
Serena felt like a little girl again, sitting by the Christmas tree, counting the days down until she could open the presents. Now the big bark-hued sergal lay in bed, tracking the days until the tight chastity belt and bra could come off her needy body. She glanced at the set, dull-white shiny metal with hot-pink rubber padding and edges. Featureless cups sealing away her big breasts, while a high riding band rests above her shapely hips, sending a strap down to hide her wet slit and its slithery hood.
A grumble as she flumped her head back onto puffy pillows, just imagining it was Molly’s lap. Gently petting her as she teased her bitch with the multitude of vibrators within the gear. The always present nipple clamps on the bra’s inside, the sturdy womb-balloon giving her a feeling of fullness that few could compare. The XL buttplug, for ‘big-girls’ as the lamb puts it. Even the little constant biological nagging of the urethral plug, nothing painful but enough for her mind to have the delightfully sharp ‘something’s wrong’ signal.
Rising off the comfy bed, the big sergal woman needed to clear her head. Or to at least replace the imagined lap of her girlfriend with the real lap of her new boyfriend. A pause as her heart fluttered, the reality still sinking in. Kieran had said yes to her, she was officially with the dragon. The date with him cemented it, the regal black and cyan man somehow gripping her soul the moment they met. And to her eternal gratitude with how perfect her life is, Kieran didn’t mind that Serena already had a girlfriend. It was only fair, considering that Serena was now the dragon’s third concurrent partner.
She idled in her bedroom, the nice space allotted to her. Hard to believe all this came about her finding a place to stay for college. After missing a dorm application deadline, by what she will always outwardly say was an accident, the sergal was forced to consider the alternate options. Free-use rentals were common in such high-density, high-turnover areas like a college town. An extremely easy way to get a cheap bed was to share one with someone looking for a live-in sextoy. Kieran just so happened to be looking for one, and she just so happened to find him hot.
As if reminding herself of why she was here, the busty sergal finished brushing her teeth in the adjoined bedroom. Tidying up her fur a bit, she made her way out to the hall. From what she could tell, Kieran’s house was big, but nothing excessive. Three floors, one a basement. Three bedrooms, four bathrooms. The man was apparently the child of a wealthy CEO, running his own division within the company. Money was nothing scarce to the classy dragon, but he wasn’t flaunting it. Likely why his lifestyle was more lavish in activity than possessions. Well, Serena supposed she was a possession now, fingers reaching up to twiddle with her purple collar.
Upon that delicious reminder of her status, her knees shook as a weak spell took over, pussy crying out for a good pounding by her master. Holding the banister as she went downstairs, the chastity-clad sergal walked in front of everyone wearing nothing else. After all, terms of her rental were that she wasn’t allowed to wear clothes in the house. Something that instantly made her click the offer, despite those cold chills of shyness that still lurked in her mind. Crossing paths with the dolled up panther first, but not in the way she expected. The, uh… ‘cosmetically upgraded’ feline was lounging on the couch in the living room across the stairs, Victoria on her side as she held a magazine to her face.
But what instantly caught the sergal off guard was the bag held up on a stand beside the couch, a pipe leading out of it and down to the panther’s bottomless behind. It was very obviously an enema, but getting a solid look right at the feline’s pretty pussy was the real kicker. Vicky lay with an elbow propping her torso up, one leg out flat on the cushions while the upper one folded at the knee to air out the inviting slit. Glancing up from what Serena noticed to be a gaudy fashion magazine, the girl waved at the sergal energetically as that ever-happy face smiled at her.
“Serena~! Good morning!” About to rush up, the doll-like panther paused to remember the fluid draining into her ass. With a giggle, she relaxed again. Serena stared at the girl for a moment, somewhat longing for the unshakable joyful confidence that the bimbo exuded. Stepping into the living room of her own volition, Serena neared the panther with a tilted head. Able to see the question, Vicky perked right up, excited. “It’s just the morning enema~ Keeps the pipes clean and ready for Kiery to use.”
Looking around, Serena gave a short nod before confusion returned to her tall features. “Where’s everybody else?”
As giddy as ever, “They’re probably in Kieran’s room! Vanessa likes to get Kieran to give her the enemas, and get some spicy spanks and stuff too. She’s such a slutty pet~”
Surprisingly, Serena didn’t feel out of her depths around the panther, warming to her presence. And with that last word spoken, the sergal remembered the little tag on her collar was stamped with the same title. “Slut.” It was still embarrassing to walk around wearing it, but deep down, she knew it was right. After all, she chose it. Smiling back at the laid out woman of sexual fantasy, Serena thanked her and left back to the stairs. Climbing, she reached the door to Kieran’s bedroom, raising a hand to knock.
