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As I walked back to the dorm after class, I
didn't spare a glance for the world around me. I had tunnel vision.
Lately the feelings had become so intense that they were almost
painful, and if that was the way to describe them, then
excruciating. An hour and fifteen minutes of exquisite torture
twice a week, watching him move and speak, trying to follow the
words and come across as a good student.

It felt so girlish to be crushing on a
teacher so hard. I was in college. We were supposed to be adults,
right? Not the schoolgirl I had become, fantasizing about this
unattainable man at least ten years older than me. But here I was,
and there really wasn't any fighting it.

I hopped up the staircase two at a time,
passing Rachel Simmons in the hallway without smiling at her, and
slammed the door of my room behind me. I pressed myself back
against the wall and closed my eyes, letting the vivid desires
engulf me.

My skin felt hot and my palms were sweaty.
Today had been the worst yet. Not a moment had gone by in that hour
and fifteen minutes that I wasn't staring at the ruggedly
masculine, strong, handsome, competent face of Professor Richardson
- in the deepest recesses of my head I dared to think of him as
Chris.

It all sounded so silly, first that he had
that kind of effect on me and second that I took it so seriously. I
fell asleep on nights like these wracked by the nightmare that he
could tell what I was thinking, that he was embarrassed for me and
wished I could handle myself better.

But here I was, sunk to the floor with a hand
resting in my lap, pressing the cloth of my skirt to the inside of
my thigh and hearing his smooth baritone voice in my head,
explaining the richness of the French prose of Proust and
Flaubert.

My vision of him at the head of the classroom
changed to an intimate candlelit dinner. "You have such an
appreciation for the finer things," he would say to me. "I can
speak to you for hours like this." And those crystalline brown eyes
would be locked in mine, offering to me alone all the passion that
I had always known was inside him by every word he spoke and
gesture he made.

My fingers slid up beneath my skirt, beneath
my panties, and over a pussy so wet that it sent a thrilled shiver
through my body just to feel how aroused I was.

God, it was so easy to imagine the contact
wasn't my own hand. An involuntary moan escaped my lips as I toyed
with my clit.

I imagined those thick, strong arms on me,
the hands taking me and holding me in place. All refinement would
go away in an instant, I could tell. He would be eager, even
aggressive, in telling me he wanted me and then taking what he
wanted. I stroked faster still and the deep urgency that had been
tingling in my limbs for more than an hour took over, driving me
on, until I almost called out. I clamped my lip in my teeth and
felt the pleasurable convulsion of nearing climax. My chest was
heaving with rapid, shallow breaths.

"Oh God," I moaned into the empty room as I
finally achieved release. I slumped back into the corner and felt
the wall's cool plaster against my flushed cheek. My whole body
seemed to be buzzing.

No, that wasn't my whole body, it was just my
hip. It was the phone in my jacket pocket, but the buzz had stopped
after a second. It was just a text or something. I wiped my sweaty
palm on my skirt and pulled the phone out.

It was an email, actually. Just something
from the Dean of Student Affairs. He was always sending out
announcements about upcoming events, all of them invariably very
dry and boring that maybe 5 students showed up for.

But opening it, I was taken aback to see a
personalized header.






Dear Ms. Samson,






A troubling rumor has reached my office, a
rumor which concerns you very closely. I would very much like to
speak with you re: this information, accurate or otherwise. Please
come to my office in the Everson Building, number 112, this
afternoon if at all possible. I will be in until 4. Otherwise
please let me know the soonest possible time we might talk.






Thank you,

James M Clay

Dean of Student Affairs






With a slight start I closed the email and
put the phone face down on the floor, as though to keep it from
seeing my reaction. This could mean only bad things.

I wracked my brain for what this could be
about, and the only possible conclusion I could come to was a very
upsetting one. Please, let it be anything other than that, I
pleaded silently of the universe. Anything but that.

Hesitantly I turned the phone back over and
checked the time. It was two o'clock now.

Half an hour later I was standing in the
Everson building, looking at 112 in little white numbers and trying
to appear calm. Don't give anything away, I told myself. Maybe this
isn't about what you think it's about.

I pushed the door open and was greeted by a
smiling woman behind a desk stacked with papers.

"I - I'm here to see Dean Clay," I
stammered.

"And your name is, dear?"

"Annie Samson. He asked me to come by this
afternoon."

"Ah yes," she nodded, picking up the phone by
her elbow and reporting my presence into the intercom.

"Go right in, Ms. Samson," she said after she
had hung up.

