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Chapter 1



Luna 

I sense someone watching me as I make my way through the corridor to my classroom. A shiver runs down my back, pooling at the base of my spine in a lake of fear. My nipples harden under my chest, poking through my bra.

Being watched like I’m prey has me feeling tingly between my thighs. Especially since the one watching me is my bully.

From the corner of my eye, I see the big, lone figure of Mason Turner advancing on me.

My animal instincts warn me to run as fast as I can, but my rational mind keeps my feet rooted to the ground.

If I run, there’ll be consequences.  

Mason is the richest guy in our college. His parents are big donors to the college. Not only that, he started his own business in freshman year which nets him millions of dollars. Go figure.

My pulse skitters as his heavy footsteps reverberate in my ears.

Close. Closer. Too close. 

In a flash, his hand clamps around my waist, drawing my body to his, drenching my senses in warm, sandalwood perfume and thick heat that has my throat going dry.

“Little dove, I missed you. Had fun on the weekend?” Mason whispers into my ear in his raspy voice. His smile is sadistic like a cat dripping blood from its teeth right after it ate a bird. I wish I didn’t identify so much with the bird in the scenario but he even calls me his little dove so I guess that’s me in the scenario.

I tilt my head upward, clutching my books close to my chest. My breasts are full and heavy from milk. And they’re shivering at Mason’s touch, so close to leaking. It’d be a disaster if my bully found out about the fact that I’m lactating. He’d tease me mercilessly. Especially since it’s a rare medical problem that not even doctors can diagnose the cause of.

“I have class right now,” I reply curtly.

“So do I,” he says. “In fact, we’re in the same class.”

His hand winds tighter around my waist. His hips are smooshing into mine and the sensation of intimacy heats my core.  

I hate my heartbeat for jumping for my bully. Mason was blessed by God in every single way. Not only is he tall with a thick head of sandy blonde hair, but his face is a work of art, too. Chiseled jaw and cheekbones. Bitter blue eyes that promise pain. A nose that could belong to an aristocrat in a period drama. The worst part is that he doesn’t take his natural gifts for granted—Mason Turner works out to maintain his physique.

I squirm, adjusting myself. God, I need to use the bathroom quickly. Get my tits milked before they embarrass me.

“Listen, I need to pee,” I say trying to force my way out of his grip. “I’ll see you in class?”

“I’ll be waiting.” Mason’s hand drifts upward, skimming over the side of my boobs. My breasts have gotten huge since I started mysteriously lactating. I’m a DD now when I used to be a B-cup before.

I squeeze my thighs together as heat slithers into my belly from the way he’s brushing my boobs. Moisture drips out from my pussy. I’m so turned on anytime anyone touches my breasts. It’s crazy. But they’re so sensitive, they react whenever someone plays with them. I massage them all the time these days, tweaking my nipples, and seeing white drops of milk ooze out of them.

“You’ve got such perfect breasts,” Mason whispers, his fingers continuing to glide over my milky globes. “Bet your nipples are huge when they get hard.”

“Uh…” I cry in both pleasure and pain as his thumbs stroke a trail of electric delight across my hard nipple buds. I feel it even under my bra.

And it’s heaven. Sweet pressure unfurls in my pussy. I’m swimming in a hazy, delicious sensation, wanting it to swell and burst.

Part of me is hoping that Mason keeps touching me until I let down and leak. And then I feel the spray of milk spurting from my teats. Panic flickers in my chest. I’m hoping it’ll stop, but the way Mason caresses my breasts so tenderly, the milk keeps flowing.

By the time it stops, it has soaked through my bra and T-shirt.  

Mason’s hand stills. He must have felt the wetness, too. I pull back, trying to run, but he grabs my body tight and holds me in place.

I whimper like a caged dog. “Let me go.”

His eyes narrow in on the wet spot, laser-focused. “What’s this?”

Shit. I feel my whole body melting from the humiliation. I can’t believe I just dripped from my bully touching me. And I wasn’t even naked. But having such a sexy guy stroke me like he wants me does strange things to both my head and my body.   

“Nothing.” I hide them with my books. My chest shrinks in panic when his eyes turn feral. “Bye. I’m going to the bathroom.”

