
        
            [image: cover]
        

    


Suckled – Three book Bundle (Series 2)

Suckled by my Boyfriend’s Daddy 2

Suckled by my Professor

Suckled by my Sorority

 


Cindel Sabante

Copyright 2012© Cindel Sabante

Smashwords Edition

All characters in these
stories are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, living
or dead is purely coincidental.

For the full listing of
stories written by this author, Click Here




 


Table of
Contents

 


Suckled by my Boyfriend’s Daddy 2

Suckled by my
Professor

Suckled by my
Sorority

Other Selected
Works




 


Suckled by my Boyfriend’s
Daddy 2







Chapter One

 


I found myself staring blankly into the
mirror of the bathroom. To my left, the shower was running. Steam
poured over the partition and quickly turned the small bathroom
into a sauna. I wiped my hand against the fogging mirror, leaving a
wet streak against the glass. My swipe cleared off enough of the
surface that I saw my perky tits. I smiled at the way the fogged
glass seemed to frame the sexy reflection. As the clear streak
fogged back in and the reflection of my round melons faded away, I
slipped back into thought.

In only a week, my life had changed
dramatically. I had been living with my fiancé’s father for the
last four months while he was deployed in the Middle East.
Everything was going well until I enrolled in a drug trial to test
out a new vanity birth control pill. Not only did it stop unwanted
pregnancies, but the pill also cleared up unwanted acne and
increased a woman’s breast size.

While I had doubted one pill could do so
much when I first enrolled in the trial, there was no doubt
anymore. After having been on the pill for a little more than a
month, I saw a dramatic increase in my breast size, jumping from
barely a B cup to nearly spilling out of a C cup. And the small
amount of acne I had cleared up as well. Welcome changes and a
large monetary compensation at the end of the trial made these
pills a dream come true.

But the pills caused some unwanted side
effects. Nothing in life is free, and a magical little green pill
turning me from a gawky teen into a full breasted woman had a
price. The pills were making me lactate. Not only had I become a
milk fountain, but my libido had gone through the roof. Before I
had swallowed that first fateful pill I rarely thought about sex.
Now it was all that crossed my mind. And the sexual urges I had
been feeling lately increased whenever my breasts engorged. The
pills had made my skin glow and my tits huge, but they also turned
me into a lactating nympho!

And it had all come to a head last week when
I couldn’t control my sexual desires any longer. In moments of
clarity I felt bad at what I was doing to my boyfriend Jesse. I
didn’t know how he would react if he ever found out that I was
sleeping with his father while he was deployed. But I couldn’t
stop. Jesse’s dad Clint looked so much like his son, and being
under the same roof for so long, sharing meals and stories
together, I sometimes wondered if it would have happened without
the pills.

I had to practically beg him for sex, but
the night was wonderful. Clint had been gentle with my tits,
sucking the sweet milk from me while I dipped up and down on his
cock. And when I had started to tire, Clint took over and fucked me
harder than I had ever thought possible. We had both passed out
from exertion and didn’t wake up until morning. He sucked me dry as
we lay in bed together, but as soon as he was done draining my milk
jugs, he dressed and left.

Now it’s been six days since that night and
Clint and I had not slept together since. Living in the house had
become awkward. We used to eat lunch together every day, but now
Clint woke up with the sunrise and stayed out with his herd in the
fields until late at night. The only time I had seen him in the
last few days was on his way upstairs to his bedroom.

I tried to follow Clint upstairs into his
room four days ago but was rebuffed by a new lock he had installed.
And two days ago he left me a present on the kitchen table. Inside
of a nondescript box was a breast pump. Clint didn’t have much
money to spare, but it was clear from the description on the box
that this automatic pump was expensive. Checking the packing slip
confirmed my suspicions. It hurt that I had destroyed our
friendship because I couldn’t control myself.

Clint avoiding me had not solved my issues
either. My breasts were constantly sore and tender. Without the
pump, I think I would have gone mad. And every time I pumped, it
seemed to only encourage my body to increase my milk supply. After
my weekly appointment tomorrow I was going to have to stop by a
clothing store to pick up a new set of bras. The C cups I had
bought only a week ago were no longer containing my tits.

