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My breath was shallow in my chest as I pushed
open the door to Tom's back office and stepped into the dark room.
I felt for the light switch and the surroundings flickered into
their familiar pale yellow illumination.

He was really angry, this time. He had lost
his composure in front of a client, something I had never seen
before. His hand had almost been shaking as he pointed and ordered.
"My office, Emma," he had said, and his tone had been dangerous.
"Now. Get ready, and I'll be back to deal with you as soon as I've
sorted this mess out."

I rubbed a hand over my rear, trying to
cherish the final moments of a bruise-free ass that I would have
for a week or more. This one was going to hurt, I could tell.

It was probably not the most professional
relationship, all things considered, but it worked for us. I had
only been sixteen when I started working for him after school, and
he was twenty-five and it seemed very natural that he would treat
me like I was just a kid, sometimes.

When I graduated high school and came to work
for him full-time, we were spending eight hours a day together in
his high end tailor shop and clothing studio. It seemed very
natural that he took more interest in me than he did in his two
part time employees, neither of whom had been around as long as I
had. He tried to help me learn the business, explained things when
I did not understand them, and when I got out of line he made sure
that I knew that, too.

The spanking was just another aspect of
things, and even though it probably violated some labor laws, I
would never breathe a word of it to anybody. It made me feel close
to him, like he was looking out for me and making sure I was true
to myself and what he expected of me. Of course I concealed how
much I enjoyed those sessions. He would never do it again if he
knew how much it turned me on, I was sure.

All in all it was a system that worked for
us, and even if I could never have him for myself, or even admit
that I wanted him, at least I had this. These were moments to be
savored. I touched a hand to the rich oak of his desk and fanned my
face slightly. A wealth of memories and associations always got me
a little hot when I stood waiting for him in this cramped little
office.

I did not turn around immediately when I
heard the door open behind me. I knew what he was going to say, not
that I didn't deserve hearing it anyways. Boy had I screwed this
one up.

"Damnit, Emma," he said, closing the door
behind him. "We have a filing system for a reason. If Jack Vivaldi
comes in and pays four thousand dollars for a suit, he should have
a right to expect that the order form won't get lost."

I breathed out a long sigh and turned to face
him. His handsome face, usually so warm and earnest, was contorted
in anger.

"I – I know," I said. "I don't know what
happened."

He walked around to sit behind his desk and
pushed a stack of papers away from himself in annoyance. They
wobbled precariously, threatening to cascade off the desk, but I
reached out a hand and stopped them.

"Who am I, Emma?" he asked. "I'm just a guy
trying to make something of myself, you know? This little business
is all I have, and attracting the big fish like Vivaldi are the
only way I have of making a name for myself in this town. I work
day and night to be sure that what I stitch my name onto is as
well-tailored a piece of clothing as money can buy around here. I
bust my ass. And then to turn around and see you sabotaging me like
this…" He trailed off, looking at the wall.

"I'm sorry," I repeated, driven close to
tears by his words. "I never – I just don't know what happened. I
don't mean to mess up the way I do. I'm trying as hard as I
can."

He glanced at me and I saw his brilliant blue
eyes soften slightly. "Yeah," he said. "I know you try. Maybe I'm
to blame. Maybe I just haven't been riding you hard enough." He
stretched out long-fingered hand on the desk and studied it. "I
just wish I knew how to motivate you that extra mile."

"You do motivate me," I insisted. "I'd never
work for anyone else as hard as I do for you. I'm just – I'm just
forgetful sometimes. I just get out of line and need to be pulled
back."

"Right," he agreed, as though he were only
partially listening to me. His eyes were still focused on the desk,
lost in thought. Then he shook himself, returned to the moment, and
looked at me. "You know I could never stand to fire you," he said,
"so I guess I have to make do with the threats available to
me."

I nodded, a lump coming into my throat that
the word 'fire' had even crossed his mind.

