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Every kid gets asked the same question when
they are young. What do you want to be when you grow up? While most
kids wanted to be vets and doctors, firemen and astronauts, I
wanted to do only one thing. I wanted to sell houses like my Uncle.
He used to take me along with him to showings in my little sun
dresses with my pig tails, and I would watch as he became the
center of attention in any room he entered. And every time he would
sell a house, we would get ice cream. I don’t know if I wanted the
attention or the ice cream, but every time I would go to work with
my Uncle, it would only reinforce my desire to do what he did for a
living.

I started MacKenna Realty at when I was fresh
out of college at the age of twenty two. A paid internship at a big
name realtor helped me pay my way through school. While I was
working as an intern, I sold my first house on accident while
putting up a for sale sign in a seller’s lawn. It was part luck,
part salesmanship, but at the end of the day it was all me. With my
natural talents I could have gotten a job at one of the big
property firms in the city, but I wanted to be my own boss. One of
the things I learned during my internship was that I needed to be
the one in charge. Having a boss push his atrocious ideas on me did
not suit my personality.

I worked out of my studio apartment selling
fixers uppers to newlyweds on a budget. It was not the glamorous
real estate I knew I would one day be slinging, but in this cut
throat business I knew I had to pay my dues before moving up. So
without complaining I worked morning, noon, and night making a name
for myself.

By the age of twenty five I had a modest
agency that took up half of the second floor of a small commercial
building on the corner of Pine and Hennessey. I was doing very well
in my little corner of city. Most people would have been satisfied
with the small but profitable business I had built, but I knew that
continued expansion would help my growing empire reach an even
greater potential.

One of the valuable lessons I learned was the
importance of advertising. You could have the best sales skills in
the entire city but if nobody remembered your name, you would not
get any calls or listings. I had a small ad campaign that plastered
my pretty face all over the city on bus benches. It was just a run
of the mill headshot with my company logo and phone number under my
face. I did see a small uptick in inquiries but not the amount I
was hoping for. While studying the real estate section of the paper
one day I came to the realization that my ads looked exactly the
same as my competitors. There was nothing that differentiated
me.

I withdrew the little bit of savings I had
acquired and went to an ad agency downtown. It would be expensive,
but if people could actually remember my name, I knew that this
would be a wise investment. I wasn’t sold on the ad pitch at first.
Their idea to sell my business was a cheesy picture of me in a
short green skirt and matching blazer with a low cut white tank top
underneath. I was slightly bending over, exposing just enough of my
cleavage that I couldn’t be fined for distributing pornography
later. In the picture I pointed to a super imposed pot of gold
underneath the rainbow. With my auburn hair and alabaster skin, I
made a very sexy leprechaun. Under it read, ‘Have Catherine
MacKenna use her luck of the Irish to find your pot of gold.’

I was worried that the ad might be a little
bit too sexy, and I didn’t see how it related to the housing
market, but the agency assured me that it would help me see the
increase I wanted. It was garish, but in a city where realtors were
a dime a dozen I needed to be noticed.

They decided that my picture needed to be
everywhere. In addition to bus stops, the picture ended up on the
back of church bulletins, local papers, direct mail, and of course
on the newly designed website they made just for me. The tacky ad
catapulted my realty company into the big leagues. Even though my
ads had long since been replaced, I still got comments about the
almost decade old campaign regularly.

Wealth had not changed my work ethic. I
planned to keep expanding and growing until the day I died. My
career was always my top priority. That was until I found myself
unexpectedly pregnant. I did not have a boyfriend; this pregnancy
was the result of a drunken night at a realtor’s convention I
attended on the other side of the country. I had long since given
up trying to foster long term relationships, opting instead for
casual sex with men I found desirable, and convenient. That night
was like many others, but of course it was the night my birth
control decided to fail me. The pill I had taken since college made
me part of its statistical failure rate. The day I found out I was
pregnant was the day my priorities shifted. I was the still the
best realtor in the city, and had no plans on giving up my
business, but I decided I would strive to be the best mother
too.

 


******

 


I had just dropped off the baby at the best
daycare in the city and was on the way to my first day back at the
office. I hadn’t taken any time off after my daughter’s birth.
Instead, I just worked from home until my baby was six weeks old,
the minimum age required by her daycare. I felt a little guilty
after dropping her off, but I couldn’t turn into a hermit just
because I had given birth.

