
“Easy now slut, you’re fine.” Reassured the lamb, leaning over to plant a quick kiss on her much larger girlfriend. Serena had quite the size difference over the sheep as a sergal would, though her size conflicted with her desires. Despite it all, the mahogany furred sergal shivered with nerves through anxious breaths and visible thrashing in the car’s otherwise comfortable seat. 
“I know, I know, but I’m not good with this kind of social stuff.” Fidgeted the voluptuous sergal, eager yet afraid of what her college experience was going to be like. It was already unorthodox, plus her girlfriend’s extra rules only furthered her timidness. 
Molly rested her head on the tall woman’s shoulder. “I understand pet, that’s why you just smile and look pretty, while leaving everything to your mistress. Alright?”
Quivering with lust driven anxiety and desire to meet her new roommate, Serena nodded with a tepid air of determination. Molly’s stunning hot pink latex dress helped very little, especially since the pink exactly matched the shade of the rubber edges of the otherwise underdressed sergal’s chastity gear. The dull reflection of the shiny metal composing it took front stage, the high resting band around her middle coursing through her legs while straps led down from the waistband to the thigh cuffs. Her chest was solely covered by the two metal cups of a chastity bra that ended with two matching straps to affix to the identical cuffs on her soft biceps.
Nearly her entire pelt of fluffy brown fur was on display, ivory underbelly contrasting against the pink rubber edges of her bondage. Yet in some ways, only wearing a full set of chastity gear was more humiliating than just being naked. The lewd vulnerability of her voluptuous body was not lost on her as she quivered with a tense exhale, sheepishly looking down with a nervous blush that firmly plastered her face ever since the beginning of the drive. Serena groaned with a fluster.
“I-I get why you want me to wear everything for a first impression, but do yoOUuuuuuuhhhh-“ The sergal froze as her long angular snout popped upwards with a sudden spike of pleasure. It soon faded, Serena whining in faint frustration as her ears folded back on a quivering form that struggled to regain its composure. “Hmng. D-Did you have to turn the vibrators on?” She shivered in the seat, “All the vibrators? F-Fuck, the nipple clamp ones are toooOOOOHHH MUuuuhhhhch.
Her legs sprung outward in a way that caused her back to bend, the entire body of the girl being wracked with the adrenaline of a mind blowing climax as the ‘edge’ setting of her chastity gear buzzed away merrily. Serena began her careful descent from another cycle of her torturous gear as Molly giggled cheerfully. “Well of course they have to be on! You’re exactly right about needing to make a good first impression! Not to mention you’ve been such a good girl lately! Plus, I’d say this constitutes a time to turn on your nipple buzzers. Your boobs are just so sensitive, I love seeing how only some tit-play can drive you crazy.”
“I- ah- n-noticed!” Serena muttered through clenched teeth and kinked brows, stranded in the onslaught of pleasure. Her hips indiscriminately shuffled over her seat as she shuddered violently. “S-Shit, that -hmf- u-urethral one is… I can’t… oh fuck…”
Molly merely smiled with a dominant satisfaction. “Alright, enough hanging in the car, let’s go introduce you. Leash?” Flatly holding an outstretched palm, she waited for her girlfriend’s shudders to cease enough to allow the sergal to reach down and grab the long cable before snapping it to the high-quality leather collar around her neck. Molly possessively snatched the loop from her pet’s doubly large hand, smirking down at her with an air of dominance.
The sexual momentum was brought to a halt as she realized that she had to leave the car to use said leash, the sheep setting the loop down in annoyance before stepping outwards onto the midsize driveway. Walking to the other side of the vehicle, she appraised the property. Nice, not majorly luxurious, but pretty good for student housing. The mid-sized house with a nice porch rested comfortably on the slight hill, kept away from the main road with a view that granted the slight privacy of looking down at other buildings. Molly tugged the door open, appreciating the cocktail of emotional sensations on her pet’s face as the sergal looked up at her.
“Come girl, let’s do this.” Spoke the lamb in a sweet tone, reaching in to once more grab the leash handle. Serena’s brief exit from the car was stymied by the sergal sinking to all fours on the pavement. Ears folding and tail tucking with shame, her blush burning as bright as ever. They trotted down a small grassy pathway to a front door resting atop a wood porch. Serena lost any height advantage she had over her owner, crawling on her hands and knees like a good pet always should.
