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This is a continuation of my shorts, From Boss to Bimbo: Making of an Office Slut and My Boss, My Submissive. You can read this as a standalone but it’s best enjoyed after reading the first stories!


My Boss, My Submissive

“Let’s see ‘em,” I said, snapping my fingers. Immediately, my boss dropped her skirt so I could look at the “tattoos” I had her apply to her skin. It was actually permanent marker, but someday I thought it would make nice real tattoos.

Above her pussy, in bold black, were the words “Please Abuse”, with an arrow.

She turned around, where the words “Fill with Cum” decorated her lower back, an arrow pointing to her ass.

“And the top?”

She pulled her shirt up to reveal the words above her cleavage: “Public Use, Please Grope.”

Very nice, indeed. She was nearly perfect for completing her training as the office toy.

Two weeks seemed like a decent amount of time for it, too. Considering what a total bitch she’d been when we started, it was amazing how submissive and eager to please she was now. Sure, I’d had help from my friend Simon in the second week, but I thought I deserved a pat on the back for my hard work.

I could never have imagined, when I took that video of her fucking our company’s President, that she’d take so eagerly to her punishment. I’d wanted to blackmail her, and that’s how it started. But she’d barely even begun to submit to me before it became abundantly clear that it was truly her life’s calling.

Every nasty word, every filthy demand, every act of humiliation, every form of abuse, all served to make her hotter and hotter and happier and happier. She was at her best when she was sucking Simon’s cock, with my dick lodged in her ass, riding her Sybian machine.

The Sybian had been Simon’s idea, I do have to give him credit for that.

The machine was a beautiful thing. 22 pounds of pure depravity. There was a large phallic attachment, as well as a perfectly-shaped mound for her clit. The whole thing vibrated, and the dildo rotated, based on a set of controls. Of course, Simon and I always took over the controls, pressing her limits more and more with each session. By the end, we were having her ride the thing at almost full power for up to an hour, while we fucked her other holes.

And yeah, you guessed it, she loved it.

So, really, it was nothing but selfishness that kept me from going forward with the final phase of her training.

Turning her into a toy for the entire office.

I would still be her Master, but she was going to be a cum receptacle for every man who wanted to use her. Any hole, any time. They could spank her, slap her, spit on her. Call her any name they wanted. And it was her job to make sure they came, in one of her holes, or on her tits, wherever they wanted.

I know she was scared. Especially of the gang-bang that was sure to occur when we debuted her. But she was also excited, because she knew it would please me. And like any good pet, she was desperate to please her Master.

Plus, like I said, she was perfectly trained and addicted to cock and cum by then. She worshipped dick and most of her diet consisted of semen. Sometimes, I thought she would suck and fuck anything with a pulse. We could bring a homeless guy in off the street and she’d spread her legs and beg him to fuck her.

But I didn’t want to dirty my little whore that way, anyway.

It would be enough sharing her with the rest of the office.

The only snag was getting rid of my female coworkers. And that was easily resolved. Since Brenda was still the boss, she arranged a special retreat for the female workers – some sort of bonding, women-in-the-workplace thing that was good for making our company look progressive. The women were happy to have a day out of the office. The men weren’t so happy about it…yet. They still didn’t know what awaited them.

Simon and I were careful to keep the conference room clear throughout the morning. If anyone walked in and saw the Sybian machine sitting there on the small coffee table that usually held donuts, there would be a lot of questions.

Simon wrote out the e-mail we sent from Brenda’s computer, explaining that since the women essentially had a day off, there would be a special treat for the men in the conference room at noon.

Now, it was 11:45, and I was making sure Brenda looked perfect for her new stable of cocks.

Her long red hair was pulled into a very characteristic ponytail. She wore a shirt so slutty it could never pass for office wear. Her D-cup tits spilled from the top. And her skirt was tight enough to show off her perfect, round ass. Her brown eyes were heavily made up, which I liked because it made her look trashy when she gagged on my cock. She looked every inch the slut.

And once the men saw the instructions painted on her body, there’d be no question about her purpose.

Paul was the first man to shuffle in, looking tired. Which was understandable, given his age. Greg was second, looking much more spry. Not including Simon and I, there were seven men in our department, and they trudged in one by one, talking quietly amongst themselves as they took seats around the conference table. Simon and I remained standing beside the Sybian machine, which was attracting a lot of attention. We hadn’t attached the phallus, so it just looked like a black saddle with an electric cord.

