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Training my Wife

I woke up to my wife sucking my cock. She was under the sheets, her mouth busily slathering my shaft with her tongue so she could slide me into her throat. Groaning, I reached down and gripped the top of her head. We had a busy day ahead of us, and I was a little impatient to get started. Miranda dutifully opened her lips, wrapping them around the tip of my cock. I pushed down with my hand and thrust up with my hips, her well-trained throat relaxing to take every inch of me.

Two weeks ago, this would have been impossible. Two weeks ago, my wife would have rather cut off her pinky toe than wake me up with a  blow job. Two weeks ago, I believed that hypnotism was complete and utter bullshit.

Life was much better these days, and I was a firm supporter of the hypnotic arts.

See, Miranda was such a total bitch as a wife that I threatened to divorce her. I couldn’t deal with the nagging, the whining, the nights she refused me. I made all the money and did my share of housework – I knew I deserved better. But Miranda was desperate to keep up appearances, so we struck a deal. Since she apparently couldn’t stand the thought of touching me, she would undergo hypnosis to make her a more dutiful and desirable wife. In exchange, I wouldn’t divorce her.

I didn’t think it would work. Really, I thought it was a pathetic last-ditch effort on her part to keep me around for another six months or so. The hypnotist guaranteed that his procedure would work, and I was even kind of impressed by the way he seemed to put my wife in a trance. He planted an idea deep in her mind , that whenever I snapped my fingers, she would lose all her inhibitions. She would be eager to serve and satisfy me, and do whatever I told her.

The way hypnosis works, you can’t actually make someone do something they don’t kind of want to do. So there was no risk of Miranda being forced to do something. But I really didn’t expect her to want to do anything.

You can imagine my surprise when I found out it worked. I snapped my fingers and she immediately became a pliant, submissive, eager-to-please little pet. She would do anything I asked – anything, no matter how humiliating! She let me spank her, she let me collar her, she let me put a leash on her and walk her around the backyard – naked, on all fours!

And the best part?

She begged me to never, ever bring her out of the trance.

She liked being my pet!

So now, she wore my collar all the time. She slept on a cushion at the foot of what was once our bed. She ate and drank out of dog bowls, and she lived to serve me. Whatever I needed, sexual or otherwise, Miranda was all too happy to give it to me.

Which was not to say it had all been perfect from the start. In fact, I’d had to do a lot of hard work training her to be exactly the way I wanted her. But today, I was going to let all that hard work pay off. I couldn’t wait. So I was a little impatient with my morning blowjob, and started fucking her throat hard right away. She stayed perfectly still, letting me use her throat as roughly as I wanted.

Her spit flowed down my shaft, lubricating it. Grunting, I pictured her dazed expression, the blank look that she now wore constantly. Her D-cup tits pressed against my shins, her nipples hard, as always.  I knew she was dripping wet, because I had made sure to train her to always be thinking sexy thoughts. I never wanted her to be unavailable. She was to be soaked and ready to take a cock at a moment’s notice.

I felt her throat spasm as her gag reflex kicked in, but she took it like a champ, holding back until I was jerking quickly in the very back of her throat. My hand closed on her scalp, pushing her even further down. With a grunt, I shot my first load of the day into her tight little throat. She took every drop, even as it filled her cheeks. She could barely swallow around my cock, but she wouldn’t spill a drop. I’d taught her that lesson, too.

Finally, I felt my balls emptied, and knew my little pet had a stomach full of cum. That was her breakfast. If she was good, she might get a treat for lunch, but if not, she would be starved until dinner. Then she would have to beg for the scraps of whatever I was eating.

And, of course, a nice big helping of cum for dessert.

But that morning, I was too excited to even have breakfast myself. Miranda quickly climbed out of bed, standing at attention beside me.

“What can I make you to eat, sir?”

“Nothing,” I said. “I’m not hungry. I want to get right down to it.”

“Oh,” she said, and an uncharacteristic blush crept up her cheeks. “Of course, sir.”

Her usually-vapid expression held a touch of anxiety. Poor thing. She knew that this was going to be a stressful day for her. All her training put to the test. I hopped out of bed and threw on some clothes. I pointed to the floor as I changed, and she dropped to all fours. I preferred her to crawl most of the time, but sometimes I let her walk on two legs. She was naked except for her leather collar. Her leash hung in the playroom – where I now led her.

The playroom had taken some time to finish. It contained all the toys I liked to use on my pet. But the centerpiece was the Sybian machine. It sat right in the center of the room. A camera set up across from it recorded every moment that she rode it. And I had been forcing her to ride it a lot. I needed to know she could be trusted to take as much as I wanted to give her, and not to cum until I told her to.

