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This book contains: 

Dark Desires 10: Caught Exhibitionist

Jasmine isn't half as innocent as she looks. She's a shy swimming instructor by morning and a daredevil exhibitionist by night. Jasmine knows it's only a matter of time before she gets in serious trouble for her nightly escapade but she doesn't want to stop.

Lost in the middle of a town he knows nothing about, Tyler is grateful when he sees a young woman in the middle of the road. He approaches her quietly and stops just as he was going to make his presence known. 

She- she was taking her clothes off...

Start Reading Here

Dark Desires 11: Punished In Public

When Katrina is accused of stealing from her workplace, she immediately denies it. She has never stolen anything in her life. What can she do when the two aggressive black men find proof and decide to punish her themselves?

The aching tension between them builds as the men put her through unusual punishments, agile fingers fondling and touching her until she is lost to the heat of their caresses and surrenders completely.

Start Reading Here

Dark Desires 12: Caught Exhibitionist

Adopted and raised by the local church, it's no surprise that Lacey's growing up to be a God-fearing, law-abiding, goody two-shoes. Her practice of abstinence is well-known throughout her school, but behind closed doors, it's a different story altogether.

Nobody enjoys getting Lacey in trouble more than the only black boy in school, Tyrone Hunt. The drop-dead gorgeous football star has been getting on her nerves since they were five-years-old and he has not stopped since.

Only now, they're both adults and the tension between them has nothing to do with hate and everything to do with lust.

Start Reading Here
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​​Look Inside: Caught Exhibitionist (Dark Desires 10)
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Every warning light programmed into her subconscious mind went off, the ones that protected her from making horrible, horrible mistakes. But that had already been done when she fingered herself until she came.

Her fight or flight response kicked in and it took everything in her to keep her feet planted on the floor and not turn around and pretend she didn't see him. She blinked repeatedly, hoping against all odds that he was just a hallucination.

She held her dress close to her body even though it did little to hide the fact that she was naked and had been pleasuring herself just moments earlier.

He had seen everything. She was sure of it. The look in his eyes was one that she had seen before. Jason had the very same look when he saw her in the library and took her virginity. He looked like he was ready to devour her whole.

The strange man who appeared out of nowhere was undoubtedly handsome. She had this strange feeling that she had seen him before. His hair was braided intricately to form neat cornrows that disappeared into a tightly braided ponytail and his eyes were emeralds that stared straight into her soul.

His cheekbones were pronounced and perfect. Down his muscular neck was an equally muscular body, hidden beneath a well-tailored white shirt that clung to him into the darkness. He looked like a professional basketball player attending a press conference. He had the height of one, that much was certain.

Her eyes moved further downwards and she saw the unmistakable hardness of his manhood between his fingers. His free hand was in his pants pocket, almost casual. Her cheeks flamed red and she focused her eyes back onto his face. How could a guy be so gorgeous? Everything about him screamed masculinity and sex.

She was average height but she needed to strain her neck to look up into his face. He had one of those faces that looked ominous if he wasn't smiling and he wasn't smiling now. He looked terrifying in the dark.

She stayed rooted in spot as he approached her. The more she looked at him, the more familiar he looked.

"Hello, gorgeous," he said as he reached her, his hand moving forward to wrap around her waist. It was like he had known her for years. But she hadn't seen him before. This was the first time they'd met.

"H-hey," she managed to stutter out, knowing that her cheeks were redder than roses. Her dress clung hopelessly to her body and she knew it was hopeless to try and explain anything to him. Was there anything to explain? Maybe he would spare her the embarrassment and pretend he didn't see anything?

He didn't utter a word. Instead, he stared at her with an expression that frightened her. Thankfully, he couldn't see much of her fear in the dark. Would he care if he could? Guys like him were probably used to having girls fawning over them.

"Do- do you come here often?" she asked stupidly, stalling. As she continued to stare into his face, she realized where she had seen him before. For a short while, he was on the front page of every magazine and newspaper in town. He had gone from being a broke nobody to a millionaire entrepreneur.

"Let's stop pretending you don't want me to fuck ou," he growled, lunging for her so abruptly she dropped the only piece of clothing keeping her covered and dropped backwards.

With more grace than she could ever muster, he climbed on top of her and slid his cock straight into her pulsating pussy.

