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    Chapter One




    THIS WAS GOING to be like no interview she had ever known.




    Cally Hammond smiled frostily. Those were the exact words she had overheard her boss, Joe Mathers, at City News, saying over the phone. She looked at the gleaming gold plaque on the discreet office building, then at the piece of paper he had given her. They matched. Stone Enterprises.




    Yes. This was the right place.




    And she really wanted the job. Only not this job.




    The thought of this one, frankly, had her quaking in her stilettos. But to get the promotion that Mathers had promised her, she had to get herself hired as personal assistant to Jake Stone.




    Mathers, publishing tycoon and owner of City News Exposé, was finally giving her, his intern, a chance to prove herself as an investigative journalist. Funny really; she’d almost begun to believe he never would. Up until now he’d acted more like a sexual predator, making his dirty little innuendos. As if she was ever going to sleep with an arrogant bastard like him. And he was married.




    Cally shivered as she recalled the torments of the past weeks, having to bite back the desire to punch Mathers, scuppering her own future career as she did it. Mathers was constantly brushing invisible fluff off her breasts, fingers hesitating over her nipples, which was where the recalcitrant lint always seemed to be found, taking a lot of effort on his part to remove it. He was always referring to her pert titties, when he got her alone in his office – which was often. And for no good reason. Even the words he used to describe her own body parts to her made her cringe.




    Every chance Mathers got, he stroked his big mitt along the cleft of her bottom, fingers dipping as deep as they dared when he ordered her to pick something up off the lowest shelf of his bookcase. So much so, she’d taken to wearing drumskin-tight skirts as a barrier to the unwanted violation. But he seemed to like that even more. He’d just taken to looking up her skirts at her panties, acting like a dog around a bitch on heat.




    She couldn’t seem to avoid it, short of resigning, he so actively pursued her. Frankly, Mathers treated her more like his own personal sex toy than the trainee journalist she was. He had never taken her seriously. Until now. She had to make the most of this chance to prove herself. If only to get a better job, away from him.




    The modern, smoky grey windows of the office guarded their secrets well. Cally got a great view of her own reflection in them, though. Looking good. Looking great, actually. Miss Über PA. Sexy enough to interest a man like Jake Stone, if her intel was right. The thought of what she was going undercover to expose in the city presses, to escape a similar fate with Mathers, struck her as ironic. But if she could ruin even one of those powerful, abusive bastards, she was prepared to take one for the team of working womankind.




    Inside the building, focused on his laptop, Jake Stone smiled back at her. His hidden surveillance cameras gave him a perfect view of his new client’s woman, as she admired herself in the dark glass. And there was plenty to admire.




    Jake looked over the tight little skirt she’d worn that outlined her thighs, revealing the promise between. He blessed his high resolution technology as he zeroed in on a perfect set of nipples, hardened and peaked under the satin shine of her blouse. Wears flimsy underwear. No wonder Mathers could hardly keep his furtive fingers off his intern long enough to get her trained to his will.




    Slender and curvy in all the right places. Jake was looking forward to this job already. He’d created the perfect scenario to lure her here, for his client. And he was getting paid a shed-load of money to have what, for him, would be very good time. He could feel his cock getting stiff at the prospect.




    Cally turned away from her reflection. She flicked her long hair back over her shoulder and smoothed her hands over her knee-length skirt. Jake Stone would get just enough of her to keep him interested. Just enough to get her the job and keep her employed. Just until she had her story. Then she’d tell the pervert where he could get off. In column inches. Shafted.




    Mathers had briefed her all about the sort of PA Jake Stone sought. The sort of PA he hired, but never kept long, under the strict demands of his employment. This sham interview was the golden opportunity for her to prove she had what it took to get a really good story for her newspaper. She wanted to reveal the trauma of being a submissive assistant to a powerful, dominating boss, who broke every employment law under the sun.




    Just a pity she couldn’t do the same to Mathers, but no question about it, she was prepared to do whatever it took. All without Jake Stone finding out she wasn’t the real deal. It was going to take every bit of nerve she had.




