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It was one of those lazy Sundays and Robert
was in his study, reading. I had finished the weeding in our little
garden, and I spent a long time in the shower, drawing circles with
the water droplets on the tile and wondering what I could find to
do with myself for the day. Sometimes I liked it when he left me
alone to my own devices, but today was not one of those days and I
was bored.

When I had toweled off, I didn't get dressed.
I needed his attention, and it had been days since we had last
played and since he had last let me call him sir.

On quiet feet, I moved down the hall towards
the closed door of the study. A soft baroque concerto was audible
through the crack under the door. Without a word, I pushed inside
the room. He was sitting, intent upon the leather bound book in his
hands.

He did not look up at the sound of the door,
so I walked forward and sank to the ground in front of him, sitting
primly on my ankles, my body nude, gleaming, and expectant before
him. I watched him patiently, knowing that he would not make me
wait long.

After a moment, he looked over the top of his
book, taking in my position and expression in a glance.

"Jen," he said, by way of acknowledgement.
"You finished outside, I take it."

"Yes, sir," I said.

An amused smile came to his face. He placed a
ribbon in the book and allowed it to fall shut in his lap as he
regarded me. "The tools are put away?"

"Yes, sir."

"And you're looking for something."

"I want to make you happy, sir. May I
pleasure you?" It was an offer he rarely refused, and my one
guaranteed way to secure his attentions for the near future.

The amused smile widened on his face and he
sighed an almost indulgent sort of sigh as he placed the book on
the bookshelf beside him. "Bring me a drink."

"Yes, sir." I backed onto my feet and went to
the kitchen, fixing his whiskey sour precisely the way he liked
it.

I brought it back into the study and held it
out to him. He took the glass, and as I turned to resume my place
on the floor he reached out and gathered me back into his lap,
enfolding me in his arms.

In surprise and gratitude, I snuggled against
his broad chest, burying my face in his collar and breathing in his
rich exotic smell. The soft fabric of his shirt felt incredibly
smooth against the skin of my bare breast as I held myself against
him.

Holding me to him, he took a sip from the
glass and then set his face in my hair, kissing me and resting his
cheek against my head.

"You're good to come to me," he said softly.
"Sometimes I get distracted and forget what a good girl you are.
I'm glad that you don't let me forget."

"Thank you, sir," I said, trembling
pleasurably as he caressed the outside of my thigh with a gentle,
strong-fingered hand.

"What kind of man can get lost in his work
when he shares his home with such a delightful and eager woman?
Such a beautiful, delicate thing?"

I stiffened in surprise and then in
excitement as I felt his free hand roaming down over the curve of
my thigh and then rising back up between my legs. His index finger
probed briefly between my lips and then rose to tickle at my clit.
I wriggled wordlessly against him in pleasure.

"I think today is a good day for a little
adventure, don't you think?" he said softly, continuing to tickle
at that sensitive spot.

"Yes - yes, sir," I said haltingly, my breath
weak and my words distracted as his almost casual touch released a
wave of pleasure into my abdomen.

"Well I have a fun little idea." He took
another sip from the drink I had brought him. His finger continued
its potent dance against me and my body continued to respond.
"Would you like to take a trip?"

"What kind of trip, sir?"

"We're going to go buy you a new toy," he
said, "as a reward for making me happy. And then we are going to
have a little fun on the way back."

"Thank you, sir," I said, catching my breath
as the pleasure of his touch began to compound and build deep
within me.

"You deserve it," he said. "And to show your
appreciation, you are going to indulge in one of my little games.
That sounds fair, doesn't it?"

"Yes, sir," I said, my voice sounding
high-pitched. I was writhing weakly in his arms now, feeling the
release of orgasm now firmly on its way.

"Good," he said, and with a deft little
tickle he released me over the precipice. I clutched at myself and
rocked back against him, a moan escaping my lips as the intense
pleasure of climax consumed me. After a moment, it had faded into a
warm glow and I lay weakly against his shoulder as he stroked my
hair.

"Now go put some clothes on," he said. "I
need to call for a cab."

"A cab?" I asked.

"We're going to be catching a bus on our way
back," he said, prodding me off his lap. "Now go get ready."

Perplexed, I left the room and went to get
dressed as instructed.