"Thanks." I pushed open the door to the right
and stepped inside a surprisingly large office. Clearly Dean Clay
was a little farther up the totem pole than I had been giving him
credit for.

I looked up to find him seated behind a wide
oak desk. He was a relatively good-looking man, all things
considered. He was probably in his late forties with salt and
pepper hair and a very sober expression as he watched me make my
way into the room.

"Anne, isn't it?" he asked.

"Annie, yes, Mr. Clay," I confirmed. "Dr.
Clay," I corrected quickly, seeing the engraved plate on the
desk.

He shrugged unconcernedly and gestured for me
to sit.

"I appreciate you coming in on such short
notice," he said, watching me closely.

"Happy to, sir. What can I do for you?"

"Well, Annie, as I think I alluded to in my
email, I've heard a very troubling rumor regarding you and a member
of our faculty."

My heart lept into my throat but I swallowed
it back down and did my best to look politely puzzled. I was a very
bad actor.

"Do you know what I'm referring to?" Dean
Clay prodded when I did not volunteer a response.

"I - um - what exactly did you hear, sir?" I
asked as neutrally as possible.

He gave me a steady look, already tired of
the games I was playing. "I don't have an agenda here, Annie, other
than learning the truth. It's very clear that you know exactly what
I'm referring to. But the fact that you are being so defensive
about this matter does answer a number of questions for me." He
gathered a stack of papers laying in front of him and placed them
off to the side, leaving his desk bare for him to lean forward on
elbows, intent and serious.

"Just so there's no more beating around the
bush, what I'm talking about is the allegation that Professor
Richardson made sexual advances on you."

I squirmed, at a complete loss for what to
say that might de-escalate the situation.

"Naturally we take something like that rather
seriously, and so I looked into the matter. Before it goes any
further, I would like to ask you directly, is it true?"

I looked at the floor. Did I dig myself in
deeper, or did I come clean? How had it come to this in the first
place? But in another moment, I had to admit there was no decision
to be made. "I never meant for it - I mean, it was just something I
said." My voice was very quiet.

"That's a no, I take it."

I let out a shaky sigh. "It's not true,
sir."

"But you were the source of the rumor,
weren't you?"

"Yes," I said, unable to speak more loudly
than a whisper.

I glanced up to see his stern eyes on me and
I quickly dropped my gaze once more. I could feel my cheeks burning
in the still air of the office.

I heard a click as he picked up his phone.
"Meredith, would you see if Chris has a minute to stop by before
the end of the day, please?"

"What?" I yelped. My eyes shot back to Dean
Clay's, suddenly terrified.

"This obviously concerns him very personally.
Careers are derailed over things like this. It goes without saying
that I'll need to inform him of the situation."

"But, please, sir. It was such a stupid
thing. I never meant for it to be spread around. It was just a
stupid little lie in the spur of the moment. I never repeated it.
Can't we all just forget it? I didn't mean to get anybody in
trouble. I promise."

He shook his head. "We're really far beyond
that point, I'm afraid. What it's time for now is for you tell me
exactly how this all happened, and I'd advise you be a little more
truthful with me than you have been thus far."

I closed my eyes and thought about jumping
through the window behind me, running from campus, and never coming
back.

"It was just something I said once," I said
pleadingly.

"And why did you say it?"

"It was stupid. I didn't mean anything by it.
It was at a party with a couple of the girls from my hall."

"And you decided to pretend your Professor
had hit on you."

"It wasn't like that."

"Then how was it?"

I squirmed into the leather of the chair, but
there was only so deep I could go. "We were a little bit tipsy, and
they started talking about who were the hottest professors in each
department."

"I see."

"And they were going down and listing them
and laughing about it, and they got to Professor Richardson and
mentioned him."

"Alright."

"And ... I just - I got sort of jealous of
the way they were talking about him."

"Jealous? Why?"

"Please, Dean Clay, it was just really
stupid. I was wrong. Can't you just -"

"Why jealous, Annie?"

My shoulders slumped in defeat. "I don't know
- the usual reasons?"

"You have feelings for Professor
Richardson?"

Slowly I nodded, completely incapable of
voicing the answer.

"I see." He scribbled something on a scrap of
paper.

"It just felt like - I wanted to communicate
somehow that they weren't saying anything I didn't know, you know?
The way they were talking about him was like he was just an
anybody, but he's so much more - I mean -" I stopped, but now that
I had started talking I wanted to finish. "People just get
possessive about things they don't have any right to, sometimes,
don't they, sir? I've just thought the world of him since I first
went into his class, and I felt like there should be a reward for
it."

