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The butterflies never left my stomach as I
sat on the edge of my seat, too distracted to do anything but wait
for my phone to ring. The paperwork I told myself I was getting
caught up on just moved back and forth from one incomplete pile to
another.

It'll be alright, I said to myself. You're
just being silly. So what if it's your first one on one meeting
with him? But no matter how many times I repeated this mantra, I
couldn't shake that clenched sensation in my stomach that comes
when your body senses how nervous you should be, never mind how
much you might be consciously denying it.

It was only a few minutes to five when the
phone finally rang, and I had it to my ear by the time the first
ring had died.

"Yes?" I asked.

"Melanie, Mr. Reese is ready for you."

"Alright, thanks Lisa. I'll be right in."

I hurriedly scraped the mess of papers into a
pile, pulled out the two sheets I needed, and headed down the
hallway that would take me out through the lobby and around toward
his office. I stopped briefly in front of the glass door to the
conference room to gauge my appearance upon the reflective
material. It's just a performance review, I whispered to the
nervous face looking back at me, and he's just a boss like any
other.

As I passed Lisa I gave her a little smile,
which she did not return.

This wasn't particularly surprising. I had
never really felt like I fit in at Thurman-Jacksonville Realty. I
just didn't seem to gel with the people here. I had accepted that
that was just the way things were and that I would get by. I had
made my peace with it, until Philip Reese had come.

I stopped before the door to the office
beyond. It was slightly ajar, and I could hear him typing from
within.

When he had come to run the branch,
everything that I had felt excluded from and deprived of seemed to
become a thousand times more important. It almost didn't matter
that he was young, brilliant, and handsome. It was more in the way
he commanded a room. It was the way everyone perked up when he was
around and wanted to do their best for him. He made everyone feel
like they were a part of something - working towards a goal that
mattered. And yet the more of a community the office became, the
more excluded I felt. Once outside, I had never figured out how to
get back in, no matter how desperately I wanted to.

"Mr. Reese?" I said through the cracked
door.

"Melanie, come in, please."

I pushed the door open wider, slipped inside,
and turned self-consciously to close it with my back to his
desk.

It was only after I was seated and my short
dress was smoothed and I had taken several quiet, controlled
breaths that I found the courage to turn my eyes upward and look at
him.

His gaze met mine and my stomach clenched a
bit tighter. What was a man so handsome doing working here? I had
only seen him on a handful of occasions since he had taken the job,
and I still marveled at his perfect masculine features, his warm,
confident face, and the smoothness and competence of his movements.
His expression always seemed to rest in the realm of friendly
optimism, as though the thought that something could go wrong had
never crossed his mind. It seemed like bad news would be completely
alien and repugnant to him, a damning reflection on whoever
delivered it to him. More than anything, he was a man I couldn't
bear the thought of disappointing, and here I was, in all
likelihood about to disappoint him.

And yet, in spite of myself and my dread at
what was coming, I found a shy smile coming to my lips as our eyes
met. The contact lingered for a moment, and then before I could
stop myself I had dropped my gaze to the desk and lost the courage
to look up again. He held a folder negligently in a hand and he had
been perusing it as I walked in.

"I appreciate you taking a moment to meet
with me, Melanie. I've been doing this with all the reps I have
working under me now. It's just a little get to know you, review
your recent performance." He smiled encouragingly. "Nothing to be
worried about."

"Happy to make myself available to you, sir,"
I said, blushing slightly.

"Good. That's good. We should be available to
each other. A good work environment is built on collaboration,
after all. Don't you think?"

"I do, sir," I agreed.

"Well, that's part of why I was so keen to
meet with you today. You've had me a little worried, I
confess."

My eyes darted back up to his face in
surprise. The implication that I crossed his mind when I wasn't
around resonated in my head far louder than the actual sentiment he
was trying to convey.

"You see, Melanie, I worry when I notice
people trying to go at it alone: not availing themselves of the
resources and assistance of their coworkers, not forming
professional bonds, and, at the end of the day, not really playing
a team game. Do you know what I mean?"

I nodded and a slight twinge of guilt rose in
my chest. The elation at being a source of thought and concern in
him faded.

"I don't mean to criticize," he said. "I just
want to make sure everything is alright. I know there are some
people that just work better on their own, and asking them to be
someone they aren't isn't going to do anyone any favors. But when I
see someone like you, someone who strikes me as a talented,
ambitious young woman, but I see her keeping to herself and see her
work suffering, I do worry."