Start Reading Here
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​​​​​​Look Inside: Punished In Public (Dark Desires 11)
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Katrina felt cold. And hot. And embarrassed and humiliated and aroused. She was feeling so many things at once that it was hard to decide what to feel, let alone what to think.

Before she could protest being tied up, two strong hands gripped her wrists and pulled them taut behind her back. She felt cold metal handcuffs being clicked on her wrists and gasped as Carl stood in front of her and eased her legs wide open to stare at her pussy.

Her cheeks flamed red and she was too embarrassed for words.

"What should I search you with, I wonder?" he whispered. There was a hard edge to his voice that hinted that she was in for much more than she was prepared for. She had never seen him so close before and she was surprised to see specks of gold in his dark eyes. Maybe it was just a reflection of the light.

"Please," she begged, feeling the muscles between her legs tense. She wasn't sure if it was from embarrassment or arousal. It was hard to catch her breath with him being so close. He smelled like danger.

She tried to pull her arms free, but the metal cuffs were doing a perfect job keeping her trapped.

The silence dragged on and suffocated her. She daren't breath too hard, less he get more ideas in his head on what to do with her.

"First, I have to loosen your pussy," he said, resting his hand on her inner thigh. The warmth of his fingers on her chilled skin sent shivers down her spine and she gulped, saliva travelling slowly down her throat.

He took a step back and Katrina took the opportunity to clench her legs together. From the corner of her eyes, she saw him unzip the bag that she had been eyeing suspiciously when she first entered. Her eyes widened when she saw him remove a plastic paddle from the bag. There were holes on the paddle to reduce air resistance and increase pain.

"Hold her legs open, Dexter," he instructed.

It was then that she finally found her voice. "What're you doing?" she gasped.

"I'm going to spank just a little," he promised. "That'll help me loosen up your muscles so I can search your holes easier," he said.

Some parts of his words made sense, but she recognized most of them to be lies. There was no way spanking her would achieve anything other than satisfy his own selfish need to- to do what exactly? She couldn't think of a reasonable explanation.

She clamped her legs together, adamantly refusing to cooperate, but Carl and Dexter were beyond reason now.

She could still stop it, she thought. She could say she rather faced the police and let them bring her down to the station. But what if they're in on it too? Would they strip search her in the police station? In front of uniformed officers? And then what would happen to her afterwards? Would they put her in jail? The evidence were against her, after all. The perfume was in her bag, as was the wad of cash. Her pussy twitched from the thought of being punished by policemen in uniform instead of the two black men.

She allowed her legs to be pried open, then stayed completely still as Carl slid his hand, the one not holding the paddle, between her legs. He found the heat there and the wetness, and he grinned.

Katrina clenched her eyes shut in shame. The truth was, being naked between the two black men made her feel things she had never felt before. Her body was on fire. She felt like the just lightest touch could send her over the edge.

He slid a finger into her pussy and the walls clutched him inside her greedily.

"Ahh..." she whimpered. She had never felt so aroused in her life. Her legs were spread wide, her pink pussy lips and engorged clit obvious for anyone to see. She was overwhelmingly aware that the doors were unlocked and that the store was still open. Anyone could come in and catch them in the act.

Start Reading Here
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Look Inside: Nun In Heat (Dark Desires 12)
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Lacey kept quiet as she saw Sister Clarice disappear into the confessional booth. 

She was incredibly curious as to why the sister would head into the booth even though she knew there wasn't anybody on the other side of the panel to hear her confession.

Maybe she didn't want anybody to hear what she had to say? Whatever she was going to say, it would be between Sister Addie and God. 

Lacey should really be leaving, she knew that. Yet, her feet was carrying her closer and closer to the booth, her legs no longer her own as she made her way to eavesdrop on the sister's confession. Carefully, she snuck into the booth, looking around to make sure she really was the only one there before sliding past the red curtains.

She crept into the unoccupied side of the confessional booth and paused when she heard moans from within the doors. She had expected to her Sister Addie's deepest, darkest secrets. Unbeknownst to her, she was in for so much more. 

She squatted down below the panel that separated the two sides of the booth and slowly cracked open the panel.

Her eyes took a moment to adjust, but her ears were picking up louder moans now that the panel was open. It took a mere moment for her to realize that Sister Addie wasn't alone. There was someone in there with her and the moans sounded decisively male. 

