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The Wife Next Door

Nothing interesting ever happens in Odenville. I’ve lived there all 32 years of my life, and I can absolutely guarantee you that’s true.

At least, it was true. Then the Jacksons moved in. Next door to me, of all people.

I’ve never been the sort of guy you’d consider lucky – but sometimes fate just throws you a bone. Miriam and John Jackson were my bone.

They were very friendly to begin with. Shortly after they moved in, they invited me over for beers and brats. I almost turned down the offer – I’m kind of shy, and the Jacksons are intimidatingly good-looking. Not that I’m ugly, just average. Average build, average brown hair and eyes, average everything. The only thing about me that isn’t average is my dick, which comes in about two inches above average.

One look at John and I could tell that he had me beat. You know how some guys just have that swagger that says “nothing bothers me because I have a huge cock”? He had that in spades. Plus, he could have fit in at an Armani model party.

And Miriam…oh, Miriam. 27 years old, 5’9, 120 pounds – most of which seemed to be in her tits and ass. She had legs that reached from heaven to hell, and was so top-heavy it seemed like she could topple over in a breeze. It didn’t help that I always saw her in high heels. She dressed like she was going to a cocktail party every day.

It was no different at the barbecue. Even though it was clearly a casual, neighborly, getting-to-know-you thing, Miriam wore a tight, short black silk dress and pink stilettos. How she managed not to fall on her face on the grass that surrounded their in-ground pool, I’ll never know.

It was a beautiful early summer night, and the company was better than I expected. For all their good looks, the Jacksons were totally chill and very cool. She was an editor for a small literary magazine, and he was a professor at the local college. I also worked at the college, in admissions, so we chatted about the school and the town. Miriam was sharp as a whip and John was so easygoing it made me instantly forget I was supposed to be shy and intimidated.

The one thing I could say about them was that they were very hands-on. Touchy-feely. I didn’t mind it so much, though it probably would have shocked some of our more conservative neighbors. Miriam probably spent about half the night on John’s lap, his hand lightly stroking her lower back. It was kind of hot, actually. It just made me think about what it would feel like to be in John’s position, with a gorgeous woman in my lap, devoted to me, running her hands through my hair…

Right, in case you didn’t figure it out yet: I was as single as they come.

By the end of the evening, I’d had more than my share of craft beers. John and Miriam actually seemed to want me to stay, but I’d just met them and wasn’t prepared to introduce them to my slightly more gregarious drunk self. I shook John’s hand, and accepted Miriam’s hug. It was a long hug, longer than I was really comfortable with considering the fact that her husband was watching, but I sure wasn’t complaining about the feel of her generous breasts pressing tight to my chest. We promised to get together again soon, and I really did mean to keep that promise. I liked them. A lot.

I still liked them two days later, when things started to change.

At first, it felt innocent. There’s no way Miriam could have known that my office window overlooks their pool. Surely, she thought she was hidden by the high fence surrounding the property. She couldn’t have imagined that I had a perfect view of her lying by the pool…naked.

I wasn’t waiting by the window hoping she’d appear, by the way. I just happened to be cleaning the office when she came out, spread her towel on the grass, and lay down. Completely nude. Her skin was glossy and tan, slicked up with oil. Her pussy was shaved bare. Her tits were impossibly perky for their size, and she had perfect little pink nipples. I could make out every beautiful detail of her body, from her long red hair to her pink-painted toenails.

I gave myself three minutes of gawking before I forced myself to close the blinds. It wasn’t right for me to ogle the neighbor, especially since she was married. I wondered if I should warn her that I could see right into her lawn, or if that would just freak her out. The last thing I wanted was to make her uncomfortable, thinking I was perving on her. But if I didn’t tell her, wouldn’t that be actually pervy of me?

The question occupied my mind for the better part of that day and night. I decided to sleep on it, and when I woke up I figured that the best thing to do would be to just keep those blinds closed. That way, Miriam wouldn’t feel weird and I would be able to pat myself on the back for having such strong will-power. It’s not like I used the office that much during the summer, anyway. And in the winter, she wouldn’t be sunbathing in the nude. It would be fine. It would all be fine.

That weekend, John and Miriam invited me over to play lawn games with a few of their friends. I accepted, pleased to think I’d actually made some new friends. It was fun – their friends were cool, if a little bit strange. Just as touchy-feely as the Jacksons, and not just with their own spouses or significant others. They seemed very open with each other. It was actually kind of cool to see such a strong, open bond between them all.

The whole evening, I kept sneaking glances at Miriam. I couldn’t stop seeing her naked. Her tiny shorts and midriff-baring tank top didn’t help. If she or John noticed, they didn’t say anything or seem bothered. Maybe they were just used to it. With a wife as hot as Miriam, I expect John was very used to watching other men ogle her.

Late in the night, right before I was planning to leave, Miriam pulled me aside. We had both been drinking, and I was feeling very friendly towards the whole world. Miriam seemed to be feeling even friendlier. To my shock and delight, she slipped her arm around my waist and led me towards the fence that divided our properties.

“David,” she said, a slight slur to her words. “Tell me something, would you?”

“Anything,” I said, meaning it. The feel of her soft, warm hand on my shirt burned all the way to my skin. I could smell her delicate perfume, the fruity wine she’d been drinking. I knew I should look for John and make sure he wasn’t planning on killing me for getting close to Miriam, but I was so captivated by her I couldn’t bear to look away.

“What room is that?” Miriam pointed one slender, perfectly manicured finger up to my house. Right to my office. My heart stopped beating, and all the warmth in my body leaked away. She knew. She totally knew!

“Uh…erm…my office,” I said lamely, wondering if she could feel how panicked I was. Miriam turned her face up towards mine, a small and mysterious smile on her face. Her big eyes glittered with mischief.

“I guess you don’t use it much during the summer?” She asked. I shook my head, mouth suddenly very dry. “That’s a shame…I bet the view from that window is spectacular. I wouldn’t want you to deny yourself….”

