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Laura followed Ms. Jenkins, the stern and formidable looking woman who had greeted her at the door, through the halls of the beautiful mansion her new employer called home. She tried not to gawk too openly as they climbed the grand staircase to the second floor.

Outside of magazines, she had never seen such luxury before.  She came from solid middle class Midwestern stock.  Her parents were born, raised and now lay side by side in neat little plots in Indiana.  They’d married early and had her, their only child, right away.  Her mom was a bookkeeper for a local construction outfit and her dad was a finish carpenter.  He’d bought himself a tiny plot of land in a small town just outside of Indianapolis and built the little house they’d called home.  

Feeling stifled by the small town and seeking the excitement of city life, Laura took advantage of a scholarship to U.C.L.A. and made her home in Los Angeles upon graduation.  But real estate in L.A. cost a fortune and, even though she’d made a decent living as a legal secretary, her tiny apartment was all she could afford.  She didn’t mind.  It was in a great area only a few blocks from the beach.  She could catch a glimpse of the ocean from her tiny balcony.  But this – she looked up at the chandelier hanging from the ceiling – was something else entirely.  Did being a managing partner at a law firm pay enough to own a mansion or was Sir independently wealthy?

Ms. Jenkins stopped at a door and pushed it open to reveal a lovely bedroom suite, filled with antiques.  “You’re scheduled to meet with Mr. Dunbar at 10:30.  Make sure that you’re showered, shaved and dressed as instructed.  Roslyn will come get you at 10:20 and bring you to his study.  Do not be late.”  

Laura nodded.  “Understood.  I’ll be ready.”  

When Ms. Jenkins left, Laura closed the door, turned to take a good look at the room, and grinned. It was a gorgeous space containing an armoire, a dresser, a writing desk and chair, a chaise lounge and a padded bench with scrolled arms at the foot of a large four poster bed.  

She wandered into the bathroom and her jaw dropped.  It was huge, done up in marble with a large Jacuzzi tub on one side, a bidet, and a separate glass-enclosed shower on the other.  There was also a lighted dressing table and chair.  She stood there for a moment, shaking her head, then glanced down at her watch and gasped.  She only had twenty minutes before they came to get her.  Luckily, she was already shaved and showered.

She raced into the bedroom, grabbed her suitcase and hefted it onto the padded bench at the foot of the bed.  She opened it and rummaged inside looking for the items she needed to change into.  The instructions she had received via email were to wear a short dress, stockings, a garter belt and heels.  She tore off her top and jeans, kicked off her sandals and made sure to remove her panties.  She hadn’t been able to bring herself to leave the house without them this morning, but she didn’t want to risk Sir’s wrath by wearing them in his house.  She put them into a small plastic bag she had brought for laundry and stuffed the bag into the side pocket of her suitcase.  

She hurriedly pulled the dress over her head and went to put on the stockings.  In her rush, she ripped one and cursed.  Luckily, she had brought extras but the damned things weren’t cheap. She jumped up to rummage through her suitcase for another pair.  She had just finished dressing and was retouching her makeup when a knock sounded at the bedroom door.  She opened it and was surprised to see the receptionist from the law firm.  

She was still the strikingly beautiful woman Laura remembered from her interview but today, her long blonde hair was scooped up into a loose bun with tendrils delicately falling from the sides to frame her face.  The makeup she wore caused her green eyes to appear long and catlike and her lips were painted ruby red.  She was dressed in a short silky jade green robe, stockings and high heels.  She stood there smiling at Laura.  “Hi there.  I’m Roslyn.  I’m here to bring you to your meeting with Sir.”

Laura returned the smile, happy to see a friendly face.  “Hi there.  I remember you.”

“I remember you too.  You looked like you were ready to run away that morning before Sir came to get you,” Roslyn said.  

Laura grimaced.  “I was about to run away.  I probably would have if he hadn’t stopped me.  To tell you the truth, I’m still thinking about it.”

Roslyn threw her head back and laughed then took a surprisingly firm grip on Laura’s arm.  Smiling, she shook her head.  “Oh no you don’t.  Sir will blame me if you bolted now and I value my ass way too much for that.  Right this way, missy.”  She pulled Laura out of the bedroom.

Laura smiled.  “Okay, okay!  I’m going.  You can release the death grip.”  She giggled in the face of Roslyn’s one eyed mock suspicious look then followed her down the hall, past the staircase, and into what appeared to be another wing of the house.  The décor had a decidedly more masculine feel.