I swivel but before I can take another step, he pulls me backward. My ass plants on his crotch and my back hits the hard plane of his toned chest.

“I asked you a question, little dove.” He pinches my distended leaking nipples between his fingertips and I feel the sharp sting through my clothes. “Why are you wet?”

“Milk,” I reply, my lips trembling. “It’s milk. Now let me go.”

I hear Mason’s rapid, confused inhale. His lips move against my ears, sending currents down my body to my toes. “My little dove, you’re fucking with my head.”

I grunt, wiggling against his body until he lets me go.

“Do you like to be chased?” he asks. “Because I don’t mind chasing you. Your wet tits are imprinted in my brain right now.”

My lips quiver open, mind racing at his veiled threat. If I run and he catches me with my breasts dripping milk, what would he do to me?

I bite my lip, fully aware that Mason is enjoying every second of my panic. He gets off on my emotional distress and I get off on his dominance. I won’t lie; sick as it may be, I’ve often imagined him creeping up on me, hunting me down like prey and fucking me rough and hard like an animal.

Guys I’ve been with have always been super romantic and nice, but it always leaves me wanting more. I need something intense.

“I’m going to the women’s restroom. You can’t come in there,” I say.

“Says who?”

I clench my thighs when he runs his finger along the curve of my ass. Just endure it, I tell myself. But the truth is, I’m so close to getting off on the tension between us alone. I know Mason wants to see me naked. He probably wants to do dirty, filthy things to me.

And I want to know what the forbidden tastes like.

Because it feels like the electric pull between us could be more than just hatred.

“I know a better place than the restrooms to take care of your problem,” Mason sweeps his hand across my wet boobs.

Before I can reply, his hand is on my back and he nudges me forward. When we’re standing in front of a gray door with no label, he fishes out a key from his pocket and unlocks the door.

My jaw drops when I see what lies beyond the door. I was expecting a smelly janitor’s closet but this small room is luxurious, decked with a bed and a comfy couch. There’s even a TV.

“It’s my secret spot,” he informs. “Nobody can get in here except me.”  

“I had no idea there was a place like this.”

Mason spins me around. “Clothes off, little dove. I’m curious to see what your nipples look like soaked in your own milk.”

“I can’t,” I reply. “It’s too embarrassing.”

But the pressure and ache behind my boobs keeps building up. I need to relieve this pain soon. And milking them is going to involve getting naked.

“Don’t deny me, little dove. I know you’re hurting. I can make it better.”

I pause. “Make it better how?”

“Strip for me and I’ll show you.”

I let out a stream of breath. “Promise you won’t make fun of me. Or my body.”

Mason’s eyes widen. “Make fun? You have the sexiest, most luscious body I’ve ever had the pleasure of groping. I can barely keep my hands off your ass these days.”

This compliment from my bully has me reeling in shock. “I thought you liked skinny girls.”

“I like meat on my girls, Luna. I like big ass and big tits and big bellies,” he replies. “But you can’t find a whole lot of girls like that in upper-crust society. So I make do with what I get.”

“Really? You’re not saying this just to bait me?”

He folds his hands in front of his chest, sneering. “I don’t have to bait you into anything. I could order you to strip and you’ll have to do it. You know what my family can do. You’ll have your scholarship stripped if I decide to make life hard for you.”

I swallow. I really need the scholarship because there’s no way my parents can afford to put me through college. In fact, it’s the Turner scholarship that pays my rent and my living expenses, too. It’s the best scholarship in this country that covers all costs associated with getting a degree. I’m super fortunate I got it in my freshman year. Otherwise, I might have dropped out of college long ago.

That’s true. It’s not like I have a lot of choices. I’m financially dependent on his family’s support. And while Mason often uses that excuse to make me run errands, he has never tried anything obviously sexual with me before.

He leans in close. His chest smooshes into my breasts. The sting of pain has me reacting instantly. I can’t stand it anymore. I don’t care if Mason judges my massive, milky breasts. I just want him to make it better.

I pull up my T-shirt and unclasp my bra from the front. I had to buy this type of bra ever since my problem started.

My breasts jiggle free, two big mounds of flesh that hang on my chest. The nipples are wet with white drops clinging to the tips. And they are so heavy, they rest on the folds of my stomach.