"So you said he-"

"I just said I thought he liked me. And then
they wanted to know why I thought so. And then I said he was just
flirty with me, but of course he isn't. And they didn't think much
of that, so then I said he put his hand on my thigh when we were
alone together. It all happened so fast that before I knew it, the
lie was out."

He nodded inscrutably. "Well, Annie, I don't
think you need me to tell you that this sort of thing gets taken
very seriously around here."

"I understand, sir."

He looked at me with pursed lips. "Basically,
I have two options in front of me. I would be inclined to report
the incident to the discipline board. There would be a hearing and
it would find its way onto your permanent record."

I looked up sharply, humiliation giving way
to genuine fear.

"But you strike me as a pretty well-meaning
young woman who's made a very serious mistake. People in my line of
work don't get into it in order to ruin otherwise bright
futures."

I nodded.

"All the situation really calls for is a
punishment that impresses upon you that you were out of line. We
need something that will ensure that you remember just how wrong it
is to make up something like that, much less about someone you say
you care about. In short, Annie, it was a very selfish and
short-sighted way to behave, something I expect to see from a child
who always gets her way, not a young woman and otherwise successful
student at this university."

He stood up and walked around to his desk,
opened a cabinet, and pulled out a yard stick.

"You may be lucky for it, Ms. Samson, or
maybe you're not, but my background isn't in academia. It's in the
public school system of the state of Georgia, and I have seen with
my own eyes the effectiveness of a little wood to the
backside."

My mouth dropped open as I watched him take
the yardstick in his hand and smack it against his palm as he
circled back to the side of his desk.

"You mean -"

"You think you deserve less?"

"I - " but I fell silent, knowing he was
right.

"Thirty good licks will put my conscience at
ease and remind you of the consequences of your actions. We'll see
what Chris Richardson has to say about all this, but I would be
willing to set the matter away and not pursue it any further. Do we
understand each other?"

"Yes, sir."

"Good. Then bend over and put your hands on
the desk in front of you."

Knowing I had brought this on myself, I
couldn't be outraged. But at the same time I couldn't help but
flush with humiliated resentment at what was happening as I bent
forward and put out my hands to the lip of the desk. Surely I was
much too old to be treated like this, even if I had been wrong.

My palms were hot and slippery as I planted
them against the cool wood.

"Hike that skirt up, Miss," he
instructed.

I bit my lip and reached back to take the hem
of my skirt in my fingers. With an involuntary squirm of
embarrassment I pulled it up the back of my thighs, over my ass,
and tucked it into the waistband of my skirt, leaving only the thin
and scanty cloth of my panties as covering and protection.

I closed my eyes and hung my face out of
sight between my arms, trying not to think of the humiliating
spectacle I was presenting.

There was a swish and then a sharp crack as
the strip of wood collided with my presented backside.

"Ah!" I yelped, hopping slightly and
clenching my legs together as hot pain radiated from the spot of
contact.

"This is an office, Ms. Samson. Try to
contain yourself."

"Yes, sir," I said, gritting my teeth.

Then came another swish, another crack, and
the stinging redoubled. Before I had caught my breath, he delivered
a third. I clenched my buttocks in hopes of better withstanding the
punishment, and then when that only made it worse I did my best to
relax.

"That's the first ten," he announced after
what felt like 100. I darted a hand back to rub furiously at my
throbbing ass, but he rapped my knuckles sharply with the yard
stick and I pulled it away. It was like he was telling me "this ass
is mine until I'm finished with it," and in a strange, confusing,
but also exhilarating moment I realized how turned on I was by
everything that was happening. The experience of an older, powerful
man seeing me in my panties and spanking me against his desk was
raising my heart rate in more ways than one and I was even getting
a little bit wet. I tried to glance over my shoulder but couldn't
turn my head enough to see him behind me. In a recessed corner of
my mind I wondered whether he wasn't enjoying this a little bit,
and that thought made it all the hotter.

Of course, those thoughts faded into the
background as the punishment resumed. Whether he was putting more
effort into it or whether the repetition was making the area more
sensitive, each blow seemed to surpass the last.

A whimper escaped my lips and then a moan of
discomfort. The only thing I was aware of in the world was the
stick as it made its whistling approach. I was breathing in gasps,
fighting to stay quiet as instructed. Strands of hair clung to my
hot, perspiring face.

From somewhere very far away and
inconsequential, I heard the sound of the office door opening and
felt a slight breeze across my red, punished skin. Footsteps
entered and now there was someone else in the room.

