
“I like her.” Said Vanessa, standing at a full body mirror in Kieran’s closet. “The sergal, and her girl, the lamb. Good couple. Glad to have ‘em. Shy ones are cute, kinky shy ones even better.” Spinning a fit body around as the gryphon looked upon herself, she smiled at the black-gold cuffs and collar she wore. They went well with her black avian forelimbs, and perfectly contrasted her white fur. Plus, when bondage cuffs were the only clothing, her natural assets only got more attention. Her sharp eyes turned to the regal dragon a few paces from her, buttoning up a pristine shirt. The blue tint at the corner of Vanessa’s eye that matched her hair turned up in a happy squint as she looked upon her master and lover. 
“What do you think today, Kiery? Red sparkly sheer dress, or latex? Oh! What about that dress that leaves my tits hanging out? Been too long since I wore that, and I could go for some boob-play.”
The classy dragon glanced over his shoulder, a knowing look on his black and cyan scales. “That depends. Do you intend on going out tonight?”
She leaned against the closet’s door frame somewhat cockily. “That depends entirely on if you’ll make sure I can’t walk straight. But if the action is gonna happen while we’re out, I want the dress that lets everyone touch my tits.”
“Latex.” He said, with a wink. “Serena mentioned wanting to go out with me tonight, and I think it’s best you stay home with Victoria. You only have one week that overlaps with her time here until next month, spend some time with her.”
The stunning white and black gryphon was already holding a shiny black suit draped over a hanger. “Oh alright, I’ll make sure your bimbo doesn’t fuck herself with the bedposts again. She’s a needy kitty, you know.” Suddenly a heavy horse dildo was unsheathed from a box on the closet’s ground, worn dark leather forming a harness used to make it a strap-on dangling below while the gryphon looked hungrily at it.
“As the person who’s cleaned those posts, I am aware. If she gets unbearable, you know where the local sex club is, I’m sure they’d love to have her back in the glory holes.” He suddenly pointed at her, the girl freezing as she held the suit up to make sure it would fit. “Put on your own chastity set underneath the latex. Serena is a little shy about having other girls to share with, so I think a shared experience might help her bond with the group. Keep your ass open though, you two need something to play with while I’m out.”
Slinging a shiny chastity belt around a finger on the hand she pulled from behind her back, the gryphon’s beak was tugged to a smug smile. “I was thinking the same thing, master.” The belt was nearly identical to the sergal’s, the only major difference being that Vanessa’s rubber-padding was a bright blue compared to Serena’s bubbly pink.
Kieran gave a smile that radiated appreciation, “Bra too.”
-
The sergal was still locked in her own chastity set, sitting in the living room. Her hands wrung and paws curled as emotions swarmed within her, excitement most of all. She only got this frisky when Molly made her wear something embarrassing, usually for the purpose of being seen in public. A quick glance at her own body confirmed what she knew, the shiny bra still covered her chest while the belt ran down between her legs. She was receptive to embarrassment, humiliation, the things that filled her with the cold primal sensation that could tingle every nerve. There were few thrills that could compare.
Her mind too, was also receptive, though not in a pleasant way. More fear and concern than anything, barely subdued by relieved joy at Keiran’s acceptance. It had taken Molly a year to get Serena’s response to exhibitionism to come from her body rather than her mind, it is not unsurprising that the chestnut furred girl was out of her depth. The sergal closed her legs, hiding the metal over a hot slit as she stretched out. 
Eyes closed, her mind already wandered back to the moment she got the purple collar she wore. It was beyond humiliating, but… the stares, the looks, the smiles and confusion, all of it. It resonated with her, a memory she would play while finger blasting her cunt if she could touch it. Well, being this horny from a week of chastity would make her choose almost any memory.
Instead, a quiet huff on the couch, alone and needy. Until Victoria showed up, the doll-like panther prancing down the stairs as her jewelry chimed. Stepping off the final platform to make a flourish, Victoria noticed the sergal on the couch. With a smile on her dick-sucking-lips, the feline cheerily approached. Serena had tracked the newcomer, opening her eyes as footsteps grew new. She half expected some form of confrontation, but all the panther did was put out her hand in a welcome gesture.
“Hiya Serena! You kinda ran out on our first introduction- not that I’m mad~, but let’s make it official! I’m Vicky!”
Blinking, the chestnut sergal found herself matching the smile and standing to shake her hand after a moment of relief. “H-Hi… I’m- EEEP!” Cried out the sergal as the smaller panther pulled Serena into a tight hug. Vicky nuzzled up into the sergal’s fur, eyes wide. “Ohmigosh! Your fur is so soft! I can’t wait to feel more of it~”
Serena’s mind stumbled to recover, tentatively dropping her own hands around the feline. “O-Oh, thanks…? It’s… nice to meet you.”