I looked in consternation at my hands knotted
in my lap. "Sir, I don't mean to give that impression."

"But you do understand where it might come
from, don't you?"

"I suppose - yes, I suppose so," I
agreed.

He closed the folder and turned his full
attention on me. I felt my cheeks reddening under his gentle
scrutiny. "Do you like the people you work with?" he asked.

I searched for an answer in the carpet. "I do
- I just - I just don't fit in."

"Would you like to?"

"I don't know how to." The words tumbled out
of my mouth, as though I had been waiting for an opportunity for
this admission since he first came. In the moment, warmed by his
concerned attention, it seemed as though if I could just
communicate my problems he could solve them all. "I know I come
across as distant, and I didn't want that. I just have trouble
being myself. I just get uncomfortable, and then I'm behaving in a
way I don't want to. I don't know. I wish I did. I wish it wasn't
this way."

He let me talk into silence. "Perhaps you
could say you're just a little shy?"

Again my eyes darted to his in surprise. I
tried to gauge what sort of reaction such an embarrassing, girlish
admission would illicit. His calm, friendly face suggested no
derision. And yet what could this man, handsome and magnanimous,
know about something like this? It must seem utterly bizarre to
him.

The blush deepened in my cheeks. "I - maybe
that's it, sir."

"Well," he said, "I do hope we can find a way
of making you more comfortable here. The satisfaction of this job
is that it lets me help people. It lets me watch people grow into
who they can be." He gestured out towards the hallway. "There's a
reason people come in to work in offices, together in one place.
There's a lot of good that can be done when you have other people
to help and to rely on, don't you think?"

"I – yes, sir."

His face grew serious, and I felt my own
expression mirroring his before I even heard what he would say.
"But it's also something that needs protecting, and that's
something that I do, as well."

I caught my breath and shook my head, whether
to show my confusion or to ward off the danger in his final words,
I did not know.

He gestured me in and I moved forward in the
seat towards him. I could feel the hot blush in my cheeks, rising
just from being alone with him. Only three or four feet separated
him from me, and I found that I could only half concentrate on the
words as they came out of his mouth. His tone remained so calm and
gentle that it was almost seductive.

"Unkindly put, Melanie, I cut dead wood
adrift when they are hurting my team. It's the only way to be fair
to the people who go to bat for me, who try to do right by me,
don't you think? I have to look out for my own people. And right
now, I need to know if you are one of those. I look for an
indication and I don't know that I see one."

"Yes, I'm yours - want to be yours."

The words came out before I could stop them.
I watched them float away and could not bring them back. Why had I
said it like that? My eyes dropped back to the legs of the desk and
my cheeks burned a still deeper shade of red.

Without fully raising my eyes, I caught the
sight of a slight smile on his lips. "Ah," he said, more to himself
than to me, "Well that's a good start."

"I just mean, I want to be on your team,
sir," I spluttered.

"You want to do well for me," he offered.

"Yes," I agreed gratefully. "I do. Very
much."

This seemed to be coming out wrong. I was
being too eager. But he wanted enthusiasm. I just seemed to be
expressing myself poorly. Too much was being said.

"Would you come look at this for me?" he
asked, holding out a piece of paper from the file.

I circled the desk at his prompting and took
the paper in my hands. It was a performance review dated a year
prior, from the old boss.

"It's not very flattering," he noted as I
looked over the paper with chagrin.

"No, it isn't, sir." I had sensed that the
woman who worked here before Mr. Reese hadn't liked me, but it was
still awful to hold written proof of it in my hands.

He pursed his lips. "And yet having you here
in person gives a very different picture, one that makes those
remarks seem unfair."

"Thank you, sir," I said, profoundly
appreciative. I knew it was silly, that it was in the past, but
reading the performance review had released a flood of insecurity
in me that was almost overwhelming. Maybe I did deserve to be
fired. His words meant more to me than I would have expected them
to.

"Sometimes people just need a different face,
someone else who can talk to them and motivate them, isn't that so?
Maybe you've just needed a different person in this office, someone
you could talk to? Someone who made it seem worth it to open
up?"