As I walked through the glass door of my
building I was ambushed by my personal assistant Graham Carter.

“I heard you were coming back today Cate.” He
then handed me a mug of coffee. “One cream and two sugars just how
you like it.”

He let out a sigh of relief as I continued
walking, “It’s so nice to have you back to look at... I mean look
after things around here. Working at the down town office was a
learning experience, but if I had the choice I would choose you
every day of the week.”

“Thank you Graham, it’s nice to see you too,”
I politely responded.

“Whatever you need Ms. MacKenna I am at your
beck and call.” Graham shouted as I continued past him and down the
hall to my office.

It was nice to return to the friendly
environment of my business. I had hired Graham three years ago when
he was only twenty. Much like my college experience, he was using
his internship here to pay his way through college. I would
normally not have hired such a young kid, but during the interview
we instantly clicked. Over the years he had become my personal
assistant and he excelled at his job. He was extremely polite and
thoughtful and had never questioned anything I had asked of him. As
loyal as a puppy dog, he had no problem doing errands for me, while
also managing to be quite the help around the office. I could see
him being a top selling agent if he would finish up his degree.

Besides having always been a stellar
employee, he was also easy to look at. He had a full head of wavy
black hair, gorgeous olive toned skin and piercing green eyes. His
personality, work ethic and good looks would take him far in this
career field. But unlike most attractive fellows, Graham didn’t
seem to know how appealing he was to the opposite sex. Time and
time again I watched female clients blatantly hit on poor Graham,
and every time he would seem not to notice. I wondered if he was
gay. It would be a shame if he was, but the best looking guys
always seemed to be. We had never done anything outside of the
office together, but sometimes I would get stuck in a dirty
daydream wondering if I would ever get to have my way with him.

I had just turned on my computer and I was
getting ready to start catching up on emails when my breasts
started aching. I had chosen to breastfeed my daughter after
reading how much better if was for the child over formula. I had
expected to have this problem, and had bought an expensive pump,
but I had hoped I would make closer to lunch time before having to
use it. But the pain was only getting worse and I knew waiting was
not an option. I had to do this fast too. I had a meeting with my
potential clients, the Petersons, scheduled for about half an hour
from now so I needed to be dry by then.

I shut the blinds in my office and I
proceeded to I set up my top of the line pump. I took extra care to
make sure that all of the valves, tubes and other miscellaneous
parts were in correct order when I started. I unbuttoned my pink
satin shirt and undid my bra, letting my swollen and leaky breasts
hang free for a brief moment before I settled them into the breast
guards of the pump. I pressed the on button and was greeted with
what sounded like a mix between a cat purring and a car backfiring.
I gritted my teeth and tried to tolerate the horrible noise for the
sake of my baby and my milk supply, but then I noticed nothing was
really happening. While the milker was clearly on, milk was not
flowing into the tubes, and the bottles waiting to collect the
white liquid were bone dry.

I played with the dials trying to increase
the suction. Even at what I figured was the highest setting, it
just was not producing more that a drop or two of milk. I continued
to fiddle, and for a brief moment I thought I had found the right
setting. Milk was squirting out of both of my tits, leaving thin
white streams dripping down the tubes. I was about to breathe a
sigh of relief when I smelled something burning. I looked around
trying to figure out where the smell was coming from when my pump
stopped and I saw a puff of smoke exit the motor housing.

“Well fuck me,” I said to myself.

I had a potential client coming in less than
twenty minutes and I still had tits full of milk that were
painfully swollen and leaking all over my desk. I needed to think
of a solution quick. Then an idea began to form in my head.

I tapped quietly on the glass wall of my
office in an attempt to get Graham’s attention. After the second
round of taps, he finally noticed me peering at him between two
vertical blinds. While his gaze was fixed on me I motioned for him
to come in.

The moments it took him to open the door felt
like an eternity. I had no clue how he would react. He had always
done everything I had asked and was eager to please. While I knew
this had the potential to turn into a harassment lawsuit, I had no
choice at the moment. My reputation was built on always being
available for my clients.

Graham stepped into the office, and as soon
as he had cleared the door, I pushed it closed from my hiding spot
on the other side. He turned towards me, caught off guard by the
unexpected motion behind him.

