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Chapter One









M
 r. Henry’s house was large – much larger than my tiny shoebox apartment. My entire unit could fit into his living room alone. Everything smelled clean and fresh, my puppy nose delighted in all the new smells that came to me. As soon as we were inside I started to tug on my clothes. They were so itchy and uncomfortable. I just wanted to be naked in Mr. Henry’s lap.

“Go ahead,” Mr. Henry said as he shut the door behind us.

I peeled off my shirt and pushed down my skirt. I wasn’t wearing underwear – they were still back in his desk at the office. I didn’t care if he never gave them back to me. I had no use for them anymore. I stood there, stark naked, except for the black ribbon tied around my throat. My ‘collar’ Mr. Henry had called it.

“Good girl,” Mr. Henry praised as he patted my head. “Such a good pet. Let’s go upstairs now and get you cleaned up, then we can talk about the rules. Okay?”

I beamed and barked a happy reply. If I’d had a tail it surely would have wagged.

The bedroom was just as luxurious as I’d imagined. There was a fireplace nestled in the corner of the room, in front of which was a large, fluffy dog bed. His bed was covered in soft, plush, cherry red blankets. I couldn’t help myself as I jumped onto it – to my master’s amusement. He chuckled and patted my ass as I buried my nose in the pillows.

The pillow was soaked in his scent – slightly musky with a mix of teakwood cologne. I wanted to bath in it, but then, the faintest hint of lavender drifted in with the rest. I sniffed harder, then looked quizzically up at my master. That smell didn’t belong there.

“What is it, sweet girl?” he asked as he sat beside me on the bed.

“Lavender?” I asked.

“Hm?”

“There’s lavender here,” I said. My tongue felt heavy as I struggled to get the words out. I could still talk, but it felt so unnecessary. Whining, whimpering, barking – it all got my points across just fine, so why bother with needless noise?

“Ah,” Mr. Henry said, still rubbing my ass in a comforting way. “You must smell Rachel’s perfume.”

Without thinking I growled. It was a mewling, pathetic sound but it came out nonetheless.

“Now, now. Is my sweet pup jealous?”

I shook my head but glowered at the same time.

“I think you are,” he said. “Rachel is my girlfriend, but don’t worry, sweet thing. You’ll be my only pet.”

The smell of her tainted his bed. I huffed and pushed the pillow away.

“Don’t be like that. It’s time for your bath.”

“Okay,” I said, slowly sitting up.

To my surprise, Mr. Henry scooped me up into his arms and carried me into the master bath on the other side of the bedroom. He placed me on the toilet and rolled up his sleeves, turning on the water. I shivered a little. The bathroom was colder than the rest of the house. As the water rose, he poured a pink liquid into it. It colored the water a milky white with a subtle pastel pink hue. The water started bubbling and soon the bath was overflowing with soft, pillow-like mounds.

“Time to get in,” Mr. Henry said. He pulled on the ribbon around my throat and it came undone. My throat felt naked and bare. I didn’t like not being able to feel the silk there, a symbol of Mr. Henry’s ownership.

Before I could vocalize my discomfort, Mr. Henry scooped me back up and slid me into the warm water toes first. I shivered and clung to him as he put me in. When my ass touched the porcelain bottom of the tub I let go. The scent of roses drifted to my nose. There was a subtle, chemical underlayer I didn’t quite understand but as I sat in the bubbly, pastel pink waters my muscles relaxed. I leaned back, letting my breasts dip under the water along with the rest of my body.

“That’s it. Good girl. Soon you’ll start to feel really good.”

I wasn’t sure what he meant by that. I always felt good in his presence. Still, I leaned let myself go limp as he pulled a fluffy cloth from beside the tub and started rubbing it over my arms and throat.

“Now, I suppose we should go over some house rules, hm?”

“Okay,” I said, leaning into his touch when he wiped down my throat.

“First of all, the bed is mine. Your bed is by the fireplace. You can sleep with me if I give you permission, or if I’m fucking you, but other than that you wait for permission. Oh – that goes for all the furniture in the house, not just the bed.”

I frowned, wondering if I’d already broken Mr. Henry’s rules. I wanted to be a good girl for him.

