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  You already know me. I’m the kind of girl in your office that doesn’t really have any friends. You don’t invite me to lunch, probably because you’d be embarrassed, so I sit alone at my desk and eat out of a brown paper sack. I pack myself two or three packages of Twinkies or those Little Debbie oatmeal sandwiches. I know I should just put an apple for dessert in there, but I can’t help myself. I’m a big girl, always have been. I’ve got red hair, but I don’t do much with it, usually keeping it up in a bun. 



  I feel like I’m pretty enough to get a boyfriend, or would be. I just don’t try very hard. I keep to myself. And I don’t wear a lot of makeup. Just a little lip gloss and maybe some blush before I go into work. 


  I live alone with my cat, Mister Sparkles, in a one-bedroom apartment not far from work. And I listen to audiobooks on the way to and from work each morning. I work at Harrington Inc., the corporate headquarters of the luxury hotel chain, though I’ve never even stayed at one of our hotels. I just sit in my cubicle and crunch the numbers on the monthly reconciliation reports, or whatever reports they put in front of me. And at lunch I take out my brown paper bag and eat a sandwich, chips, and three packs of powdered donuts.


  So I was shocked when I came in Friday morning and saw the voicemail light blinking on my desk phone. I hardly ever get calls, and when I do it’s usually Jill down in HR, making sure my contact info in case I die or go to the hospital is up to date. It always is, and it’s always my parents. 


  But when I keyed in my voicemail code, I was surprised to hear the clear, confident, husky voice of the company president. This is Miranda Whitlock, the voice said. I’m calling for Rebecca Foley. I need you in my office as soon as you get in.


  And that was it, end of message. Oh god, I thought. Summoned to the president’s office. My first thought was sheer panic. Had I done something wrong? Screwed up some important report, and cost the company millions of dollars? If they were going to fire me, why not just walk me out of the building. Unless she wanted to tell me just how bad I’d screwed things up face-to-face.


  My stomach lurched. I thought maybe I was going to throw up. I looked down at the outfit I’d decided to put on: jeans, a beige blouse, and flats. God, I looked ridiculous. It was casual dress on Fridays, but now I had to stand in front of the company president in jeans and my stupid cheap short-sleeved blouse. God, my arms were fat! Why the hell didn’t I wear something with long sleeves?


  The phone rang, and I froze. I took a deep breath, steadied myself, and picked up the receiver. 


  “This is Becky,” I said.


  I heard the same voice from the message, firm and unfriendly. “Did you get my message?”


  “Miss Whitlock? Uh, yes, I got it. I just—”


  “Then what are you still doing sitting at your desk?”


  The line clicked into a dial tone. Oh god, this was bad. This was real bad.


  I thought about heading to the bathroom, maybe touching up my makeup. But if I was about to be fired, what difference did it make? I figured I might want to make that detour after all, just in case I really did throw up. 


  Instead, I got up and headed for the elevators, leaving my purse and my brown-bag lunch at my desk.


  Miranda Whitlock’s office was on the highest floor, the 26th. I’d never been up here. Most of the other floors looks like standard office space, all bland carpet, cubicles with beige fabric, and gray chairs. But the 26th floor was different. A rich maroon carpet was the first thing I saw when the elevator doors opened, and the smell of oiled wood was the first thing I smelled. Lamps lined the walls, set in brass fixtures. Art hung in the hallway. I didn’t know much about art, but they looked expensive.


  There were only a few offices, as far as I could tell, and Miss Whitlock’s was at the end of the hall. Offices and conference rooms on other floors had numbers, but her door was a heavy, polished oak, with only “Whitlock” stenciled in gold lettering. 


  I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself, but I was already a wreck. I thought I might cry before she’d even said a word. You can do this, Becky, I thought. Maybe it’s nothing.


  I knocked lightly on the door. After hearing nothing for thirty seconds or so, I wondered if I’d knocked too lightly. I went to knock again, but her voice, strong and clear, came from the other side.