I took two more quick, stinging reprimands
from the stick and then, mercifully, the punishment stopped. A soft
moan of discomfort escaped my lips as I pressed my cheek to one
outstretched arm and closed my watering eyes.

I felt a hand come to rest on my hip, and
then Dean Clay's voice. "I appreciate you coming down on such short
notice, Chris."

 

I jerked and once again strained to see over
my shoulder without making any obvious movement.

"I - It's not any trouble, I'd already
finished my work for the day." The slightly surprised voice was
unmistakable. Every part of me that hadn't already died of
embarrassment chose this moment to catch up.

"I take it this bright red bottom and its
owner have something to do with what you called me about
yesterday?"

I heard Dean Clay's short laugh. "I hope you
don't find my method too bizarre. The young woman and I discussed
it, and we both agreed it would be better if this matter didn't
make it to the discipline board. That is, of course, entirely
dependent upon your agreement. You are the wronged party here."

A silence followed, and then footsteps
approached me. Polished shoes and grey slacks stopped beside me,
and then bent to bring a very familiar face down level with mine.
Reluctantly, I turned to look at him. His handsome, reassuring
visage seemed so surreal in this mortifying nightmare that for a
moment I wondered if I wasn't actually dreaming.

"Annie?"

"I'm sorry, Professor," was all I could
manage.

His face was a little perplexed. "I must
admit I don't really understand any of this. How did we end up
here?"

I looked at him, my eyes big, struggling for
words. "I made a mistake."

"Why don't we step out for a minute, Chris?"
Dean Clay interjected. "I've spoken with her and think I understand
the situation."

"Alright."

He stood and the two of them left the room. I
found myself suddenly alone and in silence, and everything that was
going on seemed to crash down around my ears anew. Oh God, why? As
awful as it had been for Professor Richardson to walk in on me like
that, the prospect of what Dean Clay was currently telling him
tormented me far more. Why had I been so open with him? Why had I
volunteered my feelings that I had hidden so obsessively for an
entire semester?

I pressed my forehead against the cool wood
of the desk and tried to collect myself. Breathe, I told
myself.

But how could I concentrate knowing that
everything I had dreaded for the past three months was taking place
a couple walls away? I stood up and pulled my skirt back into
position, taking a moment to rub tentatively at the fresh bruises I
had just acquired.

Before I really had time to get myself
straightened out, the door had swung open again and the two men who
held my fate in their hands had re-entered. They hadn't been gone
for more than a moment. Clearly much had been left unsaid.

Shyly and in some dread, I sought out
Professor Richardson's look. He was serious but I didn't see any
anger and I took a little comfort in that. He was shaking his head,
still looking a little perplexed.

"Annie, Professor Richardson is being very
reasonable about this," Dean Clay addressed me. "But I think we can
both agree you owe him an explanation. As I said, I don't think
what you did was done maliciously and I have told Professor
Richardson that, but it remains to him to make up his own mind. I
will leave it to him whether to file an official incident
report."

He turned to Professor Richardson. "I've done
all I feel required to do. Please feel free to talk here, and lock
the office when you leave." He spared me a final glance, retrieved
a briefcase from the desk, and left.

The ensuing silence was awful. After daring
the initial glance towards Professor Richardson my eyes had stayed
locked on a spot on the floor near the leg of the desk. I could
feel him considering me.

"Won't you say something, Professor?" I
finally blurted.

"I'm trying to understand you, Annie."

"What's to understand? I shouldn't have said
- I just made a mistake."

"What did you want?"

I struggled with the question. "I guess I
just sort of liked the idea of it, to tell the truth," I said
finally in a very quiet voice. "I'm just so incredibly embarrassed,
Professor."

He blinked in surprise. Then he started to
laugh. "Is that what it was?" he said. "I thought I saw something
in the way you looked at me, and it made the lie all the harder to
understand." He closed the door of the office and stepped into the
room. "But then again, if you knew the headache ... what a stupid
thing."

"I'm sorry."

He loosened his necktie and ran a frustrated
hand through his dark hair. Even though it was wildly inappropriate
given the situation, I couldn't help but find him even sexier angry
than when he was calm and collected. He seemed simultaneously
capable of anything and yet in control. I got the sudden and very
strange insight that he had probably been the type to get into a
lot of trouble when he was younger.

He turned back to look at me and caught me
staring. His eyes locked to mine, freezing me in place, and I
watched a faintly appraising look come into his face.

