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​​​This book contains:

Humiliation Training Book 1: Submitting To Strangers

Innocent and naive Nicky isn't sure what to expect when she visits a new doctor for her breasts exam, but it certainly wasn't for him to start helping her with his bare hands and lips!

Being nursed by her sexy male doctor is the least of her problems. Her new job is turning out to be more than she can handle, especially when her boss insists there's more to her job than being a maid. He helps her relieve her pressure... while his men watch.

She is utterly unprepared for the onslaught of raw physical desire that consumes her.

Start Reading It Here!

Humiliation Training Book 2: Submitting To Bosses

Nicky's first day at work is turning out to be a lot dirtier than she anticipated, even for a maid. Not only is she expected to wear a skimpy maid's uniform that barely covers anything with no underwear, she is required to surrender to her boss and all the employees in the office.

Humiliation and raw physical desire consumes her body, mind, and soul as brazen hands breath her every defense and strips her bare.

Start Reading It Here!

Humiliation Training Book 3: Submitting To Everyone

Nicky's eccentric and gorgeous new boss has a few demands. First, she must wear only a jacket as she boards a flight to meet him. Second, she must join the mile high club, but she isn't allowed to come. Third, she must submit completely to the powerful strangers a restaurant with him watching.

And he's not the only one making explicit demands. Her doctor wants to examine her creaming problem... by calling in his doctor friends.

Nicky wants to make a few demands of her own but will she be able to do anything with so many men lusting over her?

Start Reading It Here!
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​​Look Inside Submitting To Strangers
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"What are you thinking about?" he asked, his voice feeling much closer to me than he was, so soft it was almost a whisper, but deep enough to vibrate through my bones.

I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly thought my nose, taking my time to completely empty my lungs before taking in air again, a meditative trick I had learned a few months ago in a free yoga class. It helped calm me down when I panicked, which I was very close to doing at that very moment, especially with him looking at me like that. "Nothing, sir," I said truthfully.

He stood up and I took a tentative step back, trying to create a distance between us. That seemed to displease him. His lips tightened into a straight line and I held my breath as I waited for him to talk. The tension in the air made it hard to breath.

It didn't help matters that the scent of his cologne filled my lungs, intoxicating my mind and body. I felt my nipples harden and press against the white of the blouse. It was so tight I worried that the button would come clean off.

I saw his eyes flick down and notice the change in my body. He appraised my breasts without shame. I continued standing up straight, resisting the strong urge to cover my breasts with my arms.

"I like what you're wearing," he said, eyeing me up and down, drinking in the sight of my pebbled nipples, pink against the white material and the short skirt that barely covered my butt.. I tried to tug the skirt down a little more, but it was no use. "You'll be wearing this from now on," he said with a tone that left no room for protests.

"Yes, sir," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

He leaned back against the desk, almost sitting on it as he folded his muscular arms over his chest.

He exuded power. "Your work hours are clearly stated in the contract. Now, given that you had an early start today, I'm willing to excuse your behavior this time."

"Thank you," I breathed a sigh of relief.

"Nevertheless, you should still be punished for your tardiness," he said, walking around behind me so I couldn't see him.

My heart caught in my throat.

I felt his breath against my ear and knew he was leaning close to me. Despite my nerves, I remained absolutely still, waiting for the sound of his voice.

"Stand up and lean over the desk," he said finally.

Start Reading It Here!
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"You're so wet," he murmured, his finger going deep into my lubricated hole, touching every erogenous zone in my body and setting every nerve ending on fire.

His single digit was thicker than two of my own. My breasts felt full again, heavy without the support of a bra. My nipples were aching for his touch.

I bit my lower lip, stopping myself from moaning out loud. Already I was panting with the intensity of the sensations.

He was looking at me still, his eyes burning with desire, lips parted slightly. His inhales were my exhales and I couldn't think as he twisted his finger inside me, thumb rubbing against my clit to drive me further into the whirlpool of ecstasy.

It was so wrong to let him touch me like that. In public no less! But this felt too right to be wrong. His finger curved inside me, touching a spot that made my toes curl.

Unable to help myself, I twisted towards him and captured his lips with mine, kissing him passionately, our tongue dancing, tasting each other with a desperation that burned.

My legs parted, allowing him more access to my pulsating pussy as his free hand reached towards my breasts and captured my soft mound. His fingers pinched my nipple through the material of the jacket, sending a cold shiver through my body. Pleasure coursed down my spine, going all the way to my pussy. My walls tightened around his finger and he let out a low groan that vibrated through my bones.

We weren't doing anything to hide what we were doing now.

When we parted for air, his eyes were wide with shock, as if he couldn't quite believe his luck.

"Are you naked under that?" he asked, his voice a deep growl now, heavy with the desire to do more than just touch me.

I glanced between his legs and wasn't surprised to see that he was as hard for me as I was aroused for him.

His jacket had fallen out of my lap and onto the seat between us and my abrupt movement to kiss him pulled my jacket up all the way to my waist, exposing my naked behind to Carlos, if he ever decided to look over.

Our lips locked into another kiss.

