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Chapter One

My hand is shaking as I muster up the courage
to sign my name on the dotted line. I put the packet of papers down
and it is instantly grabbed by a beady eyed lady in the admissions
office. Between her eyes, beak like nose, and the fact she was
watching me write the entire time, she reminds me of a vulture
waiting to pick meat off of a fresh kill. She hands the packet to a
perky and pleasant blonde who gives my paperwork a quick once over
before having me follow her into the back.

Blondie smiles, flashing her perfect teeth
and leads me into an exam room.

“Just sit tight and Doctor Kenzie will be in
to see you shortly,” she tells me, “You are almost done. This
checkup is the final step of the process.”

As she walks out of the room, I nervously
watch her golden ponytail bounce to the rhythm of her steps. When
she is out of view, my focus shifts to the shiny bauble on my
finger, reflecting light into my eyes. The reflection blinds me for
a brief second. As I stare into the white gold engagement ring, and
I am reminded of why I am here.

I grew up in half a dozen different foster
homes. I have no family to speak of, so no one is around to help
pay for my future. My boyfriend has a dad but he had just gotten
divorced from his third wife. He owns a ranch and does well for
himself but between paying three alimonies and child support for
his three boys under the age of eighteen, there isn’t much
left.

Feeling bad that he was of little help
monetarily, Jesse’s dad at least offered to let me move into his
home while Jesse deployed so that I would not be alone. This
allowed me to save the money I would normally be putting towards
rent into savings. Most of the money will end up going towards the
dream wedding that Jesse and I have planned. We have not officially
announced our engagement to anyone yet, but Jesse and I have plans
to get married after his return. I want to make sure we have enough
money earmarked for it so that there are no hiccups when he comes
home.

So my boyfriend and I are left to shoulder
the burden of paying for our wedding. Jesse is in the military and
currently serving overseas so he is doing his part. The rest is up
to me. I know we could just do it quick and dirty at the court
house, but I have been dreaming of my wedding since I was a little
girl. I don’t think Jesse is as excited about having a big wedding,
but he wants me to be happy, and knows how important this is to
me.

In addition to my full time job as a cashier
at the local Shop n’ Save, I have been doing odd jobs around my
small town to help get the wedding day I desire. Between detailing
cars, selling scented candles door to door, and cleaning newly
vacated apartments, I’ve been making a decent amount of extra
money, but my newest job has the possibility of paying me more than
all the others combined. I am at the clinic today for one reason,
to become a human guinea pig.

I first heard about the Willow Creek Clinical
Trial Center when I saw an ad in the local paper looking for
qualified participants. I inquired about the ad and found out that
if I met the requirements, I could make the equivalent of two
months’ pay at my day jobs just for popping whatever pills the
doctors gave me.

I started the screening process online, went
through interviews, had blood panels taken, and now I have finally
made it to the last step in the process. It was a little nerve
wracking having to sign the liability forms. I have been assigned
to a new designer birth control panel. The nurse had explained that
it was just a slightly tweaked version of one of the popular market
brands. The one difference being that the drug is also supposed to
increase your bust by at least half a size and clear up acne. In
addition to preventing pregnancy, a drug that would increase
attractiveness sounded like something I would stand in line for
hours to buy.

I have been on birth control pills for a few
years now, so the thought of trying out a new one didn’t worry me
too much, but there is still a small voice in the back of my mind
that worries about introducing new chemicals into my body. I hear a
loud knock at the door of the exam room.

“Come in,” I say.

The blonde enters first followed by a short
middle aged man with a bad comb over. He begins to speak, “I am Dr.
Ralph Kenzie and you must be Lucy Marshall. I am the head doctor on
this trial so if you have any adverse affects, I am the one that
will treat you.” He pauses for a moment then reaches his hand out
for me to shake. “Do you have any questions or concerns before we
officially start you on this trial?”

“Nope, I am ready to roll,” I say.

The cheery nurse in her light purple scrubs
hands me a brown paper bag and a glass of water. “Please take out
the packet of pills labeled month one, I must watch you take the
first pill,” she says.