Before she could pull her fist back, a noise seeped out of the door. A loud whap, joined simultaneously with a moan. Serena decided to knock while the next slap occurred. A calm voice boomed out, “Come in.” Creaking the door, Serena entered the scene. Kieran stood at the foot of his bed, holding a wooden paddle. Kneeling at the same end of the bed, bent over it, was the gryphon. Her latex suit had been shed overnight, pristine ivory feather-fur now bare. Much like her fine ass was, pushed out and raised, begging for attention. It seemed to have gotten plenty, the fluff on those pretty cheeks rosy red. Under the girl’s lifted tail was a tube much like Vicky’s, an enema being applied.
Serena eyed the dripping slit of the gryphon, the puddle on the towel she kneeled on was most certainly the gushing arousal instead of leaking enema. Serena instantly felt heat on her cheeks, shyly grabbing her elbow as the sergal wished it was her in the gryphon’s position. Kieran was wearing a simple outfit, another button down and some slacks. Sleeves rolled up, he flashed a small smile before raising the paddle and bringing it down on the prostrated bitch’s rear. Ears flinching with the smack, Serena felt her belt get a bit warmer as her own need began welling up.
“Good morning, Serena.” Suavely stated the black and cyan dragon, sharp face full of warm delight and no shortage of sexual pleasure. “Sleep well?”
Having to tear her eyes off the spanked-red ass and quivering pussy under it, Serena nodded and tried to smile back without letting her horniness show. “Y-Yeah.”
“Excellent.” Kieran responded while facing the gryphon as she moaned incoherently on the bed, eyes distant and beak slack. “Pet?”
Vanessa tried to lift above the haze of the stinging on her ass. “T-Twenty… three?”
“Tsk tsk. You’ve lost track.” Kieran chided, settling the paddle into his palm. “Guess we’ll have to start over.”
The gryphon shivered like she just came, a blissful “Mhm~” her only response. 
Getting his swing ready, Kieran looked to the sergal now standing with an attentive blush. “Well, sorry to postpone breakfast so long, Vanessa wanted some personal attention. Should only be another half hour or so, I’m sure Victoria will get you anything you need in the meantime.”
Serena spoke before he could drop his arm. “Can I watch?”
Grinning wider, Kieran nodded before the paddle dropped. The noise of impact set into her nerves, the juicy butt quaking before it grew just that bit redder. Lurching forward with the hit, Vanessa loosed a moan that would make a pornstar jealous, tongue hanging limply from her beak. “Watch closely then, Serena. This could be you in the future.”
The sergal didn’t stop herself, “Could it be me next?”
Pausing at the words, Kieran slowly turned to face her. But the grin he flashed was of pure excitement. “Of course.”
-
She groaned, reaching a hand back to rub her burning ass. The fur was sensitive, cheeks red as a firetruck. Bent over the bed’s side just like the gryphon beside her, both girls huffed with hot breath, satisfaction flowing freely from their slack faces. Both sweaty bodies were adorned with gleaming chastity, blue padding for the gryphon, bubbly pink for the sergal. But that gave no obstacles to their prime behinds, the smaller girl’s fit and firm, while Serena’s was soft and thick. They turned their limp heads, staring at one another on the sheets. Serena puffed, brows kinked in submissive delight as the gryphon grinned with her own blush under the smug look.
“Told you you’d love this guy. Can make your ass cry as much as your pussy gushes.” Vanessa whispered, winking at the happy sergal as she tried to lift off the bed. Slowly rising, only to be interrupted by the large body of a dragon sitting down between them, arms reaching out to lift them and hold them. Drawing both women easily into a warm hug, Kieran held his pets with all the pride and joy he could muster. “You two did great, I’m so happy to see you getting more involved Serena.”
Unable to stop a sort of purr rumbling through her, the sergal relaxed against his broad form, taking comfort in him as the wonderful stinging on her ass gradually faded. She heard similar noises of avian satisfaction bubbling up from the gryphon, pleasure-narrowed eyes gleaming up at Kieran’s. Serena vented her lungs in a happy sigh, simply taking in the moment. “You certainly did a great job giving my ass a time it won’t forget.”
Rumbling a chuckle, Kieran switched focus to the big sergal cuddling up to him. “I didn’t go too hard, I hope? I figured my hits would pack a bit more punch than Molly’s, and tried to compensate for your experience.”
Smiling, Serena could only dreamily nod. “Certainly hit harder than Molly. Not a bad thing though, I like the extra bit of sensation. Besides, a paddle is a paddle.”
