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It was May and already hot and I could feel
the sweat in my bra, warm and wet and sticky. The students were
looking at me for instructions, and all I could think about was how
much we all wanted to be out of there.

The clock had been moving unusually slowly
today, it seemed, but after what felt like a week I was looking at
it and see the period reach its merciful end. I hated the classes
that met for three hours once a week as a professor as much as I
had when I was a student. It just seemed like such an ungodly long
block of time to spend talking about a single subject.

"Alright, guys," I said. "That's it for
today. Have the next five chapters read for next Monday." I
brandished a stack of papers. "Your essays are graded; take yours
as you leave. I expect a lot of you won't like the notes I gave
you, so you'll just have to try harder next time."

I sat down at the front table to gather my
things as my students started to troop past me. Out of the corner
of my eye I see Jackson rifling through the papers in search of his
essay. I watched him unobtrusively as he found it and pulled it out
of the pile.

He always stuck out, I'd noticed. The rest of
my students might as well have been high-schoolers with their naive
faces and lazy attitudes. The only difference, really, between now
and their life two or three years ago was that they had even less
responsibility. It was all just a long party. In this, my first
year with classes, I had been reminded time and again how immature
undergrads really were.

That's why Jackson stuck out from the very
first day. He was in college after two tours of duty, and it took
all of two seconds around him to guess it. Sometimes it made me a
little uncomfortable, to be honest. He was just about my age and
you'd guess he was even older. It was just in the way he carried
himself. And maybe that's why I jerked him around just a little
bit. It was fun, I guess. Military types always think they know
everything, but this was my world, not his.

I caught myself staring and immediately
turned back to my bag. Gradebook, laptop, and phone all there.

I pulled out a bottle of water and gulped
about half of it down. "It's too early for this," I accuse the
scorching sun out of the window. "It's not even June yet."

The water didn't help and in a fit of
exasperation I splashed some on my palm and rubbed it over my face.
It ran cool and refreshing over my skin and I sat back after a long
day. I felt a little drip down my throat and chest and soak into of
the low neckline of my top, but it didn't matter. I was going
straight home and putting every fan in my apartment in a big circle
surrounding me.

As I stood up and grabbed my bag, a noise at
the door turned me round.

"Hey, Professor."

My heart skipped a beat at that baritone
voice. "Oh, Jackson, you startled me. Did you forget
something?"

"I just wanted to speak with you for a moment
about this paper." He waved his essay at me.

"I don't really see what there is to
discuss," I shrugged.

"I thought I did pretty well with it."

"I'm the one whose opinion matters in that
regard, Jackson," I reminded him, closing my bag and straightening
up.

He fans the pages out and gestures at them.
"I've already been through it. You don't have a single point of
criticism. 'Nice point,' 'well argued' and then a C. That doesn't
really seem fair."

I put my hands on my hips as I took him in.
He was in a tight t-shirt and I could tell he was feeling the heat
as much as I was. Sweat was glistening on his thick arms as he
folded them over his chest and looked at me.

Was it wrong the way I loved that he had to
come to me about these things? Of course, it would never influence
my grading. I was professional, of course.

"Jackson, I'm going to teach you a little
something about the world," I said to him. "There are things you
can change and there are things you can't. My job is to grade
papers and I thought yours was a bad paper. Coming here crying to
me is not going to change my mind. If I were you I'd close my
mouth, go home, and try to do a better job next time."

He bristled visibly at the word 'crying' and
for a moment I wondered if I had gone too far. But no, I
immediately corrected myself, who was he? I was the professor here,
and I was the one who decided what was alright and what wasn't
alright.

"Things I can change and things I can't, is
that it?"

"That's right. I would have thought someone
with your experience would have realized that by now. I spend all
day listening to young men and women act like children. Frankly,
I'm surprised at you. I thought you were different."

He nodded to himself, as though coming to a
decision in his own head. He didn't say anything, though.

I stood waiting with my hands on my hips,
angry with myself for feeling slightly intimidated. "Well?" I
demanded. "Was there anything else?"

"Well, there was one other thing, Professor.
I was - do you mind if I call you Sandra?"

"Professor Rogers will be fine, Jackson."

"Well, Sandra, I really wanted to do well on
this paper. I spent a lot of time in the library. I probably read
through the entire QR102 section. The University library really has
an amazing collection, doesn't it?"

"I suppose it does, Jackson. What's your
point?"

