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Amber ducked her head when she heard her named called. “Amber, come in,” the voice sounded much more intimidating than it had on the phone.

“Yes Mistress,” she said. Amber got out of the chair and walked into the woman’s office. The colors of the office contrasted with the room she was in. Black tile floors greeted Amber, the walls were a light red and the room was bathed in soft yellow light. Amber felt her stomach twist into a knot as she looked to the woman who would be interviewing her.

The woman had her dark brown hair pulled into a ponytail. Her skirt was charcoal gray and her white blouse had a black blazer pulled over it. Amber felt her confidence drain from her. Her own attire did not look as professional as her potential boss’ did. She was wearing a pair of khaki slacks with a white polo shirt.

“Nice to meet you in person, Amber. I’m Ms. Martin, but I’d prefer it if you called me Erin. Of course, that will be in front of clients,” Erin reached her hand out to shake when Amber got close enough.

“I understand, Mistress,” Amber shook the hand and stood in silence for a moment. Erin’s tone made her feel even smaller. Not only was the woman taller than her by at least five inches, she commanded a presence that Amber could not hope to match.

Erin pulled her hand away and used it to cup Amber’s chin. Tilting her head to see a few different angles, Erin smiled, “I adore redheads, you’ve got some pretty green eyes too. You’ll do just fine if you can pass the interview. Take a seat.”

Amber nodded and sat down in the steel folding chair. The item seemed out of place to Amber, given the nature of the other more expensive furniture. Erin leaned on her heavy oak desk and pulled out a clipboard and a pen.

“First, I’m going to need you to read these forms and sign at the bottom of each,” Erin said.

Amber took the forms and read over them as quickly as she could. They related to her not filing a lawsuit against Erin for any physical marks left on her. The further she read, the more nervous she got. The job would pay well, but the papers she continued to sign made it seem like she might be biting off more than she could chew.

Her hand continued to sign them though, she needed the money and this was the first callback she got. With her qualifications, this job was her best option. She signed the last page and handed the clipboard back to Erin, “This is starting to look a little dangerous, honestly.”

“You know what you signed up for, this isn’t meant to be me coddling you all the time. You are to perform as a personal assistant for most of the day. But you were told over the phone by my secretary what that entails. I am not going to pretend that I'm going to be inactive,” Erin said as she ensured all the forms were signed.

“I’m still a little fuzzy on all the specifics,” Amber said. She was aware of most of the job description, but getting it explained to her could not hurt.

Putting the clipboard on her desk, Erin looked back to the Amber and smirked. Erin moved to sit in her office chair and opened a drawer. She pulled out a whip and placed it on the desk, then a pair of handcuffs, and a flogger. She closed the drawer and looked to Amber, “Does that clear anything up for you?”

“Yes Ms. Martin,” she said. Her eyes were wide as she looked at the toys before her. They all looked intimidating.

“If you’re going to get anywhere, you’re going to call me Mistress. Not Ms. Martin. I’m twenty-eight, not in my late thirties. Time for business though, Amber. Tell me about yourself and why you think you are a good candidate for being my stress relief.”

Amber gulped and averted her eyes, “I am good at listening to orders, and I am good at handling pain usually. I know how to use a computer pretty well, and I have good typing skills. And I know that I am a submissive.”

“Those are reasons you might be a good candidate, I want to hear about you,” Erin said.

“I’m nineteen, I live with my parents and I want to move out. Getting this job would help me a lot, the pay is very fair for the work I will be doing. And I love sex, Mistress. Even if I’ve only seen it on a screen,” Amber said.

Erin smiled wide at that information, “That’s better. So you’re a virgin, don’t worry. I’m usually very gentle. So what’s your take on being thrown into the world of BDSM?”

Amber needed a second to think of her response. The money hard to turn down, better than she could have hoped to make with a college degree. But the idea of being hurt for the sake of pleasure seemed confusing. Ducking her head, she responded, “I think that if you are paying me, I can adapt to it, Mistress.”

“That’s a good answer, but doesn’t that make you sound more like a prostitute than an employee?” Erin asked.

She nodded, “It does. But I don’t think of it like that, Mistress. I’m fine with being paid for you to do what you want with me. I do hope that this is not public knowledge. And I know that you have a reputation to uphold, so it’s not like you’re going to abuse me to the point of breaking me.”

“Fair logic, but don’t think that means I won’t be doing everything in my power to create a willing submissive. By the end of your training, I expect that you would do this for half the pay,” Erin said.

Amber gave a quiet giggle at the thought of doing it for less money. The paycheck was the only real reason Amber considered the position in the first place. “I don’t know about that, Mistress,” Amber responded.