“God I bet your pussy tastes delicious, I can smell how wet you are from here!” Cooed the feline, eyes sharpening with lust. “Just steaming under that stuffy metal, so needy, begging to be filled-“
The sergal now understood that Victoria was very forward. Scarily so, compared to herself. “W-Woah now… Let’s uh… cool it. That’s pretty intense for someone you just met.” The mahogany sergal cast her eyes away as her face continued to glow red. “And kinda unfair to me, since I’m already flustered and not able to do anything about it.
Victoria tilted her head, doe-like eyes of foxy innocence staring back. “Aww, I can’t talk about eating you out?”
Serena felt her temperature rise by every word the alluring woman spoke. “Oof, uh… no y-you can keep going.” Her voice quieted. “…please.” At this point Serena almost forgot she was embracing the panther, small hands sliding through her chestnut fur in sensual touches that now carried twice their weight in her reeling mind.
“It’s okay, I understand I’m a bit more sex focused than most.”
Now Serena had to chuckle, “Are you sure? I’ve agreed to be a sexual submissive, and it seems that… the gryphon-“
“Vanessa.” Quickly spoke the feline with a knowing look.
“Right, Vanessa. She was only wearing cuffs and a collar. I think you’re the only one wearing actual clothes right now, even if a bit skimpy.”
Victoria giggled warmly up at the big sergal. “Oh sure, we’re all here for sex, but cock has a strong power over me. It’s just my favorite thing in the whole world.” Bouncing with excitement, the girl settled to a more casual air. “Well, I’ll be glad to help you get comfortable here, as both pet and lover. I see why Kieran likes you so much, so much potential wrapped in an adorably shy package.”
Serena wanted to change the subject now, all the mental reminders bringing extra heat to places she couldn’t cool. “S-So… uh… Vicky…”
The feline stepped back to stand proud, hands on cocked hips with her chest always pushed out. “Yes?”
Not wanting to be rude, Serena still figured it was better to state things outright. “You’re a bimbo, right?”
The only thing the dolled up feline’s face did was grow even more elated. “Yes!”
“And… you have implants?”
Victoria bounced on her heels, making a lot of other things bounce. “Thanks for noticing!”
“They’re… uhhh.” Serena tried to make it not so obvious she was staring at the panther’s tits, but it was hard when the girl made sure they were front and center at all times. “They look good.” It was a curious change. Molly, Serena’s current girlfriend, was petite, something Serena honestly enjoyed more than thickness. But she had never really been in such proximity to not just one, but two babes in the form of the panther and gryphon. New emotion lurked under her cheeks as she humored the thought that she herself was the babe in her and Molly’s relationship.
Victoria’s smile and joyous tone was genuine at the remark of her enhanced breasts. “Thank you so much Serena! So many people stare but rarely have the courage to compliment. I think your tits look great too!”
Blushing anew, a few blinks were given before Serena looked at the featureless shiny cups on her chest. “You haven’t seen them though… and… they’re probably not what you or Kieran likes…”
Now the feline looked confused, head tilting to chime her big earrings. “What do you mean? I can tell that the bra is pretty big, so that’s a good start already. But why wouldn’t we like them?”
Clamming up, the sergal held an arm demurely as she avoided eye contact. “W-Well, Kieran runs an i-implant business, right? He likes them, you have them, I’m natural…”
A more caring look was adopted on the bimbo’s features. “Serena. You don’t need fake boobs for Kieran to like you, or your body. You wouldn’t be here if he didn’t think you were beautiful already.”
“But you-“
In a flash, almost all the ditzy air left the panther’s tone. “Yeah, I got myself fake tits. But I chose that, I think they’re hot, I want to be a sexy fuckdoll. Kieran was a great help with the process, and was more than happy to see my transformation, but he was not a deciding factor.”
Serena tilted her head, still flustered but more visibly confused. “Oh… W-Well I guess if you did it for yourself…” She blinked. “But, may I ask… why? Were you not comfortable with who you were, or-“
The panther’s finger smushed to Serena’s lips, wedged snout pushing back a bit. “Hold up girlie. Easier to show.” Victoria stepped back from the sergal, scanning the room with an airy posture. Then the panther stiffened, bounding over to the fireplace mantle and returning to Serena with a framed photo. In it were two people, with one obviously being Kieran. The black and cyan dragon was his usual calm classy self standing tall and proud in a slick tux, yet somehow looking even younger. But beside him, he had an arm draped around a girl who was happily hugging him, arms barely able to go all around his waist. 
This girl was a dark furred panther, with bobbed hair and stylish glasses, wearing a similarly formal outfit. Yet this panther girl was even slimmer than Molly. A small scribble at the bottom spelled out ‘Vicky/Kiery, PROM!’ with a heavy curly underline. Victoria gently smiled as she held the picture for the sergal. “I’ve known Kieran for a loooong time. Trust me, he did not pick me simply to turn me into a bimbo. That was all my own doing. And I haven’t even gotten my fur changed to pink yet.”