Without really meaning to, my eyes became
caught in his again. This time they stayed, and I could not break
contact. I simply looked into his eyes, unable to respond. There
was curiosity in his look. He seemed very interested in me,
interested with an intensity that I had never noticed before. Maybe
it had not been there before.

"I –" I began, and then fell silent
again.

"It's alright," he said.

I was getting the overwhelming sensation that
his words were addressing a work related matter while his meaning
was something much more personal. And yet, surely it was just my
own wishful thinking. Swept up in our sudden closeness, I could
feel the intense need for his words to have a certain meaning. I
was just projecting my own desires. I didn't dare let him see.

"I suppose that's true, sir," I said as
calmly as I could. Parts of me were screaming that he wanted me,
that he wanted me to throw myself on him, but the more rational
parts, the parts that I could not help but resent, told me that I
was hopelessly wrong.

"Then tell me," he said, "in your opinion,
what would it take to reach a person like that?"

I knew I was standing very close to him,
inappropriately close to him, but neither of us seemed bothered by
it. "Less than you would think, sir," I said. "Maybe just the right
person."

I was so close to him now that he barely
moved his hand to run the back of his finger along my thigh. I
shivered as I felt the contact but managed to maintain my control.
My eyes did not leave his.

"I think," he said, "our conversation has
begun to stray towards a matter I've been meaning to discuss with
you. Isn't it strange? To begin talking about one thing and find
oneself talking about something entirely different?"

"Yes, sir," I said.

He gestured to the clock, which read quarter
past five. "And yet we reach it with such poor timing. Perhaps we
might continue this somewhere else.

"Yes, sir," I said, nervous that anything but
the most neutral compliance would be the wrong thing and stop what
seemed to be happening from happening.

"Come along, then," he said, standing and
ushering me out the door. In a breathless moment I was in the
passenger's seat of his coupe, only half seeing the landscape
outside the car windows pass me by. It all seemed very strange. It
seemed as though I was being rewarded for - for flaws,
shortcomings. Had I done something right?

Before I could really wrap my head around the
situation, we were pulling into the driveway of a luxurious
colonial.

"Just for the time being," he said, gesturing
at the property. "I was brought in on short notice."

I nodded and followed him inside through an
entrance hall and into a large living room with high, recessed
windows that threw a delicate light onto the open space.

"Sit," he instructed, indicating one of the
soft-cushioned couches against the far wall.

Obediently I took a place against the
arm-rest and watched him pour himself a drink from the bar against
the wall.

"I'm sure you can imagine how I've been
wanting to dig my fingers into you for these past two weeks now,"
he said, turning back to me and sipping from his high ball. "Dear
lord, the way you've been tempting me. And the way you've been
dressing. It's been absolute torture. I hope you know you'll pay
for that."

"I - me?" I asked, taken aback by the sudden
change in his tone.

"Those tight little outfits. At first they
were very conservative, weren't they? But every passing day you
insisted on upping the stakes. I never thought a woman could be so
quiet despite the fact she spent all her time screaming for me to
pull her into a closet."

I playing nervously with the high hem of my
skirt. In retrospect, I had to concede that my unspoken hunger for
his attention had begun to affect my wardrobe choices in an
undeniable way.

"You could have come to me on the very first
day and I would have fucked you over my desk without a second
thought. But instead, you wanted to make it difficult. You wanted
to flit around, quiet and shy, revealing a bit more leg and a bit
more cleavage each passing day until you'd made me absolutely
crazy. I don't think that was very fair." He set his drink down.
"And even at this moment, there you stand: ripe and impossibly
sexy. Your nipples are practically popping through your blouse. How
am I supposed to behave professionally?"

I looked down and saw that he was right.
Mortified, I raised my hands to cover their obvious
silhouettes.

"Oh stop that," he said. "It's much too late
for that now."

Blushing a color that must have been more
purple than red, I lowered my hands and watched him
expectantly.

"That insolent sexuality," he was saying. "It
makes me want to spank you until you're red, for having the
temerity to make me as crazy as you've made me." He set his drink
down on the mantle. "But punishing you for being sexy sets a bad
precedent, doesn't it? I can't deny that it does. So we'll have to
find something else, won't we?"

"Sir?"

"Are you a bad girl, Melanie? Do you do bad
things?"

"I - what do you mean, sir?"

"You need a good spanking, is what you
need."