The silence after ringing the doorbell echoed in their heads for far longer than the few seconds it took for the door to open, the chaste sergal’s tail switching from embarrassed tucking to nervous thrashing behind her shapely rear as she remained on the floor. A deadbolt click, a slow swing, and the door revealed the man that had been in her thoughts for a variety of reasons.
Here stood the dragon she chose to ‘live’ with, one of the more desirable offers compared to the other guys (and girls) looking for sex in exchange for a bed. Primarily glittering black scales were the first eye-catcher, coupled with a vibrant cyan underbelly and highlight tones to contrast it. Despite outpacing even Serena’s height with the natural stature of a dragon, his composition drew closer to the average side. Though not a bodybuilder, his handsome form outshone any ostensible lack of figure.
The two weren’t truly aware of what to expect beyond his baseline appearance, the button-down dress shirt tucked into a pair of richly detailed dark slacks causing them to both blink for a moment as his sharp visage split to a toothy grin. He certainly held himself in high regard, body image and wardrobe notwithstanding. He was expecting his fucktoy to bring a friend, but this was certainly a sight.
“Serena Sorvad?” He asked with a curious glance at the sergal on all fours, the pleasing rumble of his voice dancing right into the girl’s ears. Despite having pictures of this exact sergal in this exact gear, it never hurt to make sure.
Just as the sergal opened her mouth, Molly recovered back to her usual extroversion, matching the dragon’s grin. “Yup! My pet here is your potential new roommate! Emphasis on the mate.” Hand thrust out for a proper greeting as Molly’s other still held Serena’s leash, the beaming exuberance of the little lamb certainly took the dragon by storm. He chuckled, taking a moment to look between the two people on his doorstep, especially at the silver-adorned sergal on her hands and knees. She blushed with a new fury and her tail returned to curling between her legs, the tip flicking in embarrassment as she shamefully turned her head from his gaze.
Returning the handshake, the dragon kept his eyes on the prize. “Name’s Kieran Glenheim, pleasure to meet you, miss…?”
“Molly Sanderson,” the sheep giggled as he reached his hand out and shook her smaller one, “My bitch is a little shy, but she’ll open up pretty quickly as long as you know where to touch. Don’t let her embarrassment make you think she isn’t a slut.”
A genuinely excited smile hadn’t left the dragon’s face since he set eyes on the locked girl on his porch, laughing with the lamb. “Not to worry, I think that it’s adorable. She looks so cute when she’s flustered.” Serena’s already existing fluster exploded across her face to an even more significant degree as she twitched haplessly on the well maintained floor. He hummed a little chuckle. “Well come in, come in. No reason to make you wait outside.”
-
“You have excellent taste in tea, Ms. Sanderson. Glad to find another who appreciates the herbal blends.” Serena looked in shock as her flamboyant, pink latex dressed, dom girlfriend had the slightest blush of appreciation. Kieran was turning out to be quite the charmer.
“Oh thanks, and just ‘Molly’ please! I wish I could say I got into it because my tastes are just so refined, as yours seem to be, but it was mostly just to soothe my throat after my glory-hole weekends. This stuff tastes waaaay better than cough syrup and works just as good.” Giggling after her rallied complement, the Lamb took a hearty sip of the perfectly boiled tea.
The failed muffling of a whiny moan echoed about the room from the sergal curled up on the couch beside her mistress, her vibrators beginning a new cycle as she shivered and twitched into her owner. Molly gave her pet a quick look of love before gleefully petting down the head on her lap as Serena drew husky breaths through her stupor.
Kieran brought his mug upwards in appreciation with one hand while pointing towards the pet with the other. “She’s very well behaved, you know. You’ve done a great job training her.”
A happy chortle and a flap of her hand, “Train her? Oh dear sir, I barely have to tell her what to do!” She chimed, her hand returning to stroke the locked girl’s quivering flank. “She’s a natural sub, you just gotta let her open up a bit and she’ll be allll over you.”
Smirking, the dragon’s pitch black scales let off a friendly warmth under an air of confidence. Polite, gentle, well mannered. In a sea of positive traits, an undeniable outlier shone through it all like a beacon through his direct gaze and calm smirk. Dominance. This feeling was plastered all over his profile, and it was a major factor that got the girls excited enough to choose him. It led to further nerves in the sergal though, for while Molly had started as girlfriend and moved to mistress after prying the girl out of her shell, this would be jumping into a ‘master first, friend second’ scenario. 
