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Chapter One









I
 sat on Mr. Henry’s lap, my head resting on his shoulder as his teakwood cologne wafted to my nose, filling me with a sense of calm. I shivered a little as the cold blast of the air conditioner breezed over my naked thighs. Mr. Henry’s suitcoat was draped around my shoulders, just barely covering my exposed body. It didn’t matter, so long as I had the black ribbon tied in a bow around my throat, I was perfectly content.

My ears pricked as I heard someone approaching the office door. I was about to slide off Mr. Henry’s lap to hide under the desk when he wrapped his arm around my waist and held me tight. I looked up at him, confused. He didn’t want me to be seen by the rest of the staff. I didn’t know why.

“Come in, Kevin,” Mr. Henry called.

The man who peaked his head through the doors wasn’t one of the regular workers. He was blonde, wearing a long white lab coat. I vaguely recognized him from the research facility. He’d been the one to examine me before they’d injected me with whatever it was that had turned me into a human puppy.

“There she is,” the researcher said with a grin, his eyes scanned over my nearly naked body. His eyes lingered over my breasts just a bit longer than the rest. “How is she doing?”

“She’s sweet. A little needy, but sweet.”

Mr. Henry pulled me close and lightly kissed the top of my head.

I reveled in his praise, nudging his jaw with my nose.

“How’s her appetite?” The man asked as he approached the desk. From his coat pocket he pulled out a small metal flashlight.

“I’ve only had her for a day. She ate well last night.”

“Hold her chin up?”

Mr. Henry cupped my jaw in his hand, gentle but firm. He forced my head up so I was looking into Kevin’s eyes.

The flashlight flicked on. I tried to pull away from the bright light shining in my eyes, but Mr. Henry kept me still. I wiggled and clenched my eyes shut.

Mr. Henry slapped my thigh in warning.

“She’s responsive too, that’s good. You remember me?”

I squinted my eyes open, cautiously. The flashlight was already gone, so I opened them fully and gave a tentative nod.

“Can you speak?”

I nodded again.

“Be good,” Mr. Henry said.

“Yes,” I said, but pursed my lips regardless.

“Good girl,” Kevin said. He pulled something small and square out of his pocket and held it out to me. It looked like some kind of biscuit. “Want a treat?”

“Go on,” Mr. Henry urged.

I tentatively leaned forward and licked the treat in his hand. It didn’t taste bad but it wasn’t good either. It didn’t even occur to me to use my hands until I’d already chewed and swallowed it. Still, it felt a little silly to use hands when it would just wind up on my tongue anyway, and Mr. Henry seemed to like when I lapped at his fingers during lunch.

“She’s obedient too I see. To everyone, or just you?” The researcher asked. He wiped his hand on his jacket and pet my head.

“I wouldn’t know. I haven’t introduced her to anyone else. We’re supposed to meet Rachel for dinner tomorrow night. I suppose I’ll see then.”

I let out a low growl, tucking my head under Mr. Henry’s chin. I didn’t like the way Rachel’s
 scent lingered in his house. Her stupid, lavender scent.

“Don’t be jealous,” Mr. Henry said. “I told you, you’re my only pet.”

The researcher chuckled.

“She seems to like you. That’s good. Any concerning behaviors?”

“None so far, but I’ll let you know if something comes up.”

“Glad to hear it. We’re going to start a second trial with a new subject soon. Still deciding if we should try another dog or a different animal. Violet wants a rabbit. One of the investors is interested in a mouse.”

Mr. Henry stroked my cheek.

“Hear that? You might have a friend to play with soon.”

I didn’t hate the idea of that nearly as much as I hated the idea of Rachel. Another dog was fine, as long as they didn’t try to come between me and Mr. Henry.

“How are things going intimately
 ?”

“Do you want a demonstration?”

“I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t curious,” Kevin said with a grin.

Mr. Henry gently slid me off his lap and down onto my knees between his legs. I looked up at him, curious.

He reached down to his pants, fingering the button open before unzipping them the rest of the way. He pulled his cock out from his underwear, holding it in front of my nose. My eyes fixated on it. For whatever reason, as soon as I saw it I had to have it inside me. I didn’t care where he put it, so long as it filled me up.

