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Laura smoothed her jacket and stepped carefully through the door into the offices of Dunbar and Associates in her four inch platform pumps. 

It looked like the reception area of any other law firm to her. The receptionist manning the sleek black desk, however, could have been a model. Her ash blonde hair fell in thick luscious waves to her shoulders and were set off by high cheekbones and magnificent green eyes. Even though she was seated, Laura could see she had a slim, elegant build molded beautifully in a body skimming red dress.

She thought about her own too generous curves threatening to spill out of the black form fitting jacket and pencil skirt and wondered if she should have worn something else. Like what?  What did one wear to an interview for a submissive legal assistant position?  Lingerie?  She almost giggled. 

The receptionist looked up and flashed a friendly smile. “May I help you?”

Laura cleared her throat. “Yes. My name is Laura Hobbs. I have a 10:30 appointment with Mr. Dunbar.” 

“Just a moment.” The receptionist clicked a few buttons. “Sir,” she said after a moment. “There’s a Ms. Laura Hobbs here to see you.”  She paused. “Yes, Sir.”  She tapped her earpiece and looked up at Laura. “You’re to have a seat. He’ll be right with you.” She gestured to the seating area across the room.

Laura chose a stiff backed leather chair. She crossed her legs and admired her patterned stockings. They were actual stockings with a garter belt and all—not the pantyhose she normally wore. They made her feel a little naughty.

After she and her boss had been laid off from the law firm at which she had worked for the past ten years, she’d found herself at loose ends. The firm’s generous severance package afforded her the opportunity to take a little time before looking for another job.  She’d used that time to take a good hard look at her life such as it was. The long hours at the firm and the night classes she took at a local college towards her accounting degree had left little time for a social life. She hadn’t gone out on a date in over a year. She hadn’t seen the point. The guys she met were just boring. Where were the real men? 

The last guy she dated had taken forever to kiss her. Three dates in fact. When he finally did, it was pathetically awkward and tentative. He’d even asked permission first. What a turn-off. That was the last time she went out with him. 

She liked alpha men who took charge—especially in bed. She wanted to be swept off her feet. Screwed senseless. Overwhelmed. That’s how she’d wound up here—in the reception area of Dunbar and Associates.

She’d spent a lot of her free time catching up on her reading. She’d always enjoyed reading erotica and now it was readily available for her to download. She read a series detailing a young submissive’s training exploits that had intrigued her. Hell, the book had more than intrigued her. It made her hot. So hot she’d gone online and researched B.D.S.M. The more she had researched, the more intrigued she had become. 

She’d always enjoyed dominant lovers who took what they wanted once they had her general consent. She’d even enjoyed being tied up and blindfolded. Did that make her a submissive?

During the course of her research, she’d run across an ad for a submissive legal assistant on a B.D.S.M. website. It had taken her by surprise. She’d never known such positions existed. She’d wondered what sort of duties the position entailed. Fantasizing about the possibilities had titillated her. 

The ad didn’t go into much detail. It just said that the dominant head of a downtown law firm sought an experienced submissive legal secretary. After much internal debate, curiosity caused her to apply online. She followed the instructions to upload a full body photo and her resume and had received a call the very next day from the human resources manager to schedule an interview. The woman had been all business. They could have been discussing a position at any law firm.

She’d pulled up the law firm’s website and searched the Internet for pictures of and information about the head of the law firm—Philip Dunbar. His picture on the firm’s website depicted a ruggedly handsome man with dark hair, a strong jaw, a serious smile and power radiating from his dark eyes. Just looking at the picture caused a response deep in the pit of her stomach. She’d spent the last few days and nights fantasizing about what it would be like to work under him in every sense of the word. To be at his mercy. 

What would the interview be like?  Would he ask her questions and then send her on her way?  Would he test her in some way?  Her mouth went bone dry at the thought. She licked her lips. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea after all. She must have been out of her mind to respond to an ad posted on a B.D.S.M. website. For all she knew, it could be a hoax. Or worse, she could be setting herself up to be raped. She had to get out of here. She stood up, turned toward the reception desk and stopped in her tracks. Phillip Dunbar stood next to the desk, his arms crossed, watching her. 
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HER PICTURE DIDN’T do her justice. It didn’t show the glossy highlights in her dark hair, the light that seemed to illuminate her face or her long legs, so sexy in those stockings. She stared at him, startled and frozen. He looked into her eyes and could see that they were violet. He’d never seen that before and wondered if that was their natural color or if she wore contacts. You never knew these days. Women found all sorts of ways to make themselves stand out. 

