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Chapter 1: The Sovereign of Rosings

	 

	"If you cannot master the order of these pages, you will master the order of my floorboards." Kenya St. James swept the pile of disorganized research off her mahogany desk with a single, sharp motion. The papers fluttered like wounded birds before settling in a chaotic heap at Young Wilson - s feet.

Kenya did not wait for his apology. She stood, her tall frame draped in a tailored velvet blazer that accentuated her command over the room. At Rosings Academy, her word was not just law; it was the atmosphere itself. She looked down at Young, her eyes cold and beautiful. He was a brilliant doctoral candidate, but his mind was a storm of clutter that she was no longer willing to tolerate.

"Professor St. James, I can explain the methodology," Young stammered, his eyes darting from the mess on the floor to the imposing woman behind the desk.

"Your methodology is a reflection of a undisciplined soul, Young," Kenya interrupted, her voice a low, melodic purr that carried a razor - sharp edge. "I have no use for a man who cannot maintain the sanctity of my workspace. Your intellectual potential is worthless if you cannot learn the basic virtue of service."

A sharp rap at the door preceded the entrance of James Davenport. The senior faculty member paused, taking in the scene with a knowing, stern expression. Behind him, Kiara Abernathy lingered in the hall, her observant eyes lingering on Young - s flushed face.

"Is there a problem with the candidate, Kenya?" James asked, his voice echoing the rigid hierarchy of the academy.

"A minor structural failure, James," Kenya replied, never taking her gaze off Young. "One that requires a hands - on approach to rectify. He was just about to begin his restitution."

James nodded once and pulled the door shut, leaving them in the heavy, scented silence of the office. Kenya walked around the desk, the rhythmic click of her stilettos on the hardwood sounding like a countdown. She stopped inches from him, the scent of her expensive perfume filling his senses until he felt lightheaded.

"Strip your pride away, Young," she commanded. "You will not touch another book until this entire sanctuary is spotless. Get on your hands and knees."

Young hesitated for only a heartbeat before the weight of her authority broke his resistance. He sank to the floor. Kenya pointed toward the bucket of water and the stiff - bristled brush she had prepared in the corner.

"Scrub," she said. "I want to see my reflection in these boards. If I find a single speck of dust, we will start again."

For the next three hours, the only sounds in the room were the rhythmic scratching of the brush and Young - s heavy breathing. Kenya returned to her high - backed chair, which sat atop a small dais like a throne. She watched him with a predatory sort of grace, her legs crossed, one foot dangling a designer pump with a teasing, rhythmic motion.

She watched the way his muscles tensed under his shirt, the way the sweat pooled at the small of his back as he labored beneath her. It was a beautiful sight - a talented man reduced to a state of domestic supplication. The humiliation of the task seemed to feed his effort rather than drain it. He moved with a desperate need to please her, his hands red from the water and the friction.

As the sun began to dip below the horizon, casting long, amber shadows across the polished wood, Kenya finally spoke. "Enough."

Young stopped instantly, his forehead nearly touching the floor he had just finished cleaning. He was panting, his body trembling from the exertion and the overwhelming presence of the woman above him.

"Come here," she whispered.

He crawled toward her, stopping at the edge of her desk. Kenya shifted, resting her legs upon a plush silk ottoman. She looked down at him, her expression softening into something more intimate, yet no less dominant.

"Your hands have done well to serve my environment," Kenya said, her voice dropping to a husky tone. "Now, they shall serve me. Remove my shoes."

Young - s hands shook as he reached out. He grasped the heel of her right shoe, his fingers brushing against the smooth skin of her ankle. He slid the shoe off with a reverence that bordered on the religious. When he moved to the left, his movements were slower, more deliberate. He set the shoes aside and looked up at her, his eyes filled with a mix of fear and a burgeoning, desperate devotion.

"Worship them," she commanded, her voice a velvet caress.

Young didn't hesitate. He took her silk - clad foot into his hands, his thumbs pressing into her arch with a firm, kneading pressure. He lowered his head, pressing his lips to the instep of her foot, marking his total submission to the Queen of Rosings. 

