Can | See You in My Office?
by Havoc

When you work a desk job for so many years, yotnléaappreciate the healthy back that you
had when you were much younger. When | was in tgytens and early twenties, | didn't pay much
attention to posture or anything like that. Hedl,aacheetah, | was supposed to be the epitome of
athletic, right? I'd play sports in school, wrestteund with friends after school, and when | wiasn'
running around and getting scuffed up I'd be sledabn the couch with my siblings, watching
television or playing video games. If | felt sohe thext day, well, I'd shrug it off and get backttand
feel good as new by mid-morning.

Well, that all changed once | got out of colleget, that | mean to come off as a lazy lump. |
worked my ass off. | went to university on a bussenajor, did pretty well in class despite playing
basketbalandrunning track, and managed to graduate only a semkater than most of the rest of my
friends. Straight to grad school, and two yearsrlahad an MBA under my belt with the aim of going
corporate and climbing the ladder. | wasn't luchguwegh to have any family connections, but | was
fortunate in that one of my close friends growimpghad a father who was pretty high up in a national
corporation specializing in beauty products foridenrange of species. Not that | was into fashion o
makeup, per se, but | had a pretty good head fimbeus and a better knack for organization. While |
wasn't anywhere near good enough to be an accauntgririend's dad gave me a shot at a low-level
managerial position in the finance department, twivas pretty impressive for a twenty-five-year-old
cheetah who had little experience. The job washayang at first, but | had some really good people
with plenty of job time working under me, and playisports gave me an appreciation for how to make
a team work. My subordinates taught me the ropes$) gave them enough leeway to not stress too
much while still cracking the whip enough to get thork done. Within a year | was pretty comfortable
in my work, enough that | could ease up in my caes®ugh to get my post-educational social life up
and running again.

It was during a work function at a bar downtownt with my accounting team blowing off
some steam, when | met her. The love of my lifgas three months shy of my twenty-eighth birthday,
and she was a smoking hot lioness of twenty-faash out of law school and working as a staff
attorney at a small but pretty well-known contiagt firm in the city. | had a little too much ofeh
liquid courage in me, but fancied myself a suavddra when | waltzed up to her and asked for a
dance. | think at first she was a little wary of.rhe/as a few years older than her (four years seem
like a lot wider of a gap when you're young, aéity and she seemed like someone who came from a



small town, which | turned out to be right aboutit Bput on the mellow charm, kept things casuadi a
told enough jokes that | had her laughing befoesfittst song was over. She was smart as hell, had a
wit that kept up with mine, and we hit it off. Blgd end of the evening, | had her phone number and h
name, Serena. By the time | got home after sayipgoodbyes, | was dialing her number like a
spazzy teenager, and the first date came threelal@ysFive months later, she was moving into my
apartment. A year and a half after that, we weriking down the aisle.

Life seemed pretty much perfect after that. Wdesinto the routine of marriage, dividing our
time between our respective careers and our rakdtip. After two years, the subject of kids came up
We hadn't discussed it much before the weddingwMeuvere both ready to start a family. We had kid
number one, our son Timothy, a few months aftertioud anniversary. Our daughter, Lisa, was born
two years later. We both made enough money thatowkl afford to pay for top-notch childcare and
both keep working. Serena made partner at heritawif our sixth year of marriage, and | took over
my friend's dad's job as the vice president offithence department, a position | was comfortable
enough with to stay in. Two kids was enough foram] we left it at that, keeping up all the
appearances of a happy family. But as things smafo, we began to drift apart as the years went on
Our careers were very demanding, after all, andiags that used to be dominated by family dinners
and time with the kids gave way to late nighthataffice and date nights became few and far
between. Our sex lives took a hit, too. We weréary much attracted to each other, physically
speaking, but the time just never seemed to be floelintimate moments. | loved her to death, for
sure, and | know she loved me, but cracks staae@velop at the seams. We never fought in front of
the kids, but in private the frustrations boilesgkp®a few times into hushed arguments. Never enough
that the topic of divorce was ever brought up,.biell, we started to become the kind of couple who
were married for the sake of the marriage.

And that brings us to now, with me hitting the agdorty and Serena not far behind. Which
also brings me to what | mentioned before, theestttyf never really appreciating your youth uritd i
gone. | did my best to keep up my physical appearamd fitness, and for the most part | was
successful at it. | was still strong and fanciedsatiyto be fairly handsome for starting my fifthcdee
on this planet, but years of sitting at a deskta&én its toll. | softened up a little in the midsen,
though not enough to have a paunch, and | becaimeaiely acquainted with the term “chiropractor”.
Popping knees when getting up from my chair weregalar occurrence, and | started to feel myself
slowing down with age. | know, slow isn't usuallplarase you hear associated with cheetahs, but even

we aren't immune from the effects of time.



All'in all, I was satisfied with my life. My careevas as good as ever, my kids did well in
school, liked me, and were well-behaved. The higipsrwere floating the idea with me of taking the
next step up the ladder, becoming the presidefib@fces, and | was seriously considering it. Seren
was doing well, too, becoming a senior partnereatfinm. | just wished that our love life was bette
was still relatively young, all things consideredd both of us had the same needs that anyondidise
But for us, sex had become so routine, that is wireihad the time to make it happen. The tension was
definitely there, and as much as we tried we jostdn't recapture the passion that we had when we
were in our twenties. That's how life goes, thougtso | had thought. If I'd only know how things
would end up...

That fateful week started like any other. Mondaymiog, | came into the office in a crisply
pressed blue suit and was faced with the usual taouaf paperwork that the weekend warriors, those
dedicated accountants who put in extra hours omr&ays, always managed to generate. After a
generous helping of my good friend, coffee, | goivbork and was well into things by the time lunch
rolled around. | worked through the lunch breakisisal, taking a sandwich at my desk, and by the
time mid-afternoon rolled around | was ready tatstanding some things out. | cracked my knuckles,
ditched the suit jacket and draped it over the lmdaky chair, and pressed the button on my office
intercom.

“Brie, could | see you in my office, please?”