Sister Addie's long black skirt was hitched up and she had her legs spread wide as she sat on the bench.

There was a man in the booth with her. She couldn't figure out who he was since his face was shielded from her. He had tattoos all over his arms and he kept the Sister's legs spread wide with his large hands on her ankles. 

His head was bent and he was kissing Sister Addie hard, swallowing her moans as his strong fingers moved down her long legs to massage her inner thighs. 

Lacey held back a yelp of surprise as she drank in the sight of the indecency happening right before her.

Civilized people confessed their sins in that booth! 

She had to stop them!

Start Reading Here
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​​Dark Desires 10: Caught Exhibitionist
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Daisy Rose

Jasmine isn't half as innocent as she looks. She's a shy swimming instructor by morning and a daredevil exhibitionist by night. Jasmine knows it's only a matter of time before she gets in serious trouble for her nightly escapade but she doesn't want to stop.

Lost in the middle of a town he knows nothing about, Tyler is grateful when he sees a young woman in the middle of the road. He approaches her quietly and stops just as he was going to make his presence known. 

She- she was taking her clothes off...

[image: C:\Users\User\Documents\Miscellanous Writing\Kindle\Covers\PUBLISHED COVERS\Dark Desires 10 Caught Exhibitionist.jpg]

This is a standalone short story that stars a dominating black man who takes control of a young virgin who yields to him utterly and completely.

It also contains scenes including exhibitionism (school campus, library, & public park) and domination. If public sex and voyeurism aren't to your cup of tea, then this many not be the book for you.

Chapters with 18+ scenes are indicated with an asterisk (*).

Special note: This short story ended up being a lot kinkier than expected... every chapter is filled with 18+ scenes. Enjoy.
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​Chapter 1* (Exhibitionism & Voyeurism)
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Jasmine can pinpoint the exact moment when her exhibitionist kink started. In fact, she even remembered who started it and how.

It started when the spinning bottle came to a stop with it's mouth pointed directly in her direction, The man who started it was Jason Johnson. He looked her straight in the eyes and said, "I challenge you to run across the hall naked."

All nine pairs of eyes were on her suddenly. Never before had her pulse raced so much just from being looked at. Her first impulse was to say no but she squashed down the rejection before it could bubble from her mouth. Turning down dares wasn't how she was supposed to act. The other girls before her were much braver, taking on challenges without batting an eye.

Natalie was still half naked from her challenge earlier. She was wearing a brand new pink lace bra that made it hard to not look at her. Jasmine caught the other guys stealing glances at her throughout the night. Her breasts were small and perky and the bra was a little too large for her, making it possible to sneak glances of her nipples at the right angle.

The men weren't looking at Natalie now. They were looking at Jasmine. She was breathtakingly aware of the fact that everyone was waiting for her response. It was too easy to say no and walk out of the dare. But it was just as easy to lose the friendship of all the people  in the room. Their simple game of 'spin the bottle' had gotten way out of hand but none of them wanted to be the first to admit defeat. It started off with just kissing and make-out session. Then, that spiraled into daring each other to take of articles of clothing.

Jason was in his boxers. He had taken everything off earlier and shown off his manhood. Even limp, he was very large. Jasmine gulped at the memory.

"W-what?" she asked stupidly, stalling because she didn't think herself brave enough to do it.

"What do you say, gorgeous?" he asked. His eyes were that of a predator, dark and smoldering in the dim light of the room. They were fixed on her as he licked his lips. She was his prey and she was ready to run. Only, she wasn't going to. She was going to stay where she was and take the challenge. After all, wasn't that was university life was about? Facing her fears?

"What if I get caught?" she managed to stutter out, knowing her cheeks were redder than roses. Thankfully, they wouldn't see how much she was blushing in the dim light. Would they care?

"Everyone on the floor are either here, or back home for the weekend," Alice said with a curious expression.

Jasmine wasn't sure whether she should thank her or curse her, so she opted for neither. "What about the RAs?" she asked. Their floor's resident assistant was a year older than them, at nineteen-years-old, but was such a sucked for the rules that he might as well have been fifty. He had caught her without her freshmen orientation tag once and gave her a warning. She shuddered to think what he would do if he found her naked.