Kenya leaned back, a small, triumphant smile playing on her lips. She ran a hand through his hair, her fingers gripping the strands just firmly enough to remind him who owned the moment. Young Wilson was no longer just a student; he was a man who had found his true calling beneath her heel. In the darkening office, amidst the scent of lemon wax and high - status perfume, a bond of total obedience was forged in the fire of her superior love.

	 


Chapter 2: Disorder in the Court

	 

	The heavy oak door of Kenya St. James's private study shuddered under the weight of a frantic, rhythmic pounding, shattering the heavy, sensual silence that had settled over the room. Young Wilson flinched, his cheek still pressed against the cool, arching skin of Kenya's right foot. He did not pull away, for he knew the consequences of breaking contact without permission, but his breath hitched in a jagged rhythm of pure terror.

"Enter," Kenya commanded, her voice cutting through the air like a silver blade. She did not move her leg from the silk ottoman. She did not even look toward the door, keeping her predatory gaze fixed on the crown of Young's head.

James Davenport stepped into the room, his face a mask of bureaucratic severity. He held a thick, vellum envelope sealed with the crimson wax of the Rosings Academy Board of Governors. Behind him, hovering in the dimly lit corridor, Kiara Abernathy watched with wide, curious eyes, her presence a silent testament to the scandal currently unfolding.

"Professor St. James," James said, his voice tight as he stepped over the bucket of dirty water Young had been using to scrub the floorboards. He pointedly ignored the sight of the doctoral candidate kneeling in a position of utter servitude. "This was delivered by hand. It concerns the status of your... ward."

Kenya reached out, her long, manicured fingers plucking the envelope from James's hand. She broke the seal with a sharp snap that made Young jump. As she read, her eyes narrowed, and a cold, dangerous heat radiated from her posture.

"It seems the Board has grown impatient, Young," Kenya said, her voice dropping to a low, melodic purr that promised both protection and a much deeper kind of pain. "Charlotte Montgomery and LeBron Floyd have signed a mandate. Due to your repeated academic failures and the 'disorderly' state of your research, they are moving for your immediate expulsion and the revocation of your residency. Unless, of course, you are placed under the Mandatory Moral Guardianship of a ranking faculty member."

Young looked up, his eyes swimming with desperation. He reached out, his fingers trembling as they hovered near Kenya's ankles. "Please," he whispered, his voice cracking. "I'll do anything. I belong here. I belong to you."

"A life - altering demand," Kenya mused, looking over the top of the letter at James Davenport. "They want him gone, James. They think he is a stain on the reputation of Rosings."

"He is a mess," James replied bluntly, his gaze flickering down to where Young’s sweaty forehead touched Kenya’s toes. "But the choice is yours, Kenya. You can sign the dismissal, or you can sign the papers of Total Custody. If you choose the latter, his legal and academic existence becomes your personal property. Every breath he takes, every word he writes, will be subject to your discipline."

Kenya’s lips curled into a triumphant, cruel smile. She looked down at Young, who was now weeping silently, his lips pressing frantic, worshipful kisses against the tops of her feet. The submission in his eyes was absolute; he was a man who had been broken by the fear of losing the only hand that had ever truly mastered him.

"Leave us, James," Kenya ordered. "And tell Kiara to close the door on her way out. The court of Rosings is no longer in session. My private court, however, has just begun."

As the door clicked shut, leaving them in the amber glow of the setting sun, Kenya shifted her weight, pressing the heel of her foot firmly into the center of Young's chest, forcing him back until he was splayed out on the floorboards he had just spent hours polishing.

"You heard the man, Young," she said, her voice thick with the promise of a beautiful, crushing authority. "You are no longer a student. You are a project. My project. If I am to save you from Charlotte and the others, your obedience must be more than just thorough. It must be religious."

Young grasped her calf, his hands sliding up the smooth skin as he looked up at her from the floor. "I am yours," he gasped, the words a sacred vow. "Own me. Rule me. I don't want to be free if it means being away from your feet."