“You want a suck?”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Beg,” Mr. Henry said.

“Please, please? I need it inside me,” I said, a desperate whining coloring my voice. Heat rose to my face as I felt something stirring in my loins, and the familiar sensation of my pussy getting wet. “Please? I need it.”

“Take it but no sucking. Just use that pretty mouth of yours to keep it warm.”

“Yes, sir!” I barked. I opened my mouth wide.

He pulled my head close to his crotch and rubbed the head of his stiffening cock on my cheek before stuffing it in my waiting mouth. I could only fit it in halfway, at least when he first put it in, but I was proud I was getting better. He tasted salty, his thick girth weighing on my tongue.

“She’s rather enthusiastic, isn’t she?”

Mr. Henry chuckled.

“Poor pup can’t help it. She’s the most obedient pet I’ve ever had, and the sweet girl just adores cock.” He gently stroked his warm palm down my cheek.

“I can tell,” said Kevin with a chuckle of his own. “How long can you keep her like that?”

“I’m sure she’d stay there forever if I told her too. Wouldn’t you, sweet thing?”

I couldn’t nod or bark, so instead I just looked up at him with my big brown eyes.

He turned back to Kevin. “She’s already nice and wet and I haven’t even done anything to her.”

“And she doesn’t mind being naked?”

“She prefers it, actually.”

Mr. Henry patted my head while he and Kevin talked. I didn’t care to pay attention to what they said. It wasn’t about me, anyway. They said large words I didn’t quite understand and discussed things like trials, numbers, experiment groups, candidates, all sorts of things. I tuned them out. All my effort went into not sucking on Mr. Henry’s dick like a lollipop.

It wasn’t long before their conversation faded.

“Bye, girl, I’ll see you again soon,” said Kevin on his way.

I ignored his obvious attempt at eye contact and soon enough heard the door shut behind me.

“Naughty pup, aren’t you? Don’t like anyone else having daddy’s attention?”

I let out a garbled whine, muffled by the cock in my mouth.

Mr. Henry grasped the back of my head and eased me closer. I obligingly leaned closer, his cock tickling the back of my throat as he grunted.

“Go on now. Show me how much you like your daddy’s cock,” he commanded.

I braced myself as I started to suck. He groaned and spread his thighs, sliding down just a bit in his chair. I bobbed up and down on his dick, his girth stretching my jaw. I pulled back to catch a breath, resting my lips around his head, and suckled it hard and fast like it was a teat and I needed milk.

“Good girl,” he praised with a groaning, breathless voice. “Keep going. Fit all of me inside you. Ther
 e you go.”

I kept up the speed of my sucks as I slowly eased back down his cock. He was so big he was at the back of my throat again in no time, and there was still a few inches left to go.

“It’s alright girl, just relax your throat and breath through your nose,” he said, looking down at me.

I hesitated, pausing for only a moment before I relaxed and let him slide the rest of his cock in my mouth. His heavy cock throbbed, stretching my jaw as I took it in. It wasn’t comfortable in the slightest, but I didn’t care. I only wanted to please my master and from the sounds he was making he was very
 pleased.

“God, you’re fucking perfect,” he praised. “Such a sweet, eager thing you are. Such a good girl. My good girl.” His fingers gripped the back of my head and held me against his pubes as his dick pumped its sticky load down my waiting throat.

Cum flooded down my throat in an unimpeded stream. I was helpless to do anything other than sit there and let it fill my belly, but I wouldn’t have had it any other way.

“There, there,” Mr. Henry said, gently stroking my cheek. “That’s it. Swallow it all down. I bet that makes your belly nice and warm, doesn’t it?”

I couldn’t respond. If I’d been able, I would have probably barked or wagged my ass. Instead, I made sure to show my appreciation by continuing to suck even as he released. I could tell he enjoyed it when I did that. I wanted to clean his cock for him, show how much I appreciated him making me his pet.

When every drop had been spilt inside me he finally released my hair and I pulled off his cock with a wet ‘pop.’ A string of saliva and cum trailed from my lips. I wiped it off on my hand and lapped it back up.