A few moments later, the door to my corner offipeed up and my secretary walked in. She
was a young lass, just twenty-five, on her thirdryat the company and finishing her first year of
working directly for me. Brie Larson was a poodi&yays dressed professionally and with curly white
fur immaculately groomed. She favored the tradalgoodle look, with her fur cut short almost ta he
dark underskin, except for around the cuffs ofwests and ankles, and the tips of her long ears as
well. These she usually bunched up at the bacleohiad in ponytail fashion. She also had the fur
around the top of her head somewhat long as welhgyher head the appearance of a soft sphere, if
not for her long, pointed black muzzle. She waseswhat short and petite. Today she had on a knee-
length black skirt and a white blouse with peattds over which she wore a smart, short black
blazer. Brie never favored much jewelry, but steeldive an affection for thin gold bracelets thateve
quite fetching on her. Listening to the youngerguythe company talk about her, | knew she had a
reputation as quite the attractive young womahwiés honest with myself, | had to admit that her
beauty was not lost on me. She was single, asfakaew, and if | wasn't a married man | probably

would have chatted her up a little more than wdade been appropriate for a boss to do. As things



were, we got along well, and | think she lookedame quite a bit. | did right by her as a bossl an
she was a very competent and efficient secretary.

Stepping into the office, Brie left the door opezhimd her as she usually did and came up to
my desk, a pen in one hand and a scratch pad iotliee, both poised to take notes. “Yes, Mr.
Ainsworth?” She had a pleasant voice, neutral aeat; that was on the high side, but not shrill.

| smiled at her. “Brie, what have | told you?” lidad her gently. “If I've told you once, I've told
you a hundred times. You've worked for me for ali@ogear now. It's okay to call me John.”

Brie smiled back, a little sheepishly, and incliet head. “Yes, John, | know...Sorry, but old
habits are so hard to break!” | didn't hold it axgiher. Like | said, she was a professional, atithg
your boss by his first name wasn't something sagest usually did. But | preferred to keep things
fairly casual around the office, and | didn't lik@ming off as some kind of overlord. “What can | do
for you?”

| reached for my desk and held up a short stagapérs. “I need you to make copies of all of
these, in triplicate, please. They need to go @tié¢ respective departments by close of busimess/t
And when you're done with that, | need you to cdraek and take down a memo to send to the board.
We're nearing the end of the fiscal year and | neaxfganize a meeting with the other department
presidents and the board so we can discuss theebfatgiext year.” Brie was taking quick notes as |
was speaking. | liked that about her. She was ggggnized and | rarely had to tell her twice to do
anything. “And then later | need to draft a resgottsthe letter the legal department sent me last
Thursday. We need to get ahead of this contraputiswith our suppliers to make sure we don't get
behind in filling current orders. Any questions?”

“No, sir, | think | got it all,” Brie replied. Shiwoked up from her scratch pad, her sapphire blue
eyes looking at my green ones. “How was your wedReBpend some time with the family?”

I looked to the side, but quickly looked back te@oup my sudden discomfort. “Oh, you know,
| got some quality time in.Not as much as | would have liked, but...Serenavatt to do at the firm.
At least the kids and | got to make it to the mofoe once:'You know how it is, busy family life and
all. Caught up on sleep at least.” Not enough thpag a yawn suddenly came on and | involuntarily
stretched my shoulders, wincing as a twinge of gtk shot up my spine. “Ah...Excuse me.”

The poodle stifled a small laugh of sympathy. “Yeork too hard, John. You're always so
focused when you're in the office. | always trydtax some, even when I'm in the office. You should
give that a try!” She tapped her pen on her scrpéch “Work doesn't stress you out too much, does
it?”

“Oh, no, not too much.” Another slight distortiohtbe truth, if not an outright lie. | was under



constant stress, between all the numbers | haddp ttack of and all of the paperwork that never
seemed to go away. “| mean, being a presidenught@and all, but | manage. Can't do it all, you
know.”

Brie looked like she didn't quite believe everythinvas saying. She was obnoxiously
perceptive, sometimes. “Well, if you say so, sshé said. She tucked her pad underneath one arm and
took the stack of papers from me. “I just...| woatyout you, is all. Mr. James, down in marketingg? H
says that when he worked for you, you and theafegbur department used to go out all the time. Do
you still manage to get out?”

“What is this, Brie, an interrogation of my sodié?” | chuckled as | waved away the look of
concern that crossed her face. “Sorry, | didn'tmtéat to sound harsh. Truth be told, | haven'hlmg
to a bar in quite a while. It's hard to find theadi. And | feel like I'm too old to be hanging arduwith
the young folks, you know?”

My secretary wagged a finger at me, like she wsshaolteacher scolding a troubled student.
“You should make the time. I'm sure it wouldn'ttargo out for a drink or two every once in a \ehil
You can still be one of the guys and be their bmss; She smiled at me and half turned to leaw, b
then turned back to me. “Say, John...While we'r¢hensubject...Some of the guys down in accounting
invited me and a few other secretaries out for elirom Wednesday. | think they're planning to head t
a bar for drinks after. Should be fairly low-keyh®& about coming with us? It would give you a
chance to relax and unwind. Give that sore badkaa@e to unknot itself.”

That gave me pause. The offer was definitely a tergmne. | reallyhadn'tbeen out on the
town in years, definitely not at all since | haddegresident. But Wednesday was the night that me
and Serena usually set aside for a quiet familpelinand then some more personal time later in the
evening. Things were tense enough at home as jtwashings had been improving lately, and | didn'
want to do anything to rub my wife the wrong walll,“uh...I'll think about it, Brie. Thanks for ¢h
invite. I'll let you know.”

From the disappointed expression on Brie's faceuld tell that the poodle wasn't putting much
stock in me deciding to go. It wasn't the firsteéisuch an offer had been made, after all. “Alright,
well...I'll let everyone know you might be cominghe forced a smile so | wouldn't feel any more
guilty than | already did about being wishy-washil. just go take care of these papers and conok ba
to draft those memos.”