Kenya leaned forward, her hand reaching down to grip his chin, forcing him to look into the depths of her superior love. "Then prove it," she whispered. "The floor is clean, but my boots are still dull from the walk across the quad. I want to see my reflection in the leather, Young. And I want to feel your tongue acknowledging every inch of my status."

Young did not wait for a second command. He crawled back to his knees, his movements fluid and eager. He took her foot back into his lap, his fingers trembling with a mix of fear and a newfound, desperate devotion. He began to work, his mouth finding the curve of her arch, his breath hot against her skin.

Kenya leaned back into her mahogany throne, watching him with the pride of a queen who had just expanded her empire. The threat from the Board was no longer a danger; it was the catalyst that had finally stripped away the last of Young's pride. In the gathering shadows of Rosings, amidst the scent of lemon wax and the musk of male submission, the bond was sealed. Young Wilson had found his true calling under her heel, and Kenya St. James would ensure he never looked up again.

	 


Chapter 3: The Professor's Gaze

	 

	There was no going back to the man I used to be, the scholar who thought his intellect made him an equal to the titans of Rosings Academy. That version of Young Wilson died the moment I felt the weight of Kenya St. James’s gaze stripping away my pretenses. The anxiety of this transition was a cold, sharp blade in my chest - a terrifying realization that my old life, my reputation, and my autonomy were being discarded like the very research materials I had so sloppily managed. I was stepping into a void where only her will existed, and the impossibility of turning back made my pulse race with a mixture of dread and a sickening, honey - like sweetness of total surrender.

Kenya sat behind her mahogany desk, a throne that seemed to magnify her regal stature. Her eyes, dark and unforgiving, tracked every tremor in my hands as I stood before her. To her left stood James Davenport, his expression one of clinical detachment, and to her right, Kiara Abernathy watched with a predatory curiosity that made my skin crawl. They were not just colleagues; they were witnesses to my dissolution.

"Your mind is a cluttered, useless thing if it cannot govern your hands, Young," Kenya said, her voice a low, melodic threat. "You have treated this institution - and my patience - with a lack of discipline that borders on heresy. Academic probation would be a mercy you do not deserve. I require something far more visceral."

She gestured to the vast expanse of the office floor, the polished wood reflecting the flickering light of the fireplace. "Strip your jacket. Get on your knees. You will not leave this office until every inch of these quarters reflects my image. You will scrub away your arrogance until your hands understand their true purpose: to serve."

I did not argue. The power she radiated was an absolute force, a gravitational pull that crushed my pride. I shed my blazer, feeling exposed under the judging eyes of James Davenport and Kiara Abernathy. Dropping to my knees felt like the most honest thing I had done in years. The bucket of soapy water felt heavy, a physical manifestation of the penance I owed her.

For hours, the only sounds in the room were the rhythmic scratching of my brush against the wood and the occasional rustle of papers as Kenya worked. My muscles burned, sweat dripping from my brow and stinging my eyes, but I did not stop. I crawled across the floorboards, my knees aching, my focus narrowed down to the grain of the wood and the shadow of the woman who owned me. Every time I glanced up, I saw her watching me, her lips curved in a faint, cruel smile of satisfaction. She was molding me, breaking the scholar to find the servant beneath.

"Enough," Kenya finally commanded as the sun began to dip below the horizon, casting long, amber shadows across the room. James Davenport and Kiara Abernathy had long since departed, leaving us in a heavy, charged silence. "Come here, Young."

I crawled toward her, my breath coming in ragged gasps. I stopped at her feet, my head bowed, my body trembling with exhaustion and a desperate, burgeoning devotion. She leaned back in her chair, gracefully lifting her legs to rest them upon a silk ottoman. Her heels were obsidian, sharp and elegant, matching the cold fire in her eyes.

"Remove them," she whispered. "And show me that you understand the status of the woman you have failed."

My fingers shook as I reached for the buckles of her shoes. The scent of her expensive perfume and the faint, musky heat of her skin filled my senses, making my head swim. I eased the leather from her feet, revealing arches that were high and regal, her skin as smooth as marble. 