Her voice trailed off, and I realized she’d slowly crept closer until I could feel her breath on my skin. Everything tingled, and my heart beat double-time. She wasn’t mad? She wasn’t mad at all. No, she was…

She was coming on to me. Right in the middle of the party, where everyone could hear and see…especially her husband!

Freaked out, I broke from her grip. My senses rebelled against my self-preservation instinct. I wanted to be close to her again, to breathe that sweet scent, feel her touch. But I quickly scanned the party and was met with the chilling sight of John. He was looking right at us. And he was smiling. The same sort of smile as Miriam. Confused and anxious, I turned back to her.

“Just consider it us being neighborly,” she said with a wink. “Sharing is caring, right?”

Miriam lifted her hand to my cheek, her palm cool against my overheated skin. She let it rest there for a long moment, a moment where everything around us faded and fell away. When she removed it, I felt like I had lost something precious. She turned with a giggle and flounced across the lawn to rejoin her husband. I stared after her, gawking like an idiot, until they both winked at me and walked away.

I decided it would be a good idea to leave the party then. I was overwhelmed and under the influence. I had to think long and hard about what Miriam had just said, what had just happened.

It seemed to my slightly-drunk brain that she wanted me to watch her. Not only that she wanted it, but John did too. But how…why…what?!

I returned to my big, silent house and went straight to the office. I stared at the shuttered window, swaying on my feet from the alcohol. Then I rushed over and ripped the screen up. I could see the party still going strong in their yard, and I could hear the tinkling of ice and glasses and laughter. And I could see John and Miriam. They were talking to one of their female friends, the three of them standing suspiciously close together.

Then, I saw the hottest thing I’d ever seen: Miriam leaned in, caressed her friends’ chin, and kissed her. The two women embraced, kissing deeply, as John held onto both of them. This didn’t seem to bother or even interest the rest of the party. When the kiss broke, John leaned in, kissing the friend while Miriam watched.

And then they broke apart, and the friend waved goodbye, leaving the lawn and the party. Miriam hugged John around his waist. Then they both turned at the same time. Turned to face me. Could they see me? Was I just a shadow? Surely, they could see that the blinds were now up…

John waved. Miriam blew a kiss.

I turned around and went to bed. It was too much to try and figure out what was going on. I was hard, and I jacked off while replaying the image of Miriam kissing her friend while John held them. I thought of Miriam’s beautiful, nude body gleaming under the sun. I thought of her arm wrapped around me, hand lightly resting on my hip. I exploded into my hand, and quickly fell asleep.
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The next day, I went into my office – certain I’d dreamed the whole thing. But the blinds were up, so at least that part hadn’t been a dream. My heart was hammering in my chest, my hands clammy. I was nervous in my own house! What would I see from the window this time? Slowly, I stepped forward, until the Jacksons’ lawn came into view.

My breath stopped short. Miriam was out again, sunbathing, nude. This time, she was on her belly, giving me a perfect view of her ass. It was tanned and gleaming, just like the rest of her. My palms itched to grab it. I could almost feel the cushy flesh under my fingertips. I licked my lips, utterly hypnotized.

I’ve always been something of an ass man, to be honest.

While I was staring unabashedly at my married neighbor’s derriere, I didn’t notice her face turning. I only noticed when it was too late. Miriam lifted her hand and waved. That’s when I saw the smile on her face. She could tell I was watching.

And she definitely, definitely wasn’t mad about it.

I wanted to pull my cock out and jack off right then and there, staring at her gorgeous body laid out on the lawn. But instead, I forced myself to have some decorum. All I did was stare. I watched as she turned her attention back to the book in front of her. I watched until the sun had moved a few inches in the sky, and Miriam had turned over, hiding her perfect ass but displaying her flawless tits. I took a million mental snapshots.

Then, I went to the bathroom and jacked off furiously in the shower.

Shit. With my mind clear, I could begin to sort through what I knew and what I suspected.

I knew that Miriam Jackson knew I could see her sunbathing naked, and that she didn’t mind. She seemed to enjoy it.

I suspected that John knew, too, and didn’t mind.

I knew that Miriam and John had both given their friend some way-too-friendly kisses before she left the party.

I suspected that they’d done much more with that friend in private.

I was coming to one very big, very exciting speculation: my new neighbors were swingers. And they weren’t entirely uninterested in me.

I felt giddy and nervous and stunned all at once. I knew I was probably wrong – nothing that good had ever happened to me before. It was so good that believing it would only set me up for disappointment when it turned out to be totally wrong.

I decided not to do any more speculating, and to just enjoy the fact that I had an all-access pass to my hot neighbor’s nude sunbathing. That was more than enough, right?

I spent the rest of the day occupying myself around the house, trying not to obsess over Miriam’s body and its unbearable proximity. I wanted to go upstairs and check the office window every thirty minutes. She couldn’t possibly still be out there, though. She’d be a prime candidate for skin cancer if she sunbathed every day for so many hours.

And where was John, anyway? He didn’t work in the summer. Where was he while his wife was sunbathing? Maybe off with that female friend from the party…?

I knew that if I had a woman like Miriam at home, nothing would make me want to look elsewhere.

It was still light out at 6pm, but it had cooled down considerably. Having no more chores to do around the house, I decided to give in to my silly temptations. It was way too late for Miriam to be out there. It wasn’t hot enough anymore. There was nothing wrong with me taking a quick peek out the window. When I found their yard empty, I would go back downstairs, have some dinner, and watch a movie.

But their yard wasn’t empty.

There were exactly two people in the Jackson’s yard. Miriam and John. John was doing laps in their pool while Miriam sat by the side of the pool in a skimpy bikini, drinking something that looked like iced tea.

Okay. Normal. Just a normal couple hanging out by their pool on a Sunday. No big deal.

Miriam laughed at something John said, and my heart twinged with jealousy. They were so happy, so beautiful, so…

So totally looking at me. My body froze when I realized Miriam had caught sight of me in the window. Her smile faded, but didn’t quite disappear. She put her drink down and said something to John, who looked up towards me. He stood up, brushing back his wet hair. He was way too fit. So was she, for that matter.

