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"You sure you want to do this Ash?"

I fidgeted in my seat, hand resting on the
handle of the door. No I wasn't sure. But I had to do it if I
wanted to stay in school. I turned to my friend Sarah and nodded my
head. "It's this or drop out. If I'm lucky, I might even have a
little fun."

"There has to be another way to pay for
school. I mean, you don't know anything about this guy other than
his name on Craigslist. He might be in there right now, just
waiting to peel your skin back and wear it as a coat. This isn't
right Ashley."

She wasn't saying anything I hadn't been
thinking for the past few days. When I had seen the ad on the
internet, looking for a woman with milky tits for a night of sex,
with the promise of monetary compensation, I didn't know whether to
report the ad to the authorities, or jump in a cab and head right
over.

I wasn't looking for ways to sell myself. I
just needed money and it had been listed in the jobs section of the
site as a position for a wet nurse. I had already been selling my
breast milk to the local hospital, but the money wasn't great. I
needed quick cash. My tuition was already late and my extension
ended in a few more weeks. I pulled the handle and pushed open the
car door. I was doing this.

"Just be back to pick me up at midnight.
Okay?" I said as I nervously climbed out of the car.

"I'll be here early Ash. And if you get
creeped out or something, just bail and give me a call. I can be
here in ten minutes. I wish you would find something else
though."

"Me too," I said as I closed the car door and
turned towards the apartment. I walked slowly up to the porch,
looking back three times to see if Sarah was still behind me. But
each time, I turned back around and let my feet carry me closer and
closer to the door. My finger hovered over the door chime as I
thought of just how screwed up my life had to have become to put me
in this position.

My parents didn't raise me to be a whore.
Hell, I was technically still a virgin. I'd gone to good schools,
gotten good grades, and made my parents proud. We weren't poor, but
they couldn't pay for college. I lucked out and had gotten an
athletic scholarship my junior year for gymnastics. All my hard
word had paid off, and my dreams of becoming a college grad looked
like they would become reality.

I had my pick of schools, and eventually I
chose a prestigious college half way across the country from my
parents. Things were great for the first semester. I was making
friends, classes were interesting and my gymnastics coach thought I
was good enough to try out for the Olympics. I was living the
American dream.

A back handspring during practice changed
everything. A move that I had learned when I was only five years
old and had done a million times ruined my life. To this day, I
still didn't know how I managed it, but I fractured half the bones
in my wrist, dislocated a finger and gotten a concussion on the way
back to the mat. I was out of commission for an entire semester,
and when I was finally cleared to begin training again, I
couldn't.

My wrist hurt every time I put pressure on
it, but the doctors couldn't find anything wrong. A specialist said
it was tendonitis and a sports therapist said I had performance
anxiety. Either way, my days of tumbling were over. And that meant
my scholarship was as well.

I was a year into my degree and I didn't want
to drop out. I picked up a couple of part time jobs, but with
housing, books, and tuition, I was falling behind and it wasn't
looking good. I couldn't get a loan because I was too young, and I
was too proud to call my parents for help. That's when I found an
ad looking for a surrogate.

It was my first step into the world of
whoring. I was selling my body for money, but everyone around me
just smiled and told me how much I was helping a poor couple who
couldn't conceive on their own. I just smiled back and signed all
the legal papers that were pushed in front of me. I met the family
and went to the doctor appointments. In the end, I subletted my
womb to the couple for nine months, and I collected twenty grand in
return. I had enough to pay for a full year of college, and all I
had to do was have another family's baby.

I hadn't even had sex when I signed up. Their
baby was a virgin birth. And when she was out, her parents took her
away and left me in a hospital room without ever even finding out
what they had named the little girl. The only thing I had left of
her were a pair of engorged tits and a serious case of post partum
depression.

I almost dropped out of college shortly
after. I couldn't concentrate. I didn't want to get out of bed. I
felt dirty and worthless. My life had fallen apart around me and I
just couldn't cope. If it hadn't been for my roommate Sarah, I
wouldn't have made it through the rest of the semester. She pushed
me to seek help.

I did it to get her off my back, but in the
end it helped. The school psychologist pulled my head apart and put
me back together again. A few sessions a week, some breathing
exercises, a little yoga, and things were looking up. I'd even
enrolled in a program at the hospital to make a little money
selling off the breast milk I clearly didn't need. Sure I was
selling my body again, but it was for a good cause.