Now, I closed the door after she crawled in. She dutifully stopped and got up onto her haunches, folding her hands in her lap, her expression placid and blank once more. She didn’t even glance at the imposing machine in the center of the room, although I knew she knew what was coming.

The black saddle of the machine featured a large dildo, as well as a ribbed mound that rubbed her clit. The whole thing vibrated, and the dildo rotated, based on controls that I could access through a remote. I had started her out on the lowest, slowest settings, and even that had been a treat to watch. The next day, I went up a notch, and so on and so forth. Finally, we could get to the highest levels without my wife failing to obey my commands. I could fuck her ass and mouth while she forced herself to abstain from orgasm.

She knew better than to cum without permission. Her ass bore marks of her punishment when she did. I loved spanking my wife for disobeying me, and loved hearing her thank me for it. It was justice for all the years of putting up with her mouthy, nagging, bitchy ways.

“Today’s the big day, my pet,” I said, going to turn on the camera. My wife’s lips tilted slightly upwards. “I’m finally going to make you earn your keep. You’ve had it easy until now.”

“Yes, sir,” she said demurely. “I understand, and I am excited to please you. Thank you for the opportunity.”

“You’re welcome, slave,” I chuckled. I went to the desk in the corner, where I had set up my computer. Logging in to the site, I made sure everything looked good. There were already lots of people waiting to watch my wife – I had put up lots of photos of her to attract an audience. Now, the chat room was full of men asking when the show would start. On my screen, I could see the Sybian machine and my wife kneeling beside it.

Ready to start! I typed into the chatroom.

“Go ahead and mount,” I commanded. Miranda hopped onto the small platform that housed the machine and straddled the dildo. I picked up the remote, one eye on the chatroom and one eye on the webcam footage. Tips were already beginning to come in as the viewers admired my wife’s huge tits and stupid expression. With a click, I turned the machine on. It hummed. I could almost smell Miranda’s arousal as she reacted to the now-familiar sound. I revolved the dildo as she lowered herself enough for the tip to part her pussy lips. She moaned at the foreplay. I knew her clit was throbbing with need.

Shall I tell her to start? I asked the viewers. The response was an enthusiastic yes. I decided to tease them just a little more.

“Before I let you start, pet, why don’t you tell your audience what you are?”

We’d rehearsed this. Miranda looked pleased with herself for remembering her lines.

“I’m a stupid, mindless fuck toy. I’m a cum dumpster. I’m a brainless slave who only exists to cum and make you cum.”

God, I loved that woman! And her fan club did, too. I watched the money pour in. They were getting impatient.

“Good girl,” I praised her. “Do you promise to give the audience a good show?”

“Yes, sir,” she said earnestly. “I promise to obey your every command and do whatever I am told. I promise to be a good little slut and fuck this machine good.”

Her voice had a little more emotion now as she got more and more excited. Her hard nipples were puckered, begging for attention.

“Very well,” I said. “You may begin.”

She groaned in relief, her body’s need finally satisfied as she lowered herself onto the rotating, vibrating dildo. It disappeared inch by inch, until all ten inches were inside her. She perched herself in such a way that her clit was on the vibrator. The machine was barely moving, compared to what I could make it do, but her tits bounced slightly from the movement and her eyes rolled back in pleasure. I took it up a notch, and she bit her lip.

“How does that feel?” I asked, watching the chat room to see what the audience wanted to see.

“Good, sir,” she said, voice unsteady. “It feels so good, sir. Thank you, thank you…”

“Alright, settle down,” I said, laughing because she was about as emotionless as you can be while you’re riding a fuck machine in front of an audience. “Let’s go to the next level.”

I clicked the remote to get the machine going faster.

“Umf,” Miranda grunted as her body adjusted. She began to work her hips in time with the thrusting machine. She could take much more, and as the money kept coming in, I decided to give the audience what they wanted. I clicked the remote up steadily until it was almost halfway to its ultimate intensity. Miranda wordlessly accepted the changes, her body moving faster to match the machine’s speed. Her breasts were bouncing freely now, her hair getting more and more tangled with each thrust of the dildo. Her mouth was open, and she panted slightly, her eyes only showing pleasure, not a single thought.

I watched as her thighs began to shake with the effort to keep up with the machine. And all her muscles where tense with the effort required not to cum from the intense vibration on her clit and deep thrusting of the dildo.

Touch tits! Someone in the chatroom demanded, igniting a chain reaction of similar requests. I was happy to oblige.

“Slave, play with your tits,” I commanded.