I could see their lips moving as they both stared at me, but of course I’m no lip reader. I felt like I should walk away, but I…didn’t. Something about the way they were looking made me stay right where I was.

John looked at Miriam, grinning. He waded through the water towards her. She licked her lips, smirked, and turned towards him. As he approached, she threw her arms around his shoulders and leaned in. At the same time, she wrapped her legs around his waist. I gasped a bit as they kissed – not that I was surprised, but I just wasn’t sure what my reaction was supposed to be. My very-attractive, very-married neighbors were making out in their backyard, half-clothed, knowing that I was watching.

The room felt overheated, and my cock twitched. John ran his fingers through Miriam’s hair. Her legs pulled him in closer. His hands moved to her breasts, and I swallowed hard as he ran them down her sides. Miriam threw her head back, her eyes closed in bliss as John’s mouth explored her neck, his fingers trailing down to her waist and then returning to her breasts. He cupped them, their size much too big for his hands. I could imagine how she sighed, before she returned her lips to his mouth and kissed him again.

John reached up and found the tie that held her bikini up. Nimbly, he untied it, then unclasped the back. I groaned, reaching down to rub my thickening cock as he removed the fabric, revealing her breasts. I’d seen them before, not that long ago, but now John teased them, squeezing them in circles, pinching her nipples.

John pushed his wife slightly until she leaned back, her hands falling to the ground so she could support herself. He kissed down her neck again, this time going all the way down to her nipples. He kissed each one in turn, his fingers pinching in between, keeping them tight and stimulated. Miriam’s lovely face contorted with pleasure while her husband played her body like a master. I could see her hips moving against him, grinding.

I was totally entranced. I rubbed my cock, which was as hard as it ever got. I might have been drooling – it’s hard to say, as all my attention was focused on John’s hand steadily moving down towards her bottom. I licked my lips as he teased the hem of her bikini bottoms. Miriam lifted herself up on her hands and unclasped her legs, allowing him to pull the bottoms away. I groaned, unzipping myself as John detached from his wife. He grabbed her up and carried her through the pool to the steps – they emerged together, her naked and him half-naked. They kissed deeply as he carried her across the lawn.

I thought, with no small amount of disappointment, that this was it. They’d go inside now to finish what they started. But then John whispered into Miriam’s ear, and laid her down on the grass. Her skin was startling against the lush green, her body gleaming with pool water. John kneeled over her, dripping water onto her, making her giggle. And then he dove down, his mouth on her abdomen. Miriam’s smile faded as another expression took over her face. Slowly, John made his way down her body, until finally he was pulling her legs open.

I released my cock, gripping it firmly in my hand. I groaned in relief at the pressure, and then again as John began to kiss Miriam’s exposed pussy. Her mouth opened in a cry of pleasure, and her hands fell to his head, running through his hair. I stroked myself as her body responded to his tongue, his hands crawling up and down her inner thighs as he worshipped her pussy. She squirmed in the grass. My legs felt weak. Her chest quivered with her panting breath. My balls churned. She opened her eyes, looked straight up at me, and came.

Miriam’s legs clenched around John’s head as she shook and shuddered in pleasure. I put one hand on the wall to support myself as my cock swelled with blood. Her climax was so beautiful, so fucking hot, I wanted to hear her cries of pleasure. I wanted to taste her dripping slit. I wanted to swallow every drop of her arousal.

John’s head remained between her legs until she went still, her breathing returning to normal. Only then did he emerge, kissing his way back up her body until their mouths met. The couple embraced, then rolled over. John was on his back now, his hands on Miriam’s trim waist. Her hair hung like a curtain between their faces, the only thing hidden from me. John’s cock had slipped from his swim trunks, and stood erect, nestled between Miriam’s ample buttocks. He was big, after all. Not that I really cared to admire it – or had to, since no sooner did it appear than Miriam was sliding backwards against it.

Miriam rose, arching her back to show off her tits, as she hovered over his cock. Taking it in her hand, she maneuvered it into position. I watched her hips swivel as her sensuous body slowly impaled itself on his cock. She threw her head back again in bliss, filled by her husband’s thick cock.

I imagined it was my own, and my dick throbbed. I stroked it faster, wanting to wait but unable to hold back. John reached for Miriam’s chest, fondling her tits while she began to grind and bounce on his lap. She reached down, between her legs, rubbing her clit while his hips jerked and drove him deeper and deeper.

My knees trembled to keep me standing. My spine felt like electricity. I licked my lips, teetering on the edge of orgasm. It took everything in me to wait until the couple below me were writhing ecstatically together, faster and harder, both reaching their climax at the same time. The moment Miriam’s eyes rolled up towards me, her jaw slack, her body rigid, I came. John slammed her down on his cock and jerked violently. Miriam howled, rubbing her clit as her husband filled her up.  

Miriam and John slowly came back down to earth. Miriam leaned over her husband, kissing him before detaching from his cock and lying beside him on the grass. She put her hand, lovingly, on his chest. I stood there alone, my cock going limp in my hand. Their mouths moved softly as they whispered to each other.

I’d never felt so awkward in my life. It was one of those post-orgasm moments where you wonder what the hell had just happened. What kind of person was I, watching my neighbors fuck like it was a porno? Even if they didn’t care – hell, even if they wanted me to – wasn’t that kind of pathetic?

I turned from the window, reaching behind me to drop the blinds. I felt enormously tired. Pathetic or not, that had been one of the strongest orgasms of my life. I washed my hands in the sink and sank into bed, falling quickly into a deep sleep.

When I woke up the next morning, it all felt like a dream. I did all the usual morning shit: yawn, stretch, brush my teeth, take a shower. I tried not to think about what I’d seen the night before, and how badly my body wanted more. But when I walked past my front door to get to the kitchen, I noticed an envelope waiting for me in the hall. Someone had slipped it under the door.

Nervous that I was being summoned for being pervy as hell, I picked up the envelope. My name was written on the front in a woman’s curly script. I tore it open, and found a letter inside.