“Glad to hear.” Bemusedly answered the dragon, squeezing the two bodies closer. After a moment of silent appreciation and recuperation, he got moving again. “Alright, I suppose we should start the day. Vanessa, I’ll leave you to finish up the business with the enema. Breakfast should be done by the time you come down.” Standing, the dragon looked down to the prostrated avian hybrid, a now empty bag leading into the anal slot on her chastity belt. Serena looked at it as she got up, feeling the large buttplug that occupied her belt’s slot shift inside her. In fact, every whap to her behind was made tenfold with the various plugs and instruments inside her, the little bump of her womb-balloon ever present as she idly rubbed a hand over the slightly protruding fur.
Standing herself, and grabbing the wheeled stand holding her enema bag, Vanessa gave her master a salute with a cocky grin. “Aye, sir. Shitting out two quarts of water, pronto.”
Snorting with amusement, the dragon and sergal left the room.
-
“Really? You’ll just make me pancakes because I asked?” Serena asked somewhat incredulously, stirring fresh coffee. She mentally thanked the dragon, the steady flow of caffeine in the morning one of the few things keeping her sane as lust burned the edges of her mind. Chastity was hot and all, but it left her even hotter on the inside.
Kieran smiled back with a nod. “Of course! My treat, especially for joining in this morning. Need to reinforce that it’s good to open up and have some fun.” Turning back to the bowl of batter Kieran now mixed, he shrugged. “Besides, I do enjoy cooking. It’s nice to make something you all enjoy, to give back for all you do for me. And let me do to you.” He added with a wink, bringing the redness on Serena’s still tingling ass to her face. 
Serena sat, sipping her coffee to delay speaking a moment longer. She thoroughly enjoyed this morning, even if she winced a bit when sore cheeks met the chair’s seat. But like any moment of rash decision, it felt embarrassing afterwards regardless. “T-Thanks for indulging me… I know I kinda just barged in on your time with Vanessa, sorry.”
Kieran turned, eyes serious as they stared at her. Yet the smile he wore was as assuring as ever. “Serena. If we didn’t want you with us, I would have locked the door.” Returning to the pancakes now sizzling, Kieran spoke with gentle hums, the happiness on his otherwise imposing and regal visage almost infectious. “Besides, Vanessa loves to share, especially with someone as sexy as you. Do not apologize, this has been a morning I will not soon forget.” Looking back with the loving warmth that gripped Serena the second she saw it, the dragon added one final statement. “And you should not forget. I am your master, you are my pet. I am supposed to indulge you.”
-
Running his hands over his shirt to get any creases out, the confident dragon stood by the door. Turning back, he looked upon the three gorgeous girls of various types. The bimbo panther continually smiling with unfettered glee, the smug and lean gryphon, the bashfully smiling thicc sergal. With his usual warmth, Kieran addressed them. “I’m going to take Victoria over to the mall for a few hours, you two are free to do as you wish as long as your chastity isn’t broken.”
The dolled up feline skipped over to the dragon, jewelry jingling as much as her body jiggled. With nothing but fishnet tights under a short pair of denim booty-shorts that let her whole ass hang out, her g-string visibly riding high on her thin waist, all complimented with a tube top that looked ready to explode trying to contain her ‘enhanced’ chest while her nipples clearly protruded the material. Kieran grinned at her with love as he took her hands when she went in for a hug, squealing her usual energetic tone as her makeup coated face beamed with joy.
Leaning down, the much taller dragon kissed her forehead, bringing a moment of stillness as she eyed hearts at the man. With the same warm smile never leaving his sharp face, he reached up to the large tits that rivaled the sergal’s despite Vicky being almost ten inches shorter. Yet the 6’7” dragon’s hand had no trouble grabbing an entire breast through the meager top, casually squeezing it. Still looking at her pretty face, the panther reacted only to lean into his touch as he looked at her with adoration. “I love your shade of lip-stick today, Victoria. Bubblegum always looks good on you.”
Spiking happiness from the complement shone on the girl’s features, giggling as her tit was kneaded. Then Kieran brought up his other hand, gripping the other fat globe in one tender squeeze before grabbing the strained hem of the tube top. Working it down a bit, he lowered the cloth to show the very top of her nipples. With his own happy rumble, Kieran beamed utter loving warmth down as he partially exposed her. “Let’s get your areola showing, hun. A pretty girl such as yourself deserves to be seen.”