Almost negligently, he nudged the door closed
behind him. "Well, it has a copy of your dissertation, doesn't
it?"

"Of course."

"I thought I might find some relevant
information, so I looked it over. And after reading it, maybe a day
or two later, I was reading through this old collection of papers
by Norman McDowell."

I started visibly at the sound of the
name.

He grinned. "Ah. Good. So you know where this
is going. I wasn't entirely sure I hadn't made a mistake, to be
honest. But thank you for confirming my suspicion."

"I don't have any idea what you're talking
about," I told him, too little and too late. The sudden dread
washing over me was too overwhelming for me to berate myself for
reacting to the name.

"You don't? Well, I was reading through it.
It's an old book, I guess you don't know. It's been out of print
for a couple decades, and it probably doesn't get opened much these
days. But as I was reading through it, I started noticing passages
that looked very familiar. I thought I was having deja vu."

I glanced down and saw my hand trembling.

"What's your point, Jackson?"

"I compared the passages. You plagiarized
whole sections of your dissertation directly from McDowell."

With the accusation out in the open, a
deafening silence gathered between us.l

"That's the sort of thing careers get ruined
over, don't you think?" he prodded, a little maliciously I couldn't
help but think.

I sat back down, blood pounding in my head.
What a stupid thing it was to do at the time. I had wondered if
this day would come. I just never thought it would happen so soon,
and never in a million years did I think it would be someone like
this who would catch me. One of my own students. God.

"What - what do you plan to do with this
information?" I asked in a voice that was barely audible.

He smiled more widely and took several steps
to sit on the edge of the desk. I felt the breath catch in my chest
as the slightly sweaty musk of his body reached my nostrils.

"Well, Sandra, I'm glad we have a chance to
talk about that in private."

A hardening lump of fear was swelling in my
chest. "Who have you told?"

He shook his head, his smile still broad.
"You misunderstand me, Sandra. Telling someone would take all of
the fun out if it, wouldn't it?"

"Fun?"

He leaned back and rested his hand on the
desk only a few inches from me. "I think so. I think we can make it
fun, don't you?"

The heat of sudden realization rose in my
face and my eyes snapped to his. "No, I don't."

His smile widened still further. "Good," he
encouraged. "You're right. The fun is in the convincing."

"Please," I protested. "You don't have to -
"

"Have to?" he asked, perplexed. "Of course
not. I'm not the one who has to do anything."

I closed my eyes and drew in a trembling,
uneven breath. "What do you want?"

My eyes snapped open when I felt his finger
tracing a small circle on the fabric of my skirt. The skin of my
thigh underneath the contact thrilled with sudden excitement and I
looked at him in disbelief of my own reaction.

"You look so startled," he said, almost
pityingly.

"I - I'm not ..." I stammered. "I mean
..."

He was sitting even closer to me now, and he
didn't have to stretch at all to reach out and touch the finger to
my lips. "Shush, Professor. It's alright."

My round eyes rose and met his. So what
happens now? my eyes asked him.

"Well, Sandra, the truth is that I think
you're not so bad. I think a lot of bad things will happen to you
if I told anybody about this little discovery of mine, and I don't
think you really deserve all of that. Everybody makes mistakes,
don't they?"

I nodded silently.

"Well, but then again, Sandra, plagiarism
really isn't something you should be able to get away with. It was
wrong. I know you knew it was wrong when you did it, and you did it
anyways."

I nodded again.

"But maybe," he said, "maybe if I were to see
to it that you were punished - just a little bit, just enough -
then I would know you wouldn't do it again and your life wouldn't
be ruined over it. When that occurred to me, I thought it was a
very good idea. Don't you?"

I didn't respond to this. I had looked away
from him, unable to maintain eye contact, and now I found myself
watching his fingers toying absent-mindedly with the fabric of my
skirt.

"May I see the gradebook, please?" he asked
me.

I watched his finger making a circle on my
thigh.

"Ah, here it is," he said, pulling it from my
bag. He drew out a pen alongside it and flipped through its pages.
"Yes, I can see the mistake here. Why don't we get this out of the
way." He crossed something out and made a small note. "That was all
just a misunderstanding, wasn't it, Professsor? You don't mind if I
correct it for you, do you?"

I tried my best to respond.

"I'm sorry, I couldn't hear you."

"No," I repeated, struggling to make my voice
audible.

"Oh, good. I didn't think so." He closed the
book, returned it to my bag, and snapped the bag closed.