David –

Last night was amazing for us; we hope it was good for you. We have a lot to talk about. And, if you’re willing, we can do a lot more than just talk. If you want to find out what it’s all about, come over today at four.

I really do look forward to seeing you, David.

XOXO,

Miriam

She signed a heart next to her name. It took me approximately four seconds to decide that I was going to be knocking on my neighbors’ door that afternoon. I wanted to know what this was all about, as they said. I told myself that it would end up being something I didn’t want – I’m not attracted to men, and if I’d have to do stuff with John I knew it would be a deal breaker. But I couldn’t stop the small flame of hope burning in my chest: the hope that this was going to be the best thing that ever happened to me.


Bonus Story: Programming my Wife

“Are you sure you want to do this?”

My wife scowled, not taking her eyes off the magazine she was reading.

“I said I’d do it,” she muttered.

“I’m just saying, this is kind of your last chance to back out,” I said.

“Just stop, Leo,” Miranda said with a roll of her eyes. “This is the only way to get you off my back. We’re doing it.”

“Alright,” I said, glancing at the clock. We’d gotten there ridiculously early for our appointment with the hypnotist. In true Miranda style, she was wound tight about the whole thing and insisted we leave early enough to avoid traffic. We didn’t encounter any traffic, since it was the middle of the day on a Wednesday. So now we had been waiting fifteen minutes and had another fifteen minutes left to wait. I sighed and picked up one of the magazines on the coffee table.

“Really?” Miranda scoffed, finally looking away from her reading material to judge mine. It was the Sports Illustrated swimsuit edition.

“It was here,” I said. “It’s not like I went out looking for it. All the other magazines are Good Housekeeping and Women’s Day.”

“Maybe you could learn a thing or two from those magazines,” she snapped. “Like how to fold a goddamn shirt.”

I ignored her barbs and opened the magazine. I was used to it. Miranda was always nagging me about housework, even though I was the sole breadwinner. I worked long hours, and she stayed home all day. Her complaining that I didn’t do my fair share of work around the house was ludicrous.

The clock in the waiting room seemed overly loud as it ticked down the seconds, then the minutes, to our appointment. We sat in silence, both only making as much noise as the pages turning in our magazines. The air was tense. I could feel how nervous Miranda was, even though she’d never admit it.

Well, I hadn’t forced her into this. She’d been the one to suggest it. Kind of, anyway.

See, Miranda and I had not been happily married since…well, since we got married. Before the wedding, things were great. She was sweet and kind, always going out of her way to do nice things for me. And we were great together in the bedroom. Miranda had – and still has – a body like a battle axe. Impossibly perky D-cup tits, wide hips, an ass that bounces like a basketball. And she was as dirty as they come, whispering fantasies in my ear while riding me hard. God, our sex life was so good!

Until the wedding, of course.

Once she had the ring on her finger, everything changed. She became snappy and distant. Always complaining about something I did wrong. I never made enough money, never worked out enough, never did enough housework. I never did anything right, according to her.

And in the bedroom?

Well, when I scheduled the appointment, it had been three months since we were intimate. And even then it was utterly lackluster. The phrase “dead fish” comes to mind. Miranda just lying on her back waiting for me to finish. She was nothing like the dirty girl I thought I’d married.

We talked about it, of course. Talked and talked and talked. Went to therapy together, even. She always managed to get the therapist to see her point of view, painting me as a sex-craved maniac. Eventually, I just gave up. I couldn’t do it anymore. I wanted a divorce.

I don’t think Miranda ever expected me to actually do it. She thought I’d just play along, miserable and sexless, until one of us died. It came as quite a shock to her. She’d do alright in the divorce, but the gravy train was leaving the station. And that scared the shit out of her.

It was more than just the money. She feared losing the prestige of our “perfect marriage.” Miranda was never nicer to me than when we were in public. With her friends, or at a party, you’d think we were in love. She even managed to keep up a social media presence made up of snapshots where we looked happy. If I divorced her, the carefully-maintained illusion she treasured would fall apart.

So about a week after I asked for a divorce, I came home from work to find Miranda waiting for me at the dinner table. She silently slipped a pamphlet across the table for me to read. It was about hypnotism. She explained that she didn’t want to get a divorce, but that she knew she’d never really satisfy me. So she had a proposition. We’d stay married, and she’d go to hypnotherapy.

The hypnotist she chose came highly recommended by a friend. He specialized in marital issues. According to the pamphlet, the hypnotist would implant a trigger in the wife that could be used to put her into a submissive and pleasurable state.

Miranda believed that as long as she wasn’t really “there”, she could do whatever she needed to keep our marriage intact.

I was incredulous. It seemed really extreme. I didn’t even know if I wanted a wife who would go into a trance when I snapped my fingers. Okay, that’s a lie. The idea of turning my frigid prudish wife into my own little sex doll was….really awesome. If it worked. Which it likely wouldn’t.

It was probably just a ruse by Miranda to show that she was “trying”, while actually she had no intention of going through with it. Maybe she thought that if she seemed like she wanted to improve, I’d give her the benefit of the doubt, and she’d ring a few more years out of our sham of a marriage.

Well, screw that. She expected me to give her an out, saying that I respected the idea and her initiative, but we’d find some other way to work it out? No way. I was going to make her go through with it. I still didn’t think it would work, but it was worth a shot – either it did work, which would be awesome, or it didn’t, and I got to call Miranda’s bluff.

So that’s how we arrived in the hypnotist’s waiting room, doing just what you’re supposed to do when you’re in a waiting room. We were waiting.

Finally, the time for our scheduled appointment arrived. Almost on the dot, the door to the inner office opened up. The receptionist who had given us some forms to fill out and then gone back to work at her computer looked up. A suited man emerged from the inner office, holding the door open as a couple followed him out. They were both smiling and holding hands, dreamy looks on their faces. They certainly looked happy. My stomach did a little jig of hope. Maybe there was something to this, after all…

We waited as the hypnotist got the couple set up with the receptionist, and then rose as he waved us back to the inner office. Miranda took the lead, as was typical of her, walking with her rigid gait, holding her purse like a shield.