    Cally’s smile grew sunnier now she had it all sorted out in her mind. No matter what unaware, innocent young woman Mr Stone might think he was getting, she would have everything under control.




    She pushed through the double glass doors which whooshed briskly closed behind her and passed an unmanned reception desk. Jake Stone’s name was clearly outlined on a plaque on his door – he loved his gold plaques – so she knocked sharply and entered.




    Sitting across the room, behind a huge mahogany desk, was a man. Not an older man, like Mathers. About mid-30s. Not an ugly man either. Rather gorgeous, actually. Her heart skipped a beat. And she was still only looking at the top of his head. Thick, dark hair, short, well groomed. He hadn’t even looked up yet.




    She cleared her throat. ‘I did knock,’ she explained.




    He failed to acknowledge her. Cally began to feel a little uncomfortable. She wanted to fill the silence that grew around her while he continued to read the papers in a folder on his desk. ‘Shall I wait outside?’




    Her left her standing there feeling more and more awkward.




    Cally tried to make the decision for him. ‘I can see you’re busy.’ Geez, the least he could do was say something. Anything. ‘I’ll wait outside.’




    She got to the door. Just as she opened it to leave, he spoke. ‘Shut the door.’




    She presumed he meant behind her and tried to slip through the opening.




    ‘How dare you enter my officewithout permission?’ His tone was cool, modulated. Dangerous. Sexy as hell.




    ‘I’m sorry –’




    ‘I have not given you permission to speak.’




    Cally was startled. She had never been addressed that way in her life. Even by Mathers. She wanted to tell him to drop dead, but the words hung on her lips.




    He hadthe sexiest pair of deep brown eyes she had ever seen in her life, and they were looking straight through her. And she wanted the job. The other one. She knew what she had to do to get it.




    ‘Sorry,’ she repeated. Her heart pounded.




    ‘Let’s get the first lesson out of the way, Miss Hammond,’ he said, rising. ‘You speak when I say you can and not until then. Are we clear?’




    She was just about to affirm verbally when his raised eyebrows, stopped her. She closed her open mouth.




    ‘Good.’ He rose and paced slowly toward her. ‘Learn to please me quickly. I expect no less from my personal assistant than that she pleases me.’




    Cally swallowed down the lump that was building nervously in her throat, choking off her breathing, as he towered over her. The way he said pleasesleft her in no doubt as to what he was alluding. Sex. Everything about Jake Stone screamed sex. Hot, hard, and his way. No wonder his PAs didn’t last too long.




    ‘In everything,’ he added, cranking up the tension. Hers.




    The tone of his last remark, no less than the remark itself, had Cally wishing she could bolt for the door. But he had circled around her like a seasoned predator and was standing between her and her only means of escape. She stepped into the room a little more to widen the gap between them.




    ‘Stand still!’ he commanded. ‘I have not given you permission to move.’




    The sound reverberated in her ears, over and over. He left the remark hanging for at least a minute, in which Cally’s heart started to thump seriously now in her chest. Slow and heavy and deadly.




    ‘Lesson two,’ he announced. ‘You don’t speak without my permission and you will stand in one place all day, unless I give you my permission to move.’




    Cally was as still as a bronze sculpture.




    ‘Is that clear?’ Each word was ground out, easy, his mouth so close to her ear she could feel his hot breath waft the long, blonde hairs at her temple and shiver over her skin.




    What was she to do? Answer him? Say nothing?Her head began to spin with the complexity of it. This wasn’t what she was expecting at all.




    He waited, standing behind her, which increased her anxiety, as she wasn’t allowed to turn around to watch what he was doing. She could feel his eyes roaming all over her figure as if they were his hands and found herself warming in anticipation of the latter.




    Gradually the silence, the unspoken control he wielded, ratcheted up the pressure in the room. Her lips were desert dry and she put out her tongue to lick them.




    Suddenly he was standing before her. He was large. He loomed over her. She felt fragile, delicately feminine in a way she had never felt before around a man.




    He rubbed a thumb roughly over her moistened lips, making her start. ‘You moved,’ he told her quietly. ‘And now you have made me angry.’