Expertly, Noah unbuttoned my jacket and slid his hand under the material so he could capture my nipple with his fingers. He pinched the sensitive tip and I let out a strangled moan that he swallowed into him.

He pulled his finger from my pussy and grabbed my other breast. Impatiently, he grabbed my jacket by the collar and tugging it down when it got in his way.

I must have gone absolutely insane because instead of wrapping it around me in shame, I helped him take it off, exposing my naked body to the entire plane.

Start Reading It Here!
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Voyeurism & Exhibitionism, Domination & Submission, BDSM

Daisy Rose

Copyright 2017 Daisy Rose

This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental. All characters depicted in sexual acts in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older. No part in this book may be reproduced, transmitted, stored, or distributed without permission of the author or publisher.
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This is a short story featuring an alpha male dominating an innocent young woman in public with strangers watching.

It also contains voyeuristic and public humiliation, public sex, bdsm, milking, hucow, a threesome and lots of steamy scenes...

Chapters with 18+ scenes are indicated with an asterisk (*).
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​Chapter 1*: Doctor's Breast Exam
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I took an indulgently deep breath as I paused along the Bay Wharf, eager to start my new job. The wharf extended alongside the beach then further down where the earth no longer appeared above the sea. The glittering blue water of the Bay gave me a sense of comfort.

This was where cargo ships docked to load and unload cargo, but it was too early and too dark for the ships to start their journeys. I was almost an entire hour early to work, but only because I wasn't sure how bad the traffic was going to be in the morning. It turned out to be impossibly great. There were barely any cars on the road. I could already imagine all the extra time I was going to have when I didn't need to be stuck in traffic for so long.

The office building of my new employer was situated at the very end of the wharf, promising a long, peaceful walk ahead. I wondered how many weeks it would take for me to start getting tired of that long journey on my feet. Maybe when it snowed and the roads were slippery. I looked beyond the horizon at the slowly emerging sun and smiled a little. Snow didn't touch this part of the country. It was too warm for that.

The entire line of buildings down the wharf belonged to the company, but I was told that I would be reporting in with the unit at the very end. Would there be others working with me or would I have to work alone?

Would I ever get tired of walking?

Impossible. This was a million times better than being stuck in traffic.

The view of the water and sky, cruise ships and luxury houses along the beachfront accompanied me along the way. The houses belonged to the long-term employees that did a good enough job. A ripple of nervous energy fluttered in my stomach. The man who interviewed me told me that if I did well, I could be living in one of those houses. It sounded too good to be true then.

Now, it was so close that I could almost reach out and touch it.

The door was in front of me all too quickly. The nervous energy in my stomach turned into a swarm of piranhas, eating me from the inside. I swallowed the urge to throw up. This was good. Everything about this was perfect. I had my dream job at my dream location, close to the doctor who could help me with my... problem.

Speaking of which. I adjusted my black blouse over my breasts and re-did the top button again. My breasts were still restrained, but needed close monitoring nevertheless.

A few months after my eighteenth birthday, I started putting on a little weight and most of it had gone to my breasts. At first I thought it was a good thing, but when my boobs threatened to escape from my clothes at the wrong moment, it- they started being a nuisance. And then milk started coming out from them and I knew things were not good at all.

I had gone to a doctor, who had sent me to another doctor, then another, until I was finally sent to the doctor in the city, which was much too far from my workplace for it to work. Thankfully, it was only half an hour away from the Wharf and ten minutes away from my new apartment.

...

"Good morning, Doctor," I greeted, trying to sound chirpy even though I wasn't feeling particularly friendly. He was the third doctor I had been sent to in the past two weeks and I was beginning to feel like I should just accept my fate and let my body do whatever it wanted, which was to suddenly start producing milk.

I wasn't particularly prepared when I looked up and saw that the specialist was a man. Sure, the fact that his name was Doctor Denver should have been a clue, but when the last doctor sent me to an oncologist, the gender of the cancer and tumor specialist was the least of my problems.

The young man behind the desk flashed me a bright smile that went straight between my legs, awakening every nerve ending in between. I let out a breath I didn't realize I had been holding. It can't be all bad if he was smiling right?

"Good morning," he responded and gave his file a once over. "Nicky, I have good news and I have bad news, which would you like to hear first?" he asked, still with that same smile. I wondered how many women he'd banged in the office. The room was small and smelled like medicine cabinets. The door, wasn't locked but had a sign that said, "knock before entering". We had privacy.

It took a moment for me to realize he was waiting for an answer. "The bad news, I suppose?" I shrugged. It didn't matter either way and I was certain he was being altogether unprofessional by letting me choose in the first place.

"We still don't know what's wrong with you," he said. "So we're going to have to do more tests."

"And what's the good news?"

"It's not cancer or tumors," he said brightly, almost proud of the fact. Maybe he didn't get to deliver good news very often.

I felt a heavy weight lift off my shoulders. I had been stopping myself from thinking about that possibility too often, but the fear lingered in the corner of my mind. It was gone now. "If it's not cancer, then what is it?" I asked.

"It could be completely psychological," he suggested. "Have you or your partner been playing with your nipples more than usual before it happened?" he asked.

