
        
            
                
            
        

    
HUCOW: CEO'S NEW PET


CHAPTER 1


When I get to work, I take a left toward the elevators instead of heading to my desk. My hands are shaking with excitement. In my head, I go over a mental checklist.


No panties under my short skirt: check. See-through mesh bra: check. A signed agreement to be Mr. Sawyer's pet: check.


It's crazy to think that yesterday I believed I had a boring job.


But that was before Mr. Sawyer noticed me. And, well, one thing led to another. Now I'm riding the express elevator up to the CEO's office.


When the doors glide open, I'm stunned to see there is no one bustling around the normally busy executive floor. Not a soul.


A door clicks open, and I twist a lock of my long brown hair around my finger as Mr. Sawyer walks up. "Where is everyone?" I say coquettishly.


Mr. Sawyer's mouth is a tight line. "I dismissed everyone up here for a while," he tells me. "I wanted you all to myself, Daniela."


I smile broadly, flattered that the powerful businessman is paying so much attention to me. It never occurs to me what he actually has in mind.


Mr. Sawyer looks me up and down slowly. His eyes scan from my black stilettos up to the tiny pleated skirt he told me to wear and then they rest on my chest, making me bite the inside of my cheek.


I don't know why he's studying my breasts. After all, there isn't much to see. My body's always been slim and toned, and while I have a supple, perky ass, I've always been embarrassed by how flat-chested I am.


Jutting out my hip, I try to entice Mr. Sawyer to look at my better assets. His eyes snap away from my chest, but he doesn't look at my curves.


Instead, he looks into my eyes, holding my gaze. I'm glad I spent so much time this morning perfecting my eyeliner into the slightest cat eye. Mr. Sawyer looks at my big, pouty lips and gives me a smirk.


"Were you obedient?" he asks, and I nod confidently. "I'll be the judge of that," he says in a growl.


Mr. Sawyer strides into his office, and I hurry to catch up, teetering a little in my stilettos. The sexual tension between me and the CEO has me a little off balance.


I've never been in Mr. Sawyer's office before, and it takes my breath away. There are floor-to-ceiling windows on three sides, and it's four or five times bigger than my entire apartment. I guess it makes sense that a billionaire's office would be so impressive.


The carpet is white and luxurious, and all of the furniture is steel and glass. Of course, I stop myself from looking around too much. Mr. Sawyer demands my full attention.


"Stand in front of my desk, and place your palms on the glass top," Mr. Sawyer snaps.


I immediately bend over and do as he says. It gives me a thrill to take orders, and I try to imagine what will happen next.


Mr. Sawyer walks around behind me, flipping up my skirt like it's the most natural thing in the world to expose me. He gives my bare ass a hard swat, and my knees buckle from the surprise.


"No panties and a freshly shaved mound," he says, more to himself than me. He was serious about judging if I'd followed orders, I guess.


I don't dare move a muscle, holding my position and staring down at the desk. Next, Mr. Sawyer pulls a pair of scissors from the pencil cup just next to my hands.


At first, I don't know what he's doing. But in the next moment, I feel him cutting away at my shirt and skirt.


For the first time, I wonder what I've gotten myself into. It's not like I have a backup outfit at the office. I shiver as the fabric falls away, and my nipples stiffen in the cold air of the corner office.


"Stand up straight, and let me get a look at you," Mr. Sawyer commands. His voice is like the crack of a whip.


Squaring my shoulders, I stand to my full height. I know he'll be mad if I try to cover up, so I fight the urge by clenching my fists at my sides.


Just like before, Mr. Sawyer is staring fixedly at my chest. But this time, my breasts are on display — through the see-through fabric of my bra, that is.


"Your little slit is glistening," Mr. Sawyer observes. My cheeks flush red. I don't have to look down to know that he's right. All of this is so exciting. I think I've been wet ever since I agreed to become his pet.


I stay silent, and Mr. Sawyer walks around me, looking at all of me from every angle. I wonder if this is as exciting for him. I mean, men have always found me irresistible.


Mr. Sawyer's disappointed sigh lets me know I'm wrong. He sits heavily in his desk chair, steepling his fingers. "Well, you followed your orders. At least there's that. Hold your position," he instructs with another sigh.


I stay stock-still. As Mr. Sawyer opens his laptop, I stay standing in front of him with only my see-through bra on.


For his part, Mr. Sawyer acts like I'm not even there. It's torture to be so turned on without any attention.


The CEO types for a while. Then he finally rakes a hand through his dark hair and closes the laptop with a slam. "What am I going to do with you?" he says to himself. "I really thought you had more to offer."


He points to my breasts, and my face falls. "Were you wearing a push-up bra yesterday?"


My voice is a squeak as I respond. "Yes, Mr. Sawyer."


"I see," he growls.


I wasn't trying to mislead him, but he seems furious. He smiles, but it's more of a snarl.