    He didn’t seem to Cally to be any angrier than before, but she wasn’t taking any chances. She froze again.




    ‘I will be the one who decides if your lips are to be moistened,’ he continued.




    A wild throbbing began between her thighs, with a pulsing that matched the steady, deep beat of her heart, in unexpected excitement at this game of control. Who knew?




    ‘Perhaps I might permit you to lick your lips. Or perhaps I would choose to lick them myself.’ Jake Stone leant in, without touching her anywhere else, and ran his tongue slowly over her swollen, sensitised skin.




    Cally found herself shudder with the shock. He had invaded her personal space. He had touched her. Licked her. She was stunned by experiencing a feeling of growing need. A need to press her tingling lips tightly back to his. A need to put her hands between her thighs, to relieve the tension building there.




    ‘If you are to be acceptable as my PA, then you must learn that your body belongs to me. You don’t touch it unless I instruct you to.’




    It was as if he could read her mind. Knew the cravings that were building inside her. Or perhaps he could see the minute little twitching movements she could not prevent her hips from making, in order to ease the sexual demands of her own body.




    ‘Take off your pantyhose,’ he whispered softly, making her flinch. ‘I do not permit my PA to wear such unattractive garments. If I employ you as my PA, you will wear stockings or keep your legs bare. I will tell you when each is required.’




    Cally’s eyes widened. Was she going to do as he demanded? She would not be able to remove them without pulling her tight skirt up to her waist. She hesitated.




    ‘Not good enough,’ he informed her. His hands reached round her waist and briskly snapped open the button, drawing the zip downwards. He yanked her skirt down and let it drop in a pool around her feet. ‘When I tell you to do something,’ he ground out, ‘I don’t mean think about it, I mean do it. Straight away. Do you think you have a choice in the matter?’




    Already she knew she wasn’t expected to answer him. He had yet to give her permission to speak. She felt foolish standing before him in a blouse, panties, pantyhose. And stilettos. And it wasn’t those that had her all off-balance.




    Jake had stepped back, settling his hip on the desk as if to get a better view, while she complied. His body language told her he expected no refusal. Yet she could refuse, she told herself. She didn’t need his stinking job. She could go back and tell her real boss that Jake Stone was a jerk, impossible to work for. She would have to prove herself capable of being a good reporter, some other way. With Mathers.




    Cally took a steadying breath. He couldn’t berate her for breathing. She wasn’t prepared to throw in the towel quite so soon. She was made of sterner stuff than that. In fact, she didn’t want to have to go skulking back, to tell Mathers she wasn’t quite up to the rigours of investigative journalism and have him say “I told you so”, while he stroked her bottom sympathetically. She shuddered at the thought.




    Her fingers were already in the waistband of her pantyhose. She eased them off her hips and down, revealing skimpy, white, lacy underwear. She wished she’d put on less revealing lingerie that morning.




    The half-smile that curved Jake’s lips signalled his approval anyway. And his tongue came out to lick them. Slowly, teasingly, in mockery of her own needs. Cally so wanted, needed, to do the same again, herself, but she had to control the desire. Right now she had to control a lot of desires. She could feel her lips prickling with the need to be licked again and she didn’t much care by whom. And down lower, much lower, her pussy lips were swelling their own needs, calling to her fingers with their siren song.




    Moistness was beginning to flood. She could feel the dampness of her pussy and the thin strip of cotton that teased and tormented it, growing slick. A blast of cool air made her even more conscious of how wet she was becoming, as her legs parted to pull the tights off her feet, one by one. He had turned a fan on her. On cold.




    He must be able to see the wetness. He was staring directly down at her pussy as if it was his right. Oh God, she wanted to beg him to let her move. Let her touch herself.




    He broke the silence with another demand. ‘Remove your blouse. I want to see if you were careful enough in the rest of your attire to ensure your bra and your panties match. I will not have a slovenly PA in my employ.’




    Her hands drifted to the buttons in a daze, her eyes wide with an unaccustomed thrill. She took the opportunity to rasp her thumbs several times against her bullet-hard nipples, in vain hopes of relief. If he noticed, he didn’t comment.