One that made her a bit weak in the knees and gave her butterflies in her stomach, but part of that was certainly the unsureness of being in her first pure sub/dom relationship. Despite it all, the casual buzzing sent through her body by the vibrators became dull and meaningless as she became lost in the dragon’s eyes.
“So then. Let’s lay everything on the table, you’re her mistress, correct?” He inquired, respectfully addressing the situation..
Canting her head a bit, Molly looked off to the side. “Wellll. Yeah. Kinda. Mostly. It’s not directly official, we’re girlfriends and have been since freshman year of highschool. I like domming a bit, but taking more. Not really submissive, I just like sex. But Serena falls hard when she’s got a collar on. So yes, I’m her mistress and play the part, it’s a spice to the bedroom. I mean, yeah it got to the point where it extends far from the bedroom, but I wouldn’t truly say I’m a dom. It’s… a hobby for me. A really fun one, but still just a hobby.”
The Dragon nodded slowly, his calm and respectful demeanor quelling what would have been an otherwise imposing look. “I see. Well as I’m sure you know when you applied, I am a lifestyle dom. It is no mere hobby, it is something I take seriously.” He laughed heartily, offsetting any worries that the sentence could have brought to the two girls. “That being said, it is not the sole aspect of my life or desires. Yes, I do expect much from my new pet.There will be rules and lessons, with punishments as well. There will be some things to learn, some can be harsh. But I must stress that you must want to learn them.”
He elegantly set his tea in his lap, further radiating a sense of regal power. “As you said, this is a means to sexual satisfaction for you. It’s a little more for me, but only a little. A good pet truly shines when she is comfortable in her place, and feels safe under my command. Only then can she enjoy serving me, and only then can I enjoy being serviced.”
Settling back in his own seat, the dark scaled man even relaxed gracefully. “Just being honest, and letting you know that -if you choose- to be my sub during this lease, it will likely be more involved than your current experiences.” He shrugged in a casual gesture of reassurance. “But you can say no as well. Hell, you can even stick with your mistress and get long-distance orders and just be a normal fuckbuddy here. All that matters is that you follow the simpler ground rules.”
Taking sip with a collected gaze, he impartially watched the two as he finished his opener. Serena curled a bit tighter as she neared an orgasm that would never come, yet her face scrunched in contemplation. There was a clear desire, more than just that of the vibrators. She embodied the soul of a natural born submissive, but was still understandably hesitant and also naturally shy. The sergal half-moaned before looking up at the sheep with a questioning look, seeking guidance as a perfectly submissive pet would.
Despite this, Molly spoke with nothing more than joy and interest. “What might those ground rules be?”
Shifting to a formal and commanding tone, the Dragon concisely explained his rules. “No clothes indoors, you have sex with me upon request.” He pulled a leg up to cross it, a very noticeable bulge being shown off. Yet he gave no indication of arousal, that must just be his base size. Both girls stared as he continued, “The only thing I’ll enforce for this lease is what was required by the lease, and that is it. Powerplay, bondage, rough fucks, all kinks beyond simple sex is optional.”
Meeting her pet’s unsure eyes, Molly stroked the sergal’s mane tenderly. “Well. That doesn’t sound so bad, right?”
Serena paused, mainly to dampen her rapid breathing after coming down from an unreachable peak. “Y-Yeah.” The woman sat up in the slightest, looking directly to the well-dressed dragon sitting confidently across from them. “But… what exactly would the… uh… sub life entail?”
Kieran’s warm rumble and polite smile reassured her more shameful thoughts. “It will start simple as well. I’ll outline what you’re expected to do, and what I wish to do to you. You agree to these rules, then you live them. When I feel you are ready, I will present you with the next ‘level’ so to speak. You can then choose to move into more serious submission or stay where you are.” His visage shifted to slightly rueful, or was it his own look of unsureness? “However, please note that you cannot change the duties of a level. If you accept the lifestyle, you must accept it all, not just the parts you like.”
Serena grew more active in the conversation, suppressing a gasp while the vibrators kicked back to their highest setting and caused her to involuntarily contract her body in a way that highlighted the balloon stretching her womb. “Why is that?”