“I’ll excuse earlier. You didn’t know the rules yet, but from now on, I expect you to obey them. While you’re in my house you are a pet. When we’re at the office you can act like a girl. I expect you to be dressed and to behave yourself, but as soon as we come home you’re to get naked and be on your hands and knees. Understand?”

I nodded. A gentle tingling sensation started to course through my body, especially where Mr. Henry rubbed me. As he finally dipped below the water and rubbed the cloth over my nipple I couldn’t help but let out a tiny gasp. Just the brief touch of the cloth sent a jolt of electricity through my body.

“Does the puppy like the mixture I added?” Daddy asked with a chuckle. “It’s a product we’re developing for our puppy program. It’s a stimulant. We’re still working out the dosages. You should be getting nice and horny, little pup.”

“Touch,” I said, leaning forward to press my breast into the cloth and his palm.

“Now, now, needy thing,” he said, pulling his hand away. “You just lean back and let daddy do what he wants.”

I whined. That hardly seemed fair. He was the one who poured the mix into the bath after all. I had been perfectly fine to just let him bathe me, but now I wanted to pull him into the tub with me so we could play some more.

“Hush,” he said. “Or I’ll drain the tub right now and you can take care of yourself.”

I whimpered and leaned back. I spread my legs open wide, invitingly, but Mr. Henry didn’t seem to notice. Instead, he dropped the cloth off on the side of the bath and lowered his hand into the water. He cupped my right tit in his hand, giving it a playful bounce.

I bit my tongue to keep from whining at him again.

As he squeezed my tit he slid his middle and index finger right over my nipple and pinched it between his fingers.

I pressed my lips together, struggling not to press against him as he started to tug on me.

“I said no whining, but you moan all you want. I want to hear you whimper for my touch.”

I let out my restrained whimper as his other hand grabbed my tit. Now he was pulling on both nipples, making them hard, tingling, and sensitive. My thighs were trembling. I knew I was getting wet as my pussy yearned to be touched as he fondled my breasts.

“There, there, sweet girl. Daddy will do as he pleases with you.”

I whined as his left hand released my nipple and dipped into the water. Between the bubbles and the milky bathwater, I couldn’t see where it was going, but I could feel his fingertips trailing gently down my abdomen to my belly button. He circled it with his finger for a moment, so temptingly close.

Then he dipped lower to teasingly dangle his fingers right over my yearning pussy. His finger lightly stroked me. His touch was so painfully light. I was still sore from being fucked on his desk before he brought me home, but I couldn’t help but lean up against his hand. As soon as I moved, he pulled his fingers away.

“Ah-ah. You just lie there, pup.”

I bit my lip and tried to relax.

With a deliberate, frustrating slowness he slowly dipped his fingers back into the water, barely even touching me. When his finger finally pressed against my tip I couldn’t help but whimper. He chuckled and started to slowly rub a circle around, but not ever directly on my clit.

“Daddy,” I whimpered, wanting him to use just a little more pressure. Just a little more so I could come. “Please? Please?”

“Oh, come on now. That won’t do. I’ve barely touched you at all.”

The pad of his finger just kept rubbing, slipping in and out of the folds of my pussy. He grinned the entire time, enjoying the feel of my thighs trembling against his arm as he teased me.

With his other hand he pulled and tugged at my nipple. Occasionally he pinched it or rolled it between his fingers. It was almost painful, but I didn’t care. It sent electric spasms of pleasure through me.

Still, it wasn’t enough. Other than my nipple his fingers were so devilishly light. He was playing me like an instrument, eliciting as many moaning sounds as he could before I finally came.

“No more,” I whined.

That only seemed to encourage him to keep going.

“We’re done when I say we’re done. C’mon now. Be a good girl. Cum for me.”

I whimpered as he continued to stimulate my clit with the pad of his finger. At last, he pressed down on me fully. I spasmed as relief flooded through my body. I clenched my eyes shut as I came. I moaned and braced my arms as I pressed up against his palm, rubbing my pussy against him. He didn’t pull away this time.

I slumped back in the bath, breathing heavily as he pulled his hand away with a chuckle. I opened my eyes again to see Mr. Henry watching me with a grin on his face. His hand rested on my thigh, petting softly as I breathed.

“Didn’t I tell you you would feel good?”

I nodded, relaxing back into the bath as my muscles softened to jelly.

“Now, my other rule – you don’t come without permission. You’re my puppy. I take care of you and I decide when you’ve had enough.”

