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I stalked up and down the battered linoleum, my heels thudding, echoing dully off the empty classroom walls. Stacks of essays—my essays and those of my idiot classmates—leaned precariously in little towers on Harlan’s desk, some already battered around the edges by his brutal red mark-up. The whole place stank of old paper, chalk dust, and disinfectant, somehow both oppressively academic and lazily abandoned at once, like the university itself couldn’t decide if anything that happened here actually mattered.

Harlan didn’t notice, or maybe he just pretended not to. Head down, grimly efficient, he moved his massive green hands—gods, one palm could probably crush the skull of every smug little TA in this department—methodically, shuffling my latest story to the top of the pile. Ink stains on his thick fingers. Even now, hunched over those pages, he looked like less like a scholar and more like a soldier—one who’d been forced into tweed at knifepoint, then enraged by the indignity of it.

I couldn’t stop staring at the ridge of muscle flexing under the sleeve of his jacket. Or the way his broad shoulders made the small office chair creak with bitter resignation every time he shifted his weight.

Fuck. I was supposed to be angry. Not—distracted. 21 years old and I still can’t keep that straight.

“So,” I snapped, breaking the silence I’d let stretch too thin. I was pacing right there, under the burnt-out light fixture, arms crossing hard under my breasts—my blouse so tight tonight that every breath felt like I might rip the fucker straight open if I got even angrier. “You’re really going to give me a C for this. You?”

He looked up slowly. Just a flick of those yellow eyes, the irises so vivid and inhuman—hunger, flickering fire, something feral and alive under there. One twitch of his lips and the light caught on the curve of his tusks—huge, perfect, a statement in their own right. The frown that followed was pure, highbrow disappointment, though.

“You continue to ignore feedback regarding structure, Anna.” Each word deliberate, polished. “As thrilling as your plot twists are, they collapse without foundation. Paragraph five contradicts the internal logic established by—”

“Oh, save it!” My voice echoed. I barely heard it—my chest was tight, skin tingling with the high of the argument—of being seen, challenged, at last. “You’re so obsessed with your precious structure, you can’t see anything that doesn’t fit your mold. Why are you even teaching creative writing if you want robots?”

The words tumbled out, hot and reckless.

He actually set his pen down. That was new. The room seemed smaller suddenly. Quieter. I swore I could hear the low, rolling hum of his breath—heavy, unhurried, yet thrumming with something I didn’t have a name for yet.

“Discipline is not the enemy of creativity. It elevates it.” His gaze swept me, top to toe, lingering on the places where anger had bled into arousal—my nipples, hard against thin fabric, the flush on my cheeks. “You’re mistaking boundaries for chains. What you wrote was—raw, yes. But it lacks refinement.”

I laughed—too loud, a jagged edge in it. “Refinement? My God, listen to yourself, Harlan. You sound ancient. You’re not as old as you pretend—or is that just how you hide from actually feeling anything?”

That got him. His hands curled slightly, thick fingers pressing into the desk. The surface groaned. A barely-there growl rumbled from deep in his chest, gone almost before I could be sure I’d heard it.

Something thrilled in me. Dangerous, stupid, but so goddamn alive. I took a step closer, planting my hands on my hips, arching just enough that the buttons strained harder, daring him to look.

“You’re scared of what you can’t control, aren’t you?” I pressed, low and intimate now. “Every time someone writes something you can’t teach—the wild, the ugly, the—” I bit my lip, hunting for the word that would burn, “the beastly—you bury it under a D-minus or some smug little note. You’re the real coward here.”

His nostrils flared. A fine tremor ran through the line of his jaw, tusks bared for a second longer than was strictly necessary. The next words he forced out were clipped, brittle with restraint.

“The literary canon exists for a reason. Would you prefer chaos? Anarchy on the page? If you learned nothing—”

“What I’d prefer,” I spat, cutting him off, “is for you to get off your high horse and stop pretending you’re better than all this. You lecture about rules, but look at you.” I waved at him—at the sheer size of him, something animal barely chained in corduroy and tweed. “You’re all brute force—no wonder you’re terrified of creativity. It’s the only thing wilder than you are.”

I leaned forward, hands flat on the desk now, so close I could see the way the light caught flecks of gold in his eyes. My heart hammered in my ears. My thighs pressed together, which pissed me off even more—how the hell could I be this angry and this turned on?