“Such a good girl,” Mr. Henry praised. “Aren’t you my sweet little cum eater?”

I barked happily, shaking my ass for him.

He chuckled and stuffed himself back into his pants.

“Ready to head home?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said, grinning at him.

He handed me the skirt and sweater that he kept tucked away in his desk drawer. I slid the skirt on over my hips, it was tight and just a little too short for me. If I bent over even slightly my bare ass would be on full display. I didn’t mind if it was Mr. Henry looking at me that way, but I didn’t want my former coworkers seeing me like that.

“Are you going to put your shirt on?” Mr. Henry asked when he saw I was just standing there, holding it.

I shook my head and whined. I didn’t want to take off his coat. I liked that it smelled like him. I liked that it made me smell like him.

“C’mon puppy. Don’t be like that. I can’t just let you walk around shirtless. Not yet, anyway,” he said with a chuckle.

I reluctantly shed his coat from my shoulders and tugged the sweater over my head.

“Good girl,” Mr. Henry said, patting my ass.

I huffed and held the hem down with my fingers as we walked out of the office. As I walked on the thin grey carpet lining the hallways, I couldn’t help but wonder when the last time I wore shoes and socks was. It hadn’t been for a while. I certainly didn’t have any at the office.

As we walked through deserted space – everyone else had cleared out after six o’clock – and as we did, we passed by my old desk. It had been cleared out to make room for someone else. I didn’t know what they’d done with my things. It was strange to see it covered in pens and papers belonging to someone else. I wonder if the new girl had been preselected for the puppy program as well. Maybe she would become my new playmate?

The parking garage was in the basement of the building. Mr. Henry’s car was always parked in a reserved area, specially secured next to the security guards’ station. Mr. Henry nodded to him as we passed, and he unlocked the door to his Mercedes

I slid into the passenger seat and crossed my arms over my chest. I was perfectly content to spend the entire drive pouting about having to wear clothes, but that’s when the phone started to ring.





Chapter Two









I
 looked at the phone sitting in the cupholder between us. The name Rachel
 flashed onscreen, along with the image of a dark-haired woman holding a glass of champagne.

“Who is it?” Mr. Henry asked, keeping his eyes on the road as he pulled out onto the quiet highway.

“Girlfriend,” I grimaced. I took the phone from the cupholder and held my thumb over the red ‘decline’ button.

“Answer it. Put it on speaker. You know how, right?”

I snorted and did as he asked. As much as I didn’t want to listen to him talk to another woman, I didn’t want to disappoint my master either.

“Hey babe,
 ” even through the distortion of the phone her voice was sultry and low. I bit back a growl. I wondered if Mr. Henry would notice if I suddenly hung up on her.

“Hey darling, how are you?” Mr. Henry took the phone from my hand and set it back in the cupholder.

“Unfortunately I have to cancel on you tomorrow. A big work thing came up and I just can’t get around it. I’m so sorry.”

My ears pricked up. If I was lucky maybe master would break up with her.

“On a Saturday? That’s bad timing.”

“No, it’s due Monday, but I’ll have to spend tomorrow getting things in order, and I know you’re busy with the pup on Sunday.”

“Damn, well are you free tonight?”

My heart sank.

“Tonight? Well, I suppose so. Are you sure you want to come over?”

“Of course. Besides, I’ve got the puppy here with me. I’d love for you to meet her.”

“It’s a date,” Rachel said. I could hear the satisfaction dripping from her tone.

“I’ll be over in about half an hour. Mind ordering takeout?”

“Takeout works for me – the usual?”

“Yeah and get something for the pup too if you don’t mind. She’s not picky.”

“It eats people food?”

“She still has a human body, Rach, I’ve explained this,” he said with a chuckle.

“Sure, sure. I’ll pick something out for your little dog friend.”

I huffed, crossing my arms over my chest. I didn’t want her picking out my food. I glowered out the window, but Mr. Henry must have noticed my reflection in the window anyway. He said his goodbye to Rachel and hung up the phone.

“What’s the matter, sweet girl?” he asked, leaning over to gently pet my arm.