“Y-y-ess, sir,” Miranda’s voice shook with her whole-body vibrations, and it took considerable effort for her to balance herself without her arms on the saddle, but like the good little pet she was, she was soon riding the machine and playing with her breasts at the same time. She was practically drooling with the frustrating pleasure as she pinched and teased her nipples while taking the Sybian’s abuse. I racked it up another few notches, watching her cheeks redden with effort and need. She squeezed the saddle with her thighs, arching her back so that the dildo thrust even deeper into her needy cunt.

 A feral cry escaped her lips, and I knew she was doing everything in her power to keep from cumming. You’d barely know it from her blank expression, but my wife was nearly exploding with tension and pleasure.

She gonna cum? The audience was asking. They seemed excited to see it, but I wanted to get a little more cash in our coffers before giving them the grand finale. I ratcheted the controls up until it was almost at its highest power. The dildo was fucking every inch of her, rotating quickly while it vibrated and thrusted.

Miranda was whimpering, each bucking motion nearly throwing her off the machine. Her nipples were red and tight from her fingers, her breasts bouncing so hard it must have hurt. She was sweating, and looked rather pitiful – but hot as fuck, too. The Sybian was torturing her, and as long as I refused to let her cum, she would have to endure it.

We were almost at $75. I wanted to get there before letting Miranda experience some relief. We’d never gone much longer than this at full power. My finger was still on the dial, and I silently pushed it all the way to the final level.

“Do you want to cum, slave?” I asked, knowing that the audience certainly wanted it.

“P-please,” she begged. “Sir, please let me cum, I’m a good girl, please…”

Poor thing. She pleaded with me, eyes wet. If she could have, she would have folded her hands in prayer to show just how badly she needed me to let her orgasm.

“You can cum…if you tell your audience how grateful you are that they came to watch you today,” I said with a smile.

“T-thank you!” Miranda cried out. “Thank y-you for w-watching!”

Alright. She’d had enough. I was a merciful husband, and I wouldn’t torture her any more – that morning, at least.

“Good girl,” I praised her. “Now show us what a slut you are. Cum for the camera, wife.”

Miranda let out a feral cry as she buckled forward, her muscles contracting. Her toes curled, her hands digging into the saddle. Her voice filled the room as her pussy flooded the saddle, releasing so much juice that it dripped down. She arched her back violently, breasts pointed to the ceiling, still bouncing hard.

“Thank you! Yes, sir! Yes, sir! Yes!” Miranda screamed over and over again as she came once, twice…three times!

I moved the controls down slowly, notch by notch, until the machine merely hummed underneath my wife’s slack and spent body. She was sweating slightly, her hair stuck to her face, her expression blank once more. Pulling on a black ski mask to conceal my face, I stepped towards her, offering a hand to help her off the machine. She immediately fell to her knees, panting, her legs useless. I chuckled, and looked into the camera.

“Well, what do you think? What should we have her do next?”

I left Miranda kneeling in front of the camera, slack-jawed and dead-eyed, to check on the chat room. The votes were fairly unanimous. I grinned. I liked what they were suggesting. In fact, it was one of my all-time favorites.

I had no shame over showing my nine-inch cock on camera. And the black ski mask would hide my distinguishing features. I also liked fucking her with the mask on because it made me feel like a stranger, someone who’d broken in to take advantage of a poor, hypnotized, helpless woman. It gave me a thrill when the monotony of my ever-submissive wife got to me.

Stepping back in front of the camera, I unzipped my pants. Miranda turned her head to the side, mouth open to accept me should I want to use her mouth. But that’s not what the audience wanted. Grasping my thick shaft, I stroked myself until a generous drop of pre-cum developed at the tip. Miranda waited patiently, her body still shaking from the abuse of the Sybian.

“All fours,” I ordered, and my wife immediately dropped to all fours. Unfortunately, she was angled with her face towards the camera, and I thought the audience would prefer a different perspective. “Turn.”

Miranda maneuvered herself to the side, her big tits nearly touching the ground as she moved. She took the position I’d trained her to take, her ass in the air, back arched, hair flowing down her back for me to grab and use as a bridle if I wanted. I admired the view for a moment, my wife’s plump ass on display for me, her juices dripping down her thighs. Dropping to my knees, I shoved my hands between her legs and smeared the juices up to coat her asshole.

“I’m going to fuck your ass now, slave,” I said. “You’re going to like it, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda groaned. “Anything you want.”

I slid a finger into her tight rosebud, gently getting her ready to accept my cock. She waited, perfectly still, her breath even.

“Reach back and spread your cheeks for me,” I instructed. This would force her front half down, her face pressed into the floor. “And make sure you keep your eyes on the camera.”

