself from reaching between her legs, and within seconds she was shaking in pleasure, cumming while savoring my taste and the way my jizz filled her belly. The shuddering of her body made her enormous tits bounce in the most beautiful way.

I knew it wouldn’t take long before I was hard again, which was good. As much as I liked Rocky, I didn’t want to just take the first pet I played with. Both Candy and Star looked like a lot of fun! Who knows, I might even be inspired to come home with two pets.

“Aren’t you going to thank me?” John said as Blondie licked herself clean. She whimpered, then pawed at him in supplication.

“Thank you,” she whined, rubbing her head against his now-limp cock. “Thank you, sir.”

“A bit toothy, this one,” John said to the proprietor. Blondie’s face fell. The proprietor shrugged.

“She needs some training, it’s true,” he said. “But sometimes it’s good to have a girl like that. It means you get to start from scratch, so to speak. Really make her into the perfect pet.”

John considered this. It made sense to me.

While we spoke, Candy and Star had finally gotten tired of playing with each other. Panting, they were licking each other clean, but they both had their eyes on John and I. They may have been tired of playing with each other, but they clearly weren’t tired of playing. I was glad I’d taken that pill, because I desperately wanted to see what else these pets were capable of. I looked at Candy and Star, wondering which to start with.

“Candy, come here,” I said, whistling at the darker pet. Her eyes lit up brightly and she pushed Star away, bounding towards me. Her excited movements made her generous tits bounce, along with her plump ass. Her molten chocolate eyes blinked up at me, full of lusty energy. I knelt down as she seated herself in front of me, rising up to sit on her heels with her breasts on display.

“Good girl,” I murmured, inspecting her body. Curious, I slipped my hand between her legs, and wasn’t too surprised to feel how desperately wet she was. She gasped and moaned in pleasure as I thrust two fingers into her wet slit. She spread her thighs, leaning back and putting her hands on the ground behind her ass, pointing her tits up at the sky while her head hung back, hair brushing the ground. Her tongue hung out, and she panted as I played with her tight, slick folds.

“She’s very personable,” the proprietor chuckled.

“I can tell,” I said, watching her lick her lips. Her hips moved subtly, and I could tell she was trying to fuck herself on my fingers. I liked that. To my surprise, I felt something warm and wet close over my ear. Shocked, I turned to see that Star had come forward too, and was kneeling at my side, kissing my ear, looking at me with sad, pay-attention-to-me eyes.

“Jealous, are we?” I chuckled.

“They’re like sisters,” the proprietor said. “They enjoy nothing more than playing together.”

“I see,” I said, eying Star’s perky tits. Her pale pink nipples were hard but small, looked delicate. With my free hand, I squeezed her breast, pinching her nipple to see how she would react. As I expected, her eyes rolled back in her head and she panted in pleasure. Meanwhile, Candy was whimpering, hips moving faster, and I was getting hard.

“Sir,” Candy whined. “D-dick?”

“Candy! Where are your manners?” The proprietor crossed his arms, frowning.

“Please,” Candy finished, thrusting desperately against my hand. I smirked.

“Well, since you asked so nicely…”

I stood up and withdrew my fingers from Candy’s warm cunt. I walked over to the couch and sat down, my cock now fully erect. Candy – and Star – both followed me eagerly to the couch. I patted my lap, making eye contact with Candy, and she climbed onto the couch, then positioned herself on top of me. Her eyes flashed with excitement as she straddled me, her pussy already dripping down my cock. I held her hips, eye-level with her pert nipples.

She began to lower herself down, her warm heat enveloping me. I groaned, and then my groan dropped an octave when I felt a warm tongue lapping between my legs. While Candy slowly impaled herself on my cock, Star was licking and sucking my balls! Moving my hands to Candy’s breasts, I fondled her, relaxing even deeper as the girls worked their magic on me. I didn’t even have to move, Candy bouncing herself up and down on my lap, Star lapping at my sac.

I could see John across the room – he had Rocky bent over and was drilling into her hard. Candy put her hands on my shoulders to help propel herself, making animal noises of pleasure. I could actually hear her wet pussy gushing over my shaft, her juices running down to coat my balls even as Star sucked them clean.

“Sweet girls,” I moaned. “Good pets…”

“Thank you,” Candy sighed, impaling herself all the way on my cock and grinding hard.

“Who’s a good girl?” I asked, reaching down between us to stroke her clit, wanting to feel her cum for me. “Who’s gonna cum for Sir?”

“Me! I am!” Candy gasped, immediately fulfilling her promise. Her pussy tightened around me, clenching hard on my shaft as she shuddered in pleasure. I wrapped my mouth around her breast, licking her nipple as she cried out in pleasure. Star didn’t miss a drop of her playmate’s juices, using her tongue to collect it all from my balls.

“Star want a turn?” I asked when Candy had finished cumming.

“Yes!” Star yipped, nearly pushing Candy off my lap to take her turn. However, Star straddled me with her back to my chest, so I could reach around and hold her breasts as she rode me. And Candy, being a good little pet, took Star’s place between my legs. But she opted to lick Star’s clit as she bounced up and down, instead of my balls.

I was alright with that, because I had my hands full of Star’s perfect tits, and she was much tighter than Candy. Even as she gushed with pleasure, riding my cock and her playmate’s tongue at the same time, it was like fucking a virgin. I couldn’t believe how hot she was, how eagerly she swiveled her hips, as though all she wanted in the world was to make me cum. I guess that was accurate, because she started to whimper and beg me to fill her up.

“Cum, cum, please,” she whined. “In me, Sir! Give me cum!”

Well, who was I to deny her? The next time she thrust down, I held her in place and thrust up, letting my churning balls release into her cunt. She screamed in ecstasy as my orgasm triggered hers, her pussy milking my shaft until I was empty. My cum and her juices leaked down into Candy’s waiting mouth. Star panted, leaning back against me until I slid out of her, then positioned herself over Candy’s eager little mouth. Fascinated, I watched the darker pet gorge herself on my cum while making Star cum again.

“Fuck, yeah,” John’s voice filled the room as he slammed into Rocky and jerked in orgasm. The pet whined in pleasure, rocking her hips back to take as much of his seed as he could give her. She had her eyes closed in ecstasy. Meanwhile, I noticed Blondie sitting alone and dejected, watching me closely. Poor thing. While Candy and Star went back to amusing each other in a 69 position, I patted my lap and beckoned Blondie over. She approached, cautious but bright-eyed.

“What’s the matter, girl?” I asked, stroking her platinum blonde hair. “Want dick, too?”

She nodded, blinking up at me.

“You can fuck me if you get me hard again,” I told her. She licked her lips, staring at my cock, still drenched in Candy and Star’s juices. Tentatively, she leaned forward, licking me like an ice cream cone. I leaned back, closing my eyes and letting her tongue bring my cock back to life. Slowly, leisurely, Blondie lapped at my cock, as though she had all the time in the world to enjoy my taste. I liked that. When I finally twitched into a full erection, she sucked the tip between her lips.