I clutched my arms to my stomach, taken aback
at the suggestion. It sounded very humiliating, invasive. And yet
... giving in to it seemed to perfectly and completely titillate -
in some inexplicable way - the unexpressed desires that had brought
me to this position, sitting on his couch, looking into his hungry
eyes.

"I - " I began, at a loss. "Sometimes I am
bad, sir."

I realized that by now the situation had
progressed to the point that the formality of calling him sir was
more than a little ridiculous, and yet I didn't want to stop saying
it. I wanted to acknowledge his authority with every sentence I
uttered - his authority over me, over what was happening. If he
minded, he did not correct me.

"I can see it to look at you," he said. "I
can see how bad you are. Tell me how."

"I - " I stared into his eyes, color coming
back into my cheeks. "I have inappropriate thoughts about you,
sir."

"Ah. And I was afraid you would insist on
playing innocent with me all evening."

"No, sir," I said.

 

"Trying to hide your desires doesn't benefit
anybody, Melanie."

"Yes, sir."

"Least of all me."

"Yes, sir."

"But I suppose you know all this. I suppose
you know that you deserve what's coming to you."

"I – yes, I do realize that, sir," I
said.

He came over and beckoned me towards him as
he sat in an armchair across from me. Though I was still a little
taken aback, I went to him. I only knew that whatever was about to
happen, I wanted to happen.

"Good God," he said when I had walked over
and stood in front of him. "You dress like this and look like this
and act like this, and I'm supposed to keep my hands off you? It's
almost as if you want me to spank you, isn't it? Do you want me to
spank you?"

I stared at him for a moment, unsure whether
he was actually mad at me. Even less was I sure why I was so turned
on. If he wanted to spank me, though, I was not about to stop him.
"If you think I need it, sir," I said differentially. "I want you
to give me what I deserve, whatever it is."

He gestured for me to bend over, and I
obliged self-consciously, offering my ass for his hand. As I bent
and assumed the posture, I realized just how wet I had become and
just how flushed my skin was.

He reached out and ran an appreciative hand
over my ass, cupping and squeezing a cheek before running his hand
down my thigh.

"You really are an unusual case, aren't you?"
he murmured.






He took me by the waist and pulled me across
his lap. I let out a yelp as I lost my balance and realized what
was happening, but then accepted it and let him maneuver my now
quivering body into position.

Again he ran a hand over my backside,
squeezing once and sending me into an involuntary spasm as my body
responded in its intense need for his contact. My breath was coming
in gasps. I would have been embarrassed by how powerfully I was
responding to his touch if it wasn't obvious it was exactly what he
expected of me.

I cried out when his hand came down the first
time. The padding of my skirt and panties distributed the blow
slightly, but it still stung deeply and I clung to his knee for
support. The pain continued to intensify well after his palm had
left contact with me.

"You're a very bad girl," he said. Strain was
evident in his voice, as if even now he was struggling to control
himself. "If your behavior recently is typical of you, this has
been a long time coming."

"It's not," I whimpered, coiled around his
knees.

"Only for me?"

"Yes," I said. "Only because of you,
sir."

I felt several more stinging blows to my ass
and I closed my watering eyes, biting my lip as I experienced his
discipline. His leg was positioned so that it pushed up into my
breasts, and I moaned slightly at the feeling of my stiff nipples
rubbing back and forth across his firm thigh.

His hand came and took me by the jaw. He
turned my head and kissed me roughly, passionately. It took me a
moment in my surprise to respond, and just as I had begun eagerly
to return his affections he pulled away and placed a hand again on
my ass.

I felt his fingers push my skirt aside and
then pull my panties down my thigh, and I felt the cool, dry air
moving between my legs and over my bared skin. I wriggled in a
confusing mixture of humiliation, arousal, and pain as he stared
down at my compromised, vulnerable body and my nakedness.

"I still have work to do," he mused. "I've
already made your face red; it's been red for the past half hour.
But your ass is only just beginning to blush." As he described it
to me, I felt his fingers kneading at it.

I let out a gasp as I felt his hand move down
between my legs and come to rest palm flat against my pussy. His
other hand came up my back, and holding me by groin and shoulder he
pushed me forward and raised his knee, repositioning me so that my
ass was the highest part of my body, fully exposed to his view and
punishment.