She did as I said, reaching back to spread her luscious ass cheeks for me. I could see every inch of her now. To think, not so long ago, I would be lucky to catch a glimpse of my wife in her bra and panties! Now, she spread herself for me, happy only when she was making me happy. My cock throbbed. I placed it against her asshole, which relaxed for me. That had taken some time – training her to be an ass slut. She naturally clenched tight whenever I tried to fuck her there, and only significant punishment had taught her otherwise. Her ass bore the marks of those punishments.

I spanked her again as I slid forward, just for the fun of it. Her rosebud stretched as I plunged forward, not bothering to take my time. She drooled onto the carpet, staring at the camera, while I buried all nine inches of my cock into her ass. She still held herself open, so I could lean forward and grab her tits, squeezing them tight as I began to thrust into her hole.

“What do you think, wife? Do you like it when your master fucks your ass?”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda sighed. “I love it.”

“And do you love being on the internet, showing the whole world what a dirty little fucktoy you are?”

“Yes sir,” Miranda repeated. “Thank you for fucking my ass on camera.”

My balls smacked against her pussy as I drilled hard into her. She barely moved a muscle, just took my pounding cock with the same blank expression.

“Aren’t you going to show the audience how much you love getting fucked in the ass? Go ahead, slave. Fuck yourself on my cock. Move your hips.”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda moaned. I rose, letting go of her tits. Miranda immediately began to thrust against me at the same exact speed I’d been at, her tight little ass swallowing my cock with each stroke. Her tits swayed as she fucked herself on my cock, making mewling noises as I stretched her open.

Her body was barely strong enough for her to stand on two legs, yet she put every ounce of effort into pleasing me and making sure to fuck me hard. She arched her back even more, and I grabbed a handful of her hair, adding my own thrusts to hers. Jackhammering my cock into her ass, I grinned to myself at the show we were putting on.

“Don’t you wish you could do this to everyone watching us?” I asked. “Don’t you wish you were a public fucktoy, for anyone to use?”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda groaned.  “If it pleases you…”

“You’ll do anything I say, won’t you?”

“Anything,” she agreed.

“Then cum for me, while I rape your ass wide open,” I ordered, spanking her hard. Miranda reached between her legs and rubbed her oversensitive clit. A second later, she was crying out while her asshole clenched around my shaft. The sensation had my balls churning, and the sight of her drooling in pleasure for everyone on the internet to see drove me over the edge. With one last pounding thrust, I pulled out and stroked myself hard.

“Turn around,” I ordered, and then she was there, her face right in front of me, mouth open. “Tongue out.”

Miranda stuck her tongue out and I burst, shooting my cum all over her lips and nose, shooting it into her throat as she sat there patiently, body shaking from the last of her orgasm. She waited until I was done to lick her lips and face clean, savoring the taste of my seed.

I was excited to see how my performance was received. I went to the computer and was thrilled to see that we’d broken $100! Not bad for an hour’s work! I found myself feeling something I’d never felt before – proud of my wife. Miranda’s hot body and perfect submissiveness was paying off. The chat room was full of people who wanted more. But I knew my slave had had enough for her first day of work. Besides, I’d finally worked up an appetite. I logged us off, promising another show the next day. If we did a show daily, it would be a nice amount of money coming in.

“Get up,” I instructed my wife. “You did very well.”

Miranda beamed, her eyes still blank but her smile wide. She looked pretty pleased with herself.

“Thank you, sir,” she said. “I am so happy to hear that.”

“Now, shall we have breakfast? Make me some pancakes and sausage,” I told her. “And you can give yourself the scraps, for all your hard work.”

“Thank you,” Miranda said, leaving the room on wobbly legs. I followed her, admiring the way she was still dripping down her bare thighs. I relaxed while she made breakfast, thinking of how I could introduce my next idea to my wife.

How far would she actually go?

What I wanted to do to her next might push her over her limit. She served my breakfast, then knelt beside me to eat from her bowl. She waited for me to give her permission to begin.

“So,” I said, cutting into the steaming hot pancake on my plate. “Tell me. How do you feel about tattoos?”

The Miranda I married hated tattoos. She thought they were trashy. But my wife merely looked up at me from her bowl, licking her lips, looking vaguely confused.

“Anything to make you happy, sir,” she finally said, turning back to her meal. I smiled broadly, enjoying every bite of my breakfast as I thought about what the next week would bring.

Bonus Story: 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.

[image: A drawing of a person  Description generated with high confidence]“

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: Giving in to the Nerds

So here’s something that basically NOBODY tells you.

Even if you work really hard for four years to become head cheerleader and have the most friends and be the best person to have at a party and be voted homecoming queen and date the quarterback, you still need good grades and SAT scores to get in to college.

