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I sat in the cold gray office of my Professor
while I attempted to grade thirty page essays that were turned in
the week prior. This was not what I envisioned when I applied to be
a teacher’s assistant last semester. I had heard from various
sources that being a TA was a cake walk. In addition to an easy
grade, it was almost a guarantee to an awesome recommendation for
grad school. I had always worked hard for my grades so a little
downtime sounded like a godsend. I had assumed that I would grade
papers, wave to the students, and then go wait in the office and
nap until class let out.

Sadly for me, a small respite in my schedule
was not to be. I was hoping to get a math class. I was a bit of a
mathematics whiz and could probably grade quizzes and exams rather
quickly leaving ample time to relax. I had stellar grades in
everything, so they looked at my extracurricular. I had always
shied away from sports so what I ended up doing were things like
debate team, model UN, and the young politicians club. Those after
school activities ended up sinking my aspirations to be a math
TA.

So I got stuck with Professor Bradley
Jefferson who teaches in the political science department. He had
always been one of the more popular Professors, but I never saw the
draw. All of the female applicants secretly hoped to be picked. He
was a very attractive man in his late thirties. He had short wavy
jet black hair with flecks of salt and pepper mixed in his side
burns. He had chiseled features and took the utmost care of his
body. He looked great, but to me he was a manipulative, pompous,
know it all ass.

Like I assumed he would, he took full
advantage of my free labor. So not only did I have to grade the
bulk of the papers, but I got stuck teaching his freshman intro
class. During a few of my lectures I had seen him sitting in the
back of the classroom with his gaze fixed on me. I had never
received any input or pointers, so I had no idea if I was doing
decent or if I was the captain of a sinking ship. Needless to say I
was extremely stressed.

This was my last semester before graduation
and instead of going to parties and enjoying my last bit of
college, I spent all my down time working with Professor Jefferson.
To keep from having a complete breakdown, I had to constantly
remind myself that this was no big deal compared to all I had
overcome. And my body provided a constant reminder of my past
mistakes. Every three hours like clockwork, my breasts would begin
to hurt, reminding me of the reason I was pushing myself so
hard.

******

There was no obstacle big enough to bring me
down. I got pregnant the summer before my senior year of high
school. I was at a model UN summit a few states away. Having turned
eighteen only a few weeks before, it was my first taste away from
home as an actual adult. This was also the first time in a
situation with peers that I actually felt I fit in.

The summit was about what I had expected it
to be, full of students like me hoping to pad their college résumé.
But one boy in particular caught my eye. He was one of the
delegates from Norway, and I spent most of the summit staring
longingly at him from my table. Fantasies of the two of us took up
the majority of my thoughts, leading to a few situations where I
was unprepared to answer questions because my mind had been
elsewhere.

In the last days of the conference I finally
got some one on one time with Norway. He was a sweet college guy
with that corn fed farm boy look. He had blonde locks just long
enough to tuck behind his ears, brilliant teal eyes, and a slight
gap between his front two teeth that made him seem perfectly
imperfect to me. Not only was he gorgeous but his voice was like
silk and he was extremely bright.

I was sitting alone at a table in the dining
facility finishing my turkey sandwich when he sat close to me on
the bench seat. His thigh had made contact with mine and he leaned
in close, his lips almost touching my ear, and whispered, “Hey
Spain, how would you like to go into my room and discuss the impact
of cyber warfare on the global marketplace?”

It was possibly the worst pickup line in the
history of the fake world I was surrounded by, but it worked. I
became giddy and nodded my head in excitement. With a flash of a
smile and a helping hand, I was out of my seat and practically
running through the cafeteria with my new friend. He led me by the
hand through a series of long corridors until we reached his room.
The key card beeped as it slid into the lock and in moments we were
inside of his quarters. It was small and cramped, much like the
room I was staying in. There was no place to sit but the bed so I
took a seat on the edge of the firm mattress.