  “Come,” she said.


  I curled my fingers around the cool brass doorknob and went inside. Her office was amazing. Glass windows looked out on the city below and filled the office with light. Bookshelves lined the walls, and doors stood on either side. I figured one might be a bathroom. Her desk was black marble, long and shiny, with two computers set up side by side. 


  Miranda sat with perfect posture in a slim, modern office chair. She was beautiful. You could tell she was tall even sitting down, with long, perfect legs wearing black heels. She wore a black suit open at the throat with a white shirt underneath. She had full red lips, dark hair tied back, and striking brown eyes.


  Looking at her made me feel like I was looking into some weird, magic mirror that reflected the exact opposite of myself. Where she was beautiful, I felt fat and frumpy. While she was confident, all I felt was insecurity. Her clothes were fine and expensive, and I was wearing jeans from the discount store and a cheap blouse that didn’t cover up my arm flab. I already felt miserable. I stayed near the door, afraid to step forward.


  She looked at me impatiently. “Close the door,” she said. “Come over here.”


  I did as she said, shuffling up to her desk.


  “Rebecca Foley,” she said. I wasn’t sure if it was a question.


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said.


  “But you go by ‘Becky’.”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “I bet the kids in school had fun with that last name.”


  “I’m sorry,” I said. “I don’t under—”


  “Roly poly Foley. That sort of thing.”


  I felt the blood rush to my face. She could fire me if she wanted, but I wasn’t going to stand here and be insulted.


  “I don’t think that’s appropriate,” I said.


  She laughed. “I’m just getting started, dear,” she said. “Do you like girls? That way, I mean. Have you ever eaten pussy?”


  My face flushed hard then. I must have been as red as a beet. I opened my mouth to speak, but words didn’t come. I’d expected to be reprimanded, for what I didn’t know, maybe even fired. But I hadn’t expected this.


  “What?” she said. “You’re going to report me to human resources? I’m good friends with Veronica. Nothing will come of it. Oh, I won’t stop you if you want to. No ramifications. Your job is safe. After you hear what I have to say, you can refuse, and go right on back to being a little drone.”


  “Miss Whitlock,” I said, finally finding my voice. “I don’t know what’s going on here. I have no idea what you’re talking about.”


  She slid the chair out and stood, moving like a panther. She was so smooth and elegant, I was at every disadvantage, but the things she was saying had put me even more off-kilter. My head was spinning.


  She walked around the desk and sat on the edge. “We have cameras,” she said. “I can monitor the security feed from my computer anytime. And I watch everyone. I watch you. Let me ask you, Becky. Are you happy in accounting?”


  “Happy enough,” I said.


  She thought that was funny. “Well, I’m going to offer you a new job. On paper, you’ll be my personal assistant. In actuality, you’ll be my chubby little sex slave.”


  Oh my god. What was she talking about? I felt like maybe my alarm hadn’t gone off, and I was still at home asleep under the covers, Mister Sparkles curled up on my chest.


  “The pay will be the same,” she said. “But it will be a lot more fun, for both of us. Have you ever been with a woman, sexually?”


  “N-no,” I stammered. Unless you counted senior prom, when Steve Delaney asked me, and I found out later he’d done it on a dare. He’d pushed himself on top of me in the parking lot of the Denny’s afterward and squeezed my tits so hard they hurt. When he put his hand up under my dress and slid it down my panties, I panicked, pushed him back, and jumped out of his pickup truck. That was pretty much the extent of my sexual experience.


  “Are you open to the idea?” she asked.


  I hadn’t really thought about it much. I read all sorts of romances, and sometimes I touched myself, but my fantasies had all involved men. I never thought I’d be in a position like this. I still wondered whether it was an elaborate gag, whether a camera crew would pop out of one of the doors. But I took a second to think about the question seriously, just in case this was all real. 


  Miranda was so beautiful. I thought of kissing her, and her kissing me back, and felt my nipples stiffen against the inside of my bra. I thought of what she said, about giving her oral sex, tasting her juices, and that made my throat flush warm, and made a heat rise between my legs. I guess that answered the question well enough. 