“Graham I need of your help. My pump is kaput
and I have a meeting with the Petersons very shortly,” I said in a
soft voice. I looked down at my naked breasts and showed him the
mess they were making.

As he listened to me, he stared at my
engorged breasts just hanging out in the open. I cupped both of my
tits with my hands and walked over to the small brown couch I had
opposite my desk. I sat down and patted the cushion next to me. He
followed me, and without muttering a word plopped down beside
me.

Graham nervously looked at me, and in a
cheesy deep voice asked, “What do you need me to do Cate?”

I did not have time to respond with words. I
grabbed him by the nape of his neck and pressed his face against my
chest. Graham struggled for a second before relaxing and sliding
his mouth over one of my dripping nipples. I held him in place,
forcing him to drink the warm milk flowing from my body.

Surprisingly, he did not seem to have any
hesitation and just kept sucking and sucking. After a few minutes,
the intense pressure and achiness had started to subside from the
tit he had latched on to and the pain was replaced by the erotic
sensation of his tongue titillating my nipple. I felt my clit
growing warm and my pussy growing wet. I wanted so badly to reach
my hand under my skirt and start teasing myself with my long
manicured fingers.

I was getting lost in the moment when I
looked up at the clock on the wall. My clients were going to be
here in a matter of minutes and one of my milk jugs still had to be
drained. I removed my nipple from his gorgeous mouth and had him
switch sides. As he suckled on me, I finally had the chance to run
my fingers through his soft black mane. I looked down at my
assistant, happily suckling away, when I noticed that is hand was
gently teasing his hard cock from the outside of his pants. I was
relieved to see that I was not the only one enjoying the
potentially awkward moment.

I gazed at my watch while enjoying the
feeling of his tongue massaging my nipple. With each of his soft,
sucking pulls from my teat, I felt the pressure subside. I leaned
in and kissed him on the forehead before pulling his willing mouth
away from my tit.

“Thanks Graham, you saved my ass. I cannot
believe I paid five hundred bucks on that stupid shitty pump,” I
said begrudgingly.

Quickly I got dressed and did my best to
straighten up any wrinkles that came about because of him lying
across my lap.

Graham just stood there staring at the wall
taking deep breaths. “Ummm wow, I don’t know what to say. If you
need my help with anything, um, yeah let…let me know,” he said with
a slight stutter.

I smiled and gave him a wink, “Thank you for
your can-do attitude Graham.”

Graham left my office like he had just
finished a normal routine task. But as he left, I saw his gait was
off. It took me a moment to notice that he was trying to tame the
massive erection I had seen him sporting only a few minutes ago. I
guess that answered the gay question.

I was happy to have someone around like
Graham who was so devoted to me and my business, but a part of me
worried that he would act strange and coworkers would ask
questions. But if he managed to get that anaconda in his trousers
under control, I doubt that anyone who looked at him would have
expected anything more than the usual business talk had occurred
behind my closed door.

The Petersons showed up right on time, with
Graham leading them into my office. Even though my mind was racing
around thinking about the accidental erotic encounter with my
assistant, the meeting had been a great success. I felt that I owed
my high level of confidence during my consultation to Graham. If he
had not helped me out like he did, I would have been a nervous
wreck. To celebrate, I decided to take him to lunch.

 


******

 


The two of us walked to a nearby bar and
grille for greasy fare with a pitcher of beer. Going in to the bar,
I had promised myself that I would just have one beer with our
meal, but I was so comfortable with my lunch companion that I
quickly got lost in good conversation as time slipped away and my
glass kept getting refilled.

As we sat and talked about subjects I would
have never shared before with a coworker, I felt a sudden wetness
on my chest. Thinking I had spilled some of my beer, I reached down
to dab it away, but my hands brushed against the dry satin material
of my top and I realized that I was once again leaking milk.

“Shit. The nurse mentioned this could happen
with a good beer. Stupid yeast is turning me into a fucking
fountain.”

“What are you talking about Ms. MacKenna?”
Graham looked at me confused.

“It’s happening again. I think I am about to
spring a leak,” I told him.

Graham, who had been looking a bit tipsy,
quickly sat up straight and excitedly spoke, “You know I will do
anything for you Cate. Pleasing you makes me happier than anything,
just say the word.”