“Hey, Henry, want to see how she does two at a time? You know how I like to share,” John suggested, watching us.

John did like threesomes, whether it was two girls or two guys. I shrugged. I didn’t mind, so long as I got her pussy. John grinned, approaching us. Blondie craned her neck, looking up at him, a sweet smile on her face. Either she didn’t remember how he’d last treated her, or didn’t care that much. Her bottom waggled in excitement as we picked her up and positioned her between us.

She straddled me, arms loose around my neck, patiently waiting for us to take our places. I felt pressure as her pussy slid down over the head of my cock and John spread her cheeks wide, angling himself against her ass. He spit into his hand and rubbed it on his cock – not quite adequate lube, but she took it like a pro as he began to slide inside her.

“Oh, fuck yes,” he groaned, feeling her tight ass accept him. Her cheeks immediately went red. Holding her up, I thrust myself forward into her pussy. It was all the more tighter with John in her ass, and she shook slightly in pleasure at the feeling of us double-stuffing her.

She even reached down to rub her clit, eyes lidded, mouth open and tongue hanging out. John had his hands around her, gripping her tits and pinching her nipples as he immediately started abusing her ass, fucking it hard while I took her pussy slowly.

While my eyes were closed, I felt pressure on the couch on each side of me, and opened my eyes to the treat of Candy and Star at my sides, each presenting me with their beautiful tits to grab and kiss. I could see Ginger behind John, on her knees, sucking his balls as he fucked Blondie’s ass. Moving back and forth between Candy and Star, I felt Blondie’s body begin to flush and stiffen, her cheeks bright red, eyes glazed over.

“Cum, pet,” I whispered. She nodded, closing her eyes and shuddering in silence as she climaxed. The tightening of her pussy while John lodged himself balls-deep into her ass was just too much, and I found myself cumming one last time into her sweet slit. She took it like a pro, even while she salivated in ecstasy. I could feel John’s cock pumping deep in her ass, the three of us cumming at once while the other pets aided us with their tits and tongues.
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Well, gentlemen,” the proprieter clapped his hands together as John and I settled down beside each other on the couch. We had finally put our cocks away, and the pets were sitting in an orderly row on the floor, all looking up at us with big, pleading eyes. All begging to be chosen. It broke my heart to think that I couldn’t bring them all home! “Have you made a decision?”

I looked at John, who was stroking his chin. I looked at the girls, who were clearly struggling to contain themselves. Candy and Star had their arms linked and hands together, clearly supporting each other during this tense moment.  Blondie was biting her lip in worry, looking down at her knees. Rocky was wiggling, excited by everything. I sighed.

“You said that Candy and Star are like sisters,” I said. “I’d hate to separate them.”

The proprietor’s eyes glinted.

“This is true,” he said. “But do you think you can handle two pets, sir?”

“Sure,” I shrugged. “It might even be easier, if they can amuse each other while I’m at work…”

“Hmmm,” he said, looking at the girls. “I’ll tell you what. I’ll make you an offer. BOGO: buy one, get one half off. I really don’t want to separate them, if I can help it, and I can tell you will make a good owner.”

“It’s a deal,” I said, extremely pleased with my purchase. The girls seemed pleased, too, as they started pouncing all over each other and yipping in excitement. I laughed, drawing out my checkbook.

“Now, wait a moment,” John interrupted. “That’s a good deal. You can’t give him that deal and not give me the same deal.”

“You’d like two pets as well, sir?” The proprietor asked. “Rocky and Blondie? They aren’t particularly close…”

“Fair’s fair,” John insisted. “I get one full price, one half off, or I’ll go somewhere that doesn’t play favorites!”

“Very well, sir,” the proprietor said, bowing his head, not seeming particularly upset by the turn of events. I imagined it must be a good day if he could clear out his whole stock in one sitting!

I added the price of two beginner’s packages to the cost of the pets and signed the check, handing it off.

“Yes, sir, I’ll get started assembling the starter kit for you,” the proprieter said, taking my check as well as John’s credit card and disappearing back into the shop. I stood, looking at my two new pets.

“Girls,” I said, spreading my arms wide. “Come to Master.”

They nearly knocked me over as they rushed to kneel at my feet. I laughed, stroking their heads, feeling the warm weight of their breasts against my thighs. I almost felt like I could get hard again…

But now I had plenty of time to play with them, and there was no rush to get them all worn out too fast. After all, I was their owner, I was responsible for them now. I had to make sure they stayed fit and happy and fresh. They already needed baths! I looked over to see that Rocky and Blondie were rubbing their heads against John’s legs, clearly getting comfortable with their owner. I imagined we’d have lots of playdates together, and looked forward to seeing those two again.

“Let’s go home,” I said, smiling fondly down at my pets. They batted their lashes up at me, licking their lips, excited. My little family was perfect. I’d never been happier. And from the looks of it, neither had they!


Bonus Story: Bimbo Chemistry 101

My first semester of community college would have been perfect, if it wasn’t for my stepbrother. At least, that’s what I thought. Before I accidentally drank his special formula, and discovered just how much fun having a brother could really be!

Robby wasn’t really younger than me, but I always called him my little brother. We were both 18, fresh out of high school. His dad had married my mom when we were 10, but my mom passed away when we were 15. His dad had officially adopted me, so he continued to raise me after my mom died. Since he was a single dad raising two kids, he couldn’t afford to put us both through a four-year school. We were both getting our Associate’s at the local community college before going on to get our Bachelor’s degrees.

Robby was a lot more academic than me. I was mostly into cheerleading. I had been head cheerleader in high school, and I was on the cheer squad in college, too. Robby was a nerd. He liked science and shit. Booooo-ring.

On the fateful day that changed my life, I was waiting near the car we shared for him to show up so we could go home. I was wearing my favorite outfit, a white shirt and short pleated plaid skirt with knee-high socks. I admit, I liked that outfit because it made all the guys drool. I’d only ever been with my high school boyfriend, but I got off on teasing men. Even my stepdad and brother. I loved flaunting my perky C-cup breasts and my toned thighs and tight ass around. I wore as little as possible, as often as possible. And the schoolgirl look I was rocking definitely caught a lot of attention.

Robby was way late. Frustrated, I decided to go look for him. I figured he’d probably be in the lab. We both took the same Chemistry class. I only signed up because I knew Robby would let me copy off him. He was such a little loser, I could make him do anything. He loved that class, and our professor, Mr. Williams. I thought it was a snoozefest.

Anyway, my suspicion was right. I found Robby and Mr. Williams bent over some beakers and stuff at the head of the classroom, doing some science stuff. My brother’s backpack was sitting on the ground near the front of the room. I noticed a weird bottle with red stuff in it tucked into the side pouch. I was really thirsty, but I figured I’d just get a soda on the way home. Anyway, the drink reminded me of how thirsty I was, which made me more upset that Robby was making me late.

