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Part 1: Chloe

Chloe knew she was in for a spanking. Efflin Girl’s College had an extensive list of punishment options in the student manual, but corporal punishment was the one everyone talked about. They were, she’d heard (from stories of uncertain providence), serious about it too. Bare bottom, implements—paddles, switches, tawse (what was a ‘tawse?’ ), canes, and even whips. It made her squirm just thinking about it. Her own research had given her a little more information—she’d watched a video of a "collegiate spanking”—she’d had to use a VPN to get around the school’s firewall to access the site.

It was porn—for boys—but it showed the shape of what a really bad spanking might be like. The man used a paddle on three girls who were made to strip completely and left their buttocks a deep ruddy and bruised red. The girls—the actresses—took it fairly well, but Chloe knew they were experienced . . . and being paid. She was pretty sure if that was her, she wouldn’t have been able to take it. At all.

She squirmed on the bench. 

“Dean Carter will see you shortly,” Mrs. Franklyn, Dean Carter’s secretary, a stately looking black woman with kind eyes. “Try to sit like a lady.” Proper deportment was still emphasized at Efflin. Chloe blushed despite herself looking down at her lap. Now that she was here, about to go in, it was worse than she’d expected. She was not exactly inexperienced in being spanked—her mother had approved—-mostly when she was younger—but the last spanking she’d gotten was still etched horribly in her memory as a scalding humiliation (and one she was FAR too old for) . . . and here, she was almost certainly going to get it . . . again.

Mrs. Franklyn took a box of Kleenex out and set it on her desk as though the floral print box was just decoration—there for no specific reason at all. Her desk phone flashed. 

“Ma’am. Yes ma’am.” She looked over at Chloe. “Dean Carter will see you now.” She threw Chloe a gentle, sympathetic smile that offered a little encouragement—go ahead, honey. It’ll be okay.

Chloe nodded weakly to Mrs. Franklyn, aware of how miserable and anxious she looked. Her wretched contrition was no less humiliating than it had been when she arrived but now she found she desperately hoped the woman she was about to meet would see it and realize—realize that just being called here was punishment enough!

It would be okay. It would HAVE to be, Chloe told herself as she forced herself to her feet. Since her summons to the dean’s office this morning she’d been reassuring herself that she would handle this as a mature adult! She’d broken—or really just tweaked!—the rules, yes—but she saw that was a mistake now... and she was sorry! She would assure the dean that she fully understood the reasons an institution like Efflin needed a strict dress code and—and going FORWARD she’d follow it! To the letter!

That would be enough! Wouldn’t it?

Surely it would be! Oh—she was a grown up—she was eighteen years old! They could handle this like adults, couldn’t they!? And... she was a freshman—new here! Wouldn’t her first offense simply get a warning?
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“Wait for her to tell you to sit down,” Mrs. Franklyn said as she walked past. “Don’t just come in and take a chair.” It was soft—but it was a warning. It threw her slightly, but she nodded and then pushed through the door. She tried to put on a serious but sunny face. Not too meek, but not bubbly—a little bit of contrition.

Dean Carter was an older woman in a cream turtleneck sweater. She had a custom ping-pong paddle hung from a wooden stud behind her desk. Avid player? Or was it used on other curved surfaces? There were two curved-backed chairs at angles before the desk. She stepped between them. The office was intimidating with a big old-world desk, pictures of serious-eyed young women riding horses in leather riding outfits and holding crops. There were bookcases under glass.

“Ms. Carter—” She started in what she helped was her most even, adult, lets-all-talk-this-out voice.

“Dean. Carter,” said the woman, not raising her voice—but with an edge of steel that sent a shiver through her.

She opened her mouth, lost her train of thought, and closed it. She was about to correct herself to “Dean Carter” but the woman held up a finger. It stopped her. She felt heat on her cheeks.

“Two cites for dress code—and then a ticket with a weekend detention,” said Dean Carter glancing at her terminal. It was true: she’d gotten a ticket that had meant a weekend confined to the freshman dorms. That sucked.

“And then a miniskirt, Miss Chloe?” Dean Carter said.

“It was just—” She trailed off at the look. Shit. Shit-shit-shit. This was off to a bad start!