There was no justifying it this time. There
was no rich couple who couldn't have a baby. There were no hungry
newborns that needed my milk to survive. On the other side of the
door in front of me was a man that wanted my body and was willing
to pay for it. I was a whore already, I just hadn't taken the final
exam.

My finger pressed down on the lit button and
I could hear the chimes sound from within the house. I looked
behind me and saw Sarah still sitting in the car. I waved her off
and turned back just as I heard the lock disengage. The door opened
silently and I got my first look of the man who wanted to buy my
milk, and my virginity.

I had to admit, I was expecting some chubby
guy with a receding hairline and a room full of action figures to
answer the door, but when I saw the man standing in front of me, my
mouth fell open and I just stared. He wasn't what I had been
expecting at all. Instead of the nerdy shut in I had prepared
myself for, the man in front of me was an Adonis! He was wearing
nothing but a pair of loose fitting shorts, leaving the rest of his
body uncovered and ready for inspection.

He stood nearly a foot taller than I did, and
if he had fat anywhere on his body, my roaming eyes couldn't find
it. His shoulders were wide and his arms looked strong enough to
pick me right up off the ground with ease. His perfectly sculpted
chest gave way to V-cut abs that flexed with every breath he took.
Just looking at his tanned physique made my stomach do a flip. This
was a man who knew how to take care of himself.

My gaze moved upwards to his face and I
wasn't disappointed here either. With a day's growth of facial hair
and a crooked, but still pleasant nose, the stranger in front of me
gave off an air of danger. His dark green eyes were hard, but the
menacing glare was offset by the large smile on his face. With a
strong chin and short black hair, the man was a dream. If it wasn't
for a strangely shaped left ear, he would have been perfect.

"Hi," he said while waving a hand in front of
my face.

I snapped back to reality and composed
myself. "Hello... I, uhhh... we talked online. I'm..."

He placed a finger across my lips before I
could get my name out. When my mouth closed, his and fell to mine
and he pulled me into the darkened house. "No names tonight. It's
better that way."

My heart felt like it was going to jump right
out of my chest as the door closed behind me. I was scared now, but
also incredibly curious. Who was this man and was I in danger?
Should I run or should I strip? I let him lead me farther from the
door and down a hall to the living room. A bottle of champagne and
two glasses were already waiting on the table for us.

The man led me to a plush couch and sat me
down. He popped the cork on the champagne and poured."I wasn't sure
if you would actually show up tonight. I'm glad you did
though."

I took the glass of bubbly from his
outstretched hand and drank it all in a single gulp. The dry drink
burned all the way down as the bubbles assaulted my stomach. I
coughed and dropped the glass. As I clutched my chest in pain, the
stranger patted my back and laughed.

"Nervous much?"

"A little," I said between coughing fits.
"I've never done anything like this."

"If it makes you feel any better, I'm nervous
too."

That surprisingly did. My coughing stopped
and I smiled at my host. My hopes for the night going well were
growing by the second.

"So what now?" I asked.

"Well, how long do you have before you have
to go?"

"My friend will be back by midnight."

The man raised the fluted glass to his lips
and drained his as quickly as I did before tossing it over his
shoulder and turning towards me. "Well then. Looks like we don't
have much time to enjoy each other's company." He flashed me his
best smile.

I thought I would hate tonight, but as I sat
here in the man's presence, I felt myself grow hot. At first I
thought it was the champagne working its way through me, but as I
stared into his dark eyes, I realized it wasn't the drink that was
making my heart beat faster. I wanted him! What kind of person did
that make me?

As I sat there wondering what my feelings
meant, the stranger wasted no time. In an instant, he was next to
me on the couch and his hands were running up my smooth legs. They
stopped at the hem of my short skirt, but only momentarily. His
fingers slipped under the hem and travelled farther up my legs. I
held my breath as he neared my crotch.

Just as his touch reached my naughty bits, he
pulled his hands back out from under my skirt. When I gave him a
look of confusion, he just smiled and shrugged his shoulders before
running his hands over the skirt and up towards my flat stomach.
Now he was under my shirt and moving upwards towards my large tits.
I hoped he wasn't planning on teasing me a second time. If only he
knew just how good it felt to have my tits touched.