“Well, there are a few things I need to ask you before I complete the process. And of course, more paperwork. How do you feel about transgender women?”

“I have no problem with trans people. Why?” Amber asked.

Erin tilted her head, “Because I have a cock, that’s something you probably would like to know before I ask you to start getting sexual with me.”

Amber looked to Erin with a perplexed expression, “Really? I would have never guessed that. I mean, you look completely like a woman. You even have nicer hips than me!”

Erin stood from her desk and stepped closer to Amber. She took one of Amber’s hands and placed it on her groin. Amber felt that bulging member hiding away in Erin’s panties and gasped. Erin let go of Amber’s hand, but Amber did not pull away.

“It feels so big,” Amber whispered.

“I’m large, that’s not bragging, it's the reality of it. So then. For your interview, I want to know what I can’t do to you if I hire you,” Erin said.

Amber cocked her head as she let her thumb stroke along Erin’s length, “I’m not sure. I don’t want to ever be hurt permanently. Like, breaking things, or burning me, the extreme things like that. That’s not sexy, or fun.”

“No, you’re right. Going that far is excessive. At that point, you’re brutalizing someone, not getting anything from it. I could make a slight argument for branding, but that’s not something I’m interested in anyways,” Erin said.

“If that’s fine, I don’t know what else I would like or not like until we got into it. I don’t think that I would love every bit of it, but at the same time, I’m pretty sure that getting paid for it would go a long way towards making me like it more.”

“Well if that’s the case, then I think it is time we make things official. Go talk to my secretary and finish the paperwork. I’ll be giving you a trial period of two weeks, if you are not making a positive impact on my mood by that point, I’ll let you go. Is that fair?”

“It is, Mistress. Thank you for the opportunity. Oh! Dress code, what do you want me to wear?” she asked.

“Seeing as how I’m going to do some of this at work, and some elsewhere. If you are working with me in the office, wear a skirt and a blouse. If you can’t find that, a pair of slacks and a polo, like you have on now would be fine. If I am working from home, then you can wear anything as long as you dress to turn me on. Is that clear enough?”

“Crystal clear, Mistress. Thank you,” Amber said as she stood from the chair and walked out of the room. Her heart raced in her chest as she finished up the process. There were things on the table she did not quite understand, such as the BDSM aspects. But they would be explained, and Erin had a confidence about her that made Amber believe that it would be fine. That she would be able to endure whatever the woman had to offer.

The paperwork did not take too long, she was instructed to do a drug test and that was sent off. After that, she was sent home with a schedule to adhere to. While looking through her new hire packet, she found an envelope containing two thousand dollars and a note.

Thank you for your interest in the position. Please use the money to buy yourself a week's worth of work clothes. Do your research on aftercare solutions for BDSM and buy some products that you feel comfortable putting on your body. You will only need to bring your aftercare products to Ms. Martin's home office. After you have purchased the items required, feel free to treat yourself with the remaining funds.

After doing said research in a hurry, she understood why the extra money was given to her. The various solutions were often lotions and things of that nature. After reading some of the ingredients, she made a list and went to town to buy the requested items. With almost three hundred dollars left over, Amber decided it would be best that she put the money aside for now. If the job did not work out, that money would be buying her food for the next few weeks.

With the day coming to a close, Amber headed home and tried to make it everything seem normal during her interactions with her parents. They were happy about her getting a job, but they asked a lot of questions that Amber did not know the answer to.

She finally got away from her parents after dinner ended. Heading to her room, she looked at the rather lackluster furniture and muttered, “I’m not going to miss any of this shit.” Amber took a shower and got on her bed to lay down. She pulled up a porn video relating to BDSM and found herself surprised.

The first one she watched was rather aggressive and brought a measure of trepidation to her. The second helped ease that fear, not everything was that hardcore and that was something she was glad to see. Yet, she did learn that it was ultimately up to the dominant partner. That made her feel powerless, and she put her phone on her nightstand with an alarm set for the morning.

If Erin was going to be as abusive as some of those videos, Amber did not know if she would be able to hold onto the job. Resting her head against the pillow, she fell asleep with worrisome thoughts.

Amber felt the rope around her wrist tighten to the point of hurting her. The feeling of the cold metal dildo at her pucker, threatening to invade her mercilessly. She smelled the leather in the room and heard the sound of heels clicking against the tile floor. Amber could not see, a blindfold kept her from that luxury.

“You pathetic fucking slut, you’re going to learn your place!” she heard Erin’s voice yelling at her. The sound of a whip cracking made her body tighten, fighting against the ropes that bound her. She could do nothing but wait for the biting leather to rip into her flesh.

