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Adult Reading Material

The  material  contained  within  this  book  is  for  mature  audiences  only.  It  contains  graphic  sexual content. It is intended only for those aged 18 and above. This book does not portray sexual intercourse between blood relatives. 
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Nursing my Husband and Colleagues Back to Life

The blizzard took us all by surprise. When the first snowflakes, wet and floppy started coming down on our windshield, none of us gave them much thought. I am the principal administrative assistant at my husband James' law offices. 

Besides him and me, his best friend and one paralegal were also in the car. 

We had left early in the morning so that we would have enough time to make it back before the sun began to set at one in the afternoon as it did at that time of the year in northern Alaska. We were going to take a deposition from the widow of a farmer whose will was being contested by her stepchildren. 

Unfortunately, as it is often the case, it wasn't until later in the afternoon that we were finally done. Of course, we knew that it was supposed to snow today. But it always snows in Alaska. It was the intensity that surprised us. It was almost three in the afternoon when we started making our way back. 

I was the one behind the wheel. I love driving. Somehow, I am still able to fit in the driver's seat of our white Range Rover in spite of the fact that I am eight months pregnant. I am petite by nature and, even though, my husband James is almost six foot nine, the baby seems to have taken after its mama and my belly was still kind of small. The trip from the farm would have taken us a good two hours and a half under the best of circumstances. 

That day, we never made it home. 

"Oh my goodness, I think we will have to pull over," James said. "Can you see anything?" In spite of how much he tried to make his voice sound carefree, I could easily detect the steely notes of deep concern running beneath its surface. 

"I kind of remember where the road is supposed to be," I lied. After all, it's

not like we had an option. People who don't live in Alaska often times take their safety pretty much for granted. All four of us knew for a fact that if we happened to have an accident today, it would be many hours before the road assistance folks would be able to get to us. It would be a miracle if by then we hadn't lost a limb or two to frostbite. 

Hunched over the wheel I willed my eyes to peer through the impenetrable clouds of snowflakes illuminated by the headlamps hoping to make them part like the sea before Moses. 

Usually, we're a rowdy bunch, but tonight, I think the stress of the blizzard had made us all clamp our mouths shut. I forced my mind away from the precariousness of our situation and got myself thinking about how lucky I was to know the three men riding with me tonight. I always do best at a task when I don't fixate upon it. 

Me and the guys know each other quite well as they are all best friends of our family. Jeremy, the other lawyer, was best man at our wedding while Mark, the paralegal — let me just say we had, him and I, a history back in high school. We simply had always had a thing for each other, and before I started dating my future husband, I think Mark was building up the courage to ask me out. We never got to act on our feelings though. 

"Watch it!" James yelled. 


*****

When we slid off the road, at first I didn't even realize we were about to be in an accident. In fact, it all happened so slowly, that not being able to see very far through the clouds of snowflakes, at first I thought everything was fine. 

"I think you slid off the road and missed the curve," James said in the most carefully measured voice I had ever heard him use. He was right of course. A faint scream caught in my throat when we hit the embankment and then flew over it into the ravine. 

Thankfully, it wasn't too deep. Soon enough, we landed in the thick, soft, all-white cushion of fresh powder. There was a couple of seconds of silence before we started clearing our throats and shuffling nervously in our seats. I felt my belly with trembling hands and counted my blessings that the baby appeared to be okay. I looked up to see my white knuckles as I wrapped my hands around the steering wheel. Straight up the wipers were batting away uselessly at the quickly accumulating powder. The engine was still running, 

and I hit the gas trying to get us out of the snowdrift. We didn't budge even an inch. 

I shifted in reverse. 

Same result. I looked at James. He shrugged. "Luckily I think we're all okay," he said shuffling to pull his smartphone out of his pocket. "Shit. I don't have service here. Can anybody get a signal?" 

"I can," Mark said already on the phone. "I'll call 911." 

"It was my fault," James said reaching out to hug me. "We should have canceled the meeting today. What with the blizzard upon us." 

I love it when he takes responsibility like that. "It's not like you knew it was going to be that bad," I said snuggling into his warm chest. 

"I kind of suspected, but I hoped we would be able to get home in time," 

he said shaking his head. I heard Mark reading out our GPS coordinates in the back seat. 

He closed his smartphone. "They said they'll be here as soon as they can, but apparently there is the mother of all blizzards coming in tonight. They don't think they will be able to make it before at least four hours from now." I turned to look at him. 