Mason gasps. His big hands reach out to cup my hard breasts. He pushes them together. His eyes are bright with wonder. “These are fucking gorgeous, Luna. I’ve never seen such huge, ripe tits before. And those big nipples are so hot.”

My pussy clenches at his compliment. He sounds sincere.

“So how’re you going to make it better for me?” I ask.

“Like this, baby.” Mason fondles my aching breasts, his fingers kneading along the underside of my boobs. Then he lowers his head to my nipple that’s soaked in white liquid. His tongue darts out and licks a circle around my taut bud.

My whole lower body explodes in an inferno of heat. God, I felt so desirable when his big hands cupped my filled breasts. And the way he’s suckling my breasts now. He swallowed my whole areola into his mouth and he’s pulling hard at my teats, drinking my milk like it’s the most delicious thing ever.

“God, Mason, that feels crazy good…” I moan in pleasure, pulling his head tighter against my chest, offering more of my boob to his needy mouth. He’s draining me so fast. The way his tongue flicks my nipple sends shockwaves into my blood. And every current is hitting straight at my pussy, making more moisture trickle out of my wet hole.

My thighs are practically slippery with how much I’ve been dripping from my cunt. At this rate, he’s going to see the streaks of arousal trickling down my thighs soon. God, why did I have to wear a short skirt today?

“You’re fucking delicious.” He reaches to stroke my slick folds through my panties. And he finds out how my nether regions are already wetter than my boobs. “You’re dripping from your cunt, too. What a slut. This turns you on, doesn’t it? Having someone sucking your giant tits.”

There’s no point denying when my body has already betrayed me, so I just move my panties to one side, allowing Mason unrestricted access to my pussy.

“Good girl, I’m going to make you come,” he says, latching his mouth onto my other leaking breast as his fingers invade my tight hole. He pumps them in and out. The friction is maddening. My climax swells in my belly, so ripe and ready to come.

When he crooks his fingers inside me, I scream out his name. “Mason. That’s…that’s my….”

He curves his fingers harder, hitting the bundle of nerves in my channel that has me dizzy.

My knees buckle from the strong wave of pleasure that surges through me every time his fingers rub against my G-spot. I’m floating and my body can’t keep up.

So Mason lifts me up, pushing me against the wall and holding my body there while he works his fingers into my cunt. Every rough stroke makes me forget where I am, and who I’m doing this with.

There’s only sensation. Only a release waiting to happen.

I’m at the edge already when Mason removes his mouth from my breast and presses a kiss between my collarbones. “Drained that tit, too. How soon do they fill up again?”

The way his eyes smolder with hunger and heat has me wanting to jump him this instant. I never thought a guy like him who is so rich and hot would ever want someone like me. But the reality of it seeps into me like a drug.

I want him, too. I’ve always wanted to do it with someone as hot as Mason Turner. He’s too intimidating to approach usually but right now, with this new intimacy that has sprung up between us…could I have a chance?

Heavy desire to have my breasts teased by that tongue climbs up my throat until I spit out, “You like sucking my tits?”

“Love it,” he answers. “It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced.”

“They’ll be full in a few hours,” I say.

“What’re you going to do with all the milk dripping out of your titties, Luna?”

“Nothing.”

He plunders my pussy harder, thrusting his fingers with force and passion. “Then let me have it.”

“What?” I’m already starting to come undone in his arms.

“It’s a win-win situation. You get to be comfortable and I get to have my fill of you.”

“Well, that does sound like a good deal.”

“That’s because it is. And to make it sweeter, I’ll even let you come on my fingers right now.” When he curls his fingers inside my wet channel, my orgasm hits like a truck. “Scream my name, little dove. Tell me who wrecked this pretty cunt.”

“Mason!” I yell his name like it’s the only thing I care about.

I’m panting, sweating. Flushed with a fever that demands more. I know I had a soul-shattering release, but I’m primed to go again. That’s not usual for me. I’m the type who gets tired after one climax. But Mason is addictive. I want him plundering more of my body.

“Thanks. That helped,” I say, quickly clasping my bra and adjusting my blouse.

“That helped you?”