He was waiting for me when I had pulled my
things together, and there was a mischievous little gleam in his
eye that made me shiver in eager anticipation. He always had an air
about him that something exciting was about to happen, and when he
began making promises of fun and gifts and surprises, it was hard
to contain myself.

"All set?" he asked me.

"Very set, sir," I said.

He slipped an arm around my waist and led me
outside into the waiting taxi. It was a short ride, and he
entertained himself along the way by tickling at my thigh, trying
to evoke giggles which I tried to suppress.

After ten minutes, we pulled up outside of an
unmarked storefront with tinted windows. Again with his customary
hand half on my waist and half on my ass he guided me inside and up
a staircase. At the top of the staircase, the second floor opened
up into an expansive sex shop. The air was potent with incense and
rows of vibrators, dildos, and other strange objects whose use I
could only guess at stretched off towards the rear of the building.
I walked slightly in front of him, my mouth open. Each item on the
shelf looked more thrilling and incredible than the last.

"Can I help you find something?" A
dark-haired woman asked, stepping out in front of us with a
clipboard pressed to her hip.

"I'm looking for something out of the
ordinary," he said. "The single piece out of this entire store, if
money were not an object, that you would recommend."

She considered him a moment and then glanced
at me. "Does she have any particular preferences?"

"She's very sensitive," he said. "I don't
want anything too powerful or she'll only find it unpleasant."

"Alright," the sales woman said, casting
another glance at me. "I'll show you what I have." It seemed like
there was a challenge in her words directed at me, but I couldn't
quite place it. I nestled back against Robert's comforting arm, and
watched as she turned and walked back several shelves. I started to
follow her, but when Robert did not move I stopped and stood with
him, watching her. She was jealous, it occurred to me. A pleasant
little shiver ran through me, and I wound a possessive arm around
Robert's forearm.

"Here," she said, bringing a package forward.
"This is the Rosewood Rabbit. I was comped a demo, and it's the
most cherished thing I own." She held out the device, indicating
its two lopsided prongs and a dial along the side. "The intensity
is entirely user controlled, so she can limit it to whatever she
can handle."

Robert caught the unkind tone in her voice
and the saleswoman quailed as his face darkened.

"I only mean it's completely adjustable.
Whatever she wants, she gets."

"Let her hold it," he instructed.

The woman opened the box and offered it to
me, still with eyes only for him. I took it and hefted it in my
free hand, even as I clutched him all the more possessively. It was
heavier than it looked, and the tips were supple but firm to the
touch. I prodded them gently and then slid the dial. I started as
it jumped to life in my hands with a quiet purring sound. Blushing
slightly, I turned it off.

"Do you like it?" he asked me.

I looked up at him and nodded. "Thank you,
sir."

"Ring it up for us, would you please?" he
asked of the woman.

I blanched slightly when I heard the price,
but he did not seem surprised or bothered by it.

"You're a very lucky girl," the woman said as
she handed the wrapped package over the cashier's desk.

"She's going to make it up to me in just a
few minutes," he told her smiling.

As we passed back down the stairs, my
curiosity was becoming almost unbearable.

"Where now?" I asked.

"Just across the street here. We're going to
buy you some new clothes."

"More gifts?" I asked, surprised.

"In a manner of speaking."

When we entered the sprawling department
store, he pointed me towards the back. "Go into the changing rooms
and get undressed. I'll be in as soon as I've found what I'm
looking for."

I followed his finger and began to make my
way towards the back, glancing over my shoulder to see what he
might have in mind. When I turned around, however, he was already
gone off somewhere that I couldn't see.

I was beginning to get a little nervous about
what might be in store. I found an empty changing stall and sat on
the little bench, fidgeting with the hem of my sweater and watching
for his feet under the frame.

After a minute, I had calmed down enough to
start undressing. I was beginning to get a sense of what he had in
mind. The thought made me tense up in delicious anticipation.
Nervous I certainly was, but today was definitely not going to be
boring. All that remained was to see just what he picked out to
pass me underneath the stall door.

"Jen?" I heard his voice call out softly.

"Here, sir," I said through the crack.

"Pass me out your clothes, please."

I squirmed as conflicting emotions of dismay
and excitement fought within me. He didn't want to give me any
choice. He didn't want me to see what he had picked out for me
until I had already committed and until I couldn't say no.

Reluctantly, I folded my skirt and blouse and
passed them under the door.