He pushed his chair back from his desk and
patted his knee. "Well, you knew what was coming," he said. "I
don't know if you've ever deserved it more than you do today."

"I know," I said meekly.

He spread his knees far enough to give a
platform for me to lie across, and I circled the desk to join him
on the far side. His hands ran over my skirt, smoothing it, before
he guided me down across his knees.

I lay still, my body pressed against his
thighs at groin and breast, waiting patiently for punishment. He
ran his hand over the back of my skirt, probing at my flesh.

"You know I don't like to hurt you," he said,
his hand resting on my ass.

"I know," I said quietly to the floor.

"If I had another way, I would use it."

"I understand, sir," I said. "I deserve
it."

"Sir?" he echoed, amusement in his voice.
"You always act so strangely when we do this. It's almost like you
act like some kind of discipline fetishist."

His hand was kneading at me, and my blood had
begun pounding in my ears so loudly at his touch that I almost
didn't think to laugh. I probably laughed too loudly to cover the
momentary lapse. "That's a funny idea," I said, still giggling. "I
wish I did enjoy it. I seem to get in trouble enough."

"Yes," he agreed, taking my hips and
positioning me a little more securely. "You certainly do. Are you
ready?"

I hung my head and infused my voice with
chagrin, even as my nostrils thrilled with his familiar scent. "I'm
ready," I said. "I know better than to ask you to be gentle."

He began with two quick spanks, a little
rebuke. It wasn't the real punishment yet. "Why would I be gentle,
after what I saw out there today?" he asked.

"You wouldn't, sir," I said, letting the word
slip out again before I could stop it.

For emphasis, he gave me another two. These
were much harder, and I couldn't help but yelp slightly as his hand
made contact with my tensed rear. They were enough to leave a
lingering smart that was not entirely gone by the next time his
hand came down.

"If you want me to be gentle with you,
there's an obvious solution," he said, punctuating his words with
several more spanks.

"Be good?" I asked, my voice warbling
slightly as my body bounced from the punishment.

He continued to spank me as he talked. "I
know it must sound like a foreign concept, but some people manage
it. People not named Emma, of course."

I closed my eyes and raised my ass slightly
as he hit it. I could feel the warmth of his legs through the thin
pieces of cloth that were all that separated my body from his.

"I try, sir," I said, blushing now at the way
I kept calling him that. I was giving myself away, even if he
thought the idea too preposterous to consider.

"Trying," he said, his voice punctuated by
exertion, "is not always good enough."

I bit my lip at the growing discomfort in my
posterior. My eyes were watering slightly, and my breathing was
slightly labored. Each blow rocked me forward over his legs, and my
nipples were hardening as with each movement they brushed over his
thick-muscled thigh.

"I know," I said, my voice slightly
high-pitched as I fought not to cry out at the pain. "I want to do
better, sir. I want to do better so badly."

The blows stopped, and I felt his hand
running over my ass again. His fingers pressed into my smarting
flesh, moving over it and gauging its tenderness.

"I know you do," he said. "And I want to help
you."

I let out a sharp little gasp as I felt his
fingers against my skin. They had moved down and now they were
lifting my skirt by the hem up my legs, over my rear, and folding
it up against my abdomen and back. My panties felt very skimpy,
just then, the way they clung to me and only covered a small part
of my ass.

I squirmed on his lap. He had only hit me
under the skirt once before, and that had been years ago. His
fingers explored my reddened flesh. The smarting from the first
round of punishment was beginning to lessen, but I knew it would
only get worse again.

When his hand met my bare skin, the slap was
loud and sharp in my ears. I gasped explosively as the stinging
became almost too intense to stand.

"It is too bad," he said, "that this is the
only way to reach you, sometimes."

His fingers played at the stitching of my
panties, tugging at them and sliding the fabric. His hand dipped
slightly between my legs, gathering the undergarment in his fist.
His fingers brushed the lips of my swollen pussy and I closed my
eyes and stifled a moan. This was getting too intense. It was all I
could do to lie there, experiencing it all as it happened.