Robby looked like he was going to grow up to become Mr. Williams. They were both skinny, brown-haired, and wore big thick glasses. They were both wearing lab coats, looking like total dweebs.

“Robby!” I shouted as I stalked into the room. “It’s late! Let’s go!”

The two men looked up at me, spilling something from one beaker. Mr. Williams shouted and grabbed a towel to wipe it up. I rolled my eyes, watching them nerding out over whatever little experiment they were doing.

“Just a minute, Amy,” Robby said, fixing his glasses for, like, the billionth time. I groaned and flopped down in a seat. The long, black lab tables were all empty, everyone else done for the day. Leave it to my nerdy little stepbrother to stay after class.

They kept talking between themselves about dosages and experimental results and triglycerides and progesterone and estrogen and all sorts of bullshit. A minute turned into two, and then into three. Bored of looking through my phone, I decided to steal some of Robby’s drink. They didn’t even look up as I approached and grabbed the bottle. The drink smelled sugary but also kind of chemical-y. Whatever, it was liquid, and I was thirsty. I took a big gulp.

“Amy, no!”

Robby’s voice stopped me from taking a second gulp. I paused, putting the bottle down on one of the tables.

“What?” I asked, hands on my hips, flipping my blonde hair.

“You just drank…you just drank…” Robby stuttered, looking at me wide-eyed. Mr. Williams was looking at me weird, too. What? What did I just drink?

“Our formula,” Mr. Williams finished. “Our experimental formula.”

“Formula for what?” I asked. Was it poison? Was I going to die?!

“Female enhancement,” Robby said, a weird look coming over his face. I cocked my head.

“Well…I’m a female,” I said slowly. “So…what’s it going to enhance?”

Robby and Mr. Williams shared a glance, then looked back at me.

“Lots of things,” Mr. Williams said. “Amy, you should probably just sit down for now, alright? Things might get a little strange for you.”

“Stop being weird!” I protested, stamping my foot. “Tell me what’s going to happen!”

“It’s too difficult to explain,” Robby said. “Sit down, sis.”

“Okay,” I chirped, smiling. If Robby thought it was a good idea to sit down, it must be! Robby was so much smarter than me. I plopped down at one of the tables, ready to wait until Robby was ready for me.

Robby and Mr. Williams stared at me for a while, talking to each other in whispers too soft for me to understand. I felt really good. Why were they so worried about that stupid formula? Clearly, there was nothing wrong with me. I knew I should just trust them, because they were so much smarter than me, but I thought it was silly, the way they reacted. I felt better than ever! Well, maybe there was something wrong with me.

“Urgh,” I groaned, plucking at my shirt. Why did it feel so damn tight? It was like my breasts had doubled in size, and were being pressed to my chest so hard that they were gonna burst!

“What’s wrong, Amy?” Robby asked, and I thought he might be smirking a little. Thinking it was just my imagination, I shrugged.

“My shirt feels too tight,” I said, pouting.

“That’s a shame,” Mr. Williams said. “Why don’t you just take it off? There’s no one here but us, and we’re men of science. No need to be modest around us.”

“Gee,” I said. “That’s a great idea!”

It really was. I didn’t know how I didn’t think of it first! I pulled my top off, sighing in relief. But my breasts still felt really tight, in my bra. I looked down and was surprised at how much they were spilling over the top of my bra. This bra was usually a little too big on me, but now it looked – and felt – two sizes too small!

“Better?” Robby asked, staring at my chest. It was sweet how much he cared about my comfort. Why had I never noticed how sweet Robby was before? I’d been so mean to him, when we could have been friends!

“Not really,” I moaned. “It still hurts!”

“Maybe it’s your bra,” Mr. Williams suggested. “Take it off.”

“Okay,” I said, reaching behind me. I groaned in relief as it came off, and my breasts finally felt free. I looked down at them. For real, they looked way huge compared to this morning! Sometimes my breasts felt bigger than other times, but it looked like I had two bowling balls on my chest! Still, they felt sooo much better without my bra on.

“Good job, Amy,” Mr. Williams said, and I giggled. I was glad that Mr. Williams was happy with me. He was really handsome and smart. I had never noticed that before.

“I bet it feels much better now,” Robby smiled. I nodded.

“It sure does,” I said, bouncing a little bit to show off how much better I felt. My newly huge tits bounced with me. I noticed that my nipples were pretty hard, but it was cold in the room so that made sense. They weren’t just hard, though. They were kind of tingly, too. I bit my lip and put my hands in my lap, trying to figure out all the different sensations in my body.

“Amy, do you feel funny?” Mr. Williams asked. How did he know? He really was smart!

“I do!” I squealed. “I feel tingly all over! And my nipples are all hard, see?”

I cupped my breasts, lifting them to show the men what I meant. They exchanged a glance.

“That’s interesting,” Robby said. “How about we take a closer look?”

“Okay,” I said, leaning back and arching my chest out. They walked towards me and stood at either side. I looked up at them, thankful that they took such an interest in me. Mr. Williams reached down and grabbed one of my breasts. I moaned as the sensation rolled through me. It felt so good! Then Robby did the same thing to my other tit, and it felt even better! The two men massaged and kneaded my chest, pinching my hard nipples until I was panting. I could feel myself waking up between my legs, my pussy dripping.

“Oooh,” I moaned. “That feels really good!”

“Does it?” Robby asked, grinning. “I’m glad, Amy. Would you like to feel even better?”

I looked up at my brother in wonder. I could feel even better? How? I nodded eagerly.

“Good girl,” he said, and knelt down. Pulling my breast towards his face, I felt his tongue dart out and lap over my nipple. I squealed in pleasure. Mr. Williams did the same thing, both of them kneeling down beside me and licking my breasts, sucking my nipples into their mouths and squeezing my tits.

I was absolutely lost in pleasure, moaning and squirming. My clit was hard and my pussy felt like it was going to flood the seat beneath me, I was so wet! My brother looked up at me, my breast in his mouth, and grabbed a hold of my ponytail. With a tug, he yanked my head back on my neck before coming up to stand over me.

“You’ve always been such a bitch to me,” he said as I panted. Mr. Williams grabbed the breast that Robby had been sucking and kneaded it while he kept his mouth working on my nipple. “Don’t you feel bad about that, Amy?”

“Yes, Robby,” I said. “I’m so sorry, brother.”

“Don’t you want to make it up to me?” he asked. I did! Very much so. Especially now that I saw how nice he really was. He was willing to make me feel good. I wanted to do the same for him. I glanced down and noticed a big bulge in his pants. His cock was hard! Immediately, a thousand dirty ideas ran through my head. I groaned, reaching for his zipper.