    The pleasure only made the erotic desire to reach for orgasm more urgent, more unfulfilled, but she could not help herself. She practically ripped off the white blouse, thanking God she was always in the habit of buying her underwear in matching sets.




    Already, it seemed, Jake Stone had the ability to make her want to fulfil his every desire. She did not wish to disappoint his expectations of her.




    He was pleased. ‘Good girl.’




    The praise was minimal and patronising but she cherished it nonetheless and felt immediately foolish for wanting it. She was here to expose the bastard, yet here she was exposing herself. To him. What the hell was going on?




    ‘You will see I reward good behaviour.’




    Hopeful that the reward would be in the realms of a pity fuck, in which he would drag her to the floor and tease her quivering pussy with his big, hard cock, she allowed herself to breathe. She could see the huge erection bulging out of his expensive suit. He needed relief as much as she did. And she was already prepared to give him anything he asked for. Any way he wanted it. As long as he rammed that huge pole right up to the hilt in her warm, wet cunt. Repeatedly.




    ‘But then again …,’ he advised. He allowed himself the luxury of addressing his own urgent cravings with a large palm rubbing slowly up and down over the swelling pinstripe fabric. It just made her knees want to buckle.




    Damn him, she thought, her hopes fading. She was going to move. She just had to. She couldn’t control herself much longer. Couldn’t go on without giving herself similar stimulation, as she watched him relishing his own touch.




    Maybe he will enjoy watching me masturbate, she hoped, desperately. So far she hadn’t dared take the action required, but it was only a matter of seconds before she had to. In front of a stranger. She was shocked at how quickly the situation had got out of control. How quickly all sense of decorum had fled.




    ‘Then again,’ he repeated. His voice took on the urgency of a man working himself toward climax. He unzipped his fly and brought the straining beast out into daylight. Her eyes fixed on it.




    Finally, she thought. Her pussy was aching to be pleasured by his arrogant cock. She didn’t care if he abused his PAs. She wanted to be abused good and proper, right now. She knew the beast would barely have to enter her before she was screaming and coming deliriously. With her elevated sex drive, it never took long to climax any time.




    ‘You disappointed me.’ He commenced in picking up on her crimes, his voice growling in his urgent need for release. ‘You entered my office without permission. You spoke without my consent.’ He approached her slowly, his hand working rhythmically up and down the long length of his swollen cock. ‘And you dared to wear pantyhose in my presence.’




    He stood directly in front of her, the grimace on his face a challenge to her, to dare to move or speak, as much as a signal of his imminent explosion. His balls were tight and hitched on the point of release. ‘So you must be punished.’




    Her hopes faded, unlike her desperation to be given her own release. She bit back the tears that threatened to gather in frustration.




    He pushed her, with a hand on her shoulder, to her knees. ‘Kneel,’ he ordered.




    He placed the tip of his cock gently against her arid lips. ‘Or perhaps this is how I will permit you to moisten your lips,’ he groaned, just at the point his come shot out of his cock. He roared his satisfaction, pumping hard to eject the last few drops from the tip with one hand as he held her head steady with his other. He rubbed the hot gush into her lips with the tip of his sensitive flesh.




    His domination of her was complete. Interview over.




    ‘I think you will make a perfectly submissive PA, suitable for my needs,’ he told her, as he cleaned himself up before tucking his slowly subsiding penis back into his trousers.




    She’d got the job. And Mathers had been right. This was like no interview she had ever known.




    He continued, ‘Although you must be punished for your misdemeanours.’




    Cally thought she had been, by having to watch him orgasm without benefit of her own. But it seemed he had other ideas.




    ‘It would not do for any PA of mine to get the mistaken idea that she had any choice in what happens to her while she is in my employ.’




    Already he had gone back to reading those damn papers. Papers that must be more important to him than her needs. She was writhing with frustration. Or she would have been if he had allowed her to move. Damn it. Damn him.




    She knew she could get up and leave any time she wanted. Let him try to stop her. Who was the one really in control here? It was like having a safeword. The one you use when your adult playtime gets just a little too hot to handle.