He sat down beside me and I turned to him
with the intentions of making some small talk when his soft lips
met mine. I had never been kissed before; even though I had just
turned eighteen, I was always so busy with school that I had never
had enough time for boys. He was gently massaging my tongue with
his while his hand was busy positioning my wavy brown hair away
from my emerald eyes. His touch sent waves of tingly excitement all
through my body.

Before I knew it, my hormones were raging and
we were engulfed in a round of passionate kisses and tender
touching. Without asking me, he unzipped my skirt and pulled it
along with my plain cotton panties off. Within seconds I saw him
take off his pants, freeing his erect cock. He lifted my naked body
up and centered me on the bed. My mind told me to say no, but my
body was screaming for the sensation of his touch so I just went
along with it. If simple touch felt so pleasant, I could only
imagine what his dick inside me might feel like.

The joyous sensations turned into agony when
his hard member thrust into my virginal parts. He was not gentle
like when we were kissing. He gruffly pushed his manhood into me
and broke through my wall in one or two pumps. I just laid there
stiff and motionless hoping it would get better. The sensation of
the starchy comforter grating against my back like sandpaper on
wood felt better than the sex did. Thirty seconds of thrusting
later I heard him let out a low pitched moan. I felt a warmness
released inside of me and in seconds I was the only one left on the
bed. As he redressed, he tossed me my clothes and said, “Thank you
Spain, talk to you later.”

The whole experience was disappointing. I
felt dirty, used, and wholly unfulfilled. I was disappointed in the
act itself and in me. I should have listened to the voice in my
head instead of acting like a stupid child. And the kicker was that
I had never even bothered to learn his real name.

I knew all about the birds and the bees, but
for some reason pregnancy and the possibility of it had not crossed
my mind. The experience had been such a letdown that I guess I just
blocked it out. It took seven weeks after the fact to realize what
I had done. My mom and I were having a late summer breakfast of
French toast and fresh strawberries in our sunroom. We were engaged
in a pleasant round of small talk when she began to get all
emotional on me.

“Oh Penelope,” she said with a proud smile
that exposed her perfect pearly whites to me. “I cannot believe
what a smart and beautiful life I have created. You are looking
more and more like a woman every day.”

She was staring at my chest when she said
that. I had suddenly been blessed with full and round breasts. I
was quite pleased with the transformation. I looked at her and
smiled.

“I know Mom, I am so happy that I finally
have the boobs I have always wanted. I thought that puberty had
forgotten about that department for me.”

“You are so lucky Penny, I didn’t get any
breasts until I got pregnant with you,” she giggled while she
spoke.

The color drained from my face and I sat as
still as a portrait. Everything in my head had just clicked.

“Penny….Penny, I’m sorry if I embarrassed
you,” she said with a puzzled look. “It is not a big deal they are
just boobs.”

My mom and I had always been close which is
why she was so confused at my stoic expression.

Tears started streaming down my cheeks and I
could taste the saltiness on my lips as I pursed them together. I
tried to explain myself but I was so distraught that all I muttered
was “Norway.” I held up my pointer finger to motion to her that I
would be right back. Sadly all I knew about the man whose child I
was possibly carrying was the country he had represented and that
he was going to be a sophomore in college.

I didn’t want to tell my mom about a
situation that I was not fully sure I was even in. I walked into my
mother’s master bathroom and took a pregnancy test from under her
sink. My mom always kept a stash for herself just in case.

I peed on the stick and put it on the counter
for the two minutes suggested on the box. In that brief moment I
prayed and prayed for a negative result even though I knew in my
heart what it was going to say. I picked it up and saw a dark blue
plus sign staring back at me. Just then I heard my mom knocking on
the door.

“Penelope Jane, what on earth is the matter
and why are you in my bathroom?”

I knew I couldn’t hide the truth from her but
at that moment I was too choked up to talk. I dried off the test
and slid it under the small crack between the door and the beige
carpet.

