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I breathe in the rich, sugary aroma of freshly baked chocolate muffins and put away my kitchen mitts. If anyone from work were to see me now, they’d have a heart attack: scantily clad, a cat ears headband on my head, and a tail plug fitting snuggly between my legs. It’s nothing like my usual formal attire. But it doesn’t need to be. Not today. 

Today, I’m Sylvia’s pet. Nervousness doesn’t begin to describe what I’m going through. I tug against the elastic waistband of my dark green skirt before I let go. The fabric hits my skin with a tactile snap, bringing my thoughts rushing to the present. I glance at my phone stashed on top of my kitchen table.

Her last text glows a soft blue: I’ll be there in half an hour. Be ready, Cutie.

Attached is a photo of Sylvia in her matte black skirt, gorgeous black stockings, and a sandy green crop top. The look on her face is pure mischief.

The anticipation has me trapped between fidgeting and leaping for joy. This is happening! I break into the biggest grin ever. Who would ever think that a meek office girl like me might find someone like her and then find the bravery to ask her out? I sure didn’t. 

We’ve been talking for over a week now. Her tantalizing words send playful shivers darting across my spine. We met up at a local coffee shop for a casual talk, and everything went amazingly. We clicked! Sylvia spun me around her fingers like a golden thread. The cuddling. The kisses. Her commitment to pampering my heart. I loved it all! 

We sat opposite each other, and she ran her toes across my legs, daring to use my lap as her footrest as we dined outside in public viewing. Her honeyed words described the wonders of being hers. And the nickname she gave me? She called me her stray kitten.

Now, we are here.

She wanted to push the envelope and gave me an offer. A test run, so to speak. A very embarrassing test run to earn my place as her pet. It was all so sudden, I almost didn’t accept it. My mind went blank. Then she stepped back and gave me a chance to think.

From the moment Sylvia arrives at my house and until the moment she leaves, I’ll be her pet. It’s crazy I even considered it. It’s even more crazy that I accepted. The texts I sent her that night, the stories she spun, she can really make my heart flutter!

My tail plug shifts inside me as I pace around my living room. My dark green skirt brushes around my knees. I’m practically naked, walking around topless and wearing less than even in the pictures I’ve texted Sylvia. Just thinking about greeting her like this makes my mind run wild. My heart pounds. There’s always a first time for everything, and this is my first time dressing as a cat.

The bell rings. 

I race toward the entrance, bare feet slapping across the floor. My tail plug brushes the back of my thighs in new and fantastical ways. Excitement bites at my heels. 

When I arrive, I wrap my fingers around the handle and swing the door open. Sylvia stands there with a bold smirk. Her black open-toed heels announce her towering presence. Her matching black skirt flows around her hips. She radiates confidence. My mouth slips open, but not a word leaves me.

She’s stunning!

“Aren’t you going to greet me, my stray kitten?” Sylvia asks, holding out her arms for a hug. 

I nod and practically leap into her warm embrace. The outside breeze washes over my body as I hold her tight. Her smile is electric.

“Thanks for coming over,” I say.

She laughs and caresses my head. “I should be the one thanking you. You invited me.”

I shake my head to protest, but Sylvia whisks a finger to my lips.

“Nope. Not a word. You’re not allowed to disagree. I get to thank you for inviting me, my stray kitten.” Her raised eyebrow causes my heart to flutter.

“R-Right, sorry, I wasn’t thinking.” I glance away. A nervous rush trickles through me as I tuck my arms behind my back.

“Sorry, who?” she asks, her smirk widening.

My thoughts stumble before it clicks. I bashfully meet her gaze. “I’m sorry I wasn’t thinking, Mistress.”

“Better.” She nods, unable to hide her own toothy smile. “Can you show me the lovely outfit you’ve chosen for tonight?” She spins her fingers in the air, making her intentions clear.

“Yes, Mistress!” I twirl on my feet. The warmth from the concrete pushes into my soles. The wind catches my skirt, sending it fluttering above my hips and flashing everything underneath. No panties. Just bare skin and my tail plug, swishing with my movements. Embarrassment meets a surge of excitement and stirs something more.

“Adorable.” Sylvia grins, brushing a finger across her lips. “I see you’ve taken my recommendations to heart.”

“I have!” I look down at my matching green skirt and blouse, my only pieces of proper clothing. “Since you said pets don’t wear clothes, I went without my undergarments.”