“We take rules seriously at Efflin—especially the ones about how our students present themselves. There is more here than just wardrobe issues, Chloe—and we’re going to address that—”

“Dean Carter, please, I just—”

“Hush,” said Dean Carter without venom. “When a young lady starts off on a bad—”

“Please, let me just say—” now Chloe’s voice was wheedling. She needed to explain she’d been, yes, acting out—but it was dress-code stuff. The miniskirt stuff was just to show they couldn’t—

Dean Carter was on her feet. It was an elegant move, not a sudden leap up, just one moment the woman was seated, the next she stood and seemed to flow around the desk coming before her. She held a rubber rod the length and thickness of a fat pencil. Dean Carter was close enough for Chloe to get a good smell of her perfume—understated but pleasant. She blinked. 

“I—” Chloe started, now her voice was shaky. She hated the sound of it.

“Open,” Dean Carter said, holding the rod in front of Chloe's lips. Chloe flushed red—horrified, embarrassed, eyes widening and, worse, wetting. She could feel the misty threat of tears. No!

Talk to her, Chloe’s mind pleaded desperately! Use your words! Oh, Chloe! You’re a grown woman! She can’t... she can’t do whatever this is! C-can she? But standing before the stern, authoritative woman, Chloe felt her hard-won adult dignity crumble like tissue paper and in her whirlpool of miserable uncertainty, she chose to obey. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out, as if for a tongue depressor. She felt rooted to the spot, shaken.

She knew her eyes were pools of wide, sparkling fear. Her cheeks? Flushed red with awful, vibrant emotion.

Dean Carter looked amused. “Put your tongue back in,” she said, ever so slightly more gently.

Chloe, blinking rapidly, retracted her tongue. Dean Carter turned the rod sideways and placed it between her teeth. “Bite down.”

Chloe, nostrils flaring with a deep, shuddering breath, did. It stuck out of both sides of her mouth, feeling horridly, desperately awkward and ridiculous! Ohhh! She felt like a—a—like a horse! Oh, mercy! Her breath hitched and caught, her eyelids fluttered as she fought tears of humiliation and outrage! DON’T CRY! PLEASE!

“Good. If you drop the bit, you’re going to be very, very sorry,” she said gently. “Place your hands behind your back and keep them there. Good girl.”

Chloe, sniffling, her face blazing, gripped her hands behind her back. The bit. The position. Her own emotions boiling away her composure—they combined into something new; a torment Chloe had never experienced before! She was sweltering—sweating! She was sweating in complete... humiliation!

“Chin up,” said Dean Carter, looking quite pleased now, and satisfied with the condition of the young woman standing obediently in front of her. She stepped back a foot, not returning to her chair behind her desk, but simply perching on the desk edge as if she felt the trembling, red-faced Miss Clarke shouldn’t be left too far alone. “Good girl. Now, as I said we take our student’s presentation seriously and we also take defiance in our young women seriously and in your case, I think we have all that going on and more. So, I’m going to teach you a lesson—and give you a chance to demonstrate your esprit d'école!” 

Chloe felt a small bubble of saliva creep out past the ‘bit’ and start to trickle down the corner of her mouth towards her chin.

“Keep your hands still,” Dean Carter said calmly. She continued as if Chloe had not been about to wipe her mouth. “As of immediately you are going to be a member of our intramural disciplinary team. Tomorrow at 7:30 AM report to the Bennet Gymnasium, dressed out in gym kit. You’ll be expected. Ms. French will be there to explain everything to you. I am assigning a punishment that will make quite an impression on you, Miss Clarke. At the same time you will be representing Efflin College and I expect you to represent us well.”

She gave Chloe a warm smile as the very slight thread of drool crawled slowly down her chin.

“Dismissed,” she said. “Mrs. Franklyn will take the bit out. Walk it over to her and you may go.”

Blinking back tears, Chloe fled.

Mrs. Franklyn seemed surprised to see Chloe come out of her boss’s office so quickly—and maybe so ‘put together’—then she saw the bit in her mouth.

“Oh!” She waved Chloe over and taking a tissue used it to pluck the rod from Chloe’s mouth.

She handed Chloe another to wipe her mouth. Chloe, red-faced and feeling shaken did.

“I have to see Coach French tomorrow,” Chloe moaned softly. Whatever distress she’d felt about showing her emotions to the woman in front of her was washed away with the desperate need to share her misery and be comforted! 