| watched Brie turn to go. She usually had a walgeiotail as she walked out of my office, but |
could tell this time that the constant turn-dowhsfters for socialization were getting to her.the

time, | didn't really understand why she'd be sappointed. | was her boss after all, and while we



were friendly | wasn't exactly héiiend, so to speak. But | supposed anyone would have tireel of
constant rejection. | sighed as the door closedhlddier, then shook my head, loosened my tiela,litt
and got back to the paperwork that still lay befoie

| didn't get home until late that night, well aftene o' clock. There was a plate covered on the
table for me with dinner waiting, still warm. Atdst my wife cared enough to leave something for me,
even if we couldn't eat together as a family asroéts | wanted. | made quick work of the roast and
potatoes, and then put my dishes away and hungiinjaeket up in the front closet before heading to
the second floor of the luxury condo that my fanaihd | resided in. | looked in on my daughter, Lisa
but she was already asleep. I slipped in quiettygave her a goodnight kiss, careful not to wake he
She was going to be a beautiful girl when she grpyalready was, in fact. She had a lot of her eroth
about her but sported my trademark cheetah splésd $e starting middle school next year, and had
already started talking about boys and thingsytbang girls on the verge of their teenage yeargwer
interested in. Luckily for me, she was still verych her daddy's girl.

| went to my son's room next. Thomas was stillsiging on his bed and playing a video game
before he turned in. He was in eighth grade, antiazka little chat about his day. | even got a down
with him in his game before saying goodnight. Neskior him, he was too old for that mushy stuff, bu
| ruffled his head and slugged him on the shoulgetting one just as good as | gave in return.d wa
chuckling as | left him to his own devices and weaoivn the hall to the bedroom | shared with my
wife.

Serena was sitting up in bed, a lamp the only soafdight in the room as she read a novel.
She looked up as | came in, smiling at me. Godshatwas still a gorgeous lioness, even at thiry-s
and having had two kids. She had on her usual wighites: a silk camisole and presumably some
pajama shorts underneath the covers.

“Welcome home, honey,” she said, closing her botdk &thumb on her current page. “Have a
good day at work?”

I nodded my head as | crossed the room and wehetoloset to get undressed. “Yeah, not bad
for a Monday. Sorry I'm home late, there was afqiaperwork left over from the weekend.” | looked
over my shoulder as | removed my shirt. “Dinner \gesat, by the way.”

“Glad you liked it.” She opened her book again, $@ft brown eyes looking down at the page.
“Well, my day was hectic as usual. This time ofryalavays seems to be the worst for contract
disputes. And we have so many new junior attornlegsit seems like half my day is spent just making

sure that all the legalese is correct.”



“Yeah, tell me about it.” | stripped off my pantscaunderwear, then went over to the bed. |
preferred sleeping in the buff, always had. | sit the bed next to my wife, leaning back agaihet
pillow and crossing my arms behind my head. “Stdirking on that book, huh? Is it getting good?”

“Mmhm.” Serena seemed to be focused back on wieatvsis reading. | looked at her for a few
minutes, and | couldn't help but feel a little bligd. All day at work, and a little small talk wie
most she could manage for me?

| considered saying something about it, but | didkaint to say anything that would lead to
another argument. Instead, | just closed my eyddraad to take myself out of work mode. Eventually
I heard Serena yawn and put her book down on tlsithe table, so | opened my eyes and chanced an
effort at conversation again. “So, how are thiragking for family dinner night on Wednesday?”

Serena looked over at me, a quizzical expressidmeoiface. “Did you forget? Lisa and Thomas
both have an overnight school trip starting on Wesdiay. They won't be home for dinner.” She gave an
exasperated sort of sigh. “I told you about it lasek, don't you remember?”

| tried not to look annoyed. | remembergaly of course, but it had definitely slipped my mind
until this moment. “Crap...You're right. I'm sorhgney, | forgot all about it.” | rubbed the badkao
hand over my forehead. With everything going omas so hard to keep both ours and the kids'
schedules straight in my head. If only | had aetey for all of that as well as work stuff. “WelHow
about we make a night of it, then? | could probayng a last minute reservation at Alfonso's...”

“Really? Well...” | could see the gears turningSerena'’s head as she mulled her schedule over,
but eventually her face softened into a smile. “Plsaire. That sounds lovely. We haven't been oat in
few months. A quiet dinner out would be great.” $@ned over and gave me a kiss on the muzzle, our
whiskers brushing together. It was one of thosectifinate moments that seemed few and far between
these days.

“It's a date, then.” | smiled back at her, as shiedd away and leaned over to switch off the
lamp, plunging the bedroom into darkness. | feitdettle down in the bed. | settled down as welt] a
snuggled myself up so that my front was againsbaek. My arms came around her body. As tired as |
was, she felt so nice when her soft body was dlmseine. One of my hands found her full breastd, an
| squeezed them gently as | kissed her on the ofaper neck. With my crotch up against the swell of
her ass, | knew she'd be able to feel my growingsal. We hadn't fucked in nearly a month, andd wa
suddenly acutely aware of how pent up | was. “Htww we slip you out of these pesky pajamas...”

| heard Serena give another yawn. “Not tonight,dyari'm so tired...| just want to sleep right
now. Another night?”

| could feel the ache in my loins, and the disappoéent in my heart, as | knew that I'd be going



another night without feeling the intimate touchmf wife. And tomorrow night would probably be
the same thing, as usual. As hard as a tried,|tintikkeep myself from sighing in frustration. “Aght.
Good night, Serena. | love you.”

“Love you, too, John...” She sounded like she wagly aware of what she was saying, and a
few moments later | heard her breathing become almvregular as she fell asleep.

| kept close to her for another few minutes, sliestewing in my disappointment, and then |
extracted myself from spooning her and rolled dedace away. Closing my eyes, | tried to keep the
resentful thoughts out of my head. As unfair agas to demand sex from my wife when | knew she
was tired, it didn't quite seem fair that | shob&lwanting, either. | couldn't blame her. We batd h
important jobs, and | knew how tired | was aftéorag day at work. It just always seemed like when |
was ready for sex, she was ready for sleep. Butlidiyen it wouldn't do any good, so | cleared my
mind as best | could and let myself fall asleerei it took me much longer than it did her.

Tuesday came and went without much anything evehdéippened. | went into the office and
found that there was less paperwork than usuatwvas a welcome change. | actually had the time
to leave the office for lunch, visiting my favoritafe a few blocks down from my office building for
leisurely meal and a cocktail. | actually madeairie at a reasonable hour and was able to cookrdinne
for my kids, but of course Serena had her turretbhdame late. | waited up for her, but she was so
exhausted that our interaction was little more thaasual chat and some light reading before going
sleep. Not that | had expected anything more, leihbpe had been there.

On Wednesday, | came into the office to find Bra@chat work on some spreadsheets that | had
given her the previous day. “Good morning, mistamean, John,” she cheerfully greeted me, looking
up from her typing and smiling. | always foundefreshing that she was able to turn her attention
away from the computer screen to give me a few nmbsna&f her time. “Halfway through the week!
Any plans for the weekend?”