“Hello, men,” I said, taking the lead once everyone was in. I saw many confused looks in Brenda’s direction; she looked terrified and slutty at the same time, her eyes and her clothes clashing. “Thanks for being so prompt.”

“What’s up? What’s the treat?” Greg shouted, impatient. He was the youngest guy in the office, and acted like it.

I smiled, winking at Simon.

“Sure, Greg,” I said. “Why not get right into it? As you all know, the women are off on a special retreat today. And that’s not very fair to us men. So in order to make up for that, we have a show for you. And, it’s interactive.”

The men were downright puzzled. I backed away and nodded for Brenda to take her place. She stepped forward, standing beside the machine, hands behind her back, shaking.

“Take off your shirt,” I said, arms crossed. The men only looked more confused; and when she obeyed, eyes glued to me, tits spilling out and bouncing, they nearly rioted. The words above her tits advertised her purpose, but they clearly didn’t understand yet.

“What..!”

“Brenda…?”

“This is…”

Their voices overlapped, but I held out my hand.

“I have an announcement that everyone in this room will enjoy,” I said. I turned to Brenda. “Keep undressing while I explain your new job to the men.”

She nodded, blushing hard, as she unzipped her skirt and let it drop.

“How would we all describe Brenda? A bitch, right? A terrible cunt of a boss. We all know that about her. Well, friends, I recently discovered that this snooty bitch is actually a desperate, cum-starved submissive. As you can see by the words decorating her body, Brenda loves nothing more than sucking and fucking, and serving men any way they desire.”

The room was silent. Stunned, jaws open, confused and speechless, the men stared at their boss’ naked body.

“I know you may not believe me,” I said. “Though Simon can back me up…”

“It’s true,” Simon cut in. “She’s a grade-A whore. She’ll beg you to fuck her, she’ll plead for you to let her suck your cock. All she wants is cum.”

“And to further prove it…”

I reached for the phallus attachment and slipped it onto the Sybian.

“…we’re going to show you one of her favorite tricks. This machine is going to fuck her, while you watch. You can control the intensity using these knobs. She will not cum until I tell her to, and she will beg and plead for me to let her. But she will hold back until I, her Master, gives her permission. Do we all want to see that?”

The answer was unanimous. Smiling, I clicked on the device

The Sybian began to hum; by now, being well-trained on the device’s particular pleasures, Brenda was dripping with arousal, the effect downright Pavlovian. Whatever ill effect her employees’ eyes on her naked body had was utterly erased by the hypnotic buzzing of the pleasure machine.

“Prepare, slave,” I barked.

“Yes, Master,” she said, blushing again as I reminded her how many men were watching her; looking out at the gathered men, I could see their wolfish stares, the way they squirmed a bit in their seats from the excitement of watching their boss about to fuck a machine right before their very eyes. I grinned at Simon, who returned the expression, and turned back to Brenda. She was poised above the machine, legs spread, knees bent so that she was just hovering over the saddle, the dildo barely parting her pussy lips. Just enough to tease her with its slow revolution.

“Are you wet, slave?” I prodded.

“Yes, Master,” she answered promptly, her eyes skipping over the room, unable to linger on any one of her employees for long.

“Why?”

“Because I’m horny, Master,” she whimpered, brown eyes wide and desperate. The position I trained her to take over the Sybian was hard on her thighs, and they shook slightly. “I want to cum. I want to fuck, please.”

“You want to fuck this machine, pet?”

She nodded.

“Yes, Master, please,” she said. Finally, her eyes were still, because she was looking at me. Her Master. Her owner.

“Why?” I demanded, going through the script we’d been rehearsing.

“Because I’m a worthless slut, sir,” she said.

“And are you looking forward to showing these men what a worthless little slut you are? I’m sure they’re looking forward to watching you humiliate yourself in front of them. Are you going to give them a good show?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, a plaintive tone in her voice now as her thighs quaked and her slit dripped onto the dildo. Her hard nipples seemed to beg for someone’s touch, and I could tell more than one of the men in the conference room would have happily volunteered. But there was time for that, soon enough.

“What do you think, boys?” I turned to address the crowd. “Are you looking forward to watching Brenda get fucked by a machine? She’s been such a bitch to all of us, maybe you don’t think she deserves to cum…”

“I want to see it,” James volunteered with a lecherous grin. My co-workers nodded, en masse, many of them adding vocally to the general agreement.