The dolled up panther passed the frame off to Serena, the sergal clutching it with impressed surprise. She looked between the photo and the girl, trying to wrap her head around the changes. Victoria giggled, spinning around in a showy display. “Yeah, look at me now, girl~ Got tits, hips, ass and thighs. Downright bodacious.” As the provocative woman spoke, her hands clutched the parts she mentioned to show them off.
Relaxing a bit, she exuded a calmer air than Serena had seen from her, contrasting the upbeat bimbo personality. “As for why, it’s quite simple. It makes me happy.” A small gesture, and the two sat upon the couch, ready to regale. “I went to college with Kiery, but majored in psychology while he went for business and medical science. But, about two years in, I had my own breakthrough.”
Victoria shrugged. “I realized… I didn’t want it. The tests, the pressure, the weight of my future. As classes got harder and the stress went higher and higher, I turned to sex for a getaway from it all. And one fling at a time, I realized that I was more excited to get my brains fucked out than to graduate. It crushed me. I was so disappointed in myself, that all I wanted to do was just… be holes. No goals, no aspirations, all tossed away for a degrading purpose.”
Her smile returned in earnest, “But I was lucky enough to be dating Kieran. That majesty of a man. He already let me have fun around town, he already helped me get to where I was. And so, he helped me come to terms with myself. I was never uncomfortable about my body, in fact I quite liked it. But with my new understanding of the life I wanted, I allowed myself to accept my desires. With that came new goals, new aspirations, and new confidence.” 
Victoria drew a hand down her shapely body, tracing curves and lovely definition of pure sexy. “This is more than just throwing money at doctors, this is everything I have worked for. This body is the culmination of my efforts and will. What you don’t hear often is that a bimbo’s first steps begin at the gym.” She cupped her breasts, looking at her clearly displayed cleavage with adoration as she hugged her bust. “It’s just what I wanted. This was my motivation for building a healthy lifestyle of self-care.” A breathy sigh of pride, “It was a challenge, yes. Waking up, knowing you’ll spend the next hours at the gym, or jogging. And that for the next five you’ll be sore and tired. But still, you smile. You see yourself in the mirror, and you smile at the work. The complete opposite I felt when in college. Dropping out and becoming my boyfriend’s sugar-baby was the best thing I ever did.”
The panther pushed her head closer to the intently listening Sergal, a sly smile stretching over plump lips as eyelids dropped to sultry levels. Hands gently rose to hold the sergal’s flushing cheeks as the girl drew near, until their muzzles almost touched. “And Serena? I cannot describe how satisfying it is. How fun it is.” She grew closer by a centimeter. “How liberating it is.” Hot breath blew between their faces, eyes locked, Victoria gleaming, while Serena looked like she was brimming with heat. 
Mind racing, the sergal again was plunged past the barriers of her mind. She debated if it was the chastity, or the frazzling of her nerves from the morning’s proposal and the newness of being Kieran’s tenant. But she knew what she wanted, and decided to take her own action regardless of her sensibility. Not waiting for the panther to do it for her, Serena pushed forward to kiss the bimbo full on the lips. No noises of surprise, Serena merely gave a pent up moan and the feline a haughty hum of delight as tongues met. 
The sergal lost track of time during the kiss, closing eyes and focusing on the warm connection of tongues. She barely noticed the panther setting small hands on big shoulders, pushing the large sergal down against the couch with snouts locked. It wasn’t until the panther was straddling Serena’s locked body that she pulled her mouth away, breathing heavily. Both panted, but both exhales came with an air of satisfaction. 
Victoria licked her lips, and looked down at the blushing relieved face of the sergal. “You are a fun one~ And a good kisser. But… while we’re here…” The dolled up girl settled atop the large woman, peering at the girl’s needy eyes. “Tell me about yourself, Serena.”
Serena was still too busy replaying the kiss in her mind, only bringing a fresh flush of embarrassment that she did that.
Victoria smiled. “Here, I’ll start. You’re obviously good with girls. Let’s loosen your lips. Do you eat Molly out often?” The sergal’s lips went thin as the personal question was asked, face exploding red. “Come on, you can’t just kiss me then clam up about the good stuff! Especially when I hear you’re a very good girlfriend.” Serena opened her mouth, but no words came.
A giggle from the slutty panther. “Okay then. Maybe start more simple, more recent. The kiss. I loved it, but now it’s my turn to ask why.”
Deep breaths, and the sergal could finally answer. “Y-You… were right there…. you’re s-sexy…” A terse inhale. “A-And… you acted like her. Molly. Dominant, y-you were in charge the whole time. That m-makes me-“
“Wet?”