I rolled my eyes at him while I giggled,
“What are you going to do? Pull the bar stool closer and suckle me
right here?”

“If that is what you want me to do,” He took
a deep breath, “When I say I will do anything for you I mean it, I
never meant to tell you this, but I’ve had a huge crush on you
since I was a teenager.”

“I didn’t even know you when you were a teen.
What in the hell are you talking about?”

“I used to fantasize about you in that sexy
green outfit that you wore in your ads. I am pretty sure all of the
boys in my school jerked off at least once to your photo.”

Graham smiled and sighed, “I actually had one
of your ads hiding under my mattress.”

“When I found out that your company had an
entry level position open, I couldn’t stop thinking about the
thought of getting to meet my fantasy girl. I didn’t think I had a
chance in hell of actually getting hired,” Graham said as he
blushed.

I also turned a bright shade of red. I knew
the old ad campaign had been designed to be sexy, but to actually
think that people had pleasured themselves to my half naked body
was something that had never crossed my mind. Though I suppose that
would explain all the odd inquiries about the ads.

“Ummm thanks for sharing Graham. Your
insights into the masturbation habits of horny teenagers are
enlightening,” I said sarcastically.

Before he could react to my snide comment, I
reached over and squeezed his thigh, “So where should we take care
of my issue?”

We both brainstormed, trying to figure out
the best place.

“Well I think the bars out,” said Graham,
looking around the packed room, “And I think we might raise some
eyebrows if we go back to the office and lock ourselves in your
office again. Especially smelling like beer.”

I mulled over his words. As much as I wanted
to just find a dark corner somewhere, I knew I couldn’t just pop
out a tit and begin feeding a grown man without causing a scene.
But before Graham could come up with more places where I couldn’t
have him drain me dry, a light bulb turned on.

“Ohhhh, I have the perfect place.” I said
with a grin, “The house on Monroe is only a five minute walk
from here. The owners have already moved back east.”

Without waiting for Graham to poke holes in
my logic, I pulled him from his seat, paid the bill, and we exited
the bar. Slightly stumbling, we walked hand in hand towards the
vacant house only minutes away. I did not want any suspicions
aroused so I called the office letting them know I would be out and
to hold my calls for the rest of the afternoon.

We arrived at the cozy craftsman style home
in only four minutes. The excitement growing inside of me made my
heart quicken. We walked up three cobblestone steps and stood under
the cedar shingled porch while I fumbled with the electronic
lockbox. I gained my composure before I entered a number sequence
which allowed me to retrieve the key.

We entered the home and I shut the heavy
green door behind us. I had shown this house numerous times so I
knew the layout well. On the stroll over here I had decided that
the perfect place to for us to take care of my issues would be the
living room. The room was just past the foyer and was furnished
with a cushy black leather couch. We had the home minimally
furnished by our staging department and I had wanted to sit on that
leather couch since I first saw it.

I grabbed Graham by the hand and escorted him
to the room. By now my breasts were engorged and begging to be
sucked dry. I sat down on the couch and wasted no time as I
unbuttoned my shirt. My tits were in such pain that the slightest
tap or jostle sent a shooting stab through the entirety of my body.
I did not want to feel the large impact of gravity when I released
them from the confines of my bra so I singlehandedly unclasped the
undergarment while I steadied my rack on my free arm. Once I was
completely nude from the waist up, I gently lowered my arm and
allowed my melons to rest for a brief moment.

“Well look at those beauties. We were so
rushed before I never really got a good look,” he said to me. His
gaze was completely fixed on my chest.

“Graham, we don’t have time for you to stare.
If you don’t start draining me, I’ll be dripping milk all over the
leather couch,” I said pouting.

He did not leave me waiting. He laid his head
on my thigh, grabbed my breast and started sucking the sweet milk
from me. He massaged my engorged milk bags with his soft hands
while his succulent lips sucked and he drank deeply.

While he relieved the pressure in my breasts,
I could see that his pants had grown tight again as his cock became
rigid. Since Graham was currently servicing me, I decided to help
relieve the pressure in his swollen member. I gently brushed my
hand over his chest and walked my fingers down to his waiting
erection. I unzipped his pants and his dick popped out without
hesitation. I was amazed that he could keep that cock contained. It
was at least eight inches and pulsed up and down, matching the
rhythm of his sucking. I grabbed his thick meat stick and began to
gently stroke him. Graham lightly bit my nipple and moaned with a
heavy breath when he felt my feminine touch stroking his manhood.
As I pumped his shaft up and down, I noted that the faster I
pumped, the quicker he sucked.