"Panties and bra, too, Jen," he insisted.

A knee-jerk objection caught in my throat and
I stared helplessly at myself in the little changing room mirror. I
didn't know if I was ready for this, and yet ... I trusted him. It
was so much easier to just be his, do what he wanted and lose
myself in the aftermath, good and bad, without any of the
responsibility. It felt so good, being his, that it almost didn't
matter. What happened happened.

"Yes, sir," I said, not trying to hide the
quaver in my voice. In the end, I always did as he asked, but I
wanted him to know that this prospect frightened me more than a
little.

I stepped out of my panties and unclasped my
bra, trying to imagine myself in the comfort of our home and not in
the back of an unfamiliar department store with nothing to cover
myself.

"Thank you," he said as he took the precious
garments from my proffered hand. There was a rustling, and then a
little bundle replaced them under the door frame.

I picked it up and waited for more. Perhaps
it just looked small. I unrolled the cloth and spread it on the
bench. My heart sank. What I had at first taken for one garment was
in fact two. The tank top was simple, unadorned, and very thin.
When I rolled the cloth in my hand, I could see my fingers on the
other side. Folded inside the top was a skirt. The fabric was a bit
thicker, but it was so short that it did not stretch more than
halfway from my wrist to my elbow. I looked at them in dismay, and
turned back to the door.

"Isn't there more, sir?"

"No more," he said. "Now hurry up and put
them on. We have a bus to catch and we still need to check
out."

I pulled the top on first. It really was as
see-through as I had feared. I didn't have particularly large
breasts, but even I couldn't look at myself in the mirror without
staring at them, so what on earth were other people going to do? It
seemed like nothing I did could get it to hang in a normal way. It
insisted on clinging to me in all the most embarrassing places.

At least the skirt wasn't see-through, for
the most part. If I stood with my legs apart, you could see where
the light shined through, but that was all. On the other hand, it
was sort enough that sitting without crossing my legs was out of
the question, and bending over would be, well, even more out of the
question – out of the question ten times over. I turned halfway
around and tried to convince myself that having a bit of ass
showing even when standing wouldn't be something people would
notice.

"Alright," I said. "I'm coming out."

I took a deep breath, unlocked the door of
the stall, and stepped out to face the world.

Robert was waiting, leaning against the door
jamb into the changing area with his arms crossed. When he caught
sight of me, his face broke into a wide smile.

"Would you look at you," he said in obvious
delight. "God, it's going to be hard to keep my hands off you for
the trip home. Give me a twirl."

I was already blushing. My arms kept
migrating up to cover myself, but I knew he wouldn't like that and
I did my best to keep them at my sides. Slowly I turned around for
him, profoundly self-conscious.

"This is even better than what I first had in
mind," he said. "Come on. Let's pay for them and get out of
here."

As we moved up through the store, the height
of the clothing racks provided precious shelter from the other
shoppers, but I knew their safety would be short-lived.

The gentle pressure of Robert's hand guided
me to the left. Deeply uncomfortable but not surprised in the
least, I looked up to see he was prodding me towards the only male
clerk, a handsome man with short-cropped hair maybe about my age or
a year or two younger.

He caught sight of me as we approached, and
his eyes popped out of their sockets in amazement. It was only an
instant before he closed his mouth and dropped his eyes to his
register, but several times I caught him sneaking sidelong glances
in my direction as we approached. I didn't blame him in the
slightest.

"We'll take what she has on," Robert says,
prodding me up against the counter. "She'll be wearing them
out."

"Sure, I can do that," he said, nodding a
little wild-eyed. He fumbled with the barcode wand as he tried
unsuccessfully to look away from my breasts effectively bared
before him.

"He'll need to access the tags." Robert said
to me. "They're right there on the stomach. Bend over for him,
would you, Jen?"

I looked at him in chagrin, but he just gave
me that infuriating smile of his. 'I know you're enjoying this,
even if you can't admit it,' his smile said. With a delicious
clenching in my abdomen, I knew that he was partly right.

Blushing furiously now, I pressed against the
counter and leaned forward. The cashier was blushing too. There was
a cute sort of modest embarrassment on his face as he reached out
and fished for the tag against my stomach. By breasts were hanging
forward and his eyes kept getting sucked into my cleavage and then
dropping down apologetically. His wrist brushed once over my nipple
and with another delicious little clench, I felt it stiffen
slightly in response. I thought I saw him noticing that, too.