Eyes cast aside. “Y-You have no idea.”
“Did you and Molly find each other through your interests? Was she always your mistress?”
“N-No, that’s just since sophomore year. W-We meet freshman. It was… surprising. She was popular, forward, everyone wanted her. She was like… you. S-Slutty, but… in a good way. But she chose me. It wasn’t until she realized what turned me on did she take the role of mistress. She’d prefer being on all fours right beside me, but instead she makes me get the satisfaction I won’t get myself. I think she’s starting to like the latex though…”
The panther wiggled atop Serena’s white underbelly, making Serena squirm in her own shy delight as her plump womb-balloon was ground against. “Aw, how sweet. Molly became a dominatrix just for you~ That’s the make of a good partner, be sure to keep her.”
Nodding fiercely, Serena was doing her best to keep her composure. Assaulted by both embarrassment and arousal, Serena wanted to both curl inside herself and also have Victoria scoot up so she could get a taste. “Y-Yeah, Molly… she’s perfect. I love her.”
“Don’t take this the wrong way, but did you two have an open relationship? Obviously open sexually since you’re Kieran’s fucktoy, but had you considered that getting a second romantic partner would happen here?”
Visibly calming with thought and more serious of a topic, the sergal took a breath to steady her voice. “No. This was very impromptu. Molly is the only relationship I’ve had, but I’ve… had a good amount of sex. Usually… Molly gives me out to guys.” 
“And did you like that?”
“Y-Yeah. It helped, having Molly make me do it. I know I’m… hesitant. I can’t turn off the part of me that grew up wanting nothing more than to go unnoticed. Sergals aren’t the most common, and it was too easy for me to stand out. But being the entertainment for the football team flies in the face of my inner shyness, regardless of how much I actually wanted it. Plus, I kinda… like… being ordered.”
“Hmm. Being submissive is your nature, and there’s nothing wrong with that. And there’s nothing saying you can’t change that shyness either.”
Serena shivered and closed her eyes, the metal against her parts almost molten. “Yeah. It took Molly a lot of time to make me actually realize my desires. Longer to make me act on them. But… I’m glad she did.”
Victoria reached a hand over soft exposed brown fur, booping the sergal’s pointed nose. “You’re gonna like it here then. You’re in good hands with Kieran, he’s a great boyfriend and from what I can tell he’s a dominant out of this world.”
“You don’t know?”
A giggle. “Honey, I just wanna fuck. You don’t need ropes or leashes to get me to bend over. Though, Kieran is the only person I call daddy. Vanessa is the one who is more experienced with being a sub, she was always into BDSM. I just found it unneeded, men already hold power over me by having cocks I want to suck. When it comes to submission, you should ask her. I can only confidently say that you’re gonna love your date tonight.”
The feline gave a little snuggle on the big girl’s silver-sealed chest. “You’re new to being poly though. You have an established relationship with Molly, and she seemed quite gung-ho in letting you get with Kiery. But these open relationships aren’t for everyone. I wish with all my heart that you can join us at our dragon’s side, but don’t be afraid to back out. You didn’t think there’d be another girl already, all I could ask is that you try a night with him, which you’re already doing.”
Scooting up on the big voluptuous sergal, the slutty panther took her blushing head and gave a quick kiss on the nose. “Just do whatever makes you happy, okay? I’d still love to have you around as a pet, even if you won’t be his lover as well. We can still have physical fun, without a complicated relationship. And of course, if you would rather a girl…” Victoria gave a foxy wink, while tugging Serena’s large blushing head into equally large boobs. “Vanessa knows how to make you scream with a strapon.”
-
“Funny story actually.” Vanessa said, laid back on the couch, a leg up high as she sprawled out. The black and white gryphon’s body was coated in a layer of gleaming dark rubber, sensitive areas oddly smooth and undefined thanks to her own snug chastity gear underneath. There was even a tiny little rounding under her belly to show a womb-balloon much like Serena’s inside the gryphon. Her head was left open, collar seamlessly attached to the new suit, bright blue hair and eye highlights standing out on white feather-fur.
Waving her hands towards herself, the avian hybrid had her usual calm cocky smirk. “I got with Kieran to try and make him my sissy.”
The chestnut sergal fidgeted on the seat across from Vanessa, standing too stiffly to be casual. Her own shiny bands of locked desire shone, still looking a little awkward with so much blatant adult discussion, despite being the biggest person in the room. Still, her long ears peaked and her tail went still with mild surprise. “Wha- Really?”
Smiling broadly, the cuffed and collared gryphon chuckled. “Yeah, I know. Guess you can tell it backfired a bit, huh?”