“Can I make it up to you like this?” I asked, pulling his cock free. My eyes widened when I saw how big it was. Who knew that my lanky little brother had such a huge cock! He was hung like a horse. The tip dribbled with pre-cum, making my stomach grumble with hunger. I wanted to suck it all up, drain his balls dry. I’d never felt this way before, but I liked it a lot. I wanted to let my brother fuck my throat until he came!

“It’s a start,” Robby smirked. Mr. Williams moved so that he was between my legs. I moaned in disappointment when his mouth left my tit, but he replaced it with his hand. Slowly, he began to kiss down my stomach, which felt really good, too. I leaned to the side, stroking Robby’s cock, getting it all lubed up with his pre-cum. Mr. Williams kissed all the way down to the top of my skirt, then ripped it down, exposing my pussy! Now, they could both see what a dirty, wet slut I was.

“Jesus,” I heard Mr. Williams groan. “She’s drenched.”

Robby groaned as I stroked him. Suddenly, I felt Mr. Williams dive forward between my legs. His tongue wrapped around my clit and I screamed in pleasure. He grabbed my thighs, pulling them up over his shoulders as he began to eat my pussy. At the same time, my brother yanked me by the ponytail, forcing his cock into my mouth. He filled my throat instantly, sinking all the way to the back of my mouth. I instantly gagged, but Mr. Williams was licking my pussy so well that I didn’t even care.

My eyes rolled back into my head as my brother began to fuck my mouth, using me like a sex toy, burying his cock into my throat fast and hard. Drool spilled down my chin and onto my tits as he choked me, blocking my airwaves so that I breathed frantically through my nose. Tears spilled down my cheeks. None of it even mattered, because my hips were bucking and my body was on fire from the way Mr. Williams was eating me out. His tongue flicked my clit, wrapping around it again and again.

With my brother stuffing my mouth and my teacher licking my slit, I was in absolute heaven. I grabbed my breasts, rubbing them and pinching my nipples. Robby held my head in place by my hair, fucking my throat raw. He was breathing heavily, and as he plunged himself into my throat, my nose buried in his pubes, he groaned. He held me there, pulsing in my throat until my spit flowed down his balls. I felt him throbbing, his big cock getting even bigger.

Mr. Williams suckled my clit between his lips and brought his fingers to my entrance. He plunged them inside me just as my brother came in my throat, pumping his cum straight down into my stomach. I came, clenching around Mr. Williams’ fingers while swallowing every drop of my brother’s load. His cum tasted so good sliding down my throat, filling my belly. My eyes rolled back in my head, my body shaking and bucking as Mr. Williams kept on licking my clit while I came.

Robby grunted, pulling his cock from my throat, spraying one last burst of seed onto my tits. I gasped for air, gargling in his cum; he pulled my head back again and spit down into my mouth. I swallowed gratefully, eager to take whatever he wanted to give me. My climax subsided, and Mr. Williams crawled up from between my legs, wiping his lips free. His fingers were wet with my juices, and he shoved them between my lips. I sucked them clean with a groan, loving the way I tasted.

“Thank you,” I groaned when he pulled his fingers free. “Thank you soooo much!”

“We’re not done with you,” Mr. Williams said. “Not even close. I want you to lick my balls for me, Amy. Do you want to do that?”

Mr. Williams unzipped himself as he straddled my hips, standing over the chair so that his crotch was in my face. His cock was smaller than my brother’s, but it didn’t matter. My mouth still watered at the sight of it. His balls were low and hairy, and I moaned eagerly as I leaned in and buried my face against them.

He tasted all sweaty and manly, and I could feel my pussy dripping again as I licked and sucked his flesh. He groaned, holding my head against him as his cock got harder and harder, rubbing up over my scalp. I sucked his balls into my mouth, rolling my tongue over them, moaning at the delicious taste. I knew there was lots of yummy cum for me inside, and I couldn’t wait for Mr. Williams to fill me up. Luckily, he couldn’t wait either, and he pulled my head back quickly.

“Shit,” he groaned, grabbing his cock and stroking it. I stuck my tongue out, but he just kept pumping himself, holding my head back by my ponytail. He slapped me against the cheek with his cock a few times, and spit in my mouth. Finally, he groaned, and I got to feel his sweet cum splashing over my face. He covered my eyes and nose in it, painting my face with his jizz. I eagerly licked and swallowed whatever I could reach.

“More, please,” I begged as he began to slow down and shoot less. “I want more!”

“Be a good girl, and you might get more,” Robby said, standing at my side. Mr. Williams’ cock began to go limp. I eagerly began to collect his cum from my face, scooping it onto my fingers.

“Mmmm,” I moaned. “Tastes really good!”

“Come here,” Mr. Williams said, suddenly grabbing me from the seat and lifting me up to the table, seating me on the very edge. “You’re being an excellent test subject.”

“Really?” I squealed, wiping more cum from my nose. “Thank you! I’m so happy! Can I keep making it up to you, Robby? I really want to!”

“You still want to cum, don’t you?” Robby asked. I moaned, nodding my head as I licked Mr. Williams’ cum from my fingers. My brother chuckled.

“Well, so do I,” he said. “I’ve been thinking about what it would be like to rape your bratty little cunt for a long time. You should have listened to us and not drank the formula. But I bet you’re pretty glad you did, aren’t you? I bet you feel good being the little cum slut you were meant to be?”

“Yes, Robby,” I moaned. “It feels soooo good!”

“Show us,” Mr. Williams said with a smirk. He looked around the room, his eyes landing on the mop that sat by the eye rinse sink. He and Robby shared a look, then Mr. Williams picked up the mop and brought it back to the desk. I was still touching myself, desperate to cum again. I wished my brother would get hard again so I could feel his big horse cock inside my desperate pussy.

Mr. Williams tossed the mop at me. It landed against my stomach, the handle between my breasts.

“Use this,” he said. “If you’re a good girl and cum for us, we’ll fuck you again.”

I groaned, grabbing the mop handle and squeezing it between my legs. I gasped as the smooth handle rubbed my clit. I started to rub myself against it, jerking my hips. I threw my head back, tongue hanging out, low moans escaping my throat as I humped the mop handle to make myself cum. I could feel the sensation building between my legs, I shoved the handle down until the very tip was rubbing my clit.

“That’s it, Amy,” Robby said, coming forward to grab my breast. “Fuck yourself like the little whore you are.”

“Yes, Robby,” I moaned, thrusting the end of the mop into my drenched pussy. Immediately, I screamed in pleasure as my pussy clenched around the smooth pole, cumming again as my brother squeezed my tits and pinched my nipple. He grabbed my head again, pulling my lips up against his. He stuck his tongue down my throat, kissing me as I came. Wow! Who knew my brother was such a good kisser?

I moaned as Mr. Williams stepped forward, pulling the mop away. I was panting, coming down from my climax. To my delight, I saw that they were both hard again! I pouted, shaking my hips a little bit.