"What are you still doing here?" he says. I blink at him, and I get a sinking feeling that he's written me off. All that lead up, and now I'm going to have to wrap myself in his suit jacket and scurry home.


"No." I surprise myself with how firm I am. Actually, the word just slips out. I want to be submissive to Mr. Sawyer. But I'm not going to give up without a fight.


Mr. Sawyer goes rigid. He gives a short bark of a laugh and then slaps the top of his desk. "Oh, I'm going to have fun teaching you your place. And I know just the solution to our little problem," he says, staring once again at my chest.


CHAPTER 2


I follow Mr. Sawyer's new directions to the letter. For the next week, I take the pills he gave me twice a day. He told me all of the side effects, and from the smirk on his face, I knew he expected me to be intimidated.


Instead, I agreed right away. I was already so turned on then, so I couldn't imagine having an even higher sex drive. As for the, well, milk...I could take care of that in private.


Sitting at my desk, I open my bottle of water and swallow the last of the white tablets. That's my cue to head straight to the CEO's incredible office.


"How do you feel?" Mr. Sawyer asks, rubbing the stubble dotting his strong jaw. I haven't seen him in a week, and being in his presence makes me shiver.


"No different, sir," I tell him. It's the truth. Nothing about me feels different.


Mr. Sawyer looks at his Rolex. "And you just took the final pill?"


I nod, and he looks pleased. Mr. Sawyer leaves me standing in front of his desk as he continues to work. I'm just starting to get impatient when it happens.


I shudder, and Mr. Sawyer looks up from what he's doing. Leaning back in his chair, his eyes feel like they're burning a hole in me. "Take off all your clothes," he barks, and I obey.


Looking down at my naked body, I can't believe what I'm seeing. My breasts are expanding so fast that I understand why I need to be topless. There is no way my old bra or shirt will fit.


My breasts swell and grow, and Mr. Sawyer unzips his pants and pulls out his member. "How do you feel now?" he asks, giving himself a few absent-minded strokes.


"Like I really need to come, sir," I squeak. Wetness is already streaking down my bare thighs. My nipples tingle. I have never needed sex more in my life.


Mr. Sawyer snaps his fingers and points to the floor in front of him. "You only come when I say you can," he growls.


Sinking to my knees, I kneel on the carpet. Every shuddering breath I take makes my enormous breasts bounce. My hands fly to them; I want to know what they feel like.


But Mr. Sawyer pulls my hands away. "Focus on worshiping my cock," he says in a steely voice. Somehow, that gets me even more worked up. The firmer he is with me, the more my needy pussy aches for him.


Parting my lips, I open as wide as I can. Mr. Sawyer is huge, and I plan to ease him inside my mouth. But he has other plans.


Mr. Sawyer plunges to the back of my throat with a single thrust. Meanwhile, his hands explore my massive, straining tits. He takes handfuls of them, kneading and squeezing until he pinches my nipples hard.


The sensation makes me moan around his warm, musky cock as he fucks my mouth. Something splashes against my knees. Milk.


Mr. Sawyer is milking me while I suck his cock. And it feels incredible. Pulling my head back, I swirl my tongue around the tip of his dick, earning a grunt of pleasure from him.


The sound eggs me on. I want to show him how obedient I can be. I want to make him come. I gag around him, tears stinging in my eyes. But to my surprise, as his groans and thrusts get harder and faster, he stops touching my breasts.


My whole body quivers. I need him to keep going. Of course, I know better than to beg. All I can do is bob back and forth, taking him even deeper to the back of my throat. My knees get carpet burn, but I don't care.


I look up through my lashes at the powerful CEO. His face is a mask of pleasure. Until his eyes snap open, and he catches me looking at him. He grimaces and tangles a hand in my hair, moving me back and forth just how he wants it.


It isn't long before I feel his cock flare and spasm, and I prepare myself to drink down his load. Hot spurts of cum paint my throat, and I swallow fast as it gushes.


Mr. Sawyer pushes me away as soon as he's done. He tucks his cock back in his pants and gets back to work. I don't dare move. I stay kneeling on the carpet until I think I can't take it anymore.


Lucky for me, Mr. Sawyer stands. "Go to the conference room," he instructs, giving me a seedy smile. "It's time for the next part of your training."


CHAPTER 3


I want to object. The conference room is on another floor, and Mr. Sawyer has already grabbed my clothes and taken them away. Plus, with every step my new breasts bounce painfully, dripping milk everywhere.


At the same time, though, I need to show Mr. Sawyer I know how to obey. This is what I agreed to. And he said I had to prove myself to him.


As I walk down the corridor totally naked with huge, inflated breasts, I'm relieved to see that no one is at their desks. That is, until Mr. Sawyer throws open the door to the conference room.


Gasping, I understand he must have planned this. Inside, the large room is teeming with my male coworkers.


They blink at me. And then pandemonium breaks loose.