“Alright, then,” I said, grinning at my little fuck slave. “You may straddle the machine, slut.”

The groan of relief that escaped her throat was a particular type of poetry. The phallic attachment disappeared into her slit and she leaned forward so that her clit was pressed against the vibrator. The machine was set to its lowest vibration, but it still provided enough power to jiggle her generous breasts and make her eyes roll back into her head. Inside her desperate pussy, the dildo moved in its slow circles, pleasuring every inch of her cunt.

“Mmmmfff,” she moaned, unable to hold back. The men all leaned forward, enraptured by the sight of their bitchy boss riding the Sybian for their entertainment.

“Keep your eyes open, slave,” I reminded her. “Let the boys see just how much you love being a pleasure whore.”

“Y-yesss, sir,” she moaned, forcing her eyes open. Her hips began to work in tandem with the machine, until she was humping it at the same intensity that it vibrated. I fiddled with the controller, increasing the vibration and the speed of the phallus at the same time. Her breasts bounced harder on her chest as she moaned louder, her cheeks getting red, her eyes wide open but totally blank. Her mouth gaped open.

“Anyone want to take a turn with this little beauty?” I asked the room; Tom was the first to rise from his seat, but all seven of them were soon lined up, eager to play with our toys. Tom went slowly, easing the levels upward, seemingly afraid to overwhelm her.

“Don’t be afraid,” I said to the group. “She’s not going to break. In fact, she’ll probably need it as fast and hard as possible, because she’s been trained to cum that way.”

“Hey, bitch, touch your tits for us,” Greg suddenly shouted, clearly one of the brave ones. “Give us a real show.”

Brenda moaned as she obeyed him, eagerly. Her hands moved to her breasts, her fingers pinching and teasing her nipples. The sensation made her back arch, which drove the dildo even further into her cunt. At the same time, James grabbed the controls and pressed them up a few notches, and her cry of surprise and pleasure filled the room. Her breasts were bouncing generously now in her hands, her thighs squeezing the sides of the machine as she struggled to keep her balance.

“Fuck, this is hot,” Brad groaned.

“She’s always been such a fucking bitch, I’ve dreamed of something like this ever since she started working here,” Greg agreed.

“She always acted all stuck-up,” Tom observed, passing the controls to Paul, one of the oldest men in the office. He gave her a more conservative increase in vibration, but it was enough for Brenda to release a guttural noise that I’d come to recognize very well. She was on the verge of cumming. But she knew that she couldn’t, not until I told her to. She looked at me, eyes begging.

“Not yet, slut,” I said. “Don’t you dare cum until I tell you to.”

“Who’d have thought, all this time, she was a mindless whore on the inside.”

“She looks like she wants to cum.”

“She only cums on command? How did you train her so well?”

“Fuck, look at her, she’s squirming like an impatient little girl…”

“But those tits, watch them go…”

The men were excited now, all talking over each other, passing the controls around. Each man raised the level, until she was riding the Sybian so hard she couldn’t touch her breasts anymore, she had to grab the saddle so she wouldn’t fall off. Inside her dripping pussy, the dildo was thrusting and stroking every inch, while her clit was tortured by the constant vibrations, the machine built to provide as much pleasure as possible – now turned into a torture device as it went far above normal tolerance levels, and yet I still held her back from her orgasm.

“P-please,” she finally had to beg, her toes curling, her eyes frantic. “Please, Master, I c-can’t…p-p-please let me cum, oh, please…”

“You can cum…if you tell the boys here exactly how you’re going to make up for all your abuse over the years,” I said. “What do you have planned for them, Brenda? Tell your employees what your new job title is.”

“F-fuckkk,” she cried out. “O-office toy! I’m going to b-b-be your…f-f-fuck toy…suck a-and fuck y-you when..whenever…”

“Do you get the idea, men?” I asked the salivating crowd. Every eye was glued to our poor, desperate boss, her hips trying to keep up with the machine, her body tense and tortured with the release it needed so badly.

“Let her cum,” Paul said, smirking. “I want to see it.”

The men all nodded their agreement.

“You heard them, pet,” I said. “Cum for us. Now.”