Taking my panties in his fist, he drew them
up and back, pulling them between my legs and crack to expose my
ass fully to view. I whimpered, partially at the lingering pain and
partly at the delicious humiliation of being almost naked before
his sight, squirming slightly in his lap and feeling the heat of
his legs against my body. I imagined there was probably a visible
wetness in my panties by now, but if he noticed it, he did not say
anything.

His hand came down on my bare ass cheeks. It
seemed that I could feel every smallest part of each of his
fingers.

"I'm sorry, sir," I wailed, "punish me so
that I'll never do it again. Hit me hard enough that I learn my
lesson. I hate it when you're mad at me."

"I hate it, too," he said. He took me by the
hair, holding me down, and obliged me.

My stiff clit was pressed directly against
his thigh. Each blow bounced me slightly, and I began to move
without really meaning to, thrusting my hips against his leg as his
right hand stung my backside and his left hand held me tight, my
head pulled back slightly. I wrapped my arms around his left leg
and squirmed wildly as he delivered my punishment.

I was audibly moaning now, and I was too lost
in what was happening to care. Several of the spanks were hard
enough to force a little air out of my lungs, and I gulped to get
enough oxygen.

My face and ass felt like they were
approaching similar shades of crimson. I was so caught up that, as
I felt the orgasm approach, I did not greet the sensation with the
appropriate sense of horror. It almost seemed welcome, in a way. I
could not remember why I should be so afraid of the feeling.

It came nearer and I moved my hips in only
greater frenzy. Every once in a while his hand would land on my ass
in such a way that a finger would curl inadvertently around my ass
and brush against my pussy.

The finger brushed against me again, and I
felt myself tense up, balancing on the edge. I clung to him,
knowing what was about to happen and needing it to happen more than
I was afraid of it. And then the finger landed there again, and I
came.

"Oh God, I'm sorry, sir," I was calling out,
my head too muddied to remember what I was apologizing for, whether
the misdeed itself or the fact that I was taking so much pleasure
from his punishment. My grateful body curled and tensed itself
around the rising wave of ecstasy, and I was lost in a tremendous
orgasm for what felt like a very long time. The stinging from where
he hit me intensified all thought, sensation, and pleasure. My
fingers and toes were curled so tightly that when the orgasm began
to subside, I could feel them aching deliciously from the
strain.

After that long, delightful moment had
passed, I opened my eyes. He had stopped hitting me. The room was
quiet. I could feel a dribble of liquid running down the inside of
my thigh and seeping into the fabric of his pants.

"Stand up, Emma," he said quietly.

Shakily, and with his help, I lifted myself
off his legs and started to stand. I wobbled for a moment, and then
found my balance, and he took his steadying hands away.

I kept my eyes locked on the ground. I
couldn't bear to look at him.

"That's never happened before," he said, his
tone deceptively mild.

My cheeks burned hotter but I could not think
of anything to say.

"Would you care to explain it?"

My eyes locked on the floor and my face
growing redder still, I shook my head.

"I thought I was joking when I said you
enjoyed being disciplined," he said. "But it's true, isn't it?"

I bit my lip, trying to tell myself this was
all a bad dream and what had just happened had not actually
happened.

"All this time I thought I was punishing you
when you got out of line, but you've been enjoying it. Answer
me."

I drew in a shuddering breath and managed to
look at his feet. "Yes, sir," I said. I physically recoiled as the
word 'sir' emerged from my mouth again. "I'm sorry," I blurted,
close to tears. "I never – I mean, it's just – I didn't mean to.
I'm sorry. I don't try to make you angry with me or anything. It's
just the way it affects me. The way being around you – " I clamped
a hand over my mouth, horrified that I had said too much.