“Are you going to fuck me now?” I asked. “Please?”
“If you insist,” Robby laughed. “Get off the table, sis.”

I jumped off, tits bouncing. They seemed even bigger than before, but that couldn’t be possible. All I knew was that I was dying to feel the men inside me. Robby got up on the table and pulled me up on top of him. My brother grabbed my breasts as he positioned me, my slit poised above his cock, Mr. Williams positioned himself at my ass. I felt his tip teasing me wider, and I groaned in pleasure while my brother thrust upward, into my dripping slit.

The two men held me in place, pinning my body between theirs as they both sank deep inside me, Mr. Williams quickly filling my ass. I felt like I was being stretched beyond my limits, and yet still I wanted more. I uttered a guttural moan as they began to move, both thrusting into my body at a steady pace. Robby’s cock pierced me all the way to my womb with each stroke of his hips, the two cocks grinding against me until I was tingling all over and about to cum again.

“Feels so good,” I moaned. “Please, fuck me harder!”
Robby wrapped his hands around my thighs, pumping harder while Mr. Williams spread my ass cheeks wide and did the same. My tits bounced in my brother’s face as he fucked me from below, and he lifted his head up to bite my nipple. A wave built in my stomach as the two men used me for their pleasure, treating me like the slut that I was.

I howled in pleasure, cumming again and again, squirting my juices between them, drenching my brother’s balls in my pleasure while he sucked and nibbled my breasts. Soon, I could feel them both swelling inside me. I wanted to feel them explode inside me, wanted my brother’s cum to coat my womb while our teacher filled my ass. Mr. Williams came first, grunting as he plunged deep into my ass and burst, shooting his white hot cum into my ass. I shook, clenching him tight, cumming again while my brother buried himself to the hilt in my needy cunt.

He growled, balls throbbing until they unloaded, draining themselves in my bare pussy. The men gave me every ounce of jizz in their bodies, leaving me panting and shaking, dripping with their seed. I groaned, jerking against my brother, trying to grind the last bit of pleasure from his softening dick. When he finally pushed me off, I immediately plunged my fingers into my dripping pussy so I could taste him again. Mr. Williams pulled out of my ass, trailing cum down my thighs. Naked, I relished the sensation of being stuffed full of cum, my belly aching with it, my holes dripping.

“M-more…” I moaned, panting, my breasts heavy and heaving.

“Too bad,” Mr. Williams said breathlessly, zipping himself up. “I’m done with you.”

“Me too,” Robby said, putting his limp cock away. I whimpered, still needy. “We need to go home, anyway.”

“But…but…”

“Maybe later, sis,” Robby said. “Get dressed. If you’re good tonight and do my chores, I might let you suck me off before bed.”

“Really?” I gasped, thrilling at the idea. “Thank you, Robby!”

“Wait til Dad sees you,” Robby said, shaking his head. “He’s been staring at you ever since your Mom died. Poor guy needs a good lay. He’ll be so excited to see how I’ve improved you.”

“You think your Dad would fuck me, too?” I asked, thinking of my step-dad and squirming. It would be sooooo nice to live with two men who’d let me suck them off, even fuck me! I couldn’t wait to go home and see if my step-dad would really be interested in me.

“Maybe, if he’s not disgusted by what a dumb bimbo you are,” Robby laughed. “Damn. We knew that formula was strong, but I had no idea it was this strong. Now, come on. I’m hungry. You can buy me a hamburger on our way home.”

“Okay, Robby,” I squealed, jumping up and picking my clothes off the floor. My breasts still barely fit in my shirt, and I didn’t even bother with my bra. As we walked to the car,  I noticed all the guys on campus staring at my hard nipples and giant, bouncy tits. It made me feel very proud and excited.

I was sooooo glad that Robby stayed late after all, and that I came to find him. If I could go back and do it again, I would drink even more of that yummy formula! I’d never felt sexier, or happier, in my life. Things felt like they were finally falling into place, just the way they were supposed to. I loved being my brother’s bimbo, and I couldn’t wait for him to share me with Dad!


Bonus Story: Trained by the Priest

I sat in the church on the night before my wedding, staring up at the altar. I knew I was supposed to be happy, but I was crying.

I loved Tommy, my high school sweetheart. And I was so happy that we were finally 18 and could get married. I couldn’t wait to be his wife!

So why was I so upset?

Well, Tommy and I had agreed to wait until we were married before we did anything. Except for kissing, I was totally inexperienced. And I had just read an article online about men who left their wives for not being good in bed.

What if I was bad in bed?! I had no idea what I was supposed to do! The article mentioned all sorts of things that I didn’t know about. If I didn’t do those things, or didn’t do them right, Tommy would leave me for someone else! I wished we hadn’t chosen to wait, so I could have practiced before we were married. If I embarrassed myself on our wedding night, I was sure it would be a very short marriage.

I was crying as quietly as I could, trying not to make too much noise in the empty church. I had been coming to this church since I was a little girl. I would be married here the next day, by Father Daniels. I’d known him since I was a little girl, too.

But his voice still surprised me when it came from behind the pew I sat in.

“My dear,” Father Daniels said. “What’s wrong? You’re crying? But you should be happy!”

I wiped my cheeks as Father Daniels came to sit beside me in the pew. He had kindly blue eyes and brown hair. He wasn’t too old, for a priest. I had always trusted him. Everyone did. He was the favorite priest in the whole parish.

“I know,” I sighed, trying to stop my tears. “I am happy to marry Tommy. But…”

How could I explain my fears to Father Daniels? They were embarrassing! I knew that I could tell him anything, but it still felt shameful to discuss sex in a church. Father Daniels took my hand and squeezed it.

“Go ahead, my child,” Father Daniels said. “Let it out.”

I bit my lip, looking into his eyes. I knew he could make me feel better. He always did. So, taking a big breath, I let it all out. My fears, my innocence, my inexperience. The shame that I felt about not being able to please my husband. He listened quietly, nodding along, taking it all in. By the time I was done, I already felt a little bit better!

“I see,” Father Daniels said at last. “Well, those are very sincere concerns, my dear. Have you shared them with Tommy?”

I shook my head.

“Perhaps that’s best,” Father Daniels said. “A man doesn’t want to be burdened with his wife’s sexual fears.”

Ouch. That hurt to hear! But Father Daniels knew what he was talking about, surely. Father Daniels got an odd look in his eye as he studied me.

“You’ve never touched yourself, have you, Jenna?” Father Daniels said.

“No, Father,” I said, shaking my head vehemently. “Of course not!”

“Why not?” Father Daniels said, leaning in a little closer. I could feel his body heat.

“It’s a sin, right?” I said.