    Except she could handle a lot. Most of her boyfriends had run for cover, long before she was ready to abandon her fantasies. They’d scrambled off into the sunset, screaming that she was weird. That she ought to see someone. Ought to get herself seen to.




    Well maybe she could get seen to, right here. With a real man. Like Jake Stone.




    She found herself ready to comply with anything he demanded at this precise moment, in the hopes he would allow her satisfaction ultimately. Perhaps, finally, she had met a man who understood her more unusual needs and wasn’t afraid to fulfil them. Although talking about her needs …




    Jake Stone rose from his desk finally. She had been left kneeling there with his creamy come smeared all over her lips, dripping down her chin onto her achingly tight breasts. Not allowed to move, to wipe it away. The urgency of her mounting desires had hardly subsided and she was only left itching more strongly to bring her body’s pleasure to its rightful conclusion. She was so close to a raging orgasm she could scream.




    He dragged a tissue from a box on his desk and approached her.




    As he wiped his salty emissions from her, he spoke. ‘You see, I am not an unreasonable man. If you learn to please me, then things will be easier for you. You may even find I am prepared to reward you. Because you are mine now. I have decided to keep you.’




    Now, she thought. Finally. He was going to let her come too.




    He reached his fingers into the lace edges of her bra and found her nipple within. It was swollen and aching and so sensitive to the slightest touch that when he twisted it between his fingers and thumb she let out a moan.




    So fast that she hardly knew what was happening, he had grasped her by the elbows and dragged her to her feet.




    ‘It would seem that I need to be firmer in my instruction. I thought I had told you not to speak without my permission.’ He pulled her over to his desk and forced her across it, face down. ‘Did I give you permission? Did I?’




    She could not reply. He hadn’t allowed it. She lay over his desk and he stroked her back, lower and lower. His words sounded angry but his touch was gentle. His hands found their way to the rounded globes of her buttocks, kneading and squeezing.




    Suddenly he yanked her panties down a little, causing her to take a sharp intake of breath. He left them round the tops of her thighs creating another level of restraint, while exposing her crack and the bulging wet pussy between her legs to his gaze. Cally burned with shame. She had only met the man minutes ago.




    ‘I give you permission to reply to my question,’ he informed her. ‘What do you have to say to me about moaning when I clearly said you were to be silent?’




    Hesitantly, she replied, knowing without any doubt that his permission to speak was simply code for the fact he required her to. ‘I couldn’t help it.’ She gasped the lame reply.




    ‘Wrong answer,’ he told her.




    His hand lifted and landed on her fleshy buttocks in a single, stinging slap. Her breath hitched higher as the warmth built and spread outwards from the site of impact down between the slit of her pussy, making her already aroused clit glow.




    ‘Now apologise to mefor not being obedient.’ His open palm caressed the pain away, his fingers dipping lower and lower until they glided in a whisper across her moist, silken folds.




    ‘I’m … sorry.’ God, he must be able to feel how wet she was. How ready to come for him. Her answer was hesitant as she both dreaded and desired his touch. Her hips moved of their own volition as her clit sought his soothing touch.




    The result was three forcefully slow, open-handed smacks upon her bottom cheeks.




    ‘That is no way to address me. How dare you be so familiar?’




    Familiar? He was a total stranger. And she was lying across his desk as naked as a whore. With his long fingers roaming her cunt. And it made her horny. His punishing control made her horny. His disapproving comments shocked her intimate places into clenching and dripping with moisture as his strong fingers once more glided over her slick clit. Cally bit back a whimper of delight and waited for him to speak again, beyond speech in her ecstasy of pain and pleasure.




    ‘When you address me, here, you will remember to call me “sir”. You are my personal assistant and I decide everything that happens to you from now on. That makes me your superior, does it not?’ Jake reinforced his message with another slap, hard enough to drive her forward across the desk.




    ‘Yes, sir.’




    He seemed pleased with her capacity to learn and obey and rewarded her suitably. He plunged two long fingers inside her gaping hole, which stretched to accommodate them, drawing the juice to flow as he plunged firmly in and out, several times.