  But wasn’t this wrong? Illegal, even? She seriously wanted to hire me to be her lover? I’ve never been an adventurous girl, but opportunities didn’t present themselves to me very often.


  “I guess I’d be willing to try,” I said.


  She smiled. “That’s my girl.” She walked to me. My first instinct was to step back, pull away. She stroked both my arms, and she had to feel the goosebumps across my skin.


  “Are you cold,” she asked, “or afraid.”


  “Both,” I said, letting out a nervous giggle.


  She put her finger under my chin and tilted my face upwards. She was taller than me. Then she leaned in to kiss me. I’ve kissed a few boys before. This was nothing like those times. Boys are hungry, fast, and sloppy. Miranda was hungry too, but she was in control. She took her time. She slid her tongue across my lips like she was wanted to taste them, savor them. Then she pressed her soft lips against mine, slipping her tongue inside my mouth. Her hand slid around to the back of my head, her fingers sliding into my hair, clutching it and pushing me forward into her. She kissed me long and deep, and oh god, it was the sexiest thing I’ve ever experienced.


  She let go as slowly as she moved in, though she still held the hair at the back of my head.


  “How was that?” she asked.


  “Nice,” I whispered.


  “Nice?”


  “I mean, it was incredible.”


  She smiled, then let go of me and stepped back.


  “I like girls,” she said. “Especially ones with meat on their bones. I watched you most days in your cube, and I decided I wanted you. And I always get what I want.”


  I didn’t know what to say to that, so I just stood there. I licked my lips, still tasting her on them. She tasted dark and sweet.


  “One last thing,” she said. “I like to treat my bitches rough. I’m going to turn that nice wide ass of yours ruby red before I fuck it. I’m going to whip your titties, and you’re going to beg me to whip them more. I’m going to collar you, make you crawl on the floor, lick my feet, and worship my pussy. How does that sound to you, Becky?”


  I took a deep breath. I was dizzier than ever. All of that sounded scary, but exciting. I wanted her to spank me, to whip me, but I was afraid it might hurt too much. But I’d never had anyone this attractive and this powerful so interested in me. I didn’t know if or when it might ever happen again. If it got too weird, I could always call it off. Maybe I was committing career suicide, but even though my job was steady, it wasn’t all that exciting. And it was definitely replaceable. 


  “Becky?” she asked. “I need an answer, or I need you to get the fuck out of my office.”


  “Yes,” I said.


  “Yes, what?”


  “Yes, I want to be your lover.”


  “No,” she said. “You misunderstand. You’re not going to be my lover. You’re going to be my slave. I might let you come from time to time, but it will be on my terms. You will do what I say, and your sole purpose will be to make me happy. So?”


  “So, yes,” I said. “I want to be your slave.”


  “And?”


  “And I want to serve you and make you happy.”


  “And?”


  “Um—”


  “Um is not an answer,” she said. “What do you want me to do to you?”


  “Oh,” I said. “I want you to spank my ass, and fuck it, and whip my tits, and make me crawl on the floor.” Just saying all that was making my pussy wet. I wanted to slide my hand down the front of my jeans and rub myself so bad.


  “Good,” she said. “Then you can start right away.” She walked back around her desk, opened it, and took out a pair of scissors. She slid them across the desk toward me. “First, I want you to cut off those hideous clothes. You’re not going to take them off. You’re going to cut them off. Because I don’t want you wearing them in my presence ever again.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said, picking up the scissors.


  “I’m going to change into something more comfortable,” she said. “When I come back in here, I want you squatting right where you are, wearing just your bra and panties. The rest of your clothes can go in the trash over there. Got it?”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  With that, she walked to the door on the right, her heels thumping lightly on the soft carpet. As she closed the door behind her, I began cutting my blouse into pieces, letting them fall to the carpet.