Buzzing at his touch, the panther only vibrantly nodded. “Thank you daddy~”
Now that Kieran deemed his girlfriend presentable, he tugged her to his side, a hand landing on a wide hip to hold her close before sliding to squeeze her ass. Redirecting attention to the other two, Vanessa coyly grinning at him with a ‘have fun’ wink, while Serena was trying to not make it obvious she was staring at the fresh glimpse of tit. “You two know where the pet-fund credit card is, Vanessa’s car is available, you girls are free to do whatever as long as nobody cums. Go see a movie, hit the park again, visit the bar’s glory holes, up to you. We’ll be gone for a few hours, so maybe lunch would be good.” Waving, the powerful looking dragon bid farewell with the giddy panther lock in step beside him. 
Gryphon and sergal watched the door shut, heard the car start, the tires peeling out before it faded away. Finally taking a deep breath to try and steady her freshly re-kindled horniness from wanting Kieran to ‘adjust’ an outfit on herself, Serena looked around a bit awkwardly. “So… what now-“ The second the busty bark-toned woman looked over at Vanessa, the grin and confident eyes she wore made Serena’s knees go weak.
“We’re going to the Ruby Ribbon club.” The foxy gryphon said, fresh power in the words.
Serena froze, recalling the name of where Kieran took her on a date. With building light in her eyes, the sergal spoke with a need. “W-We’re… going on a date?”
Blinking as her absolute charisma faltered in the unexpected response, Vanessa settled back into a relaxed smile. “Well, kinda. Not the dinner-date you and Kieran did. I’m talking about going to the actual club part of the club.”
Standing stiffer as red resumed spreading over her face. “Ah. What… are we going to do there?”
“Well, I’m going to pound some needy sluts raw with a horse strap-on. I figure you should come just to get familiar with the place. But I wanna do something you might like.”
The ability to make competent thoughts was quickly leaving the sergal’s brain, pent up and right in front of yet another person who knew how to push all her submissive buttons. “Something?”
A wink from the gryphon, cocking her hips with a pose, the silver of her chastity gear catching the sun through the window. “Telling you would ruin the surprise. But it’ll be easy, you don’t even have to do anything. It’ll be super easy to back out if you don’t like it.” Reaching a hand out, Vanessa already knew she had Serena’s inner whore in the palm of her hand. Not even a moment’s hesitation before a real hand held hers. “Come on, let’s get some clothes. But something you can slip out of easily, it’s coming off the second we get there.”
-
The building looked different during the day, but in a way that let her appreciate it more. Able to actually see it now, since during the evening they didn’t have too many lights on. This was a place that didn’t need to advertise. Seeing it in full, it looked like a nice hotel, probably used to be one before this place took it over. A fancy valet parking, with multiple stories rising to the air. A building adjoined beside it, the restaurant portion that Serena remembers vividly. This time though, they were standing before the main doors, Serena a little bashful in the same dress she wore to the date before. Or perhaps it was the company she was with.
Striding forward, Vanessa opened the front door and looked back, gesturing for the sergal to approach. Serena looked up from her paws, staring at the ivory gryphon who decided to not put clothes on, merely some latex arm gloves and leg-length heeled boots. With her freely showing off her torso and chastity set, it did make Serena a little more comfortable in how her sheer dress gave a clear indication that she too was locked. This was by design of course, unspoken, but Vanessa understood her duty as the acting top to take the attention away from the reclusive sergal if only a little. Walking in after a sheepish nod, the girls were in a spacious lobby. It gave the same modern look as a new hotel, but the dark colors, in-line neon, and various lecherous posters and loiterers made sure its nature was revealed.
Taking Serena’s slightly shaky hand and gently leading the tall girl over to the counter, they were greeted by a buff bull wearing tight leather pants and nipple tape. The other desk workers were in similar states of attire, seductive looks given by all. Leaning forward with a grin and a wink, the bull hummed at their approach. “Ah, glad to see you back in town Vanessa! Some folks here will be very excited that you’re dropping by.” His eyes drank in the exposed gryphon before him, her glinting black rubber garments reflecting in his irises. Then they switched to the blushing, inward standing sergal. “I see you’ve brought a new pet along too, what a looker in that dress, and that collar~! You sure are a pretty bitch~”
Giggling with a temptress’s tone, the gryphon leaned forward to the counter with showy posture. “You know it, Dustin. But heads up, she’s Kieran’s, not mine. Still, before anything fun happens, I gotta get her registered.”