"The floor is clean," Kenya said, her voice dropping to a silkier, more intimate register. "But my feet require a different kind of attention. Use your mouth to acknowledge your place, Young. I want to feel your tongue worshipping the ground I walk on."

I didn't hesitate. I lowered my head, my tongue tracing the delicate curve of her instep. The taste of her was intoxicating, a drug that wiped away the last vestiges of my old identity. As I massaged her heels and pressed my face against her soles, I realized the terror of the unknown had been replaced by a profound, submissive peace. I was no longer a doctoral candidate at Rosings; I was a man who thrived under the heel of Kenya St. James. The bond was sealed in the gathering dark, a superior love born of total obedience. I was hers, and I never wanted to look up again.

	 


Chapter 4: A Disgraceful Dissertation

	 

	The halls of Rosings Academy were a labyrinth of cold marble and towering arched ceilings that seemed to swallow the very breath of anyone who was not deemed worthy. The air was thick with the scent of ancient wax and the heavy, intoxicating weight of centuries of absolute authority. Every footstep echoed like a heartbeat against the stone, a constant reminder that within these walls, hierarchy was the only law. The atmosphere was not merely scholarly; it was a sanctuary of power, where the elite looked down upon the common with a gaze that could wither a man's pride in an instant.

Kenya St. James sat behind her mahogany desk, a throne that overlooked the sprawling expanse of her private office. The walls were lined with leather - bound volumes that held the secrets of empires, but her focus was entirely on the man trembling before her. Young Wilson stood with his head bowed, his eyes fixed on the intricate patterns of the Persian rug. To her left, James Davenport stood with his arms crossed, his stern face reflecting the disappointment of the entire faculty. Near the door, Kiara Abernathy watched with a sharp, clinical curiosity, her lips curled into a faint, knowing smile.

"Your dissertation is a mess of half - formed thoughts and sloppy citations, Young," Kenya said, her voice a low, melodic purr that cut deeper than any shout. "It reflects a mind that is undisciplined and a spirit that lacks the necessary rigor for a scholar of Rosings. You have treated my time and my expertise with a casual disregard that I find personally offensive."

"I apologize, Professor St. James," Young whispered, his voice cracking. "I will do better. I will rewrite the entire second chapter tonight."

Kenya stood up, the silk of her skirt rustling as she moved with the predatory grace of a queen. She walked around the desk, her heels clicking rhythmically against the polished floorboards. She stopped inches from him, the scent of her perfume - a heady mix of jasmine and iron - filling his senses until he felt lightheaded.

"A simple rewrite is not enough," Kenya declared. "Your intellectual arrogance needs to be broken. You believe your mind is your greatest asset, yet you cannot even maintain the sanctity of this workspace. Look at the dust you have tracked in. Look at the disarray of the reference materials you left scattered yesterday."

James Davenport nodded slowly. "The boy needs to learn the value of service, Kenya. If he cannot respect the ivory tower, he should be made to feel the weight of its foundation."

"I agree," Kenya said, her eyes never leaving Young's face. "James, Kiara, leave us. I find that discipline is most effective when it is personal. I will oversee his restitution myself."

Once the heavy oak doors clicked shut behind the other professors, the silence in the room became a physical pressure. Kenya moved back to her desk and sat, crossing her legs with a deliberate, slow motion.

"Get on your knees, Young," she commanded.

He didn't hesitate. His knees hit the hard wood with a dull thud. He felt the sting of humiliation, but beneath it, a desperate, shameful spark of excitement began to flicker.

"There is a bucket of lye and a scrub brush in the corner," Kenya said, pointing toward the shadows. "You will scrub every inch of this floor until I can see my own reflection in the grain. You will do it by hand. You will do it until your fingers ache and your pride is nothing but a memory. This office is my sanctuary, and you have defiled it with your mediocrity."