That cool smile was back on his lips. “Well there’s a few. The simple reason is I find it’s a good way to get subs to try new things. Less simply, it is what enables the fantasy of domination.” He swirled his mug of tea, long pointed ears flinging forward in a motion of remembrance. “Oh, right. You may not get to remove something you don’t like from the duties at first, but if there’s truly something you’re not comfortable with, you get a safe word. If you at least try to enjoy the activity, but still need to use it, then I will strike it out.”
Serena hummed, a grateful look on her angular snout. “Huh. Okay. That’s… pretty reasonable for such an extreme dom as yourself.”
A bemused chuckle, “My dear girl, I am not an extreme dom. I’m just horny and like tugging leashes.” He waved his hand dismissively. “I do put emphasis on the domination aspect, but I am not deranged enough to see it as more than just another method of arousal. A normal blowjob is just as satisfying as one where you’re in a latex bitchsuit with a ring-gag, but I do have a preference. As do you I would imagine, and it would be rude of me to blatantly ignore it. You signed a sexual lease, the only people who do that are truly desperate or they also want some fun. And I don’t think you’re desperate.”
Dropping her head back to Molly’s lap, the sergal tried to keep her moans down as the lamb’s resumed petting accentuated the steadily increasing buzz of the vibrators. “Yeah…” She concluded. “I’ll think about it.”
Kieran swiftly stood with prideful grace. “Well then, with that out of the way, would you two want some lunch while you’re here? There’s lasagna in the oven.”
-
The door to the hotel room slammed shut, safely locking behind the women. Still clad in her latex dress, Molly hastily put the tupperware of lasagna in the mini fridge. Meanwhile, a fully clothed post-interview sergal leaned haggardly next to the door. Arms reached out to brace the wall, Serena’s legs buckled as the implements locked inside her continued their push to the impossible climax for who knows how many times that day.
“Nhhgg. M-Muh… Molly…”
The lamb looked over with a typical cheery expression for her. “Yes pet?”
Serena sank to her knees, palms sliding down the wall as she shook in limitless pleasure that reached a numbing high. The sergal’s moans only increased in needy fervor until it reached a height it would never cross, the buzzing ceasing at once to crash her down into heavy breathing and shudders. Left a horny mess on the floor, the sergal whimpered and writhed as the lamb approached.
“Awww. Is my bitch enjoying her edging?”
“Muhuggg… P-Puhleeese… L-Let me cuuuuuum.”
The sheep stuck a finger out to tap the sergal’s nose, radiating with happiness. “Nope! You’ve been good, but you know you can’t cum yet! Gotta make sure your first time with Kieran is mind-blowing! Good girls don’t cum until their owner says so, and he might be yours starting tomorrow.”
Serena melted even further into the floor, her incoherent muttering passing through her frustrated yet euphoric expression..
Standing back to full height, the lamb took her phone out to casually snap a few pictures and open the chastity set’s app. A couple taps later and Serena released a massive sigh, body going still save for a few lingering twitches as she drooled onto the floor. Molly looked at her with an expression of tender sympathy. “I’ll turn the vibrators off for now. You’ve earned that much.” She knelt to her girlfriend, taking a big hand and trying to tug the sergal girl. “Come on hun, let’s get you to bed! We need a good night’s rest for moving in tomorrow. If you still want to, that is.”
Weakly standing, Serena nodded as she was clutched by Molly. “Yes.”
Molly raised a brow, “Is that a yes to bed being nice, or for Kieran being nice?”
The sergal’s half lidded eyes hazily scanned the area as they meandered through the door to the bedroom. “Yes.” She muttered in exhaustion, unceremoniously flopping on the bed below her.
-
“We’re here!” Came the bright chime of the lamb, crashing through the torturously short nap the sergal took on the drive to her new home from the hotel. Taken by amusement, Molly smirked to herself as she watched the much larger sergal rush to alert as her body jolted awake. There would never be a day where she’d get tired of watching how her pet reacted to every poke and prod.
“Who- what- where!” Blurted the bark colored sergal, mind catching up to her surroundings. “Oh.” Flopping limply back into her seat, Serena stretched as far as the car’s interior would allow as Molly sent a keen eye to ogle her while she sprawled out. Tactically waiting until the sergal’s eyes closed, a quick finger was sent to boop the girl’s angular snout.