I nodded, exhausted and ready to fall asleep.

Mr. Henry picked up the white cloth again. He resumed running it over my body and although my skin was still tingling my exhaustion wore out. He scrubbed down my thighs, my ass, and spent a long time washing my breasts. He seemed to like them. Most men did.

I let out a happy, contented sigh when he poured some water over my long brown hair with a cup sitting beside the bath.

When he was satisfied that I was finally clean, his arm disappeared into the water by my feet. Then, the tub started to drain. Mr. Henry scooped me up into his arms as he’d done before. I had the irresistible urge to shake myself like a dog and so I did, spattering water all over the floors and daddy’s T-shirt. He chuckled and wrapped my body in a soft white towel.

He carried me back into the bedroom and set me down on his bed. His clothes were soaked. I thought he might be angry but instead he just peeled them off his body, down to his silk black boxers. Surely, no one had as kind and forgiving a master as me.

He went back into the bathroom and returned with my ribbon. I perked up as he wrapped the silk cloth around my throat again and tied it in a bow.

“Aren’t you a pretty thing?” he praised, and I beamed. He stood there for a moment and admired my naked body.

“Yes!” I said, eager to agree.

Mr. Henry chuckled. He picked up the towel and dried my hair, ruffling it in the process. When he was done, he wrapped the towel around my shoulders and picked me up again.

He carried me out into the hallway, I shivered and clung to his warm, naked chest. His muscles were firm. I wondered if he worked out when he wasn’t at the office. He must have, with how muscular he was underneath that tight suit, and how he picked me up with ease every time.

We walked into a room a few doors down from the bedroom. The walls were lined with bookcases. There was a large brown desk in the middle, nearly identical to his desk at the office. There was even a similar computer and phone on it.

“This is my office,” he said. “You’re only allowed in here when daddy is and has the door open, understand? Otherwise, you keep out.”

I nodded. I couldn’t see myself wanting to be in there without him anyways. It wasn’t as comfortable as his big bedroom. Plus, why would I want to leave my daddy’s side? When he’d already taken such good care of me?

He walked around the desk and sat in the big leather armchair behind it. He settled me in his lap, so my legs were dangling down over his and I was cradled against his chest.

“Be quiet now, daddy has some people he needs to call. Understand?”

I nodded again and let my head rest on his shoulder. I hugged the towel around myself as he dialed a number into the phone. He ran his free hand up and down my thigh while I nuzzled against his throat, the scent of his teakwood cologne was so comforting.

“Atwood Apartments,” I heard a voice say on the other end of the line.

I growled, slightly as I recognized the old, bitter voice of my landlady. Even distorted through the cell phone she sounded like a snapping crocodile.

Mr. Henry smacked my thigh and gave me a stern look.

I whimpered and buried my nose in his throat.

“Hello. I’m calling about Unit 402. We need to cancel our lease there. I will pay whatever fee there is, and we’ll be moved out by the end of the month.”

The landlady snorted.

“That unit is over a month behind on rent.”

“Oh, really? Well, I’m willing to take care of it. I’ll send you a check for whatever is due.”

They spoke to each other for a minute more until finally Mr. Henry hung up the phone and turned back to me.

“Naughty girl,” he said and gave my thigh another gentle smack. “You be quiet when I’m on calls, understand?”

I gave an apologetic whine.

Mr. Henry tilted my head up to look at him. I blinked my big brown eyes and tilted my head.

“Did you know you’re almost a month behind on rent?”

I shrugged. In truth, I hadn’t thought about it. My plan had only ever been to get married and have a wealthy husband fix my problems for me. I suppose it had worked out halfway.

Mr. Henry tutted.

“Poor thing. It’s good you have a new daddy to take care of you, isn’t it? How did you ever survive without me, my sweet girl?”





Chapter Two









I
 listened to the soft clicking of Mr. Henry’s keyboard and let my head rest on his shoulder. The entire situation still felt so surreal. I stayed cuddled up against him for a while but eventually my stomach grumbled. I whimpered and leaned up to prod his jaw with my nose.

He looked away from his computer down at me.

I whined and nudged his jaw again.

“What’s wrong, pup? Bathroom?”

“Hungry,” I said, rubbing my exposed belly.

“Well, we can’t have that,” he said with a soft smile. “What would you like to eat?”