  My jeans were hard to cut through, but I managed, snipping them away in strips. I slipped out of my flats and threw them away along with the remnants of my blouse and jeans. I stood in the cool office in my bra and panties, matching light-aqua with black trim. I squatted in the place where I had stood and waited for my new Mistress to return. The sunlight streamed through the office windows, and I wondered if anyone could see us up here, though I doubted it. Then I thought about the security cameras she had said she’d used to watch me and the other workers, and wondered if they were installed in here as well. I glanced around, but couldn’t see any obvious places cameras would be located.


  I didn’t know how much time had passed, but my ankles and knees began to ache as I crouched. I thought about sitting on the soft carpet, but she had told me specifically to squat, so that’s what I did.


  Finally, the door opened, and I gasped when I saw her. 


  Miranda’s small, perfect tits were cupped from beneath by the shelf of a leather corset. She wore long black silk gloves, latex boots, and fishnet thigh-highs. A skimpy pair of thin black panties barely covered her pussy, and I could see the outline of her pubic hair, groomed in a clean strip. She held a flogger in her left hand, and I clenched my ass as a reflex, wondering how it would feel when she whipped me for the first time. 


  Her dark hair was still pulled back into a ponytail, but she’d put on more makeup. Her eyelids were dark with shadow, her lashes thick with mascara. Her blush was so thick it looked like warpaint. And her lips were thick with fiery red gloss.


  She had transformed into a goddess. I’d never seen anyone or anything that had ever turned me on as much as I was right now. I wanted her to smack my ass. I wanted her to make me beg. I wanted her to humiliate me, push me, and turn me into her slut.


  I finally realized this was no prank.


  “What the fuck are you gaping at?” she said, keeping her voice low, but commanding. “Keep your eyes on the floor.”


  That was already a punishment, not to be able to look at her, but I dipped my head down to stare at the carpet.


  She walked toward me, then around me. I watched her shiny boots out of the corner of my eye as she circled, inspecting me. 


  “Nice undies,” she said. 


  “Thank you, ma’am,” I said.


  “I was being sarcastic,” she said. “They’re fucking awful. But they suit you. You won’t need them today, though. Take them off and toss them in the trash with the rest of your clothes.”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


   I unhooked my bra and shrugged out of it, then stood to pull off my panties. She stared at me the whole time, as I walked to the trash and threw them away. Now I was completely naked, and more self-conscious than ever. She said she liked fat girls, but maybe she wouldn’t like me. Maybe standing here naked before her, she’d decide I was ugly after all, and she’d send me away. I didn’t have anything to wear anymore, though. I imagined having to run through the lobby downstairs naked, everyone gawking and laughing at me.


  But she didn’t send me away. I had crossed my arms in front of me, hiding my crotch with my hands. I never trimmed my wiry orange pubic hair. Why bother? I never thought anyone was going to see it. 


  “Move your hands,” she said. “Put them behind your head.”


  I slowly lifted my hands, blushing at what she might think of my wild, unkempt bush. I put my hands behind my head, which at least hefted up my heavy tits a little. My nipples, large and pink, felt like two giant goosebumps, hard and taut.


  Miranda stepped closer, and lightly flicked the tails of the flogger up between my legs. I flinched, not expecting that. The leather tips tickled.


  “You’re going to need to shave that,” she said. “I like my bitches smooth.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said, keeping my head bowed. I’d never shaved down there before. The thought of being hairless between my legs was so sexy.


  “You look…,” she paused, still looking me up and down. I thought she was going to say “ridiculous” or “like a toad”, something horrible. Instead she finished the thought: “Perfect.”


  My heart leapt up into my throat. No one ever noticed me, much less complimented me. Even though I was naked and vulnerable, I felt amazing when she said that.


  “Now go stand in front of my desk,” she said. 


  I lowered my arms and took a step.


  “I didn’t tell you to put your arms down,” she said.


  I lifted them back up behind my head, and began to walk again. 


  I heard the whoosh, and absently wondered what it was, and then the tails of the flogger hit my ass, and I jumped.