His face—no, his whole body—had tightened. Shoulders squared, breathing heavier. The air between us was thick, sour with frustration and something like lust, neither of us ready to name it. The clock ticked on, unnoticed.

For a while, neither of us spoke. He glared—teeth on display, lips pulled back.

I broke first, but not with a whimper. I bared my own teeth, grinning mean as a devil, letting my words pierce as deep as any bite.

“You’re just a brute hiding behind books—prove me wrong if you can.”

And I waited.

He rose—slowly, deliberately. Even in silence, there was a yawn of violence, the sudden awareness of just how small I was by comparison. The sounds around us retreated. All I could hear was our breath, mine sharp, his a deep, volcanic rumble. The unspoken cracked like thunder between us.

He loomed over the desk now, casting me in shadow, that mask he wore all day slipping, replaced by something ancient, predatory, hungry.

But I didn’t back down. My body was a live wire—every nerve lit up, shuddering with desire, defiance, dread.

For a second, no one moved. Just the scent of anticipation—ink and sweat, his animal heat and my own excitement, which I couldn’t hide if I wanted to.
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Time folded in on itself. I don’t even know how long we stood there, locked in that silent standoff, breathing each other's defiance.

I could smell him—warm, sharp, a little peppery, nothing like the old man colognes the rest of the university staff swam in. This was body, sweat, and something deeper, muskier—like he belonged in another age, or maybe another world entirely. My own breath came fast, chest heaving against the last thread of self-control my blouse offered.

I yanked myself out of it by sheer force—the urge to back down almost as strong as the urge to see what happened if I kept needling him further.

“So this is your idea of feedback?” I sneered. “Stare me down and hope I’ll get scared enough to tow the line? News flash, Professor. I’ve confronted drunk football players scarier than you.”

That wasn’t exactly true, but I liked the way his eyebrows twitched—just a flick, like I’d landed a punch he didn’t expect.

He braced his fists on the desk, the battered veneer whining under his weight. For half a second, he almost smiled—a twisted, warning kind of smile that promised I’d regret this in a minute.

“I think you’re misreading the moment, Anna.” His voice actually shook, ever so slightly, but not with fear. More like the vibration in a taut rope right before it snaps. “You’re not here to intimidate anyone. I’m trying to give you the tools to be great. You come in hungry—raw talent, undeniable. But you treat structure like it’s the enemy. Like you’re above the basics, because you want everything to be wild and untamed. That’s not how greatness works.”

I rolled my eyes, tossing my hair just to show him it was wasted on me. “Yeah, I know. You think repetition and outlining and—I don’t know, fussy little rules—are what make a writer. But I see what’s really going on in here, Harlan. I see the way you look at people. The way you look at me.”

His throat worked. The movement was oddly sensual—almost convulsive, like some fight-or-flight thing that got stuck halfway. “Explain.”

I pounced on it. “You want fire, but only if you can hold the leash. Only if you aren’t the one getting burned.” I stepped closer, so the edge of his desk pressed into my thighs. “Everything about you is so... pretend. The tweed jackets, the glasses, the strictly professional scowl—”

He interrupted, lower and rougher. “My expectations of you are professional. You’re the one making—this—personal.”

“Fuck right I am.” I jabbed a finger at his chest—hard, solid muscle beneath the layers. “You act like you’re some philosopher-king, but all you really are is a big, dumb bully who got lucky enough to pick up a few books and a patina of education. Admit it—you don’t care about writing. You care about control.”

His knuckles turned white clutching the desk. The tension in him was animal, barely caged, breath huffing out in little bursts. He lifted his chin, all jaw and tusk, daring me to keep going.

“You’re no teacher,” I snarled. “Just a monster pretending. Maybe you even believe the bullshit—maybe it helps you sleep at night, right? But your rules are outdated—prehistoric, even. For all your talk, you can’t escape what you really are.”

For an instant, I thought he’d lunge at me. Instead, he just bunched his shoulders, nostrils flaring wide. The veins in his neck stood out, vivid against the dark green of his skin.

He spoke slow, each word clipped, like he could only let them out in rations or risk losing himself. “You have no idea what you’re playing with. Talent means nothing without discipline—it’s the difference between wasted potential and art. I offer a structure so your stories don’t collapse in on themselves. Or maybe you wish they would.”