“I see.” Sylvia raises her eyebrows. “But I have to wonder why a pet is wearing any clothes at all. Remove them. All of them,” Sylvia commands.

“Here? Outside?” I glance around the front yard. My arms press against my skirt.

“There’s nobody else but us,” Sylvia says.

She’s right. She’s completely right, but the thought eats at my heart. It’s crazy. Who would want to be caught standing nude just outside their front door? An inexplicable thrill takes hold of me, capturing and teasing my body. I swallow and reaffirm my choice. I want this! 

“I’ll do it.” Without another word, I clasp my fingers around my skirt and shimmy the fabric down my bare legs. I’ve barely stepped out of the fabric when wind gusts over me. “Eep!” In a startled mess, I swing my hands between my thighs. The sound of my hands hitting my thighs is enough to turn my cheeks pink.

Sylvia laughs. “My, you must be eager with how quickly you scurried out of that skirt.” Her expression holds sly conviction I could only dream of, heart pounding and mysterious.

She steps forward and circles me, probing my utter and complete nakedness, toying with my desires. Her heels clack against the concrete. She eyes me as if viewing a treat. Her gaze makes me want to discover what devious machinations Sylvia has planned. The mystery, the unknown, is such an excruciating thrill.

Sylvia draws her fingers across my bare shoulders. She leans close. Her warm breath washes over my neck.

“Are you ready to learn what it means to be my pet? Do you wish to submit to me and obey my whims?” She gives me a sharp, expectant look.

Eagerness rushes through me, her gaze, her looks, the way she leans close. There’s only one answer to give.

“Absolutely!” I gush.

She gives me a knowing smirk. “Then, why don’t you start with what you’ve already learned from our discussions?” She points to the ground. 

Her command is clear.

I drop to my hands and knees, feeling the rush of air pass over my skin. Gravity tugs on my breasts in ways that threaten a blush. I grip the rough concrete beneath my hands as reality settles in. I’m officially, on my hands and knees, and at the entrance to my house like a naked pet. The feeling is surreal.

“W-Welcome home, Mistress. Please come in.” I nudge my head toward the front door, my arms and legs wobble by a heady mixture of humiliation and nervous excitement.

Sylvia laughs. She draws her hand across my bottom, tracing her touch around my tail plug.  Her fingers bring a wonderful shiver. “You look good on the ground, but you’re forgetting to open the door, my naked pet. Naughty.” 

My eyes widen, and before I can apologize, her hand spanks my bottom. Hard.

“Ah!” I let out a sudden squeak. My ass burns with her handprint. Just moving my hips makes me gasp.

Then, without another word, Sylvia turns the door handle to the house. It squeaks open, and she walks inside as if she owns the place, petting my head as she strolls by. Her heels clack against the tile. Her gorgeous open-toed shoes show the soft shine of her toenails. My new perspective crawling on the floor leaves me numb for words. Her legs and everything are amazing!

“Well?” Sylvia asks. “Are you heading inside?”

“Yes, Mistress.” My heart picks up speed as I regain my movement. I cross the threshold and enter my house completely differently than when I first stepped outside. I’ve never thought how crawling would change my perspective so much. It’s heart-pounding being so close to the floor, seeing items above that would normally be below. My face warms as I stare at Sylvia’s shorts and curvy booty. Her slender legs lead me inside.

“Lovely. You’ve really tidied this place up, pet.” Sylvia looks around the entrance of my house, admiring my plants and decor.

“Of course, Mistress!” My tail plug brushes between my thighs while I crawl after Sylvia, my boobs feeling the tug of gravity with every movement. The swaying is blush-inducing. An icy chill from the floor seeps into my knees and palms.

Sylvia sets down her bag on a chair and turns. “Have you been keeping good care of yourself?” Sylvia asks with a playful gaze trailing across my body. 

“I’ve been doing well, Mistress.”

“Good pet,” Sylvia says as she inspects my home. She strolls to the living room and sits down on the couch, propping her legs up on a stool. “Take off my heels and stockings, pet. I know you want to.”

I shyly glance away, unable to deny her words. All of this is new to me. I crawl across the floor before I kneel in front of Sylvia like any good pet should. My movements are awkward. My breathing is rapid. Thrills weave around my stomach and chest. I wrap my hands around her left
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