I felt blood rush to my cheeks as I giggled, then caught myself when it dawned on me that he was being serious. "What? No! There's no- I mean- I don't- I'm not-" I shook my head and stopped blabbering.

"I suppose that's a no then?" he asked.

I nodded numbly, too embarrassed for words.

"Says here you started expressing two weeks ago?" he asked, sensing my embarrassment and going for a topic that's less personal.

"Yes," I gulped.

He smiled at me encouragingly. I crossed my legs and tried to make myself more comfortable on the examination table. It was too cold and too hard for comfort. "Could you take off your shirt for me?" he asked.

I knew I had to show him my breasts eventually, but knowing that I needed to strip still didn't stop my body from heating up to his request. The doctors I had been seeing earlier were all women and even that was uncomfortable.

He looked at me expectantly and I slowly unbuttoned my shirt. The cold air in the office caused the hair on my skin to rise. I licked my lips and unhooked my bra, exposing my breasts to him. They were full and heavy, almost a little uncomfortably heavy. The lack of support made me exhale tiredly.

My nipples were engorged and pebbled, immediately hard in the cold air. He studied my breasts with a thoughtful expression and I resisted the urge to cover my breasts. There was something else in his eyes, a keen curiosity that worried me a little. The rest of the doctors had been curt, professional, and almost a little dismissive, thinking of my problem was not really a problem at all. I was just another patient they had to look at.

"You mentioned to Doctor Olivia that they've been growing?" he asked.

I nodded.

"Are they still growing, since your last visit?"

"I'm not sure," I admitted. "I got fitted last week and got a few sizes up but the bra doesn't seem to fit very well already."

"Hold on," he said, pushing away on his rolling chair. He had his back turned and was looking at something in his desk drawer. When he turned back around, he had something rope-like in his hands. "Did Doctor Olivia measure the growth?" he asked.

I shook my head.

He rubbed his chin thoughtfully. "How 'bout we start with that, hmm?" he suggested.

I nodded in agreement, berating myself silently for not having thought of that earlier. It was common sense to check if my breasts were continuing to grow. They were bound to stop growing at some point, right?

I was stunned when I felt his arms circle around me. For a moment, I thought he was giving me a hug, but he drew his hands back and I felt the measuring tape wrap around my back as he brought them under my arms. The flexible ruler tightened over my nipples and I felt a familiar throbbing between my legs. I closed my eyes and thought of anything except how good it felt to have his hands so close to my body, the tape touching my nipples.

I drew a deep, shuddering breath to focus on anything else but the way my breasts were pushed together from the tape cinching tightly.

"Have they been feeling different lately? Any sort of pain? Discomfort?" he asked.

"No," I gasped as he tightened the tape a little too much, pressing against my breasts at the nipples. I looked down and couldn't help but grow just a little bit wetter between my legs. "Do they have to be so tight, Doctor?" I pleaded.

"Oh, sorry," he said, releasing the tape. "I'll make a measurement here now and if you could just keep an eye out on your own growth daily and just record it for our next visit, that would be very helpful."

"Okay," I murmured.

He smiled and then wrote down the measurements on a piece of paper in the file. I wondered what else the other doctors had written in there. "How much milk do you think you've produced so far?" he asked.

"I'm not sure," I said honestly.

"Well, how often have you had to express?"

"Express?" I echoed numbly. The other doctors didn't ask this many questions. They pushed, prodded, put me in position for tests, and that was pretty much it.

"How often have you had to relieve yourself of the milk? They do get uncomfortable if collected for too long, right?" he asked.

I nodded, a blush forming on my cheeks. "Twice a day, " I admitted hesitantly. "Once in the morning and once at night."

He hummed and made a note of that in his file. "You didn't express this morning, did you?" he asked, looking up briefly.

"How did you know?" I couldn't help but reply in awe. I expressed once in the morning, and once more at night before I went to sleep. There wasn't time. The drive here took almost two hours long and work ended up taking longer than I expected it to. Nobody warned me that the last house we had to clean belonged to a frat.

He motioned to my breasts with a slight smirk. I glanced down and was horrified to see exactly what gave me away. A glistening droplet of cream-colored milk balanced on the tip of my right nipple, defying gravity by staying there. I ached to grasp both nipples in my fingers and squeeze the milk from my full breasts, but I didn't want to embarrass myself further.

"Are they hurting now?" he asked.

"They're a little sore," I admitted. They were actually more than a little sore, but I didn't want him to know that.

"Would you mind if I do something to relieve the soreness now?" he asked.

"W-what?" I stuttered, understanding that he was offering to milk me. I gulped, nervousness tightening my stomach. My imagination started running wild and I thought of his hands tightening on my breasts, fingers closing onto my nipples to coax milk to come out from them.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
E@@k Bundﬂ@/Ah@]@gy

Voyeun'lsm & Exh&b tionism, Domination & Submission, JBDSM





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.jpg
}Iumil.iaﬁnn ﬁltaining‘.in‘mk 1

v

Voyeutiem & Exhibitionism, Domination & SubmissiortBDSM
# /
/ " Yy





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