She was shocked to say the least but, when
the dust settled we decided that a child would not change any of
the dreams I had. My parents offered to do anything they could to
keep my academic endeavors alive.

I had my son almost four years ago and my
parents kept good on their promise to help me. He was born March of
my senior year and I managed to only miss one day of school thanks
to him being born right before spring break. I still ended up
valedictorian of my high school’s graduating class, and I got a
full ride to my first choice. It was tough only feeling like his
mother in the summertime but, it was a sacrifice I knew I had to
make for the life I wanted to provide him.

******

I had regained my composure and begun to
grade a god awful essay with several errors in the first paragraph
alone when I felt a familiar sensation. My hand had brushed my
chest and felt moistness leaking through the cotton. I look down
and sure enough tiny circles of milk had seeped through the breast
pad and onto my shirt.

There was no real reason for me to still be
lactating. I had weaned my son when I left for college a few years
back. I had assumed I would dry up quick but the pain of
engorgement in those first few nights was too much to bear. I ended
up using my hands to express the milk in the shower.

After a few days of this I thought about it
and it just made sense for me to keep on doing it. I had no baby
here to feed but there were benefits for me. I was able to eat
pretty much whatever I wanted because of the extra calories burned
through milk production. I also had no desire to once again be an A
cup.

Once the decision was made I went out and
bought a small double manual breast pump that could be used
discreetly in a bathroom or an office. In a weird way the pumping
was a stress release for me. I would compare it to the feeling of
smoking a cigarette, I crave the release. And with this TA position
I needed any relief I could get.

I put down the horrendous attempt at an essay
and pulled my small pump out of its case. I removed my baby pink
tee shirt and the white lacy push up I was wearing underneath.
Professor kept his office at a cool 70 degrees at all times so when
I disrobed my nipples seemed to shoot away from my breasts like
little bullets. A small bit of milk came out of my nipples and
dripped down onto my flat stomach just below my naval. As the drop
rolled down my stomach I felt a chill going up my spine.

I attached the milk receptacles to the pump
and inserted my engorged and leaky breasts into the horns of the
contraption. I squeezed the levers on both sides and immediately
started to feel a release of built up pressure. The soft sucking
sound of the pump was accompanied by the sound of thin streams of
milk hitting the bottom of the container. I continued pumping until
both bottles were about halfway full. There was still a bit of milk
in each of my tits, but I couldn’t be in here doing this all
day.

The second I removed my nipples from the
pump, the office door swung wide open. The Professor was looking
down at a newspaper when he started to chide me.

“Ms. Chambers, you know my rule about having
the door closed. That does not promote the open door policy of this
college.” He looked up at me. He saw me sitting in his chair,
completely topless. “Penelope, what on Earth? What the fuck are you
doing in my office?”

I became flushed and I stared back at him
with big eyes, unable to speak for a moment. We looked blankly at
each other until I finally mustered the courage to talk. “Breast
milk, uhh I was pumping Professor,” I muttered to him.

He looked at me with a disgusted look and
said, “I have seen your records and transcripts, your son is way
past infancy and he lives with your parents states away. What
exactly are you doing with this milk?” He kept the grimace on his
face as he took a white handkerchief out of his pocket and cleaned
up a few errant drips of my warm milk that had fallen onto his
desk.

I tried to divulge as little information on
my odd habit as possible. “I’m going to dispose of it and I always
wipe your desk down with a bleach cleanser when I’m done,” I told
him.

“Okay Ms. Chambers, but you have me extremely
curious now. Why are you still allowing your body to lactate? I am
just trying to understand you Penelope.”

I was caught off guard by his sudden
curiousity.

“Frankly Professor Jefferson it is none of
you business. I’ll find a new place to pump. You won’t have to
worry about me sullying your sterile office anymore.”

