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"Tell me, Anita," he walked around the table and stood in front of me. He was a good head taller and much bigger. 

I gulped. 

"Why are you dressed like this?" he asked. "Were you hoping that dressing provocatively would give you an advantage?"  

"Sir?" I started. 

Before I could react, he had his arms around me and was grabbing my buttocks. 

I yelped, trying to get him to let go of me, but he was much stronger.

"I wonder if you are wet, Anita. Are you wet?" he asked, massaging my ass with his expert hands. His palms were big enough to cover my butt cheeks completely. He pulled my shorts and fisted them, tugging them until they were folded against my butt crack. 

"No underwear," he said with a hint of satisfaction. 

"I can explain," I said hastily, still trying to push him away to no avail. 

My pussy throbbed as the shorts rubbed against my clit and I leaned against him unconsciously, body reacting in a way that was completely beyond my control. 

The sensation of having my shorts pulled upwards and rubbing against my clit made me arc my back and call out his name. I had only just had sex for the first time and now my professor was feeling me up in the middle of the teacher's lounge. 

From the corner of my eyes, I saw that we were not truly alone. There were two other professors with us. Professor Tony and Professor Joseph. They were both foreign and had dark skin. And neither of them were stopping Professor Andres. Instead, they stood a little distance away and were watching with eager eyes. 

Why weren't they stopping Professor Andres? 

"How can you explain why your pussy is dripping wet, Anita?" he asked. With one swift movement, his fingers cupped my throbbing folds and he forced two fingers up my hole. 
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​​"There is a dungeon hidden beneath the castle where women are treated as playthings... humiliated in ways an innocent little thing like you cannot possibly begin to imagine," he said with a wicked grin that did not reach his eyes. 

"I am not a child, Victor," I said through clenched teeth, more than a little annoyed that this stranger was judging me without knowing anything about me. 

"Of course not, but there are things that happen in the dungeon that will make you question a lot of things," he said. 

"What kind of things?" I asked, curious despite my apprehension to show him that he was right in guessing my lack of experience regarding sex. I wasn't completely innocent but every time a topic that had to do with sex came up, I would blush and turn away. 

"What do you mean what kind of things?" he asked. 

"What do you use?" I asked. 

"Hmm? What do we use? Ropes, whips, handcuffs, blindfolds, clamps," he shrugged. "Anything that can be fitted inside a woman's-" he stopped and turned to me. "Oh, are you blushing already? Come now, wouldn't you like to have a look?" 

My cheeks flamed red and I turned to stare at him incredulously. "I'm here to work, Victor, not to check out some kinky dungeon," I said. 

"Yes, but you do have to check everything, don't you?" 

I continued gaping at him, a burning sensation tumbling in my belly. "Yes, but-" 

"There is an event tonight," he said. "You should have a look," he suggested.

I looked at him blankly. 

Was he asking me to go to the dungeon with him? Was it some sort of innuendo?

"What... What do I need to do?" I swallowed, suddenly nervous. 

I sounded feeble and weak. 

"Submit," he said with a grin that scared me. 
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"Mrs. Joy," he said, opening the door forcibly and walking inside despite my protests. "Your ex-husband owes as a hundred grand and I intend to collect." 

I gaped at him, opening and closing my mouth a few times. "A hundred grand?" I choked. "What kind of idiot would lend him that much money?!" I gasped before I could take it back. My blood ran cold as I waited for his response. 

He had made himself comfortable on my couch. The rain had misted the window completely, blocking the view of my neighbors. I closed the door quietly behind me.  

He chuckled low, "Yes. I assure you. That 'idiot' has been properly dealt with." 

I kept my mouth shut. 

"Mrs. Joy, I do intend to collect. Since Mr. Joy is not around, I'll collect from you," he said. 

"Please stop calling me Mrs. Joy," I said. At his curious look, I added, "My name's Alice."

He interlinked his fingers and turned his dark eyes at me, his expression carrying none of the mirth earlier. "Now, you could continue working eighteen hour days for the rest of your life to pay off your husband - sorry - ex-husband's debt. Or you could come with me and settle the debt another way... Who knows, this might actually be fun for you." 

"What other way?" I eyed him suspiciously, distrustful for good reason. My phone sat in the table between us and I wondered if I needed to call the police. 

He grinned then, a cruel, slightly sadistic grin that sent shivers down my spine and solidified my thought that I wouldn't want to get on his bad side. "Why don't you come and find out?" he asked. 