She smiles with her mouth closed as she
watches me pierce the foil and pop the small green dot into my
mouth and wash it down with a gulp of water. She waits for me to
swallow before prattling on about the basic daily regimen.

“Alright Ms. Marshall you should try and take
it around the same time every day. If you miss one day take two the
next, antibiotics counteract the effect. Try to abstain from the
following…”

I zone out as the nurse continues to talk in
a monotone voice about the drugs in my hand. It was all the
information I could have easily read in the information package I
was given, and I was already taking the non enhancing birth control
pill already. I tuned back into her speech when she started
explaining how payments would work.

“To qualify for the full compensation you
must make it to all of your weekly doctor visits and complete the
entire three months of pills. You will receive your money after the
final checkup visit,” she informs me. “Do you understand everything
I have told you Ms. Marshall?”

I nod my head as I tuck the pills into my
purse. The nurse leads me back out to the waiting room and soon I
am on my way home, full of dreams about my wedding day.




Chapter Two

I have been taking the pill for almost a
month now and I am finally feeling and seeing some results. I had
to buy a few new bras over the weekend to support my newly acquired
C cups. When I see my bare breasts in the mirror I can see how much
fuller they look. My small amount of acne has cleared up as well.
For the past few days I have been waking up early, eager to stare
at myself in the mirror. The little green pills had taken my
awkward eighteen year old body and my tiny little tits, and
transformed me into a buxom brunette beauty.

The pills seem to be doing everything that
they are supposed to without any of the possible side effects I had
read about in the twenty page printout I was given. The lack of
side effects and positive changes that I am experiencing make me
feel like this is the easiest six grand I have ever earned. The
only new symptom, if I can even call it that, is some extreme
horniness. But I have been writing that off as my body just missing
Jesse. It’s been three months since we have held each other.

I pop my little green pill and I head to the
kitchen where the aroma of homemade barbecue sauce is filling the
air. Jesse’s dad, Clint, is downstairs making lunch. In the past
three months I have grown very fond of Clint, who stepped in
gracefully to fill the fatherly role in my life that I had been
missing since the day I was born. Clint was always available if I
needed something, and in the time I have lived under his roof,
whenever he cooks he always makes sure to make enough to feed me
too.

I meet Clint in the kitchen as he puts the
finishing touches on lunch. I watch him as he prepares our food and
it’s easy to see where Jesse had gotten his good looks from. Clint
is in his mid forties but time has been very kind to the man. He
has kept up his lean, muscular build and even though he has worked
outside on his ranch since he was a school boy, his face lacks the
look of a weather beaten cowboy.

The only thing that makes his age slightly
believable are the tiny patches of salt and pepper streaks creeping
into his hairline at the temples. To me they only add to his good
looks. I hope Jesse maintains himself like his father has.

When Jesse and Clint first suggested I move
onto the ranch to save money, I was apprehensive. I have never had
a strong male presence in my life so I had no inkling of what to
expect. But Clint has welcomed me with open arms and made me feel
like family. And in the not-so-distant future, I will be. The
kindness he has shown me is unparalleled to anything I had ever
experienced in any of my group homes or foster families.

Clint slides over a plate of barbecued pork
ribs and a grilled ear of corn. I thank him as I head to the fridge
to find drinks for the two of us. Lunch time had become routine and
we each had our part to play. I pull out an ice cold beer for
Clint, and find myself a cherry cola. My soda supply was quickly
losing the war for fridge space as Clint’s beer brigade gained more
ground every day.

We eat in relative silence, both of us happy
to not have to eat lunch alone. I finish my delicious meal, and
help Clint clean up the kitchen. He is wiping the counters and I am
scrubbing the dishes. As we work, I watch him down three more
beers. When we are finished, I grab another round of refreshments
and we head to the living room to watch a movie.

We flop down on the couch, and Clint turns on
a movie I have never heard of. I don’t recognize the actors and I’m
growing bored with the plot. I look over at Clint, who is nursing
his sixth beer since lunch. When Clint catches me staring, he
starts up a conversation.