Her whole body released like a rubber band snapping, her pussy spilling its juices across the saddle, her cry of pleasure crashing against the walls. The men hooted their pleasure at her lewd display, her back arching so that her breasts pointed towards us and bounced quickly. All through her climax, the machine kept up its frantic pace, pushing her further and further into the rabbit hole of lust.

It seemed like no sooner did her climax end that another began, a wailing noise escaping her throat. Simon was holding the controls by then, and we exchanged a glance. Slowly, he lowered the dials until the machine died down to a manageable hum, Brenda panting and limp as she straddled it.

“Very good, slave,” I said, stepping forward to offer her my hand, knowing she needed help to stand by herself after such rough treatment on the Sybian. “What do you say?”

Brenda’s eyes landed on me, gleaming with stupid pleasure.

“Thank you, sir,” she groaned, taking my hand and letting me pull her from the machine. “Thank you…”

“That was fucking amazing,” Greg said, the sentiment very clearly shared by all the men as they nodded. I shared another grin with Simon; we’d only just started. I helped Brenda closer to the group of men, none of whom could take their eyes off our freshly-humiliated boss. Then, with a gentle pressure between her shoulder blades, I forced her to her knees.

“Well, after a show like that, it wouldn’t be very fair for our new toy to leave you boys hard,” I explained. “I told you that she was going to be here to serve you, however you may want. Our boss loves cum. She loves swallowing it, she loves having it in her pussy, she loves it filling her ass. She loves to lick it off her tits….”

The men were more or less drooling by then. And they all sported impressive tents in their pants.

“…so this relationship is quite symbiotic. Starting today, starting right now, any man who needs a place to shoot his load will have a perfectly willing cum receptacle. Her door is always open for anyone who needs a warm hole to fuck. Right, boss?”

Brenda gulped hard and blushed, but she nodded.

“Yes, sir,” she said meekly. “I’m here to serve you…all of you.”

“Very good,” I said, petting her head, appreciating the way she looked up at me with total obedience and gratitude for the kind touch. “Now, are you ready to begin?”

I wasn’t asking her, because it didn’t matter whether or not she was ready. She would have to be ready, no matter what. I was asking the men. And true to form, Greg pushed his way to the front of the little semi-circle, already unzipping his pants.

“C’mere, you stuck-up whore,” he said, releasing his cock; it wasn’t that large, but my little slut looked at it with as much anticipation and eagerness as my own nine-inch monster. She reached forward, grabbing his cock and stroking it; Greg groaned as Tom stepped forward, releasing his own member for our boss to serve.

She held each cock in her hand, stroking them for just a few seconds before she leaned in and swallowed Greg’s tip into her mouth, her hand still stroking Tom while she began to suck Greg off. She knew, from serving Simon and I, that she should never ignore one cock in favor of another, so she soon switched to sucking Tom’s cock while stroking Greg.

Meanwhile, the rest of our crew was busy unzipping themselves, and Brad took the initiative of walking around to crouch behind her, thrusting two fingers into her dripping cunt. She groaned, her mouth full of cock, spit running down her chin.

“Fuck, yeah, you little slut,” Tom groaned, reaching down to push on her head, thrusting forward until she was deep-throating him. Her grip on Greg’s cock never slacked, and now with her spit lubricating his cock he was enjoying a pretty nice hand job. Still, he had never been the most patient guy, and after letting Tom fuck her throat for a minute, he grabbed her head away and forced his cock past her lips.

Brad grabbed her hips and lifted them, forcing her to shift slightly, her eyes widening in surprise. But the new angle allowed him access to her cunt, and a second later he was slipping inside her, burying himself balls-deep into her warm, wet snatch. Her eyes rolled back again as Greg thrust his hips into her throat, his hands holding her head in place while he raped her mouth as hard as Brad was fucking her pussy.

Greg groaned in satisfaction, cumming into her mouth; the rest of us were treated to the beautiful sight of her throat contracting as she swallowed every drop of his cum. And no sooner did he pull away then Tom had her mouth on him again, fucking her throat just as hard as Greg had, if not harder. And Brad was enjoying himself, ramming himself again and again into her cunt, rubbing her clit and watching her hips writhe and squirm in pleasure.

I, personally, had never seen her so happy; as another man stepped forward to take Greg’s place and Tom unloaded in her throat, she was nearly stuffed full of cock, filling her belly with cum, fucked from behind while her employees watched and hollered and called her names.

“Suck me off, bitch!”