As they walked, Laura was struck by the sheer enormity of the place.  She could easily see herself getting lost, arriving late for sessions, and getting punished as a result.  Anxiety rose within her.  She didn’t want to fail during her first week of training.  She turned to Roslyn. “This place is gigantic and I have no sense of direction at all.  My only hope of not getting hopelessly lost would be to familiarize myself with the place, maybe remember a few landmarks.  Do you think I’ll have time for a tour after my meeting with Sir?  Will you give me one?”

Roslyn smiled.  “Actually, Sir is one step ahead of you.  I have orders to take you on a tour after your meeting.  That’s one of the reasons I’m here today.”

“You don’t live here?” Laura asked.

Roslyn laughed.  “Heck no.  That would be a bit much, living here with Sir and working with him all week long.  Can you imagine?  No.  I’m just picking up a little overtime this weekend.  If I had to guess, I’d say he wanted to provide you with a friendly face.”  They stopped outside a large set of double wooden doors.  “Here we are.”  Roslyn knocked.

“Come in.”  

Laura’s pulse jumped at the sound of Sir’s voice.  Down girl.  The powerful and sexy Dom had dominated her thoughts ever since her first encounter with him at the law firm.  There, she’d gotten her first taste of BDSM—her first taste of him.  She could have done without the painful lesson he’d taught her with his hand and belt, but the sex afterwards had been incredible.  She couldn’t deny her response to him or that she wanted more.  Maybe she was just horny. Maybe she was indeed a submissive and he had turned her out.  She didn’t know.  All she knew was that she wanted more.

Roslyn opened the doors and stepped into the room.  It was a very masculine study, faintly reminiscent of Sir’s office except it was less modern and heavy on the wood and leather. Sir sat in a stately leather chair behind a large wooden desk and watched them cross the thick expanse of carpet.  She couldn’t help the foolish grin she felt appear on her face.  She was happy to see him.  

Roslyn stopped in front of the desk.  “Laura Hobbs, Sir.”  She waved a hand in Laura’s direction and then assumed an almost military stance, her back straight, her arms clasped behind her back, her perky tits lifted up and out, and her eyes cast downwards.  Laura stared at her for a moment then turned her attention back to Sir.  

He was studying her.  His silent scrutiny unnerved her a little.  She felt the warmth of a telltale flush creep along the back of her neck.  She cleared her throat.  “Good morning, Sir.”

“Good morning, Laura.” He turned to Roslyn.  “Thank you, Roz.  I’ll call for you when Laura is ready to leave.”

“Yes, Sir.  I’ll be in the kitchen,” Roslyn said.  

Sir smiled at her.  “Where else?” His voice was teasing.

Roslyn grinned, then turned and left.  Laura watched her leave.  She had a million questions. What was the nature of the relationship between Roslyn and Sir?  Was she one of his submissives?  Did he train her?  

“Sit down, Laura.”  

Sir’s voice made her jump.  She turned her attention back to him.  He stared at her until she took a seat in one of the chairs in front of the desk. She could feel her heart pounding.  She took a deep breath in an effort to calm herself.  His stern expression reminded her a little too much of the interview.  Had she incurred his wrath so quickly?  The thought made her squirm a little.  She really wanted to avoid getting a spanking if it was at all possible.  

He studied her, a ghost of a smile playing about his lips.  “No need to look so frightened, little one.  I’m not going to bite you.  I’m pleased to have you here in my home.”  

The statement filled her with pleasure.  She smiled.  “Thank you, Sir.”

He nodded. “I see it pleases you to have pleased me.  Good girl.”

Confused and a little embarrassed at being read so clearly and so easily, she bowed her head. Her smile faded.  

“Look at me, little one.”  He caught her eye.  “There is no shame in deriving pleasure from pleasing me. That is the sign of a true submissive.  In fact, some would say it is the very definition of a true submissive - one who derives pleasure from serving and bringing pleasure to one’s Dom or Master.”

She thought about it.  It made her happy to please him.  Did that make her a submissive?  

“Over the next twelve weeks, we are going to learn a lot about each other. You will learn my likes and dislikes, my preferences, my tastes, how I expect things to be done and what happens when I am displeased.  That is the nature of training for any submissive with a new Dom, whether she is experienced, has previous training or not.  Your training, however, will be much more intense since you do not have any prior experience as a submissive,” he said.