“I don’t care.”

I’d never been too picky about food. Most days I got takeout somewhere on my way home or threw a meal into the microwave. Peanut butter and jelly were cheap, and instant noodles had always been a staple of my diet.

“How about some pasta? I bet your body could use the carbs with all the changes you’ve gone through. Plus, it’s quick.”

My stomach growled its agreement.

Mr. Henry chuckled.

He said as he scooted me off his lap. He stretched as he stood up. I was a little disappointed he wasn’t going to carry me again, but I was just happy my belly would soon be filled with warm food. I couldn’t even remember eating lunch that day.

I followed Mr. Henry as we left his office, my feet padding softly along the floor. I had the faintest tickle of an urge to get on my knees and sniff the hallways as we made our way to the kitchen, but I refrained. At some point, I’d probably get the chance to sniff whatever I wanted to.

The kitchen was large, spacious, and as immaculate as the rest of the house. There was an island counter in the middle of the room with a marble countertop surrounded by grey barstools. There was a large, electronic fridge behind the island, surrounded by cabinets and more counter space.

As we entered my nose was struck by many unusual scents. Herbs and spices I didn’t even know the names of lingered in the air, tickling my nose with their earthy aromas.

Mr. Henry went to one of the lower cabinets and began pulling out some pots and pans.

Without thinking I slid into one of the stools. It made a scuffing sound as it slid along the floor,

Mr. Henry turned around and gave me a stern look.

“Puppy, down,” Mr. Henry scolded. “Remember the rules?”

I quickly slid down off the chair onto the floor. He beckoned me closer with his finger and I eagerly obeyed.

“Sit,” he said.

I did. The tiled floor was cold against my palms and knees but I didn’t dare move or complain.

Mr. Henry leaned down and hooked two fingers under my chin to pull my head up so I was looking into his eyes.

“I’ll forgive you this time since it’s your first night but do it again and I’ll have to punish you,” he said. “You don’t want to be punished, do you?”

I frowned and shook my head.

“Speak.”

“No, sir,” I said.

“There’s my good girl.”

He patted my head and turned back to the cabinets, pulling out a box of pasta.

“Why don’t you go get some cream and cheese from the fridge? Go on, now. Go fetch.”

I eagerly stood, wanting to please him again. I went to the fridge. It was stocked with a variety of fruits and vegetables. I wrinkled my nose at the sudden waft of new smells. I tilted my head, looking for what Mr. Henry wanted. I wasn’t a chef, but I’d at least made pasta enough times to know to grab the heavy cream and parmesan cheese. I found them tucked in the back of the fridge.

Mr. Henry was filling the pot with water. A skillet sat on the stove, the heat already on.

“Good girl,” he praised when he saw what I’d brought him. “I was worried you would come back with cheddar and cream cheese.”

I growled playfully, dropping the ingredients onto the counter.

“Don’t growl at me.”

A firm smack landed on my ass. I jumped, but when I whipped around Mr. Henry was smiling as he poured the box of pasta into the pot. I rubbed my ass. Evidently, I wasn’t in trouble for it. I pressed up against him as he cooked. It looked so easy when he did it. The last time I’d tried using a frying pan I’d almost burned my apartment down with bacon alone.

When at last the pasta was cooked and mixed with the cream sauce in the frying pan I could hardly stop myself from plucking a noodle out.

I was surprised when Mr. Henry only took one bowl out of the cabinets. He scooped the pasta into it and turned back to me.

“Where do dogs eat?” Mr. Henry said, holding the bowl.

I slowly slid onto the floor so my knees rested on the towel.

To my relief, he pulled out a fork before he sat on the floor beside me.

“Open wide.”

I opened my mouth and he spun some pasta and put the fork up to my lips. I leaned forward and took a bite. It was creamy, warm, and delicious.

Mr. Henry chuckled.

“Impatient, aren’t you?”

“Just hungry,” I said, opening my mouth for another forkful.

He offered me another forkful and I was quick to gobble it down. The second time he took a bite instead, pausing for a moment to chew before he gave me another bite.

“Good?”

“Yes. Very good,” I said with a grin. It was much better than a frozen meal any day.

“Have you always been this agreeable or is it all those dog traits working their way into your brain?” he asked.

I honestly couldn’t remember. I shrugged and pointed to my mouth again.