Serena tilted her head in a way that made it hard for Vanessa to not jump on the adorable girl. “I was his first real pet. Early in the relationship, I pretty much started always being on top, and Kieran wasn’t too big on bondage or power play. After being together for a while and adjusting to being poly with just vanilla shit, I figured I’d show him the ropes.” The shiny clad girl shrugged amusedly. “Turns out I was the one being tied up.”
“How’d that happen?”
“Pretty simple. The condition for trying it was that we switch. Fairly standard, but guys like Kieran with their big dicks and confidence are shockingly submissive most of the time. I figured it would open his eyes to how good it would be being stepped on, and I don’t mind wearing a leash for studs like him. Instead I found out that he is really good at putting a girl in their place.” She made a chef’s kiss motion with a satisfied look. “The guy can tie you in a pretzel, fuck the shit out of you so hard you can’t remember your name, then next thing you know you’ve got a cup of hot chocolate and you’re watching funny cat videos together while snuggling in bed.”
Serena fidgeted again, a blush returning in full as her ears slowly folded. No, she wasn’t fantasizing about Kieran, of course not. Just uh, thinking about basketball. Yeah, touchdown and all that. “That sounds… nice. Are you okay with being submissive full time though?”
Vanessa tossed a hand. “Oh yeah, shit’s great. Best sex in a long while.”
“But you wanted a sub. Not to be one. Does that work?”
The rubber wearing gryphon shrugged atop her spread position on the couch cushion. “Yeah. Am I his scantily clad, collared sexpet? Yeah. Am I happy about it? 100% fucking yes. Sure, I didn’t get my little sissy-sub like I wanted. But as far as consolation prizes go, getting to lick and suck the sweat off his nuts post-workout is excellent.” She had to giggle at the sergal’s reaction. “Turns out he opened my eyes to the pleasure on the other side of the coin. But that’s not to say I totally switched sides. Kieran understands that I still have some needs, and lets me head over to some clubs with my trusty strapon here and there, for ‘good behavior’.”
Vanessa patted her smooth crotch, the rubber squeaking a bit with the impact. “Much like how I would treat my subs with a good time. As I’m sure you know from your experience with Molly, every kind of powerplay is a transaction. Gotta give as much as you take, even when taking is what they like.”
-
“This is crazy.” Stated the sergal, standing awkwardly in the living room. She hadn’t left it since breakfast, rubbing her paws as she glanced around. Her eyes frequently darted to the well dressed drake, scales glossy under pressed clothes. The usual cool, warm smile decorated his sharp visage, peering down at the blushy sergal’s angular head.
“Nothing crazy about it. A nice date with you sounds lovely, and it’s only fair to take my new girlfriend out.”
“I know, I know, it’s just… This is really exciting. I… well, I like you, Kieran. You’re… hot, and nice so far… Every moment here was nothing what I expected, but I love all of it.”
His grin showed a bit of teeth. “Ah, but what about getting your collar?”
Serena’s blush consumed most of the white fur on her face, shading the chestnut primary tone. “W-Well, l-l-looking back, it was kinda… hot.”
“Glad to hear. I know such public outings can be… stressful, in the moment. Especially for someone as introverted as you. But once you can reach a point where there is only arousal from exposure, and not fear, there is a lot of fun to be had. Tell you what, is there anywhere you would like to go tonight? Otherwise I have an idea of a place you might enjoy.”
“I-I’m not sure, I’m new to the area, I don’t know the best spots. Besides, fancy restaurants and stuff, that’s not really needed. Molly and I always had the best time just enjoying each other’s company at the park.”
A warm rumble from the black and cyan drake. “Well, there’s still quite a few hours of daylight left, and the campus parks are quite nice. What did you normally do?”
Serena’s fluffy neck compressed a bit as her face went sheepish. “Oh, you know… Watching clouds, getting ice cream…” Eyes shifted as lusty heat blossomed. “See how much I can keep my cool with the chastity set’s vibrators being turned on by surprise, finding quiet spots where Molly could… put my leash on… and… take me for a walk.”
Unfazed, Kieran only sagely nodded. “Sounds lovely. Would you like this date to be a walk?”
Waving her arms, the sergal was consumed fully by her heated blush. “No no no, not yet, It’s just… well I… but…” Unable to meet his eyes, she crossed her arms over her shiny, smooth bra. “Okay, maybe a little bit. B-But, maybe not for the first date? I g-guess this should be m-more about… you and me as partners, not as pets and masters.”
She gave a shrill ‘eep!’ when big hands landed on her shoulders, body going rigid as her neck craned back. But as Kieran only held her shoulders with reassurance, she melted back to her usual stance. He rumbled out a chuckle that resonated within her. “Easy, no need to be so nervous. I don’t judge, and even if I did, I have kinkier pets.”