"Sandra, you're being awfully quiet," he
said.

"You won't get away with this," I said,
finding my voice at last.

"Well, it's certainly not going to be
you that stops me, is it?"

I glared at him.

"No, of course it won't be. And as for you,
I'm not nearly done with you. Stand up."

"What?"

"I said stand up."

When I didn't move, he slid his legs around
the desk and stood over me. A strong hand gripped my bicep and he
lifted me without any effort into a standing position against the
Whiteboard.

I let out a hoarse whimper as I felt his free
hand on the waist of my belt, seeking out the zipper and beginning
to undo it. "You can't ..." I protested.

"I'm going to punish you, Sandra," he
explained, his hand undoing the zipper and allowing the skirt to
open and fall to the floor. I clutched a hand over my panties. "You
don't seem to be grasping that reality. It's either me or the Chair
of your Department. Which one do you want it to be?"

I stared at him, caught in an impossible
place. I had no one to blame but myself. Why had I done it? And now
I was completely at his mercy.

"Well?"

"You," I whispered.

"Me? You want me to punish you?"

I grimaced, trying to think of some other
option.

"Sandra? What's it going to be?"

"... Yes."

The smile returned to his face. "That's a
good girl. I thought you'd see it my way. It just took a little
explaining. Now bend down and pick up your skirt and hand it to me.
I'd hate to let it wrinkle down there."

The deep crimson blush of humiliation was
rising in my face as I stared at him, paralyzed.

"Sandra," he repeated, pointing at my fallen
garment.

I slid my back down the wall until I felt the
rumpled fabric in my hand. I stepped out of it and rose with it
draped from my limp fingers.

Jackson held out his hand for it and I gave
it to him. He folded it with care, placed it on the desk behind
him, and then turned back to me. He eyed me up and down, evaluating
the woman standing before him. I was supposed to be the authority
figure, but how fast the tables had turned. I felt the blush in my
cheeks burning hotter than ever as I felt his eyes roving my
trembling body. Other, more conflicted and confusing emotions were
playing about inside me as well as I noticed the slight quickening
of his breath and the desire in his eyes.

"Panties, too, Professor."

"What!?"

"You act so surprised. It would be impossible
to give the spanking you so desperately need if we don't get that
cute little ass uncovered, wouldn't it?"

"You're going to spank me?"

"Of course. Didn't I just say you needed to
be punished for what you did?"

I stammered some incomprehensible objection.
The prospect was so ... humiliating. I shrank back against the wall
and tried to ignore the little parts of me that were starting to
find this all tremendously exciting.

"Panties," he insisted.

"I won't be spanked like a little girl," I
objected.

With a sound of impatience he took me by the
upper arm, sat down in the desk chair, and pulled me over his knee
in one fluid motion. I started to call out but stopped myself as I
realized what would happen if we were overheard. This needed to
remain our little secret.

"Please," I whined.

 

"People with moral integrity get to object to
being spanked," he said in the direction of ass suddenly being
presented to him. "Plagiarizers have to live with the
consequences."

I gasped as I felt his fingers in the
waistband of my panties, brushing against the hot, sensitive skin
of my hips and tracing around to my lower abdomen. With a snap he
pulled the flimsy piece of cloth down to my knees and I felt the
cool air flow over my ass and groin as he exposed them.

I buried my red face in my arms and tried to
imagine this wasn't happening, but then his hand came down and made
that impossible. Thwack.

"Oh," I yelped. The sting was intense.

His hand came down again and again. I found
myself wriggling against his lap, trying to escape his hand as it
rained punishment down on my defenseless buttocks.

"Please," I begged.

"I thought this is what you wanted," he said
sternly. "Didn't you tell me you wanted me to punish you?"

I clenched my teeth against the throbbing
pain.

"I'm your professor. You can't do this."

"Of course I can," he said. He delivered
another stinging slap and I moaned pitifully. My palms pressed at
the floor and I wriggled again on his lap. I could feel the
jiggling redness in my ass. I could feel his eyes taking in the
humiliating sight.

And then I gasped from surprise, not pain.
His hand was wandering along the inside of my thigh. His strong
fingers were approaching ... I could feel him kneading at my
sensitive skin.

"My God," he said. "Look at how wet you
are."

"I'm not!" I squealed in protest.

"No? You're positively dripping. I've never
seen anything quite like this."