“Yeah. I’ve been dying from all the pressure on my breasts. And it’s so nice to have a mouth sucking my…” Shit. I shouldn’t have told him that.

He’s flashing me his catlike grin again. So predatory. Like he wants to use that secret to hunt me until he’s satisfied

“This won’t be the last time,” he says. “Your milk’s too sweet to pass up. I’m going to suck your tits dry again and again until my craving for you is satisfied. Tell me if you have any requests.”

“I…” I stutter. “I like feeling like hunted prey. I want it rough and animalistic.”

“Primal’s your thing?”

I pretend to smooth my hair behind my ear. “I guess.”

“Then we’ll do that.” Mason quirks an eyebrow in amusement. “Now explain this first.” He draws an air circle around my chest. “Are you pregnant, little dove?”

I shake my head, breathing slowly. Every inhale and exhale echoes in this silent space. Mason’s eyes are nailed onto my face, waiting for my response even though I’d rather he be ogling my breasts. It’s impossible to escape the dark need in his eyes. I can’t lie when he’s probing me.

“It’s an issue with my hormones,” I explain. Pinpricks of humiliation and heat flare up on my cheeks. I drop my head. “It’s complicated.”

Mason tucks two fingers under my chin and pushes my head up until my gaze is melting into his.

“Do you want to be?” he asks.

“Do I want to be what?”

“Pregnant. Because I could easily knock you up right now.” He pulls my hand and cups my palm over the huge bulge in his jeans. My throat dries up just from feeling the size of his erection. If that thing were to actually enter me...my knees are slick with arousal at the thought of being stuffed and stretched by a big cock. “Just the thought of you with a swollen belly and tits dripping with milk is turning me on this much. You’re a temptation, little dove.”

“No way,” I reply. “You’re actually hard.”

“I told you I liked big girls,” he replies. “Do you believe me now?”

Wow, I can’t believe I’m Mason Turner’s type. That seems like such an unreal thing. I’ve always thought he was looking down on me, secretly making fun of my body even though he didn’t say anything to my face.

But that was my own insecurity. Because the way he’s grinding his hard dick into my crotch tells me his body is desperate for mine.

“I don’t actually want to get pregnant. But I find the thought of being hunted and bred really hot—”

“I don’t want to actually knock you up, either. It’s the thought that turns me on. I’ll use protection. okay?”

I nod. “I’m on the pill, too.”

“Good to know.” Mason smiles. “I’ll see you in class then.”

Knowing what I’ve just agreed to makes me feel like I’ve stepped into a forbidden world. A world where my wildest fantasies are about to come true. Mason’s a perfectionist and I already know he’s a genius when it comes to bringing me to orgasm.

I can’t wait to be hunted and dominated by him.  

“Mason?” I follow him out. “I didn’t know you were such a nice guy. I thought you’d be cruel to me but I feel so much better after what we just did. Both emotionally and physically.”

He narrows his eyes. “I’m not nice, little dove. You’re going to find that out soon.”


Chapter 2



Mason and I are sitting in the back row of the class. The hall’s dark because the professor is showing us a video.

It has been three days since Mason milked me in that secret room of his and though he teases me and even made me get lunch for him yesterday, he hasn’t mentioned anything about what we did.

Disappointment pricks my chest. Tears gather in my eyes.

I didn’t expect a whole lot when Mason said he’d milk me again. He’s a bully; he’s known to say unkind things. But I didn’t think he’d lose interest in me so quickly. That day, I felt a bond between us. Something special.

Maybe that was just my imagination.

My breasts have been uncomfortably full of milk. I used a pump yesterday but it’s nothing like the feel of Mason’s hot tongue against my nipple, coaxing every drop of milk.

I guess I’m addicted to things I can’t have.

My hand unconsciously drifts to my breasts and I knead them trying to relieve the pressure.

Suddenly, a big, masculine hand cups my breasts and starts massaging my boobs.

“Want me to milk you?” Mason’s voice curls into my ears like sweet poison. “Are your breasts full and achy, little dove?”

I’m certain I’m hallucinating but I see that he’s sitting next to me in the lecture hall. And I want to deny him because he hasn’t paid any attention to me, but my body wants him too bad.