“Oh no!” Was all I could think of saying. 

"Well, there's nothing we can do but try and stay warm," James said. 

"I don't think we should be running the engine," Jeremy piped in. He had been sitting silently till now. "I read somewhere that when cars get stuck in a snowdrift, sometimes engines generate a pocket of gas around the vehicle. 

The fumes might end up floating back into the cabin and suffocate us." 

"You're kidding, right?" I asked. 

"He's not kidding," James said. "Turn off the engine." This just kept getting better and better. I reached out and pressed the button for the ignition switching the engine off. There was no need to belabor the obvious seriousness of our situation. We were not dressed for roughing it out in the polar wilderness of northern Alaska in the dead of winter. It was all we could do to huddle in and pray that the weather miraculously cleared up and the help crews would be able to come get us before we all turned into little icicles. I huddled into James as tight as I could, and we both tried to hold on to every precious streak of warmth that our bodies put out. Outside, powerful polar winds buffeted the car making us all shake as they rocked us. 


*****


James has a strange sadistic streak in him that most of the time I choose to ignore. Sometimes, like now, it turns me on. I am mortified that it excites me how he sometimes takes possession of the situation, his mind set on what is to happen. 

I feel him reach out and place his hand on the inside of my thigh. I know things are going to warm up. I look up at him, my eyes – big and questioning. 

"I think I know one way we can all stay warm," he says. I have made the decision to play his game, whatever it might be. 

"How?" I hear myself ask. James turns around and looks at the other guys in the back seat. 

"The car is big enough for all of us to move to the back," it is almost as if he's talking to himself, even though his eyes are scanning the two men as if searching for an answer. None comes from them, but I hear shuffling and belts unbuckling. 

"Why? What are you thinking," I ask. He turns. 

"I am thinking that we're all very lucky to have you here with us," my husband says and I blush violently. His hand has traveled up my leg and snuck under my skirt. I don't try to stop him, but actually spread my legs wider as I squirm in the seat. My insides are thrumming. I hear more shuffling in the back. 

"We could try to bundle up," my voice is faint as I try to suggest. Nobody is listening. It is as if something wild has imbued all four of us and we're about to enact some ancient ritual where I am the lamb, and they are the wolves. 

"There is another way," James says. And looks at me. "There is a question I have meant to ask you, sweetheart. Did you and Mark ever consummate your little fling back in high school?" The way he says it is perhaps the reason I don't slap his face right then and there. Instead, I feel excited by his allusions. 

"No," I whisper. 

"Good. Then perhaps we can get it done today. I don't mind," he says matter-of-factly. "I think you know what I'm thinking, baby. I know you, and I are healthy," he motions towards my belly. "We don't have to worry about unprotected sex, and I trust the guys are healthy too." 

You could hear a pin drop. 

I feel my nipples tighten. I am alone with three very horny men, stuck in a blizzard. My husband is with me, nay, he's asking me, prodding me, 

instigating that I lie with them all. 

Maybe it is the hormones coursing through my blood, but I find his suggestion searing hot! Without saying a word, I move my seat back, and the guys understand that the time for pretense is over. Seat belts are unbuckled, and I feel Mark's big hands on the nape of my neck. I start tugging on the hem of my shirt trying to pull it out from around my waist. 

James leans in from the right and looks me straight in the eyes from less than half an inch away. "I love you, baby." I have always suspected that he wants me to do it with the guys while he watches. Now I know it for a fact. I catch myself wondering whether he hasn't planned this all along. 

I don't blame him. Right now, I am wetter than I have ever been. 

I feel my husband reach under my sweater, his hands – big around my aching breasts squeeze them tightly, covering them in their warmth. I'm not wearing a bra. My nipples have been extra sensitive a couple of months now. 

Before I know it, the guys are all on me and kissing and fondling. It is like somewhere somebody let a gun go off and now we're on to the races. It is a free-for-all, and I am the prize. I concentrate on the two hands I recognize –

my husband's that are right now rubbing my pussy through my hose. Mark is gently kissing the nape of my neck. I'm not sure, but I think Jeremy's hands are on my belly tenderly rubbing my skin. 

"Move to the back seat, sweetie," my husband suggests and before I know it I hear myself whimper in agreement. A moment of respite as I quickly shuffle between the seats taking a seat at the back where I sit facing forward. 

Strong hands on the inside of my thighs spread me wide open. The wind has picked up outside, howling like a thousand wolves, but the car is shaking not because of it. 