Nodding with joy replacing the sleaziness, the bull chuckled before pulling a clipboard out. “Ah, always one for the formalities, aren’t you?” Placing the board on the dark marble counter, he slid it over to the sergal. “Fill that out, then bring it back to me, so you can start getting filled~” Flashing a slight smile under her flushed face, Serena took the clipboard and retreated behind Vanessa, her big form not hidden by the gryphon in the slightest. The bull behind the counter had adoration sweep over his features, “God, you’re a cute one, aren’t you?”
Slyly shooting him a look, Vanessa snapped squeaky fingers at him, moving her face between him and Serena’s. “Hey, you’re on the clock buddy.” With a teasing look, she took Serena’s wrist and led her over to one of the seating areas in the lobby. It was at this point the dull vibrations of loud music tickled her bones, looking out some windows to find them overlooking the club area, a stage dance underway. It took Vanessa snapping some gloved talons in front of Serena’s open jaws to get the sergal to look away from the bodies gracefully swinging around the poles.
“Hey. Earth to slut.” Vanessa called with her usual smirk. “We gotta get this filled out.”
Gripping the board tighter with a flushed ‘eep!’, Serena gave a terse nod with an awkward giggle. “Ah, yeah. Sorry.” Looking down, it was a fairly standard info page. Akin to a doctor’s office form, name, age, general non-confidential details of the girl. Nearing the bottom, Serena had already lost the magic of sitting where a stripper spun around in view. “Hey Vanessa…? Why is this needed? Paperwork kills my buzz.” The chaste sergal flipped through the few pages, a brow raised as the once sheepish giddiness dwindled.
Rolling her hand, Vanessa leaned back in the plush leather seat. “It’s a special club, so there’s special things to get in. First page is info for simple records, next is relations, then interests.”
“Relations?”
Vanessa rubbed her beak. “Yeah, like emergency contacts, routine guests you’ll come with, etc. Things to keep track of, to prevent unsavory things happening.”
“Ah. So I guess I’ll put Kieran’s number for the emergency contact.” 
‘Eh, probably not. I imagine most times in the future, he’ll be here with you. Put your girlfriend’s number instead.”
Perking up at the mere thought of Molly, Serena’s needy jubilance returned. “Gotcha!” Scribbling some more, the sergal paused. “You said interests?” 
With her own sly smirk returning in full, the ivory gryphon nodded. “Yeah. What you like, don’t, ‘hidden’ desires, role-play options, desired partners. All that jazz. This place is kinda like a ‘free roam’. Each floor has general themes, with the rooms then divided into specifics for kinks and partners. Some are run by staff, others are populated with guests, you get to choose what you do and how you do it. For instance, if you say you like being spanked, head to a paintoy room, bend over, and wait. Anyone who comes in will read your profile, know your do’s and don’ts, and your safeword. Or you can do a ‘matchmake’ system, where they find a partner with similar interests that you list.” Pointing to a line on the clipboard as Serena’s heated blush returned. “This area is for all that. Start simple at first if you’re shy, you can edit later. I started with ‘I sure love sniffing my master’s massive schlong after he works out’.”
That brought a smirk to the woman’s onyx beak, appreciating the red her comment brought to Serena’s features. Writing continued, but Serena was visibly back in the mood, anxiously waiting to get started. 
-
“Alright. This is your wristband.” Vanessa stated, strapping a durable piece of laminated paper around Serena’s held out wrist. “Based on what you filled out and specify for every visit, it will change. Right now, it’s red and a solid color. Means you’re ‘taken’ and submissive. Yellow will mean ‘ask first’, while green is ‘go for it’. Striped bands are doms, dotted are switches.” Once the little adhesive was stuck together and Serena held her hand up to eye the garment, the gryphon tugged the big sergal away. “Come on, this way. Time to have some fun.”
Running to the elevators, waiting for the car to move, walking down rich hued carpets and mood-lit halls, Vanessa continued to gush about the establishment. “It’s great, room numbers under 50 are for femdom, while above is maledom, with about a hundred rooms per floor. And with the floors broken up into kink tiers, you can always find what you want with a curated experience every time.” Sighing, the bird-hybrid shuddered in excited delight. “God I wish there was a place like this in my town.”
Serena was all blush and nerves, but the tension inside her was also due to building excitement. “This is more than I expected… But I’m surprised we haven’t seen more people. Is it a slow day?”
“This is actually a pretty upscale place, which I’m sure you could tell from the restaurant portion. This isn’t just some nightclub, the activity floors aren’t open to the public. A limited number of clientele can afford this place, or have the openness to use it compared to general kink places.”
Serena looked around, “But they let me in?”
“I let you in, you sweet little slut. I’m registered as Kieran’s pet in the system, he authorized me to act on his behalf. By just dropping his name, you were added to his profile, and any costs for your time here were also added to his tab.”