I clamped my legs together in mortification,
but the discovery had been made.

"Well, well," he said to himself. "What a
dirty, dirty girl you are. Here I thought I was punishing you, and
instead you've been enjoying every minute of it."

"That's not true!"

"I can tell when you're lying, Sandra. I can
feel you get all tense. You don't have any secrets from me. You
like nothing better than getting a good spanking. You probably know
how much you deserve it."

I kicked at the floor in impotent
humiliation. Why had my body betrayed me like this?

I gasped again as his fingers returned to
their previous exploration. They moved between my thighs and rubbed
between my swollen lips, spreading the juices I had so uselessly
denied were there. Another moan escaped from my mouth and I clamped
my jaw shut. It felt so good and I wanted it so badly, but it was
just so positively humiliating to admit it, even to myself.

"Please," I moaned, although by now even I
didn't know whether I was begging him to stop or begging him to
continue.

"Naughty little professor," he said as he
fingered me. "Breaks the rules and turned on by the punishment. How
am I to handle this?"

Evidently he decided that he just needed to
spank me harder.

"Oh!" I gasped as his palm landed with the
loudest, most painful smack of all, followed in quick succession by
another. I wriggled instinctually and threw a hand back to try to
cover my pink, vulnerable cheeks, but he caught the hand in his own
and pressed it against the small of my back.

"Tell me you're sorry," he instructed,
punctuating the command with the sound of his palm landing against
my backside.

"I'm sorry," I wailed. "I'm sorry."

"Sorry for what?"

"I took credit for wasn't mine. I accepted
praise I didn't deserve. I lied about it."

"You deserve this, then?"

"Yes," I wailed, wriggling all the more
urgently, pressing my hips into his leg and feeling my breasts
shaking across the hard muscles of his thigh. What a humiliating
position, and yet it was turning me on so badly that I almost
couldn't stand it.

I wrapped my arms around his leg and buried
my crimson face.

"Are you still enjoying this?" he asked with
another slap of his open palm.

My involuntary moan answered for me before I
could collect myself.

"I see," he said. "Well, then we aren't
really getting any further with this, are we?"

I felt his hands take me by the hips and then
he was helping me up off his lap. I struggled to get my wobbly feet
beneath me but before I had managed it he turned me and sat me on
the desk, facing him.

I looked at him, incapable of doing anything
but wonder what he had in mind now. As though looking on from a
distance, I noticed there was now as much excitement in wondering
as there was dread at what would come next. God, why was I
responding this way? It was so wrong to be turned on. So
incredibly, irresistibly wrong.

He looked at my heaving, spanked body and at
my eyes, wide and unblinking as I stared up at him in submissive
expectation.

He put a hand on his belt buckle and I drew a
sharp breath into my chest.

"They say if you can't spank the naughty out
of a girl, you fuck it out of her. Have you ever heard that
saying?"

I shook my head, biting my lip as I realized
just how much I wanted him to mean what he was saying.

He planted a firm hand on my naked thigh and
bent forward to press his strong, warm lips to mine. His tongue
pushed in and possessed my mouth. He leaned forward against my legs
and I was bent back against the desk by his body pressing against
mine. My naked thighs rubbed against the denim of his jeans and I
felt something hot and hard constrained within them.

"Yes," I gasped.

I felt his lips smile against mine. "I
thought you'd like that," he said. "I saw you for the naughty girl
you are the minute I first stepped in this class. You don't know
how long I've been wanting to do this."

He undid his belt and opened his jeans to
release the cock I had felt pressing against my thigh. It sprang
free and stood out towards me in throbbing eagerness, but he didn't
push himself into my wet nakedness only inches from him. Instead,
he took me by the hair and shoulder and brought me forward off the
desk and onto my knees.

I had barely time to open my mouth and pull
in a breath before the girth of his cock was pushing into my lips
and over my tongue. The soft, velvety skin rubbed into my
salivating mouth. I wrapped my lips around him, drew out to his
tip, and tasted the salt of his pre-come.

I encircled him with my tongue and coaxed at
him and felt a gratifying throb run through him. At that prompting,
he took my head by the hair and began thrusting himself into me. It
was all I could do to take his length down my throat.

His thrusts became increasingly physical and
aggressive, and then he pulled his cock from my mouth. I watched a
bead of my saliva run down the underside of his shaft and pool
against his balls.

He took me under the armpits and pulled be
back up onto the desk.