I'd been nearly seven months since I had
another couple's baby. The doctors had put me on Domperidone to keep my milk supply up while I donated to the
natal ward, but I still had to pump at home as well. The milking
and pill combination had given me a pretty ample supply of milk,
and my breasts had grown a bit to accommodate the supply. My tiny
pink nipples had enlarged and had become surprisingly sensitive.
Milking myself was now a secret joy of mine.

As his fingers touched the rounded edge of my
breasts, they slid back down my stomach. I couldn't take this
teasing! Not only was I still conflicted about everything that was
happening, but my body clearly wanted his touch and he was denying
me for no reason. Was there something wrong with me? Why wouldn't
he just take me?

"What's wrong? Why do you keep stopping?"

His hands pulled away and he gave me a look
that made me a bit uncomfortable. His eyes seemed to light up and
his body tensed. He looked ready to pounce on me like a cat would
leap onto a mouse. It took everything I had to stay sitting and not
bolt for the door.

"You are wearing too much," he said. "Stand
up and undress. Keep your panties on for now, but everything else
needs to go."

I stood up slowly as his eyes tracked my
every movement. I kicked off my shoes and stepped on the toes of
one of my socks before pulling my foot up and leaving the sock on
the floor.

"No! Do it sexy. Dance for me," the man said.
I watched as his hand dipped into his pants.

I shouldn't have felt weird about performing
a strip tease in front of him considering I was letting him pay me
for sex, but it wasn't something I had planned on doing tonight. I
had been psyching myself up for the past couple of days to let him
take me like no one else ever had, but dancing was a different
beast. My nerves were working against me and my wrist began to
throb.

I shook off the fear and started to sway my
hips. I'd learned quite a few dance moves to work into my floor
routines when I used to compete. Not only did I know some moves,
but gymnasts are notoriously limber, and I was no exception. I spun
on the ball of my foot as I unzipped my skirt. I let gravity pull
it towards the floor, but as the slinky garment slipped past my
knees, I stopped my spin and kicked a leg out. I dropped that leg
to the floor, then threw my body forward, putting all of my weigh
onto my hands and kicking off with my back foot. The skirt caught
on my ankle as I kicked backwards. With my hands on the ground, I
sling-shotted my skirts towards the stranger on the couch while
giving him a nice view of my round ass.

My feet touched the ground again and I pushed
off with my hands to return myself to a standing position. The man
was clapping and smiling. "Quite a show! How did you learn to do
that?"

I dropped into a split, then bent my right
foot upwards at the knee as I arched my back and reached for my
foot. There were easier ways to pull off a sock, but if my last few
years had taught me anything, it was that I didn't get to take the
easy way out. The sock slipped from my foot and I tossed it at the
man as well. When I sat back up, it was my turn to flash a cocksure
smile. "I was a gymnast."

"A pretty good one if this display is any
indication."

I was back on my feet and my hands worked the
buttons of my shirt as my hips rotated slowly. Once the last of the
buttons was freed, I slowly dipped my body backwards until I was
bent into an arch, with my tits pointing up and my hands angling
towards the floor behind my back. I kicked off with my feet as my
hands touched the ground and my legs and head swapped places as I
popped into a handstand.

My boobs bounced awkwardly, nearly throwing
off my balance. My wrist screamed in pain, but I was determined to
put on a show. This was the first time in nearly a year I had done
anything floor related, and it felt great. I managed a half turn
while still on my hands, letting me face the man on the couch
again. I looked at him from my upside down perspective while my
shirt slid down my arms and gathered around my wrists. Now I was
left in nothing but my bra and panties. I pushed off my hands and
landed within arm reach of the man on the couch.

My nipples were so hard under my bra that
they hurt and my clit throbbed like I hadn't touched it in a month.
I rubbed my legs together to try and shunt away the distraction,
but that only clued me into the fact that my panties were sopping
wet. I blushed at my discovery, but when I looked at the man on the
couch, I realized that I had nothing to feel embarrassed about. He
was entranced and I could see the outline of his hard cock
straining against the thin material of his basketball shorts. He
wanted me and I wanted him. What was wrong about that?