"You were subtle, almost too subtle," he
chided me. "It took me several days to notice how naughty you were
being. At first I blamed myself for being inappropriately attracted
to you."

"Yes, sir," I agreed, blood starting to rush
to my head, or at least the blood that wasn't pre-occupied in my
sex and breasts.

"But it's a good thing I did notice, isn't
it? You need this very badly."

"Yes, sir."

"And you're going to thank me for being the
one to give it to you, aren't you?"

"Yes, sir. Thank you for punishing me, sir.
Thank you for recognizing that I needed to be punished."

I felt him inspecting me again, and then gave
me a final little tap that more accentuated the lingering pain of
the previous blows than add any more.

"Get up," he said.

I struggled to get my legs underneath me and
shift my weight onto them. I pressed against his thighs for
leverage, leaving a hand lingering longer than really necessary,
and then straightened.

"Hands against that wall," he instructed,
pointing. "Bent over. I'm not making enough progress this way."

With my panties around my knees I moved
forward with small little steps. The plaster was cool against my
palms, and I rested my forehead against it as well, my head
swimming.

I heard him leave the room and return a
moment later. Out of the corner of my eye I could see him holding
something in his hand, long and wide.

"Legs spread," he instructed.

I put a hand down and guided my panties down
over my knees and stepped out of them so that I could spread my
legs. He must have liked that idea, because the next thing I felt
was his hands removing my skirt and undoing my blouse. I lifted my
arms obligingly and he pulled the garment away and returned to undo
my bra.

Bent over against the wall, I waited as I
felt him regarding my naked body, preparing to resume punishing me.
He was smacking whatever was in his hand against his palm, and it
made a dull thudding sound that injected yet another emotion into
my swirling head: fear.

"Have I really been so bad, sir?" I asked, a
slight quaver in my voice. I had never been so much as spanked
before today, but he seemed intent on making this serious.

"This bad and more," he said. "Extremely bad.
You simply don't understand how distracted you have made me. But
it's going to be alright, now. I'm going to punish the shyness out
of you. Even now you are denying yourself. Do you really want to
walk away without getting what you deserve?"

I exhaled and closed my eyes, waiting for it
to start.

"I want you to tell me I'm right."

"Yes, sir."

"You've been begging for this for weeks."

"Yes, sir."

"And now you don't want me to stop. I can
read it your body."

"Yes, sir," I said. "I don't."

"Then ask me to punish you."

"Punish me, sir."

I quivered as I felt his hand squeezing my
ass again. "Punish you, sir, what?"

"Please."

His hand went away, and there was a moment of
nothing. I tensed myself in preparation, but it wasn't enough. A
loud smack met my ears and pain exploded in my lower body. I let
out a choking gasp and sagged towards the wall, but he put a hand
on my hip and held me outwards, preparing me for the next blow. It
came again, and the stinging deepened and spread, as though the
burning was too intense for one body part. Most of all the heat
spread through my abdomen and through my groin. I panted against
the wall, physically gratified in some incomprehensible way by the
stinging that the paddle left in its wake. It came again and again,
and after I had adjusted to it, I could almost stand it. He did not
have to hold me outwards.

"Is this what you wanted?" he asked me as he
continued the punishment.

"Yes, sir," I gasped through gritted
teeth.

"Then ask me for another."

"Give me another, please, sir," I moaned
obediently.

He fulfilled my request, and the impact
seemed to push the air out of my lungs. I clung to my friction
against the wall for support.

"Another, sir," I said, knowing now what he
wanted from me.

The next blow left me almost adrift, barely
feeling the pain and barely understanding the situation. I only
knew that I was being given something that I wanted. I also knew
that there remained more, more that I wanted and was not being
given. I heard a whimper escape my lips.

"Another, please, sir."

I cried out when it struck, and tears were
streaming down my hot face.

His hand came back, squeezing my burning
flesh, massaging the pain deeper, and transferring the need deeper
and deeper into me. My arousal was becoming so intense that it was
uncomfortable. Need was quivering in every inch of me.

Reading my quivering as easily as he might
read a book, he bent forward without removing his hand from my ass.
"You want something more, don't you?"

"Yes, sir," I moaned.

"You've paid the price for your
naughtiness."

"Yes, sir."

"And now you want your inappropriate thoughts
vindicated. Don't you?"

