
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Domination 6: Beach Surrender

        

        
        
          Domination, Volume 6

        

        
        
          Daisy Rose

        

        
          Published by Daisy Rose, 2017.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DOMINATION 6: BEACH SURRENDER

    

    
      First edition. May 6, 2017.

      Copyright © 2017 Daisy Rose.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1370195169

    

    
    
      Written by Daisy Rose.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Look Inside

[image: ]




Carlos's finger inside me curved and I bit back a moan as pleasure jolted up my spine. Every nerve ending in my body was on fire. 

My grip on his wrist tightened and I fought the urge to cry out. I was wearing a tight black dress that showed just how aroused I was. My nipples were perky and aching for his touch. 

As if he could read my mind, he reached around with his other hand and cupped my breast. His thumb brushed over the tip of my nipple and I cried out then, unable to keep quiet for any longer. 

I was beginning to pant with the intensity of the sensations that wrecked havoc through my body. He licked his lips. I glanced between my legs and wasn't surprised to see that he was as hard for me as I was aroused for him. 

The man beside me stirred again and I clamped my free hand over my mouth, swallowing all the noises that threatened to escape my lips. The tight dress was bunched up at my waist. My buttocks were cold against the seat. 

His smirk was nothing short of evil. "Are you enjoying the flight?" he asked. His fingers inside me splayed open, stretching and widening my hole. His thumb brushed against my engorged clit, sending jolt after jolt of pure, unadulterated pleasure through my body. With his free hand, he pulled my dress even further up, exposing me all the way up to my belly. Even the blanket couldn't hide how naked I was now. 

"Someone will see!" I gasped in a panicked whisper. I gasped and held onto his wrist with both hands. His muscles bulged as he fought to keep me from pulling his arm away. 

An audible gasp came from beside me and I turned to the man in surprise. He was wide awake and staring at me. The black man looked to be in his early twenties, maybe a little older than me. Despite how dark his skin was, I could see a blush form on his cheeks as he stared, mesmerized.  

To my horror, Carlos turned to him and asked, "Why don't you have a go?" 

The man was all-too-eager to join in. His dark hand slipped under the blanket, dragging it down enough to reveal the creamy flesh of my inner thighs. My bottom half was exposed, cold air from the air conditioning in the flight cold against my pulsating pussy. 

I panicked a little, squirming and writhing a little. Both men moved at once, each holding onto my arm to keep my from moving whilst they explored my pulsating pussy. A part of me loved that I could see my own pussy better now as both men felt my wet lips with their fingers. Carlos's tanned fingers slipped into my folds just as the stranger's dark finger joined him. 

I threw my head back and moaned, unable to help myself as the two men pumped their fingers in and out of me. 

My nipples perked under my tight dress. My entire body shuddered when their fingers went into my folds simultaneously, spreading me wide. The more I moved around, the better it felt. Then, Carlos pulled his soaked finger from my pussy and turned to address the air steward, who was staring at us with his eyes wide. 

"Here's you glass," he said, handing Carlos a glass of ice. I swallowed the lump in my throat and an apology came to my lips. Instead of saying sorry, a moan left my lips and I flushed crimson from embarrassment, the redness on my cheeks, neck and chest burning up. 

The sensations on my body felt divine. 

"Circle the ice on her breast," Carlos offered the cup back to the air steward. 
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I licked my upper lip and tried to hide the desire dancing across my eyes as I stared at the way the professor ran his hand across the blackboard, writing equations that made no sense whatsoever to me. Professor Carlos Carpenter was the youngest professor in the University with a tenure and deservedly so. He was driven and intelligent, with two PhD's under his belt at the young age of thirty two.  

He was teaching biochemistry, a subject which meant absolutely nothing to me. This was a problem considering the finals was coming up in a few weeks. I was guaranteed a fail. I probably had to drop the class and take another, but I wasn't too worried about that. I only took up the class because of how sexy the professor looked in his profile picture, something that he was all too aware of. 

The smooth muscles on his arm rippled as he wrote another equation on the board, then stepped back to explain it. He had a voice that demanded attention. I was too busy staring at his body to pay attention to the actual words leaving his lips.