I felt a little wave trickle down to my pussy
when his perfect teeth lightly clenched down. At that moment I
wanted to feel every inch of his body pressed against my own, but
there was business to finish first. I pulled my nipple out of his
mouth and looked down into his deep green eyes.



“Switch over and then we can play.”

He moved his head back on my thighs so his
lips could reach my leaking tit. As he took long pulls from my
swollen boobie, I took my now free nipple between my pointer and
middle finger and delicately squeezed it, sending pleasurable
feelings rushing down my body. My other hand was still wrapped
around his dick, tugging away.

I moved a little on the couch to stay
comfortable and I felt a cold wetness in my panties as the material
shifted. The constant movement of his tongue jutting over my
nipples was becoming hard to take.

Graham spit out my nipple, “I’m getting a bit
full. Are you good now?”

I gave my empty breasts a squeeze, satisfied
when the touch didn’t cause a wave of pain to blossom.

“Yes, I think so. They are feeling much
better now.” I bit at my bottom lip. “But another problem has taken
its place.”

I grabbed the nape of his neck and brought
his full lips to mine. The milk had made them extra soft and
kissable and they tasted slightly sweet.

As we kissed, his fingertips began caressing
my naked back ever so gently.

While I was being wrapped up his passionate
embrace, I grabbed his shirt and pulled it out from his pants. I
drew my lips away from his for just a moment so that I could pull
it over his head. I tossed the unwanted clothing item onto the
ground and our bodies pressed against each other. His warmth seeped
into my skin, igniting a firestorm of desire within me.

I pushed him from off of me then unbuttoned
his pants before stripping him completely bare. With his naked body
exposed, I pushed him back down onto the leather couch. He was a
hell of a lot more muscular than I ever gave him credit for. I had
always found him to have a handsome face, but I had never realized
his body was so amazing. His work attire had hid this secret
well.

While I scanned my eyes over his toned body
and ample package, I pulled down my skirt and purple lace panties.
At this moment I was very relieved that I had gone to the spa and
gotten waxed days prior.

His eyes scanned me from head to toe.

“I always imagined what your exposed body
would look like,” Graham said to me longingly.

“I hope I live up to your expectations big
boy,” I replied seductively.

He gave his package a tight squeeze before
his hand reached around me and grabbed my ass cheeks harshly, one
in each of his strong hands. He gave them both a quick squeeze
before lifting one hand off my backside and giving me a light slap
on the ass.

I lost all control, letting myself become one
with the moment. Our lips continually met as our naked bodies
rubbed together on the cough. His hands seemed to be everywhere
while mine had settled on running through his hair. As the passion
built, one of his fingers made its way up my sopping wet hole. With
a quick come hither motion, his fingers played across my insides
before making a small popping sound as he exited me. I watched as
he dipped his glistening fingers into his mouth. Now two of my
juices laced his lips. When we began kissing once more, I could
taste the mixture of myself with every motion of my tongue across
his own.

My waiting pussy longed for something bigger
than his fingers to fill me, and I made my move. Thrusting my hips
into his, I made my intentions clear. My lips settled near his ear
as I whispered, “I want you inside of me. Now.”

I braced my hands on his shoulders, and while
staring at his glowing green eyes I lifted up my hips and steadied
my hole right over his erection. I slid myself down slowly onto his
swollen member. As Graham filled me to capacity, I could feel him
grind against the nerves in my g-spot and the touch sent my body
into mini convulsions. I slowly pumped my body up and down while
relishing the waves of ecstasy that I had not had in nearly a
year.

I felt his hand on my hips before it
happened, but something changed within the docile assistant beneath
me. I could see a primal fire smoldering behind his emerald eyes
before he pulled me in close and flipped me, switching our
positions on the couch. Now I was looking up at him, aware that the
balance of power in the room had just shifted.

“Now Ms. MacKenna, it’s time that I really
pleased you,” Graham said as a devious smile spread across his
handsome features.