“Oh, I know exactly what I’m wishing for.” My laugh was sharp, unkind. I’d never felt more alive—pushing him, pushing myself, high on it. “I wish you’d stop pretending to be civilized and admit you’re all instinct under that tweed.”

To drive the point home, I snatched one of my essays off the stack—a tremble in my hand, but I didn’t let it show—and slammed it flat on the battered wood, hard enough the papers scattered and a pen rolled off onto the floor.

The air in the room went molten. Harlan seized my wrist—skin on skin, his hand absolutely engulfing mine. He yanked me forward, sudden but controlled so I didn’t quite lose my balance. The blunt tips of his tusks brushed close, and his breath caught—heavy, animal-hot, tobacco and sweat and something richer underneath.

“Careful, girl. You’re awakening something you can’t control.”

His voice had dropped into a rumble, the threat of it vibrating straight down my spine. I shivered, but I didn’t try to pull away—if anything, I leaned closer, lips parted, pulse high and tight and frantic.

He stared down at me, yellow eyes gleaming—no pretense, no mask, just hunger and challenge glittering between us.

I met his gaze. Refused to flinch.

But god, my knees were shaking—adrenaline and desire so tangled I didn’t know where one ended and the other began.

The power of it, the rawness—I wanted to bask in it. I wanted to be destroyed by it.

He held me there, breath hot on my cheek, his grip impossible to escape. And I let him.

My heart was beating so loud it drowned out everything else.

Even my doubts.
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He didn’t give me time to reconsider—he just moved, body all lethal purpose and animal appetite.

In one impossible motion, he whipped me around and bent me over the desk. My hip hit the edge; wind left my lungs in a choked gasp as the mountain of books and stationery toppled, scattering across the floor with a sound like distant thunder. The essays, so precious half an hour ago, meant nothing now—a snowfall of white with my hair fanned on top, tangled and wild. Chalk dust rose in a lazy cloud as my palms splayed hard on the battered desktop.

He kicked my feet apart and hauled my skirt up. The fresh slap of air on my bare thighs made me gasp all over again. I braced for shame, but there was none—only heat, everywhere, pulsing between my legs and swelling in my chest, higher and higher.

Harlan loomed behind me—so big, so close I could feel the furnace of his breath washing my nape. Those enormous hands gripped my ass, thumbs digging in, splitting my cheeks so I was completely fucking exposed. Nothing delicate about it—he wanted to see all of me. Make me see what was coming.

I arched my back, wanting to give him a better look. “Come on,” I growled, voice thick, desperate—almost a sob. “Yes, Professor. Show me your beast—pound my ass like the brute you are.”

A brief second—just the throb of blood in my ears and his teeth grazing my neck, a warning. He didn’t hesitate. I heard his fly tear open, the sound savage, zipper barely surviving the pressure. The next sound—hell, I’ll never forget it—a thick, wet slap as his cock freed itself and lay heavy, dragging across my lower back.

“Oh my god.” I actually whimpered. “You—you can’t possibly fit—”

He answered with action. One hand trapping my wrists, pinning them to wood, the other guiding that hot, veined pillar up behind me. He didn’t bother with slow or gentle, not after everything I’d thrown at him. He wanted to own me—right now.

The head of it—the fat, spit-slick crown—pressed at my tight, puckered entrance, insistent and relentless. I sucked in a breath, steeling myself—

—and then he forced it inside me. Slow at first, but never uncertain. I screamed—shameless, raw, the pain blinding. I swore I’d be torn in half, but he just grunted and pressed deeper. Each thrust ground me harder against the wood, the stretch burning, then melting—god, I was wet everywhere, even here, greedier than I’d ever thought possible.

He bottomed out, hips flush with my battered ass cheeks. He ground in, grinding that monster cock as deep as it could go, splitting me wide open. My pussy fluttered, unused to being ignored, but every nerve in my body was hooked on the violation—the fullness, the absolute surrender of it. I loved it.

He started to fuck me for real—cunt and soul. Pulling almost all the way out, then slamming in with the savage authority of someone who’s waited too fucking long. I lost track of anything but the rhythm: slap, burn, slap, moan.

“Yes—you bastard, fuck me harder—wreck my ass—”

His grip bruised, tusks scraping my skin as he bent low, words like gravel in my ear.

“Good student. Take my cock deep—let it stretch you. You’re mine now. All mine.”