"Well what are we going to do about this?" he
asked.

The question sounded rhetorical, so I watched
him without answering.

"Tell me," he said, walking over to lean
against the desk only a couple feet from me. "What is it exactly
you told people I did?"

My face flushed anew. "Just that - just
flirting. You put a hand on my leg."

"Is that all?" He smiled to himself. "Then it
was a very obvious lie. That is not at all like me, Annie. When I
want something I'm a little more direct."

"Oh?" I asked, sure that I hadn't heard him
correctly.

He took a final step until he was standing
directly in front of me, taking up my whole field of vision. I
could smell the fresh detergent and fresh masculine scent of his
clothes and body. He raised a hand and pushed a lock of my hair off
my face. "You sound as though you don't believe me."

"Actually, sir," I stammered, breathless and
tight-chested, "I find that very - easy to believe."

"Easy?" he asked with a smile, so close to me
now that he spoke only just above a whisper. "But it's the
convincing that's half the fun."

And he took my head in his hand and kissed
me. It wasn't a gentle kiss, but it wasn't rough, either. It was
possessive, claiming, declaratory. My knees weakened but his other
hand pressed me against him by the small of my back. For a moment
his strong body was against mine and I melted against it.

Much, much too soon, he pulled back. "What an
interesting situation," he said. "The lie has already been dealt
with. If it becomes true, what can be done?"

He pushed against me again, pinning me to the
desk and pressing his strong lips against mine. His slight stubble
rubbed roughly against my skin and I inhaled again of that
intoxicating scent.

His hands pushed up under my shirt. He
caressed the bare skin of my stomach, sending lines of electricity
up my body, and then pushed the garment up and nudged my arms
upwards to allow him to pull it over my head. My hair fell down
into my face and he pushed it aside, twirling it slightly in his
broad fingers.

He tossed my shirt onto a chair and held me
against the desk, bending me backwards slightly.

The sensations of his body and the texture of
his clothes against the bare, sensitive skin of my stomach made
everything that was happening suddenly real. I reached down and
pulled at the buttons of his shirt, starting at from the
bottom.

But in a moment, he brushed my hand away and,
taking me by the upper arm, pulled me from the desk and onto a
kneeling position on the ground in front of him.

"A filthy mouth gets what it asks for," he
said, unbuckling his belt.

With a zip he freed himself and he pulled his
thick, stiffening cock out from its cloth concealment. I could see
it throb with blood as it swelled visibly an inch from my face, and
knowing what was expected of me I leaned forward and placed a kiss
on its tip.

The soft skin was hot against my lips, and I
opened my mouth and ushered him in. I felt a throb run through him
and I moved along his shaft. It pushed into me, becoming fully
stiff, and the slightly salty taste of pre-cum infused my
mouth.

I began to work my mouth over him and his
firm but gentle hand caressing the side of my face and neck guided
me on. His breath was quickening and I licked eagerly along his
considerable length and tried to get as much of him into my mouth
as I could.

His hand became firmer and he took control,
pushing himself in until I could feel the tip at the back of my
throat. I fought to handle it and in a moment the urge to gag
passed. I could feel the reward of my effort in his body and
urgency, and in another moment he had pulled himself out and raised
me to my feet in front of him, breathing hard and visibly
affected.

He shrugged his opened shirt from his
shoulders and kissed my neck as his hands found the clasp of my
bra. I hunched slightly as the bra opened in back and he took it
and pulled it from me to throw behind him after my shirt and his.
My sensitive nipples brushed against the hair of his chest as I
felt the hot, hard, saliva-wetted shape of his cock against the
skin of my abdomen.

"My God," he said, running a hand over my
body and cupping my breast. "To think you were sitting there all
this time and I never did anything about it. I could tell how dirty
your thoughts were, you know. Like it was written on your face.
Naughty and filthy, like you wore them as nametag."

I gasped as he bent slightly and at the same
time lifted me up onto the desk behind me to put his mouth on my
breast and licked at my nipple. I pressed my body forward into him
and wrapped my legs around his thighs as his tongue ringed
pleasures into me. I could feel my nipple stiffening ecstatically
under his wet attention and I dug my heels against him, urging more
of what was now being promised by every one of our movements.

"Oh, God, Professor," I moaned. "Fuck me,
please, for fuck's sake."

He laughed and with a hand between my breasts
he planted me over backwards, pinning my bare back to the hard,
cool wood of the desk. "What a filthy mouth, Annie."