“Hello,” the hypnotist, who went by Gerald, said. “Thank you so much for coming in today. I’m so pleased to be of service to you. Please, sit down.”

Gerald eased himself down into a comfy-looking leather chair. The only other seat in the room was a long couch, so Miranda and I sat there, at opposite ends. I could barely reach her if I leaned over and thrust my arm all the way out. This didn’t escape Gerald’s notice. He frowned.

“Well,” he said. “I think I can see already that you two have some issues. Now, I understand that Miranda, you were the one to initiate this process?”

Miranda nodded sharply.

“Good, good,” Gerald said, gazing at her. “It’s always good when the wife takes the first step. I assume that it is you who has difficulty in the bedroom?”

Miranda nodded again, a blush creeping up her cheeks.

“No need to be ashamed, my dear, it’s quite normal,” Gerald said. “Now, let me briefly explain what I do. Today, should you choose to go through with it, I will implant a suggestion deep in your subconscious. The suggestion will be that you are eager to please your husband, however he may desire you to please him. Now, you will never fully relinquish control. You will never have to do anything that you don’t subconsciously want to do. The suggestion merely lowers your inhibitions and makes your husband much more desirable to you.”

Miranda shifted in her seat.

“I read about it,” she said curtly. “I understand.”

Gerald smiled. He turned his eyes towards me.

“Now, sir, I trust that you will not abuse this privilege? That you will treat your wife with the utmost respect?”

“Of course,” I said, though if the crazy thing worked, I had some ideas that weren’t quite respectful. But Miranda couldn’t be coerced to do anything she didn’t really want to do, which freed me from any liability on that account. I’d see how far I could push her, but that’s it.

“And you both agree to the procedure?” Gerald asked. “Now would be the time to leave. Once the suggestion is planted, it will take a considerable amount of work to remove or overwrite it.”

Miranda looked at me. Really looked at me, for the first time in days – maybe even months. She looked at me, and I could read the question in her mind: could she trust me?

I nodded. If this worked, I wouldn’t divorce her. That was our deal, and I’d stick to it.

She sighed and turned back to Gerald.

“Yes,” she said. “I agree. I’m ready.”

“Very good,” Gerald said, leaning back in his chair. “Now, we can begin.”

On the table in front of us was a metronome. Gerald flicked it until it began to tock.

“Please focus on the needle,” he instructed Miranda. She did as he asked, eyes focusing on the swinging needle. The rhythmic sound was soothing and hypnotic. “

“Miranda, you love your husband. He is handsome and sexy. You want to please him. You have no shame. You have no shame about your desires, or his. You are open to new things. You enjoy sex with your husband…”

Gerald went on, speaking in a droning voice, non-stop. I watched, amazed, as Miranda’s shoulders slumped. Her eyes were lidded, her lips drooping. A cloud seemed to come over her normally sharp eyes.

“…when your husband snaps his fingers, you will become as pliant and submissive as a doll, you will live only to please him, you will shed any inhibitions you have about sex and do whatever he asks of you…”

Miranda’s head was nodding slightly in time to the ticking metronome. Her lips parted, her gaze even less focused and more dream-like. This went on for about five minutes, with Gerald repeating the same series of instructions over and over. I was amazed. Miranda really seemed hypnotized, down to the blank look on her face and her slumped shoulders.

Finally, Gerald seemed to be satisfied with his work. He reached forward, stopping the metronome. Miranda stirred.

“Now, you will come back to the surface, and return to your usual self,” Gerald said calmly. “But when your husband snaps his fingers, you will become the submissive wife that he desires.”

Miranda gave off a little gasp as she shook herself out of her stupor. She looked around the room in surprise.

“How do you feel?” Gerald asked.

“Fine,” she said, and even smiled a little, confusion still in her eyes. “When do we start the procedure?”

Gerald grinned at me.

“Give her a day for the suggestion to fully take root,” he advised. “And be sure to call if you experience any issues. But you won’t. I’m very good at my job.”

“Huh?” Miranda asked. “I don’t understand. When do you hypnotize me?”

“Don’t worry, my dear,” Gerald said soothingly. “It’s all done. You did wonderfully. It’s very common to not remember the procedure. Now, go on and enjoy your new life together.”

Almost immediately, Miranda turned back into the woman I knew so well. Her back went rigid and she shot to her feet, her eyes carefully looking everywhere but at me.

“Let’s go, then,” she snapped, crossing the office. “Pay the receptionist. I’m hungry.”

I sighed. Well, it was fun while it lasted. I doubted that anything would happen when I did snap my fingers. But I’d try, the next day, just as Gerald instructed. The whole thing hadn’t been cheap, and I wasn’t going to just throw that money away.

But seeing Miranda revert right back to her bitchy self cemented the idea that it was all a hoax. No way was that woman ever going to be submissive!

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

I had a hard time getting to sleep the night after our appointment. Miranda slept like a rock. But me? I just kept thinking about how she’d looked while the hypnotist spoke to her in those low, soothing tones. She looked…beautiful. Not in the ice queen way I was used to. Soft and sweet.

I didn’t want to hope for the best. I knew it was too good to be true. But what if…

The next day, I was restless. I wasn’t sure how to even go about seeing if the hypnotism had actually worked. Miranda was cagey all day, avoiding me, as though she wasn’t prepared to see if it worked, either.

Eventually, though, I decided to just go for it.

She was reading in the living room when I found her. She glanced up at me in the doorway, eyes emotionless. Like steel.

“What?” She said. “I’m busy. Can’t you see that I’m…”

I snapped my fingers.

Before my eyes, I witnessed a true miracle. My wife dropped her book. She stopped talking – that in itself was a miracle. Her jaw drooped, her shoulders slumped, and her eyelids fell. Her eyes took on a fuzzy, unfocused quality. She looked totally dazed and out of it.

“Miranda?” I asked, my heart racing at the woman before me.

“Yes, sir?” Miranda asked, turning those sleepy eyes up at me, her lips slightly twitching upwards. Sir?! She had never, ever called me that! I liked the sound of it!

