Leather Daddy, they called it. Helga smirked at her reflection, her green eyes scanning down the leather clothes clinging to the pig’s body. Not the kind of gear she’d wear on her actual ride, far from it. Though she had to admit, she might not hate posing in front of her ride in it.
“God, this is dumb…” She snorted. The pig had tried on outfits before, but her only real experience with actually wearing something like this was during her and her precious vole’s trip to the Folsom street fair. Outside of that, the pig preferred to either be all natural, wearing some latex stockings and gloves, or just jeans and a tee when it came to playing in her dungeon. Still, it had a little flair to it. And the assless chaps did make her ass look good. “I could probably cut the carbs…”
“You have been slowing down on our runs.” 
Helga grabbed her chest and turned, catching herself against the wall mounted mirror as she looked out to find Rebecca in the doorway. “Jesus, Rebecca! What did I say about knocking?”
The pitbull pointed to the empty door frame, “Door was open. Is that your old biker gear?”
“Yes...my old biker gear involved assless chaps,” Helga groaned with a roll of her eyes, “Shouldn’t you be at work?”
“Tom’s shop has an infestation. So he’s getting it fumigated. Honestly, he’s pretty pissed and worried.”
“Really? Well fuck, that makes two of us.” Being the only sex shop in town, Helga didn’t want to have to drive far out, or worse, order shit online whenever she felt like experimenting with a new toy or needed replacement gear. She shook her head, “Nevermind. How did you even get home? Amethyst is at class and you didn’t text me.”
“Uber.”
“Uber?” Helga folded her arms, “And why didn’t you text me?” She asked sternly. The redheaded pitbull’s eyes darted to the floor, one foot twisted against the carpet. “Rebecca, don’t make me ask twice.”
“I kind of...just wanted to try an Uber? Dad always had me run from places for exercise, so I never got to experience it and I found it to be neat.”
“It’s also a waste of money unless you absolutely need it.”
Rebecca turned her head to softly mutter, “Says the woman in full leather daddy clothes. Minus the straps.” Not that Helga couldn’t hear her plain as day. “Oh, so Amy’s bratty mouth is rubbing off on you, is it?” The pig growled, her new boots clattering against the floorboards with each stomp. Grabbing her bottom pet’s chin, she stared deep into those blue eyes and smiled, “Maybe I should fill that dirty mouth of yours right now.”
Tentatively, Rebecca licked her lips. Helga could imagine all the dirty little thoughts running through the pittie’s brain right now. But she needed a punishment, not just something that was funishment. A smile crossed her lips as an idea formed. “Go into the dungeon and get me a ballgag. You’re wearing it until Amy decides what to do with you.”
“Wait...but that’s like four hours from-”
“Ah,” Helga raised a finger to the blue pittie’s, “No backtalk. And that’s why I’m letting you pick. Now march little lady.”
“Yes...Mommy…” Rebecca frowned, blushing furiously as she turned and headed downstairs. Helga bit her lower lip at the title. Being a Leather Mommy had a nice ring to it. 
Now she just needed her punky brat’s tongue on her boots.