I felt his other hand on my thigh even as he
held me down and bent over me to kiss me again, pushing in his
tongue and claiming my willing mouth. The hand pushed up against my
skirt, raising it along my leg. He hooked his fingers into the
waistband of my panties and drew them down. He stepped back and
brought my legs up from around his waist to slip the skimpy cloth
off and toss it aside. In another breathless moment his fingers had
found my pussy and discovered its wetness and eagerness. His face
registered that same mixture of amusement at my eagerness and
desire for what he saw before him and what he felt between my
legs.

I gasped audibly as his fingers skated across
my slick folds and teased at my clit. A hot thrumming vibration
filled my body and my hands clenched into fists against the hard
surface beneath me.

He took me by the hips and brought me to the
edge of the desk. His thighs pressed against mine. I gasped again
as that familiar cock, still moist from my lips, brushed against my
pussy and poised at my entrance. My heels had returned to the small
of his back and they dug against him as he pushed into me,
stretching me slightly but not painfully, filling my hole
completely. My body clenched and tensed against him and around him,
urging him deeper, and he thrust fully inside.

He put out a hand and held my breast as he
continued to control my hips with his other arm. His thrusts began
slow and deep, but soon quickened with urgency. The warm thrumming
deep in my abdomen built and even clutching at him and at
everything didn't seem enough to hold me together.

He was a rough fucker, as forceful as I could
stand, and I would never have thought I could be so grateful for
it. Moans I could not stifle even if I had needed to were escaping
me as he slammed into me in earnest. "God," I moaned yet again.

His fingers dug into me, holding me against
his powerful movement into me and out of me.

The thrumming grew stronger and stronger,
building towards something bright and hot and something I
desperately needed in every corner of me. It approached, faster and
faster. I yelled out as it came. A burst of physical thrill,
ecstasy from deep in my body rising to every surface, filled me. In
another moment I was back gasping for breath on the unyielding
surface of the desk.

I clenched against him and felt the spurt of
his liquid deep inside me, hot and powerful. My whole body craved
it and squeezed for it.

His hand was on my stomach, pressing slightly
as he leaned forward after the exertion. Every part of me tingled
as I looked up at him. Slowly, some of the tingles faded into a
pleasurable ache.

He withdrew from me and rested a hand on his
side, breathing for a long moment.

"Where does a girl like you come from?" he
asked. "Just sitting there, waiting for me to notice? How did it
take me two months?"

I smiled at him, stretching slightly and
starting to sit up. "Here and there, I guess."

He laughed and found where he had thrown our
various pieces of clothing. "Here and there. Well, I guess here and
there's a big place."

And in a few more sweet words he had locked
us out into the night, with only his lingering words in my ears and
the stars coming out into the night sky above me. Whether it would
happen again I didn't know, but what right did I have to ask more
of the universe right then? I walked home smiling and leaving
tomorrow for the next day.









This concludes Naughty
Rumors. If you've enjoyed yourself, read on for a preview of
the first story in Jessica Whitethread's recent BDSM series
His to Train.






Any and all feedback is greatly appreciated,
either in the form of an online review or by emailing me at
jessicawhitethread@theredspotpress.com.
The satisfaction of readers like you is what I'm all about, and
only you can tell me if I'm getting it right!

You can also keep up with me at www.theredspotpress.com/jessicawhitethread/
or by joining my mailing
list. I'll let you know about new releases and your
information will never ever ever be given out to a third party.






As promised, here's a sneak preview of
His to Train: Submissive's Audition,
available now:






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






Caught By My Professor

Rachel Stanton has always found ways of using
her good looks to get ahead, and when she arrives in college it
doesn't look like that's going to have to change. But her easy ride
runs out when her professor Alex Cossaign notices her flirting with
a classmate only to copy his course work. The handsome professor
decides it's time to teach her a little personal responsibility and
maybe show the flirtatious young woman just what a man who actually
knows how to handle her charms looks like.






Disciplining the Teacher

If she's being honest, Sandra Rogers
sometimes enjoys jerking around the male college students in her
classes … but when she goes too far with her bad marks, she finds
out there's someone in her class who won't get pushed too far.
Jackson, an undergraduate after completing his military service,
has discovered a dirty little secret that Sandra will do anything
to keep from getting out into the open. He's willing to keep this
secret between them, but he wants to be sure that still gets the
punishment she so very much deserves.











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.






Once again, thank you for reading. Don't
forget to leave feedback and join my mailing
list to stay up to date on all the steamy erotica to
come in the future.

Have a wonderful day.
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