She fidgeted under his gaze, looking as if she might flee at any moment. He’d put a stop to that. She intrigued him and she wasn’t going anywhere. He deliberately frowned and put a stern expression on his face. “Ms. Hobbs, I presume.”

“Yes.”  It came out in a scratchy whisper. She cleared her throat. “Yes. Mr. Dunbar?”  

He ignored the question. “You were instructed to have a seat and wait for me here in the lobby, were you not?”

She sent him a puzzled frown, as if she didn’t understand. “Yes, the receptionist offered me a seat.”  She glanced at the receptionist who sat there watching them, an amused expression on her face. 

“So why didn’t I find you seated?”

“I was—.”  She stared at him, as if figuring out what to say. She shook her head. “It was nothing important. I’m available for the interview if you are.”  Her chin rose.

He raised an eyebrow and studied her face for a moment. A defiant submissive? She didn’t follow instructions very well and had the nerve to be defiant when called on it. He should send her packing immediately, but the defiance just made the little minx more intriguing. If he decided to keep her, she would soon learn what happened to defiant submissives on his watch.

“Follow me.” He turned and walked past the reception desk down a short hall to a steel door. A low buzzer sounded. He opened the door and gestured for her to step through. He then led the way to his office.
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BEHIND HIM, LAURA BREATHED out a silent sigh of relief. She didn’t know much about being a submissive, but she did know that they were supposed to follow simple instructions. She hadn’t wanted to tell him she’d lost her nerve and was getting ready to run out of the office, so she evaded his question. From the glint in his eye, he hadn’t liked that at all. Well, she wasn’t his assistant yet and probably never would be, so she’d never have to pay the price of defying him. She felt a stab of disappointment at the thought. After all, she’d applied for the position and she was used to succeeding at whatever she put her mind to.  

She was probably crazy for doing this, but now that she was here, she was determined to ace the interview. At the very least, she wanted to satisfy her curiosity and get a feel for whether the B.D.S.M. lifestyle was something she really wanted to explore. She walked quickly but carefully to keep up with his long, powerful strides. She wasn’t used to wearing heels like these outside of her bedroom. 

He had a taut rear-end that filled out his dress slacks nicely and muscular forearms bared by the rolled up sleeves of his dress shirt. Her imagination went a little wild as she wondered why his sleeves were rolled up. Had he spanked another submissive this morning?  Would she be next?  The thought sent a tingle down her spine. 

He led her past a long row of offices and cubicles and through the door of what appeared to be a master office suite. They passed through a smaller office containing a desk and a small sitting area into a much larger office. It was luxuriously appointed with a huge gleaming glass and chrome desk, a black leather executive chair, and a sumptuous sitting area with buttery looking leather furniture surrounding a gorgeous designer coffee table. Tasteful yet somehow erotic art lined the walls together with diplomas and award certificates. 

A large bookcase filled with leather bound tomes took up one wall. An avid reader, she would have loved to take a closer look at them. An open door on the left-hand side of the room revealed a glimpse of an executive bathroom done up in marble. 

“Sit down, Ms. Hobbs.”  His authoritative tone had her attention snapping back to him and almost made her jump. 

“Yes Sir,” she said. Feeling her cheeks warm, she quickly took a seat in one of the chairs in front of his desk and folded her hands in her lap.   

He stared at her in silence. It was probably thirty seconds, but it felt like a lifetime. His gazed travelled over her face and down to the hint of cleavage she showed in her silky blouse. She squirmed in her seat under his scrutiny. Although she tried to remain calm, his stare did nothing to help the warm flush in her cheeks recede. 

His eyes lifted and he looked her in the eye, pinning her to her seat. His gaze radiated power. She felt a pleasurable twinge in her stomach. She swallowed in an attempt to moisten the Sahara Desert her mouth had become. 

He looked down at his desk, opened a file, extracted a sheath of papers from it and examined them. When he flipped the first page, she saw her name, recognized her handwriting and realized it was a printout of the questionnaire she had filled out and sent in with her application. 

‘Oh no. He’s going to ask me questions about it.’  The thought did nothing to soothe the warmth in her cheeks. Filling out the questionnaire had been an interesting exercise. The questions ranged from ones she would see on any other job application to extremely intimate questions about her sexual preferences and experience. She hadn’t understood all of the fetishes listed or the B.D.S.M. terms, so she’d gotten online and did some research. Learning about the fetishes had intrigued and repelled her at the same time. Some of them she had
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