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A Sample Of What’s Further Inside

“Get right up on top of me and lay yourself out flat to get your punishment, like the thieving little slut that you are,” he growled. 

My heart skipped a beat when he said “punishment” and again at “slut.” It was as if my own body’s physical reactions were already commanding me what to feel. The doctor’s gorgeous blue eyes drilled into me and completely stripped me of my will. I got up onto the couch, crawled over him and laid myself down. I instantly felt the animal heat of his strong body under my own, which was incredibly arousing in its own right.

He laid his strong hands on me and I shuddered at his manly touch. The left hand took a firm but not uncomfortable grip at the nape of my neck and held me there. The right hand pulled my legs wide apart and the doctor stroked at my pussy again, checking its wetness. Then the hand began to stroke over the curves of my bottom, back and forth.
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I had been desperately trying to land a temporary job in finance since I left university. It was my lifelong ambition, but I soon discovered that you could not get work without experience. And since I had never worked in finance, I had no experience. I was completely stuck.

I was registered with all the recruitment agencies. None of them ever called. Until one day, my phone rang.

“Chastity,” I said.

“Finance Angels,” a woman said. “You were looking for a temporary role?”

“Yes,” I said, my heart beating faster.

“I do have something, but it’s a bit unusual. How flexible can you be?”

“How do you mean?”

“We’ve got a role here for a maid.”

“What?” I was confused. “How’s that a financial job?”

“It’s at the mansion of Sir John Kent.”

I gasped. Any job at the home of the country’s most successful financier and billionaire had to be worth taking, no matter how menial.

“Exactly,” the agent said. “He runs his private office from the mansion, so maybe you’ll have an opportunity to meet him and make a good impression. Perhaps land yourself an internship. Who knows?” 

“I’ll take it,” I said.

“Good for you. Just one thing. You’ll need to have a brief video interview with the office manager, Claudia.”

We set up the interview for that afternoon and I put my laptop on the dining table in the little apartment I was sharing with a couple of friends from university. The video call came through right on time.

Claudia introduced herself. She was an attractive woman in her early thirties with good cheekbones. Her blond hair was pulled back quite tightly and she had an almost severe manner about her.

“Tell me about yourself,” she said. She looked at me quite intently, even over the video chat. It felt more like a police questioning than a regular job interview.

Despite my nerves, I managed to get through an explanation about who I was, what I had done at university and something about my dreams of working in finance.

“That’s fine,” Claudia said, though with the tone of someone who was not much impressed. “Now I want you to stand back from the laptop and let me see all of you.”

“Yes,” I said, slightly puzzled. I moved back into the room to where the video camera would show me fully.

“Turn around,” Claudia said.

I did as she told me.

“You’re acceptable enough,” she said, from the laptop. “I’ll email you details of how to get to the mansion and where the staff entrance is. One more thing.”

“Yes?”

“You’ll need to buy yourself a maid’s outfit. The old fashioned style. Sir John is very particular about that kind of thing. No stockings. And black high heels.”

“Where would I get the outfit from?”

“There’s a specialist shop. I’ll email that too. Be at the office at nine sharp and I’ll tell you what your duties are going to be.”

I got Claudia’s email and rushed off to find the shop for the uniform. It was available just as she had said. The traditional maid’s outfit of a little black and white dress. I tried it on as soon as I got back to the apartment. It felt strange, being so short and not wearing stockings. But if that was what my new billionaire boss demanded, that was what he was going to get.

Even though I had set my alarm early, somehow the next morning was a frantic rush. I suddenly realised that my best underwear was in the washing machine. All that was clean was an old pair of panties. It was far from ideal, but it would have to do. It was not like anybody was going to see them.

I put on a long coat to hide the maid’s uniform and set out for my thrilling new job. I was almost trembling with excitement when I arrived at the mansion. It was vast and pure white. Following Claudia’s instructions, I found the staff entrance and was let in.

I went through a maze of corridors and found the office. I entered and walked awkwardly through the thick carpet in my high heels to Claudia’s desk. The other staff glanced in my direction and I recognised some of them from their photos on the About Us page of Sir John’s corporate Web site. There was Craig, who was a laddish type, and was in accounts. Susie, the bubbly assistant office manager. Helena, who had a PR kind of role. Dan, the IT guru.

In his personal room, separated from the staff by a glass wall, there was Sir John in person, looking intently at his computer. He was younger looking than I expected, after seeing him so many times on television. Only a few grey hairs betrayed that he was in his fifties. It was a warm day and he had rolled up his shirt sleeves to reveal his muscular arms. I could hardly believe I was so close to a real life billionaire. A man who could change my entire future.

Claudia showed me where to hang my coat. When I returned to her desk, I glimpsed Craig and Dan eyeing me up, in my skimpy maid’s outfit. I ignored them.

“Welcome to the team,” Claudia said, though not in the most welcoming tone of voice. “Here’s your contract. Read it and then sign.”
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