“Well, that’s debatable,” Father Daniels said. Suddenly, he let go of my hand and laid his hand on my knee. Warmth flowed up my thigh. He had big hands. Big, warm hands. Soft, too. Very comforting. You could really tell he was a man of God, because even his touch was comforting! He spoke to me in low tones as he rubbed my knee.

“If touching yourself is a sin, it’s certainly not one that’s difficult to atone for,” Father Daniels mused. “You could always ask for forgiveness.”

“Oh,” I said, shrugging. “Well, I just never really felt like doing it.”

“Never?” Father Daniels said, surprise in his voice. His hand slid a little further up my leg. I automatically spread my legs a bit, since he seemed to want that.

“Mmm..well, maybe sometimes…when I kiss Tommy….”

“Ah,” Father Daniels smiled. “So you and Tommy do kiss. What else do you do?”

“Well, like I said, Father, not much,” I admitted. “I really have wanted to wait until marriage. That’s why I’m worried. I think he’ll be disappointed in me on our wedding night!”

“I see,” Father Daniels said. His hand inched a little higher. His fingers were tickling my inner thigh. It felt really good, so I opened my legs a bit wider. “Well, Jenna, if you’re willing, I think I might be able to help you.”

“Really?!” I asked, ecstatic. I couldn’t think of anyone better than Father Daniels to help me. I trusted him with my life! “Thank you!”

“Don’t thank me yet,” Father Daniels said with a small smile. He squeezed my leg, and a thrill ran up my spine. “I want to make sure you understand some things first. I cannot help you if you don’t trust me. You do trust me, right?”

I nodded fervently. Of course I did!

“Very good,” Father Daniels said. “Now, you’ve been very good to save yourself for marriage, Jenna. It’s God’s will. But since you’re worried about now knowing what to do, I’d like to offer my assistance as a man of God. I’m a priest, Jenna. For me to touch you would not be a sin.”

I nodded, not quite sure where he was going with this, but quite sure that he was right about it.

“It would be like letting God himself touch you,” Father Daniels said. “Tonight, the night before your wedding, I would be willing to sacrifice my time to training you on the duties of a wife. The bedroom duties, you understand.”

“That would be great,” I said, practically crying with relief. “Thank you so much, Father Daniels!”

“I’ll need complete obedience from you,” Father Daniels said gravely. “No questions, no protests. You can leave at any time, but if you want to know how to please Tommy, you will have to do everything I say until the end of the lesson. Can you do that, Jenna?”

I nodded again. Sure! I was sure I could do whatever Father Daniels said.

“Say it aloud, Jenna. Say that you’ll obey me. I need to hear it.”

“I’ll obey you, Father Daniels,” I said. “I’ll do everything you say, I promise!”

“Very good,” Father Daniels smiled and removed his hand from my thigh. “Now, please stand up. Your first lesson will be in pleasing a man. Then, I’ll teach you what a man might do to you if he wants to. And then I will show you what it means to join with a man. Sound good?”

It sure did! I smiled happily and stood up, letting Father Daniels guide me until I was standing in front of him. He sat in the pew, looking me up and down.

“First, I trust that you’re aware of proper anatomy?”

“Yes,” I said. “Penis and vagina, right?”

Father Danielss nodded.

“Yes,” he said. “Those are the technical terms. But when you’re making love, it’s much better to use colloquial terms. A penis can be a cock, a dick, or a prick. A vagina is a pussy, a slit or a cunt.”

Oh, boy. I blushed hard, hearing Father Daniels say those words. I wasn’t expecting that! I bit my lip.

“And in order to please a man,” Father Daniels continued. “You must first get his cock hard. Give him an erection. As you can see, my dear, I am not erect.”

He gestured to his crotch. I couldn’t really see what he meant, but I nodded anyway.

“To get me hard, I’d like you to take your clothes off. Do it slowly, and keep your eyes on me the entire time.”

Wait. That seemed a little excessive. After all, we were in the middle of church. I thought he would just kind of walk me through the motions but…

“Don’t think about it, just do it,” Father Daniels said firmly. “When your husband tells you to do something, you should do it immediately, and eagerly. Now, undress.”

Well, okay, if that’s what he wanted! I looked Father Daniels in the eye and reached for the zipper of my skirt. I slowly moved it down, until my skirt fell to my ankles, showing off my white panties and my creamy thighs. Father Daniels stared at me as I pulled my shirt off, until I was in my bra and panties only. He gestured for me to continue. Blushing, I forced myself to maintain eye contact as I opened my bra. Immediately, my c-cup tits bounced free, my nipples pink and hard in the cold air. Father Daniels licked his lips as my hands moved down to my panties and I slowly shimmied out of them.

This was my first time ever being naked in front of a man! I instinctively went to cover myself, but Father Daniels slapped my hands away.

“You must always show your husband every inch of your body. It is his body now, too. He has every right to stare at it. Come closer, Jenna.”

Father Daniels spread his legs and reached for me. He grabbed me by the hips, hard, and pulled until I was between his knees. A little squeal escaped my throat in my surprise.

“Good girl,” Father Daniels said. “Now, has Tommy ever touched your breasts?”

I shook my head. I never let him.

“From now on, your breasts are for Tommy to touch whenever he wants. Letting a man touch and suck your breasts is a good way to get him hard. I’m going to do that now, alright Jenna?”

I squirmed. It didn’t really feel alright, but it had to be, if Father Daniels said so. I nodded, watching as Father Daniels leaned forward and reached for my heavy, round breasts. I moaned when  he grabbed them from below and lifted them slightly, his palms warm in the cold church. Something tingled between my legs.

Father Daniels began to rub and massage my breasts, squeezing them and moving them in small circles. The more he touched me, the better it felt. I closed my eyes as he began to brush my hard nipples with his thumbs. My heart rate was getting faster. Groaning, I arched my back, pushing my breasts closer to him. It felt really good, what he was doing. My thighs clenched together as the tingles increased.

“You have beautiful tits, Jenna,” Father Daniels praised me and I felt giddy. “Tommy is a very lucky man. It feels good, doesn’t it? You like having me touch your breasts?”

“Yes, Father Daniels,” I moaned. “It feels really good. I like it a lot.”

“Good girl,” Father Daniels said, and took hold of my nipples. He tweaked and then pinched them, sending a hot flush to my cheeks. “Now, you’re going to feel even better.”

What could feel better? I didn’t understand until I looked down and watched Father Daniels lean forward and take my nipple between his lips. His tongue flicked over it and I felt like I was melting! He sucked my nipple, then moved to the other one. His hands kept squeezing and teasing my breasts, fingers tweaking my nipple while his mouth sucked and licked the other one. Soon, I was squirming all over and making soft, crooning noises. I felt really hot between my legs, and even kind of damp! I wanted very much to touch myself down there and figure out what was happening.

But Father Daniels beat me to it. He dropped one hand from my chest down to my thighs and forced them apart. I gasped in surprise as he forced his fingers against my pussy and began to rub! It did feel like I was wet, and I groaned in satisfaction as the sensation rushed up my spine. Father Daniels removed his lips from my breast and looked up at me.