“Alright, alright,” he said, giving me another mouthful of pasta.

We took turns eating the pasta until there was nothing left. He let me have the bowl so I could lick it clean, lapping up anything that remained on the bottom.

Mr. Henry stood, patted me on the head, and then motioned for me to follow.

I dropped the bowl in the sink as I did, leaving my towel on the floor in the kitchen. He led me back into his bedroom. With all the winding halls I wondered if I would ever have the place figured out.

When I walked into the bedroom Mr. Henry was already sliding off his boxers.

“Do you like being here with me, puppy?” Mr. Henry asked. He wasn’t even fully hard and still his cock was intimidatingly large. I’d felt it the day before when he fucked me on his desk but I hadn’t actually looked
 at it. I was surprised something that big could fit into me at all. The tingling I’d felt in the bath returned. I wondered if the mixture from the bath was still having an effect, or if looking at his cock really did just make me that horny.

“Yes, sir,” I said, unable to pull my eyes away.

“Do you like what you see, puppy?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Do you want to suck it?”

I looked up at him. I could feel heat rising to my face and ears. No one had ever asked me something like that before.

“Come on, sweet girl. I want to hear you say it.”

“Yes. I want to suck it,” I said, muttering as I looked down at my feet.

“Look at me and say it.”

I swallowed and looked up at him.

“Yes, I want to suck it.”

Mr. Henry grinned. He sat on the edge of his bed and spread his legs.

“Get over here then.”

I got onto my knees and crawled towards him, opening my mouth as wide as I could. I didn’t even know if I could fit even just his head in my mouth.

“We’ll go slow,” he promised. “I’ll let you get used to it.”

He cupped my cheeks in his hands, pulling me closer until I was settled between his thighs, his erect cock right in front of my nose. He held my chin with one hand while he took his cock in the other and angled it towards my open mouth. He urged my head forward and I obliged, wrapping my lips around his swollen head.

“Good girl. Keep going. Keep your tongue down and relax your jaw. Don’t bite.”

I scooted forward a bit more and relaxed as I slid my mouth down his cock. I only made it halfway before he was already tickling the back of my throat. I wanted to go further but I was afraid if I took anymore I’d start to choke on it.

“Now suck,” Mr. Henry said.

I suckled at his head. My tongue ran up and down the underside of his shaft. His skin was just a bit salty, just a bit sweaty but I found I didn’t mind. I had to breathe through my nose as he filled my mouth.

Mr. Henry leaned back on his elbows, letting me get a better angle as I started to bob up and down on his cock.

“Such a good girl,” Mr. Henry said, his voice a low rasp. “So eager and ready to suckle. Keep going. Faster now.”

I sucked harder and faster. My jaw strained as I struggled to keep going. I hadn’t ever sucked a cock before. I didn’t know if I was doing it right or not, but Mr. Henry was grunting and as I looked up at him with my wide brown eyes he seemed to be smirking.

“Atta girl. That’s my good little slut puppy. Wag your tail for me. Do it.”

I didn’t have a tail, so I shook my ass from side to side instead.

Mr. Henry laughed in between a grunt of pleasure.

I kept sucking and wagging, going as hard as I could but he was just so big
 . Suddenly, he leaned up and grasped the back of my head. He dug his fingers into my hair, and held me tight against his groin so I couldn’t pull away.

His throbbing cock spewed into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat.

I pressed against his thighs, trying to pull away.

“Stay there and swallow. C’mon, you need to get used to it.”

His cock throbbed and spurted load after load down my throat. It didn’t taste good, but I was helpless to do anything other than gobble up every last drop. I whimpered, which only seemed to encourage him as he groaned and his cum continued to pump a heavy stream into my belly.

At last, he finished emptying himself into me. He let go of my hair and laid back against the bed, cock still resting in my mouth.

I was about to pull away when Mr. Henry gave a sharp, “stay!”

My legs locked up, almost subconsciously, and I couldn’t move. I just sat there, keeping his cock warm in my mouth.

I had almost thought he’d fall asleep when finally he sat up again and pull his cock from my mouth. A trail of saliva and came out with it and dribbled down my lips and chin.

Mr. Henry chuckled at me. He took a tissue off his nightstand and wiped it over my mouth. Then he picked me up off the ground and put me up on the bed next to him.