But my increasing bust size was not my main
worry. I found myself slipping my fingers down the front of my
jeans without even thinking. Every tiny tingle in my tits sent a
surge of sexual energy to my lady bits, threatening to overpower
what little modesty I had left. If I let my mind wander even a
little, my hands would slip between my panties and my smooth skin
seeking my constantly throbbing clit.

The sexual urges were only becoming more
urgent. I stepped into the shower, hoping the hot water would calm
my nerves. But the cascading warmth across my naked body had the
opposite effect. Without looking down I could tell that milk was
leaking from my nipples. I could feel the pressure building in my
rounded mounds. Might as well get it over with, I thought to
myself.

I placed one of my hands under my breast and
used the other to pinch above my nipple while pulling down and out.
Thin streams of milk shot from my body as milky swirls appeared in
the gathering water around my feet. I milked myself for a full
minute before switching to the other side, repeating the same
motions. I sighed a little as the pressure in my chest eased, but
my momentary relief was short lived.

While I was milking, my sexual urges were
building. Thoughts of Clint sucking my swollen tits filled my mind
only to be replaced by thoughts of Jesse performing the same acts.
I closed my eyes tightly, trying to concentrate on a single idea,
but with each breath I took in the steamy room, my mind switched
channels and I found myself thinking of a new sexy scenario that I
wished would play out in real life.

Images of Clint grabbing my tits and
twisting them slowly. Of Jesse going down on me while I milked
myself dry. Images of half a dozen soap opera stars holding me
close before slipping inside of me. More images of Clint and Jesse
touching and kissing my body. I tried to hold my breath, hoping to
hold on to a fantasy longer, but the slideshow in my head would not
stop. Neither would the tingling building in my crotch.

With the risqué images fighting for
dominance in my mind, I pulled the hand held shower head from off
it’s hook on the wall. A quick twist of the nozzle set the shower
head to pulse, causing a strong stream of water to shoot out from
the middle of the flat disk. I set the shower head against my
crotch, letting the rhythmic jets slam into my clit over and over.
With my free hand I massaged a nipple in between my fingers.

I orgasm quickly, but it wasn’t enough. My
clit was still tingling, aching for a man’s touch. This was
maddening! Placing the shower head back on the hook, I sat down in
the small space and let the hot water run over my back. What am
I going to do? I can’t just sit home all day and finger
myself!

The water relaxed me enough to shunt away my
sexual desires. I finished showering, happy that I was once again
in control of myself. But the happiness didn’t last very long.
While toweling off, I touched my clit and woke up the urge once
again. Dammit!

I was still wet from the shower as I fell
onto my bed and pulled out my plug-in back massager. But before I
pressed the textured white ball against my pussy I pulled out
something else from below my bed. It was the pump that Clint bought
for me. As angry as I was at him for shunning me this week, I had
to admit that the pump was a sweet gesture. At least he was
thinking of me.

I took the twin suction cups of the machine
and pressed them against my large nipples before flipping the
switch on the large black box sitting on the floor. The machine
kicked on with a loud hum which grew softer then louder again as
the vacuum pump worked to suck as much milk from me as it could. I
was still amazed at how quickly the pump worked. Milk sprayed from
my nipples, splattering against the plastic funnels before being
sucked into two long clear tubes. The tubes ran into the top of the
machine which fed two small plastic baby bottles. I could see the
bottles each had nearly two ounces in them after only a minute.
I’m a damn cow!

With the breast pump working hard, I pressed
the head of my magic wand against the outer folds of my pussy
before triggering the power switch. I didn’t even need to
concentrate this time. My first orgasm hit me in less than half a
minute. The air was filled with the sounds of machinery as my toes
curled against my bed and my tummy muscles tightened. The waxing
and waning of the breast pump along with the constant hum of the
powerful vibrator in my hand drowned out the rest of the world.

I eased up with the vibrator for a few
seconds, letting the blissful waves rush through my body. As the
erotic feeling started to fade, I pushed the still vibrating head
against my skin again. I brought myself to two more orgasms before
I tossed the vibrator away, still unsatisfied. I powered down the
breast pump and capped the now full bottles before heading
downstairs in the nude. With only Clint and me living in the house,
there was no sense of urgency to get dressed.

I placed the two filled bottles in the
fridge next to Clint’s beer supply then took a cherry coke out for
myself. I don’t know what Clint had been doing with the bottles,
but every time I used the pump I left them in the fridge. If
nothing else, it made him think of me every time he went to grab a
beer. I wish he would just talk to me though. I was tired of eating
lunch alone. I missed our daily ritual.