“Don’t like,” I said.

“I know you’re a little jealous, but she’s a nice woman and you two will get along very soon. I’m sure she’s got plenty of things at her apartment for you to play with.” He grinned at me, squeezed my thigh, and then turned back to the road.

I just nodded, imagining a few old tennis balls. As much as I hated to admit it – I did like chewing on them, but I would resist as hard as I could. I wouldn’t let her have that satisfaction.

Unfortunately, by the time we got to her house my stomach was already growling and grumbling.

Rachel’s house was just as impressive as Mr. Henry’s. I got out of the car, staring up at the large windows with wonder. Mr. Henry entered a number into the keypad and the door opened with a click. I hesitantly walked in after him. He wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me close, sensing my discomfort.

My nose was suddenly hit with the scent of freshly baked salmon and herbs. There was chicken and garlic too, but my mouth watered at the idea of soft, flaky slices of fish.

“I’m here,” Mr. Henry shouted into the empty hall. A large staircase led up to the second floor on the left, and on the right down the hall I could see a kitchen and dining table.

“Darling!”

I looked up the stairs where the voice had come from. A dark-haired woman leaned over the banister. In her hand she held a wine glass filled halfway with a deep red liquid – somehow, I knew she would be. She started down the stairs, high heels clicking on the polished wood. She wore a slinky maroon dress that rode up her thighs as she walked yet somehow never revealed what was underneath. I could see why Mr. Henry liked her, but that only displeased me more.

“Welcome back,” she said, flashing a warm smile that showed off a perfect row of white teeth. She reached out her arm and embraced him in a half hug, kissing his cheek as she did. Then she turned to me, and I swallowed the growl bubbling in my throat.

Rachel was an amazon
 . She was only a few inches shorter than Mr. Henry, and at least five taller than me.

“You must be the puppy,” she said. “Aren’t you just the cutest little thing?”

I pressed against Mr. Henry’s side.

“Be nice,” Mr. Henry said. He looked down at me, his dark eyes serious.

“Hello,” I said.

“She can talk?” Rachel asked, lifting an eyebrow in surprise.

Mr. Henry sighed.

“Yes, she can still talk. She still has a stomach and can think too.”

“How am I supposed to know how it works, what with all the secrecy in your big glass building downtown?”

Mr. Henry opened his mouth right as my stomach growled.

“Aw, is someone hungry?” Rachel asked.

I nodded. She sounded like she was teasing but I didn’t care. I wanted food.

“What’d you get for her?” Mr. Henry asked as we walked into the kitchen. I was grateful he kept his hand around my waist.

“I got her some chicken and rice. Dogs eat chicken, right?”

“That should be fine for her. Do you have a bowl?”

“They’re all in the sink. Mind grabbing it? I’ll set the food out.”

I suddenly felt very vulnerable as Mr. Henry pulled his hand from my waist and went to the cabinets. I watched Rachel as she pulled boxes of food out of a large brown bag. She looked up and our eyes locked for an uncomfortable second. She smiled. It wasn’t friendly but it didn’t seem malicious either.

“Sit, girl. Sit
 ,” Rachel said.

I slid to the floor, my knees hitting the hardwood floor. I didn’t want to, but anytime someone spoke to me like that I just melted. My legs turned to jelly and I couldn’t help but obey. I looked to Mr. Henry, but he didn’t seem to mind her commanding me.

“Aren’t you just a little cutie?” she said, leaning down for a second to pinch my cheek. Her lavender perfume wafted heavily from her wrist and lingered on my cheek as she pulled away. I quickly wiped my hand over my face to rub it off onto my sweater.

“What’s her name?”

“It was Melissa. I haven’t picked a new one yet.”

Mr. Henry came back with a set of bowls and silverware. I noticed he only carried two forks and knives with him.

“Well, that’s no good. You can’t let her just wander around, nameless.”

“I was thinking ‘Sweetie
 ’ might work? It’s what I call her anyway.”

“She’s a little too feisty for that, aren’t you, girl?” Rachel said, looking down at me. She patted my head, rubbing more of her perfume off onto my body. I thought of the way her scent lingered in Mr. Henry’s bedroom. I didn’t want that to carry over onto me.