Mrs. Frankly’s eyes widened. “Ohh—dear.” Then she met Chloe’s eyes. “Whatever you do, sweetie,  don’t be late.”
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Chloe was rushing. Her morning had been a chaotic jumble of nerves so intense even finding her way to the bathroom and brushing her teeth had been a struggle! She had found herself writhing in worry about what was to come! And shame! Awful shame and embarrassment as she imagined everyone could read her fate on her face!

Now she was in her gym kit—shorts, a t-shirt, and sneakers and running across the campus in the chill 7 AM light. 

It had been a wretched night as well. When she’d returned from the dean’s, shaken, her Residential Assistant apparently knew what being sent to Coach French meant, and had given her a warm, comforting hug.

“Don’t miss the appointment,” she told Chloe. “Do as you’re told.” She made a face. “For dress code violation?”

Chloe had nodded unhappily, her face flushed. The girl had just shaken her head. “Well, you’ll survive it,” she said and rubbed Chloe sympathetically on the shoulder. There had been one additional thing “I’m going to keep your door open tonight,” the girl said. “School code.”

“School code?” Chloe didn’t understand.

“Yeah. While you’re on intramural, the dorm door stays open.” Sorry, her look said.

Chloe had lay in bed, unable to sleep, tossing and turning. She’d gotten up to pee twice, but that wasn’t it. She was nervous and worried. She could feel a warm throb between her thighs and the hint of butterflies in her stomach.

In the dark, she had a sudden, mortifying realization as to why the “door stayed open.” Masturbation was against the rules at Efflin College—it was something the student newspaper always made fun of, but the faculty was adamant. It wasn’t allowed and looking at the dark rectangle of shadow opening to the hall—a darkness anyone could suddenly appear in and see her, she understood the rule. Her mother had instructed her to keep her hands above the sheets. She had felt certain if her hands were beneath them. .. and the Resident Assistant saw, she’d be in even more trouble.

Her worst fears were confirmed when the RA padded slowly by on bare feet, the hall lights off, glancing in to see where the illumination from the window fell across her body. She had slept poorly and uncomfortably, and the morning had been a hectic panic of getting frantically ready to go to her doom.

The lobby of the Bennet Gymnasium was a wide area with double doors leading to changing rooms and lockers and then into the indoor basketball courts. Someone had strung up crepe paper arcs from the ceiling in pinks and whites, like there was some sort of celebration being planned.

A girl sat at a table at the far end of the lobby with a tablet and stylus. She had a serious expression on her face and a pressed and perfect school uniform. Chloe looked around for a sign where she was to report, and the girl waved her over.

“I’m here for Coach French,” Chloe said. “I need to speak with her before—”

“Name?” The girl asked, her tone neutral.

“Chloe. Chloe Clarke. Look—I need to ask her if—”

The girl was examining the tablet. “You’re on time. Leave your bag with me. Go in through there and line up with the others.” She gestured at the double doors with the stylus. 

“Please—can I—”

“Everything will be explained,” said the girl. “For now, just do as you’re told.” The look in her eyes suggested there was not very much ‘rope’ left for Chloe to dangle on. She handed over her backpack and the girl took it and stowed it with several others. She gestured at the doors as if to say, get going.

Defeated, and feeling dreadful, Chloe did.

Inside were five utterly miserable girls lined up shoulder to shoulder on the blue line at the edge of the court. Before them was a pretty, vivacious looking girl dressed as a cheerleader in the school colors. She smiled brightly at Chloe, and clapped her hands. “Line up!” she said cheerfully. “No talking—eyes front, shoulders back, chins up, tits out!”

She grinned. “Coach French will be here soon to explain everything.” She gestured Chloe along and she fell in next to a short blonde who looked wretchedly ahead, glancing over at her with a look of dread on her face. Chloe was sure she didn’t look any better.

Chloe had endured the night and now the morning by reassuring herself she would explain things to the coach and the coach would understand—she would have to! Chloe... couldn’t take this! But now even that thin hope had fallen apart and she was going to suffer everything Dean Carter intended.

The well of tears and desperation swelled slowly and inexorably in her small body, filling her and demanding to be poured out as she fought to hold her emotions in. The girls beside her were all visibly fighting the same struggle.