The pain never came, as Amber’s alarm pulled her from her sleep. She awoke in a puddle of her sweat. Amber sat up and gasped for air, hands moving to rub at her wrists. Reaching for her phone, she turned off the alarm and got out of bed. The videos she watched from the night before made her feel a measure of apprehension that she had not felt since she started applying for jobs.

This world she was being introduced to was one that terrified her. She wanted the money. If the actual events were like the nightmare she had, she might have to pass. No amount of money would be worth being that afraid of someone. Not when the acts were meant to relieve stress.

She got ready for work and put on a solid black skirt and blouse. She wore a new pair of three-inch heels to make herself stand a little taller. The walk to work would be a long one.

Amber left almost an hour before she was required to be at work and arrived at the large building twenty minutes later. The guard let her in after checking to see if she was the person she claimed to be. Amber felt important, her name was on a list.

She took the elevator to the sixteenth floor, where Erin’s office was. She walked through the office and only saw two other people. They were tapping away at keyboards and oblivious to the world around them. She did not want to talk to them yet, not if they were busy.

Erin’s secretary waved at her when she arrived and called out, “Good morning Amber.”

“Good morning Tedi, how are you?”

“I’m doing okay, it’s a little early, but it always is. Did you knock on Ms. Martin’s door? She’s usually in by now,” Tedi said.

Tilting her head to the side, Amber responded, “No? I didn’t see her come in and I’ve been here almost thirty minutes.”

“Oh, Ms. Martin is usually in at five. We come in at eight because it gives her some time to get caught up on all the events of yesterday and wake up,” Tedi said.

Amber approached the door that led to Erin’s office and knocked on the thick wooden door. From the other side, she heard “Come in.”

She opened the door and stepped into the room to see her boss sitting in her chair. Erin turned to look at Amber, “Good morning, excited about your first day?”

Amber closed the door behind her and moved to take a seat in the steel chair, “I am, Mistress. So what do I do now?”

“First, I could use some coffee. There is a coffee pot somewhere in the office, I’ve never gotten my own coffee here. So best of luck finding it,” Erin said and turned back to her computer.

Amber nodded and got back up, “I’ll be right back then, any sugar or creamer or anything?”

“Nope, plain black for me. Got used to it when I was broke all the time, now it's a preference.”

Leaving the office, she came back a few minutes later with a coffee cup and placed it on Erin’s desk. She went to take a seat, but Erin interrupted her, “Lock the door before you sit down.”

“Yes Mistress,” Amber said. She walked to the door and locked it, the nervousness setting in once more. Having to lock the door meant that Erin would not want to be interrupted. She did not need to be told what might happen next.

Erin finished writing an email and then minimized the windows on her screen. She opened a drawer at the bottom of her desk and pulled out the flogger from yesterday. Smiling, she looked at Amber and said, “I’ve been thinking about you all morning. I don’t have a lot of time to get involved right now, but I’m not going to let your day slip by without something to remember me by.”

The brunette woman stood from her chair and twirled the flogger. The whirring of the leads sent chills down Amber’s spine. “No reason to be shy. Take off your blouse and your bra.”

Stating that there was no reason to be shy did nothing to help Amber feel less nervous. She unbuttoned her shirt and slid it off her shoulders. Amber’s simple red bra almost matched her hair and her blushing face. Amber reached behind her back and unclasped the bra to let her breasts fall free.

“It’s okay, relax. I’m not going to make you bleed or anything, not yet,” Erin said.

Amber whimpered in her chair. Not knowing what to expect, she closed her eyes and put her hands in her lap. The whirring of the leads stopped for a moment. The sound of Erin sipping her coffee made Amber shift in her seat. “Can we get it over with, please?” Amber asked.

Erin put her coffee cup down, “Excuse me?”

Amber spoke up, “Can we get started, please? I’m scared, Mistress.” The dream from last night felt more like a reality now. Not to that level yet, but Amber felt similar. Even if she was not tied up and blindfolded, she could not move from her position. She could not defy Erin’s desire.

“That’s the point. You’re my slave, my pet. My toy. If I want to take my time playing with you, I will. That’s what you are paid to do. Don’t get it twisted, I still expect you to perform other duties as I see fit, but your goal is to make me happy,” Erin sent the flogger into Amber’s breast. The sensation was unlike anything Amber could have expected. A sharp stinging with dull thuds mixed in.

Amber gasped at the sensation and looked to Erin, “W-What the hell is that?”

“It’s a flogger. Balanced, combo, half oiled leather, half suede. Thirty falls, each being a half inch. One of my favorite tools to use. Enough sting to keep you on your toes, with a balance of throbbing pain that lingers a little longer,” Erin explained.