“God, this fucking pussy is good, and she fucking loves it, she’s such a fucking whore, I never realized…shit, it’s so good, I’m gonna cum right in her cunt…”

“I can’t wait to show her just what you get for being a bitch…”

Whenever her mouth wasn’t stuffed full of cock, she was moaning and panting and begging for more. I didn’t remind her that she was supposed to be quiet, because the men were loving it. Finally, Brad slammed her hips backwards as his own thrust forward, and she shook with pleasure as he filled her with cum.

“Thank you, fuck, thank you,” she panted, looking up with dead eyes as yet another employee grabbed her head and forced his cock into her mouth. She licked at his shaft each time he pulled away, and groaned in satisfaction when he shoved himself deep into her throat. Another man stepped in and she happily took his cock in hand, switching off so that she could lap and tease this new cock before he rammed it into her sweet throat.

Paul, nearly old enough to retire, grey-haired and liver-spotted, pushed his way through the hollering crowd and grabbed her hips. Her pussy dripped with Brad’s cum, and Paul was clearly too refined to double dip; instead, he spread her cheeks wide, spit into her ass, and shakily guided his wrinkled cock until it pressed against her rosebud.

This attracted the attention of the other guys, who very much enjoyed the sight of their elderly coworker about to fuck their boss’s asshole. In fact, it was so amusing, that once our little slut had been fed another generous helping of cum, everyone stepped back to watch it happen. Even Simon and I were excited as he slowly pushed his cock into her ass.

“Oh, fuck,” Brenda moaned; since she was only dealing with one cock now, she could lean forward, dropping onto her elbows so that her ass was high in the air. “Yes, oh, fuck yes, sir, please fuck my ass, please…”

Watching her beg an old man to fuck her ass was amazing; it was even better when she grabbed her clit and began to rub herself while he did it. Paul panted, struggling to keep up his pace, but he didn’t struggle to hold his boner. His fat cock spread her wide as he thrust into her tender asshole, her body bucking in pleasure beneath him. With her hips working up and down, it was almost like watching her fuck herself in the ass, doing most of the work from below while Paul just provided the cock.

“Oh, god yes, yes,” she moaned over and over again, rubbing her clit furiously now. “Please, sir, cum in my ass, I want it so bad…”

Paul groaned, shoving his old cock deep inside her as he graciously gave her what she so desperately wanted. Our boss’ eyes rolled back in her head, her mouth open wide, as she came to the sensation of Paul emptying his balls into her ass. She was drooling in mindless pleasure; I couldn’t even think of punishing her for talking out of turn or cumming without permission, because watching it was so damn hot. Paul groaned as he pulled out, his cock spurting one last dollop of cum onto her ass.

“M-more,” she moaned, gazing up at the men who still waited to be pleased. Greg was hard again already, holding himself in his hand and stroking himself while he watched the bitch on her hands and knees, begging her employees for more cum. Soon enough, Brenda was stuffed full of cock again, moaning in pleasure while someone fucked her from behind and two men used her throat.

The men used her exactly as she was always meant to be used: a sex toy, a fuck doll, something that was made purely to serve men’s needs. Again and again, the men of the office descended on her, filling every hole with their seed and coming back for more. The more she took, the more depraved she looked, the more they treated her the way she wanted to be treated.

“She’s a filthy little slut…”

“I’m going to fuck her ass every single morning, and her throat every afternoon…”

“Wait until we have to stay late for quarterly reports, and she can crawl from desk to desk, sucking us off as a reward for all our hard work…”

“I can’t wait to start my day watching her beg for my cum…”

Finally, though, the fun had to come to an end. The men were spent – all but Simon and I, who’d merely watched in joy and amusement as the guys got their first taste of our office fuck slave. Her breasts were red, nipples puffy from being grabbed and pinched. Cum dripped from every hole, and covered her tits and ass.

Her lips were chafed from sucking dick and her throat was undoubtedly raw. She looked like she was in utter paradise, lying spread eagled on the floor. Her new “tattoos” looked beautiful, declaring her purpose to anyone who might not know.

The men slowly began to drift towards the conference table and sit down, many looking quite worse for the wear. One might even have pitied them, if you didn’t know just why they looked that way.

“Go wash yourself off,” I said, speaking down to Brenda. “You don’t want to go home to your husband looking and smelling like the dirty whore you are, do you?”

It took her awhile to get herself together, but eventually she managed to get onto her hands and knees. She started to lift herself onto her feet, but I had a better idea for her.