“You’re very wet, Jenna,” he said. “That’s good. That means you’ll be a good little wife for your husband. You must always try to be wet for him, so he can take you whenever he wants. If you deny him, he may seek pleasures elsewhere. Understand?”

“Y-yes, F-father,” I moaned. “Feels…g-good…”

“I know it does,” Father Daniels smirked. “You’re going to feel really good soon. I’m going to make you cum, Jenna. You feel me rubbing your clit?”

I nodded, panting, heat rising in my belly. He rolled his finger around my clit in a slow circle. Again and again.

“Ask me if you’re allowed to come, Jenna,” Father Daniels demanded, sliding my hard little clit between the edges of two fingers, a whole new sensation that had me on my tiptoes with pleasure. “Always ask for permission from a man. Your pleasure is his decision.”

“P-please, Father,” I moaned. “Can I c-cum?!”

“Yes, little one,” Father Daniels said, and suddenly rubbed my clit really hard. I gasped as the heat seemed to explode inside me. My eyes opened wide and the world spun as pleasure ripped through me. I felt like I was unleashing a flood against his hand as I came, and he leaned in, sucking on my nipple again while the sensations whirled inside me.

I was coming down, panting and tingling, when I realized that Father Daniels had leaned back and was grinning at me. Feeling a little dizzy and very heated, I smiled back.

“Now, Jenna, you can see that I’m hard,” Father Daniels said, gesturing to his crotch again. To my surprise, there was a big bulge under his priest robe. My eyes widened. Seeing that was a lot different than imagining it!

“So, it’s time for me to teach you how to please your husband,” Father Daniels said. “Get on your knees.”

The floor was really hard and uncomfortable, but I did what Father Daniels said. I knew he was right so far, and I had no reason not to trust him on this. If pleasing a man meant I had to kneel before him, it kind of made sense. A wife should be subservient, right?

“Good girl,” Father Daniels said, adjusting himself so that his loose slacks were visible. “Now, take my cock out. Unzip my pants and take my cock in your hand.”

My pulse sped up. I’d never seen a cock before, never mind touched one! What if it was gross and I didn’t like it? Father Daniels sensed my hesitation and clucked his tongue at me.

“You’re being a bad girl, Jenna,” he said. “Take my cock out, now.”

I jumped at his harsh tone and reached for his zipper. With shaking hands, I unzipped him and then reached in…my hand gripped something long, thick, and hot! I pulled it through his pants. Father Daniels’ cock was really big! It was nine inches at least, and so thick I could barely fit my hand around it! The tip was purple and soft, with something wet glistening at the top. Veins ran all down the shaft, and there was thick curly hair at the bottom. I stared at it, entranced.

“Very good, Jenna,” Father Daniels said. “Now, stick your tongue out, like you would at communion.”

Obediently, I looked at Father Daniels and dropped my jaw, sticking my tongue out.

“Good girl,” he grinned. “Now, lean forward and start licking my cock. You should lick it all the way up and down, until it’s all wet. You should especially lick the tip, where it’s most sensitive.”

Lick it?! But why?! That was gross! I made a face, and Father Daniels saw it. He stared at me, angry.

“What did you say to me before we began, Jenna? You said you would obey me, right?”

I nodded, looking at his cock again. I didn’t want to touch it with my tongue…but I knew I had to trust Father Daniels…slowly, I leaned in and closed my eyes. My tongue hit his throbbing flesh, and I started to lick him, trying to do exactly what he said. I licked his shaft all up and down. From his curly hair to the drippy, purple tip.

Over and over again, I licked him, lapping at every inch. Father Daniels watched me with glazed eyes, leaning back, relaxed. His cock was really wet after a while, and I had gotten used to the taste.

“Alright, Jenna,” Father Daniels said, reaching for me. I felt pressure on my head as he grabbed a fistful of my hair. “Now, get ready to suck me. I’m going to shove my cock between your lips, and you’re going to suck me off. Worship my cock, Jenna. Worship it like you would worship the Lord.”

My pulse sped up again as his hand in my hair stiffened. I closed my eyes and let Father Daniels guide my head into place at the top of his cock. The big, soft head slipped past my lips. It wasn’t so bad; even when I swallowed some of that drippy, musky liquid, it wasn’t so bad. But Father Daniels kept pushing!

He groaned as he pushed harder, forcing his cock further and further into my mouth. I couldn’t keep myself from drooling as his hips shifted up and down, pushing him even deeper into my mouth. My tongue lapped at his shaft as he forced harder. He pushed until he was almost totally buried in my mouth!

My gag reflex kicked in and I tried to hold back, choking on his dick. Tears sprang to my eyes and spilled down my cheeks as I tried to breathe enough air through my nose. My muffled moans seemed to make Father Daniels even happier, and soon he was holding my head in both hands and thrusting his hips up and down, jamming his cock down my throat.

Father Daniels groaned. His hands clenched really hard on my head. He jerked faster, and I could feel his cock throb against my tongue. With a long grunt, he forced my head all the way down, my nose buried in his curly hairs. Jerking one last time, I felt something wet burst in my throat and slide down to my stomach.

More and more of it came, hot and salty. I swallowed what I could, but some of it filled my cheeks and leaked from my lips down my chin. When Father Daniels finally released me, I gasped for air, spilling the wet jizz all down my breasts. I rocked back onto my heels, panting, trying to recover from the strangeness. Father Daniels’ cock wasn’t that hard anymore, but he was stroking it slowly, watching me.

“That wasn’t bad,” he said. “You’ll need a lot more practice before you can truly satisfy your husband. You shouldn’t gag like that. It’s very unattractive.”

“Sorry,” I whimpered, wiping my cheeks. My throat felt raw, my stomach full of the hot cum.

“It’s alright,” Father Daniels said. “Get up again, please.”

I rose on shaky legs. What now? I didn’t think he was going to be hard again so soon…I knew a little bit about sex, after all.

“Sit down, facing me,” Father Daniels said. “Spread your legs wide. One foot on the ground, the other on top of the pew.”

But then he’d be able to see everything! My breasts were one thing…it felt wrong to spread myself like that in a church! But I could tell Father Daniels was getting ready to scold me again, and I didn’t want that. I sat down beside him. Struggling a little, I managed to pull my foot up onto the pew, the other on the ground, legs spread so that my whole, wet pussy was on display. I lay on my back, letting him look me over. Father Daniels licked his lips.

“Before we can go any further, I’ll need some time to recover, and some inspiration,” he explained, leaning down with his hands on my inner thighs. I shuddered, feeling my pussy drip a little. I guess that having him cum in my mouth turned me on more than I thought! But what was he doing down there? Why did he want to look at me so closely? Wasn’t it ugly and…

My shout filled the echoing chambers as Father Daniels buried his head between my legs and licked my pussy. I gripped the wooden pew, nails digging into the varnish. Father Daniels growled as he licked me up and down, sucking my clit between his lips. I moaned, hips thrusting on their own, heat flushing my cheeks. This was so much better than his fingers!

