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My boss, John—or Sir, as I like to call him—declared me his pet last week, so I spent the weekend pondering what to wear to work on Monday. How does an office pet dress? I could wear a pink polka-dot frilly dress and show up with cat ears on my head plus a bow around my neck—but that’s probably too much.

I settle for demure on the outside and a sex kitten underneath. I have a four-piece black lace bra, panty, garter, and stockings set. Putting my panties and bra on first, I roll the stockings up my legs and fasten them to the garter. Over the sexy underclothes, I wear my cute secretary outfit with the white blouse that shows a hint of cleavage and the pencil skirt that hugs my ass just right. I arrange my blonde hair into a neat bun, tucking away all the curls properly.

I approve of my reflection in the mirror. All right, so maybe the black bra is visible through the shirt some—do I care? Nope. I want to drive John wild so he’ll fuck me senseless. Last Saturday, when I worked overtime and crawled around for him and the interns, he fucked my ass afterwards. Now, I need his cock in my pussy today.

I secure the ankle straps on my black, four-inch fuck-me platform heels, ready to take on the world—or maybe just John. I hope one look is all it takes for him to whisk me away to a private meeting. Do office pets have to work? I guess I’ll find out.

As I sashay into the office, I almost trip over nothing when there’s someone I don’t recognize at the front desk. Where is Marilyn? The new guy is super sexy and around my age. He’s dressed more casually than the interns, so I know he’s not one.

I drop my purse on the desk next to him. “Hi, I’m Crystal...” I trail off, wondering what he’s doing at the front desk.

“Hey, I’m Jake.”

The dimple that appears on his cheek when he smiles makes me melt. Oh man, it makes him even hotter. His appreciative eyes roam from my shoes all the way up my body. When our gazes meet, a rush of attraction courses through my veins, and I do my best to swallow back a sigh. I know that look, and I know who I’ll be sucking on at lunchtime if John won’t give me what I want.

I attempt to remain cool and act like he is not having any effect on me. “So, where’s Marilyn?” I sit on the edge of the desk, my skirt riding dangerously up my thighs and giving him a peek of the lace edge of my stockings.

When Jake responds, I get distracted by the motion of his lips.

“What?” I wasn’t paying attention at all because I was daydreaming about kissing him and debating what size of cock he has. I bet it’s just as pretty as he is, and it might taste good, too. Oh shit, I hope John doesn’t find out what I’m thinking about.

He repeats himself, “Marilyn went into labor. I’m a temp worker to fill in for her.”

Um...what? They hired me to take her spot while she was on maternity leave. Oooh, maybe John has something else more important for me to do. Time to go find out what my duties entail for this pet job.

“Have fun with that!” I give him a lighthearted smile as I take my lunch to the breakroom. 

John isn’t in there and I’m a bit disappointed, thinking back to the spanking I got bent over the table on Saturday. I could have used a little more of his firm hand on my rear this morning. Oh well, I know where to find him.

After I put my lunch in the fridge, I head to his office. When I knock on his door, butterflies swirl in my stomach. I don’t know what to expect and I’m half nervous and half aroused.

He calls out, “Enter,” and I adjust my skirt while attempting to steady my nerves. 

John has this effect on me, and I hope he always will. When I step inside, John is behind his desk in an all-black suit that fits him perfectly. I can’t help but salivate, looking at his muscular arms and shoulders. Okay, Jake doesn’t hold a candle to him. One glance at John, and every other guy pales in comparison. John is all man, with his salt-and-pepper hair and powerful charisma.

When his gaze falls upon me, a lascivious smile spreads across his face, making my tummy do flip-flops, and my pussy clenches in excitement.

John’s eyes twinkle mischievously as he motions for me to come closer and pats his knee. “Take a seat and let’s discuss your duties as my office pet.”

I grin and obey without hesitation, sitting on his lap. I delicately trace my finger along the edge of his starched white collar, giving him an inviting coquettish smile. He glances at my cleavage, an approving look flickering in his expression. Oh yeah, this is going to be fun.

His voice is lighthearted yet stern as he taps my nose with his finger. “Today, the rules are simple. If you behave like my office pet, I’ll reward you with treats. But if you disobey, there will be consequences.”

As John cups my jaw in his firm grasp, it reminds me of what it feels like to be pinned down while being ravished. I can be good...but I need more information. My voice becomes sultry and flirtatious as I bat my eyelashes at him. “What do I have to do to get a treat, Sir?”

John stares down at me with a heated gaze. I quiver with anticipation and part my lips as I breathe in the tantalizing scent of his cologne.

Leaning down to me, he gently nibbles on my lower lip, sending a wave of electricity through my body. When I try to kiss him, he draws back, and I give an involuntary cry of disappointment as a burning longing grows inside me so intense it frightens me. I no longer care where we are or what happens next. I reach for him again, determined to draw him close.

John’s voice is like ice as he sternly says, “No touching.”

What? His direct command only increases my longing. Fine, I can be good and get a reward later. I manage to form the words, “Yes, Sir.” I feel a glimmer of pride that I remain obedient with sheer willpower.

John slides his hand to my throat and squeezes, making me gasp, and the corners of his mouth move upwards. I get a warm, pleasant feeling in my stomach, and when I shiver, he gives me an impish smile. I wiggle in his lap, and I let out a soft mewl of passion as I feel his erection rubbing against my pussy through his slacks. I want more.

He lifts my chin and kisses me firmly, and I savor the taste of success. I’m going to get his cock inside me by lunchtime. When he breaks off the kiss, his warm breath on my skin causes pleasure to coil in my stomach, and I ache to be touched.
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John speaks quietly. “You ready to be my pet, babygirl?”

I nod, and I barely can speak as wetness floods my panties. I whisper, “Yes, Sir, please.”

“Then kneel, babygirl.”

John releases me, and I gracefully slide off his lap to kneel in front of him. When he strokes my head possessively and I see the bulge growing in his slacks, a thrill races through me. John leans forward and plants a gentle kiss on my head, making me tingle with pleasure. His handsome smile causes my heart to skip a beat, and I stare up at him adoringly.

He pauses a moment to grab something from his desk drawer—a pair of fluffy, black cat ears on a headband. A surprised giggle escapes me. “Good girl,” John says as he slips them on my head and gives me an approving nod. “Now get under the desk like a good pet,” he growls playfully.

Yes! This is what I came for, and so I quickly crawl underneath the desk on my hands and knees. As John pushes his chair in, I feel that familiar, momentarily uncomfortable sensation I felt on Saturday when he had me under here. The space is cramped, and the desk has a wooden back, so if anyone else is in the room, they wouldn’t even know I’m here.

John’s bulge swells, and my hungry eyes fixate on it with eagerness. He unzips his fly and pulls his boxers down enough for his thick
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