“I see what you mean. Behave, pup,” Mr. Henry said. I hadn’t even realized I’d been growling until he gave me a stern look.

“What about ‘Dollie’? I used to have a cute little Shih Tzu named that when I was growing up, and she is such
 a precious doll.”

I bit back another growl. I wanted whatever name Mr. Henry wanted for me. He took one of the bowls and began scooping something from the table into it with a thoughtful look on his face.

“She is a doll, but what about Molly? Her name was Melissa before. Do you like that name, Molly?” he asked, looking back down at me.

I nodded. Eager to show my approval for the choice not
 made by Rachel.

“Good girl,” Mr. Henry said, setting the bowl down in front of me. It was filled with a generous portion of chicken and rice.

I leaned down and sniffed, catching the hidden flavors of garlic, oil, salt, and rosemary sprinkled throughout. I couldn’t help myself as I started scarfing down mouthfuls, only chewing for a moment before I swallowed. My stomach rumbled in delight as chicken filled my empty belly. The bowl slid as I stuck my nose into it to lap at my food. I whined and leaned down on my arms to take it in my hands, holding it still as I ate.

“She eats off the floor?”

“Of course. Where else would she eat?”

Rachel laughed.

“Look at her cute little ass sticking up. She really is just an eager little puppy, isn’t she?”

Mr. Henry said something but at that point I was too focused on my meal to care. It didn’t take me long to finish and when I sat up Rachel and Mr. Henry were both seated at the table, eating their dinners. I licked off some of the rice still clinging to my face and crawled over to Mr. Henry. I pawed at his leg and stared up at him with wide eyes. I could tell he had salmon on his plate.

“Oh? Done already?” he asked, looking down at me with a chuckle. “You’ve got rice all over yourself, sweet girl.” He took a napkin from off the table and wiped over my mouth with it.

“Is she begging?”

“I told you she was needy,” he said with an affectionate sigh. He patted my cheek and picked up a tiny sliver of salmon from off his plate. I leaned up, opening my mouth wide. He dangled it over my face. As soon as I started to whimper, he dropped it. I eagerly snatched it up and swallowed it down without even taking a moment to savor it.

“Come here, Molly
 ,” Rachel said, holding out a piece of salmon. “Beg
 . C’mon, girl. Beg.”

I felt heat rise to my face, but my hands and knees were already crawling towards her on their obedient puppet strings. I whined, giving her my best puppy eyes and held my mouth open wide. She chuckled and dropped the fish. I snapped it up in the air. This time I did take a few moments to savor the flavors before I swallowed it down.

“Does she like wine?” Rachel asked.

“Yes,” I said. I’d always liked wine. There had even been a small collection of it above my fridge back at the apartment I no longer owned. It was cheap stuff, but I could go through a bottle in no time.

Rachel started at my sudden response, perhaps she’d already forgotten I could speak.

“Can I give her some?” Rachel asked, looking back at Mr. Henry.

“Sure, just not too much.”

Rachel took her glass, swirling the maroon liquid in the bottom. She held it up to my lips and I reluctantly parted them. She poured the wine into my mouth. It washed over my tongue, leaving behind only a sweet aftertaste. I licked my lips when she pulled the glass away.

“Oh, you are just the cutest thing,” Rachel said.

“After dinner we can take her upstairs and play with her, if you want,” Mr. Henry said.

I wrinkled my nose in distaste at the idea, but no one noticed or seemed to care.

“Really?” she asked, her eyes sparkling. The corner of her lips turned up in a devious smile. “Do you like to play?”

I just nodded. I wasn’t quite sure what they meant, but from the smirk they shared I could take a guess.

I spent the rest of the dinner with my head resting against Mr. Henry’s leg. He softly petted my hair in between bites of his food. It wasn’t too long before they’d finished their meal.

“Should we head upstairs so I can get better acquainted with your sweet girl here?” Rachel asked, a devious look playing out across her face.

“Ready for some playtime, pup?” Mr. Henry asked as he stroked my head.