I mean, someone told me that I shouldn’t be surprised by that, since if I’d listened at all during my whole high school experience I would have figured out that being hot wasn’t enough to get into college. That someone was my guidance counselor, which is exactly why it was a stupid thing to say. What kind of loser listens to their guidance counselor?! A guidance counselor is just a grown-up who failed therapy school.

I learned that a long time ago, when it was a guidance counselor who suggested I be kept behind a grade. That’s how I came to be the oldest girl in my class, already 18 by the time I was a senior. After royally screwing up my SATs, I had to re-take the whole year. It didn’t help. When I took the SATS again, I got the lowest score possible. They say you get points for spelling your name right, but I could barely do that half the time, and my name is pretty easy: Jenny.

Anyway, I wasn’t too worried about it. I figured that even if I didn’t get into any schools, I could just live at home and keep on hanging out with my friends and try to get my modelling career off the ground. I’d make a great model. I’m tall, busty, wide-hipped with a flat tummy and long red hair. My green eyes complete the picture.

But then Daddy ruined that idea.

He told me that if I didn’t get into college, I’d have to get a job!

Like, a real job!

I’d have to, like, do something someone else told me to, all day! Probably working at some crappy fast food restaurant or Ikea or something. Blech. I’m not destined to have a job. I’m not fated to be some normal paycheck-earning loser. If I didn’t get into school, I’d have to settle for a fate worse than death: normality.

So that’s why I was on campus at the ivy league school in my town. Not on a campus tour, that was for certain. I was there to talk to two very important boys. Both were in the year of school that I was left behind from. They graduated on time, of course, and both got into this fancy old university.

They got in because they were grade-A nerds. Like, tape holding their glasses together nerds. AV club nerds. Gross, acne-ridden, fat-ass, Mommy-wrote-a-note-to-get-out-of-gym-class nerds. Ron was tall and skinny and Ken was shorter and fatter. They were both boring looking, with brown hair and brown eyes.

I had tortured them endlessly for the entirety of our school years together.

They hated me.

And now I needed a favor from them.

I knew I was going to have to do something gross to get that favor, and I had already mentally prepared myself to do it. I swallowed hard, knocking on their apartment door. Of course those losers would get a place together…

See, here’s the thing. These guys got into the school on their own merit, but they helped a lot of other kids in their grade get into other schools. They knew how to hack into the SAT website to change the grades! Seriously! They could turn my 20 into a 2000! If I begged them to, that is.

And maybe used my body to my advantage.

I wasn’t a virgin or anything. I had lost my virginity to Jeff, that quarterback boyfriend I mentioned. I could put up with some gross nerd dick if it meant not having to get a job!

“What the hell are you doing here?” Ken asked when he opened the door, shock on his face.

“Hello to you, too,” I said, rolling my eyes at his dumb face. “Can I come in?”

“Why the….”

“Who is it?” Ron asked, appearing behind Ken. It occurred to me that they might be gay, but I had already come all that way.

“It’s me,” I said, waving. “Remember me?”

Now, both of them stared at me in stupor. I rolled my eyes again and decided that if they weren’t going to let me in, I’d just do it myself. They backed away as I crossed the threshold, and I heard the door close behind me. The apartment was…

…surprisingly nice, I had to admit. There was a living room with a couch, a dining room, a kitchen, the works. All well-furnished and tasteful.

Whatever.

“Jenny, you really shouldn’t be here,” Ken said. “I think you should leave.”

“Hold on,” Ron said. “Let’s hear her out.”

“What? Dude, let’s…”

“I think you’ll want to hear what I have to say,” I said. “You might even want to sit down for it. It’ll probably, like, rock your world.”

The boys exchanged bemused glances before sitting down on the couch in the living room. I stood in front of them, putting my luscious young body on display. It had helped me get what I wanted in the past, and I thought it would probably do so again. My whole plan kind of hinged on it, actually.

“So, I’ll just cut to the chase,” I said. “I know you guys can like, hack or whatever, and I need to get a good SAT score so I can get into college. I need you to hack for me and improve my score.”

They both just stared at me, dumb looks on their stupid faces. Finally, Ryan leaned back and shook his head like he couldn’t believe me.

“And why on earth would we do that?” Ron scoffed.

“Because,” I said, taking a big breath to steel myself for what I was about to say. “If you do…I’ll…I’ll let you do stuff to me.”

The two boys shared a look that kind of surprised me.  It wasn’t the slobbering look of disbelief and excitement I expected. If anything, they looked kind of smug.

“What do you mean?” Ken asked. Now, it was my turn to scoff.

“For smart guys, you sure are dense! You know…stuff.”