“Jesse is so lucky to have found a girl like
you,” He says. “You are beautiful, smart, and hardworking; my son
found the whole package when he found you.” He starts to tear up
and sniffle. He locks eyes with me and says, “I hope your marriage
works out better than any of mine did.”

Clint’s eyes close as he fights away tears. I
have seen him like this a few times before, always while drinking.
He spreads across the couch and lays down, using my thighs as a
pillow and starts sobbing.

I gently run my fingers through his short
hair while he sobs in my lap. All of a sudden my breasts grow
extremely sore and tender. They must be growing again. The feeling
is a bit awkward as Clint lies across my lap.

I continue to stroke the head of my fiancé’s
father when I start to feel a bit depressed myself. I try to cheer
us both up. “You are an awesome Dad,” I say. “Jesse and I both look
up to you and I am so sorry that your ex-wives did not know what a
great gut they had.”

The dull ache in my breasts grows stronger,
becoming a throbbing painful pressure. The pain is getting so
intense I want to cry. I guess it was too much to think I would get
out of testing a new drug without side effects. It’s a good thing I
have an appointment at the clinic tomorrow. Maybe they will tell me
if this amount of discomfort is normal.

As I think that to myself I look down at
Clint, but I get instantly distracted when I notice that there are
wet discs right over both of my nipples. I stare at the spots,
wondering how I managed to get my shirt wet, when I see the dark
spots grow bigger. I realize in that instant that nothing had
spilled on me. I was the one doing the spilling! Something is
leaking out of my nipples and seeping through my shirt.

“Get up Clint,” I say loudly. “I think I need
to go to the hospital.”

He sees my shirt and gets rather confused,
“This is an odd question but am I going to be a granddaddy?”

“I am not pregnant!” I yell, “I think it’s a
side effect from the pills I’m taking.”

“What pills? I’ve never heard of any pills
that make you turn into a Greek fountain.”

“It’s a new birth control. A drug trial. It
was supposed to make my boobs bigger. I wanted to surprise Jesse
when he got back home.”

I boobs were throbbing horribly. To make
matters worse, I was feeling another wave of horniness creep up.
All I wanted to do at this moment was to undress. My tits wanted to
be free to breathe, and my pussy wanted to be pounded. I began to
think that the increased sex drive I had been experiencing may be
connected to the pills after all. I look down at my shirt once
more. My entire top half is now soaked clean through.

“I really need to go Clint. Call a cab or 911
or something. Something inside of me must have exploded,” I say
urgently.

“Oh sweetheart, your adorable lil titties
didn’t explode. You’re milkin’. You know that I have four boys and
I made sure their mama’s fed them the breast, I know what I am
talkin’ about.” Clint slurs.

Before I have time to do or say anything,
Clint lifts up my shirt and pushes up my bra. His head lifts from
my lap and he latches to one of my swollen tits. He brings his
hands up to cup by sore boobs as he starts to suck. As he drinks
from me, I feel his tongue sliding over my sensitive nipple.

My brain is telling me to push Clint away,
but my body has other ideas. I am overcome with an ache in my
pussy, and the act of him sucking on my nipples while massaging my
full tits feels amazing. As he draws out the milk out from within
me, the throbbing pain I had been experiencing diminishes. I notice
that he seems to be enjoying himself too. I can see that a tent has
formed in his jeans. I watch as he attempts to adjust his
troublesome cock but he fails to maintain his modesty.

Clint pulls his head away from my chest for a
moment, and I can see that a bit of my milk has dribbled down the
corner of his mouth.

“That is for sure the sweet taste of
breastmilk,” he says.

I give him an odd look and ask, “Ummm, so
were your baby mama’s breastfeeding your sons or you?”

“Well both I suppose Lucy,” he continues,
“Right after Jesse was born his mom was having anxiety about not
being able to produce enough milk to feed him. So, she thought it
might help if I helped build up her supply by suckin’ on her when
the baby was sleeping.” He takes a deep breath, “I thought it was a
bit weird at first, but I got used to it. Eventually grew to enjoy
it.”