A heavy breath billowed out her angular snout as she calmed herself, closing her eyes and opening them with new focus. “Yeah… thanks.” Squaring her form, she smiled up at the dragon, warmly smirking down at her. “So, what was the place you had in mind?”
“One of the higher-end kink-clubs in town.”
If Serena had a drink, she’d take a sip to spit it out. “W-What?”
The classy dragon grew excited, a genuine spark lifting his features slightly. “It’s a great place, somewhat upscale, more of a fetish based gentleman’s club. Lovely food, good atmosphere, and a very accepting dress code.”
The sergal shifted a touch, biting her lip. Welp, there she goes, getting all wet and horny again. Were the e-stim pads on her tits and pussy on? It was hard to tell, she was all fuzzy from her nerves. “Accepting… how?”
“You could go naked if you wish. There’s two sections, the restaurant, and the actual club, with a shared area for dinner guests to watch performances. It was founded to give kinky partners the best experience for public and casual, but also esteemed and romantic.”
Serena couldn’t stop the words, the belt locking her libido also gradually locking away her inhibitions. “Sounds hot.” She straightened out her back a bit after the sentence flew out, but she merely blushed up at the suave dragon. She was starting to feel a little more comfortable around him.
“It is.” He affirmed with a sharp smirk. “You in?”
Looking around, wringing her paws for a moment, Serena locked her eyes back to his. “Yes.”
Kieran’s grin only etched wider with confident glee. “Great! Let’s review your wardrobe options~”
-
“Here you are sir, madam.” Announced the waitress, bowing before a candle-lit table. Two chairs ready, pristine white cloth, dim lighting. Serena was nothing but a walking, quivering blush, shying away from all eyes, yet unable to not look at everything around her. Most evident, unable to tear her eyes off their waitress’s uniform, a reverse bunny-suit that coated her arms and legs in snug nylon with fake cuffs at the wrists. The arms were a one piece top that went up her neck with a collar and bow tie, yet any and all material stopped above her breasts to leave her entire middle bare.
She was a well groomed snow leopard, most of her spots covered while her garment allowed every inch of her smooth, cream colored underbelly to be exposed to the air, and to anyone who might stare. She remained partly bowed as the dragon and sergal sat down, only lifting to distribute the menus in the crook of her arm. She was the utter definition of professional, a calm look with calculated motions, and with a prime posture of class that was modified to give the best view. And a masterful strut, both Kieran’s and Serena’s eyes locked on her open ass as it jiggled with every step.
Now, both of their gazes were stuck on her breasts, hefty things that swayed around, and were accentuated by the golden clamps pinching cute nipples, a thin chain dangling between them. Serena was barely able to think, mind consumed with the chill of exposure, and the fire that it also brought, surrounded by the embers of the establishment. Standing back tall with a chime of the chain and a big bounce of her tits, the leopard bent and arm across her middle and stood tall, bringing her heated pussy to table level. 
It showecased a pretty slit with puffy lips, a wire leading into sodden depths from a strap on her thigh. Serena had to blink, looking between the openly presented vagina and the woman’s professionally calm face, body completely still. The sergal could barely keep a straight face with her chastity belt set to low, but she could hear the snow leopard’s vibe buzzing from where she sat. Needless to say, she was impressed.
It took her a moment to realize words were being said, still fixated on the waitress’s fat rack and dripping cunt. “Serena? What kind of wine do you like?”
Shuddering with new embarrassment from being caught in her trance, the chestnut sergal snapped to attention, gripping the table edges as her back went ram-rod straight. “Oh! Uhhh… anything red, I’m not a huge wine connoisseur or anything.”
Nodding, Kieran pointed to the menu he held up. “A bottle of this, please.”
The snowy leopard bowed, breasts hanging down with her hair for the brief gesture. “Of course, sir. A fine selection with today’s special, I highly recommend it.” With a curt nod, the woman spun and walked away with her excellent posture. Kieran was now able to focus all attention on his date, adjusting his vest as he watched her take in the sights. The sergal’s head was on a swivel, taking in the genuinely classy decor, while also lingering on other tables. 
Some had rubber-clad attendees, others wearing bondage gear, revealing or otherwise skimpy outfits, while some went totally nude. The ones that she lingered on was one table where a lion man was sitting on one such latex bondage slave, or maybe it was two? It was hard to tell with the lighting. She certainly wasn’t getting any ideas, no sir.
The dragon’s calm, powerful voice took her attention back to him. “So? What do you think?”
“This is… Well, it’s about as hot as I expected. Far nicer than I imagined too, that waitress was… damn.”
“Ah, Cathy is one of their best servers, I always request her seating area. Well, I’m glad you’re liking it here. Are you comfortable?”
A light shone in the sergal’s eyes as she bounced on the padded chair. “Yes, the seating is great. I love the vibe of the place.”
“And how do you feel about your outfit?”