“So you find it odd that I like my office
kept immaculate? Well…I find it odd that you have been sitting her
topless with your breasts out. Is this some kind of exhibitionist
fetish or something?”

I immediately covered my bare bosoms with my
arms.

“You caught me off guard Professor and shame
on you for looking,” I told him with anger in my voice.

“Penelope, if there is a half naked
attractive woman in my close proximity, I am going to get a glance
or two. I am only human you know.”

His matter of fact attitude about the
incident was rubbing me the wrong way. I knew I should have just
kept my mouth shut, gotten dressed and left. But, being the
stubborn girl I am I needed to make my point.

“Oh and for your information Professor, I am
not a kinky sex fiend. In fact I have only had sex once in my life
and it was awful. I have no clue what the big deal is about the
whole thing. I find being a TA for you more satisfying than sex,” I
said sarcastically.

The second I uttered those words I regretted
it. I have always been bright when it came to my studies. But I did
not have the gift of gab and I was severely lacking in my
interpersonal skills.

Professor Jefferson looked at me, shaking his
head with a grin on his face. “You clueless little child, sex is a
wonderful thing. When it is done right.” He paused for a moment.
“You are a little sex fiend and you didn’t even know it.”

I just looked at him sternly and shook my
head disapprovingly.

“Poor sweet little Penny, you’ve never had an
orgasm. I think that you are using your pump for a little sexual
stimulation. When normal people have a buildup of tension in their
lives they may relieve using sexual means. You are getting
satisfaction from milking yourself.”

My mouth dropped open slightly and I tried to
counter his argument but I sat in silent anger contemplating his
words. I was no deviant, but had always enjoyed the feeling of my
engorged breasts being emptied. How did I know I didn’t like sex? I
never attempted to give it another go. What is wrong with me? Why
do I even care what the Professor thinks?

While I questioned my motives, I became
increasingly agitated. Without thinking, I lifted up my arm and
began to run my fingers nervously through my chestnut colored hair.
I looked down in embarrassment when I realized what I was doing. I
could see that a tiny droplet of milk had gathered on the tip of my
left nipple. The tiny white globe seemed content to stay on the tip
of my tit instead of dripping onto the gray desk.

Before I had any time to wipe it from my
chest, the Professor swooped in and stole away the milky droplet
with his tongue. He kneeled beside me and grabbed one of my breasts
between his hands before sucking my nipple deep inside of his
mouth. He took a few gulps of my warm liquid before he removed me
from his mouth.

“I am going to prove my point to you,” he
said as he reached out with his leg and kicked shut the door,
blatantly disregarding the open door policy I was scolded for only
minutes earlier.

He took my erect nipple into his mouth once
again and began to suckle. I wanted so badly for him to be wrong,
but the second he began drinking from me again my other nipple
became erect and I began to feel cold tingles run the length of my
body. It was the same sensation I felt years ago at the model UN
summit. This was most definitely a different sensation than the
pumping gave.

With one hand, he began to stimulate the
unused nipple by gently caressing it with his pointer and middle
finger. This act magnified the tingly feelings and caused a warm,
damp puddle to form in my light pink panties. I sat still, focusing
on the titillating touches. The flitting of his tongue corresponded
with the gentle pinching between his fingers. The two motions made
my pussy exude a warm, radiating throb.

Professor Jefferson gently spit out my tit
and caused a small milk droplet to drip over his bottom lip and
down his chin, landing on my thigh just below the hemline of my
jean skirt. Instead of wiping it with his hand, he swooped down and
licked it up with his milk stained tongue. He looked up at me with
a ravenous grin and switched sides to devour the other breast.

Instead of massaging my other tit like he did
before, he turned his attention somewhere else. He maneuvered his
free hand to my skirt and shifted my pink panties to the side with
his finger. I felt him insert his digits into my sopping wet hole.
He gently massaged the inside of my slit with his finger while
running my throbbing clit with his thumb. His gentle touch
throughout the feeding session caused my legs to quake
uncontrollably.