Immediately, a thousand ideas raced through my head. Over the years, I’d had plenty of time to fantasize about how I’d like my wife to act. I’d built up quite a bit of resentment towards her. That resentment gave me a dominant streak I’d never had before. I had visions of Miranda on her knees, with a collar around her neck, her hands tied behind her back…bending over my knee so I could punish her for all those years of torture…

But I was getting ahead of myself. My mouth was dry with anticipation. Let’s see what happened when I gave her a simple command.

“Fetch me some water,” I said, politely enough. Miranda hopped to her feet and eagerly trotted across the room, disappearing into the kitchen. She returned a moment later, holding out a glass of water. She delivered it right to me, smiling like a fool.

“Here you go, sir,” she said.

I took it, drinking quickly, holding back my growing excitement. That was too tame to really judge how far Miranda would let me go with her. She waited patiently until I was through drinking. I held out the glass and she bowed her head, taking it from me.

“Wash it,” I said. She trotted away again, and I heard the sink running as she washed the glass. She returned to me, empty-handed, looking expectant.

“Can I do anything else for you, sir?”

My god. It was amazing! It was like a brand new woman in my living room – or maybe, the perfect version of the woman Miranda had been before I went and married her. I wondered if it was just a fluke. After all, a glass of water was hardly an unreasonable request for a husband to make of a wife.

I needed to test it out for real.

“Strip,” I commanded, my voice just barely cracking as I uttered the word. I hadn’t seen my wife’s full, unclothed body in years. She always kept something on, or we did it in the dark. For her to get naked was a big deal. It would be a big step towards convincing me that the hypnosis worked.

Miranda’s lips tilted slightly. Her eyes, dazed though they were, never left mine as she reached up and began to grope at the buttons of her blouse. Heat rushed up my neck, and blood rushed down to my cock. She moved slowly, fingers moving from button to button. At first, all I saw was the hint of pale skin and a flash of black fabric. My eyes travelled down at the same pace as her fingers, and I basked in the glimpse of her belly-button. Finally, every button was undone, and Miranda shrugged off the shirt.

Her D-cup breasts sat comfortably in her modest black bra, but it was still titillating for me considering how little I’d seen them recently. I licked my lips, my hands itching to grab at her chest. But she was busy rolling down the elastic top of her leggings, and I looked down to see her revealing, inch by inch, her black panties. Then her creamy white thighs.

She had to bend over then, giving me an excellent view of her cleavage. And when she lifted a leg to pull off the leggings, she hopped a bit, giving those tits a good bounce. I was practically salivating, and my cock was making my pants tight.

Miranda stood up straight, eyes on mine, mouth still tilted up in a dumb smile. She looked like she didn’t have a single thought in her brain. She reached behind her, unclasping the bra. It fell to the ground, releasing her tits with their cute little pink nipples. I hadn’t gotten to pinch those little buds in a long time, and I was looking forward to taking out some aggression on them. In fact, now that I saw how well the hypnosis worked, I planned to take out a lot of aggression on her body. I was already planning for the next command even before she finished the first.

Her panties dropped to the floor. Miranda always kept herself trimmed and shaved, even though I hardly ever got to experience of the benefits of it. Now, I took my time admiring her handiwork, her bare body shaved like a porn star. My cock was screaming to enter that naked pussy of hers, but I forced myself to step back and enjoy the view of my frigid, nude, mesmerized wife smiling blankly at me.

“That was just fine,” I said, nodding. The smile finally widened at my praise, as though she was pleased to have pleased me. I liked that very much.

“Thank you,” she sighed. She was thanking me? Holy shit!

“Miranda, how do you feel?” I asked, rubbing my jaw in wonder. I began to circle her, admiring her firm little ass as I eyed her up and down. I had definite plans for that ass – and I could barely wait to get started on them. It was time Miranda paid for all her years of denying me. Of being a bitch. I was going to do something she used to beg me to do – but now found “perverse”.

“I feel good, sir,” she said. “As long as you are happy with me, I feel good.”

“And if I’m not happy with you?” I asked, returning to her front and meeting her eyes. Pain flashed through them, and she pouted.

“You aren’t?” She whimpered. “How can I make you happy with me again?”

“Well, I’m unhappy because of what you’ve put me through since our wedding,” I said. “You realize that you’ve been a total bitch to me for years?”

Miranda hung her head in shame. Oh, joy.

“Yes, sir,” she muttered. “And I’m sorry.”

“I don’t even care why you’ve been such a bitch,” I said. “I just want you to pay for it.”

“Anything,” Miranda said. “Just tell me, and I’ll do it. Anything you say, sir!”

“Bend over the arm of the couch,” I said boldly. I pointed to where I wanted her to go. Miranda moved – somewhat robotically, but certainly dutifully – to the couch and bent herself over the arm.

“Like this, sir?” My wife looked up at me over her shoulder, eagerness in her eyes.

“Very good,” I said, nearly creaming my pants at the sight of Miranda bent over, her thighs parted so I could see her pussy lips parting. The slightest glimmer there gave me the thrilling knowledge that she was enjoying this. I wanted very badly to slip my finger down there and feel just how wet she was. Cold fish Miranda, whimpering as I fucked her with one finger…

But first, I wanted to punish her. Just as I promised.

My belt came off quickly, and my wife-cum-slave didn’t react at all to the sound. In fact, once I’d told her she’d done well, she’d turned forward and started staring into space. She was in a complete and total trance. I doubled the belt up in my hand, smacking it gently against my other palm.

This was going to feel so good.

I stepped forward, finally reaching out to touch her. She went stiff as I grabbed her ass, squeezing one cheek hard enough to redden it slightly. Nowhere near as red as it would be when I was done. My hard cock got even harder as I reared back and whipped forward, slapping her ass with my belt. Miranda cried out, collapsing forward a bit as the pain surged through her.