    Cally clasped her hands on the far edge of the desk to keep herself from pushing back into his hand, in case he thought she was trying to take control for her pleasure away from him and stopped. Her head was thrown back and she exhaled with a series of satisfied sighs. Her legs were so weak with need that if she wasn’t draped across the desk, they would not have been able to hold her at all.




    Then his touch ended. She felt bereft, betrayed. Disappointed that still he was unwilling to allow her to come to fulfilment.




    ‘That is enough for now. You will only learn to satisfy me fully through denial.’




    He gave her bottom a couple of firm slaps that, in her needy state, fell somewhere between torture and reward, ringing a peal of awareness straight through her humming clit. Wanting to die with frustration, she was ready to beg him to finish her off, any way he wanted. A few more spanks would be enough stimulation to make her come. And, God knows, she had waited long enough to find a man willing to excite her body that way.




    ‘You see, I haven’t forgotten your punishment, have I?’




    ‘No, sir,’ she ground out, her body trembling all over.




    Jake walked away from her. ‘Put your clothes on. Tidy the mess you have made of my desk and then go and make me a coffee. Black, no sugar.’




    That’s it?‘Yes, sir.’




    He gave her a half-smile. Jake sat back down at his desk and watched her intently through hooded eyes as she rose, hooked her fingers through the elastic of her panties and pulled the soaking bit of lace between her legs again. He appeared to enjoy her tortured reaction as the fabric rubbed relentlessly against her sensitive, moist cunt. He seemed to enjoy the fact that she was still quivering with a need he had steadfastly denied her.




    He watched silently as she buttoned her blouse, pulled up her skirt and made herself look to all intents and purposes like a PA again, rather than his sex slave.




    ‘The kitchen is outside on the left. Throw the pantyhose in the bin on your way.’ He waved his hand in the general direction of the door. ‘Shut my door behind you and don’t allow it to make a noise.’




    He opened his folder and went back to reading the papers on his desk.




    This was her opportunity to head out that door and run for her life and Jake Stone was giving it to her. They both knew by now she wasn’t going to take it.




    Cally told herselfshe was going to see this assignment through. Then she would make Jake Stone pay for everything he did to her. And everything he didn’t do. She would write the most thrilling, damaging exposé of Jake Stone’s life that he could ever imagine. She would make him sorry for everything. Put him in her power.




    Meanwhile, although she could barely admit it to herself, right now she could get herself a bit of kinky pleasure, of a kind she liked and found hard to get out there in the realworld. Short of joining a fetish club. And with a really sexy, dominant male.




    Cally took a long time closing Jake’s office door, remembering what his specific instruction had been. Although everything took a lot longer this way, rather than her normal slam and run. It gave her plenty of time to think about what had happened, and sense every last inch of her reactive body. She began to realise that was part of the whole excitement in being submissive. She would have no control over anything. Even the time everything took. Everything happened at another person’s whim. Jake Stone’s.




    She thought about him, even though she didn’t dare turn around and look. He was big and really well built. Most definitely worked out. The force of his hand when he spanked her was testimony to that, even though she was sure he was holding back. She wouldn’t want to see what he could do if she made him genuinely angry. Her bottom felt warm still and her pussy and nipples twinged in unison. He’d made her feel feminine and vulnerable. She knew she would have no chance standing up to him physically, no matter what he decided to do to her. She was really placing her safety in his hands.




    What Cally remembered most were his eyes. Dark and penetrating. As if he could see right through her. Read her desires as if they were etched on her very soul. Although her body did a pretty good job of betraying her feelings to him too. He was the type of man she would have said yes to, if he’d picked her up in a nightclub. It gave her a thrill of anticipation about what was to come. Put a whole new spin on the term office job.




    Cally was silently congratulating herself on a job well done, when the door catch clicked quietly into place. She froze on the far side of the door. There was nothing she could have done to prevent the mechanism working. Had he heard?




    Her heart sank as she heard Jake jump up so fast his chair nearly turned over. He pounded toward her, yanking open the door that had taken her several minutes to shut, in two seconds flat.




    ‘I told you to close the door silently. I thought we were getting somewhere. That you had understood. I give the instructions and you follow them. To the letter.’ He was raising his voice.