I could tell that my tits were just about
devoid of milk and I started to feel a little down. I secretly
hoped that he would continue to touch and tease me. He took one
last gulp before pulling away from me. His hand slid out from
between my thighs, leaving me feeling empty and unwanted. He sat on
top of his tidy desk and began to speak.

“So what do you think? Did it feel good?”

I looked into his eyes while bobbing my head
up and down.

“Yes Bradley, it felt heavenly.” I looked
down in embarrassment. “I was disappointed when you stopped.”

When I looked back up at the Professor, the
warm smile from earlier was gone. In its place was a dark
scowl.

“First of all, you do not have my permission
to call me by my first name. You will call me Professor or
Professor Jefferson. You are my student calling me anything else is
inappropriate,” he scolded.

Shock ran through me at his authoritative
tone. The shock was quickly replaced by anger.

“You just drank from me, in your office
during school hours, you deem that acceptable behavior?”



“You are my student and employee, you will
not give me the third degree,” he said sharply. “Apologize for
trying to undermine my authority.”

“I have nothing to apologize for. Why are you
acting so strange?”

“I am the Professor and you are the lowly
undergrad. You will do as I say if you want me to give you a
glowing recommendation.”

I was stunned. Minutes ago he was tenderly
relieving the engorgement of my tits and gingerly caressing my
pussy. Now he was asserting his dominance over me. I just sat numb
and quiet.

“Get up!” He yelled.

Assuming he was kicking me out of his office
I reached for my bra and top off the floor and stood up. When I
reached for the door he knocked my hand away from the knob and tore
my clothes away from me. With a rough shove, he bent me over his
desk. My tits touched the frigid table top and sprang away from
me.

He reached around my slim waste and unzipped
my skirt. With one fluid motion, he pulled my last remnants of
outer clothing down my smooth legs, leaving me in nothing but my
underwear. With one hand still planted in the middle of my back,
his other hand ran across my pantied ass. His fingers walked
themselves up my round rump before sliding under the waistband of
my underwear. He grabbed the material tightly and pulled upwards,
giving me a wedgie from hell as the cotton material buried itself
into the folds of my pussy and between my ass. The pressure against
my privates lessened for a moment before he tugged at my panties
again, harder this time. The old, comfortable pair of briefs ripped
at the seams and the tattered remains of my panties slid between my
legs, tickling my private areas as it slid by.

“A girl as attractive as you should wear
appropriate undergarments. These washed out pink things scream
spinster. Over the weekend you are to go out and by some sexier
lingerie. Do you understand?”

My heart felt like it was going to beat
straight out of my chest as I spoke, “Uhhh… yes Professor.”

His hand on my back pressed down harder,
pinning me to the desk. A second later I heard a loud smack and
felt a concentration of pain centered on my right butt cheek. I
took a deep breath and then felt the same agony on my left side.
After the second spank he spoke to me.

“That was for calling me the wrong name and
for disobeying me.” He paused for a moment and admired the scarlet
handprints on my ass before he continued. “My TA needs to have more
conviction. I can always drop you from my class. You could be three
credits short to graduate in the spring.”

I wanted to run away, but his hands kept me
pinned. As the flight response faded I realized that his hands
couldn’t keep me here forever, but I needed those credits. My mind
also flitted back to the gentle touches and smooth sucking that had
occurred earlier. Between his soft side and his domineering
attitude, the will to resist faded from me quickly. I found myself
wanting him and his attention. I had never experienced discipline
like this so I was genuinely curious too. Besides, it was only a
few more months until graduation. I could submit until then.

“I will be lingerie to your liking Professor.
Is there anything else I can do to please you?” I asked him.

“Yes. Keep this in your mouth and don’t make
a peep please.”

He picked up my pink shirt from the floor,
wadded in up, and shoved it in my mouth. I heard him unzip his
pants followed by a low thud when they fell to the ground. I
watched his hands take my pump off of the desk and throw it into
the trash can.