“Wakey wakey! C’mon, let’s get a tour before we start carrying boxes for the next few hours.”
“Ugh. Alright, yeah.” Slow blinking punctuated her words, washing away the fog in her mind. Gradual movements opened the car door, Serena stepping out with the grace of a sloth. Bolstering her back with her hands as she extended to her full height outside, the sergal starkly opposed the upbeat lamb practically skipping to the front door of the dragon’s home. Soon to be her home.
After the echoing ring of the doorbell sounded, it opened much like it did the day before. In the threshold stood that masculine dragon, Kieran standing tall and powerful. Yet a surprisingly welcoming aura surrounded his being. A mix of feelings overtook the sergal as she both smiled and shrunk back a bit under his direct gaze, still not quite sure if she had words for what she thought of him.
“Ah! Back so soon?” Kieran began with a warm chuckle. “Come in, I’ll show you around before we start working.” Sidestepping with ease, he held the door open as Molly nodded and swiftly entered the abode. As Serena began to move though, he spoke to her with a charismatic smile. “Will you be undressing now or as soon as you get in? Rules apply regardless of how new you are, starting today you can’t wear clothes in this house.”
Instantly switching from groggy to bashful, the sergal stood straighter when faced with the new responsibility of being eye-candy for her roommate. “O-Oh. Uhhh. When I get in? I would... prefer not to strip outside.”
An assuring look from the dragon, “Well, you can undress in the foyer while you’re new. But the rules state that no clothes are allowed at any time inside. After you adjust, you need to be naked before you step through this door.” His penetrating gaze etched into her mind as the building heat of excitement and shame grew within her. “Don’t worry though, if you agree to be my sub, I’ll make sure to work on getting you more comfortable in public.”
A moment of silence rang throughout the room, Serena deflating slightly as she gave a curt nod laced with tepid acknowledgment. The sergal padded in, timidly posing in the opening area as Kieran shut the door and retreated slightly. Fidgeting as her blush grew, the sergal watched the remaining people in the room gaze at her with tenfold the interest.
Molly was the first to speak, waving a little. “Well go on hun, get naked for him! Time’s a’ wastin, we got a house to see, boxes to move!” Nodding his own encouragement, the dragon stood with a regal posture, though his smirk was of a friendly nature. “I can close my eyes if it would help.”
Despite his joking, it was the gesture under the words that counted. Shaking her head with an equally unstable sigh, Serena figured there was no reason to delay her new life, especially when certain aspects were not entirely new to her. No words were spoken as she grabbed the hem of her favorite turtleneck to tug it off her torso. Her motions didn’t dawdle, though it was visible she was doing her best to fight her nature and give a bit of a show.
As the fabric departed from her fur, the shiny silver and dull pink rubber of her chastity bra came back into existence. The only constant this girl had during the tumultuous move was her ability to anchor herself to her trusted chastity tools. They also made her horny as hell, with the non-stop edging of the previous day not helping cool her off in the slightest. If the belt under her jeans ever slipped, there’d be no illusion to hide her dripping arousal.
In a way, the trapped and frustrated lust was quite the motivator for her. The hornier she was, the more ‘suggestable’ she was. And if she followed orders, it usually ended with a nice orgasmic reward. She hoped her potential new master followed a similar procedure. Her hips took a bit more of sensual sway as she shimmied out of her pants, the sleek chastity belt replacing the role of panties. Though Serena was still far too shy to admit it, wearing the set under her clothes was something she would never get tired of. While out and about, all it took for her to get needy was the knowledge that exposing her midriff would cause the high resting band to give a clear indication to what was up.
Her cheeks exploded in crimson as she moved, breath growing rapid with each article of clothing discarded. Every pulse of her hammering heart shook her soul as she was fully revealed, bared in nothing but the delightfully arousing chastity gear. Her back straightened as she unraveled herself to her full height. Every second she stood with more energy was a declaration to her will of beginning this new phase of her life.
A simple “Good,” was all Kieran had to say. Something about the way he looked at her told her it was not dismissive of her efforts, much less her appearance, but merely that this was going to be a regular occurrence. Her being naked in his presence is no big deal in the grand scheme of her time here. He turned then, waving a hand in a ‘follow’ motion. He was by no means trying to detract from her nudity, but they did have things to do today.