"The RA are in a meeting downstairs," Trevor said helpfully, earning him a weak glare from Jasmine, who was fast running out of excuses.

"Are you gonna do the challenge or not?" Kim asked, her voice an unnaturally high pitch that grated on her nerves.

"Do you want to do it with me, Kim?" Jasmine turned to her with a fake smile. The rest of the group all turned to her at once and Kim looked down, her cheeks red.

"Of course not," she said, crossing her arms, a hint of a stutter in her rejection.

Jasmine couldn't help but smirk a little. People were going to remember that. Kim was all talk and no play.

Drawing a deep breath, she stood up and held onto the hems of her shirt with her damp palms. This was what she wanted, right? This was what she came here for. To live a little.

"Should I strip here, or outside?" she asked, her voice sounding like it was coming from someone else. She couldn't quite believe she was asking that. Her voice sounded foreign even to herself.

"Here," Kenny answered a little too quickly. Her new friends laughed, but there was a new tension in the air that was impossible to ignore.

Jasmine was too nervous to look at anyone. She turned her back to them, as if her not being able to see them would make things easier for her. With each discarded article of clothing, her heart thumped harder in her chest. She felt like it was an eternity before her shirt and pants were off. Her underwear were on.

"I'm not taking everything off," she declared as she turned around. Her state of semi-nakedness was enough to make most of the men in the room rock hard.

Jason's erection was the most obvious since he wasn't wearing pants.

"Not in front of you guys anyways," she finished.

Kim was the fastest to react, handing her the blanket that she had been using to keep herself warm.

"Thank you," Jasmine said, wrapping the blanket around herself. It took a little finesse, but she managed to get her bra and underwear off without losing the blanket. Her nipples were quickly erect, poking at the thick blanket enough for them to be visible. She could feel hungry eyes on her, memorizing every inch of the body that they could see.

Her heart was pounding so hard against her chest that it was almost hard to breathe. She inhaled and exhaled carefully, reminding herself that it would only take a few short seconds, then it would be someone else's turn.

Jason was at the door, graciously opening it for her.

She peeked outside first, making sure that there really wasn't anybody there. The empty hallway loomed in front of her. The short walk to the room earlier felt like such a long distance that she wasn't sure if she could do it. Her pussy twitched and throbbed at the thought of letting the blanket go and exposing herself completely to her new friends. It was an odd reaction, but one what was pleasant.

Jason placed a hand on the small of her back. She was too nervous to look at him, but she could smell him, the scent of cheap cologne and aftershave.

"It's not too late to back down," he whispered into her ear.

She didn't doubt his words. She could back down and they probably wouldn't think any less of her, but the adrenaline in her veins added a pleasant tingle to her body that made her want to proceed. Her body is wanton for it. She wasn't so desperate to proof herself to them as she was to proof to herself that she could do it.

She bit her lower lip, turning to him nervously. His lips parts and for a moment, she thought he was going to kiss her. In the room, his eyes looked dark, but now, with the bright hallway lights, she could see that they were a pale shade of green. He was incredibly handsome.

Just as their lips were about to touch, she dropped the blanket and bolted to the far end of the hallway. Her feet barely touched the ground from how fast she was moving. Her breasts swung with each step, bouncing lewdly. Her pussy lips were wet from her cream and there was a tightness in her core that made everything tingle.

She ran past closed doors at record speed. She could feel her arousal growing as she touched the wall at the far end of the hall and twisted around. Her feet were moving on their own, heels lifting off and toes touching the ground at a pace that was worthy of an Olympic sprinter.

Her new friends were all out the door, eyes devouring her. Thankfully she wasn't looking at them. She was too busy running back. Time seemed to be moving in slow motion. No matter how fast she moved, it didn't feel fast enough.

Her brain was coming up with the worst things that could happen: Doors opening to reveal strangers catching her in the act, RA's walking up the stairs to get her in trouble, the security camera recording the footage of her daring act- In panic, she twisted around to see if there was a camera in the corners of the hall and was thankful to find none.

Almost the instant both of her feet landed inside the door, she draped the blanket back around her body. She was breathing heavily, her chest rising and falling as she wrapped protective clothing over her naked, slightly sweaty body. She couldn't quite believe she had done that.
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