For hours, the only sounds in the room were the rhythmic slosh of soapy water and the harsh rasp of the brush against the wood. Young moved on his hands and knees, his shirt damp with sweat, his muscles screaming in protest. Kenya watched him from her seat, her chin resting on her hand. She didn't speak, but he could feel her gaze on the back of his neck, a constant, heavy presence that demanded his total focus. Occasionally, she would point out a spot he had missed, her voice sharp and unforgiving, forcing him to crawl back and redo the labor.

As the sun began to dip below the horizon, casting long, amber shadows across the pristine floor, Kenya finally spoke. "Stop."

Young collapsed back onto his heels, his chest heaving. His hands were red and raw, but the floor shone with a brilliant, glass - like luster. He looked up at her, his eyes wide and pleading.

"You have done well to clean the path I walk upon," Kenya said, her tone softening just enough to make his heart race. "But the floor is only the beginning. My feet have been encased in these shoes all day, supporting the weight of my authority while you played at being a scholar. They require a different kind of attention. A more intimate form of worship."

She gestured toward the silk ottoman at her feet. "Come here."

Young crawled toward her, his movement slow and reverent. He reached out with trembling hands and grasped the heel of her designer stiletto. The leather was warm from her skin. He felt a surge of devotion as he carefully unbuckled the strap, his fingers brushing against the smooth, pale skin of her ankle.

"Take them off," she whispered.

He slid the shoe from her foot, revealing a high, elegant arch and toes tipped in a deep, blood - red polish. He repeated the process with the other, his breath hitching as he held her bare feet in his palms. They were soft, regal, and smelled faintly of the expensive silk of her stockings.

"You are nothing but a servant to my will, Young," Kenya said, her voice dropping to a silkier, more intimate register. "But even a servant can find his purpose. Use your mouth to acknowledge your place. I want to feel your tongue worshipping the ground I walk on."

Young didn't hesitate. He lowered his head, his tongue tracing the delicate curve of her instep. The taste of her was intoxicating, a drug that wiped away the last vestiges of his old identity. As he massaged her heels and pressed his face against her soles, he realized the terror of the unknown had been replaced by a profound, submissive peace. He was no longer a doctoral candidate at Rosings; he was a man who thrived under the heel of Kenya St. James. The bond was sealed in the gathering dark, a superior love born of total obedience. He was hers, and he never wanted to look up again.

	 


Chapter 5: Summoned to the Mahogany Throne

	 

	Kenya St. James slammed the heavy leather folder onto the mahogany surface, the sound echoing like a gunshot through the hallowed, wood - paneled halls of Rosings Academy. The impact sent a tremor through the stack of disarrayed research papers Young Wilson had dared to submit. 

"Is this what you consider doctoral - level work, Young?" Kenya demanded, her voice a sharp blade that cut through the silence of the room. She stood behind her desk, a throne of dark timber and leather that seemed to magnify her regal stature. Her eyes, cold and commanding, pinned him to the spot.

Young Wilson flinched, his breath hitching as he stared at the woman who controlled his every ambition. "Professor, I - I had a lot of data to process. I thought the content was more important than the presentation."

"You thought wrong," Kenya snapped. She stepped around the desk, the rhythmic click of her high heels on the hardwood floor sounding like a countdown to his doom. "In my world, Young, there is no separation between the mind and the body. If you cannot maintain order in your physical space, your intellect is nothing more than chaotic noise. You have disrespected my time, my office, and the standards of Rosings."

James Davenport stood by the heavy oak door, his arms crossed over his chest, his face a mask of stern disapproval. Beside him, Kiara Abernathy leaned against a bookshelf, her observant eyes tracing the tension between the professor and her student with a predatory interest. Their presence only heightened Young's humiliation. He was being dismantled in front of the academy's elite.

"I will do whatever it takes to fix it," Young stammered, his gaze dropping to the floor.

"You certainly will," Kenya said, her voice dropping to a low, dangerous purr. "But academic probation is too good for you. You need a lesson in service. You need to understand that every inch of this room is an extension of my will. Since you find it so easy to leave your filth in my presence, you will spend the evening removing every trace of it."

She gestured to a bucket of water and a small brush sitting near the corner. "Strip off your jacket and get on your knees, Young. You will scrub these floorboards until they reflect my image. Only when the mahogany shines as brightly as my expectations will you be permitted to stop."