I was a little surprised – I figured she’d just take it. But I liked her pain more than I would have liked her to just sit there. I liked it so much that the next slap was harder, and the next was even harder than that. Each one elicited a cry from my wife, whose body bounced against the couch with the ferocity of my spanking.

“You…deserve…this,” I said between slaps. “Stupid…little…bitch!”

“Yes!” Miranda agreed. “Thank you, sir!”

I knew she’d love it. She used to like it rough. Her ass was getting bright red. Raised welts from my leather belt stood out from the flesh I hadn’t touched. Her legs shook, her arms limp, one hanging off the end of the sofa. She’d turned her face to the side, laying her cheek on the sofa cushion. She was drooling a bit, eyes unfocused.

“You like it, don’t you?” I grunted. “You like getting your just desserts.”

“Thank you, sir” she repeated. “Thank you for hurting me.”

I spanked her again, watching her flesh jiggle. She moaned into the couch cushion.

“What are you going to do to make it up to me?” I asked, slowly letting up. I kept slapping her, but I went slower, and lighter. “Are you gonna get on your knees and suck me off like a good little slut?”

“Yes,” she gasped as I slapped her again, barely even touching her this time. I panted, excited and worn out by the vigor of my spanking. I hadn’t really expected to get carried away like I did, but it didn’t seem to bother my hypnotized wife. I dropped my belt and grabbed her ponytail. She let me pull her up, her body easy to manipulate in its submissive state.

I rubbed the raw, burning flesh of her ass, making her whimper again. Leaning forward, I whispered in her ear.

“Then get down there and let me fuck your throat,” I said. “I’m gonna fuck you so hard, you won’t want to speak for a week, unless you’re answering me.”

“Sir,” my wife sighed. I pushed her down to her knees, and watched as she spun around. Her fingers worked quickly to undo my jeans, sliding them down. I groaned in relief as my cock sprang free. Miranda opened her mouth, taking the base in her hand. Already, a drop of precum dribbled from the tip.

“God, it’s been a long time since you did this,” I said. “You’ve got a lot to make up for, wifey.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, her eyes now focused entirely on my cock. She almost seemed like she was studying it, memorizing every inch and detail. Leaning forward, she closed her eyes as her lips engulfed the head. My breath stopped at the feel of her warm, wet mouth on my flesh. So long. I’d waited so long. I reached down, grabbing her ponytail. I didn’t want to take it slow. Couldn’t. I was way too riled up. I was going to fuck her mouth and cum in her throat.

Miranda’s eyes opened and she l0oked up at me as I began to force myself into her mouth. She never was very good at sucking cock, but now she was so willing to please that she let her jaw go slack. Her spit lubricated my shaft and ran down her chin as I forced my way past her stretched lips, all the way back to her throat. She gagged, her tongue darting around the shaft while I struggled to get even deeper. My heart rate was going wild. Seeing my naked wife on her knees, finally treating me like the man of the house, I was tempted to cum right then and there.

“Let go,” I rasped, and Miranda’s hand dropped from the base of my shaft. I tilted my head up, holding her tightly in place as I thrust my hips hard against her. Her tight throat pulsed as it opened for me, all nine inches of my cock now securely lodged in her throat. A glance down at her face told me she wasn’t enjoying it, but she wasn’t protesting either. Her eyes watered, her nostrils flaring with the effort to take each breath. My balls resting against her chin were wet with her spit.

I thrust against her, watching her take it, her throat massaging the head of my cock while her tongue lathed the shaft. She didn’t even whimper as I took hold of her head and forced her against me, her nose in my pubes. I groaned, wanting so bad just to stay like that, deepthroating her bitchy little mouth until she lost her voice and could never nag me again. It was so sweet to know she couldn’t say a goddamn thing.

But already my balls were churning at the total domination I held over my hypnotized wife. She was so placid, even though she was in pain and choking on my dick. I could look down and see her ass, striped with marks from my belt.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “Swallow. Swallow it all, you little bitch!”

My wife’s throat constricted as I shot my load into her. Hot and thick, I unleashed months of pent-up cum into her belly. She swallowed frantically, her eyes gazing up at me, desperate not to spill a single drop. Her cheeks bulged with my cum, she gagged even as she swallowed spurt after spurt. I stumbled back, shooting the last burst onto her open lips as she gasped for breath and swallowed again. A little bit of jizz leaked down her chin, and she hurriedly lapped it up, looking up at me for confirmation that I was happy with her.

“God, that was good,” I said, walking to the couch. I needed to sit down. I was lightheaded. Miranda waited on her knees, watching me.

“Thank you, sir” she finally whispered, her voice obviously diminished by my reckless treatment of her throat.

I would never get tired of hearing her thank me.

I looked at her. It was so hard to believe that this was actually my wife. The same woman who could barely stand to give me a hand job on my birthday. I had cum, and I knew I ought to snap my fingers and bring her out of her trance. But I didn’t want to. Not yet.

After all, she hadn’t cum.

I told myself that this was a good reason to keep her under my control for a while. I had some more ideas for how I’d like things to go from here on out. Now that I knew how well it all worked, I was eager to try those ideas out. At some point during the afternoon, I’d make sure she enjoyed herself. But first, I had to deal with my softening dick. Couldn’t very well please her if I wasn’t excited, right?

But I had a good idea about how she could get me excited again.

“Miranda,” I said. “You know what a bitch you are, right?”

She whimpered, crawling towards me.

“Sir? I hope I can be better….”

“I’m sure you will be,” I said, though I doubted that would be true once I snapped my fingers. But I could worry about that later. For now, she was still my sweet, submissive little wifey. “But you’re still a bitch. And I’m going to treat you like one.”

She waited with a blank expression for me to explain.

“Do you remember where I stored Loki’s things?”

Loki was my old dog. He died many years before, just after we were married. But I never did throw out the leash and collar, or his food and water bowls. We always planned to get a dog together. Of course, Miranda had gone back on that plan, too.

But now she nodded. She didn’t even seem curious about why I was asking.

“Go fetch his collar and leash,” I said, waving my fingers at her. “And the food and water bowl, too, while you’re at it.”