Even without glancing up, I could feel the
way he was looking at me. I stared at the floor and noticed that my
skirt was still pulled up and my panties still bunched. Another hot
wave of humiliation rose in me at the sight of myself and I
hurriedly straightened my underwear and pulled my skirt down.

"Perhaps this explains a few things," he
said. "Maybe I should not be so surprised. Maybe it's my fault that
I did not see it before."

I dared a shy glance up at him to see how mad
he looked. To my relief, his expression was thoughtful, rather than
the anger or betrayal I had dreaded seeing there.

"Well clearly, Emma, the arrangement we have
been operating under cannot continue, can it? You've given me a lot
to think about."

Nervously, I straightened my skirt again. If
only he would say something definite, something to indicate how he
felt about this. I could not deny that a small part of me wanted
him to be glad or maybe even a little intrigued. But that was just
a childish fantasy, too much to hope for.

"I think it would be best if you took the
afternoon off," he said after a moment. "But it's clear we need to
talk about this - when there isn't work to be done. Come by my
apartment, would you, after I've locked up for the night."

I bobbed and nodded. "Yes, s-" I shook my
head, as though to clear it, and began to move towards the
door.

"And Emma?" he said.

"Yes?"

"You haven't lost any more orders you might
want to tell me about, have you?"

I shook my head, even my ears burning at this
final jab, and left the room.











On a good day it was only a twenty minute
walk from the shop to my apartment, but on that particular
afternoon I found myself repeatedly turning away from the streets
that would lead me home. The air was crisp and pleasantly chilly
after a long and very hot summer. I did not hear the cars as they
passed me. Over and over in my head I played out what would happen
that night, each iteration a little different. What if he realized
I had feelings for him? What if that made him uncomfortable and
fired me? Even the best case scenario meant that he would probably
never take me over his knee again. This morning was the last time
I'd feel his firm hand holding me against his thigh or feel the
sweet pain that, after I had suffered it, made all my
transgressions forgiven.

I walked, lost in thought, for so long that
when I looked up in surprise the sky was beginning to darken above
me. My watch made it almost 6 o'clock. With a dry mouth and
butterflies in my stomach, I turned east and began making my way
towards the street where he lived.

I had been to his place several times over
the years, usually helping him to move stock for the store. He
owned the top floor of an old three-story colonial on Rutherford
and Plaza Road. It was all whitewashed and caught the fading red
light of the sky, making it appear softly pink.

My heart was beating much too quickly, and I
tried taking several deep breaths to slow it down as I stood
outside his door. My hand felt very unsteady as I raised it to
knock against the paneling.

"Emma, that's you?" I heard him call through
an open window. "Let yourself in. I'll only be a minute."

I pushed open the unlocked door and walked
inside. The familiar smells of rich wood and fresh laundry and of
him met my nostrils.

I sat on the loveseat by the entranceway,
feeling so light with nerves that it was a wonder I didn't float up
to the ceiling. I could hear him moving around one room over.

After a couple minutes, he emerged. Pieces of
fabric were draped over one arm and a mass of pins sticking out of
a bracelet on his left wrist.

"Help yourself to a drink, if you'd like
one," he said, gesturing over at a line of bottles.

I went over to them self-consciously, aware
that I had never had a drink around him. Seeing the makings of my
favorite cocktail, I mixed one and took it back to my seat. All the
while he was messing with the stacks of expensive fabric along the
wall.

When he had distributed the contents of his
arms to their appropriate locations and returned the pins to a
large box by the stairs, he turned back and his eyes fell on
me.

"Sometimes I think I work too hard, did you
know that?" he said, pulling open the collar of his shirt and
running a tired hand through his chestnut hair.

"I didn't know that phrase was in your
vocabulary," I said.

He flashed me a smile and made his way over
to pour himself a tumbler of bourbon. "What's your drink?" he asked
as he came, pointing to the glass in my hand.

"Oh. A Manhattan," I said, looking down and
swirling it a little self-consciously.