“Good girl,” he said as he rubbed my back. “That was a good first try. Soon, we’ll have you taking the whole thing, won’t we?”

“Yes sir,” I said, despite the doubt in the back of my head.

“All tuckered out? Well, I suppose it’s alright if you sleep in bed with me tonight.”

I nodded. The day felt like it had been impossibly long.

Mr. Henry wrapped the blanket around my shoulders and held me close like his favorite toy, but I was more than his toy, I was his pet. I would always be his pet. His. He would take care of me and I would take care of him in the best way my doggy-brain knew how.

I buried my nose against his neck, quickly falling asleep with a belly full of pasta and warm cum.





Chapter Three









T
 he bed was so soft and warm. It was nothing like my cheap bed set back at my former apartment. The sound of Mr. Henry’s slow, melodic breathing lulled me into an almost hypnotic state of relaxation. When his phone alarm finally went off, signaling the start of the day, I couldn’t help but let out a grumpy growl, burying my head further into the pillows.

“Now, now, none of that,” Mr. Henry said as he blearily opened his eyes and shut off the alarm. “Daddy has to go to work and so do you.”

“Work?” My throat was still sore from sucking him off. I could taste his cock in my mouth.

“Would you rather come with me, or stay here by yourself?”

“You,” I said. “Always you.”

“Good. Now go brush your teeth and wash your mouth. Your breath smells like cum,” he said with a chuckle.

Heat rose to my face as I scampered off the bed. I went into the master bathroom, finding an unopened toothbrush and some mouth wash on the counter I hadn’t noticed during my bath the night before.

When I came out of the bathroom Mr. Henry was holding my skirt and shirt in his hands.

“We’ll pick up some of your clothes this weekend, for now, this will have to do while we’re out in public,” he said.

I put the clothes back on while Mr. Henry got dressed. When he was finished, we went to his garage. I climbed into the passenger seat of his Mercedes.

When I walked into the office I held down the hem of my skirt. It was too short. I didn’t want anyone other than Mr. Henry looking at my ass.

He let me strip as soon as we were inside his office. Then I crawled under his desk where a large, fluffy dog bed took up most of the space. I wondered how long it had been there. Had he put it there just for me? The thought warmed my heart as I settled down on the soft material. I had to curl my knees up to my chest to fit under the space but I didn’t mind. I rested my head beside Mr. Henry’s feet and quickly fell asleep to the sound of a clicking keyboard.

I wasn’t sure how long I slept until Mr. Henry’s phone went off on his desk. The sudden ring startled me awake.

Mr. Henry answered the phone, leaning back to look at me under the desk. He chuckled and patted my head. Then he turned back to his phone call. He was saying words that sounded important, something about sales figures, amounts due, things I hardly cared about. I liked listening to his voice, but I much preferred hearing it praise me.

I growled. It wasn’t loud, but I wanted my master’s attention. He leaned back to look at me again, a much less amused expression on his face. He patted my head again and then, to my surprise, pushed me away with his foot.

I whined but he just kept talking.

“I’m sorry. May I call you back in a few minutes? I have something I need to deal with. Thank you, terribly sorry.”

Mr. Henry hung up the phone with a sigh. He looked down at me and I grinned back, happy to have regained his attention.

“Naughty girl,” he said as he pushed his chair back.

I clambered out from under the desk and leaned up between his legs. I couldn’t tell if he looked more annoyed or amused.

“I have important work I need to do. I can’t have you interrupting that. I suppose this is my fault for expecting you to be properly trained so soon.”

I whimpered and tried to give him my most sympathetic expression. He only tutted.

“None of that,” he said.

He slid open the bottom drawer to his desk. I’d never seen him go into that one before. I peered over his leg but I couldn’t make out much of what was inside.

“Turn around,” he said.

I reluctantly did as I was told, turning around to face his desk. A moment later and a red ball was put in front of my face, a red ball with leather straps on either side. Mr. Henry pushed it into my mouth. I squirmed a little as he took the straps and fastened them around my head.

“There. That should keep you quiet, hm?”

I whined and prodded the ball with my tongue but it wouldn’t budge.

I moved my hands up to pull at the straps, but Mr. Henry caught my wrists. I hadn’t seen him take anything else out, but he must have because my wrists were soon wrapped in tight leather cuffs.

“Now, how to keep you entertained? Oh, I’ve got it.”