“Play with your tits,” Father Daniels demanded from between my legs. “I want to watch you. Make it worth my time.”

Groaning, I grabbed my breasts and started to rub them, just like he had. It made every sensation more intense. Closing my eyes, I felt myself gushing in pleasure as Father Daniels licked and sucked my clit. I ground against him, unable to help myself. Then, I felt something strange. There was something poking against my entrance, something hard and kind of rough. I realized that it was Father Daniels’ finger; he slid it right into my pussy!

It felt amazing inside me. He moved it inside me, exploring all around as his lips kept assaulting my clit. He curled his finger and stroked me deep. I gasped, shuddering, pinching my nipples as he pushed me to another orgasm. Everything rang, my body going stiff, then limp.

I was sure I was crying out, but I couldn’t stop myself. This felt a million times better than the last time. Slowly, the good feelings started to die down, and I was left slumped against the pew as Father Daniels came up from between my legs. He wiped his mouth, and pushed his fingers against my mouth. Not sure what to do, I let him force his wet fingers past my lips and sucked them, my own juices running down my throat.

“Good girl, Jenna,” Father Daniels said with a sigh. He rose up, and I could see that his cock was hard again. “Now, it’s time.”

“Time?” I asked, biting my lip. I thought I knew what he was talking about, but I kind of hoped I was wrong!

“I’m going to put my cock inside your pussy,” he said. “I’m going to fuck you now. I’m nice and hard again, and I’m going to show you what it feels like to get fucked by a man.”

“I know you’re a virgin, and you might be scared, but if you really want to know everything about sex, you need to actually have sex. It won’t count if you have sex with me, because I’m a holy man. You can still call yourself a virgin on your wedding night.”

“Okay,” I sighed. “But won’t it hurt a lot?”

“It might,” he said, nodding sagely. “But that’s all a part of the process. When it stops hurting, I promise, it will feel very good. And it will make me feel good, too. You understand that a man’s pleasure is the most important thing, right?”

“Yes,” I nodded. I’d gotten that lesson loud and clear. “I understand.”

“Great,” he said, smiling. “Then I’ll need you to get up and bend over. Put your hands on the pew and stick your ass out for me.”

That didn’t seem right. I thought sex was where a man laid on top of a woman and…?

“This is the best way, Jenna,” he said, voice grave. “Your husband will love it.”

I wanted Tommy to love me, so I nodded and did as he said. I got up, turned around, and leaned forward. The wood was kind of sticky under my hands, the varnish old and cracked. I studied the grains in the wood, the circles and various shades of brown. Father Daniels stood behind me, then grabbed my hips. He yanked at them, pushing and pulling me into the position he wanted.

I gasped as I felt something pressing against my pussy lips.

“You should be thankful that I got you so wet,” Father Daniels said, sliding his cock up and down my pussy lips. When the head of his cock rubbed my clit, I moaned, letting the good feelings fill my stomach again. Soon, though, he stopped sliding, and the head of his cock pressed against my slit. “A man might not want to prepare you. You should be ready to take your husband no matter what condition you’re in. Even if you’re dry, you should accept his cock inside you. You belong to him now.”

I closed my eyes and grit my teeth as Father Daniels inched his cock inside me.

“I’m going to do this fast, so it doesn’t hurt for long,” he said. My pussy complained as he split me wide with just the head of his dick. I gripped the pew harder, nails digging into the varnish. Father Daniels gripped my hips hard and took a deep breath. Then, he slammed his cock into me. My body was on fire with pain, a splitting sensation between my legs, a sob escaping my lips. I cried a little bit. My pussy felt like it was stretched beyond its limits.

“The worst is over now, Jenna,” he said. I moaned in relief as he slid out slightly – but then he slid right back in! “This means it will be better tomorrow when you’re with Tommy for the first time.”

I groaned, hands grasping the pew, and tried to think of nice things. But by the third time he slid in and out of me, I didn’t need to think about nice things. I was feeling nice things.

“Oh,” I moaned, surprised at the sensation overwhelming my body. “Oh, Father, this is…”

“It’s good, isn’t it, Jenna,” he said, his cock moving in long, slow strokes. I felt like I was being filled in places I’d never known existed. “This is the best way to please a man. And when you please a man, he’ll please you, too.”

That sounded good. One of Father Daniels’ hands slid around my hips, and his fingers dipped between my lips again, finding my clit. He was fucking me harder then, and rolling his fingers over my clit in a steady rhythm. Oh, it felt amazing, and I could feel that same coil in my stomach, tensing and tensing.

“Father,” I moaned. “I think I’m gonna…oh, again…”

“Yes, Jenna,” he growled. “Come on my cock. That’s what you’re meant for.”

He used one hand to rub my clit, and I cried out in surprise when his other hand moved and a finger pressed against my rosebud. He slammed into me faster with each stroke, and now he wiggled his finger into my ass, filling me from both ends until I was moaning and thrashing in pleasure.

“You want it harder?” Father Daniels asked. “Tell me, Jenna. Ask me to fuck you harder.”

“Yes, please, Father Daniels, fuck me harder! Oh, god, I need it harder, please,” I begged, and he went faster, thrusting into me like a machine.

“I’m going to come in you now,” he growled. “If you don’t come before then, I can’t help you. So you’d better come, Jenna. Listen to me. Do what I say. Come.”

“Oh, g-g-god,” I cried, desperate to please him. He slid his finger deeper into my ass and pinched my clit, driving himself deeper than ever inside me. Release finally came, and I shook and bucked beneath him, spilling my juices all over his shaft.

“Good girl,” he groaned. “Now take my cum…”

I could feel something warm and wet bursting inside me, splashing against my pussy walls, driving my climax deeper and deeper. My whole body was clenching wildly, almost like I was squeezing the cum out of him with my pussy. He released what felt like an ocean of cum into my virgin pussy, letting me ride him through my climax and then giving me even more. When he finally slid out, he was limp, and I groaned. I felt sore, but satisfied like never before.

“Oh, Father Daniels,” I said, rolling over and watching his cum drip from my pussy. “That was so good. Is that everything there is to know?”

“Not quite,” Father Daniels said, standing up and adjusting himself, putting his cock away. “But it’ll get you through your wedding night.”

“Oh,” I said, curious. “What else is there?”
Father Daniels smiled.

“Well, my dear, why don’t you come see me after your honeymoon, and I’ll teach you a few more ways to please your new husband?”

I nodded eagerly. I couldn’t wait to show Tommy that I was going to be a good wife. And being a good wife seemed like it was going to be pretty fun for me, too!
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