I didn’t have time to respond. Graham turned
into a beast, filled with nothing but the pent up energies of years
of frustration, bred from being around the woman he desired
secretly. He propelled himself with great force against me, over
and over. The jack hammering motion of his cock pounded at my
insides, and sending pulse after pulse of erotic energy into a
growing ball of desire forming at the back of my pussy. His hip
motions also managed to rub against me with each of his deeply
penetrating pushes, letting his body rub against my clit
repeatedly. The thickness of his dick stretched me wide, pushing
and pulling the sensitive skin of my lower lips back and forth over
his thick rod.

I dragged his hands from the couch where they
were currently doing nothing more than propping him up, and laid
them on my lonely tits. While Graham didn’t manage to work magic on
my nipples, the touch alone added much to the growing pleasure I
was feeling.

“Harder!” I yelled into his ear.

Without hesitation, he picked up speed. As
his body slammed into mine, it felt like I was being pushed deeper
and deeper into the cushioning of the couch. I felt my stomach
muscles tighten as the intense waves finally brought me to climax.
I bit his arm as I moaned under clenched teeth. My legs locked and
my toes pointed straight down as the electric shiver of erotic
energy radiated out from my core. Graham was one of the few men I
had ever been with to bring me to orgasm, and he had done it in
record time.

While I closed my eyes and let the blissful
waves pass over me, he had other ideas. His sexual prowess had
already served me once, but Graham clearly wasn’t done. I felt
myself being picked up once more in his strong hands, and my body
was lifted off the couch, while I was still impaled on his hard,
fleshy spear.

I let Graham guide me with his hands. He
lowered me to the floor and laid me on a thick, white rug. My back
didn’t stay against the soft material of the shag carpet for long
though. He grabbed my arm and flipped me over onto my stomach
before lifting my hips off the ground. He moved and positioned me
like a rag roll. With my face pressed into the deep shag of the
area rug and my hips in midair, I felt completely helpless and
Graham began his assault on my pussy once more.

“I’ve been waiting a long time for this
Cate,” he said in between labored breaths, “I’ve waited for years,
but it’s finally my turn to fuck you. And I give you my promise;
this won’t be one you’ll be forgetting any time soon boss.”

This new Graham was amazing. What had begun
as me using him to replace a broken piece of medical equipment had
turned into the most passionate sex of my life. My timid assistant
had transformed into a sexual dynamo as he took control of me. His
constant thrusting into my already pleasured hole signified the
change in our relationship. We could never return to the office
dynamic we had shared before. As Graham fucked me so completely
that stars began to burst in front of my eyes, I realized that I
wanted to stay like this forever.

The complex emotions that were seeping into
my thoughts were momentarily washed away by a second orgasm. This
one had caught me by surprise. My body tried to collapse into the
white rug, but Graham’s hands kept my ass up in the air for a few
moments longer. As the pleasure of my second orgasm reached its
zenith, I felt Graham pulse inside of me. I heard his throaty grunt
behind me and with each pulse of his large cock inside of me, I
could feel his seed flood my insides. When he was finally spent, he
collapsed on the shag carpet next to me and stared into my
eyes.

“I had fun. I hope you did too.”

I looked back at him, unsure of what to say.
The creeping ideas of love kept bouncing around in my brain. I
pushed them back down for now, sure that in the heat of the moment,
it wouldn’t be a good time to tell my assistant that I wanted to
stay with him for a very long time.

“So did I. We should get going, I uhh...I
guess I’ll see you at the office tomorrow.”

It was a bit awkward as we picked up our
discarded clothes and surveyed the room. The couch was sticky with
our fluids. The carpet too would need to be cleaned. I could see
the fibers were matted where I my dripping pussy had been only
minutes before. We got dressed in silence and headed outside. I
locked the house back up and turned to say one last goodbye to
Graham.

I didn’t manage to get the simple salutation
out. His lips were pressed against mine before I could utter a
word. I responded in kind, pressing myself into his embrace as we
stood on under the cedar roofed stoop of a house we didn’t own. The
kiss seemed to last for hours, with the simple movements of our
hands over each other’s bodies conveying all the words left
unspoken inside. Before ending the kiss, it was clear that nothing
more needed to be said. We left the porch hand in hand, and that
night my daughter met the man who would later become her father.
One statistical anomaly and a broken breast pump later, and my life
had turned from a single minded drive to build a real estate empire
into the perfect family dynamic, financed by the very business that
had played such a large part in making it all happen.
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his hospitality.