I screamed again—high, hoarse, nothing held back. The sound bounced off the cinder block walls and returned to me, doubled. He hammered deep, the head of his cock swelling and then thickening again, like he was fucking me with a bludgeon.

Each time he thrust, I felt him get bigger, harder—my body just barely containing the surge of him. Each time, my insides clutched at him, desperate to draw him even deeper. The line between agony and pleasure blurred, vanished. I wanted every second of this—wanted him to leave his mark on me. To fill me, break me open, drown me in his seed.

His feral groan proved he felt it too—the victory, the animal pride. He was losing himself in it, rutting like he needed this to live.

He slammed in, again and again. My ass gaped for him—raw, hungry, thrilled by the punishment.

“Cum in me,” I choked out, crazy for it, “wreck me, own me—please, Professor—”

He obliged. The telltale thickening, that final, guttural snarl—then heat, burning waves of it, flooding me so hard it splattered out around the base of his cock and oozed down the backs of my thighs. Feral, obscene, absolutely perfect.

He kept fucking through it, working every last drop into me, milking himself until I was shaking, limp, quivering against the desk.

When he finally pulled out, I felt woundless—empty and full at once, weak-legged and giddy with satisfaction. Thick globs of cum dribbled warm from my twitching asshole, sliding down until they smeared against my thighs.

I didn’t want to move. Didn’t want to lose the feeling.

Didn’t want him to stop.
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I hit the floor hard—back arched over a nest of crumpled paper and chalk dust, breath knocked out of me, thighs burning from the roughness. For a minute, I just lay there—mindless and aching, walls still echoing with the slap of skin and the animal roars we’d both made.

I barely had time to get my bearings. Harlan grabbed my knees and spread them wide, flipping me onto my back without warning. My skirt bunched up under me, ass still dripping his cum, legs splayed for him, ruined and loving it.

He knelt between my trembling thighs, breathing in the mess of my body—his seed, my sweat, the sharp perfume of my own arousal pooling under me.

There was a strange tenderness in the way he touched me now—like he wanted to savor the vulnerability, ruin me gently before taking everything I had left.

His tusked mouth lowered, lips dragging down my inner thigh, leaving streaks of sensation that bypassed my brain and went straight between my legs. One heavy hand held my hip pinned, the other pried my folds open, nothing subtle about it—he wanted all of me.

I whimpered, hips trying to rise, but his grip was absolute.

The first stroke of his tongue was rough, textured, a shock to the nerves. I threw my head back, hands digging into his hair, yanking him closer—please, please, don’t stop—

He ate me like a starving animal. Lapping and thrusting, sucking at my clit until sparks shorted out whatever was left of my higher brain functions. Each swipe of his tongue felt deeper, harder, more determined to break me down. When he eased a fat finger inside my cunt, probing the raw, desperate squeeze of my walls, I sobbed—no pride, no filter left.

“God—oh god, Professor, fuck, taste me—make me ready for your seed, I need it inside me—”

He grunted. A mix of hunger and satisfaction, the same sound he’d made when he started grading my stories—like this was his art now, and making me beg was the only critique he craved.

He shifted, tongue and tusks and all, licking up all the leaking cum from my ruined hole before working his way back to my core—cleaning what he’d spilled, owning every drop. The humiliation of it, the worship, the single-minded focus of him—it drove me wild.

He added another finger, then a third, stretching my cunt with slow, twisting pressure, his tongue never letting up, suction on my clit burning like fire. By the time he finally pulled away, my whole body was a live wire, nerves snapping and sparking, my hips rolling up desperate for more.

He rose over me—cock hard again, glistening and vivid. I needed it so badly it hurt. All the fight was gone; all I wanted was to be filled, to feel him pump me full and mark me as his.

“You’re so powerful, Harlan—own my pussy like you own my mind. Please, fuck me, fill me—give me your seed. Breed me.”

He didn’t make me ask twice.

He speared into me in one stroke, burying his cock to the hilt, so deep I thought I’d dissolve. There was no room, no space for anything but him—every inch gave way, stretched, welcomed the thickness with a gush of slick heat.

He set a brutal rhythm, pounding hard, thrust after thrust, balls slapping and cock bulging inside me. Each time he bottomed out I saw stars, my clit throbbing, every wall contracted around the brutal stretch of his shaft. I wanted it—I needed the helpless surrender, to be used and filled and left sobbing.