“Heh...Nothing yet,” | replied. “My kids have spsnnatches | need to get them to, but other
than that, my schedule is wide open. What about Boe?”

“Oh, same here, not much planned. | was hopin@tchcup on some Netflix shows I've been
watching.” She gave me an inquiring expressionvé@iany thought to joining us for dinner after
work?”

“Ah...'Fraid | won't be able to make it.” | lookedl my secretary apologetically. “I've made
plans with the wife. Got to take those date nigttien you can get them, at my age.”

Brie looked crestfallen, which devastated me mbam i had expected it to. She looked like she



had really been hoping I'd join her and her cowrgk&h...Well...l suppose your wife should be your
priority. Next time, though, okay?” She looked batkher computer screen, and the clacking of the
keys started up again.

“Sure. Next time.” | drummed my fingers on her ddsking to think of something else to say,
but nothing was coming to mind. | continued on nayinto my office and sat down at my desk. The
usual pile of paperwork, carefully organized byeBmas waiting for me. | stared at it for a few
minutes. Why did life have to be so complicatetiad a great job and a beautiful family, but itl $&ilt
like something was missing. Was this just whataswike to grow old?

| found myself suddenly longing for my college dagmin. Back then, I'd had a bustling social
life. I wouldn't have exactly called myself a playleut I'd had my share of girlfriends while | wias
school. Scarcely a weekend had passed where Itwas@t one bar or another, enjoying everything
that the life of a young cheetah had to offer. Whabuldn't give just to have one week of that bdtk
trade just about anything for it, | thought to nifiséhen the specter of the paperwork | had to do
reared its ugly head, and | buckled down and getdrk.

I'd managed to make some good headway by the a&féelynoon, and had all but forgotten about
my morning melancholy when my office phone rangicked it up and held the receiver to my ear.
“Hello, this is Ainsworth.”

“Hey, honey, how's your day going?”

“Serena?” A smile came to my face as | heard me'wWoice on the other end of the line. “It's
going okay, | suppose. This is unexpected. To wibdtowe the pleasure, my lovely flower?”

“Well, I...er...” | could hear the hesitation in nafe's voice. Immediately | was on my guard.

“Serena? What is it?”

“Honey, | am so sorry, but...I have to cancel aandr plans for tonight.” | could hear the
apology in my lioness wife's voice. “Something campeat work, and | have to stay late. | probably
won't be able to get out of here before ten.”

My heart was down around my ankles by now. Thelengsweight of unfairness was suddenly
weighing down on my shoulders, and | could feeldblee in my back returning in full force. “Oh...I
see.”

“Honey, I'm so sorry...It really couldn't be helge8he sounded genuinely sorry, but | was still
full of resentment that our plans had yet agaimlkrailed. “I'll make it up to you next week, |
promise. Please don't be mad at me?”

| took a slow breath in, and then | let it out asetjy as | could to quell the words of anger |

wanted to voice. | closed my eyes, taking a morteenbllect myself. “It's okay, Serena. | understand



We'll go out next week. It's not like it's the esfdhe world.” | felt like that was exactly whatitas, as
childish as it seemed.

“I'm sorry...I really am,” Serena repeated. “I needjet back to work. | love you, John.”

“l love you, too, dearest. I'll see you at hometiebhrd the other end of the line disconnect, and
then | replaced the phone's receiver in its crdditared at it for a few moments, then lookedhat t
paperwork in front of me. | didn't even feel likettgng back to it. | actually wanted to take onm and
sweep it all off and onto the floor, but | resisted urge. Sometimes, life just didn't seem to bekimg
out at all.

| sat there for a few long minutes, my tail twitoiangrily behind me as the fur on the back of
my neck bristled. Then | heaved a huge sigh andeltsmyself deflate. Another dinner night dowreth
drain. And if Serena thought she wouldn't be homté ten, that probably meant she wouldn't be home
until midnight. The thought of a dinner at homenalavasn't the least bit appealing to me. | put my
head in my hands and just stayed still for at leasiminutes, maybe more. | wasn't sure.

Then | sat up. No, | wouldn't just spend anothemawy at home by myself, waiting up for my
wife. | was a grown man, and | didn't have to st lump on a log. Standing up from my chair, |
strode around my desk and to my office door. | @geibhup and poked my head out. “Brie?”

The poodle straightened up and turned around ichnar, looking back at me with surprise on
her face. “What is it, John? Do you need sometHing?

“No...Well, yes, | mean...” | cleared my throat. §i\plans for tonight have changed. | was
wondering...I mean, if the offer is still on thélka, I'd love to go out to dinner with you and exmre
else after work. Too late to change my mind?”

Brie blinked, and then her long muzzle spread angwin. “No, not at all! We'd love to have you
along. I'll let everyone know you'll be joining She looked like her usual cheerful self againe
going to The Joint for dinner, around about sixty¥”

I nodded with a smile of my own. “Six thirty. | kmoexactly where it is. I'll be there. Thanks,
Brie.”

The day seemed to go by unusually quickly for rhecturred to me that quite a long time had
passed since the last time | was genuinely loofongard to much of anything. The prospect of going
out and spending some time with someone otherrthafamily had been so far out of my mind for so
long that I hardly knew what to do with it. | wadlslisappointed that plans with Serena had fallen
through, but at least | had something to takeldasey especially since the alternative would haaenb

a night alone at home.



When six o'clock rolled around, | closed put myegrapaway in my desk and locked up my
office. Brie was already gone, and the office huaildwas largely empty, with only a few people tg sa
goodbye to on my way out. | had left my jacket &irtbehind, unbuttoning the top button of my shirt,
to feel more relaxed and to make myself more cotalide as | decided to walk the few blocks to The
Joint. The restaurant was one I'd been to befaerteof classy casual place that had a nice seteot
classic American fare, burger and pizza and the likadn't been in a while, and | was looking farav
to sinking my teeth into a nice juicy burger anaé&king back a cold beer. | could certainly use oye
now.