    Any protest about it not being her fault died on her lips as he grasped her wrist. He knew she couldn’t fulfil the task. He had set her up to fail, so he could punish her some more. God, he really got off on punishing her. His fingers circled her delicate bones easily and he pulled her back toward the centre of the room roughly.




    He grabbed the back of a chair, sat down heavily and heaved her easily, unsteady as she was on her stilettos, face down across his lap. He sat a moment until she had stopped struggling to right herself, and, no doubt, to give her a minute to consider what was coming next, then he smoothed the fabric of her skirt slowly but firmly over her bottom, copping a good, lengthy feel of the curves and valleys at the same time. So different to Mathers.




    Every second or third slow, precise word of his was accompanied by a firm spank. ‘When I order you to do something, you will do it immediately. Exactly the way I say it is to be done.’ On her already heated posterior, the feeling was excruciatingly fraught. Each beat hurt and excited in equal measure. She was already back to her squirming need to orgasm, writhing over his knee to get some relief.




    He ended up with three firm slaps. ‘Is that clear?’ Just so she was in no doubt, he ordered her response. ‘Answer me.’ He dragged her to her knees before him and curled his fingertips round her jaw to force her to look up at him.




    Cally could feel her face glowing to match her rear. From being upside down, from the humiliation of being spanked across a handsome stranger’s knee, and from the excitement that she was certain he could detect, building in her body and her mind.




    ‘Yes, sir. Yes.’ She was breathless. ‘I’m sorry.’




    He leant forward and kissed her gently on the mouth. His firm lips were a soft graze upon her throbbing ones. She longed for the blessing to continue, but he withdrew coldly from her.




    ‘Now it is clear to me,’ he began, ‘that I cannot allow you to return home. You will be retained in my service for 24 hours a day.’




    She opened her lips slightly as if to protest and his fingers bit into her jaw in reminder that she had no say in the matter.




    He continued. ‘At first I thought I could trust you to obey. To go home, still complying with my instructions, but I can see you are a wilful young woman. One who thinks she knows what is best for her. You need further correction and training before I can allow you a little freedom. You may respond.’




    ‘I –’




    He cut her short. ’You see. You have failed to thank me for allowing you a word. Again I am proven correct in my assessment of you. Wilful. This behaviour must be amended. You need to be corrected for your faults until you truly learn obedience to your employer.’ He leant in and rubbed his jaw along hers, inhaling her perfume. ‘Speak.’




    ‘Thank you, sir.’ He couldn’t have been closer to her if they had been copulating. Why could she not stop thinking about having sex with Jake Stone?




    He smiled and raised an eyebrow, signalling for her to continue.




    ‘My flatmate will be expecting me home tonight and I haven’t brought a change of clothing. I’m not ready to stay away from home.’




    ‘It does not matter to mewhether you think you are ready or not. That is what will happen to you. I make all the decisions regarding what you will and will not do. Am I clear now?’




    ‘Yes, sir.’




    ‘Then thank me.’




    ‘Thank you, sir.’ Cally could not see how that changed anything. Her flatmate would worry. Her family too if they failed to hear from her. She would have to go home, whatever he said, and would do it as soon as she got the chance. Even though she would return the next day to suffer the consequences.




    He wasn’t so easily misled, apparently. He smiled that knowing half-smile, as if she could not possibly know as well as him what was good for her. ‘You will work here for me, during the day. At night you will stay in my apartment. That way you will be able to service all my needs. All the time.’ He kissed her again, more forcibly on the lips, as if he too anticipated with relish the services she would provide for him. He gave her the wordless signal she was coming to know so well already, that he expected her to thank him for his tolerance, his acceptance of her service.




    She obliged. ‘Thank you, sir.’




    ‘And to make certain you understand …’ He reached into his pocket and pulled out a mobile phone. Her phone. The one that had been sitting in her handbag on the floor when she tried to leave to make coffee. ‘You will send a text to your flatmate. To your family. To all the people in your life, that might question your disappearance. I will tell you what to text.’




    He handed her the phone. ‘Take my dictation, Miss Hammond.’