After the longest five seconds of my life,
the wand beeped and he pulled his hands back, apologizing silently
for having touched my body which it was painfully clear he wanted
to touch.

 

"The skirt tag is here at the hem," Robert
chimed in, his tone innocent and helpful.

I closed my eyes in mortification that left
me more aroused than I was comfortable admitting. I stood up on
tiptoes and tried to hold the tag up. The cashier reached out with
the wand, but even with it stretched out to the full length of its
cord, he couldn't reach the tag.

Reluctantly, I pushed the tag towards him
slightly, raising the hem of the skirt unavoidably in the process.
The back was tight against my ass, or at least as much of my ass as
it covered, as I held out the tag to him again. Again it didn't
reach. I couldn't look at Robert. I knew he must be beside himself
with how this was all playing out. All I could do was breathe and
pull the skirt up just an inch higher, and then another. I tried to
convince myself that the store was empty behind me, and that no one
was looking at the girl in the front who was now practically naked
from the waist down. I could feel myself becoming wet, even as
another part of me strained desperately to hear the beep of the
barcode wand.

Finally, it came, and I backed away and
pulled the skirt down with a flaming face. Robert gave my ass cheek
a playful little pinch before I could hide it again, and then
stepped forward to pay.

By the time we were out on the sidewalk, I
had managed to calm down. Compared to that invasive little
procedure, how could a public bus ride be that bad?

"Are you warm enough?" Robert asked as we
passed down the mercifully empty sidewalk towards the bus stop.

"I'm alright, sir," I said, though I nestled
in under his arm. It was not cold, but it was not particularly
balmy either.

"I thought that clerk was kind of cute,
didn't you?" he asked mildly.

"I - yes, sir," I admitted.

"I almost felt sorry for him. He had no idea
what to do with himself. You must find it quite flattering."

"That wasn't my first reaction, sir," I said,
with just a little impertinence.

He laughed and held me against him. "Oh, Jen.
You enjoy this as much as I do. Don't think I can't tell." And to
prove his point in the most inappropriate way, he reached down and
gave my lips a little rub. He barely had to push the front of the
skirt up to have access to me.

"Sir!" I protested, clenching my thighs
together and looking around to be sure we were still alone.

He held up a finger glistening with moisture.
Blushing anew, I tried not to acknowledge it, but he pressed it to
my lips. I looked at him with eyes reproachful but obedient, and
then licked it clean.

"I don't know what I love more about you," he
said. "The fact that you get turned on by being embarrassed, or the
fact that you're embarrassed about being turned on."

And though uncomfortable and conflicted as I
was, the fact that what I was feeling made him happy and was what
he wanted from me was enough to make everything alright. What did
it matter that people could see me, every part of me, if that was
what he wanted? Making him happy felt too good for me to care about
anything else. I burrowed myself more closely against him and
waited for the bus in a mindset surprisingly close to serenity.

That instant of clarity was precious but
short, and it was already starting to ebb before the city bus
rounded the corner into view three blocks from us. By now it was
just after lunchtime on a Sunday afternoon, and it looked about
half full as it stopped in front of us.

I waited outside, sheltered from the view of
the passengers by the corner of the door, as Robert bought our
fares.

"Come on," he said, offering his hand to help
me up the step.

I took a deep breath, took the hand, and
stepped on board.

It seemed that I could physically feel the
atmosphere in the bus shift as I stepped into view. The careful
detachment that prevails on public transportation shimmered and
wavered as fifteen pairs of eyes snapped to the fully featured,
fully displayed woman that had just presented herself before them.
Men's and women's mouths dropped alike, the women with derision,
even scorn, and the men embarrassed but awed at their good fortune.
I was trying to make myself as small as possible behind Robert as
he led me down the aisle, but there were really more things to
cover than I had hands.

The bus was separated into two general
seating areas with standing room in between them. Again, knowing
Robert, it did not surprise me in the least that he led us to the
front row of that back section and sat down, giving me the seat by
the aisle where there was nothing in front of me to hid behind. I
would remain fully visible to everyone on the bus for the duration
of the ride. He never let anything to be easy.