"I can read your dirty mind," he whispered to
me. "You've been begging for this cock since class started this
morning."

I looked up at him, realizing it would be a
lie to say I hadn't but wasn't capable of confirming it, either. He
didn't wait for a response before he planted his firm lips once
again against mine.

His fingers found the buttons of my blouse
and began to work their way from the bottom up my front. One by one
they opened and the garment fell back off my body. I felt the cool
air of the room play across the bare skin of my stomach.

His hands encircled me and found the clasp of
my bra, and in another moment that was undone as well. His fingers
played at my nipples and his mouth was on my neck.

My body arched up against his as I felt his
hand running down my stomach. The slight roughness of his
fingerpads against my skin sent a hot thrill through me. Then the
contact was lower, between my legs, teasing at my eager hole and
almost pushing into it.

He paused, relishing his power over me as I
moaned for what I had pretended I did not want only a few minutes
ago.

And then he pushed himself into me, filling
me almost to the point of discomfort. I put my legs around his hips
and clutched at the desk beneath me. My eyes were closed.

I rocked across the smooth surface as he
fucked me. The rhythm of his hips driving into me bounced me almost
helplessly, but his strong hands kept me from falling
backwards.

I was struggling not to yell out at the
ecstasy of the penetration. We were still in a crowded building and
the thought of someone walking in on us was both terrifying and yet
very distant. It seemed strange to worry about it when the things
happening right here and now were so much better.

I clutched my legs around his hips and dug my
heels into his firm buttocks as I felt myself approaching climax.
It rose inside of me, hot and intense, and I clenched my jaw and
gripped at the desk all the harder not to yell.

"My God," I moaned when I trusted myself
again.

Taking my hips again he turned me over onto
my front on the desk. "Coming already?" he asked. I felt his hand
land on my sore ass in a knowing, fond rebuke, and then he plunged
back into me from behind.

My face and tits pressed against the cool
surface of the desk. My body clenched as he drove into me again and
again. His balls slapped up against me, tantalizing my clit, and I
closed my eyes as the sensations threatened to take me over once
again.

His body stiffened behind me and I felt the
thick cock spasm deep inside of me, pumping me full of his thick
liquid, and I came again. My toes curled against the cool floor and
clenched around him as the sea of pleasure submerged me. Gradually,
it subsided.

Dazed and exhausted, I laid my cheek on the
wood. He slipped out of me and I felt several drips of his come
leak from my pussy and run down the inside of my thigh.

As though from very far away, I listened to
him getting dressed behind me. I felt his hand squeeze my ass a
last time as he circled back around the desk to retrieve his
papers.

He paused and then came back around beside me
and I heard him ruffling through my bag.

"You know," he said, "I changed my grade to a
B in your book, Sandra, but now that I think about it, that was
really a pretty good essay I wrote. It was definitely more of an A
paper, I think."

I heard the scribble of pen on paper and then
he returned the notebook to my bag.

"Well I think this was a constructive
session," he said. "I don't know that I cured you, but it was a
step in the right direction. I'll see you Monday."

I turned my head and watched him leave the
room, trying to understand what exactly had just happened and why I
had liked it so goddamn much.
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The hall was dimly lit. Recessed fixtures
cast only a patchwork glow from overhead. The footprint of the
space was large enough that the ceiling, even twenty feet above my
head, felt low and oppressive. It, like everything else here, was
watching me.

I fidgeted nervously with the strap of my
dress. The fabric was green nylon, thin and stretched tight over
the few contours of my body it covered at all. I had wanted to
protest when Robert picked it out for me, but looking into his eyes
had told me louder than words that today of all days was not a time
to be on bad behavior.

The men seated in a semi-circle around me
seemed perfectly aware of how intimidating I found them. No doubt
they were used to it. Each of them went through life assuming
absolute power in any room he entered. They were well-dressed,
well-financed, well-serviced, and well-respected, and had been for
so long that they had forgotten there were other ways people
lived.

Their women lounged among them in various
states of repose and undress: some on the floor at their master's
feet, some of them perched smugly in a prized lap. Each of them had
that air of pampered obedience. Each of them was fully the creature
of her dominant, living and dying by his praises, rebukes, favors
and demands.

I could no longer tell whether the heat in my
cheeks was a blush or the flush of arousal. The wetness between my
legs was less ambiguous. I was under scrutiny, here, and my body
was responding. It knew that a great deal was about to happen.