As I sat alone eating a boring sandwich in
the buff, absentmindedly grinding myself against the rim of the
stool I was sitting on, I decided to make a change. I refused to
sit in this house for the next two months pretending that I was the
only one living here. And I knew that sooner or later I was going
to need Clint for something so he had to stop hiding from me.

I sat alone in the living room watching TV
for the rest of the day, waiting to hear to soft creaking of the
hinges on the back door. I was half asleep when Clint finally snuck
into the kitchen, well past sundown. I could hear the bottles in
the door of the fridge rattle as he pulled it open. This was my
chance.

I moved as quietly as I could, positioning
myself in the archway, watching silently as Clint uncapped the
second bottle of breast milk from the fridge. He tipped it to his
lips and drank the six ounces I had stored in one gulp.

“You know you don’t have to wait for the
milk man to deliver those. You can just milk the cow instead.”

Clint jumped a bit when he heard my voice.
Just seeing him made my panties wet. Not surprisingly, my bra was
wet as well.

“Lucy I ain’t in the mood. Don’t bother
puttin’ anymore of those in the fridge. I won’t be touchin’ them
from now on,” he said without even turning around to look at
me.

“Why are you drinking them in the first
place? You’ve been ignoring me all week and you know I need you
right now. I thought we had an agreement. Clint I need this!”

He just shook his head and walked up the
stairs. But I had already planned for this. When he reached his
room he found the door was already closed and locked.

“Clint please! Just talk to me! I need us to
be okay and I need to be with you until Jesse comes back. You can’t
keep ignoring me, it’s making the urges worse.”

Clint finally turned around and looked at
me. Well, not directly at me, but at least in my general direction.
I’m sure I existed somewhere in his field of vision.

“Look Lucy, I made lots of mistakes in my
life, and I have the alimony bills that remind me of that every
month, but now you and me just created a whole new mess of
problems. I’m ruining marriages now before they even start! We
can’t mess around no more and I don’t know how I’m gonna look Jesse
in the eye when he comes back home knowin’ that I fucked his
fiancée while he was gone.”

“You had to! Clint I can’t control myself,
those pills are driving me insane! I’ve been playing with myself
all weekend and I’m leaking milk so fast that I don’t know how I
haven’t fallen over from dehydration. Like I keep telling you, I
need you. You are the only thing that can keep me sane. Please help
me Clint.”

“Just stop taking the pills and leave me
alone Lucy.”

“I can’t stop taking the pills. I can’t go
to work like this! That stupid drug trial is the only money I might
make in the next two months if you don’t help me. I’m begging you
Clint. Begging you!”

I dropped to my knees and slipped my shirt
and bra off quickly. My breasts bounced against my chest as they
fell away from the bra. I had Clint’s attention now.

“I’m begging you Clint. I need you to suck
me and fuck me until Jesse comes home. You aren’t ruining our
marriage before it starts, you are making sure I don’t do something
that will!”

But my plea fell on deaf ears. My boobs only
distracted Clint for a few moments, and he broke out of his trance
with new clarity. He pulled a key from his pocket and unlocked his
door before slipping inside of his bedroom. I scrambled for the
door, trying to push myself into his room before he locked it again
but I was too slow. Instead I started hammering my fists against
the wood.

“Dammit Clint I need you to fuck me! I need
to be fucked! I need to be sucked! I need you to take the edge
off!”

In the back of my mind I could see myself as
if I was standing down the hall watching from a distance. There I
was, crumpled on the ground in front of the bedroom of my
boyfriend’s father, shirtless and slamming my fists against the
door over and over while screaming. I was crazy and I knew it but I
didn’t see any other options. I needed the money from the trial so
Jesse and I could get married.

I gave up pounding on Clint’s door when it
finally became clear that it wasn’t going to open again tonight. I
slinked back to my room and got ready for bed. I brushed my teeth,
combed my hair and put it up in a tight bun, then stared at the
little orange bottle on the counter, wishing it would explode. But
the orange bottle stayed right where it was, and I finally picked
it up and popped the cap, dumping a small green pill into the palm
of my hand.

“You better be worth this,” I said to the
pill before popping it into my mouth and swallowing it dry.