The restaurant was the kind where you seated ylburseead of waiting for the hostess, which
was good since | made it inside just at six-thirtpoked around and then caught Brie looking mywa
and waving. Waving back, | made my way over anchébonyself among a group of people
significantly younger than me. | recognized som#heir faces and Brie introduced me to them all. Of
the folks from the accounting department, there aveBigo named Joey, who cracked a joke about the
irony of his name before | could even think fasbegh to do it myself, a chimpanzee named George,
and a giraffe named Brad. From the secretaridi, sheefre was a blue jay, Alice, and a hippo named
Bethany. None of them looked older than thirtypdk a seat between Brie and George.

“Well, thanks for inviting me out here, kiddos,5&id jovially. “Been a while since | felt so old,
heh. Don't make fun of me if | can't keep up witluytonight.”

“Ha, that'd be a laugh!” Joey said in a barking sbexclamation. “A cheetah who can't keep
up? Uh...” He suddenly looked as though he'd reneeetbwho he was talking to. “I mean, uh, sorry
sir, | didn't mean to...”

| waved him off with a grin. “Hey, shut your mouthpy, I'm one of the guys tonight. Forget
about me being your boss, alright?” | looked arotivebar and raised a hand to get the attentian of
server, who came over with an order pad poisedw'ldbout a round of shots to get things started?
Gotta get warmed up for the serious drinking laight?”

That garnered a little cheer from everyone elsaraidhe table. “Hell yeah, old man, that's
what I'm talking about!” George exclaimed. The semwalked off and came back a few minutes later
with a tray upon which sat seven shot glasses mgldilight amber-colored liquid. With the ice
effectively broken, we all raised our glasses dnahtdowned the shots in near-unison. | felt the
familiar mellow burn of a good, strong reposadaitieq and savored the oaky, mild scent in the back
of my nose.

After that, things felt a whole lot more relaxede 8fdered our food, and | got my wish of big,

sloppy burger with plenty of bacon and cheese .orhigé conversation stuck to casual topics like tspor



and good shows that everyone was watching. Ihfe# to me to get back into the swing of being out
with friendly faces, something that | had been mgg$or a while and that | resolved then and there
never neglect again. Hell, | could even have Seabmag the next time, if her schedule allowed. swa
sure that she'd like to take an evening to feehgaagain. The shots were followed by a few beerd, a
by the time we decided dinner was over and it was to move to a bar, | had a nice buzz going on
and | could see the same in the expressions oyewerelse.

Once our bills were paid up, we left the restaueartt headed down the street to a bustling
dance hall. Now this wasn't the sort of bar | usuaknt to, but | figured one place that servedzmo
was as good as the next and | followed everyonden8rad, George, and Alice seemed to be in the
mood for dancing, and made straight for the flobere a fairly large crowd was swaying and moving
to the music playing. | stayed near the bar ita#th Brie, Joey, and Bethany, and we all orderedeso
cocktails and watched the crowd. Eventually, JaeyBethany moved off to join the rest on the dance
floor, leaving me and Brie sitting on stools.

“Are you having a good time?” Brie asked me, sigpiom her glass. She was drinking a
cosmo, something that seemed to match her chgmfsbnality perfectly. | satisfied myself with anru
and coke, an old standby that I'd been fond ofesing college days.

“l am,” | admitted, throwing a smile her way. “THemnfor inviting me. |...really needed a night
like this, more than | thought | did. Life just segto be moving too fast these days to take the tan
relax.”

“l told you,” the poodle said, a bit of a giggleher voice as she waggled a finger at me. “You
always seem wound up. It's nice to see you let goard down a little.” She finished her cosmo and
waved for another from the bartender. “So how retbado you plan on getting? Fancy getting down on
the dance floor and showing us young people howdanced when you were our age?”

| let out a gruff laugh. “Me? Right. I'm more likelo throw a hip out if | try any fancy moves.
Besides, I'm nowhere near drunk enough to makelafanyself like that.”

| immediately regretted those words as | saw dftaanischief in Brie's blue eyes. “Oh-ho, so
you're telling me you need a few more drinks in3o8he got the bartender's attention, and almost
instantly there was a fresh rum and coke to repglae®ne that | was barely done with. “Come on,
John, let's see you strut your stuff. I'm curicuse¢e what you can do.”

Smirking, | gauged Brie's level of seriousness.rélveas something infectious about the level
of no good that she was up to.

You know what? Fuck it.picked up the glass and downed the drink indtsteong gulps.

“Okay, Ms. Secretary. You asked for it. I'm sendyog the next bill from my chiropractor if | end up



with more than just my feet on the floor. But yeuboming with me.” Full of liquid courage, | gralibe
Brie by the hand and pulled her off of her stoal] ahe had to quickly set her drink down to keemfr

spilling it all over the place. The poodle followbdhind me as | led her down to the dance float, an

we found a part of the floor with enough free spacéoth of us to move. “In my day, we didn't have
any of this electronic music stuff, but | thinkdrcmake it work.”

Throwing all caution to the wind, | started to danthad never been great at dancing, but |
remembered a few moves that had seemed suave wreend dumbass teenager full of too much beer
and not enough inhibitions. I'm sure | looked jastdiotic as | did back then, swinging my hips and
throwing my hands around, but my head was humnmajgl @idn't give a damn. Brie had a smile on
her face as she watched my moves, and she begatimgime. | was full of nostalgia from my
younger days, and having a pretty young thing likehanging on my every step just made it so much
more intense. | was sure | was sweating througlstmy, what with all the people around us and with
how hard | was dancing, but who cared? | was hawioge fun than | could remember having in many
a year.

I lost track of how long we were out there. At legh songs must have played before the DJ
switched to a slower, more mellow jazzy song. Nbis tvas definitely my speed. | looked at Brie and
held out one hand, cocking an eyebrow in a silevitation. She blinked, and then she laid her hand
mine. The last time | had actually dane®ith another person had been at my wedding, but | \mgue
remembered what to do. Holding Brie's right hanthinleft, | placed my left hand around her waist.
We began to sway in a slow two-step with the sang, all of a sudden | felt like | was in another
place.

Whatever was going on around us was lost to mestlipoked down at Brie and kept the pace,
leading her in a dance that took us in a slow eiazbund the floor. She had a wistful smile onfaee
as we moved in tandem. | didn't know where therstiaere in relation to us, and | didn't care. |
focused on Brie and on the feeling of her slenaetylbin front of mine. We drifted closer as the song
segued into another slow dance, until our hips \aér®mst pressed against each other. | could agtuall
feel her breasts against my chest. The sensatide ma feel something that | hadn't felt in a long
time. Just under the surface, | could feel whablught at first was my own heartbeat, and then |
realized that | was actually feeling Brie's. My dd#éled with a hazy, fuzzy warmth that | could gnl
partially blame on the alcohol.