Maybe they were such loser virgins that they didn’t really know what I was talking about. I felt bad for them.

“You’re gonna have to spell it out for us, Jenny,” Rod said, a weird smile on his lips. Weirdo. They were actually going to make me say it aloud? Wasn’t it bad enough that I was willing to do it at all? I could feel my cheeks getting red. I looked down at my feet.

“Sex stuff,” I muttered. “I’ll let you do sex stuff to me.”

Yeah, of all the reaction I could have gotten, that last thing I expected was for them to laugh. But that’s exactly what they did! They laughed at me! Stunned and enraged, I stomped my foot.

“What? What’s so funny?”

They were laughing at me? How dare they! They should have been kissing my feet for me even saying the word “sex” in front of them!

“What makes you think we’d want that?” Ken asked. My jaw dropped. What made me think they’d want me? Uh, were they blind?!

“Look at me,” I said, gesturing to myself. “I know you’ve jacked off to me. Everyone does. I’m the hottest girl in school!”

“Yeah, maybe in high school,” Rod said. “But we’re in college, Jenny. People here respect our smarts. We have all the pussy we need.”

“What?! People actually touch you? Willingly?” I asked. The smiles on their faces vanished, and they shared another meaningful glance.

“Insulting us won’t help your case,” Ken sneered. “But in answer to your question, yes. We don’t need your dumb ass…”

“Wait,” Rod interrupted his friend, getting his attention. I watched as Rod leaned in and whispered in Ken’s ear. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, which bothered me – but not as much as the idea that they might not actually want to fuck me! Then they started smiling again. This time, the smiles made my stomach sink.

“Fine,” Ken said. “Deal.”

“Really?!” I asked. What changed their mind? I wanted to ask, but was too afraid. Probably they just came to their senses and realized what a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity I was offering them.

“Yeah,” Rod said. “Come back tomorrow afternoon. You really got lucky, you know. Tomorrow is the only night we could do this for you. It’s when the servers are down for…”

“I don’t care,” I said, already headed for the door, eager to get away from them. “Thanks. See you tomorrow.”

“Wait,” Ken said, my hand on the doorknob. I didn’t turn around to face him while I waited for him to say whatever weird thing he was sure to say. “Wear your cheerleader uniform.”

Ugh. Of course. Perverts.

“Fine,” I said.

And with that, I was gone. I got home shortly, excited by the fact that I was going to go to college after all. I worked hard not to think about what I was going to have to do for that privilege.

***

The next day, after school, I returned to Rod and Ken’s apartment. As per their request, I wore my cheerleader uniform – super-tight sleeveless shirt and short pleated skirt, with knee-high socks and white Keds. I’d put my long hair up in a ponytail, and felt that I really ought to just let them look at me for a while in exchange for this little favor. I mean, that alone was worth the effort, right? I was hot enough to fill their spank banks for a year without even having to be touched by their creepy hands.

Rod answered the door and invited me in, smiling. Ken was leaning against the wall in the living room, glowering. I immediately felt uncomfortable, and start second-guessing myself. Was this really worth it? Was I really going to do this?

Then I remembered what would happen if I didn’t, and steeled myself for what was to come. These guys would probably cream their pants the minute I took my shirt off, so it would be over soon.

“Alright,” I said, walking over to the middle of the room.  “Are we gonna do this or what?”

“You don’t get to call the shots, or talk to us like that,” Ken growled, walking towards me. He held something in his hand. Rod was behind me, I could hear him laughing. The sound made my stomach turn. I felt my cheeks burn at the way Ken had spoken to me. Me! How could that dweeb talk to me like that?!

“What’s that?” I said, pointing to the glittering thing in Ken’s hand. I could see now that it was some kind of vial. Were they planning on drugging me or something? I realized I could have just walked into something very dangerous, and backed away. Unfortunately, I backed up into Rod’s chest, and recoiled in the opposite direction. I felt pinned between them, and noticed for the first time that they were both much taller than me.

“Something Rod and I have been working on in our chem class. We’re not really supposed to be sharing this…” Ken said, looking down at the vial in his hand. “But we thought it might help you be more comfortable.”

“What is it?” I asked, dubiously. “Like, booze? Because I don’t want to be drunk when this happens.”

Actually, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to do it at all anymore. Maybe I was being crazy, underestimating just how gross this was going to be!

“No, it’s nothing like that,” Rod said. “It doesn’t impair your judgement at all. You’ll be fully in control of all of your faculties.”

“So then what does it do?” I asked.

“It just kind of…makes everything feel better,” Rod said carefully. I twisted my neck to look at him behind me. “It’ll make it more fun for you. It’s a sex potion that makes women want to have sex.”