A few minutes later I was in bed. For the
second time today the room was filled with the sounds of electric
motors humming and pumping away in the darkness. The mechanical
music remained in the air for the next five minutes, giving me
enough time to fill two more bottles with breast milk and orgasm
three more times. I was still unsatisfied but at least it took the
edge off. I tossed and turned for the next hour before drifting
off, and in that time all I could think about was Clint and
Jesse.




Chapter Two

 


Sitting in the now familiar exam room and
wearing nothing but my panties and an open backed hospital gown was
not how I wanted to start my morning. The weekly visits to Dr.
Kenzie’s office had become just part of the routine, but my
situation at home was foremost in my thoughts at the moment.

A knock at the door signaled Dr. Kenzie’s
entrance. He shook my hand and smiled at me the same way he always
did.

“And how are we today Ms. Marshall? Good I
hope,” he said with a smile.

“Same as last week Doc. My body is still out
of whack. I can’t concentrate, I’m still leaking like a faucet and
that uhhh… the sexual urges… they are getting worse.”

“Worse you say? I’m sorry if this is
embarrassing Lucy but you are the only one in the trial presenting
with this particular issue. What do you mean by worse?”

I didn’t know how to begin. Dr. Kenzie was
not an attractive man. He was short and fat and the comb over hid
nothing of his bald spot, but he was nice. And I could feel myself
growing wet thinking about this short bald man in front of me with
his lips around my tits, sucking me dry. Now how do I put that into
words?

“Well a few weeks ago I was just kind of
uhh, horny I guess. Usually in the morning. It’s getting worse by
the day. Now I’m touching myself without even knowing and I keep
having strange thoughts. Nothing seems to make it better right now
and lactating makes me hornier.”

This was awkward.

“I am afraid to go to work. I don’t know if
I can handle myself out in public right now.”

Dr. Kenzie looked me up and down. His smile
was replaced by a worried look. “Lucy these thoughts you are
having, they aren’t about hurting yourself are they? Or
others?”

“No! They are ummm… they are fantasies. Sex
dreams…”

Dr. Kenzie blushed as he comprehended. The
pretty girl with big boobs in his office was horny and having sex
dreams in public.

“Well Lucy you have about six weeks left on
the trial. I told you last week it was up to you if you wanted to
drop out, but if you do you won’t be paid. In light of your
reactions, you should consider your options carefully.
Hypersexuality might not seem like a serious problem, but it can
become one quickly. Just imagine what would happen if you couldn’t
control yourself around people. Coworkers, family, even random
strangers.”

Thoughts of Clint atop a horse, riding
shirtless through the pastures filled my mind. Way to go Dr.
Kenzie.

“Ahh Ms. Marshall, how often do you lactate
per day?” Dr. Kenzie asked while staring at my chest.

His question brought me back to reality and
my hands moved to my nipples. The entire front of the examination
gown was soaked. It had been dry only moments ago.

“Once in the morning, at least twice during
the day and once more before bed. Sorry I’m leaking everywhere
Doctor.”

“Spontaneous like this or are you milking
yourself?”

I thought about the breast pump under my
bed. “Both. I milk when they start to hurt too bad.”

I watched his pen scribble notes down
furiously on his clipboard. The soaking wet gown clung to my skin.
In the chilly exam room the damp fabric only amplified my
discomfort and I felt my nipples harden and contract from the cold.
The feeling sent tingles down my spine, making my clit throb. I
couldn’t even be cold without getting aroused!

“Well Lucy, other than your unique side
effect, you are in great health. I’ll see you next week. If you
decide to stop taking the pills then come in sooner.”

He left the small room and let me dress. It
felt great to get out of the wet gown and into dry clothes. I made
sure to double up the nursing pads in my tight bra so I could stay
dry. The tightness of the cute pink bra I had bought only a week
ago reminded me that I couldn’t go home just yet. I had some
shopping to do first.




Chapter Three

 


The bright noon sun hung overhead, keeping
me warm as I walked down the street to the boutique where I bought
my bras. Being outside felt good. I had been cooped up all weekend
in the house afraid to venture out, but now that I was here the
world seemed less scary.

Maybe this was all I needed. Maybe I was
making things worse by staying inside all day.

But even as I had this thought, I felt a
gush of warm liquid spill from my tits. Please don’t leak,
please don’t leak!