“You are no longer to use that disgusting
pump. If you need relief, you ask me. If I am too busy then you
will have to wait. Nod your head if you understand.

I nodded my head right away.

“Good. I’m glad you agree with me Ms.
Penelope.”

With my upper body still pressed against the
desk, I felt him lift up my legs and hold onto them like I was a
wheel barrow. Anticipating his desires, I shifted my body, pushing
my hips higher into the air. With my legs spread and my ass up, my
dripping pussy was on full display, waiting to be fucked. The
Professor wasted no time entering me from behind, and I had to grab
onto the sides of the desk to keep myself from sliding away from
his powerful thrust.

He slid back out then slowly pushed his way
to the back of my pussy. The tepid pace of his pushing allowed me
to feel the fullness of his rock hard cock as it buried itself
deeper into my hole. After a few more slow pump, he picked up the
tempo of his hips. The feeling of his mushroom tip hitting my G
spot caused me to gasp which almost knocked the make shift gag from
my mouth.

I clenched down on my shirt and slowly
breathed through my nose. Each time his dick rammed its way into me
I felt a concentrated tickle building up within me. I felt my
stomach slide on the chilly flat surface of the desk and I propped
myself slightly onto my elbows so that my boobs wouldn’t get so
smashed. This caused my clit to become flush against the desk. It
was rubbing on the desk back and forth with each thrust, causing
the sensation to multiply.

His hands gripped my lower thighs even
tighter, making sure I didn’t do too much slipping and sliding. He
sped up once more and began to jackhammer my hole, causing my clit
to rub even faster against the surface.

Even though I wasn’t doing much, beads of
sweat had formed on my brow, dripping down into my eyes. The salty
drops stung when they made contact with my eyes. But the pain was
quickly replaced by my impending pleasure. I wasn’t sure what this
orgasm was going to feel like, but I was pretty sure I was close to
finding out. Butterflies filled my stomach as the pleasurable
pressure in the back of my hole continued to grow. I tried to
jiggle my hips so my clit could grind into the table more often,
but the Professor’s quickening pace behind me stopped my
actions.

My legs started to spasm when the first shock
of pleasure hit me. I was unable to control myself and I ended up
spitting the gag out, releasing a loud moan. My toes curled in
midair and my suspended legs began to shake. I pushed my hips up
and away from the desk, temporarily forcing the Professor out from
inside of me. A hand smacked hard against my ass, sending the sharp
pains from his discipline to mingle with the euphoric sensations of
my orgasm. I thrust my hips up again, taunting him to slap me back
down. My wish was granted as his hand once again smacked against
the soft skin of my ass cheek.

I moaned again due to the sensations I was
feeling. The temporary pain of the spanking gave way to a gentle
warmth which felt wonderful in the cool room. My tits tingled and
pulsed while my clit felt like it was ready to explode. The waves
of pleasure continued to run rampant through my body as the
Professor pinned my hips down to the desk and continued his
powerful thrusting. It wasn’t much longer before I felt him explode
inside of me. His body bucked against mine as he emptied himself
deeply within me.

When he had finished I felt him slide out,
and his hand lifted from my backside. But it wasn’t long before his
hand returned. In quick succession, multiple spanks rained down on
my tender cheeks.

“I told you to keep quiet. We are at a
school, what if somebody had heard you? All I need is a scandal
with another TA.”

I bit my lip to keep from making any noise,
waiting for him to tire. The whole experience left me feeling
completely drained and a little depressed. The sex was amazing, but
I could not believe I had missed out on almost four years of
pleasure. The experience I had just had in the cramped office
steeled my resolve to submit to the Professor. If I behaved well
enough, maybe this would become a regular occurrence.