“Hmmm,” I said, considering this. On the one hand, I really wanted some sort of buffer between me and the sick reality of having to satisfy these acne-ridden nerds. On the other hand, could I trust them? What if it was a drug that would make me their slave?

“Never mind,” Ken said. “It’ll be more fun if you hate it. I’d like to see that smug little mouth wrapped around my cock.”

“Ugh!” I said, grabbing the vial from his hand. “As if!”

Anything that would help me get through this was welcome! I needed that favor, and I could already feel myself chickening out. I glugged back the potion. It tasted gross but it felt really warm going down my stomach. I smacked my lips together as I swallowed the last of it. I closed my eyes and waited. Nothing felt different. It sure wasn’t anything like being drunk, I knew that much. When I opened my eyes again, the boys were staring at me.

“What?” I asked, crossing my arms over my chest. I could feel the pressure through my bra, a pleasant tingle in my nipples. The two boys were both kind of grinning, which made them much better-looking than they were before. Wow, how could I not really have noticed how handsome they both were? I plopped down on the sofa, my legs slightly wobbly. Or tingly.

“How do you feel?” Rod asked.

I felt really good. I felt better than I did at a party. Better than being at the top of the cheer pyramid. Better than being crowned at homecoming. Better than I ever felt making out with Jeff. I felt better than ever! I really liked the way that potion made me feel. I was still totally in control, but I just liked everything a whole lot more. Including the boys in front of me, who were standing awkwardly and staring at me. Well, they were actually staring at my chest, which made me feel really proud.

I looked down and realized my breasts looked bigger than they did that morning. It was making my shirt feel really tight. Plus, my bra was rubbing my nipples, which were super hard. I groaned, tugging at my shirt to try and make it looser.

“Why not just take it off?” Ken suggested, breathing heavily.

“Good idea!” I said, wondering why I hadn’t thought of that before. I couldn’t wait to see how these guys would react to seeing my juicy, pert tits on full display. They deserved it, with this huge favor they were doing for me! And I knew it would feel good to please them. Plus, I was pretty sure my tits had actually gotten bigger, and I wanted to see for myself.

Sure enough, as I pulled off my shirt, I noted that my c-cup tits were more like a d-cup!

“Better?” Ken asked, staring at my chest. It was sweet how much he cared about my comfort. Why had I never noticed how sweet Ken 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,” Rod suggested. “Take it off.”

“Okay,” I said, reaching behind me. I groaned in relief as it came off, and my breasts finally felt free.

“Good job, Jenny,” Rod said, and I giggled. I was glad that Rod was happy with me. He was really handsome and smart.

“I bet it feels much better now,” Ken 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. My hard, tingly nipples were begging for stimulation. I bit my lip and shoved my hands under my thighs to keep myself from playing with them.

“Looks like you’re excited,” Ken said. “But you also don’t look too happy.”

“Yeah,” I pouted. “My tits…someone needs to touch them! My nipples are so hard, it almost hurts!”

Ken and Rod shared a smiling glance.

“No time like the present,” Ken said, stepping forward. Thrilled by the prospect of these strong, handsome, smart boys touching me, I arched my chest out towards them. I was so lucky to have them here, willing to pay attention to me!

Rod reached down and grabbed my breast. I moaned as the sensation rolled through me. It felt so good! Then Ken 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?” Ken asked, grinning. “I’m glad, Jenny. Would you like to feel even better?”

I looked up at him 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. Rod 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! Ken 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 everyone,” he said as I panted. Rod grabbed the breast that Ken had been sucking and kneaded it while he kept his mouth working on my nipple. “Don’t you feel bad about that, Jenny?”

“Yes, Ken,” I said. “I’m so sorry, Sir.”

I don’t know what made me want to call him Sir, but it felt right. I owed both of these guys so much, and they were even letting me fuck them! I felt like I belonged to them.

“Don’t you want to make it up to us?” he asked. I did! Very much so. 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 a nerd like Ken could have such a huge cock! So much bigger than that loser, Jeff. Ken 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 Ken fuck my throat until he came. I bet his cum would taste like candy.

“It’s a start,” Ken smirked. Rod moved so that he was between my legs. I moaned in disappointment when his mouth left my tits, 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 Ken’s cock, getting it all lubed up with his pre-cum. Rod kissed all the way down to the top of my skirt, then ripped it down, exposing my pussy. Finally! Now, they could both see what a dirty, wet slut I was.

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

Ken groaned as I stroked him. Suddenly, I felt Rod 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, Ken 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 Rod was licking my pussy so well that I didn’t even care.

My eyes rolled back into my head as Ken 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 Rod was eating me out. His tongue flicked my clit, wrapping around it again and again.