While this new insight into Clint’s married
life was interesting, my unsucked teat was throbbing in pain. I
could feel the milk dripping onto my skin. Without asking, I grab
Clint behind his head, and push his mouth up to my other tit. He
wastes no time, and I can feel the pressure decrease as he sucks me
dry.

He stimulates my nipples as he suckles. The
sensation and constant tingle I feel while he is latching on is a
constant reminder to my aching loin that I have had no sex or
pleasure since Jesse left months ago. I do my best to keep thinking
of my boyfriend as dirty thoughts fill my brain, but images of the
handsome older version of Jesse that was currently pressed against
my chest keep creeping in.

The pressure in my right tit has decreased
immensely. I have Clint unlatch and push him back against my right
melon, which had not received enough attention the first time
around. This feeling is sending me off the edge of a cliff. As
sneakily as I can, I attempt to slip my manicured hand down my
pants to help alleviate the symptoms of my sexual frustration. I
stare at the bulge in his pants longingly. How good it would feel
to have him inside of me right now.

My mind drifts to the thought of Clint’s
naked body pressed against mine. In my vision I am on top riding
his dick, sliding my lithe frame up and down over his hard cock. My
positioning lets Clint suck on my engorged tits while I drive his
shaft deep inside of my body.

My mind snaps back to reality. Clint is still
drinking deeply from my tits and his hand has vanished under the
waistline of his jeans. I realize my hand had likewise made the
journey down south, and I can feel how wet I have become. My
panties are as soaked as my shirt, but for very different
reasons.

My milk bags are finally empty, and the
painful fullness that had started this whole ordeal had been tamed.
Clint unlatches as the milk supply runs out. I smile down at him,
expecting to be greeted with the same warm smile, but instead Clint
looks agitated. He quickly sits up and takes his hands out from his
pants.

“What are we doing? What are we thinking?
God! How could I do this to Jesse.”

I try to calm Clint down, “It was the heat of
the moment. Nothing happened anyways. This was a medical issue and
you helped me out.”

I could see that my lie had not alleviated
any of the guilt Clint was feeling. In truth, had Clint not sat up
right when he did, I am sure I would have been sucking milky white
liquids from Clint within minutes.

“Ugggh, I’m going to bed. See you in the
morning Lucy.”

Clint pushed himself off the couch and I
watch as he heads off to bed. I have to admit, I am feeling
disappointed. I was looking forward to some action, and was
expecting something to happen between us.

Taking a cue from Clint, I head to my room. I
lie down on my bed and pull out a large back massager. I flip on
the powerful vibrator and push it deeply into my crotch. I
fantasize more fully about what could have been tonight as the
vibrations push through my clit. I relax and sink into my bed as
the orgasm fades.

With the edge off, my mind clears and I start
to think about what almost happened tonight. I am a good girl and
never in a million years saw myself as the cheating type. I am
wondering if these are normal side effects of the little green pill
or if I am just going nuts.




Chapter Three

I wake up early and head out of the house,
trying to avoid Clint. I end up at the clinic an hour early for my
appointment, but the receptionist doesn’t seem to mind. A
cancellation allows me to see the doctor right away.

Once in the exam room, I strip off my top and
slide my hands into the open backed linen gown on the table in the
middle of the room. Doctor Kenzie comes in a few minutes later and
we greet each other.

“So Ms. Marshall, how have things been this
week? Have you experienced any side effects yet? Headaches,
dizziness, loss of appetite?”

“None of those Doc, but I have had some kind
of side effect.” I pause, unsure of how to explain myself. “Well
I’ve been really uhh. I’ve been exited lately. Sexually. I just get
urges to do things.” My face turns beet red. “And my boobs are
leaking.”

“I see. Well Lucy I have good news and bad
news then. The good news is, there is nothing life threatening here
happening. Birth control pills artificially control your
reproductive hormones. Our new pill does this as well. It seems
that your hormones are a bit out of control at the moment which is
causing your increased sexual urges. You are not the first woman to
have this reaction.”