“Yes, I’m going to explode.”

“Come here.” He doesn’t wait for my answer. Just grabs me and pulls me onto his lap.

“What’re you doing?” I ask.

“He cradles one boob in his hand. “Isn’t this heavy and full?”

I worry my lip. I’m indeed full.

“I told you we had a deal,” he reminds me now. “I’m going to milk you anytime you’re full and you’re going to let me. How will I know you’re full unless you tell me, little dove?”

Hope blooms inside me. He hasn’t forgotten. He isn’t disgusted by my lactating tits. He still wants me. I didn’t want to ask Mason despite our pact. I didn’t know if he was serious about it or not. But that was my insecurity talking. He was waiting for me to tell him all along.

“I’m sorry,” I say. “I was embarrassed.”

“You don’t need to be. I told you: I can’t get enough of your fat boobs leaking milk. I haven’t thought about anything but you for the last three days.”

Wow, that’s a real ego boost. My heart flutters. I’m so overcome by emotion I hug Mason, drawing my arms tightly around me. “Thank you.”

“Don’t be thanking me already.” His hand slips under my T-shirt. He unfastens my bra, releasing my breasts from the tight constriction. His thumb glides across my nipples, caressing them softly. But even a little touch like that is enough to make me explode like a firework.

My pussy contracts in pleasure. I won’t be able to keep milk from spraying from my tits if he doesn’t stop touching me like that. My body wants to give him everything he wants. Milk. Orgasms. My pussy has been desperate to take his cock inside since I felt his impressive bulge through his jeans the other day. “I haven’t even drained your tits yet.”

“We’re in class,” I hiss.

“Don’t worry. It’s dark. Nobody can see us.”

The light from the projector is beaming straight onto our faces. Even if we’re sitting in the last row. And I don’t want the whole class to know that I have a milky problem.

The good thing is, the lecture hall is really big with three hundred seats. There’s a table curving in front of the rows. If we hide under that, nobody can see us.

The thought of my breasts being sucked in small, dark places makes my pussy flutter.

“Down,” I tell Mason, sliding over his lap and under the table. I tug his pants, trying to pull him to me. “It’ll be better here.”

“Alright, if you want it like that.” Mason’s really big, but he manages to cram his body under there somehow. Then he seats me on his lap once again, my boobs right under his nose.

He pushes up my T-shirt and I hold it in place. My breasts are already bouncing free because he unclasped my bra.

Mason inhales. “I can smell the milk on you.”

Under my ass, I feel his cock going rigid, tenting his jeans. My nerves cry in bliss. The friction of his hard ridge against my clothed pussy is still delicious.

I grind myself on his lap against his dick. “Milk me,” I say. “I want your mouth on my breasts.”

Mason gathers my left boob in his hands. He squeezes firmly, hard enough to make me gasp.

Immediately, a jet of milk sprays out of my boobs. Mason catches it in his mouth, gulping it down.

“They fill up really quickly,” he teases.

I blush. “No, I—”

“Don’t worry. I’m always hungry.”

His mouth swoops down and captures my distended, leaking nipple. Soon he’s suckling my breast, and the sweet excitement of having a guy drinking my milk corkscrews into my pussy. I writhe in his arms as his tongue grinds against my nipple, pleading my body to release more milk.

And my body obeys.

I spurt stream after stream into Mason’s mouth. Every drop I give him eases the tension in my shoulders and breasts.

His throat works to swallow my liquid. Watching his sexy Adam’s apple bob is such a guilty pleasure; I almost come in my panties.

All the while, I keep grinding myself against his hard shaft. Faster. Every brush of his hardness against my clit makes me spiral.

Mason groans when I press my greedy cunt against his dick too hard. “God, your milky tits are so sexy. You’ve got my cock so hard, little dove.”

“I love riding you,” I said.

I move my ass against his erection. Up and down, giving my clit the spark it needs. He’s so big. I have never seen his dick naked and it’s probably better if I don’t. Because I might get scared if I actually see how big he is. Dry humping him is heavenly and I’m certain I’ll be fully sated when his cock is inside me.

My stomach shivers. My belly is growing heavy with the weight of ecstasy.