The door opened again and the last two stragglers hurried in. One was a tiny asian girl with big glasses. She looked absolutely petrified, Chloe thought. The other was a fairly non-descript brunette with a deep scowl. She was glaring at the girl in the cheerleader outfit, and everything else as well. 

The cheerleader girl looked over the group like a camp counselor greeting new visitors at summer camp. “I’m Miss Katie and I’m the captain of the Efflin Girl’s College Intramural Discipline Team—or Spanking Team, if you prefer!” She laughed lightly! She was enjoying this, the theatrics of it... the suffering horror of the girls consigned to her care! Chloe felt another emotion—a shock of outrage!—spike in her belly!. “As you might guess,” MIss Katie went on, “from the sound of it, it won’t be a pleasant experience!”

She looked them over, her demeanor making it clear she was delivering absolutely delicious news. “But you’ve all earned your place here and you’re all part of my team! I promise we’ll see you through it!”

Chloe felt ill at the girl’s cheery optimism. She had to pee and a wretched misery was rising in her. The far door opened and an older woman in a red track suit with a whistle around her neck came through, striding confidently. She looked to be in her late 40’s and extremely fit. She surveyed the group with stern eyes, looking them over, finding them wanting.

“This is coach French—the faculty sponsor of the Spanking Team,” Katie gushed. “And these are our first-meet spankees!” She gave a flourishing curtsey-bow presenting the sorry group of girls lined up. Katie beamed at them, while Coach French looked them over like they were something she’d found on the bottom of her shoe.

She blew the whistle and it was shockingly loud. The line of girls jumped in place.

“Alright spankees,” she said, her voice loud and strident, “Welcome to my team!” The coach surveyed them, half stern, half pleased. “You’re here, each of you, because you’ve earned it. Because you need it!” 

=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=

you are on my team for punishment and to represent your school.” She surveyed them. “On the Spanking Team you will be taken to a meet with another school and their own spankees.  An equal number. The Efflin spankers will discipline the rival school, and their spankers will discipline you.”

She surveyed them. Chloe felt rising panic. “This will be done before judges and a private audience. I have never seen a freshman girl spankee endure her ordeal without tears. The toughest brats I’ve seen come through here have left in a puddle. However, your job is to take your punishment as demurely as possible—the judges will score you on decorum and obedience. Your spanker will be scored on technique and craft.”

“It—” she said and stopped. In the sudden silence, Chloe, who felt like she might be peeing her pants, realized that the surly brunette who had come in after her had raised her hand. Coach French stalked forward and Chloe, like a field mouse seeing the shadow of a hawk tried to make herself small without actually moving a muscle. 

Coach French stood before the girl taller and towering over her. The girl had dropped her hand.

“Did I tell you to raise your hand, spankee?”

The girl quailed. “N-no—i just—”

“DID I TELL YOU TO TALK, BRAT!?” Roared Coach French. The short bespectacled Asian girl between Chloe and the brunette actually let out a choked cry, shying away. The brunette shook her head, now pale and wide eyed.

“Miss Katie,” Coach French said, not taking her eyes off of the terrified girl, “Please collect this spankee’s shorts.”

Oh! As Katie skipped forward, full of infuriating good cheer, the brunette gasped and gave a slight, pleading shake of her head. She stepped back to look up and down the line—Chloe forced her eyes straight ahead, catching Katie squatting and drawing down the gym shorts, revealing bright white v-cut panties.

Chloe thought she would die if it were her—she hoped she would anyway.

“Does anyone else feel the need to say anything?” Coach French demanded.

“Put your hand on your neighbor’s shoulder and step out,” Katie said from her squat like she was a kindergarten teacher talking to a student. She held the shorts and the girl awkwardly stepped out. “Other foot,” Katie said brightly. The girl, trembling, did.

“Good girl,” Katie sang out and stepped up and away holding her shorts.

Chloe could hear the girl’s shuddering breaths. She’s going to cry, she thought. Then, horribly, we’re all going to cry.

“When I blow my whistle,” Coach French said, “You are going to give me four laps around the outside of the court. I don’t need speed or a sprint, just a good jog. You will not step inside the lines. You will not cut corners. You will line back up in the same order facing me.”