“Crawl to the bathroom,” I said. “Show the men that you’re going to be a good little pet, even when we’re through with you.”

“Yes, Master,” she said, nodding. She’d gotten really adept at crawling. She’d gotten good at a lot of things these past two weeks.

Simon and I stood at the head of the table and looked down at a row of tired-but-happy male faces.

“So,” I said. “What do you think?”

“I think it’s goddamn fabulous,” Greg offered.

“I don’t want to retire anymore,” Paul said.

“My wife is going to thank the heavens that I don’t nag her for sex all the time anymore,” Tom said. “She’s gotten so damn frigid, it’ll be nice to have a bitch to fuck whenever I want.”

Well, it was obvious no one had any problems with the arrangement.

At least, it seemed obvious…

“So it’s decided,” I said. “You’ve all given her a test drive, and we agree that she’ll be our office pet. But I’m her Master. I’ll ask you all to kindly remember that. You can do whatever you want to her, but she’s mine.”

A chorus of agreement rang through the room. It was well before the end of the work day, but since the women all had half the day off, I figured the men could have the same liberty. But before I could suggest that everyone head home, the door to the conference room swung open with a bang. All eyes turned to see what the problem was…

As it turned out, it was a very big problem.

“Why the fuck is Brenda covered in cum and crawling across the office?”

Mr. Pincher stood in the doorway, holding a sniffling and shaking and still-naked Brenda by the elbow.

Well…fuck.
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Mr. Pincher’s eyes were nearly bugging out of his head. I was alone in the conference room with him, the rest of the men having been dismissed so that I could try and explain what Mr. Pincher had walked in on. Well, Brenda was there too, but she was too shocked and scared to say anything on her own behalf. Surely, the last thing she wanted was for her boss and sometimes-lover to find her in the state she was in, covered in cum with cum slut written all over her body.

“You blackmailed her?”

“Well, at first, yes,” I said. “And frankly, Mr. Pincher, the video I blackmailed her with concerned you as well.”

He looked like a tea kettle about to boil.

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“I saw you and her in the break room, going at it like animals,” I said. “And I recorded it on my phone. That’s what I used against her. But Mr. Pincher, I have to let you know, she’s doing this because she wants to, more than because she has to.”

“Impossible,” he said. “This is…this is…this is ludicrous! I demand to see the video! You’re all going to get fired! I’m going to cut you all in half! Starting with you.”

Mr. Pincher turned his anger on Brenda, who was now somewhat covered by some rags from under the sink. The Sybian machine was still sitting on the small table. The whole situation was very surreal.

Once the shock of being discovered passed, I remembered that I still had the upper hand, and all my panic disappeared. Mr. Pincher had a family, too. And a lot of respect in the business community. Both of which would certainly be at peril if the video got out. I pulled up the video on my phone and slid it across the desk so that he could see it.

“I have lots of backups saved on lots of flash drives and in my e-mail account,” I said blandly.

Mr. Pincher’s face distorted, his expression moving back and forth from fear and rage.

“But you don’t have to worry,” I said, leaning forward to take my phone back. “This video will never see the light of day. Not as long as you forget what you saw here.”

“I can’t do that,” he snapped. “Do you honestly think I can allow her to continue acting as a supervisor, when she clearly has no power over her employees?”

Well, that was something of a pickle, wasn’t it?

“So demote her,” I suggested. Brenda’s eyes widened. “She can go back to her starting position. Make someone else the boss. Hell, make me the boss. Yeah…yeah, Mr. Pincher. That sounds perfect.”

“I’m not going to promote you, you jackass! You’re extorting me! This is blackmail!”

“Duh,” I said. “Either you promote me, and keep her hired, or everyone will see your wrinkly old dick, plowing into your favorite employee’s pussy.”

He was back to fuming; but beneath that, I saw his surrender. Finally, his fists relaxed, his jaw drooped, and he shook his head slowly.

“I have no choice…” he said.

“No, you don’t,” I said. I felt a little bad for the old guy. He’d worked his whole life to make his company successful, and now he was being blackmailed by me, some peon punk half his age. “But you do have a choice about how you react to this.”

He grumbled something, staring down at his hands. I caught Brenda’s eye and smirked.

“Can you think of a way to make Mr. Pincher feel better about all this, slave?”

She hummed, eyes lighting up at the thought of one more dick to service.