Finally, the song came to an end, and the DJ wack to the up-tempo electronic music that
had been playing before. Brie let go of me and teped back from each other. | felt like | showdg s

something, but for the life of me | couldn't makey avords come out. | saw the same sort of surprised



speechlessness in her expression. Just to havetsog® do, | looked at my watch. | saw it was
nearly eleven o'clock. “Oh wow...Shit, it's late.”

“Is it?” Brie looked at my watch as well, and stesged. “It is late! Oh no, I'm going to be an
absolute wreck at work tomorrow! | should get gadingagreed with her, and we found the rest of the
group and said our goodbyes. All the men slappedmite shoulders and said | should join them
again sometime, and the women gave Brie hugs geodibseemed they were all planning to stay out a
bit later.

“Wow, I'm definitely gonna feel this in the mornifig joked with Brie as we made our way to
the front of the bar. There was a coat check treare,Brie retrieved her purse from the attendant. |
watched as she dug around in it for a minute, adenly a frown crossed her face.

“I can't find my apartment keys...,” she mutteréde poodle opened her purse as wide as she
could, holding it up to a light so she could ggtraper look. “Oh no...I must have left them in mesk
back at the office. What a bother...I'll need tdogak and get them.” She huffed in an irritatedhias,
and started to head for the front door.

| followed after her. “Hold on a second. You shauidbe walking alone, it's late. I'll walk back
with you.”

Brie stopped and turned around. “Are you sureltdeant to be a burden. It's not far back to
the office, I'm sure I'll be fine.”

“Nonsense,” | insisted. | held the door open for. Keome on. I'd never forgive myself if
something happened to you. We'll go get your keyksld make sure you get home okay. Fair
enough?”

For a second | thought she would object againthmrt Brie smiled and nodded her head. |
could see her puffed tail wagging slightly behirat. HOkay. Yeah. Thanks, John. That would be really
nice of you.”

We started on the six-block walk back to our offocelding. As we walked, we chatted about
the evening and mused about tentative plans toalpain sometime. The evening was starting to get a
little bit of a chill, and she walked closer to a| saw her begin to shiver. | was starting tdwi/id
brought my jacket so | could give it to her wheelt her loop her arm inside of mine. | looked doatn
her and saw her looking up at me.

“Do you mind?” she asked. “I'm a little cold.”

“Not at all,” I replied. As a matter of fact, | fad myself glad that she was holding my hand
again. We continued the walk, in silence this tikfve. passed numerous people on the sidewalk, either

heading home from bars or heading to the next@toiineir nights out. | wondered what Brie and |



looked like walking arm in arm like this. | was ast old enough to be her father, after all. Didythe
think we were just friends, or something more? &ely none of them had any idea that | was her boss
and she was my secretary. With the wedding ringngriinger, did anyone think she could possibly be
my wife?

After about ten minutes of walking we reached tloatf door to our office building. The
building was locked, but | had my key card in mylletaand | unlocked the door and we both went
inside. The building was dimly lit and the secudigsk was currently unoccupied. We crossed the
lobby to the elevators and went headed up to oor.fl was still feeling some of the effects of the
numerous drinks I'd had, and Brie seemed to ®tibdmewhat tipsy as well. She was leaning against
me as the elevator ascended.

When the doors dinged open, we made our way toemmgroffice was. | opened the outer door
and held it for Brie, then followed her inside b twaiting area. She made for her desk, which was
situated across from a small couch and a few arirg;lvéhere people who had appointments with me
would await their turn. | stayed near the door @isihe dug through a drawer under her desk.

“Ah!” | heard a rattling sound of metal on metatdaBrie held a small key ring triumphantly
up. “Found them! | was a little worried I'd loseth somewhere.” She breathed a sigh of relief.
“Now...I think | need to sit for a minute or twaml still a little drunk and | don't wanna faceplantthe
sidewalk on the way home.” She laughed a little.

| rubbed the back of my neck. “That's actually adtad idea. I'm definitely not sober enough to
drive home...” | sat heavily down on the couch, Bni@ came over to sit next to me. She leaned back
against the headrest and closed her eyes.

“Phew...Feels good to sit down.” She opened hes again and looked over at me. “Did you
have a good time?”

“I sure did.” | mirrored the smile that broadenest muzzle. “I haven't had that much fun
in...This sounds bad, but I actually can't rementhedast time. I'll definitely be doing that again
soon.”

“Good,” Brie said. She had one hand on the arnufei$te couch, and the other was laying on
the seat in between us. “I had fun dancing. Itenbee while for me, too. I'm kind of glad your other
plans for tonight fell through.” We both had a laug that one. | was glad, too, this had definitedgn
needed. While we laughed, her hand drifted overtanched the side of my thigh. | noticed, but |
didn't say anything, not even when her hand camendprested on my thigh properly.

| should have stopped it right there. If we'd hadwits about us, we both would have stood up

right then and there and gone our separate waysa$ihings were, we were both tipsy and still



feeling the aftereffects of an enjoyable evening.iMnd, which had been resting on the back of the
couch, dipped down and was soon resting on Bitiealder. The poodle shifted over until her left hip
was against my right. | looked at her face, andey&s connected, my green ones to her lovely blues.
We didn't say anything. The only sound in the ramsas the ticking of the small clock that sat on Brie
desk next to her computer monitor.

And then it happened.

I'm not sure which one of us moved first. I'm natesif either of us made a conscious decision.
But after a few moments of staring at each otherla@ned towards one another and all of a sudden ou
lips were pressed together. | think we were bash §is surprised as we could be. | think we bothninea
to break away, but instead we remained as we Wgeblack lips felt soft and warm against mine, and
| could just barely taste the sweetness of thediask she'd had. Her breath was drifting againgt m
face, and mine against hers. After a minute or two lips parted and we were gazing into each &her
eyes again.

“Well...,” | eventually managed to croak out. Myanewas hammering inside of my chest.
What did | just do'My head was suddenly filled with images of Serengwife. I'd just kissed
another woman. | hadn't meant to...or had 1?.itthad happened.