I leaned forward until my tits were nearly
touching his nose. My head dipped and I licked the top of his ear.
"Do you want to do the honors?" I asked as I jigged my full tits in
front of his face.

"I'd love to."

His hand slid behind my back and popped the
clasps on my lacy bra. I held my arms straight out and let the
undergarment fall to the floor. His head was so close to my chest
that I could feel his breath on my breasts. His hands slipped up to
my tits and his fingers finally found my nipples. Electricity shot
through me and made my knees shake as he twiddled my tiny top hats.
It felt good when I touched myself, but his hands on my soft skin
felt amazing!

I bit my lip and closed my eyes as his hands
continued to roam freely over my breasts. The throbbing in my clit
had spread outwards. My whole body begged to be touched.
Butterflies gathered in my stomach and my knees shook under the
tactile touch of the unknown man in front of me. I leaned in to
kiss him, but he pulled back and flashed me a wry smile. His hands
fell from my tits and down to my hips. In one fluid motion, I was
lifted off the floor and thrown to the couch.

The man climbed on top of me with a hungry
look in his eyes. I reached down to pull off my panties, but his
hands encircled my wrists and pushed my hands above my head. With
my arms restrained, he kissed me, long and deep. Our tongues
tangled within my mouth, and when he pulled back, he bit my lower
lip and refused to let go until I grunted, half in pain and half in
pleasure.

Kisses rained down my neck and continued to
my shoulders. When his mouth continued its downward trajectory, my
heart rate increased. He was really going to do it. He was going to
drink from me! I lifted my head so I could watch as he wrapped his
lips around my hard nipple. I felt his tongue pass over my
sensitive tit and I moaned in sheer ecstasy. With one hand holding
my wrists above my head, his other hand dropped to my free breast,
and he twisted my tit harshly as he began to suck on the other.

I could feel him draw the milk from my
breast. His warm lips around my nipple felt wonderful, and between
every strong suckle, his tongue would flit around my teat, tickling
me and causing my feet to curl in protest. And the rough tweaking
of my other tit only seemed to increase the pleasure I was
receiving from the one in his mouth. I was in heaven!

My body bucked under his as I tried
unsuccessfully to push my clit against some part of him. He was
making me feel so good up top that the rest of my body craved his
touch in a way that I had never felt before.

"I'm ready. You can suck my tits later, but I
need you in me now!"

I wasn't sure how he had done it. When I
arrived here less than an hour ago, I wasn't even sure if I wanted
to go through with this, but now I couldn't wait any longer to get
his cock inside of me. His touches and attention had taken me to a
place I had never been before. This wasn't love; I knew that much.
This was pure lust. This was a craving; an animalistic need. I
wanted to bite and scratch and fuck until we were sweaty and
exhausted.

"Come on! Do me! Flip me over and take me any
way you want! Fuck me dammit!"

My nipple slipped from his mouth with an
audible pop as he pulled his head up to look into my eyes. "You
want me to flip and fuck you?"

"Yes!"

"Are you sure?" He had a look in his eye that
had I been thinking clearly, I would have been wary of.

"Yes!"

"Well, okay. You asked for it."

The man let go of my wrists, but I didn't get
to enjoy my freedom for very long. Without warning, one of his arms
slipped over my shoulder and he put his hand in the middle of my
back while his another arm slipped between my legs. He kicked his
foot out towards the coffee table and sent it tumbling across the
room, clearing space for what he was about to do next. With no
warning, he pressed himself close to me and rolled us both from the
couch.

It wasn't a long fall, but the unexpectedness
of it made me scream and clutch him in fear. He had positioned
himself so he hit the ground first, with me falling on top of him.
He hit with a thump, but neither of us were hurt. I didn't even
have time to catch my breath before his hold switched up and he
rocked himself on his back before flipping me over his head.

I landed on my back and he rolled on top of
me. His mouth dropped to the tit he hadn't sucked earlier and he
began to suck hard while I tried to figure out what had just
happened. When I finally gathered myself back together, I tried to
force him off of me. I pulled his hair and slapped him on the
cheeks, but he wouldn't lift his head. My clit started to ache
again.

"You said you'd fuck me. What's with all the
roughhousing?"