And Mr. Pincher was looking a little more chipper, too.

“Ask Mr. Pincher how he wants to use your body,” I instructed her. “And ask nicely.”

“Yes, sir,” she nodded, then slid elegantly to the floor. She crawled over to him, the rags falling away to reveal her curvy, cum-stained, foul-worded body. I noticed that some of her “tattoos” were kind of smudged. It was a shame.

“Please, sir,” she said, batting her eyes at our boss. “How may I service your cock? I’d like to take you any way you want me.”

Now, the old guy looked positively buoyant. I guessed that in his previous dealings with Brenda, she’d been a little bitchier about giving it up to him, using her body as a bargaining chip. Now, she was begging on her hands and knees to be allowed to worship his cock.

“Suck me off, you dirty little bitch,” he said. “You were always so fucking lazy. You always acted like you were too good to fuck me. Like I should be thanking you for letting me into that cunt of yours. Now, be a good girl and suck my cock, the way you should have been doing all along.”

“Yes, sir,” she said. “Thank you, sir. I’ll be good this time, sir.”

She reached for him, his cock hard already as she palmed it. It was bigger than I remembered seeing in the video, and our slave moaned as she licked it to life. She treated it like a popsicle, drawing her tongue across it in long, savoring licks, sucking at the tip while humming her satisfaction. She pulled away with a pop.

“Thank you, sir,” she moaned. “Will you please fuck my throat? I want you to fuck me like the dirty slut I am…”

She was so damn good at her job. It was impressive. Mr. Pincher grabbed her by the hair and forced himself into her eager mouth. Her cheeks puffed with him, her hands moving to her tits and squeezing them up, creating a beautiful tableau of cleavage for him to admire while he fucked her throat. I was getting hard myself, watching my perfect toy play with her tits while sucking this old man’s cock, nearly swallowing it whole. Mr. Pincher groaned, looked at me with eyes that told me he was getting used to this whole arrangement.

“You’ve trained her well,” he grunted.

“I have,” I admitted. “I’m actually quite good at managing people. This deal isn’t as bad as it looks. You’ll have a perfectly submissive little fuck toy whenever you want to drop into the office, and she’ll keep morale way up.”

He grunted his approval, forcing her head against his lap, her nose pushed to his lower belly as his hips worked. Her spit flowed down his balls as she gagged; how long had it been since she came up for air? Tears rolled down her cheeks.

“That’s right, you uppity cunt,” he growled. “Now, time to swallow. Eat up, bitch.”

He convulsed, groaned, and closed his eyes in ecstasy as he unloaded into her raw, abused, and willing throat. She took every drop, as usual, sucking even once he had nothing more to give. He ripped her head away, looked her right in the eye, and spit onto her face.

“Thank you, sir,” she moaned.

“You’re welcome,” he chuckled, and zipped his pants up with a contented sigh. “Now, starting tomorrow, you’ll be taking Jared’s position. He’ll take your office. But, of course, you know what your real job is, right?”

“Yes, sir,” she said as he gave her hair a violent shake. “I’m a cum dumpster for the office.”

“That’s right,” he said, releasing her. “If I ever hear that you deny anyone…”

“She won’t,” I jumped in. “Or she’ll be punished by her Master. Right, pet?”

“Yes, sir,” she said. “I’ll always obey you and do what you say. I will suck and fuck everyone you want me to, whenever you tell me to. My body is yours.”

“Very good,” I said, rising to shake Mr. Pincher’s hand and seal the deal. “Now, you still have to get cleaned up. And meet me in my office before you go so I can give you one last little treat. You’ve missed your Master’s dick today, haven’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” she purred. I walked Mr. Pincher to the door, letting her crawl to the bathroom on her own. We talked about my new salary and general responsibilities; but since Brenda knew all that information, I could just get it all from her. While I was fucking her ass. In my office.
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No one questioned why I was suddenly the manager and Brenda was back working in the office. Why should they? The men knew why, and the women were just happy to see the bitch was back where she belonged, working for the man just like the rest of them.

Of course, the women had no idea just how much extra work Brenda did.

They must have noticed how often she disappeared with some man from the office, but it wasn’t talked about – at least not openly. Brenda always had her “tattoos” on under her clothes, and often she sat at her cubicle with a vibrator in her pussy or ass, with me controlling it remotely from my office. I didn’t think I’d ever really be done with her training.