"I'd much rather not," I responded without thinking.  

"Alice," he said standing up, towering over me easily as he stood in front of me. I leaned so far back against the couch that I wondered if it was going to swallow me whole. "Alice, you seem to think this is some sort of discussion. I'm offering you a way out of paying a hundred thousand dollars and possible earn a little more." 

I had a fleeting thought of being caught in the airport with a luggage filled with illegal goods and shuddered. "When Mr. Joy comes back, I'll let him know he has to pay you," I tried again, choosing to stay strong despite the fact that he was radiating danger. Maybe I just didn't care anymore. 

"I'm willing to bet you will be changing your mind real soon, Mrs. Joy," he growled, leaning down so that his eyes met mine and our breathes mixed together. Our lips parted and we breathed each other's air. For a moment, I wondered if he was going to kiss me. It was absurd. 

"Keep your distance, Nick," I said with as much venom as I can muster. He was intimidating, his strong arms on either side of my head, trapping me in my seat. 

"Why?" he asked. "You smell like sex," he inhaled deeply. 

My face flamed red. He licked his lips, darkening the soft red with saliva, and dipped his head to mine, kissing me gently at first, then harder, sucking my lower lip into his mouth and sucking hard.  

The earth stopped spinning and shockwaves of pleasure rode down my body, tingling down my breasts to the warm, growing wetness between my legs until I was moaning into his kiss, dissolving into the pleasure that he promised wordlessly. 
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(Exhibitionism, Foursome, Humiliation)

Daisy Rose

Twenty-year-old Anita Meyer has been the perfect student her whole life. So when she misses an exam that accounts for half of her grade, she is willing to do anything to make up for it.

There's only one problem. Professor Andres Keon isn't one to bend his rules so easily...  The domineering older man thinks everything needs to be earned. But after he lays eyes on her, he decides to give her a chance... if she is willing to submit.

Just how far is she willing to go to ace a class? Will she let him and his friends have his way with her?

​​​

[image: C:\Users\User\Documents\Miscellanous Writing\Kindle\Covers\PUBLISHED COVERS\Public Submission 7 Student.jpg]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​First Time

[image: ]




"What do you think about this?" I asked as I handed Peter my job application. 

He frowned as he took the sheet of paper from my palm. I blushed when our fingers touched, but he didn't react at all. It was hopeless. I was hopeless. It wasn't as if I wanted him to hold my hands and suddenly declare his love for me... but that would be a nice start. 

Having him in my room was a dream come true. When my friend 'accidentally' announced to him that I was applying for a job where he worked, he offered his assistance without hesitation.

And now, the object of my lust was in my room. My room. I couldn't stop imagining him naked on my bed. On top of me, groaning my name as he-

"Hmm..." he turned to me and smiled when he reached something in the paper that tickled him. 

The air in my room suddenly didn't have nearly enough oxygen.  

His perfect, kissable lips moved soundlessly and his blue eyes focused back onto the single-paged cover letter. Locks of soft, light brown hair tumbled over his forehead to his wire-rimmed spectacles. 

The sweet heat between my legs throbbed and I crossed my legs in a feeble attempt to hide how much being close to him was affecting me. 

The white collar of his shirt was white and even brighter due to the black blazer he wore over it. He dropped by right after dinner and still smelled slightly of cologne. I wondered who he had dinner with.

I had the air conditioning turned down but it wasn't helping the heat I was radiating. 

I hope he wouldn't notice how incredibly warm I felt. 

His skin glowed with good health and he sported a tan from the summer heat. Even as he stood immobile beside my study table, he held himself with an easy, dangerous grace of a basketball player who was used to getting into fights with men bigger than himself. 

Peter could have made a career out of the sport but his parents passed away while he was in university and without someone to support his siblings, he took over without hesitation. It was admirable, if not a little sad. He managed to find a job straight away as a packer in a makeup company. It wasn't a surprise that the company moved him from manufacturing to sales almost immediately. He was now the head of the marketing department. 

When he moved into the house next door three years ago, I didn't realize the debilitated house had a new occupant until I saw him walking out of the showers. He looked like some sort of sex god, water dripping down his body to create a luminescence about him. 

My face burned red from the memory and when he turned to me, I was not prepared to have his full attention on my blushing face. 

"It's not bad," he said with a lopsided smile that melted my heart immediately. 