My other nipple scrapes against the side of Mason’s face as I bounce on his lap. His stubble’s rough glide against my engorged tip is a tease like no other. The pressure pushes against my breast. I can’t wait for the letdown anymore.

“Mason, please,” I say, pushing my other breast to him before it starts to burst and leak in the lecture hall from all the stimulation his stubble is providing.

“You’re so impatient.” He releases my breast with a pop. His hand drifts down to my pussy. My juices coat his fingers instantly. They’re already soaking through my panties.

Mason thrusts two fingers inside me without warning. “Now ride this,” he commands. “While I drain your titties.”

My milky nipple brushes his face. He takes it in his mouth. His teeth graze my breast, eliciting a hard cry from me.

“Shit.” I cover my mouth.

I’m sure everyone in the lecture hall heard that. But people are pretending to ignore it. I don’t even care anymore what anyone thinks. I just want to be in Mason’s arms. I want him drinking from my tits and making me feel better.

I love being enveloped by his strength, his sandalwood scent, by his sure, powerful arms.

He squeezes my breast. “Leak for me, little dove. Show me how much milk you have.”

“Yes.”

My body’s reaction to his words is instantaneous. He can control my bodily responses with nothing more than a command.

Milk comes leaking out of my tip and he consumes every drop with raw hunger while working his fingers in and out of my wet cunt.

I drop my head on his shoulder, closing my eyes so I can focus fully on the pleasure he’s giving me.

“You taste so sweet,” he says. “And your body is so responsive. Look at your cunt closing around my fingers greedily. I can’t wait to stuff my cock inside your tight little pussy.”

His words set off sparks of electricity inside me.

He guzzles from my other breast as I writhe in pleasure in his arms. My core is incinerated. It’s leaking more and more moisture, wanting his fingers to fuck me into oblivion.

“I can’t hold it anymore….” I moan.

I’m sure someone heard us. So what? If rumors begin to spread that I’m Mason Turner’s whore, that’ll only shield me from more bullies. Because nobody would dare touch what belongs to Mason.

Mason’s fingers piston in and out of my tight channel until I’m completely undone. The darkness behind my closed eyes lights up with a supernova as my body surrenders to the most glorious orgasm. I soak his hand in my juices.

“Love how hard you come,” he whispers.

My tits spray more milk into his mouth and he savors every drop. When he’s done he licks the milky residue off both my nipples.

“All drained.” He pats my breasts. “Tell me when you’re full again. No holding back. Understood?”

I nod. “Yeah.”

I try to get up but he holds me down. Mason’s hands skate over the curve of my ass. His eyes are dark and his pupils are dilated. “I need to fuck you really bad, Luna. After class?”

“I’m free,” I say.

When class ends, I’m still a mess. Milk has made me sticky so I leave quickly. The hard, unmistakable clap of Mason’s feet follows me.

“Go and hide, little dove. Because I’m going to find and fuck you hard.”

“Now?” An understanding passes between our gazes. He’s letting me live out my fantasy.

He shoves me forward. “Now.”

Energy crackles in my legs.

I run.


Chapter 3



I’m crouching on the floor under the stairs. My skin is clammy with sweat. My heart is about to burst through my chest. I ran a lot. I wanted my bully to chase me for as long as possible. The thrill of not being caught gets my adrenaline pumping.

That, and knowing I can never truly escape Mason Turner. He’s in my blood right now, his words, thoughts, and touches tattooed on my brain.

I can’t forget about him ever since he touched my boobs and made them leak. My body is his instrument. It gives up all its pleasures and secrets for him.

It isn’t long before his rough, hard footsteps are filtering in through my ears. I jump to my feet and scramble, but this time, Mason is done playing. His hand closes around the back of my neck and he drags me back to his chest.

“You’re done running, little dove. I’m going to fuck that tight little pussy now.”

The secure solidity of his chest against my back momentarily shortcircuits my brain. And that’s enough for him to haul me over his shoulder.

I beat my fists against his back, feeling like I was trying to chip away an iron wall with a toothpick. His strength is incredible. And knowing how helpless I am struggling against him only fuels the arousal in my belly.

By the time he opens the door to his secret room, my folds are slick with my pussy juice.