“Yeah...Well...” Brie had a look of wonder in hgres. | couldn't decipher what was going on in
that pretty head of hers. | was struck by how hadwhe looked in the soft night lighting of thaigt
office. Her hand had never left my thigh, and ictfawas rubbing slowly back and forth along ityM
hand was still on her shoulder, and it occurrechéothat | was subtly pulling her against me.

“We should g-,” | finally began to say, but my werdere cut off as Brie leaned in and kissed
me again. Any thought | had of ending it immedmtednished from my head, and | just went along
with it. Our lips locked more firmly this time, artkden our tongues were in each others' mouths,
twisting and curling against each other. | madeiatqgroan as my hand slid down her back and the
other went to her waist, and | began to hug heinagane. She moaned and climbed into my lap, her
youthful rump pressing into my crotch as her hasrsked around the back of my neck. The poodle
leaned against me, and | could hear the soft rtiahboeeze behind her as her tail wagged.

For a long time we sat on that couch, with herhikigventually straddling my waist. We hugged
fiercely, our faces connected in a long, unendisg ks her breasts flattened against my chest. |
completely lost track of how long we were like tHatused only on the feeling of our canine and
feline bodies pressed together. My hands slid al@rghack and came to rest on her ass. She bucked
against me as | grabbed handfuls of her buttoclissgneezed, another moan coming from the back of

her throat. She moved her hands around to rub mstcher dull claws scratching subtle rows down



the fabric of my shirt.

| felt like events were spinning out of controltlbumade no effort to put a stop to this. Months
of pent-up desire for my wife were transferringhis woman, nearly half my age, grinding against my
lap. She wasn't my secretary anymore, and | cdwgen begin to think about the muddy footprints
that | was stomping all over the marriage vowddken twelve years ago. Right now | wanted to lose
myself in Brie's body. | knew at that moment thatduldn't be leaving this office until | fucked her

Brie jerked herself back from me abruptly. For tereifying second, | thought that she was
going to tell me to stop, to say that this was stakie and that we should pretend nothing had
happened. Then she slid off of my lap and sanletkhees on the floor in front of me, one hand on
each of my knees, pushing them apart. My cock wasgg against the front of my trousers, and
there was no way she couldn't see that from whezenas situated. In a flurry of motion, her fingers
were at my groin, unfastening the button and lomgethe zipper of my pants with such lustful fervor
that | feared she would rip the fabric. Successiug slipped a hand inside my pants and into theffl
my briefs. | groaned when her softly furred fingersipped around my rigid shaft and tugged it free.
My barbed member came into view, and it throbbed bsad of precum already began to slide down
its length.

“Goddamn...” Her voice was husky and full of desiseshe said that words, and hearing such
profanity from the typically professional young Yadnly inflamed my passions further. Her hand
began to pump up and down my cock, and | leanetieag back and closed my eyes as pleasure
began to radiate up from my crotch.

| felt warm air drifting against my malehood, ahén..Oh fuck..Heat and moisture enveloped
my erection as Brie slid her lips around me. MysHified subtly from the couch, aiding my cock's
passage into her muzzle until the tip was graziegoiack of her throat. The poodle let a breathroat
rush as she held me deep in her mouth. And thebesien to move her head, bobbing it up and down
my turgid member as her tongue bathed me and tuggéek little fleshy barbs.

“Brie, fuck...We shouldn't be doing this...,” | neaged to gasp. There wasn't an ounce of
sincerity in my voice, and she knew it. She ditet'up at all. | hadn't cum in weeks, and | kneeréh
wasn't a chance of me lasting more than five mslike this. | was thrusting up into her mouth,
bumping the roof of her maw as she blew me. Hedlslid into my underwear again and cupped my
balls. She rolled them around in her palm, andt kie back of her tongue undulating against theti
my cock as pre leaked into her throat.

My hand found the back of her head, my fingers imgryhemselves into the neatly groomed fur
there as | pulled her further down on my lengthe Sfent with it, and both of her hands pressed en th



insides of my thighs as my cock slid back and forthher tongue. My breath was ragged, almost
catching in my chest as | felt myself growing clésen eruption. | wasn't going to stop. | knew she
wasn't going to stop me. We were both moaningeéfled vocalizations vying for supremacy against
my clear and loud ones. | thanked whoever was egetthat the building was empty, or someone
would definitely have heard us.

My orgasm came almost as a surprise. | bit baakti@igal cry of bliss as my balls tightened up.
| let go of the back of Brie's head to give herapgortunity to pull back, but instead she pushed h
face down until her nose was pressed against mgrlbeily. My cock began to jerk inside of her
mouth, and she gave a quiet, long, low moan aseag began to jet onto her tongue. My butt was all
the way off of the couch, hips jerked and musa®@sing terribly as | came again and again. My shaft
was bathed in warmth as cum filled her mouth, &ed i felt her swallowing around me. She was
drinking down my hot seed, as greedily as if she'dn dying of thirst in the desert. | lost couneaf
the fifth rope of cum painted the insides of hegaits. The pleasure was overwhelming, and | opened
my eyes as the feelings began to bleed away todoak. She had her eyes closed, her throat working
as she sucked every drop out of my cock.

When she finally pulled her lips off my still-handember to catch her breath, | expected to feel
a flood of guilt wash over me. I'd just cheatedonwife of twelve years, the mother of my childrén.
should have felt devastated at what I'd done. &astefelt nothing of the sort. Seeing the woman
licking drops of my cum from my lips just made mamwto do it a thousand times more.

“God, Brie...,” | breathed. She looked up at me amiled. | leaned down and grabbed her by
the shoulders, pulling her up and kissing her &grand passionately. | could taste the salty nmisk
my own cum on her lips. It excited me, knowing thla¢ had a belly full of my essence.

Without another word, | rose from the couch andkg@ither up. She curled against my chest as |
carried her over to her desk. With one hand undegrks to support her, | used the other to sweep
everything on her desk aside. | heard the computentor hit the floor and break, but | didn't giae
fuck. | sat Brie down on the desk and made heaildien, then | hiked up her skirt and grabbed her
panties with both hands, ripping them down her kegs tossing them away. My nose was immediately
assaulted by the scent of her arousal. | pulledtighs apart and was greeted by the glorious sifjht
her pussy, lips engorged and glistening with mogstlihere wasn't a moment of hesitation before | go
down on my knees and buried my face against heetssex.