"Really? All this time I had a girl working
for me who knows how to drink, and I never knew it."

I blushed at the compliment and looked at my
shoes. His manner was encouraging. He didn't seem angry.

He took a seat against the arm of the
loveseat, pushing a box out from underfoot. I turned a little to
face him, a glimmer of some unspoken hope coming into my head.

"About this morning," he said.

I looked up, my back straightening.

"You know I care about you, Emma, don't
you?"

 

I mumbled something.

"I like having you around, is what I mean.
And about what happened. I suppose when I stopped and thought about
it, I had to admit that I've known for a while that you feel that
way, and that I just wasn't sure it was right to acknowledge it. It
can all be a little confusing, can't it?"

"Yes," I agreed gratefully, nodding.

"But at the end of the day, I suppose it's
not such a bad thing that two people feel a connection, don't you
think? It can't be such a bad thing that they enjoy each other's
company and take pleasure in being around each other."

I could feel my heart beating like crazy. The
dawning exhilaration of what he seemed to be saying was matched by
an almost equal terror that I would say something that would mess
everything up.

His fingers were playing with the edge of my
skirt where it lay folded on the cushion. "And really," he said,
brushing the skin of my thigh so very lightly, setting my body
tingling, "when I think about it in those terms, when I say it's
okay to feel those things, I have to admit."

"Admit what?" I asked, my eyes rising to meet
his, my eagerness finally overcoming my shyness.

"Well, I have to admit," he repeated, his
hand on my thigh now and my whole body humming like a guitar
string, "that it drives me pretty wild, too."

My eyes widened and I gasped audibly,
immediately embarrassing myself.

"When I look down and see you with that red
ass and red face, squirming like mad on my lap and your hair all
mussed like I've just fucked you. It puts some really interesting
ideas into my head that, for a long time, I thought shouldn't be
there."

I stared at him, color rising in my face and
my mouth left open slightly.

"Yes, that color," he said, putting a finger
under my chin and closing my mouth. "I've been wanting to claim
that little body of yours as mine since I first laid hands on
it."

I stared at him, under his spell.
"It is yours," I breathed.
"It's always been yours."

"Is it?" he asked quietly, smoothing the
collar of my blouse. "No, I don't think it is, yet."

I watched his hand, speechless. This had been
a fantasy of mine for so long, I couldn't help but find it
surreal.

"I hold my own to a higher standard," he went
on. "Don't you think that's reasonable?"

"Yes," I agreed immediately, though I was not
sure what he meant.

"And you," he began, "have not been meeting
that standard, have you? You've been rather bad, all things
considered."

"I –" I stopped, unsure what to say.

"For one thing," he said, standing up, "the
clothes that you've been wearing to work recently."

Tugging softly on my collar, he entreated me
up to stand in front of him.

"Yes?" I asked.

"You do not take care of them," he said. His
hand began to undo the buttons of the blouse. "That's hardly
appropriate for working in a tailor's studio, is it?"

I watched his hand moving down my front. "I'm
sorry, sir." The word slipped out again.

He sighed softly, his hand reaching the last
button and allowing the garment to breathe open. "You are always
sorry, aren't you Emma? But a whispered sorry is not always
enough." He pulled the blouse off my shoulders and over my arms,
tutting softly as he indicated a frayed thread running along the
in-seam.

"I'm not the reason the seat of my skirt is
so worn," I pointed out.

"No?" he asked, reaching around and feeling
at the material in question and the body underneath it with both
hands.

With a tingle of satisfaction I could feel
the early soreness of his morning punishment as his palms cupped my
buttocks.

"Perhaps you're right," he agreed. "Perhaps I
should always get you naked before I punish you. That would be the
responsible thing to do."

"Are you going to punish me now, sir?" I
asked.

His hands circled my hips, coming to rest
against my abdomen, hooked inside the waistband of my skirt.