A finger pressed against my lips for the
second time tonight. I sighed and threw my head back. The tingle
between my legs was driving me crazy, but I had no choice but to
lay here and let him drink deeply from me. I grabbed my breast and
squeezed it to force my milk flow into overdrive, hoping he would
get his milk fix quicker so we could get down to business.

 

He lifted his head after a few minutes, so it
seemed at first like my strategy had worked. He was grinning like a
madman and while that would have scared me an hour ago, a madman
was exactly what I wanted right now. My hands slipped down to my
underwear and I began to slide them down my legs. When I couldn't
push them down any farther due to the man being in the way, he took
over and pulled them completely off. His shorts followed right
after, and for the first time in my life, I was with a man; both of
us naked and horny.

I thought he would slide his dick into me
immediately, but instead, he slipped to my side and took my tit
into his mouth once again. I was just about to yell when I felt his
hands run along my inner thigh. A second later and two of his
fingers were sliding up my lower lips, parting them so a third
finger could sneak between my slick folds and touch my tickle
button.

With his mouth on my nipple and his fingers
on my clit, I lost all control. My body spasmed and my back arched.
His fingers ran back and forth across the most sensitive part of my
body while his mouth tugged at the part of my body that came in at
a close second. I started to moan softly as his hand picked up
speed and his teeth bit gently at my nipple. Part of me wanted to
stop so I could finally feel a man inside of me, but another part
of me screamed for release. I knew if he would touch me for just a
few more moments, I would come.

As if he was reading my mind, his fingers
dropped away from my crotch and his mouth pulled back from my
breast. Without warning, he flipped me again, this time from back
to belly. He threw his body on top of mine, pressing me to the
floor. I could feel his hard cock sitting against my body as his
arms slipped under my chest. When he was ready, he leaned back and
pulled me into the downward facing dog position, with my head
touching the floor and my ass in the air.

His hands fell to my hips and held me steady
as he maneuvered himself between my legs. When I finally felt the
tip of his dick press against my wet lips, I couldn't wait. I
pushed myself backwards, not letting him make the slow descent into
my wanting pussy. I was so wet that he slipped in with ease. I let
out a soft sigh and my eyes rolled into the back of my head as he
hit the back of wall of my hole.

I couldn't believe how good it felt to have a
man within me. All those years of waiting, of being good for no
other reason than to be good. They were all wasted years as far as
I was concerned. I could feel the warmth of his cock within me, and
with every hip thrust, my heart skipped a beat. When the stranger
behind me picked up speed, I couldn't help but let out sultry sighs
with each exhalation.

"Faster..." I said between moans. "Faster and
harder..."

The man complied and soon my entire body was
being pushed forward from his thrusts and pulled back by his strong
hands on my hips. His body slammed into mine with such force that I
knew I would have bruises on my ass in the morning. My breasts
swayed painfully with each deep push that the man made, but the
pain was nothing compared to the pleasure I was receiving. Each
time his hard body smashed into mine, he would tickle my clit and
hit something within me that made my foot tingle and my tummy
churn.

It didn't take long for me to come after he
got going at full speed. My orgasm hit nearly as hard as his cock
did. If he hadn't been behind me holding me in place, I would have
fallen over from the force of it. My head lifted from the ground
and I let out a low moan while my toes curled and the middle of my
foot went numb. My tummy muscles were contracting in rhythm with
the pleasurable pulses radiating from deep within my core. I dug my
fingers into the soft carpet as I tried to keep my balance.

The man didn't stop thrusting into me as the
orgasm tore through my body. If anything, he picked up his pace
even more, and with each hammer hit of his cock on the anvil within
me, a new wave of ecstasy flooded my body. I tried to pull my hips
away, but the man just held me close and kept on slamming into me
from behind.

"Ohh God I can't! Stop! Please stop!" It was
just too much. The pleasure was starting to turn against me. My
tits were so hard it felt like they were going to pop. When I
looked down to make sure everything was alright, I could see that
my breasts were chapped and raw. Two noticeable wet spots had
formed on the carpet where my tits had been pressed into it. I had
rug burn on my nipples!

I tried to crawl away, but a hand fell across
my ass harshly and my skin stung where his palm fell. He pulled me
in closer. When I tried to press my hips back so his cock wouldn't
slide in and out as easy, another hard spank landed across my ass.
I'd wanted his dick inside of me, but now that I'd gotten it, I
just wanted to lie down and let the intense pleasure fade away
gradually. The man had other ideas.