The Professor picked up my scattered clothes
and dropped them on the desk next to me before pulling his pants
back on. I got up and put on my bra and my damp and wrinkled tee
shirt followed by my panties and skirt. When I looked back down at
the desk, I could see that I had left two wet circles on the
monthly paper planner that took up a larger portion of the surface.
A holder of pens had been knocked to the floor, and his inbox full
of ungraded papers had likewise fallen, scattering unread homework
all over the office. The mess we had made had not escaped the
Professor’s notice either.

“I want my office back in order by the time I
get back. And you aren’t going home tonight until those papers are
graded. Don’t think that I am going to let you slack off on your
work. You need to understand that you are now mine both at work and
away from this office.”

I nodded meekly.

“Yes Professor.”

“That’s a good girl.” He said with a warm
smile. The Professor moved back in close and squeezed one of my
tits over my shirt before kissing me deeply. He continued kissing
me as he lowered me slowly back into the chair behind his desk.
Once I was sitting down, he broke off from me and headed out of his
office. As he left the room he called out to me without turning
around.

“Remember, fix my office and get those papers
graded. I’ll be back soon.”

If I had any inclination, this would have
been the perfect time to run for it. But I didn’t want to escape
from Professor Jefferson. Instead I did exactly what he instructed,
first tidying up the room around me, then sitting down to grade the
stack of term papers that I had been putting off all day. I dove
into the monumental task ahead of me, giving each paper only a
cursory glance before slapping on a final grade at the top. My
grading standards had fallen dramatically, but at this moment I
didn’t care.

I was interrupted fifteen minutes later when
the Professor came back holding two styrofoam takeout boxes from
the cafeteria. He smiled when he saw me.

“I have to admit, I wasn’t sure if you would
be here when I returned, but I am quite happy that you are. You are
being such a good girl.”

He patted me on the head as he spoke, then
put down the meal in front of me. He sat across from me and we ate
in silence. When he was finished, he came over to me and lifted my
shirt. He sucked on my tits while I ate, and continued sucking as I
moved back to grading papers. His lips on my nipples sent electric
shocks to my clit, but I resisted the urge to touch myself. When he
was finally finished with me, he stood up, kissed me on the
forehead and left. I pulled my shirt back down and let my hand
slide under my skirt, touching my sensitive button, thinking about
the day as I absentminded graded papers well into the night. This
might not have been the TA job that I was looking for, but I was
finally happy that I had been picked by Professor Jefferson.
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one extremely horny cowboy. THIS STORY IS MEANT FOR MATURE
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!

 


Ghostlusters – Girlfriend of my Dreams

 


Four girls awaken the spirits of a haunted
frat house after a game of Ouija board. When one of the girls is
taken by ghosts, the others head deeper into the house to rescue
her. But things go from bad to worse when Heather and Amanda are
transported into a strange room that lets the two read each other’s
mind. Unable to escape from the room, Heather begins to have
lustful thoughts for her companion, much to Amanda’s suprise. Will
the two girls act on the dreams of Heather? And how will they
escape the dream world they seem to be stuck in?

This story contains extremely vivid dreams,
two horny lesbians, telepathic abilities, strap on sex, and a
sexually filled finale that will blow your mind! THIS TITLE IS
MEANT FOR MATURE AUDIENCES ONLY!!

 


Ghostlusters – Ghostly Gangbang

 


In her first few weeks of college, Tina
decides to rush the Pi Omega Eta sorority. But the sorority has
strict rules of conduct and Tina just doesn’t stack up. In the last
few days of Hell Week, the sorority tries to scare a small group of
girls, including Tina, away from the sorority by making them stay
the weekend in a haunted Frat house. When a game of Ouija wakes up
the spirits in the house, the ghosts set their sights on the
virginal Tina. Will she be able to escape from the ghost filled
house with her virginity intact?

This story contains scenes of paranormal
activity, dubious consent, virginal deflowering and a dimensional
bending gangbang! THIS TITLE IS MEANT FOR MATURE AUDIENCES
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!

 


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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