She looked them over and blew a blast. Chloe, startled, ran. As she ran, she felt a swelling feeling in her breasts, a hot liquid warmth in her crotch. She had felt the sting of sexual frustration last night and now it had reached a fever pitch. The discomfort—the need—from a lower void to a high-pitched frisson that seemed to permeate everything, she was horny enough that if she’d been allowed, she’d have locked herself in a stall in one of the bathrooms and gone at it, school rules be damned.

But here, on the court, as a spankee, the feeling seemed multiplied in its awfulness. The sense of wetness in her panties—and the poor girl running with hers on display—added a wretched undertone to the already miserable experience. One of the girls sprinted ahead and reached the starting position ahead of the pack. She was athletic and wore a serious expression—a challenge. She wasn’t exactly oozing defiance, no, but she definitely was standing tall as if to challenge the coach’s promise of tears for all of them.

Chloe jogged up to the line, turned to face the coach, and saw with a shock that several more ‘cheerleaders’ had come into the room. They were all pretty, put together, and confident. There was one for each of them: The Efflin Spanking Team’s ‘Spankers.’

“Line up!” Snapped the coach and Chloe straightened. The girls were coming forwards, talking to each other—smiling and laughing. “You will each be chosen by a Spanker—it is her job to explain the team responsibilities and look after you until the meet this Friday. Think of your assigned Spanker as your mother,” said Coach French. “Your Spanker has full authority over you. She can spank you if she feels it's necessary, put you in time out, and so on. You will be obedient and you will follow her direction—whatever it is. If she walks you to class naked on a leash, you will do it,” she said, her voice terrifyingly loud in the huge chamber.

Chloe was frozen—but she felt certain she might cry now—it wouldn’t take much.

“Lilly!” called out a tall girl—athletic, with piercing eyes. She crooked a finger and the tiny asian girl next to Chloe yelped and, looking horrified, came forward. 

“Allison Brent!” Said the stern looking asian spanker. “Over here now.” The girl in panties gasped and came forwards, her face flaming. 

Chloe wanted to melt into the floor, but she couldn’t figure out how to. A curly haired girl and cheerleading outfit came forward and met Chloe’s eyes. “Chloe Clarke,” she beckoned. Shit, Chloe thought. Fuck, that’s me—ohh—ohh shit—ohhh. She made her feet move, too frightened to look away, she approached the girl. The Efflin Spanker girl had friendly brown eyes. She beckoned again. “Over here.”

The other spankers were choosing in some kind of order—the girls in the line were being called out of formation to their spankers. She came before the girl and, unsure of what to do, stood there.

“I’m Miss Hannah,” she said. “You’re my spankee-trainee,” she grinned, then looked more formal. “You’re going to go to your classes, but after them, you’re with me. I’ll explain the process and get you ready for Friday.”

“Friday?” Chloe felt disoriented.

“The meet is Friday. They give you the weekend to recover.” She grinned, sympathetically. “You’ll need it.”

“Ohh.”

Hannah nodded. “Do you need the bathroom?”

Chloe, blushing fiercely, gave a tiny nod.

“Okay, let’s go,” Hannah said. Chloe had let her turn her towards the exits when the sound of slap, shockingly loud, echoed out behind them and the report ricocheted off the walls. Both girls turned. Chloe stared.

Allison was down on all fours, her panties now down around her knees. The tall asian spanker was standing over her, posing with arch theatricality. She landed another slap directly on the cleft of the girl’s buttocks. The slap was crisp and loud and Allison yelped, her eyes wide. 

She’s bare, Chloe thought, in panic. She’s naked—almost. It was horrifying and the girl, on all fours, her buttocks rippling from the slap, opened her mouth in an ‘O’ of pain.

Hannah rolled her eyes. “Ae-cha’s going to make sure her girl really regrets raising her hand.” She took Chloe’s wrist. From the distance, Chloe couldn’t hear what Ae-cha was saying, but she was certainly scolding the mortified girl on her hands and knees. POW! The Asian girl landed another spank, Coach French, watching critically and the other spankees with their spankers looking on in horror. Hannah pulled her through the door.

“You’re going to see plenty of that,” Hannah said, “trust me.” 

Hannah led her through a locker room and into the bathroom. Chloe let her take her to the far stall and she drew her inside.

“Sit,” Hannah said, pointing at the toilet. “I need to have a look.”