He popped out of me and bounced his hard cock
against my ass as I felt him slide a hand across my chest. He
pulled me up into a kneeling position then let his hands fall from
my body.

"Time to try something different," he said as
he moved in front of me and lay down on his back. He held out his
hands and when I placed mine in his, he pulled me down on top of
him. He cupped my ass and pulled me into position. With my pussy
back over his throbbing cock, he lowered me gently onto his shaft
and I sighed as I slid all the way down his pole to sit on his
hips. He pulled me in close and kissed me, then moved his head to
my ear. "It's your show now. Show me how you like it."

It was funny that he said that, because I had
no idea how I liked it. I knew I liked my nipples touched. I knew
his mouth around my tits felt good, and I knew his cock within me
fit perfectly. Now I was in the position to make all three of those
things happen simultaneously. I placed my hands on his chest and
looked down at him with a large smile. I started to dip myself up
and down on his dick with a slow, controlled motion.

The man put his hands behind his head and
closed his eyes while I slid up and down on his shaft. The slower
pace and new angle was pleasant, but I was growing tired already. I
moved my hands from his chest and onto the floor on either side of
his head. Now I was leaning forward and my tits were dangling down,
just begging to be touched. I slid my hips forward a little so my
nipples were in reach of his mouth. When I was finally ready, I
grabbed him by the back of his head and pressed him against my
tit.

He didn't fight. He latched and started to
suckle immediately. The secondary pleasure added to the
increasingly good feeling downstairs, and when his hand joined in
on the fun and began to play with my other breast, I knew I would
be coming again soon. I just wanted to make sure he came as well. I
picked up the speed a bit, and when he had to quit sucking on my
nipple so he could grunt in pleasure, I knew that I had hit the
sweet spot.

He sucked and twisted while I dipped and
slid. It was just a waiting game now, but a highly enjoyable one.
We were both sweating from the heat of our bodies pressed together,
combined with the exertion of the unorthodox floor routine. I was
tired and didn't know how much longer I could go on, but as soon as
I had that thought, I felt his cock swell within me.

His entire body tensed under me and his mouth
fell away from my tit. His other hand squeezed my nipple roughly,
causing me to wince in pain. His hips raised off the ground ,
taking me for a short ride on his bucking body. His cock swelled
within me three more times before he lowered himself back onto the
floor.

I was close, but I was tired. My stranger
didn't seem interested in continuing either so I slid off of him
and onto the floor. My hand dropped down to my clit and I rubbed
myself gently while his sidled up next to me and continued to tease
my tits. With our concentrated efforts, I came for a second time.
It wasn't as wild an uncontrolled as the first one. Instead, my
entire body seemed to relax. It was exactly what I needed.

We laid on the floor for awhile after,
neither one of us wanting to get up and spoil what was a perfect
moment in time. But all good things come to an end, and the end of
our moment was signaled by the loud honking of a car horn outside.
I sighed as I pushed myself up onto a elbow.

"That's my ride. I... I had a good time.
Thank you."

He smiled and stood up. He lowered a hand to
me and pulled me to my feet, then helped me search for my clothing.
When I was fully dressed, he walked me to the door.

I turned to face him as he opened the door to
let me out. Sarah was honking the horn again. I couldn't leave just
yet. "Before I go, could I just ask..."

The man cut me off. "Ohh right. Hold on."

He ran down the hall, leaving me waiting by
the door. He returned quickly with a fat, white envelope in his
hand. He pressed it into my palm and I closed my fingers around it.
There was enough in there to get me through another semester, maybe
more.

I smiled and popped up onto my tip toes so I
could kiss him on the cheek. "Thank you, but that's not what I
wanted to ask. I just wanted to know, what's your name?"

His hands wrapped around me and lifted me
from the ground. His lips dropped to my ear and I waited with
baited breath for him to tell me who he was.

"Come back next week and maybe I'll tell
you." He lowered me back to the floor and opened the door.

I walked outside and waved to Sarah, and then
I turned back to the man in the doorway. "You promise? I come back
and you'll tell me?"