I relax a little at the news. Doctor Kenzie
continues.

“As for the lactation. I have to admit, this
one surprises me. I should explain a bit about just how the pills
increase your breast size. Inside of your breasts you have mammary
glands which grow and engorge after childbirth for obvious reasons.
Our pill simulates the growth stage, but is supposed to suppress
the hormone prolactin. No prolactin, no breastmilk. In your case,
it seems to have had the opposite effect. I’m afraid there is not
much I can do in the short term.”

“What do you mean? You can’t fix me?”

“Well we can take you off the pills, but
you’ll have to be removed from the trial first, which means you
won’t get paid. The choice is up to you. If you do quit taking the
pills, there is no guarantee that the lactation problem will stop
overnight either. Your body will have to rebalance the hormones.
Without the pills, you might even lactate more in the short term.
It’s hard to know. So what would you like to do Ms. Marshall?”

I sit quietly as I think about my options. My
situation seems bleak. Without the pills, I won’t get paid. With
the pills I’m a horny, lactating mess. And either way it sounds
like my milking issue won’t go away overnight. I can see only one
real choice.

“I guess I’ll continue with the trial. Thanks
for seeing me doctor. I’ll see you again next week.”




Chapter Four

I try to get cozy under my soft floral
comforter but all I can seem to do is toss and turn. The visit to
the doctor added another feeling to my mix of emotions. I am angry
that I signed my life away and now I will be stuck lactating until
the study is over. Even worse, I am horny again. I have already
used the vibrator twice, but the feeling won’t go away. I am lonely
and deeply missing my boyfriend.

I try once more to relieve my sexual
tensions. My hand slips below my lacy light blue panties and I let
my fingers caress my perfectly waxed lips while lightly touching
the top of my clit. It feels okay but it definitely not the touch I
that my pussy is craving.

I feel like a horrible girl for thinking it,
but I want nothing more than to fuck Clint right now. The events of
last night are all I can think about, and my mind keeps imagining
the hard cock that he has hidden in his jeans. I know deep down
that the only thing that can relieve my sexual urges is to take
Clint inside of me. I just need to prepare some words so that I can
get him to participate.

I get out of bed and turn on my light. I need
to deal with this now. I keep my lacy blue bikini cuts on and I
throw on a matching lacy tank top. I feel very pleased with my sexy
look. My top is tight and slightly sheer, allowing anyone to see
the large pink disks of my nipples though the material.

I walk to Clint’s room and am happy to see
that he is unable to sleep as well. He is on his bed with his
covers tangled around his feet and he seems to be gently teasing
his swollen member. His eyes are closed tightly, clearly deep in
thought. Without being invited in, I head straight to his bed and
sit next to him. Clint notices the shift in the mattress and opens
his eyes. He shrinks away from me on the bed.

“Jesus Lucy what are you doing!”

“I went to the doctor today Clint. I can’t
get out of the trial so I’m stuck with my little problem until it’s
over. Jesse gets home in two more months.” I lean across the bed
and lay my hand across his chest. My new angle allows Clint a full
view of my cleavage. “So how about I scratch your back and you
scratch mine until Jesse comes back.”

“Lucy I can’t. He’s my boy. I told him I
would look out for you.”

“You would be! Look Clint, I need to be
fucked. I NEED it. The pills screwed me up. They are making me
horny too. My panties are wetter than my damn bra. If you don’t
fuck me, I don’t know how much longer I can go before I find
someone who will.”

“Well when you put it that way…”

I can tell that we are done talking. I have
successfully managed to convince my boyfriend’s father to fuck me.
I rip the slate gray covers fully off of the bed and I lay next to
him. I unclasp my bra with one hand and let my ample full breasts
bounce from the impact of being set free. I stick one of my swollen
boobs in his mouth and allow him to suck. I take the hand I am not
laying on and I grab his already rigid dick over his cotton
boxers.