Young hesitated for only a second before the weight of her gaze forced him into motion. He shed his blazer, tossing it aside, and sank to his knees. The floor was cold and hard, a stark contrast to the heat rising in his cheeks. Under the watchful, silent eyes of James Davenport and Kiara Abernathy, he began to scrub. 

Hours passed. The sun began to dip below the horizon, casting long, amber shadows across the office. Young’s muscles ached, his hands raw from the repetitive motion and the harsh soap. He moved with a rhythmic desperation, his head bowed, his sweat dripping onto the wood he worked so hard to polish. Every time he slowed, he felt Kenya’s presence behind him, the silent pressure of her authority pushing him forward. 

Kenya watched him from her throne - like desk, a glass of dark wine in her hand. She enjoyed the sight of his broad shoulders straining, the way his pride had withered into a focused, desperate need to please her. The academic hierarchy had been replaced by something far more primal. He was no longer a scholar; he was a servant, a tool used to maintain the perfection of her sanctuary.

"Stop," Kenya finally commanded. 

Young froze, his chest heaving. He looked up, his eyes glassy with exhaustion and a strange, burgeoning devotion. The floor sparkled under the dim lamps of the office, a mirror of dark wood. 

Kenya walked toward him, her movements fluid and graceful. She took her seat on a plush, silk - covered ottoman and extended her legs. "Your hands have learned their first lesson, Young. But your education is not yet complete. My feet are tired from standing over your failures all day."

She looked toward the door, dismissing James and Kiara with a sharp nod. They exited without a word, leaving the two of them in the deepening twilight of the room. 

"Remove my shoes," Kenya ordered.

Young crawled toward her, his movements trembling. He reached out, his fingers fumbling with the delicate straps of her designer heels. As he slid the leather from her feet, the scent of her skin hit him - a mix of expensive perfume and the subtle, intoxicating heat of her body. He held her bare feet in his palms, feeling the softness of her arches and the strength in her ankles.

"Use your mouth to acknowledge your place, Young," Kenya whispered, her voice a silken thread of command. "I want to feel your tongue worship the ground I walk on."

Young didn't hesitate. He lowered his head, his tongue tracing the delicate curve of her instep. The taste of her was a drug that wiped away the last vestiges of his old identity. As he massaged her heels and pressed his face against her soles, the terror he had felt earlier transformed into a profound, submissive peace. He realized that he didn't just want her approval; he wanted her dominion. 

Kenya looked down at him, her hand resting on his hair as he worked, cementing the bond of total obedience. She realized that Young was not just a student who had failed a task, but a man who thrived under her heel. This was a superior love, one born of discipline and the absolute surrender of the soul. He was hers, and as he moaned against her skin, she knew he never wanted to look up again.

	 


Chapter 6: The Gaze of Kenya St. James

	 

	 

	 



	
	
	



















































OEBPS/nav.xhtml

    
  