He ushered me into the seat and looked
sternly at the arm I had self-consciously clasped across my front.
"You know I don't like when you do that," he said softly.

"Yes, sir," I said squeamishly, shaking
slightly as I brought the arm down to my side.

Unsatisfied, he gestured at my legs, which
were crossed more tightly than I had ever crossed them in my
life.

"Please, sir," I whimpered desperately.

He considered me: quivering, scarlet, and
mortified under the unrelenting scrutiny of the passengers
surrounding us. My eyes were very big, and it felt like my fate lay
balancing within his amused gaze.

"Alright," he said. "You've been good so far.
We'll leave it at that for now."

I did not need to thank him aloud. My
gratitude was plain on my face, and anyways he seemed to know what
I was thinking and feeling even at my most reserved and subtle.
Words were usually superfluous with him.

I lowered my eyes to the floor and tried to
maintain my composure despite the sensation of a dozen pairs of
eyes which never fully stared at me, but were never completely
oblivious to me either. That almost made it worse. The fact that
they were too polite to stare made my virtual nakedness seem all
the more humiliating and inappropriate by comparison.

Each time the bus passed over a patch of
rough pavement or pothole, everything that was in view bounced and
jiggled, and everyone that was very pointedly not watching me tried
not to watch me all the harder. In spite of Robert's instructions,
my arms kept migrating of their own accord up in an attempt to
cover my chest. Each time, it felt as though I were moving them
through molasses as I forced them back to my sides.

"Do you know what my favorite part of these
little games are?" Robert asked me.

"What, sir?" I asked in a quiet, sort of
helpless little voice.

"How horny you always are when we get
home."

"I am not!" I protested. Why did he keep
bringing this up? It was as though he always sensed the most
unwelcome time to say things like that. It was infuriating that he
knew me so well, and that he knew that the only thing that could
make my situation more humiliating was to be reminded that I did,
in some inexplicable and uncontrollable way, like it. Some part of
me wanted to be right here in this exact position, with everything
my clothes were supposed to hide revealed to a bus load of
strangers.

"Stop doing that," he said.

I let out a shaking breath and forced my arms
to my sides.

"If I see you do that again, I'm going to
punish you."

God, the P word. My insides clenched in
arousal and need. How I needed to good disciplining right now, for
letting myself be seen by all these people and enjoying it.

"Yes, sir," I said in a way that I knew told
him exactly how I felt about his threat.

The bus made several stops, wide-eyed people
disembarked and new strangers boarded. I did my best to ignore
their double-takes and momentarily undisguised amazement.

Just another couple miles, I told myself. I
can make it.

And I believed it, too. I believed it right
up until the third to last stop. It was the rec center stop, and I
could see a decent crowd visible waiting under the bus sign. My
eyes were glued to the floor as they began boarding, but after
several seconds I glanced up and my heart froze.

They looked like some sort of rec league
basketball team, somewhere in their early to mid twenties. They
were all very fit, and sweaty, and their muscular arms and chests
gleamed in the gaps of their tank tops. As one by one they caught
sight of me, their rowdy banter lulled into a few whispers, one of
which elicited sniggers from the rest. I felt the heat rising in my
cheeks, and I knew my mouth was open as I looked on in a strange
mixture of attraction and chagrin, not able to look away. The
titillation of the afternoon had so primed me that their sudden
appearance only a few feet away seemed a cruel joke that I was not
equal to handling in my current state.

Worse, Robert noticed me staring.

"Nice to look at, aren't they?" he mused in
that voice that seemed to flirt on the edge of what might be
overheard.

I took a deep breath. "Yes, sir."

"Turn towards me for a moment, would
you?"

Uncomprehending, I turned to look at him.

"Stay still."

My breath caught in my chest and I stiffened
in panic as his hands came out and brushed playfully at my nipples.
But I was well trained, and I did not try to stop him. I simply
watched him in horror and tried to contain a moan as he tickled at
my sensitive nipples and as they began to stiffen under his playful
touch.

"I just want to be sure that your admiration
will be reciprocated," he was saying softly. "You want to make an
impression, don't you?"

After only a few seconds they were standing
up prominently through the fabric of the garment. I could do
nothing but wait, helpless, as he manipulated my body into its
ripest and most conspicuous state.

In another moment, his desired affect was
achieved and he gave me a final playful pinch before sitting back
to watch.