  “Move!” she said. That was no light flick of the wrist. She had hauled back and whipped me with full force. I ran across the office floor, my ass hot and stinging, every part of me jiggling, which I’m sure is what she wanted to see.


  She laughed, light and tinkling. Even her laugh was beautiful. It wasn’t a fake laugh. This didn’t feel like some concocted scene. She was genuinely amused.


  “Wonderful,” she said, as I stopped in front of her desk, looking out the massive windows, the sunlight streaming in.


  “Now get up on your tippy-toes,” she said.


  I did as she said, my calves straining as I did. 


  “Now,” she said. “I’m going to flog that beautiful round ass of yours, and you’re going to keep count. Doesn’t that sound fun?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said.


  She paced behind me, and I waited for the first blow to hit my ass. My legs were shaking, and it was hard staying up on the balls of my feet.


  Finally I heard the whoosh, and this time I clenched my ass in anticipation. The tails slapped across my ass, hitting it in a dozen different places. I hissed at the pain, stumbling forward a step, then repositioning myself like before.


  “You need to stay put,” Miranda said. 


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said.


  “And where’s my count?”


  “I’m sorry, ma’am,” I said. “One.”


  She laughed. “Oh no, that one doesn’t count. We’ll start over now.”


  I opened my mouth to say something, but the whoosh came again, followed by the flogger biting into my ass. I was able to keep my balance this time. I clenched my eyes shut, swallowed the pain, and said: “One, ma’am.”


  She walked in front of me, putting the handle of the flogger under my chin and lifting my head up with it. 


  “Now Becky,” she said. “When I give you the privilege of tasting my flogger, or my paddle, or my crop, aren’t you grateful?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said. “Thank you, ma’am.”


  “Right. But you need to thank me for each stroke.”


  Oh, okay. I understood. “Yes, ma’am.”


  She walked back behind me. My ass was hot and stinging now, though I’d only been smacked three times. My legs were really shaking now. I wasn’t sure how long I’d be able to hold this position. While I was thinking about all these things, the next blow came, lower this time, from low to high, hitting on the back of my thighs and jolting my ass cheeks upwards.


  “Two,” I said. “Thank you, ma’am.”


  “Nope,” she said. She sighed. “That other one didn’t count, because you didn’t thank me. And that one didn’t count because the count was wrong. Let’s start over.”


  It went like that for a while, her finding fault with nearly ever stroke, starting back at one. I lost track of how many times I’d actually been flogged, since we started back at one so often. But my ass was already a canvas of hot red pain. I wasn’t sure I was going to be able to sit down for a week, or even walk very well.


  We’d made it up to seven, when the flogger’s leather straps slapped into my ass. I wobbled, trying valiantly to keep my balance, but losing. I stepped forward and quickly corrected, but that was enough for her. 


  “Tisk, tisk,” she said. “Right back to one.”


  I was breathing heavy now, tears welling up in my eyes. “Please, ma’am,” I said. 


  She put her lips up to my ear from behind. “Please, what?”


  “I don’t know if I can do this,” I panted.


  “Do what?” she whispered, her voice playful.


  “I don’t know if I can make it,” I said.


  “You can and you will,” she said. “We’re just getting warmed up, Little Becky. You don’t want to disappoint me, do you?”


  “Oh no, ma’am,” I said. And I didn’t. All I wanted to do was please her. I was just afraid I wouldn’t be able to.


  I felt her warm breath on my ear and cheek as she spoke. “Tell you what,” she said. “If you can make it to twenty, I’ll let you eat my pussy.”


  Twenty? Oh god, the furthest we’d made it was seven. But my mouth watered at the idea of tasting her pussy. “Oh yes, ma’am,” I said. “That sounds wonderful.”


  My whole body was shaking now, but I steeled myself, concentrating, willing myself to hold steady.