“You will learn a lot about yourself over the next twelve weeks and some of it may shock you.  You will find yourself enjoying things you didn’t think you ever would enjoy.  You might find yourself disliking or hating things you thought you might enjoy when you fantasized or read about them as reality can be very different from fantasy.  I don’t know whether or not you’ll make it through the twelve weeks of your probation.  I can, however, promise you that you will learn quite a bit about yourself by undergoing this experience. One of the things you will learn is that, you are, in fact, a submissive.”

She stared at him.  “How do you know that I’m a submissive if I don’t?” 

He smiled.  “A Dom can sense a submissive. Some submissives call it ‘Domdar.’  I’ve also heard submissives use that term to describe a Dom’s uncanny ability to know when a sub is telling the truth.  But, to answer your question more directly, I knew you were a submissive during the interview.  I would never have hired you otherwise.  It was apparent in the way you responded to me and the stimuli introduced to you.”  His eyes twinkled.

She blushed, remembering the “stimuli.”  Still, she bet a lot of Doms told their subs they had an uncanny ability to detect lies as a way to psych them out. She didn’t put too much stock in that statement.  “Couldn’t you attribute my response to being the result of physical attraction?  After all, you are an attractive man and I’m curious about the lifestyle.  One could say I was primed to respond the way I did.”

He nodded.  “Yes.  One could say that.  But only a submissive would have submitted to the spanking I gave you during the interview.  Only a submissive would have found the strength to stay in position for the belt whipping that followed.  And then there was your reaction to the spanking-.”

“Okay.” She threw her hands up, her cheeks crimson as a result of his casual discussion of what had been for her a very confusing and somewhat humiliating experience.  How many times had she thought about her reaction in the past week?  How many times had she asked herself how she could have been soaking wet and damn near weak from lust after being spanked like that?  How many times had she wondered what was wrong with her?

He frowned.  “We’re going to set some ground rules right here and right now.  One of those ground rules is that you are never, ever, to interrupt me.  Do that again and the spanking you received in the office will seem like a massage.  Are we clear?”

Laura stared at him.  The change in his demeanor had been abrupt.  He had gone from teasing and playful to full on Dom mode in 2.5 seconds.  That scared her.  It told her that she had to remember who she was talking to at all times while in his presence lest she find herself bottoms up and not in a good way.  She shuddered slightly at the thought of receiving a spanking as severe as he had described.  Wanting to avoid that at all costs, she swallowed hard and said the words she knew he wanted to hear.  “Yes. Sir.  I’m sorry, Sir.  I didn’t realize.”

“I know.  That’s why we’re having this meeting.  From now on, when we meet, whether here or at the office, I expect for you to bring a notepad and a pen.  That way, you can write things down.”  He opened a drawer, extracted a legal pad and a pen and slid them across the desk toward her.  She reached over to retrieve them.

“Rule number one, obey orders.  This is actually the overarching command.  When in doubt, obey orders.  And don’t just obey the letter of the orders.  You’re required to obey the spirit of the orders as well.  If I catch you playing semantics or trying to find loopholes, that’s your ass – literally and figuratively.  Understood?”

She nodded.  “Yes Sir.” She imagined that, as a lawyer, he was the master of the loophole.  The play on words almost caused her to giggle,-a habit she was prone to when nervous.  

An independent woman, she was used to doing things her own way. Even as a child, she had difficulty following her parents’ orders, especially if they made no sense to her or seemed unnecessary.  As an adult, she generally followed the rules except when they were inconvenient or silly to her.  Now she had to be mindful of not only the letter but also the spirit of Sir’s rules – no matter how silly or inconvenient – or suffer the consequences.  It would be a challenge. 

“Rule number two, maintain a respectful tone.  Part of maintaining a respectful tone is to not interrupt me.  You’re allowed to speak unless I say otherwise and you are encouraged, ordered even, to ask questions if necessary.  But you will wait your turn and watch your tone at all times.  If I invoke high protocol, you will not speak unless spoken to.  Is that understood?”

“Yes and no Sir.  What if I have a legitimate problem or grievance?  Does that mean I won’t ever have the opportunity to address it or to make my feelings known?” she asked.

“To the contrary, little one.  You will
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