Slowing down a bit, the sergal became a bit more genuinely concerned as her timidness flared up, shamed to have someone pay everything for her without even being there. “Oh, I didn’t realize just being here was costing him. I could have stayed in the lobby, I don’t want to-“
A gloved finger suddenly shushed the sergal, long fluffy neck craning back with a bit of surprise. Vanessa had her usual coy look. “Chill. He’s rich, and was gonna bring you here eventually. He already gives us a blank-check credit card, one more annual fee for his pet’s enjoyment is something he would be gung-ho about. Now come on, we’re here.”
-
“You seem surprised, you alright big girl?” Asked the pink-furred fox, looking up at the sergal.
Serena rubbed the back of her head, “Well, I just… I’ve never seen a femboy before.”
It brought a happy snort of bemused surprise to the fox, returning to flop down on the bed. “Oh honey, I’m not exactly a femboy. Just cuz I like fur-dye and have a great ass doesn’t mean I want to wear dresses.”
Vanessa teasingly slapped the back of his head. “And just because that’s your definition of the word doesn’t mean it’s not somebody else’s. Boi’s are pretty mainstream now, the specifics are gonna get diluted.”
Rolling over the ruby satin sheets, the naked pink canine propped up his chin with his hands to return the gryphons teasing smirk. “Oh I knowww, and just awwwful~” With mock distress, the boy fully collapsed to the sheets in an overdone display. “It’s like the word twink just vanished overnight! It’s so hard to find fellows for style tips now~!”
Standing with a cocked brow, Vanessa finished tightening the belt of the strap-on now adorning her chastity belt, glancing down to take in the trusty two-foot horse cock now dangling past her knees. Looking back up, she caught the fox staring as well. “Shut up femboy, and get your ass in the air. With all this squabbling, it’s like you don’t want to get fucked.”
Fully embracing the hungry look now on his face, he smiled with pure arousal. “Fiiiine.”
Vanessa took a step closer, crossing her shiny arms. “I leave town for a month, and you lose all your manners?”
Heartily rolling his eyes in a way that made sure the tall-standing gryphon saw, the fox assumed the position and raised his juicy ass to her. “Fiiiine, mistress~”
“I saw that, you little brat. That’s it, go get the blindfold and handcuffs.” She watched him almost skip with joy to the rack of fetish gear on the wall.
-
“Okay Serena. This is where you come in. You don’t have to, but I think it’ll be fun.”
The sergal stared at the gryphon, standing so that her hips met the slutty fox’s ass hanging off the side of the bed. Serena was certainly enjoying the show, and got a bit of amusement from it at times. “What is it?”
Looking back with confidence that rivaled Kieran’s when he had tugged her cock-hungry face off his dick and told her to be a good girl, Vanessa had a simple response. “I want you to be an… involved voyeur.” Smiling broader as she saw Serena process the word, the gryphon shot a smug but assuring smile. “I think it’s the perfect thing for such a sexy girl like you, being all locked up and horny.”
The big sergal’s heated posture was betraying her consideration. “You want me to… watch?”
There was glint in Vanessa’s eyes. “No, no, babe. I want you to lick.” She pointed to the large dildo affixed to her groin, the silicone shaft resting over the fox’s back as he shivered with anticipatory delight. Fat tip resting halfway up his spine, she had no idea how that fox could fit the entire thing. “I want you to kneel beneath me, and lick this dildo as it pumps into this brat’s tight little ass.”
Smiling under the blindfold marked with a cursive “Sex Toy” in the same shade as his fur, the pink fox snuck a comment in. “Hopefully it won’t be tight much longer.”
Vanessa swiftly applied a hearty spank to the boy, bringing a very enthused moan from the fox. “Fuck, you hit so good mistress~!”
The gryphon notched her head up, “Next time you speak out of line, it’s the paddle.”
It was very tempting for the boy to let more words slip. But he settled back to the soft sheets, knowing there was no rush to a good time. Situation resolved, Vanessa returned her gaze to the sergal, seeing knees turned inwards a bit with ears folded in a flush. “So, slut? What do you say?”
Serena fidgeted, hummed and hawed. “Jeez, I…”
“It’s alright if it’s too new. You can just watch, or head off to your own room. You may be locked, but you can still have some fun.”