I feel James's mouth greedily sucking on my tits. Somebody, I cannot see who is tugging on my skirt and hose. I lift my butt up a little so that he can pull off the obstruction. Before I know it, a set of lips has found their way between my legs, lapping at me. I feel the most pleasurable burn in my nipples spreading throughout my quivering being body. I am one big throbbing pleasurable mess. I feel myself get wet, fluid from my pussy quickly flowing to replenish the one being eaten up. 

I move a little forward on the seat. I'm all gone, the person inhabiting my body right now is a being I do not recognize and don't care to be introduced to. She's wild – a banshee. I feel my husband suddenly let go of my breast, and I look down. A trickle of white liquid covers his lip. He's grinning like

the Cheshire cat. 

"Your milk has come in," he says smiling broadly, and I gasp. "I think you can feed us now too." I whimper. I am overpowered by the men in the car, their sweaty bodies rubbing against me while nature outside whines in agreement. 

"Somebody, anybody, I need you. Now!" I hear my voice say in a husky decisive manner. "Please…" Now I beg. I feel the man behind me spin me around to face my husband making me fall to my knees on the floor of the car. I feel someone slide into me. My body welcomes him. I am so hot and wet. Loud slurping sounds echo in the tight confines of the car as he quickly builds up a rhythm. My vision narrows and through bleary eyes I see my husband in front of me. He is taking off his pants. 

"Please, let me take you in my mouth," I say. He shakes his head, however. 

"I want some of that sweet pussy I know so well," James whispers and slides underneath me positioning his cock at my opening where I'm already taken. I gasp as I feel my husband start pushing his manhood in. The man behind me groans, and I know it is Mark. Miraculously I adapt and yield and my husband slowly, but surely finds his way into me. We're all gasping, and I am about to scream when I feel Jeremy's cock at my mouth. I instinctively take it in as a pacifier, wrapping my lips around his head. Loud gasps almost eclipse the sound of our bodies slapping against each other. 

I tried to take the cock in my mouth as far as I can, sucking on it and moving my tongue. I feel my husband's breath on my nipples, and then he's latched on again. I am lost now as I feel every inch of my body being used by the wild creatures surrounding me. I feel my milk pour into my husband's mouth. 

I feel complete. 

We almost come in perfect unison, all four of us. We spasm and the writhe and soon tumble to the floor of the Range Rover, sweaty and panting lying there for a good while before the sound of distant sirens pierces the thrumming in our ears. 

Quickly, we start shuffling and searching for our clothes as we untangle each other from our bundle of passion. 

The end. 

Milked in London





Jennifer and Ben are happily married and working on building their young family. A financial crisis unfortunately rends their idyllic life asunder casting the young blonde mother adrift and shell-shocked in search of a way to help her family survive. 

Mr. Costas, their neighbor happens to be able to suggest a solution. 

Hopefully, Ben will not find out how suggestible his petite engorged wife turned out to be. 

Collaring Laura

The twenty-six-year-old elementary school teacher Laura Hancock comes to Mr. Carter Garrett’s mansion on his orders. Given what he did to her three days ago, she is hoping he will allow her to find some much-needed respite. 

Her relief is short lived and merely serves to accentuate the feelings of shame and desire that take control of the beautiful impressionable brunette when she meets the powerful billionaire again. 

The story is meant for mature readers at least eighteen years of age. It can be read on its own but also follows in the steps where “Schooling the Teacher” left off. 

Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant



Strong, big, dark-haired and severe, Lord Benjamin is scouring his lands for someone young and submissive, willing to do his bidding and follow his every wish. 

Naturally demure young Elizabeth quickly discovers that she simply doesn’t  have the will to say No! Whatever Lord Benjamin wants, he gets. 

This story contains sexually explicit situations and is meant to be enjoyed by mature readers at least eighteen years of age. 

Thank you for reading Nursing my Husband and Colleagues Back to Life. I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it. 

If you had fun with this book, please consider more of my works at my Amazon Author’s Page. 

Probably the best way to contact me would be via Twitter: @AlexCarlsbad You can also find me on:

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/alex.carlsbad

Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

Please click here if you would like to know about future release dates and upcoming promotions. 

Your reviews are greatly appreciated! I can only imagine how valuable your time is to you. Writing even a couple of lines in a review to this book will not only inform me of your opinion, but also inspire me to keep writing for your enjoyment. I love reading your thoughts, feedback, questions, comments and even concerns. 
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