Miranda nodded and hopped to her feet, striding away from me. I got a very good look at her poor, abused ass on the way. It gave me a thrill to know that once I snapped my fingers and she was her normal, cold self again, she’d still have to deal with the bruises and pain of the spanking.

After some minutes, in which I perfected my plan, Miranda returned. She held all the things I’d asked for in her arms. The black leather collar, the short chain leash, and the two bowls.

“Set the bowls down,” I instructed, and she obeyed. “Now bring the collar and leash over here.”

Once more, she did just as I said, without hesitation. I took the items from her hands.

“Kneel down,” I said. She dropped. I took the collar and wrapped it around her neck, fastening it tight. She still had full mobility, but she certainly wasn’t going to forget that she was wearing it. “This is your collar. When I put this on you, you’re my pet.”

“Yes, sir,” she nodded. She already was as submissive as I could want her to be – the collar just cinched it, while the leash and food bowls would help me debase her. More punishment for the years of bitchy behavior. I attached the leash and stood up.

“Let’s go for a walk,” I said. “Crawl behind me like a good dog.”

Miranda looked up at me, her lips hinting at a smile but her expression mostly blank. I swelled with pride at my lovely little pet, naked and on all fours for my pleasure. I walked forward and Miranda crawled behind me. I peeked behind, taking a good look at her exposed pussy and asshole. I went slow to get her used to the awkward motion. I led her to the backdoor, then out into the backyard. At the doorway, she paused, showing the first sign of hesitation. She looked up, gaze unsure.

“Come on,” I prodded, gently. She didn’t move. I furrowed my brow and lowered my voice. “Come, pet!”

That got her moving. Soon, I was parading her around the backyard. She’d need a thorough shower to rid her palms and knees of dirt and grass. The thought that any of our neighbors could peek over the hedges and see perfect little Miranda being treated like an animal got me hard again quickly. I rushed back inside. The strain of everything she’d done so far was showing, and my wife looked thirsty. I brought us back to the living room, unfastened her leash and picked up one of the bowls.

“Stay,” I commanded. I went to the kitchen, filled the bowl with water, and returned to my patiently waiting wife. I set the bowl down before her. “Drink.”

“Thank you, sir,” she said meekly, bending down to lap from the bowl. My wife’s ass wiggled in the air as she drank. Fuck, I was so hard it hurt. It hadn’t taken much to give me the energy to give my bitch the fucking she deserved. I walked around, admiring her as she continued to drink. Finally, the bowl emptied. Miranda looked up, her chin wet, her eyes expectant. I dropped down behind her, studying her pussy. It was dripping wet. I hadn’t seen my wife react like that in years. I was so excited, I couldn’t help but slide a finger between her slick folds. She moaned, pushing back against me.

I reached up, past her belly, to grope her hanging breasts. Her nipples were hard, her flesh bouncing in my palm as I continued to fuck her with my other hand, now using three fingers.

“Are you ready to take my cock, pretty pet?” I whispered in her ear. She arched her back, lips parted and dewy.

“Yes, sir,” she whimpered. I pinched her nipple, curling my fingers inside her.

“Are you ready to beg me to fuck you?” I asked, taking my fingers from her pussy to grab her ponytail. I yanked until her face was tipped up to the ceiling.

“Yes, sir,” she cried out. “Please, fuck me! Please!”

I liked the sound of that. Too much not to give her what she asked for right away.

I undid my pants for the second time, exposing my hard cock. Kneeling behind her, I kept my hand on her ponytail to hold her in place. Lining my cock up with her dripping slit, I thrust forward so hard that her whole body bounced and my entire dick disappeared inside her. Miranda screamed as I pierced her all the way in one stroke.

“My fucking wife, my fucking property,” I declared, fucking her hard – just the way she hated it. “And you love it. You love being my little fuck toy, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda whined, her body jerking with each slamming thrust. My balls smacked against her thighs as I reamed her pussy. She was trying to meet my pace, trying to move her hips in time with my thrusts, but she couldn’t quite catch up. That was alright. I’d show her.

“Be my little cum dumpster,” I growled. “Don’t you want that – all the time? Never go back to your bitchy, frigid ways? You just want to be my horny little slut, every hour of the day.”

“Yes! Yes!” Miranda gasped, her breasts bouncing wildly underneath her.

“I’m not bringing you back,” I grunted. “I’m keeping you this way. And that’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“Please,” Miranda choked out. “Please, don’t make me go back!”

I knew it. I knew she liked this better. My wife was much more suited to being a brainless fuckslave than anything else. I decided to reward her, and reached between her legs, finding her clit. Instantly, her body stiffened. Rubbing her hard while driving myself against her womb, I pushed her down until her face was in the carpet and her ass was in the air.

“Then cum for me,” I demanded. “Cum for me right now, and I won’t ever turn you back.”

“Sir!” My wife shuddered, her voice muffled by the floor. I felt her pussy contract around my shaft, a flood of her juices dripping down my balls. The base of my spine tingled, my balls churned.

“Good girl,” I moaned, unable to hold back. Her spasms squeezing my shaft made it impossible not to cum. Collapsing forward, I shot my load for the second time that day, this time directly into her cunt. She moaned, taking it all eagerly, pushing her hips back against me again and again like she couldn’t get enough. But I didn’t have an infinite supply of cum, and eventually I slipped out, limp and breathing heavy.

“Thank you, sir,” Miranda said soullessly, looking back at me from her vantage point against the carpet. Her ass was still high in the air, now dripping both our fluids. I stood up, staring at my brand new wife.

“Are you sure you don’t want to go back?” I asked, just to be safe.

“I’m sure, sir,” she smiled. “It’s so much nicer being your slave.”

“Good,” I chuckled. “Then get started on dinner. All that fucking made me hungry.”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda chirped, getting to her feet and walking with a slight waddle towards the kitchen. I sat down, picking up the remote and flicking on the television. Settling on the basketball game, I drifted off into a contended nap, dreaming of all the amazing things that were going to come in my new life with my new – and so much improved - wife.


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.
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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!
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