Stay cool, Anita. I'm not eighteen anymore.  

"Do you think there's something I need to change about it?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. 

The air conditioning fan blew downwards, bathing me in a cool gust of air that went straight between my cleavage where a trickle of sweat had disappeared into.

My friend had thrown together the most non-slutty sexy outfit I owned, which was basically a black tank top and a pair of shorts that barely covered my crotch. I wasn't even wearing a bra. Or panties. 

His eyes focused on me. He had an intensity about him that took my breath away. 

I gulped. 

It was hard to not hyperventilate when he looked at me like that. 

The short top hugged my curves tightly, pushing my breasts together and stretching the material so much that even the little bumps around my nipples were noticeable. 

It was unfair how calm he was whereas my heart was thumping so rapidly against my chest I was afraid it would burst through my rib cage. I rubbed my palms on my shorts, feeling the fabric rub against my throbbing clit.

"I think everything is quite perfect," he said. "Perhaps you could add something about your hobbies and personal interests so that the hiring department would see you more as a person and less as a perfectly oiled machine?" 

I laughed nervously, twirling my hair in my fingers as I tried not to throw myself at him. It took a moment for my brain to catch up with the words coming from his lips and a little longer still to come up with a response. "That sounds good," I said. 

"Whew, is it hot in here or what?" I exclaimed suddenly, feeling the air grow heavy. I walked to the remote and turned on the fan to maximum before sitting down on the bed. 

His eyes darkened slightly and his gaze trailed down my neck towards my cleavage. I gulped, my breathing growing heavy as I fought to introduce air into my lungs. 

"It's pretty hot in here," he agreed, unbuttoning his blazer and taking it off. 

His muscles were delectable. I inhaled the sight of his perfect body as he sat down in the chair that I had just vacated. The white button-up shirt left nothing to the imagination. Small perky nipples pushed against the fabric and his firm muscles and six-packs were obvious behind the thin material. 

I tried not to pass out from the sight alone. It was unfair how hot he was. 

"So I should tell them more about myself?" I asked even though I already knew what the answer was. I just wanted to hear his voice. 

He had a deep baritone voice that vibrated through my bones and awakened all the nerve endings in my body. 

"Yes. Show them who you are," he said, sounding a million miles away, his eyes glued to the sweet heat between my legs. 

I pulled my feet up and wrapped my arms around my knees, knowing that my pants were short and baggy enough for him to see exactly how naked I was underneath. 

All semblance of thought left him immediately and he stopped talking. 

"Peter?" I inquired, trying to get his attention back. "You mean to show more of myself to them, then?" I licked my lips and felt a tingle in my core as his eyes followed the movement of my tongue. 

"Yes," he half-groaned, adjusting his position on the seat as if uncomfortable. 

"Show me," I said, opening my legs wide and patting empty spot on the bed.  

He looked visibly uncomfortable, beads of sweat forming on his forehead. His eyes lingered on the throbbing core barely hidden by my pants and his fingers were shaking slightly as he lowered my application paper between my legs, just a little above my pussy. 

I bit my lip. "I don't think it can fit, Peter," I said. I grinned inwardly while watching him struggle to maintain composure. "It's already quite full," I leaned forward as I spoke, giving him an eyeful of my breasts as I did so. 

A frown formed on his face. 

"It'll be a tight fit, but I think I can manage..." he said, licking his lips. 

There was no mistaking what he was talking about. 

"I- Peter-" he was leaning towards me at a speed that was both too quick and too slow. His breath was warm against my skin and his eyes were an intense blue that shone with desire. 

Our lips were barely an inch apart. I parted my lips willingly, anticipating the sensation of his soft lips on mine. Except it never came. 

Instead, he pulled my wrists over my head and twisted me around in bed so that my face was pushed against the pillow. 

"You've been a bad girl, Anita," his voice threatening and I found myself fearful of this strange man in my house. My mind was reeling. He had a wicked smile on his face that I had never seen before. 

"Peter?" I whimpered, feeling utterly confused. 

I felt the bed shift as he put his weight on it, leaning over so that he was pushing my hands over my head and using his other hand to feel the small of my back. My skin burned where he touched me. The fabric was thin enough that I could feel his warm fingers on my back, pressing inwards just so slightly. 

"Have you been a bad girl, Anita?" he asked. 