Chapter Three









I
 soon found myself being scooped up against the well-muscled chest of my master as he carried me to the bedroom, Rachel guiding the way with her solicitous smirk.

Rachel’s bedroom wasn’t like Mr. Henry’s at all – other than the overwhelming stench of lavender perfume that coated every surface. The entire room was covered in shades of grey, white, and beige color. The large bed was covered in plush blankets and at the foot of it was a large black leather chest. It wasn’t nearly as warm, and there was no fluffy dog bed for me anywhere in sight.

Mr. Henry set me on the bed and Rachel sat on the leather chest in front of me. Her eyes poured over my body.

“Can you lift your shirt for me, cutie? Show me what you’re hiding under there?”

I looked at Mr. Henry who stood beside me, a hand on my back.

“Don’t be shy. Rachel will make you feel good,” he said.

In truth, I was relieved to have the itchy fabric off my body. I raised it up over my breasts so she could get a good look. I wasn’t self-conscious about them – Mr. Henry played with them in the bath, and every boyfriend I’d ever had enjoyed them.

“Wow,” Rachel said with a whistle. “Aren’t those impressive? Here I thought it’d be all padding under that sweater. Are they real?”

“Touch them if you don’t believe it,” Mr. Henry said. I reveled in the pride dripping from his voice.

Rachel groped one of my breasts, squeezing it tight in her hand. Her nails dug in a little too hard. I whimpered, and she eased up her grip but kept a firm hold of me. With the pad of her thumb she lightly rubbed a circle around my nipple.

“Oh!” I said, as pleasure suddenly coursed through me. I bit my lip, annoyed at myself for responding to her touch.

“And you’re sensitive
 too? I could just eat you right up,” Rachel said, the grin on her face widening.

“You might get the chance,” Mr. Henry said with a wink. “Would you like that, Molly? Do you want to play with Rachel?”

I nodded, still biting my lip as Rachel teased my nipple with her thumb. Her fingers were soft, more delicate than Mr. Henry’s, but the way she tugged at my tits was something else entirely. Maybe she wasn’t so bad after all.

“You’re not so feisty now that you’re in my bed, are you?”

“No,” I said and shook my head.

The pair chuckled. It was only then I realized the question had been rhetorical. My face practically burned, but the humiliation was outweighed by the tingling sensations stirring in my needy body.

She released my nipple and I whined, wanting the touch of her fingers back. I wasn’t left whining for long as she turned her attention to my other, neglected nipple. She pinched it between her fingers, tugging and twisting until it was just as hard as the other.

“Close your mouth, pup,” Mr. Henry said, giving my ass a soft smack.

I hadn’t even realized I’d started to pant, tongue hanging out in a crude display as saliva dripped from my tongue to my chin. I pulled my tongue back into my mouth and pressed my lips together.

“I’m starting to see the appeal of these things,” Rachel said.

“Her tits?”

“No,” Rachel snorted. “I can always
 see the appeal in a cute girl’s tits. I meant keeping humans as pets.”

“She is perfect
 , isn’t she?”

“Well, she is missing a tail, but I think we can remedy that, don’t you?”

“Should we have her strip?”

“Can you do that for me, cutie?”

I looked at Mr. Henry again, uncertain. I wanted my master’s permission first.

“Go on, pup. Take off your clothes.”

I was all too eager to comply. I pulled the itchy fabric away from my skin. My sweater and skirt fell in an unceremonious pile beside the bed. I let out a pleased bark as my body was freed from its constraint.

They both chuckled.

“Good girl,” said Mr. Henry. “Now get on your hands and knees and stick out that cute little ass of yours. Now spread your legs. There’s a good girl.”

I pushed myself up onto my hands and knees, arching my back and spreading my legs. I felt a bit like a dog in heat waiting to be bred, tits hanging, ass out.

Rachel ran her fingers from the nape of my neck and down my spine to my ass.

“She even has a nice little bubble butt, doesn’t she? Where’d you ever find such a perfect specimen for your program?” She squeezed my ass, her nails dug in a little too hard again. I shifted uncomfortably, giving a small whine.