    		
      Chapter 1: The Sovereign of Rosings
    


    		
      Chapter 2: Disorder in the Court
    


    		
      Chapter 3: The Professor's Gaze
    


    		
      Chapter 4: A Disgraceful Dissertation
    


    		
      Chapter 5: Summoned to the Mahogany Throne
    


    		
      Chapter 6: The Gaze of Kenya St. James
    


    		
      Chapter 7: Disorganized Devotion
    


    		
      Chapter 8: The Summoning
    


    		
      Chapter 9: Within the Mahogany Sanctuary
    


    		
      Chapter 10: The Failure of Young Wilson
    


    		
      Chapter 11: The Professor's Verdict
    


    		
      Chapter 12: Standard Probation is Not Enough
    


    		
      Chapter 13: Stripping the Pride
    


    		
      Chapter 14: The Hands of a Servant
    


    		
      Chapter 15: James Davenport's Stern Gaze
    


    		
      Chapter 16: Kiara Abernathy Watches
    


    		
      Chapter 17: On Hands and Knees
    


    		
      Chapter 18: The Scent of Beeswax and Discipline
    


    		
      Chapter 19: The First Scrub
    


    		
      Chapter 20: A Reflection in the Floorboards
    


    		
      Chapter 21: The Sweat of Penance
    


    		
      Chapter 22: LeBron Floyd's Inspection
    


    		
      Chapter 23: The Weight of the Heel
    


    		
      Chapter 24: Mila King's Approval
    


    		
      Chapter 25: The Academic Hierarchy
    


    		
      Chapter 26: A Lesson in Stillness
    


    		
      Chapter 27: The Rhythm of the Brush
    


    		
      Chapter 28: Madison Hawthorne's Critique
    


    		
      Chapter 29: Beneath the Desk
    


    		
      Chapter 30: Ginuwine Rihanna's Protocol
    


    		
      Chapter 31: The Velvet Prison
    


    		
      Chapter 32: Silencing the Intellectual
    


    		
      Chapter 33: Chantel Hernandez in the Hall
    


    		
      Chapter 34: The Dust of Failure
    


    		
      Chapter 35: A Throne of Mahogany
    


    		
      Chapter 36: Logan Campbell's Report
    


    		
      Chapter 37: The Thirst for Approval
    


    		
      Chapter 38: Lizzo Wilson's Distant Shadow
    


    		
      Chapter 39: Liam Hall's Warning
    


    		
      Chapter 40: A Ritual of Soap and Water
    


    		
      Chapter 41: The Professor's Silence
    


    		
      Chapter 42: The Sunset at Rosings
    


    		
      Chapter 43: Sylvia Muhammad's Discipline
    


    		
      Chapter 44: Resting the Imperial Legs
    


    		
      Chapter 45: The Silk Ottoman
    


    		
      Chapter 46: The Command to Unlace
    


    		
      Chapter 47: Elijah Freeman's Guard
    


    		
      Chapter 48: The First Touch of Leather
    


    		
      Chapter 49: Young's True Calling
    


    		
      Chapter 50: The Sole Focus
    


    		
      Chapter 51: Stella B's Observation
    


    		
      Chapter 52: A Massage of Merit
    


    		
      Chapter 53: The Fragrance of the Queen
    


    		
      Chapter 54: Sawyer Booker's Ledger
    


    		
      Chapter 55: The Arch and the Aspiration
    


    		
      Chapter 56: Submission in the Shadows
    


    		
      Chapter 57: Ellie Adams at the Door
    


    		
      Chapter 58: The Trembling Student
    


    		
      Chapter 59: Griffin St. James's Legacy
    


    		
      Chapter 60: The Superiority of Silk
    


    		
      Chapter 61: David Jones's Oversight
    


    		
      Chapter 62: The Pedestal of Feet
    


    		
      Chapter 63: Issa Hargreaves's Presence
    


    		
      Chapter 64: A Heart Under the Heel
    


    		
      Chapter 65: The Perfection of the Polish
    


    		
      Chapter 66: The Scholar's New Script
    


    		
      Chapter 67: Devotion in the Dark
    


    		
      Chapter 68: The Empress and the Intern
    


    		
      Chapter 69: The Rules of the Reach
    


    		
      Chapter 70: A Sanctuary of Obedience
    


    		
      Chapter 71: The Pleasure of Being Used
    


    		
      Chapter 72: Kenya's Cold Comfort
    


    		
      Chapter 73: The Bond of the Brushes
    


    		
      Chapter 74: The Toil of the Heart
    


    		
      Chapter 75: A Doctorate in Devotion
    


    		
      Chapter 76: The Finished Floor
    


    		
      Chapter 77: The Final Unmasking
    


    		
      Chapter 78: Superior Love Defined
    


    		
      Chapter 79: The Perpetual Penance
    


    		
      Chapter 80: The Reign of Kenya St. James
    


  





OEBPS/cover.jpg
THE PROFESSOR'S

I8 Y
Y +» @
gl = - f*‘

e ol | -
gy \ = . |
A?.A... < ‘ \\\\:‘\i -

VICTORIA LOVELACE