Brie cried out in pleasure and her hands grabbedhegtah ears as | pushed my muzzle into
the center of her delicate labia. | thrust my tagwside of her cunt, seeking to taste every bitesf |

curled it up, down, and side to side around heernvalls. | couldn't remember ever having eaten a



pussy as thoroughly as | was eating hers now. &ted so different from my wife. She was young,
and full of energy, and it almost felt rejuvenatiogdine on her sugary ambrosia. If | wasn't alyead
drunk, I'd have been intoxicated by that delicibgsor flowing from her depths. She was dripping
down the sides of my spotted muzzle. | focusedfathy attention on her clit as she humped herself
against my face.

“Fuck, don't stop...Don't fucking stop...,” Briesked through gritted teeth. Luckily for her, | had
no intention of stopping, now or ever. | would hayadly licked her cunt for an eternity. Her walls
gripped and tugged at my rough feline tongue, tiegigny effort | might have made to withdraw. Her
feet, hooked over my shoulders, flexed and tensddeought her ever closer to her peak. Taking my
hands from her thighs, | groped up her torso amaed open her blouse, pushing her bra up and
exposing her full breasts to my seeking fingemnthed both of her nipples between my forefingers
and thumbs, and | twisted and rolled them arourshashowled her approval. | knew I could never go
back.

Brie's hands clenched on the back of my head,quuiiy face against her pussy, and she
actually cut off my breath as she began to cum.rglagly screamed from the force of her orgasm, her
upper body writhing around on the desk as | sudketer clit. She rolled her hips against me, her
ankles locking together around my back as she taehtaw me even deeper. | drank her in, loving
every second.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, hep gn my head slacked off and | was able to
straighten up. | gasped for air, droplets of hemifene juices falling from my whiskers. | lookedwlo
at her, and she looked up at me. There was gemanéder in both of our expressions. What had come
over us? Was this the alcohol acting on our bralim@n't think so. | think at that moment | re@d
that I'd been desiring Brie for some time now. Exgpression was the same as mine. How had neither
of us ever realized before now?

“l want you...inside me...,” she gasped. The pogdighed herself up into a sitting position, and
then | watched as she rolled over on the desksBhe&ged her blouse off and undid her bra, relgasin
her breasts fully. Her skirt was the next to gaj #ren she was nude, a treat for my lustful eybe. S
looked back over her shoulder at me. Her ass wsadap, her pussy open and begging for me. “Do
it...Fuck me...”

“Is it...I mean...Are you safe?” Of course | didmétve a condom. Who kept those in their
office? My cock was even harder than it had beeiteveine was sucking on me, bobbing up and down
with the beating of my heart. | was already takafigny shirt with one hand while working on getting

my pants off with the other. | wanted to be as dak® she was. | wanted to feel our bodies agaaus$t e



other with nothing in between them.

“Do you care?” she asked. She waved her hips fidets side enticingly, her tail raised all the
way up and laid up along her back. “I don't. | waisio badPlease John, don't make me go home
needy. We both want this.”

“Fuck...,” I muttered. She was right. | didn't giaeshit if I knocked her up. | really didn't. My
hands grabbed her hips, pulling her closer to mewasbed the tip of my cock against her pussyeBri
reached underneath herself and spread her lipswuitingers, giving me a target that a blind man
could have hit.

| thrust my hips forward, and we both moaned togretis my cock slid in to the hilt within her
tight, hot depths. | squeezed her waist and helgethyhere, until both of us stopped quivering in
pleasure. Then | began to move inside of her. $dlgbgd onto the back edge of her desk and rocked
back against me as | fucked her rapidly. | didafecabout subtlety, or softness, or tendernesanted
to fuck her, to breed her like she was my bitchl Brie wanted exactly the same thing. | could fagl
barbs roughly tugging on her inner walls and shspgd in delight. The room filled with the sound of
my hips slapping against her beautiful rear. She dvgpping onto the floor underneath us. There was
no way that the office wouldn't smell like sex the next week, and | didn't care.

“Fuck me...Fuck me...,” Brie whined. Her tail waagging like mad as I rutted into her. My
cock was slamming the back of her tunnel, and ghgeg every time. Her voice was music to my
cheating ears. | wouldn't have stopped even ifrgeaad the kids walked into the office at that very
moment. They would have had to stand there, aghast] was finished filling my secretary with
every last drop that my balls could produce.

| leaned over Brie's back. One hand filled itsatbwviher breast while the other grabbed her chin
roughly. | turned her head and we groaned as e#iser with a passion | hadn't felt in over a decad
Our tongues wrestled with each other as | thruspad hard into her cunt. | was barely drawing out
now, keeping myself buried inside her silken depih$ jerked my hips against her ass.

Breaking the kiss, | dragged my tongue along heekhuntil my lips were next to her ear. “I'm
gonna cum inside you...,” | growled to her. | sqaezkher breast hard, tweaking her nipple, and she
cried out.

“Yes...,” she whimpered. “I want it...Fill me upaly...Cum in me!”

| gritted my teeth, and then | opened my jaws aihddwn on her ear. She howled as | felt her
pussy tighten and ripple around my shaft. She wasing again, and | was right behind her. | pulled
back and then rammed in as deep as | could goeetypiishing on the floor as | erupted inside oéBri

My cock swelled and pulsed as thick spurts of clowdd directly into her womb. We ground against



each other, sinfully struggling to stay as closea@ssible, as though we thought we could actually
become one being. We played off of each other anldmpged our pleasure as | emptied my balls inside
of her heated sex. | gave her every last droplthad left to give. | held nothing back.

When it was all over, | collapsed on top of her. Wée both panting from exertion, barely an
ounce of energy left in each of us. With my lastbistrength, | pulled out of her, pushing myself
weakly on shaking arms. | looked down and watcleehy cum dripped down the insides of her
thighs. | was elated. | hadn't felt this kind o$huor passion ever before in my life. Not when Bare
and | had first met, not on our wedding night...lHoér.

| rolled Brie over and lifted her in my arms. | hidxe presence of mind to lock my office door
before | carried her back to the couch. Tomorrowweelld have to face the consequences of what we'd
done. But that was something for another day. Bor, hcradled her on my lap, holding her close as
we kissed and cuddled each other.

Eventually, our bodies intertwined, we slept.