His square rimmed glasses add a sort of kindness to his gaze that I knew to be absolutely fake. He was the harshest man I knew. I wondered how his fingers would feel on the small of my back, moving lower and lower until he was cupping the flesh of my bottom. The contrast between his dark ebony skin and my pale while would be hot though! My roommate accused me of having a thing for black guys. If she knew about my relationship with her biochemistry professor, she would flip out. 

I grinned at the thought. Pity she could never know. If anyone found out I was seeing my professor, both of us would be in huge trouble. 

He interlocked his lithe fingers firmly together and stared at us. He had probably asked a question. Nobody volunteered to answer whatever it was he was asking. 

I tried to make myself smaller so he wouldn't think of asking me, but it was like he wanted to humiliate me. 

"Callie, would you like to give this a try?" he asked. 

I stood up and wiped my sweating, clammy palms on my skirt. "I haven't a clue, sir," I said, and then sat back down.

"Perhaps you should come to my office after class," he said. I nodded and swallowed the lump in my throat. 

"Of course, professor," I said, ignoring the wide-eyed-looks from my course-mates. His after-hours office sessions were things of legend. Grown men and women emerge from them in tears and start questioning their self-worth. Students needed to go to counseling after attending his office hours. I heard some even quit drinking and partying altogether. 

He nodded curtly, then asked someone else, someone more capable, to answer the question. 

My sessions were very different compared to my course mates. I attended most of them naked, for one. I sighed and my mind wandered back to attending in the office. The feeling of helplessness engulfed me as my wrists and ankles were tied firmly to the legs of his table. 

"It's still office hours. What if someone comes in?" I murmured, trying to hide the panic from my voice. 

The older man's hands cupped my breasts and he held them tightly, as if trying to mold them. I bit back a moan. It was impossible to stop my body from reacting to his touching. Against my wishes, my body started arching towards him instead of away from him. 

The corner of his lips curved upwards into a cruel snarl. "Then I would invite them to join us," he said. 

His fingers went further down until he was touching the outline of my panties. Then, he bent down to open the drawer. The solid wooden drawers shook as he pushed it close. 

The metallic scissors in his hands glinted in the florescent office light as he held it up. 

"These are my favorite pair," I whined. 

I gasped when he grabbed my panties and pulled it up. The smooth fabric brushed against my shaved pussy, rubbing against my clit. I arched my back. "Oh! Oh!" I cried out, my hands grasping the ropes keeping me bound. 

My mind reeled and I tried to keep more loud noises from escaping my lips. The walls were far from soundproof, though most of the other professors had headed home already. It was pretty late. 

My feeble attempt to keep silent went out the window when he tugged my panties upwards until I was arching upwards, my buttocks barely touching the table. 

"Oh! Professor Carlos! Oh!" I gasped, feeling my body heat up with lust. 

"Shh..." he leaned down so that his lips were close to my ear, his hot breath sending cold shivers through my skin, jolting all my nerve endings awake. 

"Ahh..." I moaned, unable to string together a coherent sentence. "I've never-" I started. "I've never-" 

"Shh..." he released the panties and his fingers slipped past them into my pulsating lips. "You're so wet," his voice growled into my ear as his fingers pushed and probed my sensitive folds. 

"I'm- ahh..." I murmured, my face burning with shame. I had lied to him about being experienced in sex. I shouldn't have lied. He had warned me about lying. There will always be repercussions. Every time I told him I was ready, he assured me I was not. I lost the chance over and over again to set things straight and it was too late to tell him that I was a virgin. Especially not when I was bound to his desk, helpless to do anything but moan.  

His fingers delved beyond my folds and I whimpered as my walls stretched open. 

"Do you want more, Callie?" he asked, sliding a second finger into my hole. My hips started moving on their own, reacting to his fingers. I wanted to feel more of him inside me to quench a wordless desire inside me. 

"Do you?" he asked, his fingers pulling out to touch my throbbing clit. 

"Oh!" I gasped, my knees weakening. Jolts of pleasure shuddered up my spine and I couldn't think of anything else beyond how deliriously good it felt to have his hand on my clit, rubbing it. 
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