He could even tell Molly raised a brow at him from behind, turning to send a smug look back at the lamb. “Work before play, dear.”
-
The house was more than the girls were expecting. It wasn’t somehow bigger on the inside, but it’s exterior was unassuming compared to the interior. Although it was no grand mansion, it was furnished with skill. Smartly placed decor expanded the decently sized house to one with much more of a roomy and spacious feel. The trio walked through halls and rooms, a fairly average layout unfolding.
Two stories tall with a small basement, the house was a charming two bedroom abode. Upon reaching the second floor, Kieran revealed a bedroom. Fairly blank, simple. Malleable. “Here will be your room Serena. We can take the frame and mattress out if you’re bringing your own, otherwise this is where you’ll keep your belongings and sleep during the nights you aren’t with me.”
The silver clad sergal poked her head past the doorway, scanning the room curiously. “I guess I should ask then; just how often will I be spending nights with you?” It was a sheepish attempt at lewd info, making her blush and not look the man in the eye.
“Well that entirely depends on whether you’re a free use tenant, or my dedicated sub.”
His answer only made her more shy with how direct he was. “Tenant?”
The black and cyan dragon shrugged. “Then you sleep in your own room as much as you want. Once we’re done fucking you can just up and go to bed here. I won’t force you to stay with me.” A hearty grin and bassy rumbling chuckle, “I warn you though, I’m a masterful cuddler.”
Her mind eased, but was suddenly filled with visions of him mounting her from behind. “A-And as a sub?”
Cool face turning to a more dominant grin, “Rarely will you be in here.” Serena swallowed with a brisk nod, trying to get her libido under control. Capping the conversation off with a shrug, the scaled man gestured to the closet. “Regardless, we’ll be moving your items in here for the duration of your lease, so we’ll be here a lot today. And even if you choose to be my sub, this room is still yours to use and decorate as you please.”
Nods all around, the tour progressed. From showing off the neighboring bathroom, a bonus room with a second living-room setup- and a few sexual setups that Serena instantly noticed with a flush- to the final stop of the master bedroom. Serena had zero idea of what to expect beyond a room with a bed, and that it would either be entirely normal or debased beyond reason.
Folding an arm forward in invitation, Kieran let his new possession explore the room on her own. The sergal stepped in, distracted by his cool smile as she pieced the room together. It was not some sexual dungeon, there were no outlandish implements of debauchery or degeneracy. The bed taking its place in the center of the room was certainly large, but was no particularly exceptional object despite being neatly made and stacked with pillows and comforters..
Her view of the room opened up as she passed the bed, revealing the room to be far larger than the sergal once assumed. Spanning the entire length of the house, two massive ‘wings’ split from either side of the door. The left caught her eye quickly, a large ornate wooden desk accompanied by a plush office chair resting in the center of the far wall behind the wide furniture. Various decor was interspersed upon its surface, though the tall mahogany bookshelves adorning the walls provided a modestly spectacular backdrop.
The carefully designed furniture brought an air of presence and utility, despite lacking ostensible cost. Shifting attention to the right, Serena was met with an entertainment center that mimicked the same setup as the living room. A couch, a large television mounted to the wall, integrated surround speakers. Elegant, yet welcoming. As she turned face while Molly looked around with sparkling eyes, the sergal could conclude but one descriptor for the room. Classy was the best she could label it, still modern but conveying tones of the classic stylings of a study or smoking room that the man of a house would have.
A warm chuckle sounded behind her, Keiran meeting her attentive face. “Well, will it suffice?”
“O-Oh! Yes, this will- uh… More than suffice.” She blinked tepidly, grabbing her other arm while looking around again. “It’s certainly bigger than my room back home. And far more classy.”
Kieran gave a quick happy nod. “Good. It’s important to me that you’re comfortable for the time you're in this room.”
Molly appeared at his side, standing on tippy toes just to enter the picture. “Where are your sex toys?” She asked bluntly, making Serena freeze and the dragon snort bemusedly. Kieran merely waved at the sergeral. “She’s right here, no?” Scalie and lamb laughed as Serena was slapped with a reminder of her fate and the resuming thoughts of embarrassed lust it brought. “I keep most stuff under the bed, but there is a dedicated bondage closet down the hall for the more kinky stuff.” He casually mentioned, gesturing in its direction.
Molly’s eyes gleamed, “Ooooooo! I wanna see!”