  The flogger whistled through the air and smacked my ass. I wanted to cry. I wanted to fall over and curl up on the floor. But I didn’t. I held firm, counted, and thanked my beautiful Mistress for kissing me with leather.


  The blows came quickly then, in rapid succession, and I took them all, all the way up to twenty. All in all, I guessed I’d really taken about fifty. She was already pushing me to my limits. I’d never been flogged before. I mean, my dad used to spank me when I was bad, sometimes with his hand, and sometimes with his belt. But it was never more than a few whacks, just to teach me a lesson. I could tell his heart was never really into it.


  But Miranda was vicious. If anything, the power of the strokes increased as the flogging went on, as if she were warming up, gaining strength. And I could hear her giggling softly as she did it. She was loving every second.


  “Okay,” she said after the twentieth stroke. “That’s good for now. I guess you earned your treat.”


  “Thank you, ma’am,” I said, still swaying on my tip-toes.


  “Go get my chair and wheel it around here,” she said.


  I lowered myself down on flat feet, letting out a heavy breath. I was already exhausted, my ass pulsing with every thumping heartbeat. As I had figured, walking was already a chore, the pain flaring with every step. But I moved quickly, not wanting to keep her waiting.


  I wheeled the chair out in front of her desk, and positioned it behind her. Before she sat, she hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them down around her ankles, then kicked them off.


  Her pussy was just as elegant and beautiful as the rest of her, cleanly manicured, the surrounding skin smooth and creamy. Her strip of hair glistened, dark and welcoming. Her purple lips looked soft and delicious.


  She laughed. “You look hungry,” she said. “And it’s not even lunchtime.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said.


  She held the handle of the flogger up to my mouth. “Open,” she said.


  I opened my mouth, and she shoved the handle sideways between my teeth. 


  “Go put that in my dressing room,” she said. “And hurry back.”


  I took a step toward the door she’d emerged from, but felt a smack of her hand on my ass.


  “Crawl,” she said.


  I got down on all fours and crawled to the door, the flogger clenched between my teeth. 


  When I reached up and opened the door, I nearly dropped the flogger. What she had called her “dressing room” was just that, a huge closet filled with all sorts of fetish outfits. Two racks of clothes were filled with leather and latex, corsets, bras, and other outfits. High-heeled boots and shoes sat on the floor beneath. And a rack against the far wall held whips, floggers, crops, and paddles. I crawled to it and put the flogger in an empty space.


  “What’s taking so long?” she yelled at me from the other room.


  I crawled out of there and back to her as fast as I could, my knees burning from rubbing the carpet.


  She sat in her chair, legs spread wide open, her pretty pussy glistening between her flowery purple lips.


  “You never answered my question,” she said.


  As I knelt before her, my mind raced. Which question?


  “Have you ever eaten pussy before?” she asked.


  Oh. “No, ma’am,” I said. And while it was true, I thought I had a pretty good idea of how to please her. Mostly I just wanted to put my tongue on her, put it in her, taste her for the first time.


  “Well,” she said. “If you’re awful, I’ll train you.” She leaned her head back and closed her eyes. “You may begin.”


  I leaned in and smelled her. There was a hint of lilac, something else sweet and dark, like cinnamon. I don’t know what soaps or creams she used, but she smelled exotic. The scent of her skin mixed with the dusky wet smell of her pussy, and it all made my head swim. 


  I reached in and gave her a light kiss first, my own lips coming away wet and sticky. 


  I looked up at her, between her breasts, at her beautiful white throat. 


  “Thank you for giving me this opportunity,” I said.


  “Shut the fuck up and eat my pussy,” she said.


  I lowered my head and got to work. I took her lips inside my mouth, sucking them lightly. Then I licked the insides of her thighs, working my way back in. I got my head down and licked under her pussy, up to the bottom of it, then lapped the lips again like a thirsty dog. I had a big tongue, and as I licked everything around and on her pussy, she began to moan.