Standing taller, the sergal shook her head. “I… I’ve done it before. Molly was- she was at this party, and she got this guy I was crushing on into the bedroom for me, but I wanted Molly to stay, so Jamie used her pussy before mine, but I was kinda drunk, so I just crawled up between them, and-”
Raising a hand, Vanessa smiled with respect and awe. “Woah. Slow down, finish a sentence. I already know you’re a world-class slut under that shell of yours, you don’t need to prove anything.” Taking a step back to smirk wider, the latex adorned gryphon revealed the space under the long dildo. “Come on, get in position, on your knees.”
Tentative steps, nervously giddy vibrations settling into the bark-toned sergal’s limbs. Serena approached with a squiggled smile, timid, but looking forward to the future. The shame of a deep part of her rising to the surface, contrasted by the absolute rapture of satisfying that inner self. Before she knew it, she was sitting under Vanessa, looking at a shapely fox butt. Honestly, if it weren’t for the ballsack hanging off the edge of the bed with his cheeks, it would be hard to tell it was a man’s ass. The anus puckered, the gryphon drew back, the rod of purple faux-horse sliding off his back like an unending snake.
With a ‘bop’ and a cute noise of shock from the sergal, the flared head landed on her rosy snout. Breathing with building thrill, Serena was able to feel her belt grow wet as her long clit-hood squirmed to eke out sensation. It was as if it was a natural process, the relaxing of her fears and embarrassment. A seamless transition as the mahogany sergal grew satisfied in her position, ears folding with purpose and desire, eyes lidding with determined delight. Lifting her angular snout, she guided the dildo resting on her face to the waiting hole of the fox. Purring as a gloved talon came down to proudly scratch her ears, Vanessa gave a gentle assurance of “Good pet” to the submissive girl. 
With a push, a moan from the boy that could rival her own, she watched the colorful rod of fake meat slide into a trained anus. Instantly, she so dearly wished it was her own hole being used, flashes of Kieran holding her from behind filling her mind. And now, Vanessa entered the mix of her fantasies. Breathing deeply, Serena nudged her wedged snout up to the stretched rim as a steady pace rocked the strap-on in and out. Their pleasure was all around her, the gryphon’s mental bliss of two sluts in their rightful spot before her, while the fox was consumed by far more physical fulfillment.
It was so easy to simply stick her tongue out, letting the toy glide over her tastebuds. A dim taste of silicone and lube filled her, but they barely made a drop in the roiling sea of her sensations. In states like this, she desired to never leave, to not return to consciousness filled with worries and doubts that held her wants and needs back. But there was hope, as she extended her slick organ out further, wrapping around the thrusting toy in a show of enjoyment. Molly had made a hole in her mental walls, by taking her to the holes in bathroom stalls. Molly had shoved her fingers in that gap and held it open, teasing it wider just like she did to Serena’s orifices. Molly had built a support to keep it gaped, made of sturdy metal like that locking her breasts and pussy away.
The sergal smiled as she tended to the unfeeling cock, letting both of the other’s pleasure wash over her, accentuating her own imprisoned lust. For she had hope. It was Kieran’s turn to tend to her social guards, already sauntering up to the hole Molly had so lovingly embedded. And he shoved his dick into it, right into her soul. She loved it. She saw the wall around it, the throbbing onyx cock she imagined was the one above her, the one her tongue slobbered around currently. From that girthy member being crammed into her true self’s domain, cracks began to form. Webbing up from the glory hole in her timidness, she watched them spread as she brought her face up to the pre-beading tip. A hand reaching up to grasp the fat dick she couldn’t wait to taste again. A slow drag of her fingers rolled down his foreskin, bringing the perfect shape of his tip to view. With utmost delight, she brought her lips to it again. 
She did everything Kieran had stressed to her. No instant deepthroat, instead a purposeful show of submission and sensuality. Gentle licks all over his soft skin, kisses planted to his head, slowly sucking his tip in an expert show of dedication. Feeling that hot flesh stop her jaws from closing again, the searing drips of precum on her tongue, the tender grip of her lips on him. Serena found her heaven. And soon the angels came, Molly appearing beside her, holding her, rubbing her perfectly with the knowledge of her lover’s body. Then a new face in this mental paradise, a sly beak under blue-shadowed eyes. Vanessa came to the sergal’s other side, joining the lamb in bestowing Serena pleasure untold. But seeing as how she was now bordered by two mistresses, there would have to be more than just a little groping. 
A wink from the gryphon’s sensual eyes, and a taloned hand placed on the back of Serena’s skull was all she felt before her face was pushed down Kieran’s cock. Rounded head pushing her tongue aside, battering its way into her throat, sliding into her neck. She choked, she gagged, but Serena knew few things of such delight than when her lips kissed his base. The entire foot of soda-can thick dick lodged in her gullet, throbbing with luxurious pleasure, feeling it spread her neck with every pulse. She always forgets how many muscles were in this passage, how many patches of sensitivity lined her esophagus, but it’s a potent reminder when a cock is crammed down it.