He kept hold of my wrists as he dug around in his desk drawer some more. After a moment he pulled out a long white wand with a soft bulb on the end. He slid it between my cuffed wrists until I could grasp the end with my hands and finally released my arms.

I looked back at him. He was holding a small remote in his hand. When he clicked it the wand in my hands started to buzz and vibrate.

“Look at me, pup,” he said. “Play with that toy all you want, but the second I hear a sound out of you I’m shutting it off until you’re quiet again, got it?”

I nodded.

He gave me a stern look, then pulled his chair back against the desk, forcing me back against the side.

I looked down at my new toy, still buzzing away between my fingers. I tentatively spread my thighs as much as I could and angled the toy to my pussy. It touched my little mound and I squeaked, unable to help it as pleasure jolted through my body.

The toy abruptly turned off.

I whined. I pushed the toy harder against myself, biting down on the gag to keep from mewling when it finally turned on again. The vibrations felt so good as it sent shivers down my body.

I moaned and again the toy turned off. I wanted to whine, wanted to whimper, plead with my master with my needy sounds but I kept quiet, biting into the gag.

The toy turned back. I gasped and rubbed my now wet pussy against it. The soft tip was warming up, sending a pleasurable warmth throughout me. It was so hard to remember to be quiet. The toy was going so slow and steady, but it just wasn’t enough. I hoped if I was quiet long enough daddy would let me cum, that he’d turn the toy on as high as it could go and I could cum all over his carpets.

There was a loud knock at the door of the office.

“Ah, Mary! Come in,” Mr. Henry said.

I shuddered, pulling the toy away just a bit. Mary was my old boss. My bitchy, hateful old boss when I’d still been a temp, doing filing work in the cubicles. I hated her. I wanted to growl, but I wanted the toy. I bit the gag to hold in a whimper.

“Hello, sir,” said Mary as I heard the door open and shut. “What was it you needed?”

“I needed to speak with you about one of our temps. Melissa Johannes?”

Just then the buzz of the toy intensified. I pulled it back. I didn’t want to make a sound while Mary was there. I didn’t want to hear me and find me under the desk. Unfortunately, Mr. Henry had other ideas. His foot found the end of the toy and pressed hard against it, forcing me to hold it right over my clit.

“What about her?” I could hear the scorn dripping from her voice. Even to the CEO, she couldn’t keep her disdain for me concealed.

“She accepted another position. I wanted to let you know not to expect her.”

“Why were you made aware of this before me? I’m her supervisor.”

“I caught her as she was leaving yesterday, and she was a bit too tied up to speak with you about it.” I could hear the smirk in his voice. His foot, holding the toy pressed against my pussy started to move. He pumped the toy, pushing it hard, then pulling away as the buzzing intensified again.

“Well, I hope whoever hired her knows what they’re doing. She’s not exactly a good worker.”

“Oh, I hear they’re getting great use out of her.”

I couldn’t keep from drooling as the ball gag forced my mouth to stay open. The toy just kept working my clit. My pussy was quivering for relief. I wanted to cum so bad but I refused to do it with Mary in the room. I refused to let her see me like this, cuffed, gagged, and masturbating under my boss’s desk.

Mr. Henry seemed to have other ideas as the wand increased yet again and his foot shoved back up against it.

I bit the gag as hard as I could, but I couldn’t stop myself from cumming. A wave of relief flooded through my body as my thighs trembled pathetically. The head of the toy was coated in my pussy juices. I hadn’t even realized I let out a moan until the toy shut off and I became keenly aware of the silence in the room.

“What was that?”

“Probably just my dog. Forgive her, she’s a puppy and likes to whine.”

“It sounded like a girl.”

Mr. Henry chuckled. “Hardly. Do you want to come see her? She’s all tuckered out from playing.”

“I’ve never been much of a dog person,” Mary said, to my immediate relief.

“If you insist,” Mr. Henry said.

I slumped against the wall of the desk, wondering if Mr. Henry really would have shown me to her like that. Exhaustion overtook my worried brain as I let the toy slip from my fingers.

As Mary left the office Mr. Henry peered under the desk at me. I could barely make out his words as I drifted off into blissful sleep, my thighs coated in my own dripping cum.

“Rest up, pup. Tomorrow you meet my girlfriend.”
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