The woman’s technical knowledge scared Amber, but there was a silver lining. If Erin knew so much about the toys she was using, Amber could at least be comfortable knowing that she was safe. She hoped.

Erin started spinning the flogger, sending it into Amber on every fifth rotation, “You forgot to call me Mistress. And speak with manners when you’re addressing your Mistress. These are ground rules. Do not forget them.”

Amber kept her chin up to prevent her face from being struck. Her breasts were already turning a light red and she did her best to keep calm. She wondered how long the pain would continue, but when Erin shifted the toy towards her stomach, Amber noticed something. The dull ache in her breasts felt somehow pleasant. She glanced down at her chest for a moment and saw the red marks. Marks from her Mistress.

Erin continued the strikes until she reached twenty-five, “That’s better. But now I’ve got a bigger issue to take care of.”

Amber’s face had tears trickling down it. There was no agony, only an overwhelming sensation that her body did not know how to handle. Amber looked at Erin and the issue she mentioned was obvious. A large bulge in her skirt that ran the length of her hip.

“M-Mistress, I can help with that,” Amber offered.

“I know you can. But you’re a virgin. So I’ll make you a deal. You promise to be a good slut and take my cock up your ass. I’ll make sure that when I take your pussy, it will be with your pleasure in mind,” Erin said.

The choice was easy for Amber. Erin knew what she was doing with her toys, that experience came from something. With that information in mind, she called out, “I’ll be a good slut, Mistress. Is it going to hurt?”

“Probably, but nothing worse than what you felt from the flogger. Take off your skirt and bend over the desk. Leave your panties on for me,” Erin ordered.

Amber thought the request was odd, but she was not going to argue. The thought of being taken in this way concerned her. She hoped that Erin would be gentle with her. Amber removed her skirt and bent over the desk. Her hands held onto either side of the desk so she would not have to lay on it.

“Do me a favor, if you have some sexier underwear, start wearing them. Nothing wrong with what you’re wearing I guess,” Erin slapped Amber’s ass through her red cotton panties. “But they’re so boring.”

Amber groaned at the slap and nodded her head, “Yes Mistress. I will wear other things.”

“Other things? That sounds vague. Why not say you’ll wear sluttier things?” Erin asked.

A quiet huff escaped Amber, “Mistress, I will wear sluttier panties for you.”

“I know you will, you’re a smart slut,” Erin opened the drawer that contained her toys and pulled out a bottle of lube. She placed it on the desk and then stepped out of her skirt. Amber heard the top of the bottle pop open and she glanced to see what she was supposed to take.

Her jaw dropped. If she had to guess, Erin’s cock was at least nine inches, but that was not even the scary part. The veined monster looked like it would split her in half with its girth. Amber felt her knees quivering, she knew that she was going to have a sore butt tomorrow.

“Something wrong?” Erin asked as she spread the lube around her length.

“Y-You’re huge Mistress, it’s going to hurt,” Amber responded.

Erin gave a quiet giggle before saying, “It is. I’m not going to pretend that it won’t. Your ass is going to be begging for me to stop fucking it. But you’re going to keep your head down and beg for more. Can you tell me why?”

“Because I’m your slut, Mistress. Because that’s what you pay me for, Mistress,” Amber said. Even as she admitted such shameful thoughts, she could not deny her arousal. Her panties had a damp spot in them and she did not know if that was due to the shame, or the thought of being skewered by Erin’s cock.

“That’s right. Who said you couldn’t have a great first day on the job?” Erin asked. Amber intended to respond but she felt her panties pulled to the side. The cool air caused her skin to draw up and Amber looked back to Erin. She watched the woman’s other hand move towards her ass. Two cold fingers pressed against Amber’s pucker and pushed inside her.

Gasping at the insertion, Amber did her best to relax. Erin pushed the fingers deep inside Amber and started fingering her rear, “We’re going to have to work on stretching your tight ass. After I get you nice and broken in, I’ll be able to use a little spit to get my cock in you.”

“That sounds amazing, Mistress,” Amber said. She did not think it would be that pleasant, but she could hope that Erin knew what she was talking about.

“Don’t get too excited. I’m paying seventy-five thousand a year to enjoy you, so I’m going to get my money’s worth out of you,” Erin said.

The fingers pulled out of Amber’s ass. She felt the hot cock pressing against her hole for a moment. Then she felt burning pain as the cock’s head pushed into her pucker. “Oh fuck! It hurts! Mistress, it hurts so bad!” Amber yelled.