With Ken stuffing my mouth and Rod licking my slit, I was in absolute heaven. I grabbed my breasts, rubbing them and pinching my nipples. Ken 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.

Rod suckled my clit between his lips and brought his fingers to my entrance. He plunged them inside me just as Ken came in my throat, pumping his cum straight down into my stomach. I came, clenching around Rod’ fingers while swallowing every drop of Ken’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 Rod kept on licking my clit while I came.

Ken 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 Rod 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,” Rod said. “Not even close. I want you to lick my balls for me, Jenny. Do you want to do that?”

Rod unzipped himself as he straddled my hips, standing on the couch so that his crotch was in my face. His cock was smaller than Ken’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. 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 Rod 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,” Ken said, standing at my side. Rod’s 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,” Rod said, suddenly grabbing me from the couch and dragging me into the dining room, where there was a big dinner table. Rod picked me up, seating me on the very edge.

“You still want to cum, don’t you?” Ken asked, appearing behind Rod in the doorway. I moaned, nodding my head as I licked Rod’ cum from my fingers. Ken 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. I bet you feel good being the little cum slut you were meant to be?”

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

“Show us,” Rod said with a smirk. “We bought this just for you.”

They bought me something? How lucky could a girl be! I wanted to stay with these guys forever, just being their little fuck slave. Rod left the room while I waited patiently, touching myself while Ken watched approvingly. I was desperate to cum again. I wished Ken would get hard again so I could feel his big horse cock inside my desperate pussy.

Rod came back into the room and tossed something at me. Something kind of rubbery and big…a dildo! A huge dildo!

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

I groaned in pleasure, grabbing the dildo and squeezing it between my legs. I gasped as the smooth surface 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 dildo to make myself cum. I could feel the sensation building between my legs, I shoved it down until the very tip was rubbing my clit.

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

“Yes, Ken,” I moaned, thrusting the end of the cock into my drenched pussy. Immediately, I screamed in pleasure as my pussy clenched around the smooth dildo, cumming again as Ken 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.

I moaned as Rod stepped forward, pulling the toy 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, Sirs?”
“If you insist,” Ken laughed. “Get off the table.”

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 two of them inside me. Ken got up on the table and pulled me up on top of him. Ken grabbed my breasts as he positioned me, my slit poised above his cock, Rod positioned himself at my ass. I felt his tip teasing me wider, and I groaned in pleasure while Ken thrust upward, into my dripping slit.

They held me in place, pinning my body between theirs as they both sank deep inside me, Rod 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. Ken’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!”

Ken wrapped his hands around my thighs, pumping harder while Rod spread my ass cheeks wide and did the same. My tits bounced in Ken’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 Ken’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 Ken’s cum to coat my womb while our teacher filled my ass. Rod 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 Ken buried himself to the hilt in my needy cunt.

He growled, balls throbbing until they unloaded, draining themselves in my bare pussy. They gave me every ounce of jizz in their bodies, leaving me panting and shaking, dripping with their seed. I groaned, jerking against Ken, 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. Rod 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.

“I don’t think so,” Rod said, zipping himself up. “Not tonight, at least.”

“R..really?” I pouted. “But I need it!”

Ken and Rod exchanged a look.

“Well, we have to hack into the system tonight, remember?” Ken said.

What system? Hack? Wh….oh. Right. I’d forgotten all about that!

“Oh,” I said. “Well…you can just do it tomorrow, right?”

“No, if you want it done, it has to be tonight!”

I looked at them, desperate for more of their delicious cocks.

“Well…what about just forgetting about it? Who needs college, anyway? I can just, like, get a job or something!”

“But the whole point of…” Ken started to say, but Rod put his hand up to stop him.

“Here’s an idea,” Rod said. “You want a job? How about being our live-in fuck slave? We’ll give you everything you need to survive, as long as you remain willing to suck and fuck us whenever we desire. And whoever we decide to share you with.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing! Was he kidding me? I gaped, my body tingling with excitement.

“P…please, tell me you’re not kidding,” I said. “That would be so mean…”

“No, I’m serious,” Rod said, laughing. “So, deal?”

I jumped up and down, my tits bouncing, cum dripping down my thighs.

“Yes! Yes! Thank you so much, Sirs!”

I leapt forward, wrapping my arms around both their necks, loving the feel of their lanky bodies against my heated skin. This turned out better than I ever could have hoped! I was going to fulfill my true destiny, the one I’d only just discovered that very day. I was going to be a professional fuck slave, and I couldn’t wait to get started.

From the feel of their cocks stiffening against me, neither could my new bosses. I sank to my knees and got to work.
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