"She's got nice little tits," one of the men
remarked. "A bit on the small side, but quite perky."

My blush deepened and my eyes lowered to the
floor. My nipples, as though sensing that they in particular had
just become the subject of general conversation, stood up
obligingly through the thin fabric of my dress.

"Can't you see how young she is, John?" A
second responded to the first. "Every girl her size has perky tits
when she's twenty."

For some reason it seemed important that they
know my age was actually twenty-two, but I knew better than to
speak without being invited to.

"Even so," the first said. "If her nipples
weren't popping out of her dress, would you have guessed she is not
wearing a bra? It's a good trait at any age."

My nipples stiffened further. Out of the
corner of my eye I saw the man who had spoken lay a hand under the
chin of a woman seated at his feet. "You would know what to do with
a nice little rack like that, wouldn't you, Renee?" he asked
her.

"Yes, sir," she agreed obediently, casting an
eye over me and the breasts in question.

"Youth is wasted on the young, isn't it?"

"Yes, sir," she agreed. The look she shot me
was resentful. She did not like the implication that her tits were
not as nice as mine, particularly made here in front of the full
Tremboix Society, and it was clear she blamed me for it. My master
is free to criticize me, her look said, but how dare you come in
here and make me look bad in front of him?

I tried to ignore her, but I couldn't help
but be bothered by just how few friends I had in this room.

"I don't mind the small tits," a third man
noted. "It's her ass that's nice enough to make up for any of
that."

"I'll want a couple handfuls of it before I
make judgment," a fourth mused. "An ass is only as good as it feels
during a spanking."

Murmurs of agreement met this remark, and my
blush deepened. The image of any of these men bending me over and
spanking me sent a shiver, both welcome and unwelcome, through my
hypersensitive body.

"Well, we should begin, then," another, more
authoritative voice said. And then he addressed me. "You are
Jennifer Everette?"

I turned towards the man who had spoken. He
sat at the end, in a position of apparent authority. His dark eyes
glittered as he watched me, and I stood up a little straighter.

"Yes, sir," I answered.

"You are here under consideration on behalf
of your dominant, Robert Daniels. Is that correct?"

Robert. The name put warmth back in my chest
and reminded me that the wetness in my legs was natural and
acceptable. I was here for him, submitting to his demands and
trying to make him proud. Being aroused by doing that was the most
natural thing, and nothing to be ashamed of. It had nothing to do
with these men looking at me, evaluating me, and discussing
spanking me in such casual tones. As long as I was linked to
Robert, nothing truly bad could happen.

"Yes, sir," I said. A little pride came into
my voice and I stood taller.
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To read this story in its entirety, find it
available now at your online bookstore of choice.









You may also be interested in these other
BDSM and Exhibitionist-themed stories from Jessica Whitethread:






The Dinner Party Centerpiece

Erica's dominant, Jonathon, has come up with
an interesting way to involve her in a dinner party he intends to
throw for some of his old law school friends. Although she is
self-conscious around the high society that Jonathon moves in, he
is going to have her serve the food over the course of the evening
and has designed a very special outfit for her to wear for the
occasion. The guests of the party will be given buttons to trigger
a vibrating harness underneath Erica's dress and are encouraged to
use it as a way of thanking her for her prompt service. If that
weren't enough, an already horrified Erica is told that the penalty
of spill or misstep will be to serve dessert without the harness,
or the dress. As the night unfolds, her attempts to avoid this
terrifying prospect may accomplish nothing but to place her at the
center of a spectacle more provocative than anything originally
planned.






Over My Boss's Knee

Emma's young and handsome boss has always
taken a special interest in her, ever since she first came to work
for him. After Emma loses the order form of a very important
client, he punishes her as he often has before: with a sound
spanking. But on this occasion, she settles onto his lap to savor
her punishment under his strong hands only soon to find herself in
the throes of a very loud orgasm.






Blind in the Mansion

Joanna Crawford is not happy to drop out of
culinary school and take a job at the Armistead Mansion, but
sacrificing her own desires to help those in need has always been
her most basic instinct. Little can she know that this apparent
setback will blossom into a life-changing sexual journey as she
begins to transgress boundaries that attract the attentions of her
new employer.

Now available in the original five part
series or in a single volume.






For information about future releases from
this author and similar authors from The Red Spot Press, please
visit us at theredspotpress.tk and
subscribe to our newsletter, or follow us on twitter
@TheRedSpotPress.
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