His words released a new flood of wetness in
me and I moaned, pressing my ass back into his hand.

"Do you think I've punished you enough?"

"Yes, sir."

His hand migrated around the curve of my ass
and moved between my legs. My body tensed as I felt his finger slip
inside my soaked hole, and I released a giddy sort of gasp. My body
tightened around his finger, but he withdrew it and raised it to my
face. I could smell the potent aroma of my arousal. Without a word,
he pressed the finger to my lips, and I obediently sucked my own
juice from it.

"I suppose I have," he agreed.

Looking to him for reassurance, I took my
hands from the wall and turned to him. He beckoned me against him
with a finger, and I pressed my naked body against his with a timid
tenderness, halting but eager. He took me into his arms, strong and
warm as they enfolded me. I kissed him, pressing myself further
against his broad chest and feeling a thick, hard shape pressing
back against my hip through the cloth of his pants.

He took my wrists in his hands and guided my
fingers to the buttons of his shirt. I needed no further prompting,
and began to undress him, slipping a hand in against his muscled
chest and stomach and running it appreciatively over the warm
firmness of his slightly perspiring body.

As I pulled his shirt away and moved to his
belt, I almost couldn't stand it. As soon as the belt was loosened
I pushed my hands into his pants, seeking and finding that thick,
hot shape, enfolding it in my hands, and pulling it into view. I
could feel the pulse of the blood as his cock swelled further
against my touch. My second hand dove deeper still and pushed his
pants and briefs down his thighs, freeing the organ in its
entirety.

I let out a little gasp and pressed myself
against his body again, grinding my abdomen slightly against his
balls and penis and feeling them press against my soft skin.

With my task accomplished, he took me by the
hips and guided me backwards onto the couch. His mouth found first
one nipple and then the other, sucking on them wetly. His tongue
ran over their sensitive outlines and I shivered in pleasure and
need which burned all the hotter the closer it came to
satiation.

He drew back and his hand found his rigid
cock pointed out towards me. He shifted down and then guided
himself into me, slowly and not all the way in. I gasped as the
ridge of the head slipped into me and moved deeper. My pussy
tightened around him and urged him to give me more of him. He
obliged and began to thrust slowly, each penetration slightly
deeper until at his furthest he filled me as much as I could be
filled.

I ran a hand over his tensed chest and
shoulders and drank in the sight of him, bent over and fucking me.
The intensity of his penetration was growing and the pleasure it
unleashed even more so. My breath was becoming increasingly shallow
in my chest.

I felt the orgasm approaching, and I wrapped
my legs around him and dug my heels into his taught ass. I was
urging him in further and harder like some jockey, but riding on
the underside of my stallion. My fists clenched against his
shoulders and my toes were curling as I felt myself descending into
bliss. His breathing was ragged and urgent, too, and he was tensing
against me in preparation for the same thing.

I let out an ecstatic gasp as the climax
swallowed me. I became nothing but what was wrapped around and
squeezing him and he became nothing but what was in me. That
ecstasy rolled through me and bore me back and forth with his
urgent pounding. Then he tensed against me again and I felt him
coming inside of me.

With a moan I collapsed back onto the couch.
Sweaty and his chest heaving from the exertion, he joined me. His
arm wound underneath me and held me to him as he kissed my temple.
We lay breathing together for several minutes without speaking.

"You know, Melanie," he said, a smile on his
mouth as it pressed against my cheek, "this was worth the
wait."

"The wait was still hard, though, sir," I
said.

He stroked my hair. "Sir. I like that. Maybe
it was both of our faults."

I snuggled against him, scooting down so that
I could lay my head on his chest. "I didn't know you were paying
any attention to me."

"It was impossible not to."

I closed my eyes, listening to his heartbeat.
There was a smile on my face, and I was marveling at how one man
could make me feel so beautiful.









This concludes Trying Too Hard to Catch My Boss's Eye. If you
have not already done so, be sure to check out these other
BDSM-themed titles from Jessica Whitethread:






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
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Hostile Takeover

When Sandra's startup begins to turn heads
and attract buyout offers, she finds herself meeting with Jackson
Rivers, dashing CEO of the biggest company in her industry, and he
is intent on getting what he wants. Sexual manipulation, spanking,
and sheer charismatic dominance will all come into play before he
has had his way with our heroine and left her dazed and gasping on
her office desk.






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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