After a brief tour of a closet full of latex and leather that would put the sheep’s collection to shame, they concluded their tour to begin the arduous process of the actual move-in. Serena’s head was on a swivel as the group made their way back through the house. She familiarized herself with the place, trying to displace the floaty feeling of a weight in her stomach. Not all of her anticipation was negative, though it did not change that fact that her life was about to change quite a bit from what she was used to. Not only starting college, but adjusting to this new ‘home life’ was something that she was unsure of.
With tour complete, even such a mid-sized house overwhelmed the sergal with being her first home away from her family. In a way, the mind-numbing task of carrying boxes was a welcome reprieve from her thoughts. Molly stayed behind, supervising and organizing as the much larger species did the heavy lifting. Kieran gave a helping hand without hesitation, carrying boxes with a constant friendly smile. If the menial labor wasn’t enough to distract her, she noticed herself staring at the dragon as he moved with a prideful grace while unloading her items. 
He too seemed to catch her gaze blankly drifting to his bulging groin, or watching his behind on the stairs. A knowing smirk was all he gave, teasing her with nothing more than touting the knowledge of her desire. Despite her earlier frustrations from the day before, she almost wished the numerous vibrators on her were activated. She now needed a distraction from the waves of desire produced by the black scaled dragon.
-
It was done. The move was over, though so was the day. Sky ablaze with a setting sun, a shockingly warming scene played out the home’s living room. A tired sergal lay sprawled out on the couch, snug chastity covering her otherwise nude form as a lamb lovingly cuddled with her. Kieran sat in the room’s large recliner in his usual relaxed yet dignified pose, drinking a glass of water with all the minute class of sipping fine brandy. 
“So, dinner should be ready within an hour. Congratulations Serena, you’re officially moved in! Welcome home.”
Eyes still closed, the big girl mumbled into the cushions. She may be tall and mighty, but she didn’t realize how much stuff she owned until she had to move it all. Especially the arbitrary assembly for her working desk and chair, forcing her to sprawl the components across the floor as she carefully pieced the furniture together. After completing the grueling task, there was now a solid setup for school work in the girl’s room. If she wasn’t so horny and hungry, she’d fall asleep right on this sofa.
“Well, you’ve had some time to review and see the house. I know you’re beat, but this is probably the best time to ask.” Kieran’s commanding tone pierced through her thoughts, instantly enraptured by his words. He crossed a leg, steepling his fingers as he watched the sergal on the couch. “Will you be submitting to me?”
Silence. She probably should have expected the question to drop sooner or later, but she was still caught off guard somehow. “Uh.” Mustered the sergal, eyes now opening to stare at the dragon.
He smiled, his stern face cracking to an energetic warmth. “No rush, I can ask later. Figured I’d throw it out there if you made up your mind alre-”
“Yup!” Serena said, propping herself up on her elbows a bit, face alert.
Now Kieran paused, a quick blink of fair surprise passing. “I haven’t even told you what your duties are for level one. Would you like to hear them first?”
A confident sniff. “I don’t want to.” The only way she could confidently say yes was by not knowing what she was getting into.
Even Molly was stunned before shaping to a focused explosive joy. “Serena! Damn! You go girl! God I’m so proud of you, getting a new home and master. And such confidence!”
The sergal rolled her eyes as she sat up fully on the couch. “Pffft. Please Molls, I’m just horny and this is the first chance to truly partake in something like this. And the quickest way to get some dick.”
Both adjacent owners stared at the woman. Though Molly did know that the longer her pet was in chastity, the more bold she became. Their eyes switched to Kieran, an amused rumble shaking from his well-dressed chest. “My my. What a find you are. Well then, I’m pleased to announce that we’re both horny.”
Almost sighing a breath of relief, Serena subtly deflated on the couch. “Thank fuck, I could really use some dick-”
“Ah-ah. There are matters to make it official first. Don’t get ahead of yourself, pet.” His sharp gaze sent electricity through her spine, the very mention of the word single-handedly spiking her sex drive.. Serena shifted on the couch, doing her best to not outwardly show the returning lust. Or to place a hand on her belly, where the womb-balloon pressed from the inside. “Molly Sanderson.” Called the dragon in a formal tone. “Do you approve? May you pass control of her chastity to me?”