“Poor thing just came walking in off the street from a temp agency. You should have seen her resume. Sweet girl.”

Rachel’s hand slid from my ass down to the back of my thigh. It didn’t feel bad but it wasn’t nearly the same pleasurable feeling I got from when she pinched my nipples. I let out a quiet whimpering whine when she started to rub my thigh.

“You can’t tease her too much. She’s too needy for that.”

“She’s lucky she’s not my pet,” Rachel said with a soft laugh. “The needy ones are always the most fun. I’d have her crying, begging, and quivering before I finally let her cum.”

“Weren’t you just saying we should give her a tail?”

“Oh, right,” Rachel said with a grin. She slid off the bed and opened the leather chest and peered inside. From where I sat I couldn’t make out any of the contents, but Mr. Henry spared them a glance. “Hm, I wonder what kind of dog you are? Do you want a long tail or a short tail?”

I tilted my head to the side, not quite understanding. I shifted on my hands, wishing someone would just start touching me again.

“I don’t think she really cares, Rach,” Mr. Henry said. He must have noticed my uncomfortable movements because he licked his finger and lightly stroked my asshole with it. It was just a featherlight touch, barely anything, but it still sent a shudder through me.

“More?” I whined.

“Soon, baby,” Mr. Henry said.

“She might not, but I want her to be cute. I think a long, fluffy tail suits her best.”

Rachel finally picked something out of the trunk and held it up. It was a long, pink tail with a weird knobby bit on the end. I suddenly realized what Mr. Henry was doing as he picked a bottle up off the table and squirted something that looked like lotion onto his hand.

“Relax pup,” he said when I tensed my back.

“Won’t fit,” I said when I looked at the rounded knob.

“Yes, it will,” said Mr. Henry.

I whimpered as his fingers caressed my hole again, this time leaking that warm white lotion into my hole as he did.

Rachel came closer and spread some of the lotion on the knob as well, keeping her fingers away from the fluffy pink part. When she was done she handed it over to Mr. Henry.

I couldn’t keep from tensing as I felt it poke against the rim of my asshole.

“It’ll feel better if you just relax. It won’t hurt you. It’s alright puppy, I won’t do anything you can’t take.”

I whimpered as he slowly pushed the toy deep into my ass. It felt weird. It wasn’t like having my mouth or pussy filled with cock. It wasn’t horrible, but it wasn’t good. Mr. Henry worked it in slowly until I could feel the fabric tail tickling my skin. My ass swallowed up the knob. It was heavier than I’d thought it would be. I wiggled, eliciting a cheerful giggle from Rachel.

“Look at her,” Rachel said. “Isn’t she the sweetest little thing?”

“Wag your tail for us, pup. Go on.”

I shook my ass from side to side. The pink tail swished along with it, brushing over and tickling my thighs. I leaned forward to escape its tickling touch. My nose pressed to the bedspread and the tail swung between my legs. I could see it dangling when I looked back.

“Oh the things I’d love to do to such a sweet, obedient girl as you,” Rachel said.

“For now, this
 is all mine,” Mr. Henry said, his firm hand pressed up tight to my needy puss. “But you can use her mouth if you’d like.”

“I would like,” Rachel’s eyes lit up.

I tried to grind down on Mr. Henry’s hand but as soon as I did he pulled away.

I whined, shifting again. My nipples were hard, my ass was full, and no one
 was touching me.

Rachel sat in front of me. She spread her legs. Her maroon dress hitched up to expose her thighs. She wasn’t wearing underwear. I didn’t know if she’d taken them off at some point, or if, like me, she just didn’t wear them at all.

“Come here girl,” she said, beckoning me closer with one finger.

I crawled closer to her. She put her hand on the back of my head and slowly guided it down so I was laying on my forearms, face just inches from her pussy.

“Stick your tongue out,” Rachel said.

When Mr. Henry said nothing I parted my lips and stuck my tongue out.

“Good girl. Now lick.”

I tentatively leaned closer and gave a small, flickering lick over her vulva.

“Aw, she’s shy,” said Rachel.

Mr. Henry smacked my ass. I yelped and looked back at him, confused.