"You were a very bad girl today, Emma," he
said chidingly. "I don't think I had punished you nearly enough
when your session ended." He toyed at my skirt's zipper. "It would
be silly to let one little orgasm distract us from just how bad
you've really been, don't you think?" His voice was soft and his
mouth very close to my ear.

"Yes, sir," I agreed.

With a soft ruffling sound, my skirt fell to
the floor.

"You do want to be good, after all, don't
you?"

"Yes, sir."

"And when you're bad, you want to pay the
price. It's the only way you'll learn."

"Yes. I'm grateful that you punish me when
I'm wrong, sir."

His finger ran under the shoulder strap of my
bra and my body tensed. His other hand came around and with a soft
click my bra came loose and he pulled it away, letting it fall to
the floor. My nipples stiffened as I felt his eyes on my body, now
almost totally naked.

"Stand up against the wall there," he
instructed, pointing.

I turned and put my hands out, bending over
and giving him access to my already bruised ass.

His left hand cupped my breast and fondled it
gently as he prepared to spank me. "You know, it's very
disappointing to discover that you've been enjoying these
punishments all along. They were supposed to be for your own good,
you know."

"I'm sorry, sir."

"I suppose I just never realized what a dirty
girl you are, did I?"

"No, sir."

"I'll have to make it harder, then, if the
message is going to stick. Won't I?"

"Yes, sir."

I bent over further, my lower lip in my teeth
and my eyes already closed in anticipation. He rolled my nipple in
his fingers and a little breath of pleasure escaped from me.

He took the waistband of my panties and
rolled them down until my ass was exposed, vulnerable, and the
cloth stretched between my thighs.

"If you weren't such a dirty, horny little
girl I wouldn't have to do this, you know."

"I know, sir," I said without opening my
eyes.

Even though I expected it, the intensity of
the first contact caught me by surprise. The slap of palm on bare
skin rang out and I let out a little, embarrassing yelp. He did not
like it when I made noises during punishment.

In payment, the next blow was even harder. I
bit my lip to maintain silence and felt my eyes begin to water.

"Whose fault is this?" he asked between
blows. "Why is this happening?"

"It's my fault, sir," I gasped. "I was bad
and made this happen. I'm sorry I make you punish me."

The next one was hard enough that my knees
almost buckled. As my body shook from the punishment my panties
slowly migrated down my legs until they rested on the floor. My
palms were sweaty against the wall.

"Are you learning your lesson, Emma?" he
asked, emphasizing a blow that was even harder still.

"Yes, sir," I wailed, the tears now starting
to flow down my hot cheeks.

"Are you going to keep taking pleasure in the
punishments I administer to you?"

"Yes, sir," I admitted out of honesty, not
defiance.

He struck me harder. "Still?"

"Yes, sir."

He struck me harder yet. "Still?"

"Yes, sir."

He struck me with a final series of blows
that left me gasping and unable to speak. "Still?" he asked.

I collapsed into the wall, pressing my wet
cheek against its cool surface, feeling its texture on my bare
stomach. "Yes, sir," I said when I had regained control of
myself.

His hand squeezed my burning ass. "Well," he
said softly, "at the end of the day I suppose you can't help it if
you are a horny little girl."

"No, sir," I agreed.

"And that's what you are?"

"Yes," I said. "I'm a terribly dirty little
slut."

"I see," he said, moving up against me. His
hands moved from my ass around to my front, and one of his fingers
began to toy a little bit at my clit. "I suppose you want my cock,
then, do you? That's what dirty little sluts want, isn't it?"

"Yes, sir," I agreed, rubbing back against
him. I could feel it hot in his pants, swollen by the sight of me.
How many times had I writhed on his lap, only inches from it, but
never allowed to feel it?

"Do you think you've been punished enough?"
he asked. "Do you think you deserve my cock?"

"Yes, sir," I breathed, his finger on my clit
beginning to affect me.

"You deserve to have my cock inside of
you?"