My hands drifted up to my rack and I gave
myself a quick pat down, but found no wet spots. The nursing pads
had contained the spillage but I doubted cotton inserts were going
to be able to hold back much more. I had to find a bathroom now to
pump some milk and change out the circular soaker pads.

There was a bar right across the street. I
had been inside a few times with Jesse even though I was still over
a year away from being able to legally drink. None of that really
mattered right now though. I needed a bathroom not a beer.

No one hassled me as I stepped into the
quiet bar. The food must be good since many of the booths and
tables were filled with patrons for the lunch rush. I weaved my way
in between the tables to the bathroom in back and locked myself
into a stall. With the door shut and secured I whipped off my shirt
and unclasped my bra, letting my tits breathe. My nipples were wet
from the walk and my suspicions about the soaker pads had been
correct. The thin cotton pads were both completely saturated. The
inside of my bra was damp as well. If I had waited until I got to
the boutique I would have leaked everywhere.

I pulled a small bottle from my purse and
pushed the mouth up to one of my nipples before squeezing my boobs
with a practiced hand. The ridiculousness of my situation made me
giggle a bit in the stalls. I tried to imagine someone else in my
same situation but it was just too much. I had to be the only girl
in the world forced to milk herself in a bar bathroom because of a
bad drug reaction.

I finished with one side and dumped the four
ounces I had collected into the toilet before starting on my other
boob. Ten minutes later and I was done with this side as well. I
redressed, making sure to put in new soaker pads and washed the
bottle out in the sink before putting it back into my purse. I
laughed again as I stared into my black leather purse. Where most
women my age would have a cell phone and some glasses, I had a baby
bottle, a change of clothes and a box of nursing pads. At least my
life wasn’t boring.

I stepped out of the bathroom and in the
corner of my eye I saw Clint. Or at least I thought I saw him. He
was standing at the bar with his cowboy hat still on. He was
leaning over the bar, making conversation with the cute bartender
as she poured a beer. I smiled and took this chance encounter as
sign, making a bee line for the empty stool next to him.

“Hi Clint! Glad to run into you here. Want
to grab some lunch?” I asked as my hand landed on his shoulder.

I was surprised when the cowboy in front of
me turned his head and pushed his hat up, letting me see his face.
Clearly not Clint. I had seen him a few times at the store where I
worked, but didn’t know his name.

“Ohh sorry, I thought you were someone else.
Sorry.” I stepped back but his hand closed around my wrist as I
turned to walk away.

“Well hold on now. Lucy right? You’re a
checkout girl over at the grocer. No need to be sorry. It’s not
every day I pretty girl walks up to me in a bar. Why don’t you let
me buy you that lunch you were looking for?”

His touch sent sparks down my arm. My
nipples popped out and my pussy grew wet. I knew right then I
needed to get as far away from this man as I could, but my feet
stayed rooted in place. With a gentle tug on my wrist, the man
pulled me towards the stool and I lacked the willpower to resist.
All I could think about was his handsome face pressed up against my
chest, drawing out the milk contained within my breasts.

“Name’s Robert, friends call me Bobby,” he
said with a gorgeous smile. “Simple beer and burger sound good to
you?”

Still off balance, all I could do was nod
and stare down at the bar. But Bobby was having none of that. His
hand reached out and I felt his fingers under my chin, lifting and
turning my head towards his own. He smiled again and I was lost.
His blue eyes sparkled and his square jaw was covered by a day’s
worth of stubble giving him a rugged and aged edge to his otherwise
youthful features. I wanted him badly and I tried again to leave,
but my stomach grumbled in protest. It’s just lunch. I can do
lunch. It’s not like I’m going to jump his bones in the
bar.

The food came and it was about what I had
expected. Bar food is never very good, but it was filling and Bobby
was actually really nice. After sitting for days in the house with
Clint ignoring me, it was nice to talk to someone. I didn’t even
notice when my beer was empty and full one was put in it’s
place.




Chapter Four

 


I wasn’t quite sure what time it was, but I
knew I had been in the bar for a few hours at least. The lunch
crowd had moved out and for awhile there were only a few regulars
sitting alone at the bar, with me and Bobby taking up a booth in
the corner away from the door. Now the place was filling up again
and I assumed it was close to dinner.