“I know. I told you it would. Do your best to relax,” Erin said. She continued pushing her cock into Amber until she had nothing more to give. Only then did Erin stop. Her hands reached around Amber’s torso and rubbed her breasts, “You will adjust soon. Then all bets are off and I’m going to fuck you like the slut you are.”

The hands on her breasts brought back the stinging pain she felt before. Amber still felt pleasure from the actions and she knew better than pull away from the touch. Upsetting her boss was the last thing she wanted to do with that massive cock buried inside her. Amber felt something else, though, the desire for more. Now that she had the woman’s length inside her, she wanted to take the next step. Coming from a sheltered home with little money, this opportunity seemed perfect.

All Amber had to do was make it through this encounter, “Yes Mistress!”

“That’s my bitch,” Erin said. She started rocking her hips into Amber. Her strokes started as short and shallow, barely moving at all while she loosened the girl’s pucker. Once the vice felt easier to thrust into, Erin slid her hands down Amber’s body and rested them on her hips.

Even the short strokes were pleasant for Amber. She looked back to try and see the woman’s cock but her position denied her that. Erin’s hands tightened on her hips and she felt most of Erin’s cock slide out of her. Before she could even acknowledge that change, Amber felt Erin push back into her. Her ass still hurt, but she was starting to crave the pain. Having this be her first encounter was beneficial. The pain would be forever tied to pleasure.

Amber let out a loud gasp followed by a much lower moan. Erin gave her ass a slap, “You like my cock, don’t you slut?”

“F-Fuck yes, Mistress,” Amber called out. The shame that previously gripped her disappeared. Erin’s desires were leaking over into Amber’s thoughts. Being a slut, that used to be the most horrible insult, but now, Amber wanted to hear it. Amber's innocence be damned, she needed Erin’s cock.

Erin leaned back to get a better view of herself fucking the tight hole before her, “You’re going to hate me when you’re older. You’ll never find a cock like mine again.”

“M-Mistress, I don’t want other cocks,” Amber said. She rocked her hips against Erin, trying to match the woman’s pace. The tempo increased further when Erin leaned back over Amber.

“Then you’re going to be a good slut for me. Because I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want other pussy. So you’ll have to work harder, won’t you?”

“I’ll work as hard as you want me to, Mistress! Please don’t stop!” Amber screamed in response. Her first time made her countless masturbation sessions seem pointless. She would never be able to achieve this amount of pleasure by herself.

Erin reached around Amber’s hips to start rubbing her clit, “Cum for your Mistress. It’d be bad manners if I didn’t let you finish first.”

The words fell on deaf ears. A fire had already roared to life between Amber’s thighs. Her climax roared through her, the blazing fire turning into an inferno. Amber’s moans got louder, her gasps for air gave her enough time to hear Erin’s balls slapping against her soaked pussy. Then came the result of that wildfire, a gush of Amber’s juices. Her panties caught some of the juices, but most ended up on the tile floor beneath them.

Amber’s orgasm caused her body to tighten up and with Erin’s intense pace never slowing, the woman could be heard moaning. Erin’s hips drilled into Amber’s ass for a few more strokes before she gave a low sigh. Her cock buried itself into Amber’s ass one last time and her hot, thick cum invaded the girl’s rear.

Their climaxes were finished, but the act was not done as Erin called out, “Fuck, I might have to take a smoke break after that." Erin looked to the puddle on the floor, "You made a mess on my floor. Clean it up, slut.”

Erin pulled her cock out of Amber’s ass. The brunette grabbed her skirt and put it back on and then sat in her chair. Amber nodded and went for her clothes, but Erin called out, “Where are you going?”

“To get a mop?”

“No, you’re a slut. Not a janitor. Get on your hands and knees and lick that little puddle up,” Erin said with a harsh tone.

Amber looked to her for a moment, she almost complained, but she understood that it would be stupid. Getting down to her hands and knees, she looked at the small puddle, then back to Erin. Her tongue slipped out and dabbed at the puddle. The taste was nowhere near as bad as she imagined it might be. After that was determined, she took licked the juices up without complaint.

Once she finished, she looked back to Erin. Erin was drinking from her coffee cup. She swallowed the drink and said, “Good girl. But I’ve got work to get done. Talk to the secretary and see what she needs help with. Check in with me every hour. I’ll see you for a more intimate meeting at four-thirty. See you later.” Erin turned back to her computer. She left the flogger on her desk, uncaring about who might see.

Amber did not question Erin. “Yes Mistress,” she said and put her clothes on. Once she was dressed, she started walking out of the room and called out, “Thank you for the session, Mistress. I’m excited for the next one.”

“You might not be later, slut,” Erin said. She smiled as she went back to typing another email. Even a tight ass could not keep her from her job for long.
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