He bent over me, tusks nipping my jaw as his body commanded mine, rutting deep.

“Good girl. Take my cock. You’re meant to be used. Let me breed you. You’re my vessel now.”

I screamed, cunt spasming around him, milking his cock as my orgasm ripped through me—whiteout, blinding. I shattered, trembling and slick, crushed under wave after wave of helpless, hungry pleasure.

Harlan didn’t slow down. He fucked right through my climax, savoring every twitch, hammering against my cervix with the promise of another load.

And then—he came. With a roar, cock spurting thick, hot seed deep inside, painting every inch of my cunt, the volume so much it splashed back out around the base of his shaft and ran down my ass.

I arched, delirious, barely able to breathe, voice nothing but husk.

“Breed me, fill me up—I’m your vessel now...”

He pumped every last drop into me, slow then shuddering, until I was gushing his cum, soaking the floor and my thighs. I was quivering, mind blown open, tears streaking my temples from the sheer release.

All I could do was open for him, lost in ecstasy, whispering how much I needed more.
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Minutes, maybe hours passed. Time didn’t matter anymore—not when my whole world was sweat, seed, and the slow, molten ache of satisfaction.

At some point, I found myself perched on his lap—sprawled across the old, battered chair, the mess of papers and pens on the desk a paltry reminder of what my life had been before tonight.

Harlan barely fit in that seat to begin with. Now, with my legs straddling those tree-trunk thighs, my body still dripping from his last orgasm, I felt tiny—delicate, breakable, and utterly owned.

His cock was still inside me. Even softening, it was massive, holding me open and leaking steadily into my battered, eager cunt. Each shift sent a fresh squirt of sticky wetness around the base, warming my skin, my insides.

I reached for some of the essays from the floor, aware of how ridiculous I must look—shirt ripped and gaping, tits nearly spilling out, my skirt ruched to my waist. I pretended to focus on the pages, pen in shaky hand, but every time I rocked back, I clenched around him, a greedy little moan threatening to slip free.

Harlan knew what he was doing. He ground up into me, careful but insistent, just enough friction to keep me on edge every second. He watched me work, one arm wrapped around my middle like a shackle, the other hand free to tease my nipples, palm so broad it covered half my chest.

I liked being held that way. Liked the way my mind emptied out—no more debate, no more war, just a steady pulse of pleasure and belonging.

“Stay inside me, Professor—your cock feels so right while I work, keep me bred...”

My voice didn’t sound like mine. Didn’t sound like anyone’s. It was low and loose, full of tangled need, happy to just drift and melt for him.

He nuzzled my neck, tusks grazing my jaw, breathing hot and heavy against my skin.

“You take it so well,” he rumbled, words like thunder. “My perfect student—look at you, so eager, so messy. All filled up and still hungry for more.”

I blushed, arching into his touch. I pretended to make a note on a paper, but really, I just wanted to feel every inch of him pressing deeper.

He started to move in me for real again—steady, slow thrusts, so deep I gasped. The friction was perfect, slick and obscene, every push forcing my clit to grind against his base. I couldn’t focus on the work anymore, only on the rhythm, the need building with every motion.

He cupped my breast, kneading it, thumb teasing my nipple until I cried out, shaking under the pressure. His cock swelled again, relentless, and I felt another orgasm simmering—lazy, drawn-out, delicious.

I didn’t care who heard us now. I wanted the whole world to know I was being fucked like this—used as his fucktoy while I did my work, body made for it.

He flexed inside me, wrapping both arms around my waist now, picking me up to bounce on his cock.

“Want more?” he growled.

“Yes—please. Don’t stop. I want it all. I want your cum—mark me, fill me again, Professor, I need it so bad—”

He bit my shoulder, hot and careful, just enough to make me jerk. The pressure inside me grew and grew, every thrust ratcheting me higher.

And then he came—another torrent, pumping right against my cervix, so much it gushed back out around his dick. It pulsed through me, thick and endless, liquid ownership.

I almost collapsed, twitching and trembling. Blood rushed in my ears, stars spinning behind my eyelids. I whimpered, dizzy.

“Yes, cum again—I’m yours forever...”

He held me tight, strings of seed leaking out and staining my thighs, down to my knees. I couldn’t move, didn’t want to. Could’ve stayed like this forever—his prize, his vessel, ruined and perfect for him.

The essays were forgotten. The lesson was over.