“On your hands. I’m going to treat you like the bitch you are.”

“Uh…” Fear and arousal mingle in my belly.

“Stay quiet now.” Mason presses my face to the bed and climbs on top of me, grunting and panting like an animal. My pussy throbs hard, wild with the need to be fucked like a little rabbit. To be bent over and stuffed full of cock.

He palms my ass cheeks that are sticking out from under my skirt.

With his other hand, he rips my blouse over my head and hungrily paws at my skirt until it’s sliding down my hips and onto the floor.

His fingers part my labia. Cool air tickles my folds. Mason studies my pink pussy with naked lust. “Look at this slutty cunt—so pretty and wet. Ready to be bred by a big cock.”

Burying his face between my legs, he licks my wet seam up and down, lavishing my clit until my back arches. Shivers of pleasure paralyze me until I’m his prisoner, his prey. I can’t move anymore. I’m desperate for his tongue to bring me to orgasm.

“You taste like honey,” he slobbers all over me, his saliva mixing with my fluids. His tongue grinds against my hole. His fingers play with my clit mercilessly until I’m begging him to stop. “This is my pussy now, little dove. Nobody except me gets to touch it. And I’m going to make sure you remember that.”

“Please…it’s too much…” I am lost in the moment, no longer in control of my body or my words. My mind is cloudy with pleasure. My limbs are jelly. I’m so glad he’s in control. I’m delirious with all the sensations exploding under my skin. Drowning in the heat between us. Floating in a world where Mason Turner owns me.

And I want him to own me.

I want him to possess more than my body. Because I’m slowly but surely starting to feel things I shouldn’t feel for him.

I squirm, my face burrowing into the mattress and my ass in the air. He supports me with a hand, hooked under my hips. I hear his zipper unzip.

The shuffle of clothes fills my ears. Then a hard, wet, blunt thing is pressing against my entrance, demanding entry.

“It’s too big!” I say. “There’s no way.”

It’s a good thing I can’t look back and see his cock or I’d probably faint. He rubs the hard length between my lips, soaking up all the moisture. Getting my cunt ready for his assault.

“Your hole is ready to be fucked full of my cum now, isn’t it?” He slaps my ass. The shock squeezes more moisture out of my seam.

I hear the crinkle of the condom wrapper being ripped open. He rolls it on, but he keeps talking to keep my attention off the fact. It makes the whole breeding thing seem more real. “I’m going to fuck a baby into you, little dove. You’ll be big and ready to pop in a few months.”

I know it’s never going to happen, but the visual of him stroking my bump, kissing my fat belly with love makes my pussy clench in desperation.

I think I’m in love with Mason Turner. Nothing else could explain why the prospect of a future with him seems so attractive.

As he continues to tease my entrance with his hard dick, his hands slither to cup my breasts that are hanging down, the hard nipples exposed and still wet with white droplets clinging to them.

“You’ll be leaking milk all the time once you’re bred.” He slaps my tits. “These massive milkers are going to grow even bigger.”

“Please…”

He pinches my nipples between his fingers, smelling the nape of my neck like an actual beast. My breasts are dry because he just suckled on them during class. But they’re still sore and sensitive from the milking.

I wince when he flicks my nipple. “It hurts.”

“It’ll be better once I’m inside you.”

He grabs my breasts and massages them. It relaxes me, and in turn, relaxes my pussy to allow him entry.

“Suck on your titties, little dove.” He forces my teeth apart with his fingers before shoving my hard, wet nipple into my mouth. “I need you quiet when I fuck you.”

“Mmmmm.” My mouth’s stuffed full.

I’ve never had my own breasts in my mouth but they were never so big before so I couldn’t even manage it. It feels nice to have my mouth filled with something soft and squishy. And when my teeth graze my nipple, a white-hot current shoots straight to my stomach.

Damn.

The thick head of his dick pushes into my entrance. I close my eyes, tears rolling down at how much my pussy has to stretch to accommodate him. His invasion burns. I feel like my pussy will rip into two by the time he’s fully inside me. But I love how forceful that feels. My heart rate skyrockets as he shoves another inch into my cunt. I bite down my own boob but with all the flesh, it’s not as bad.