The lamb’s eyes lit up like she just watched her best friends propose to another. “Yes!” Whipping her phone out at light speed, she stood to bouncing heels. “Oh this is so exciting! You’re really gonna be his sub Serena! Fuck, you’re gonna have soooo much fun. Jealous doesn't even describe how I’m feeling right now.”
With all the building energy in the room, the sergal could stay less and less still. Every second brought exponential heat, further daydreams playing before her eyes, with her own rising anticipation. “Oh good, because I am ready for some fun. It’s uh… been way too long.”
The dark plated dragon stood as well, pulling out a top of the line smartphone that still seemed a little small in his hand. “Oh? Well now, I assume her gear is Personal Pleasures? Linked to their standard app?”
Molly nodded vigorously, “Yeah, how’d you know?”
A sleek grin. “There’s only one brand I know with a womb balloon attachment in a chastity belt. It doesn’t show much on Serena, but I know the way someone walks when they’ve got a small melon in their uterus.”
“Well, don’t you have some good eyes! That makes it easy to transfer, just gotta give you her code.” Perking up, the sheep spun around to grab from her purse. Pulling out another phone, she handed Serena’s device to her. “Here hun, take a picture or a video of this!”
Taking the phone, the sergal peered at it with slight confusion. She wasn’t one for photos already, but this seemed odd. “Do I need to?”
A scolding look came from the little woman, “Of course, dummy! Handing over a bitch’s chastity is a big deal! This is something for our photo album!”
Serena gave a blank look. “Come on. Really? As if being in chastity wasn’t embarrassing enough.”
Kieran’s subtly powerful voice knocked at the conversation’s door, who had no choice but to let it in. “Though it may seem silly; entering, exiting, and changing chastity is actually a fairly notable occasion for such relationships. It is something you might want later.”
“Alright, alright, I’ll record it. Just... don’t go overboard.”
Molly leaned over with a mocking look. “Me? Go overboard? Puh-leaaaaase.” She tapped her phone, and Kieran tapped his a moment later. Then her chastity belt dinged, the control box’s light flashing yellow a second before returning to cool green.
Serena looked down, expectantly. “Huh, that was easy I guess. Cool.” The room went silent as she waited, expecting that little click of the set’s lock disengaging. It never came, just she has for the past week. Looking up with a perplexed expression, she met the dragon’s cool gaze. “Uh… is it connected? Should be unlocking right?”
Kieran merely tilted his head. “Unlocking? Why would it do that?”
While the sergal’s heart sank, her libido flared. “S-So you… can, ya’know…” Her voice shrank to a near whisper, “F-Fuck me?”
A click came, but it was Kieran locking his phone before tucking it into his slack’s pocket. “What gave you the inclination that would be happening?”
Molly was just a giddy spectator as Serena looked around and stammered in confusion and embarrassment. “W-Well you know… I’m moved in. I said yes. Shouldn’t s-sex be happening?”
“Not unless I say so.”
“Then w-why aren’t you saying so?”
His grin sharpened. “Well my dear pet. You were so eager to say yes, that I feel that you need to prove that you are up to the task. Molly? When was her last orgasm?”
“The day you gave her a move in date, a week ago.” The lamb spritely stated.
The dragon nodded as he kept pure eye contact with a sergal who was too flustered to do the same. “A week?”
“Mhm! She’s nice and needy for you.”
“Well then. If she will accept a life of duty free from any knowledge of them, she needs to prove she’s willing to do things without any expectation of her needs being satisfied. You shall wait another week, pet.” Serena was beyond words. Both angry and absolutely loving the treatment, she ineffectually attempted to hide her obvious arousal. He notched his head higher. “Well?”
She took a steadying breath, trying to calm her nerves filled with every direction of emotion. “F-Fine.”
She didn’t like the smug look on Kieran’s visage. “Fine? Come now, I thought my bitch had manners already?”
Serena dropped her head to her hands, trying to hide her blushing cheeks as her legs pushed together futilely. “F-Fine, uh...”
A curt, “Sir.”
The sergal’s ears folded with shamed heat. “Fine, s-sir.”
“Atta girl. Now then, shall we eat?” Smiling with a powerful smugness, the large man swept his arm to gesture to the dining room. He was commanding, yet still harboring a warmth that stood out to the sergal. No matter what, her time here would be interesting. She only hoped it was a quick week.