I yank his swollen member out of the hole in
his underwear and without asking I sit my tight pussy atop his long
and plump penis. There is no foreplay. No gentle massage. I have
only one thing on my mind at this moment and that is to get Clint
to bang me long and hard. I start to push myself up and down, my
body sliding over Clint’s while his hard dick rubs against my
insides. He continues to suck on my tits for a few minutes, but
without warning he unlatches and starts to talk.

“Jesse can never find out.”

I nod my head, unable to form words at the
moment. I can feel the pleasure building in my clit. Clint’s cock
is grinding against my G-spot.

“Your doin’ a fine job sweetie but it’s time
for daddy to take over. Why don’t ya get on all fours for me.”

I look at Clint and smile in excitement as he
rolls me over onto my stomach. I assume the position, and angle my
hips out to give Clint full access to whatever he desires. I feel
his long dick slide along my waiting hole as he traces my pussy
with his shaft. I feel his callused hands drop onto my hips a
second before he rams his rod deeply into my body. Clint rides me
hard and rough, using his hands to pull my hips in while his hips
bash into mine. I know I’ll be sore in the morning.

My tight little hole isn’t used to the hard
dicking that Clint is providing. He has a good inch on his son and
he is making sure to work every last centimeter of his big of his
cock into me. Each time he thrusts it feels like his member slides
deeper and deeper into me. My G-spot is under constant assault from
Clint’s jack hammering. Sexy little moans begin to escape from my
lips with each thrust. I bury my head into a pillow as Clint picks
up speed.

I start to feel warm tingles all over my
body. My hands move to my nipples. They are slick with milk, but
still sensitive. I start to twist them and my pleasure increases
dramatically. The nipple stimulation is magnifying the pressure I
feel building up in my clit.

I hear Clint behind me, grunting and
breathing hard. His rhythm has slowed a bit, but he is still
slamming into me with the force of a truck hitting a brick wall. I
know I am close. I take a hand off my tit and search for my
clit.

As my fingers find my throbbing button, my
hand turns into a blur of motion. Within seconds, I orgasm. I hold
my breath as the waves of ecstasy roll over me. My muscles tense
and I push myself hard against Clint, trying to keep him from
sliding in and out of me while I experience the mind fogging
pleasure. I am only half successful at stopping Clint.

He switches from long hard thrusts to quick
and shallow jabs. His mushroom tips slides in and out, rubbing
against my pussy lips. The feeling intensifies my already
incredible orgasm. Behind me I hear Clint let out a deep grunt
before pulling my hips against his, thrusting himself back deeply
into me. I can feel his cock pulsing as he shoots his load into my
body.

My lungs are on fire, and I realize I am
still holding my breath. As I suck in fresh air, I feel the
pleasure waves subside. The burning desire for sex subsides along
with it. My knees collapse out from under me and I sag onto the
bed, exhausted. Clint slides himself into position next to me. Our
eyes meet and he smiles at me. I smile back and then roll onto my
side. I pull Clint in close to my chest and hold him there until he
latches back onto my tit.

We fall asleep in that position, and in the
morning I find Clint still lying with his head nestled in my chest.
My boobs are hurting once again and I push his face against my
throbbing nipple. Half awake, Clint sucks on my tit intently. I
smile and stoke the back of his head. Two more months until Jesse
comes home. Two more months until I can stop taking the pills. But
with our new arrangement, the two months don’t seem like they will
be that long at all.
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containing pseudo incest, light bondage themes and steamy sex. This
book is meant for adult audiences only!

 


Suckled by my Step Dad

 


Jamie is a normal eighteen year old girl in
the last weeks of Catholic High School until one morning when she
wakes up to find that her breasts have grown and are leaking
copious amounts of milk! Home with only her Step Dad Rob to help
her, Jamie confides in her Daddy about her new problem. The close
bonding over trying to solve Jamie’s lactation problem ends up with
Jamie and Rob in a compromising position. What had started as just
another day for Jamie quickly spirals out of control, and before
the day is over, the father-daughter relationship between the two
will change forever.

Suckled by my Step Dad is an erotic
work of fiction containing Pseudo-incest, Catholic school girls,
Lactation, the deflowering of a virgin and lots of warm milk. 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!
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