There was an instant clamming up of the girl, though it was fairly short-lived, replaced by a general blush excitement. Casting her eyes away, they drifted down to look at her own self and the sparkly sheer dress that gave her entire body a wine-red hue. And being sheer, it was clearly see-through, merely tinting her instead of coating her, allowing her soft mahogany and ivory fur to shine dimly under the long flowing garment. It was beautiful, fitting, graceful and gorgeous, and absolutely embarrassing on top of the collar she still wore. But the only thing glowing brighter than her chastity gear plainly visible below her dress were her eyes.
A smile cracked below her fluster face. “It’s… a lot, but I can’t say I hate it. Give me some more time, a couple more looks at our server’s boobs, and a glass of wine, then the answer will be different.”
“Good. Speaking of, here she comes. Have you chosen a meal yet?” Kieran asked with a happy look. 
And it was at that point Serena realized she never even looked at the menu.
-
The food turned out to be quite nice. Nothing grandiose of the level where she had never consumed anything so good, but for a kink club, they were damn good. Still, it was clear the main draw of this place was its openness and its clientele. The people and tables around her were far more intriguing than the food, though she was satisfied with the meal. Conversation was in no short supply, Kieran slowly prodding at her personality with questions and reciprications. She learned a bit more about him, and he got her to open up just a little more.
Despite the welcome verbal exchange, her thoughts ran around, much like her eyes went to gaze at every fetish-clad and exposed body around her. Though they always settled back on the strong dragon across from her, his cyan highlights stood out as his dark scales blended into the muted lighting. But his eyes nearly glowed, calmly staring back as he relaxed in the plush chair. 
“Having fun?” He asked, raising his wine glass at the blushing, awed sergal.
With a little chuckle, she nodded back. “Yeah. I’m not used to being so… exposed, still. But it helps when there are far more… ‘risque’ outfits around me.”
“This place was made so you have a ‘normal’ experience while indulging in our more outlandish sides. Glad to see you’re a fan, this is a frequent establishment of mine. Most of my pets love a night here, though the club area gets a bit more exciting.”
Swooning only just a bit, Serena relaxed like him. “I bet. But, thanks… for keeping it a bit more calm and personal. Even just eating dinner here is a bit of a flood of the senses. But in a good way. It’s… kinda exciting to see so many others.”
Another warm rumble, “For sure. I’m glad you also took a liking to Cathy.”
“Yeah, she’s super hot.” With but a blink on the chestnut sergal’s face at her forwardness, she sheepishly smiled, remembering the chastity set as it weighed a bit more heavily on her body. She shifted on her seat as the inner fullness of the womb-balloon returned to the forefront of her mind.
Kieran noticed, raising a brow. “Uncomfortable?”
Serena’s blush grew, “N-No, just… got reminded there’s a small melon in my womb right now.”
A smirk on the prim dragon’s face. “Ah. Would you like me to help with it?”
Though her head tilted a bit in question, she shook her head. “No, you don’t have to do anything for me. I saw the price of the food, you’re doing enough.”
Keeping up his warm smirk, Kieran beamed at her while he pulled out his phone. “Nonsense! Let me just bump it up a bit.”
Before Serena could process the words, there was a slight hiss from her crotch as she tensed, the balloon inflating just a touch more. But right as the shock of added stretch settled, the single vibrator at her cervix kicked on at a medium setting. Her hands darted to her dress, clutching the loose ruby material at her groin. Eyes squeezing shut as she shivered, the sergal gave a shocked whimper.
“W-Wha- Ooooohh. God, that’s- fuck, that’s deep.” She whined, legs quivering already.
Kieran cooly set his phone down, clasping his hands together atop the white tablecloth. “There, extra quarter inch diameter, and mild vibration. Should make sure the balloon draws more attention.” He chuckled at her flustered reaction while taking another sip of wine. “Don’t worry, it’s set to edge and denial, you’ll remain chaste like a good girl.”
Serena’s mind went from a calm meadow with people fucking in it, to fireworks. Yet still, those two words evoked an instinctual response, bringing a low moan as she hunched over a bit in her chair. “Mng… Hah…”
The regal dragon’s eyes narrowed with delight. “Hm. Is that a praise kink I detect?”
Falling back to slump in her seat, Serena nodded furiously as red exploded on her features, ears folded back as her knees pressed together, face squeezed with pleasure while trying to hold in moans. He could only chuckle that warm bassy tone, looking at his new pet and partner with adoration. “You’re gonna be so much fun.”
-
Somehow, the rest of the date was a blur, yet stood distinct in Serena’s mind. There was the start, a flood of immodestly clashing with a high class air. Then the wonderful food, followed by welcome conversation and getting to know the dragon, enjoying his company. But the night really switched on when her vibrator did, the single one deep in her pussy the only stimulation, but an effective one. It hit her hard, but it never pushed her over the edge, teasing and tantalizing as her mind went to putty. 