“W-what?” Chloe's face was blazing—this COULD NOT HAPPEN.

“You might need a full body wax,” Hannah said, “let me see.”

Chloe, her face feeling like it was in front of a furnace shook her head. “No—please—”

Hannah placed her hands gently on Chloe’s shoulders and guided her to sit. Chloe moaned as she took her shorts and the waistband of her panties and drew them down. “I’m going to see you naked,” she said. “Both teams will—spanker and spankees—you might as well get used—”

She paused. Chloe made a soft noise like air whistling out of a teapot. The gusset of her panties was soaked in discharge—absolutely drenched. It couldn’t have been wetter if she had peed it. Her clitoris was stiff, erect, pushing out. Her labia were swollen and open.  It was unbearably vulgar, Chloe thought, utter despair rising in her, her eyes filling with tears.

At that moment, she heard a door open and someone, bawling, entered the bathroom.  The girl sounded nearly hysterical in a rushing torrent of uncontrolled tears. Hannah glanced in the direction of the noise and wrinkled her nose.

“Do your best to pee, hon,” she said, not unkindly. She stood and walked to the door of the handicapped stall. She opened the door standing in it, hands on her hips.

Chloe stared down into the glistening mess of her panties. Skid marks would have been less embarrassing.  She did need to pee—now terribly—but control over her bladder seemed to have fled and she just sat there in frozen mortification.  Squirming on the toilet, she watched as the tiny Asian girl, naked save for her glasses and in tears, was brought by one of the spankers before Hannah. 

The poor girl was blubbering, and Hannah took her shoulders, turned her somewhat gently, and then gave her a sound slap on her small buttocks. She gasped silently and the tears stopped—she might have been shocked into silence. Chloe watched her mouth open and close like a beached fish—and the other spanker took her and led her away. Hannah watched them go, looking satisfied. 

Chloe managed to pee just as Hannah turned back around. She brought her hands to her face and whimpered into them. Hannah handed her a wad of toilet paper and Chloe boiling in humiliation wiped herself. She was sniffling as Hannah squatted down and slipped each of her sneakers off and drew her shorts off. Chloe made a noise of distress, but Hannah removed her sodden panties. 

“These aren’t going back on,” she said.

“I’m sorry,” moaned Chloe.

Hannah put her feet back through her shorts like she was dressing a toddler and then slipped her shoes back on. “Wipe up,” she said, “front to back.” Chloe did, miserably.

Hannah stood her and she got her shorts up.

“I’m going to throw these out,” Hannah said. Chloe nodded. Holding the panties with her finger and thumb she walked Chloe to the sinks. She stood and watched Chloe wash her hands in warm water. Hannah disposed of the panties in one of the garbage cans.​Ice Cream and Spanking

Chloe had orders to attend classes, but after, she was to immediately join Hannah, and it was serious. 

“If you need to go to the bathroom, meet me first. If you can’t wait, pee yourself and find me and I’ll take you to clean up,” she said. She always gave Chloe her location via phone and waited patiently for Chloe to arrive. After the first class of the day, she took Chloe to the bathrooms and gave her a fresh pair of panties, and her school uniform that had, apparently, been summoned from her dorm room. She stood by and watched Chloe change.

Chloe was still visibly aroused and broiled with embarrassment as the girl stood by looking her over.

She’s going to see me naked and crying, Chloe thought, remembering Hannah’s voice. I might as well get used to it. She felt almost useless in class—distracted, roiling with emotions, and horny enough to

























































































[image: ]



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
By Sanzas





d2d_images/image001.jpg
TR





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg
Rubber Coated Paddle | | Light Crop.
. — R
p—ttrd T e
e ot b
e B B
e T
TRy P— =
) oo
R o e
e e =]
I et e
e — S
fe ey = S
mwme
Lexan Paddle Rubber Slapper Leather Tawse
it it 8 e
ey T =
s ey Ete
=y s ==
F e R
s
P fo—
e — i
ey FEh B
e ey L
= FCETS B
e
f— e Jom—
—— e iyttt
= ==
Latex Whip Ebony Switch Girl's Cane
o e Er—
Bl [ e
g e Cos
gy e
EEErn Emeer
] e
T e
p—
u— i
oo o
Eoms Eea






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