Jeers and cheers bounce around the room. "Her tits used to be tiny," I hear someone say. "They're not now," someone else responds, laughing.


I feel them all looking over every inch of me. It's just like how Mr. Sawyer studied me the other day. But there's so many of them.


Mr. Sawyer pushes me to the center of the room. The men prowl around me, getting closer and closer.


"Listen up," Mr. Sawyer shouts. "You can do whatever you want to her, and I mean whatever. But you are not allowed to touch her tits."


My eyes widen with disappointment. Mr. Sawyer is punishing me, and my heaving chest feels like it's going to burst. There's just so much milk. The more aroused I get, the more they fill.


Some of the men boo. The way they're looking at me, I can tell they want to touch me as bad as I want to be touched.


Mr. Sawyer waves away their complaints. "I bet being in her pussy will take your mind off it."


And that's all it takes for someone to rush forward. Before I know it, one of my coworkers is bending me over the conference room table and kicking my legs into a wider stance.


Arching back toward him, I bite my lip. All the men laugh. "What a whore. And look at her pussy — she's drooling for it."


My cheeks turn bright red. But that doesn't stop me from rubbing myself back against the man behind me. Hurriedly, he pushes down his pants, so I'm rubbing myself against his bare, throbbing cock.


I drown out all the cheering and all my humiliation. All that matters is that I get fucked.


But the guy behind me takes his time, letting me rub my wet pussy all over him until he finally, finally enters me, nice and slow. An inch at a time, he works his way inside me, spreading me wide.


"Fuck, she's tight," he groans while I skewer myself on him. It feels amazing, and I push back against him over and over with abandon, my tits bouncing wildly.


Most of the men in the room come around the table so that they can watch the front of me as I get fucked from behind. Mr. Sawyer stands off to the side. I know because I can always feel his eyes on me.


"She's good at sucking cock too," the CEO calls out. The men don't have to be told twice.


Someone clambers up onto the table and waves his cock in my face. Greedily, I suck and lick. I feel so full. The two men bounce back and forth until they are finished using me, both coming inside me.


Now two new men take their places, treating me even rougher than the first guys. The whole time, I have to fight the urge to milk myself. I know Mr. Sawyer would punish me if I did.


But as good is it feels to be passed around and used, as much as my pussy clamps down around anyone inside me, I can't come without being milked, and Mr. Sawyer knows it. I think it amuses him to know how desperate I'm getting.


Every time I look over at him, he's smirking, watching me get closer with no relief.


For hours, I follow his directions. I do anything the men want me to. And my body feels like it's on fire with need. I can't handle all of the pleasure without release.


It makes me wild; I shake my head from side to side and bite the inside of my cheeks. "How is she loving it even more?" someone says, disgusted. I ignore the flush of shame.


All I focus on is trying to get over the edge.


But as the last guy pushes himself past the resistance of my backdoor, I know I'll never come without some attention to my milk-heavy tits. Mr. Sawyer comes closer, smirking.


"That's right," he coaches. "Give it to her rough."


The man thrusts in and out of me, stretching my rosebud. I lay my cheek against the cold wood of the conference room table and take it.





Now Mr. Sawyer and I are all alone in the conference room. I'm covered in cum, and it's leaking out of every hole.


My breasts are dripping everywhere too. I'm a wet, sloppy mess. But Mr. Sawyer looks pleased with me.


"Do you understand your place now?" he asks.


"Yes, sir," I rasp, collapsed on the conference room table.


"Good."


Mr. Sawyer climbs up onto the table and grabs my ankles, spreading them wide. He plunges into my red, swollen pussy.


Then, he latches his mouth onto one of my breasts. It feels so good it's like an electric shock. I cry out, and he laughs at me.


Next, he takes long, slow pulls, and I can feel the milk start to flow. He gives me a stroke and then sucks, and I've never felt better in my life. Ecstasy overtakes me.


He thrusts harder and harder, and I know I can't hold back. My pussy starts to quiver and spasm. My legs shake so hard that I doubt I'll be able to walk after this.


Mr. Sawyer swirls a tongue around my nipple and begins milking my other breast. A low whine escapes my lips; this is it.


Thrashing around, I give myself over to the pleasure of my orgasm. All my muscles contract, and pleasure explodes in my core, and my cunt tightens around Mr. Sawyer.


I buck and thrash and then go totally still, riding the waves of bliss.


I have never, ever, come this hard in my life. I didn't know it was possible.


Collapsing back against the table, I let Mr. Sawyer have his way with me. He pulls out and sprays hot cum all over my flat belly.


Looking up at him, though, I can tell he's displeased.


"You didn't ask for permission to come, pet," he growls, climbing down from the table.


"You'll pay for that," he tells me. "Now you're going to have to please the rest of the building. And who knows when those poor tits will get another milking," the CEO adds, grinning darkly.
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