This 6,000 word erotic story features
spontaneous lactation, sexy suckling, high powered vibrators and
one extremely horny cowboy. THIS STORY IS MEANT FOR MATURE
AUDIENCES ONLY!

My
Husband, My Panties

 


Annie has just arrived home after working
late again at the office. When she finds the front door locked,
Annie begins to panic. Mark, Her husband, never locks the door.
Expecting the worst, Annie instead finds Mark in an embarrassing
position on the bedroom floor. Mark had passed out wearing her
clothes! Seeing an opportunity for a little fun, Annie decides to
change Mark into her own little female friend, and tests the limits
of how far Mark is willing to go.

This 6,000 word story contains adult themes
and includes fake dicks, cross dressing, pegging, and a couple with
fluid gender roles. FOR MATURE AUDIENCES ONLY!

 


Ghostlusters

 


It’s Hell Week on campus and the girls of Pi
Omega Eta are wrapping up the final days of pledging. Amber, the
senior sister of the sorority has a small problem. Three girls who
just aren’t cut out for joining her house won’t leave. So Amber
decided to scare the girls away by making them stay overnight in a
haunted frat house. But when a game of Ouija board wakes the
spirits of the house, the girls are in for a surprise as they are
separated and screwed in three amazing ways.

This 12,000~ word story contains three unique
sexy situations that include Virgin gangbangs, intimate girl on
girl action, BDSM, dimensional bending sex, and lots of girl on
ghost action. THIS TITLE IS MEANT FOR A MATURE AUDIENCE ONLY!

 


The
Hatchery- Bred by the Alien Tentacles

 


Jessica was just a normal college sophomore
until a few weeks ago when she began to have the same reoccurring
nightmare every time she fell asleep. As the nightmares gets worse,
Jessica begins to lose her hold on sanity, and doesn’t think it can
get any worse. She couldn’t be more wrong. She is abducted in the
night by an unknown entity that seems to have only one mission, to
breed with Earth women at any cost. Can Jessica escape her fate, or
will she be trapped by her captor forever?

The Hatchery is an erotic short story
involving kidnapping, reluctant tentacle sex, alien cross breeding,
an outer space master/slave relationship and an ending you won’t
forget. THIS STORY IS MEANT FOR MATURE AUDIENCES ONLY!

 


Gold Medal Gangbang

 


Nikki screwed up. A hangover
from too much partying the night before an important match caused
her soccer team the match and a chance at an Olympic medal. As
punishment, her team chooses her as the nominee for a sexy bet
between her team and her nation’s Men’s team. The Men’s team has a
plan for poor Nikki, and it’s one she will never forget.

This story features public
sex, reluctant oral, vaginal and anal sex, soccer themes and a
massive gangbang. MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMF erotic gangbang. FOR MATURE
AUDIENCES ONLY!

 


Slave To His Whims - A Husband's
Solution

 


Christopher Bower is a successful business
man who suspects his wife of being unfaithful. When Chris is told
to talk to a mysterious man to help solve his wife’s infidelity,
Chris is lured into participating in a sexy sci-fi program designed
to control the orgasms of women. Will Chris give in and implant his
wife with an orgasm controlling device?

IVE is a 4,200 story filled with
orgasm control, sexy slaves, and steamy blowjobs.

 


Slave To His Whims - Emily’s Story

 


Emily Bower wakes up in a South American
hospital to find out she has been implanted with a device that
controls her orgasms! What is worse is that her husband holds the
remote. Emily has no choice but to be a slave to her husband’s
desires or else she will never have an orgasm again.

iVe: Emily’s Story is a companion book
to iVe. It is a 7500~ word, first person story that contains
graphic sex, BDSM themes and more orgasms than you can count.

 


Step Sister Slumber Party

 


Olivia comes home from a long day at work,
intent on surprising her husband Jake with some surprise sex. When
she sneaks up to surprise him, she catches her husband masturbating
to pictures of his step sister! Instead of being angry, Olivia
decides to make her husband’s fantasies come to life and invites
his sister over to spend the night, with the intention of having a
wild and sexy night for all three.

Step Sister Slumber Party is a 5400~ story
containing pseudo incest, light bondage themes and steamy sex. This
book is meant for adult audiences only!
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