She remembered Cathy breaking character for just a moment, the prim and exposed snow leopard looking at the sergal with a knowing, happy look. Before winking at Kieran when he asked her to shake her tits at him when taking the check. The returned receipt had a hand-written note of her wondering if she could steal him away next visit. 
Leaving the restaurant was an ordeal, the sergal’s legs weak as every second made her whimper from the roaring vibe inside her. She looked frantically as they passed tables and people, but those who noticed only gave approving looks. No pointed fingers, no looks of shock or disgust. It was soothing to the sergal, knowing she wasn’t alone, that this was okay in a strange way.
It did nothing to hamper the cold chill of embarrassed exposure, but there was no desire to hide away from people who only nodded proudly, or smiled while longing to be in her place. Leaving the club was what ended it, relieving the pressure of attention, but there was a new, strange longing in her. Of course, the sergal was too busy getting edged to give it much thought, but perhaps that’s why the acceptance creeped into her soul. There was no fear with the chill that night, only heated sparks contrasting an invigorating shock.
Most of this wouldn’t be clear for a few days, replaying the date over and over in bed with a dumb smile on her face, but that entire night was one to remember. The car ride home blurred, mostly just her squirming in the seat as her sensitivity overcame her. The next part stuck in her mind though, Kieran gently taking her hand, helping out of the car. Leading her down the short path to their home’s door from the driveway. Holding her for a second, staring down at her eyes.
Her body was already a puddle of desire, her mind fogged with pleasure, her inhibitions locked away behind pink-rubbered steel. She kissed him, right there, on her own. He seemed surprised, but clearly welcomed it, holding her tighter to him as the kiss became deep. She stammered and blushed when he pulled away, but there was only a loving smile on his sharp features, simply shushing her and giving her another peck.
There were no words in that moment, and to be honest, Serena likely wouldn’t have even remembered them with how overtaken she was with the dragon in that time. She went still, only the shakes of her pulsing pleasure moving her body in the slightest. But she let him move her, his hands moving to her own and gently squeezing them before trailing up her arms with tickling claws through her fur, a new shiver and chill firing up her spine. 
They reached her shoulders, and not once did she look away. Not as he nodded, not as his fingers grasped the straps to her see-through dress and lifted it away. It was slow, tender, careful. The dragon showed the utmost care in undressing the sergal on the open porch, the moon illuminating them. She barely noticed it was gone, only the wind directly brushing her pelt hammering home that she was naked again.
Her heart was already racing, but she welcomed it, simply staring up at her dragon in blissed out delight. He folded the dress, and held out his hand once more. She quickly placed her palm in his, following him inside, infatuated with the way he looked at her. So happy, so proud. Much like Molly looked at her, the best drug in the world.
They passed through the house, a destination already set in both of their minds. As they went to the stairs, they both missed the panther and gryphon asleep in the living room couch, the shiny pet snuggled up behind the bimbo. And with the outline of a horsecock flare pushing out of the plastic panther’s belly, it was clear a strapon connected the two far more intimately than their embrace.
The bedroom is where the night became real, some sort of clarity arriving when Serena looked back at it. Everything else from the night was fuzzy, twinged with a lack of focus from her nerves or distractions. But everything was crystal clear when she stepped through the door to Kieran’s bedroom.
Which is quite funny, because all they did was go to sleep. She has to laugh a bit during recollection, being so close, yet so far. Kieran himself stripped, though used some kind of ninja technique to change into pajamas while Serena was fiddling with her urethral plug trying to go to the bathroom. She still hadn’t seen him fully naked, a loss that weighed on her now that she accepted how much she wanted him. 
But the dragon already had a sizable bulge innately, and the thin sleepwear did even less to contain a package that would be present in her dreams. Something aided by him, the dragon lowering her cervical vibrator to the lowest setting. But also turning on every other one to the same. At once, the waves of pleasure from her innermost depths dimmed, until the tidal wave surged through her entire body.
Her mind was instantly wracked with the force of the vibes running on her clit, her urethra, and both of her nipples. The poor sergal was already sensitive from the long stimulation during the date, and the chastity gear had to shut down entirely for a minute to stop her from climaxing on the spot. She stumbled when he turned them on, right into his arms, a welcome comfort. Soon joined by the biological satisfaction of crawling into bed.
It was a strange night, being edged and teased. Normally she’d be awake the entire time, writhing, moaning. Begging to cum and only passing out from exhaustion. But with the warm arms of Kieran around her, his gently rising chest pressed to her back, the aches of ecstasy dulled, tender love muffling the cries of her oversensitive body. She couldn’t remember when she fell asleep, but there was a smile on her face when she did.