I was his now.
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	          Passed Around and Bred in Centaur Prison

          
        
          
	          Fertility Toy to the Orc Horde

          
        
          
	          Impregnated by The Alien Hive

          
        
          
	          Bred in Divine Light by The Orc Warlord

          
        
          
	          The Milking Hive: A Monster Lactation Collection

          
        
          
	          Bred By The Bearman’s Primal Urge

          
        
          
	          Claimed at the Vampire Orgy

          
        
          
	          Interstellar Breeding With The Alien Queen

          
        
          
	          Ravished by the Fungal Trinity

          
        
          
	          Embrace of the Hive Queen

          
        
          
	          Wrecked and Knotted by The Goblin King

          
        
          
	          Knot Breeding: An Orc Inside Me

          
        
          
	          My Orc Groundskeeper Planted His Seed In All Of Us!

          
        
          
	          Stretched and Bred in The Arena by The Orc Bull

          
        
          
	          Sucked Dry by My Vampire Boyfriend

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Ghoulgasms

          
        
          
	          Space Sluts!

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Ghoulgasms FR

          
        
          
	          La Semence de la Jeune Sorcière

          
        
          
	          Le Tentacule du Motel Maudit

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Minotaur Erotica

          
        
          
	          Bred by The Minotaur Warrior

          
        
          
	          Bred on the Stone by the Minotaur Guard

          
        
          
	          Bred by the Beast of the Labyrinth

          
        
          
	          Milked for Breeding by The Minotaur Doctor

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Orcish Smut

          
        
          
	          A+ in Breeding with The Orc Teacher

          
        
          
	          Cheerleader to The Orc Breeding Squad

          
        
          
	          Ruined by My Orc Accountant

          
        
          
	          Stretching to Take My Orc Daddy

          
        
          
	          Taming Orcs Through Good Breeding

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Paranormales Deutschland

          
        
          
	          Interstellare Fortpflanzung mit der Alien-Königin

          
        
          
	          Von den Pilzen in meiner Unterhose gezüchtet

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Paranormal Free Use

          
        
          
	          The Orc's Free Use Maid

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Rear Entry: Paranormal Backdoor Encounters

          
        
          
	          Possessed Through My Backdoor

          
        
          
	          Stuffed by the Sasquatch’s Shaft

          
        
          
	          The Familiar’s Knot, the Mage’s Moan

          
        
          
	          The Sigil Inside Me

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Succubus University Lessons

          
        
          
	          Succubus University: Overstimulation and Advanced Cum Production

          
        
          
	          Succubus University: The Headmistress's Milk and Meetings

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Forest's Claim

          
        
          
	          Bred by the BDSM Bearman

          
        
          
	          Claimed by the Wolf God

          
        
          
	          The Stagman's Seed

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Yeti Smut

          
        
          
	          Claimed in the Cold: A Monster Breeding Winter Bundle

          
        
          
	          Cum Dump for the Yeti's Seed

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Knotted by my Shifter Professor

          
        
          
	          Bred Beneath the Bone Warden: A Monster Breeding Short

          
        
          
	          Knotted by the Frosthorn

          
        
          
	          Taken by the Forest Stag

          
        
          
	          Bitten by my Alpha Professors

          
        
          
	          Bred by the Briarhold Bulls

          
        
          
	          Breed Me Like the Easter Bunny

          
        
          
	          My Toy Came Alive and Now She Wants Me

          
        
          
	          Purified on His Power Blade

          
        
          
	          The Soap Slime Wants Me Pregnant

          
        
          
	          Stuffed by The Slime King

          
        
          
	          The Cowherd's Rut

          
        
          
	          Omega Captive in the Orc Horde’s Camp

          
        
          
	          Claimed & Bred: A Monster Erotica Collection of Primal Desires

          
        
          
	          Bred by the Yeti Gang

          
        
          
	          Succubus-Universität: Überstimulation und fortgeschrittene Spermaproduktion

          
        
          
	          Seeded by the Orc Warlord

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mare for the Orc Warriors

          
        
          
	          Free Use For My Orc Bull

          
        
          
	          Stowed Away With Horny Orc Pirates

          
        
          
	          The Orcs Paid Their Tab By Breeding Me

          
        
          
	          Orc Trainer's Free Use Gym Slut: Bred Hard After Every Set

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Sara Goodhead’s site.
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