And that became very clear indeed one day, two weeks after my promotion. I walked into the men’s room, thinking I would find her there. Indeed, she was bent over, her face almost pressed into the toilet, while Tom reamed her asshole. I always made her wash herself thoroughly before I fucked her, but the other guys didn’t seem to mind fucking her until she was bursting with cum. It was pretty hot, I had to admit.

“Oh, fuck,” Tom growled, slamming against her and shuddering. Her face pressed against the porcelain, one hand between her legs, rubbing her clit while Tom filled her ass with cum.

“Thank you,” she moaned, over and over, as he filled her up. “Thank you, sir…”

“Whatever,” he groaned, pulling out. “I’ve got those damn reports to finish…oh, hey, boss.”

Tom grinned as he saw me waiting.

“I think her pussy’s pretty fresh,” she said, slapping her ass a few times like she was prime livestock he was showing off, which wasn’t far from the truth. “Definitely can’t say that for her ass…”

“Thanks, Tom,” I said. “But get back to those reports, huh?”

“Right-O,” Tom said. Morale really was up, and I turned out to be a good manager after all. Productivity was at an all-time high. Brenda turned to me, dropping to her knees. Usually, she was positively ecstatic whenever I came near her. She really did love her Master. Today, though, she was very morose. I’d noticed it earlier, which was why I was looking for her anyway.

“What’s wrong, pet?” I asked.

Somehow, I’d actually grown to care for the bitch, a little bit. I guess because she really was a pet; I’d worked hard to train her into exactly the kind of fuck toy I wanted, so I was invested in her.

“I…um…I…”

“Spit it out,” I said.

“He kicked me out,” she finally said, looking up at me through heavy lashes. “My husband kicked me out. I have nowhere to go…he’ll take the kids…he knows I was cheating, so I won’t get anything in the divorce…”

Poor thing was actually crying. As much as she loved being my pet and the office toy, I know she loved her life, too. She clearly chose being a submissive over her old life, but it must still hurt to lose everything.

“I’m sorry, pet,” I said, putting my hand out. She crawled towards me, nudging my palm with her head so I could stroke her hair. “Where are you staying?”

“A motel,” she sniffled. “But I don’t know how long I can stay there…I don’t have much money…”

Hmm.

“Sounds like you’re going to have a hard time,” I said. She blinked up at me, pretty little mouth screwing up, clothes disheveled so that one breast hung out of her shirt. Her lips quivered a little bit.

“Master….” She started to say. I thought I knew what she was going to ask, but I wanted her to say it.

“Yes, pet?”

“Um….I thought…maybe…what if…I could…well, maybe I could be your pet all the time?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well…I could be your slave here at the office…and at home? I could cook and clean, and I’d always be there to serve you…”

I sighed. I knew she was going to ask that.

“That sounds like it would be a lot of work for me,” I said. “Basically supporting two people, and making sure you behaved all the time…”

“I will,” she pleaded. “I will always be your good little bitch, Master. I promise, I’ll do everything you want, exactly how you want it…”

It sounded perfect, to me. But I didn’t want her to know that and get a big head. So I acted very put out by it all.

“I’d really be doing you a big favor,” I said. “I would hope you’d be very grateful to me.”

“Yes, sir,” she said. “I’d be so grateful. I’d devote my whole life to serving you. I’d always be the perfect fuck toy.”

“But you won’t always be pretty and fuckable forever,” I observed. She bit her lip.

“Then I’ll find you a new fuck toy, and train her so that she’s perfect for you, too,” she said. “My daughter…”

Wow. She was actually considering training her daughter to be just like her. I didn’t really want that, but it showed commitment.

“No,” I said. “I wouldn’t be interested in her. But you might be useful. Until you’re too used up to fuck, at least. And then I suppose you would make a decent house slave…”

“Yes, I would,” she nodded eagerly. “I promise.”

I sighed.

“Fine,” I said. “I’ll give you a trial period.”

“Thank you, Master,” she said, on the verge of tears again. “Thank you so much!”

“Thank me properly,” I scowled down at her. Immediately, she dropped to all fours, licking my shoes before making her way up to my hard, throbbing cock. As I looked down at her, worshipping my cock, gratitude in her eyes, I thought my life was just about perfect.

And all because of some quarterly reports that should have been done in blue, instead of red.

That was the best mistake I ever made.
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