Stiffly, I turned to face forward again. The
friction of against the cloth of my top released a new wave of
wetness between my legs. Perhaps worse than the visual effect of
his toying with me was a new, aching neediness in the nipples he
had left stiff, aroused, and unsatisfied. My fingers itched to
continue what he had started, even as my conscious thoughts
resented the desire.

Looking up, I happened to catch the eye of
one of the young men. He stopped. It was clear that he had not been
meaning to look at me, just as I had not been meaning to look at
him, but now here we were. I couldn't look away. I could only look
at him helplessly as he stared at my body. He had very blue eyes,
widened and amazed, and his face seemed honest and handsome. Like
the rest of them, he seemed to ooze a natural masculinity from his
recent exertion.

And there was another way in which he was
clearly a man. Without meaning to notice it, I could see a physical
effect my body was having on his own. A bulge was growing in his
gym shorts. At first I thought it was just the tightness of the
shorts, but it continued to grow until there was no mistaking the
state of his cock lurking beneath the thin fabric.

I was panting slightly, transfixed. He seemed
oblivious to the way his own arousal was rapidly becoming as
physically obvious as my own, and then more so. But in his case, it
seemed I was the only one paying attention.

With a crash, the bus hit a particularly deep
pothole. Distracted as I had been, I was pitched sideways and my
limbs flailed about for balance. I righted myself, my legs splayed.
Instinctively, I snapped my legs back together, putting a hand to
hold down the hem of the skirt and another rising to my chest as my
breasts bounced humiliatingly.

My eyes locked themselves on the floor, and I
could not bear to raise them. I did not want to know if anyone had
seen. I needed to pretend that no one had, whether it was true or
not. I was frozen, hunched over and covering myself.

"Jen," I heard Robert say.

I groaned, and lowered my hands to my sides
and fought to sit upright.

"I told you not to do that again," he
said.

"Yes, sir, I know."

"I said I would punish you if you did."

"Yes, sir."

"Get up."

"Get up?" I asked in incomprehension.

"Yes."

"Here?"

"Yes."

"But I -"

"Now, Jen."

His tone was firm. I had never been able to
disobey him when he spoke that way to me. I took a shuddering
breath and raised myself from the chair. As one, the passengers in
the bus turned to look at me.

"Over my knee."

"But sir -"

"Now."

Utterly humiliated, I lowered myself onto his
legs. I tried to forget the strangers staring at me. I tried to
forget that what they were staring at, that the skirt no longer
covered me and that I was not wearing any panties. I screwed my
eyes shut and tried not to think about any of it, even as all the
things I wasn't thinking about were making me so aroused that I
began to worry another bump in the road would push me over the edge
to orgasm.

When his hand came down, it did exactly that.
The moans of need and desire that I had been so long suppressing
escaped my lips and I curled in on myself, inadvertently presenting
my display all the more prominently to the on looking passengers.
Intense pleasure and release flooded through me as his hand came
down again and then again. I was moaning and writhing, oblivious to
the surroundings. The only things I knew or felt were the
alternating waves of ecstasy and discomfort as he spanked my orgasm
out of me. When it was over, I lay gasping and flushed over his
lap.

The spanking continued, but gentle now. The
afterglow of the orgasm faded and the sting of the spanking rose to
replace it. I could do nothing but lie limply across his legs and
wait for it to be over. At last, it stopped altogether and I felt
his hands on my hips, helping me up.

"This is our stop," he murmured.

I stood up, straightening my top and pulling
down the skirt as best I could. Looking at nowhere but the floor, I
let him lead me out, down the steps, and along the block to our
home.

Once inside, I buried myself in his arms,
overcome by the intensity of the experience.

"You don't know how incredible a feeling it
is," he told me. "All of those men staring at you, wanting you. And
yet I'm the only one who has you. I'm the only one who gets to
touch you." And to emphasize his point, he ran a hand down my
heaving chest, evoking a quiver and moan from me as easily as if
his finger rested upon a switch. "You can't imagine how beautiful
you are to me right now," he was murmuring.

He seemed concerned that I had been too
distracted on the bus to enjoy the orgasm. I hadn't been, but I
didn't stop him as he gave me two more.

That night, content and exhausted in every
way, I laid the outfit carefully in a drawer for use on another
day.
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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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