"Next Saturday, same time. You'll have to
show up to find out." He smiled and slowly began to close the door.
"Goodnight my gymnast."

I practically skipped to the car, my face
beaming and my skin glowing. Sarah looked at me oddly as I climbed
into the passenger seat.

"Have a good time then?" she asked.

"Mmm hmm."

"What was he like?"

"Great."

Sarah rolled her eye and threw the car into
drive. "Seriously? What was his name? What's he do for a
living?"

I just shrugged and turned on the radio. "Hey
Sarah?"

"Yeah Ash?"

"Think you can drive me again next
Saturday?"

She smiled and nodded her head. "I think I
can find the time. Will you need me to pick you up too?"

I just shrugged again. "We'll see."
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Suckled by my Assistant

 


A year after a wild night of
drunken fun, Catherine MacKenna find herself struggling to raise a
child and maintain her standing as the sexy and successful face of
her real estate company. But Catherine won't let anything get in
the way of her family's future, and when a faulty breast pump
leaves her high and dry before an important meeting, she is left
with engorged tits in serious need of milking!

But she has a plan and it involves using her
timid office assistant, Graham, as a replacement for her
powerful pump. Now he's stuck suckling his boss before a big
meeting, and she is enjoying the experience a little more than she
anticipated!

This erotic story contains scenes of erotic
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breaking and entering, and steamy sex on a rented couch.
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Lucy wants to marry her boyfriend Jesse when
he returns from his deployment overseas, but she needs money for
the wedding. While living with Jesse’s dad Clint, Lucy finds an ad
looking for human test subjects for a new wonder drug. She find out
that nothing in life is free when the drug begins to produce
strange sides effects. Lucy is finding herself unable to control
her sexual urges, and the drug is making her lactate! With Clint in
the house, she finds herself attracted to her boyfriend’s father,
and increasingly powerless to stop herself from taking advantage of
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!

 


Suckled by my Boyfriend’s Daddy 2

 


Lucy and Clint are back for
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control herself. And when Clint shuns her, Lucy struggles to keep
her urges under control. But without Clint to keep her satisfied,
Lucy finds herself in trouble in town.

This ~9,000 word story is
a sequel to the popular Suckled by my Boyfriend's Daddy and
contains sexy scenes of lactation, masturbation, uncontrolled
sexual urges and twice as many cowboys as the
original! 

 


Suckled by my Boyfriend’s Daddy 3

 


Part Three of Suckled by my
Boyfriend's Daddy! Don't miss the part one and two of Clint and
Lucy's erotic affair!

It's been a week since
Lucy's been invited back into Clint's bed and much has changed in
their relationship. The two have entered into a new agreement while
she is on her little green pills. Lucy is to submit and follow
Clint's every rule, or face punishment at the hands of her
cowboy.

But just as Lucy hits a new
low, something between the two changes. What started as nothing
more than a desire for sex and suckling is turning into something
more. Now she's afraid she's falling for her boyfriend's
daddy...

This story is part three of
the popular Suckled by my Boyfriend's Daddy series. It contains
scenes of domination, lactation, spanking, humiliation and down on
the farm fun with a sexy older cowboy!
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Penelope is a TA for one of the most sought
after Professors on campus. Struggling under the heavy workload her
Professor has dumped on her, she turns to her one secret vice.
Lactating! But when she decides to pump her milk in the Professor’s
office, he walks in and catches her in the act. To teach his TA a
lesson, Professor Jefferson decides to take control of his
lactating and misbehaving student. Will Penelope submit to her
domineering, milk crazed Professor?

This story contains scenes of lactation,
domination, spanking, and a very inappropriate relationship between
teacher and student. THIS TITLE 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!

 


Suckled by my Sorority

 


After a steamy summer fling with her Step
Dad Rob, Jamie is ready for college! And in her first week on
campus, she decides to pledge the Tau Iota Tau house. But she has
to be careful, because she still has a secret. If anyone finds out
that Jamie lactates regularly, it might ruin her time on campus.
With her sorority and handsome new boyfriend Mark on the line,
Jamie has a lot to lose.

But it's only a matter of time before her
secret leaks out...

This story contains scenes of masturbation,
nipple stimulation, spontaneous lactation, group breastfeeding and
one horny new college co-ed with a big secret.
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