“Such a tight pussy. I’m going to stretch and fill you,” he says. “Until you can’t take anymore.”

I make muffled noises since I can’t talk.

He thrusts further slowly, letting my pussy expand to fit him. It’s a process that takes a few minutes, but his patience pays off. He’s seated inside me at the end, the tip of his cock pressed against my cervix.

“I can feel it, little dove, your sex begging for my seed. I’m going to shoot all my cum into your fertile womb and impregnate you.”

His entire weight is bearing down on me. The pressure is so intense. My body is engulfed by his strength. I’m a helpless prey getting railed by the predator. I’m pressed under him; I can’t even move.

Mason grabs my hips. His fingers bite into my flesh as he holds me in place with his strength. Then he begins to move inside me.

He pumps in and out. Hard. Rough. But slow. Slow enough for me to feel the delicious sensation of his cock sliding in and out of me. My walls clamp around him, molding to the girth of his big cock. He’s wrecking my pussy and I wanted him to completely ruin me.

Pleasure crests and builds inside my blood. I feel his brutal thrusts everywhere in my body. My bones vibrate from the force of him slamming into me as he hits my cervix.

Every. Single. Time.

My toes curl. I’m on the edge. The tightness curled in my belly is about to detonate.

Mason’s pounding picks up pace. His balls slap against my clit hard every time he enters me. My body is trembling from the inside. My nerves are disintegrating into a sea of bliss. I can’t stay on my knees for long like this.

I spit my boob out of my mouth. “Please, ride me faster,” I beg.

“Did I say you could talk?” He slaps my ass cheek.

Then plunges deeper into me, giving it to me rough and uninhibited.

My eyes roll back in pleasure. This is exactly the no-holds-barred fucking I always wanted. He’s dominating me with every demanding thrust, not giving my sore pussy any time to adjust before he slams back in.

My walls milk his cock. Even the pain he gives me feels like pleasure because the way he fucks me is overwhelmingly raw and primal. It’s easy to surrender completely to his strength. I don’t have to think or act or react, just let go.

I’m fully in the moment and that’s the most beautiful feeling of all.

His hands paw my breasts, squeezing them hard as he enters even deeper.

My body pleads for its release. I can’t hold up anymore. “I’m coming…” I breathe out.

My climax swells and splinters inside me. My pussy clenches harder around his dick, milking him, squeezing every drop of pleasure from his body.

Mason comes a few seconds later. I know this because he goes quiet all of a sudden. His face collapses on my back. He holds my body against him, his cock still buried inside me. Until it starts to soften and he pulls out.

“That was phenomenal. Your pussy is so tight and greedy when it squeezes my cock. I want to be inside you forever,” he says.

I collapse onto the bed, face-down. Mason lies down next to me. I get my first glimpse of his naked body. His torso is sinewy and toned. I run my fingers across his chest. I’m still in disbelief that I just fucked Mason Turner, the richest guy in our college. My bully. And the worst part is, I like him now.

Now that I’ve seen how he doesn’t judge me, how he puts my wishes before his and gives me whatever I ask for, I want more. More sex. More of him. Because I’m addicted to the side of him he has shown me.

“Was that what you wanted?” he inquires, his voice uncertain.

“Yeah. It was perfect. Thanks,” I manage to get the words out between my slow breaths. I’m still lying in a pool of bliss, soaking in my own release.

It was such a powerful orgasm; I’m still gripped by it.

“Mason…I stand by what I said before. I think you’re a great guy. I used to be afraid of you before but now I see that your bark is worse than your bite.”

Mason turns over. His dark eyes are soft when they scrutinize me.

He strokes my hair, hesitating. His shoulders drop and the words come tumbling out. “I like you, Luna. That’s why I bullied you—because it gave me an excuse to stay close to you.”

I smile. “I’m realizing that I like you a whole lot, too. Plus, we have the same kinks and fetishes, so I’m sure our sex life will be great.”

I’ve never heard Mason laugh. But he chuckles now and it’s the most beautiful sound. I want to hear it again and again.

“Date me, Luna,” Mason says. “Because I want to do this forever.”

I press my lips to him, kissing him hard. “I want you forever, too.”

And then we cuddle and bask in the warmth of each other.
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