    His tone of voice revealed to her, most clearly, that he wasn’t about to trust her. That he would expect her to do as he commanded but would check her work. And that she would be more than sorry if she failed to obey his wishes. To the letter.




    She complied, biting the inside of her cheek in abject frustration that she had been out-manoeuvred. He seemed to understand her feelings and, if his smile was anything to go by, enjoy himself all the more at her suffering.




    The message he created suggested that she was about to take a little time away, so not to worry. She’d be in touch. It went out to everyone who mattered, including Mathers at the newspaper. It was as if Jake Stone knew more about her life than he possibly could.




    He then retrieved her phone from her fingers and deleted the number of her latest boyfriend, telling her as he did so – and how the hell did he know that anyway? Then put the phone – her phone – back into his pocket. Her isolation was complete.




    Cally began to realise she might possibly have bitten off more than she could chew. She had been playing with fire and everyone knew what happened to girls who played with fire. They got well and truly burned.




    A welter of emotions welled up inside her. Anger, excitement, humiliation, sexual frustration. Everything became too much and tears surged and ran down her face. It wasn’t like her at all.




    Jake Stone appeared to look sympathetic. Then annoyed. ‘Come, come,’ he tutted. ‘You are here to please me, not yourself. Put your own feelings aside. It will be better for you if you only feel what I allow you to feel. Is that not so?’ He wiped his thumbs across her cheekbones, gathering up the droplets, then slowly pushed his thumbs into her mouth, one at a time, so she could taste the bitter saltiness of her own tears.




    She nodded her head as he encouraged her to suckle on his thumbs, one by one. He then clasped her head between his hands and bent to kiss her, entering the warm, dark cavern of her mouth with his tongue. He jerked her head until she got the message that he expected her to suckle his tongue in a similar way to how she had suckled his thumbs.




    He groaned his pleasureas she satisfied his wishes.




    Withdrawing, he looked deeply into her eyes and curved his lips. She had no doubt she would be suckling another part of his anatomy before the day was out. She both feared and desired it, as a cold stone of dreadful anticipation sunk into the pit of her stomach. She was certain he knew his unspoken intention was clear to her.




    Her lack of will was all that mattered to him. And he would test her every way he knew how.




    Jake helped her to her feet again. ‘You will see I am not an unreasonable employer. If you work hard to ensure you please me in everything. Everything. What do you wish to say to me?’




    Not unreasonable? Not if it’s reasonable to strip and spank a stranger.‘Thank you, sir. I will try my best to be obedient and follow your wishes.’ And get a battleship of a good story to sink you with.




    ‘Of course you will.’




    He sounded so absolutely convinced. Damn him.




    ‘And be grateful for the discipline I administer to correct your faults.’




    ‘Thank you for giving me the discipline I require, sir.’ Even saying the words made her feel weak with need for more. What the hell was happening to her?




    ‘Now you have already forgotten I told you to get me coffee.’ He handed her a bunch of keys retrieved from his desk. ‘Leave my office door open but go and lock the outside door first and return the keys. I do not wish to be intruded upon today and you have no need to leave. I am keeping you.’




    The ultimate test? Run or stay? By now she believed if she ran, he would return her by force. He just wanted her complete submission to his will. Her decision in name. His by design. Always.




    He went back, once more, to the file of papers on his desk, confident that she would no longer make any attempt to escape him.


  




  

    Chapter Two




    AS SOON AS Cally walked toward his office door with the keys, Jake Stone picked up a remote control. He clicked it to unlock the exterior doors. Unbeknown to Cally, they had been locked all the time, preventing any escape she might have attempted in this critical early phase of her submission training.




    Now she would find the doors unlocked, presuming them always to have been so and available to her to leave through, if she desired. When he heard her locking them with the keys, he would know he had her acquiescence. For now.




    Jake Stone was good at his job, if he said so himself. He understood the psychological dimensions of training a woman to be a submissive partner, as well as the physical. It was just as important to let a woman believe she was doing this by her own choice, at least in the early phases, as it was to make her body desperate for the relief only he would provide her, as a means of control.
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