I shook my head, tears filling my eyes from the confusing situation I had gotten myself into. "What're you doing, Peter? Let me go," I pulled against him, trying to get free but he pushed me down with terrifying ease. 

"Don't you want this?" he asked, his voice such a deep threatening growl that I couldn't help but be aroused by it. 

Yes! a part of me screamed. Yes! I want this more than anything! Take me! Another more rational part of me told me I was dreaming because there was no way my nice next door neighbor Peter would be pinning me onto my bed. 

"I don't know," I mumbled honestly, feeling a whirlpool of sensations in my mind and in my body. 

"Tell me what you want," he said, his lips so close to my ears that his breath chilled me despite its warmth. 

"I want you," I murmured, heat rushing to my cheeks. 

"Then trust me," he said, enunciating every syllable like a promise of pleasures ahead.

He had complete control of the situation. His hold on me relaxed as I stopped struggling against him and his hand on the small of my back moved lower, slipping easily into my baggy shorts. 

I gasped as he gave my buttocks a firm squeeze before moving further down. Blood rushed to my nether regions and I squeezed my legs together. I was terrified that he would find how wet I had gotten from just being close to him. 

"Please-" I whimpered, closing my eyes tight. 

He stopped. "Do you want me to continue?" he asked, letting go of me abruptly. The sudden lost of his warmth on my body made me regret opening my mouth in the first place..

He looked at me quizzically and frowned. "Have you done this before, Anita?" he asked. 

I shook my head. "I've never had sex before if that's what you're asking," I murmured, suddenly shy again. 

"Then we should do this right," he said, fingers touching the burning inside of my thigh and slowly moving upwards until they were under my pants. He pried my legs open slowly as I sat with my back against the wall on the bed. 

He stood at the edge of the bed, his hands buried under my pants, fingers teasing just a little beyond the trembling core there. 

"You aren't wearing any panties, Anita," he said. 

I bit my bottom lip, too ashamed to answer. 

"Ahh!" I gasped as his fingers touched my throbbing pussy. "Peter, ahh..." I choked, voice trembling. 

"I'm going to take your pants off, okay?" he asked. 

"Okay," I breathed, eyes wide as he pulled his fingers from under my pants. Expert fingers slipped past the hem of my pants and pulled downwards, exposing my lower body to him completely. 

The cold air tickled my throbbing, burning clit. 

His warm hands eased my legs open and he grinned as he took in the sight of my throbbing folds. 

My cheeks flamed red as he continued to stare at my naked pussy for an uncomfortably long time.

"Do I look weird?" I wanted to know. My twin lips were a little engorged and looked a shade closer to brown than pink. I wasn't sure if all women's pussy looked the same. 

"You look beautiful," he said, fingers massaging my inner thighs slowly until he was so close to touching my burning moistness. "Hold your legs open for me," he instructed. 

I grabbed my knees and kept my legs wide open for him. 

Satisfied by my instant compliance, he grinned and parted my folds with his fingers, opening me wide. 

The air conditioning blew towards us again and I shivered as the cold air touched beyond my folds. A solitary finger delved into my hole. All the while, he maintained steady eye contact with me. I was certain that my heart would explode from how fast it was going. 

My breathing grew heavy, my chest lifting and relaxing in quick bursts.

"Relax," he murmured, breathing in deeply to show me how inhaling air into my lungs should be done. 

I drew a shuddering breath in. 

"Good," he smiled at me. It was all I could do to not hyperventilate. 

His finger moved inside me, exploring my innermost secrets... it felt so much better than touching myself. I moaned, my mind falling into an abyss of bliss. His finger moved in an out of me and my lips parted as soft moans escaped my throat. I watched, mesmerized as his finger disappeared inside me over and over. 

Then, he pushed a second finger inside me and I started writhing wantonly, holding onto my legs and fighting not to close them together. The sensation of being stretched to fit his two fingers was odd and intensely satisfying. 

"I've wanted you the moment I saw you," he said, pushing his two fingers slowly inside me and pulling back out. 

I was lost in the sea of bliss as I gyrated against his fingers, arching my hips upwards to meet his hand so I could feel more of him inside me. 

He held me down with his other hand, pushing me against the wall with his hand on my belly. My heart raced. 

Without warning, he pulled my tank top down and my breasts spilled out from them. My tank top pushed against the curve of my breasts, making me seem insanely obscene. I gasped as he cupped my breast and teased my nipple, all the while stimulating my pussy. 
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