The hand on her head relaxed, the sergal drawing off the immense draconic member with a slick noise. As she flung her head back with a gasp of breath, she opened her eyes. She saw the fox, well more accurately, the fox’s tailhole. She stared right at it, the rim pleasantly loose and slightly open, a sheen of saliva on it. As the sergal checked back into reality, she saw the webbing lines of spit from that wrinkled hole to her snout, a delectably masculine flavor on her tongue. A pure taste, with none of the potential impurities. Blinking, she furthered her gaze down, seeing his cock pointed backwards off the bed, firmly in her own fingers as they squeezed the receptive shaft.
Ears perking up, Serena looked around in a flurry, seeing Vanessa standing a ways off with a satisfactory smirk and crossed arms. “Ah, welcome back to earth, Serena. You kinda lost it there. The second I pulled out, you just dove right in. Like his asshole was the best buffet you’ve ever seen.”
Looking back with impressed pleasure, the blindfolded fox blew a kiss back at the sergal who now sported a blush the size of the sun. “I know slut-that trance all too well, girlie. Took a full trip to fantasy fuck-town, didn’t you~?”
Serena was frozen, but did not regret a single thing. “I-I-I-“
Walking over with a prime strut of dominance, Vanessa came back to the kneeling sergal. With a nice hug and finger to her lips, the gryphon gave one command. “Slow down. Find your words. Tell me what happened.”
Taking a deep breath, her blush deepened. Slowly, the bark-furred sergal settled the rash rising of nerves. “I… I had a great time.”
Smiling wider, Vanessa booped the sergal’s angular snout with a gloved finger. “That’s right~! And we didn’t even touch you! Kieran will be very happy to hear about how much you enjoy pleasing others. And he loves a girl that can rim him. You’re gonna be a perfect pet, Serena.” The grin edged to a new energy, Serena stiffening as the gryphon clasped a leash to her purple collar. “And an even better bitch~”
-
“What did I tell ya? That place is a great fucking time.” Cooed the gryphon as she started the car, pulling out of the valet canopy. Serena sat in the passenger seat beside her, a puddle of ecstasy. A mumbled affirmative was all she could muster, not understanding how just being made to walk around on all fours through the club was so damn hot. Sure, she enjoyed pet play, and had done that with Molly, but this was the first time other people truly saw her do it. And it was so good.
It didn’t take long to return home, arriving at the start of evening. Flopping out to the driveway, Serena had no capacity left to care that she was naked besides her chastity, carrying the balled up dress in her arms as she walked to the front door with weak legs. It was left at the stairs as she walked inside, Serena noticing a few bags from popular fashion brands by the door as well. Making her way inside, Vanessa ran off to the kitchen for some refreshments, while Serena froze, staring into the living room. 
On the couch was Kieran, pants undone, around an ankle. Legs open, a look of loving satisfaction on his draconic face. Victoria sat on the ground before him, between his splayed knees and grabbing his thighs as her head bobbed with noisy slurps filling the room. Cracking an eye open, Kieran smiled before weakly waving. “Hey Serena. Have a good time with Vanessa?”
Staring right at the back of the doll-like panther’s head that blocked the view of his perfect dick, she watched the bimbo give him glorious head. Serena could only nod as her knees threatened to give out, mouth watering as she remembered the man’s taste, desperate for more.
Chuckling, Kieran slumped back to the cushions. “Don’t mind Vicky, she’s just earning some new shoes.” He calmly gestured to the panther at his legs, the girl’s bubbly butt resting on new transparent pumps as her head continued its rhythmic motions. No longer frozen, Serena walked into the living room with a strangely relaxed stride. Eyes locked to the barely hidden blowjob, the sergal fell to her knees behind the feline. With needful puppy-dog eyes, Serena looked up at Kieran. “Can I suck you next?” She begged, getting a raised brow from the black and cyan dragon. But ever the definition of suave confidence, Kieran nodded back with a smirk that grew domineering instead of gentle.
“You can clean me up after I finish.” Looking down at the enthusiastically dick-sucking panther, the black and cyan dragon stroked her cheek. “Pull back and work the tip, baby. Get ready to move out of the way, I’m going to bust on Serena’s face.”
There it was, that rising heat trapped inside her. Serena stared at the man as he returned to eye contact, the sergal unconsciously scooting closer to receive the load. 