“That won’t do, pup. Lick harder. Lick as hard as you would if it were daddy’s cock. Be a good girl.”

I whined and turned back to Rachel. I’d never had to please another girl before. I stuck my tongue out again, this time licking from the bottom of her vulva all the way to the top, lingering for just a moment over her hooded clit as I did.

“There’s a good girl,” Mr. Henry said.

The weight of the bed shifted as he kneeled behind me. I heard the familiar sound of his pants unzipping. I paused, anticipating the feel of his cock rubbing against my eager labia. “Don’t stop. You focus on Rach, and I’ll focus on you
 .”

“Mhm,” Rachel moaned when I lapped at her again. “Such a sweet girl. Why don’t you try going a little faster, sweetheart?”

I tried to speed up like I did in daddy’s office. It was strange though. I preferred sucking. Small moans of pleasure drifted from her mouth to my ears, but it didn’t seem like enough. She wasn’t going breathless like I did. I gave up trying to lick. Instead, I took the hood of her clit in between my lips and started to suck like it was a cock.

“Oh! Good girl
 !” Rachel praised, her words trailing off into a loud moan.

Just then I felt the head of daddy’s thick cock press up against my pussy. He was already leaking precum.

I started to suckle Rachel’s clit more in earnest. If I sped things up with her maybe daddy would speed things up with me.

Mr. Henry pushed my tail to the side as he angled his cock, his head slowly pushing inside.

I whimpered with need, suckling harder on Rachel’s clit. I flicked my tongue out to poke and prod at where I knew her sensitive spot would be. I found it just as Mr. Henry shoved his dick inside of me. She and I both moaned at the same time, my voice muffled by her thighs that closed around my head and held me tight.

Mr. Henry slowly started to fuck me, rocking against my hips, his balls slapping gently against my body as he thrust in and out.

Rachel pushed my head down further and gripped my hair. My nose buried into her shaved groin. I parted my lips wider, taking as much of her into my mouth as I could before I started suckling again. This time I sucked harder, using my tongue to flick and tease her clit.

Mr. Henry sped up his thrusts, his cock fucking me hard, making me slid on the bed, forcing me to bob my head on Rachel as he did. I whimpered around her tip as daddy hit that special spot inside me.

Rachel moaned. I could taste her wet as her pussy trembled in my mouth. Her breathing was heavy. Mine must have gotten heavy too. I was practically panting through my nose as I just kept suckling, flicking, kissing, and licking.

Mr. Henry’s nails dug into my hips. He sped up. My tits bounced almost painfully as I was forcefully fucked by his massive cock. My thighs trembled. My body clenched tight. I could feel the weight of the plug tight in my ass.

Rachel’s nails dug into my scalp. She let out a heavy, shuddering breath as she released into my mouth. Her cum squirting out until it coated my tongue. I swallowed it down just as I would have Mr. Henry’s and lapped at her wet pussy.

I squeaked as Mr. Henry shot his load into me without warning, letting out my own pleasured moan as his warm cum flowed into me.

Rachel’s fingers eased up and slid from the back of my head to my cheek. She stroked my face with her thumb.

I looked up at her, my big brown eyes glistening with pleasure as Mr. Henry filled me.

“Good girl,” she praised. “You did such a good job.”

I wanted to grin and bark at her but I was too exhausted. I stayed on Mr. Henry’s dick for a few minutes longer, feeling him throb, pulse, and cum inside me, filling my belly. I wondered if I would look pregnant from how much he managed to pump into my body.

He finally pulled out, some of his cum spilling out onto the sheets below me.

Mr. Henry hooked an arm around my waist and pulled me back onto his lap. I winced a little as the tail was driven further up my ass.

“Good girl,” he praised as well. “So sweet and friendly. You rest now.” He nosed along my jawline and I was more than happy to comply, tucking my head under his chin, and closing my eyes.

I felt the bed shift again as Rachel crawled closer to us. Her back was up against mine, her breasts pressed against me. I heard what sounded like Mr. Henry and Rachel kissing. I quickly fell into gentle dreams where my body was played by deft fingers in a field covered in lavender.
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