"Yes, sir."

I felt his hand moving over his fly and heard
the sound of his zipper. "And your little pussy is ready for
it?"

"Yes, sir," I said, bending over slightly and
presenting him with the place in question.

I felt his cock, stiff and hot, come to rest
against my ass. His hands moved around and held my breasts as he
leaned forward and kissed me on the neck. The thick muscles of his
torso pressed against my back.

"I suppose even bad girls can be good every
now and then," he breathed into my ear. His hand traveled down my
body and then he was guiding himself between my legs and into
me.

I let out a high-pitched giggle of physical
delight as I felt him slide into me and fill me. It would probably
have hurt if I wasn't already so wet from the spanking. I reached
back and pushed my hand against his ass, feeling its firmness as I
pushed at it to drive him further into me.

He gathered a fistful of my hair and bent me
further forwards, giving himself complete access and pushing in
still deeper. I let out a moan, my cheek pressed against the
wall.

He began to thrust into me. With his grip on
my hair, he controlled my torso from both ends. I felt almost
hog-tied in his strong grasp.

I closed my eyes and savored every sensation
that told me I was getting fucked by the man I had wanted more than
any other since I was practically a girl. His strong hands kept me
where I needed to be, and there was nothing left but to surrender
to his capable control and let him ride me into oblivion.

Moans began escaping my lips as the ecstasy
of his penetration continued to build. My toes curled against the
floor and my fingers scraped at the wall. He began to thrust faster
and harder, until it felt as though my already sore and tired body
would not be able to take it, and yet the only thing my sore and
tired body wanted was more. More he gave me, pushing so deep inside
me that it felt as though I would have no room left for air. The
intensity built, and grew, and deepened.

I let out a yell as I felt myself falling
into orgasm. Pleasure radiated out from my most sensitive region
and swept me away in an infinitely soft world of delight.

I felt him stiffen behind me, his muscles
tensed against my own body rendered soft and limp by pleasure. I
felt him come into me, filling me with his viscous liquid.

Gasping, he leaned forward, pinning me up and
against the wall with his bodyweight. With difficulty, I turned
beneath him so that we were face to face. Perspiration made our
skin slick, and our chests were heaving against each other.

Seeing my face draw close to his, he smiled
and kissed me. Then he pulled back, allowing me to slide to the
floor, where I sat with my legs at odd angles, looking up at him. I
groaned as I felt the deep soreness in my ass, and rolled over onto
my front.

He turned and went into the kitchen. A moment
later he returned carrying a bag of ice.

"Here," he said, gesturing with the ice.
"You're going to want this. I really went to town on you."

I smiled ruefully. "Yes," I agreed, "you
did."

He lowered himself to the ground beside me
and held the ice against my ass.

"Thank you," I said.

"I think it's the least I can do."

I nestled back against him. "Maybe next time
we can space out the punishment and pleasure spankings to two
different days."

He laughed softly into my hair. "You'll have
to be the one to enforce that rule. I don't know if I have the
willpower."









This concludes Over My Boss's Knee. If you have not already done
so, be sure to check out these other BDSM titles from Jessica
Whitethread:






Awakening of a
Submissive

When Annie agrees to accompany her dom to
visit an old friend of his in the BDSM scene, she does so to make
him happy, but the prospect of engaging in role-play with a strange
man terrifies her. If she can open herself to his experienced
control, however, this mysterious figure offers to banish her
confusion and show her the depths and rewards of submission beyond
anything she has felt before.






My Ex's Revenge

After a series of relationships sabotaged by
her own controlling ways, Regina returns to the man she remembers
being happiest with, only to find him changed. A fulfilling and
charged relationship may await, but only after Connor has made her
suffer for her past transgressions and made it very, very clear who
is now the dominant and who is the submissive.






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.
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please visit us at theredspotpress.tk
and subscribe to our newsletter, or follow us on twitter
@TheRedSpotPress.
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