  I stuck my tongue out long and hard and pushed it into her. She reached down and grabbed the back of my head with both hands, then jammed my face into her, using me as a fuck toy, fucking herself with my tongue. My nose hurt as she jammed it roughly into her crotch, but I didn’t mind. This was heaven. I hardly even felt the hot soreness of my ass anymore, though it was still there in the background.


  Finally she let my head go, reaching up to squeeze her own breasts, pinching her own nipples.


  I relaxed my tongue and moved up to her clit, working around it in tiny circles. I felt her arch her back, her body flexing. I suckled her clit gently, then began to let my tongue flitter across it. I’d never done this before. I just did what I thought would feel good, what I would like done to me.


  And it worked wonderfully. She kept squeezing her breasts, moaning louder and louder, until she began to scream. I wondered if anyone would hear, but as far as I knew, the top floor was just the two of us. 


  “Eat it, little piggy,” she said. “Eat that fucking pussy.”


  I worked back down to her pussy, slurping and lapping. I let out a few little grunts, and she laughed.


  Then I moved back up to her clit and flicked across it with my tongue. She screamed again, arching her back so hard I thought it would snap. She reached down and grabbed the sides of my head.


  “Don’t stop,” she said. “Right there, bitch.”


  I didn’t stop. I kept doing what I was doing, flicking my tongue as fast as I could. 


  She came then, gasping and bucking, her fingernails digging into my scalp. When she was done, she shoved my head back. I fell back on my ass.


  She looked down at me, her face flushed, gasping for air.


  “Well,” she said. “You don’t need training for that. I thought you said you’d never eaten pussy before.”


  I licked my lips, her sticky juice warm on my lips. “I haven’t, ma’am.”


  She laughed. “I guess you’re just a natural.”


  “Thank you, ma’am,” I said.


  “Now then, go to my desk. Open the top drawer. There are a couple of things there for you.”


  I crawled around the desk and opened the drawer, peeking inside. As she had said, there were two things: A large pink dog collar and a round bulb of red plastic, flared at one end. I took them both. As I picked up the collar, I saw lettering stitched in black across it: Rebecca. My heart felt light. I swallowed hard and then closed the drawer. 


  I crawled back to my new Mistress and handed her the items. 


  “Turn around and get that sweet as up in the air,” she said.


  I swung around and stuck my throbbing ass as high as it would go. I heard her gather spit in her mouth, then felt it hit the crack of my ass, warm and wet. She pushed the rubber plug into me. I clutched the carpet with both hands, feeling the thing fill me and push against the insides of my ass. It felt strange, foreign, but also good.


  “Turn back around,” she said.


  I did, but it was harder this time, moving with the plug embedded in my ass.


  She raised up the collar, and I lifted my chin in response.


  “We can get this changed to ‘Becky’,” she said. 


  “That’s okay, ma’am,” I said. “It’s perfect.”


  She smiled, then slid the collar around my neck, buckling it tight. 


  “Is it too tight?” she asked.


  “A little,” I said.


  “Good,” she said. “It should be.” She stood up. “Now then, I’ve got a conference call in about ten minutes. Go ahead and crawl under my desk and wait there. I need to at least put on a blouse. But you can suckle my toes while I take the call. Bob and Jack are boring as hell. I need something to distract me while we go over the quarterlies.”


  “Ma’am?” I said, looking up at her adoringly. I could never remember loving anyone before, but I was sure I loved her.


  “Yes, slave?” she said.


  “Did I do all right?”


  “Oh yes,” she said. “You’ve done fine already. You got the job.” She walked to the door, opened it, then paused. “But the day’s not even halfway done.”


  With that, she went inside. I crawled under her desk, waiting for her, my heart thumping with thoughts of what the rest of the day, and what the future might bring.


  If you liked this story, check out another one of my lezdom stories: Collared by Carol


  



  Check out my full catalog at my Amazon Author Page


  



  To be the first to receive updates about new stories and books, join the K.C. Ripley mailing list. Thanks!


  



  If you have questions, suggestions, or requests, email me at: femdomauthor@gmail.com
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