I kept telling myself I wasn’t doing
anything wrong, but I knew it was a lie. Every time I looked into
Bobby’s eyes I would feel giddy and my clit would throb. My tits
had been hard as rocks since lunchtime and I’ve had to excuse
myself to the bathroom three times to change out my soaker pads. I
was having such a good time that on my last visit to the stalls, I
ended up taking a few minutes longer to get myself off.

I hadn’t intended to masturbate in a public
bathroom when I got out of bed this morning. I hadn’t even intended
it when I walked in here. The beer was going right through me and I
had brushed up against myself while finishing up my business. That
tiny touch set me off and for the next three minutes I couldn’t
tear my hand away from my pussy.

With my shirt off and one hand nestled
between my thighs, my free hand played with my nipples, twisting
and twiddling my pink top hats. Occasional spurts of milk would fly
out and slam into the stall door while my fingers danced across my
clit. I was feeling so good that my free hand ended up caressing my
slit as well. My fingers slipped inside of my wet hole, curling
inside of me while my other hand continued it’s non-stop motions
above my clitty.

The orgasm came quickly and didn’t linger.
The suddenness of it’s passing snapped me back to reality and I
moved quickly to get out of the bathroom. Six beers in and
distracted by my sudden urge to play with myself, and combined with
the embarrassment of what I just did made me forget the reason I
had gone into the bathroom in the first place. In my haste I hadn’t
milked myself and even worse, I had forgotten to line my bra with
new soaker pads.

When I returned to the booth in the corner
there was another full beer waiting for me. Bobby smiled at my
return and I slid clumsily into my seat. He was talking again but
my mind was drifting. My boobs were hurting and I finally
remembered what I had forgotten to do. I sipped on my beer trying
to ignore the dull ache building in my breasts.

I didn’t notice when Bobby had stopped
talking. I was busy daydreaming about him bending me over a bar
stool and taking me from behind. When I looked into his face
though, his warm smile was replaced by a look of confusion and he
was no longer rambling about his truck. His eyes were locked on to
my tits.

“Hey Bobby I’m up here,” I said while
motioning to my eyes. But he continued to stare blankly at my
chest. “Bobby! Hey! Earth to Bobby!”

His eyes raised to look into my own. “Hey
Lucy your shirt is wet. Like really wet. And I swear it’s
spreading.”

Shit! My hands confirmed it. I was leaking
and leaking bad. There was no hiding this. I used my arms to shield
my breasts and explained my little green pills and the milking
problem they were causing to Bobby. He listened intently, never
interrupting.

“So you’re saying you took some new pills
that made your boobs grow and you ended up turning into a wet nurse
in the process?” he asked.

“Not exactly how I put it, but close
enough.”

“And you can’t really control it? You have
to milk yourself or you leak everywhere?”

“Yep.”

Bobby shot me a sideways grin. “You need
some help with that?”

I lost count at how many times I should have
gotten up from the table and walked away during the night. I was
engaged and had called in sick to work and yet I couldn’t pull
myself away from the situation I was in. I had kept telling myself
that it was harmless fun even though I knew Bobby had less than
honorable intentions in his head. I did too. But this was the first
time since lunch that Bobby had made his intentions clear. I had
told myself I would leave if the situation took a turn like this,
but even now I hesitated. The reoccurring image of Bobby with his
lips locked on my swollen tits filled my head.

“What do you have in mind cowboy?”

“My truck’s out back. If you want, I can go
settle up at the bar and then we could head on outside.”

I didn’t bother answering him. I just held
out my hand and let him lead me outside and into his waiting truck.
My shirt was off and my jeans were unbuttoned before the cold
leather of his bench seat had finished warming. Bobby wasted no
time. His hands slid all over my body while I landed sloppy kisses
about his head and neck.

While his touch felt good, I knew other
activities would feel better. I pushed his head down to my tits and
held his mouth against my nipple until he got the idea. At first he
tried to just kiss and lick my pink gum drops, but I pressed his
head harder against my tits and ran my fingers across his cheek. He
latched on and quickly went to work.

While his mouth was busy, his hands were
looking for something to do. I was enjoying sitting with my eyes
closed in his car, the soft sounds of his suckling being drowned
out by a country song on the radio. I no longer had to daydream
about this moment and instead concentrated on how good it was
feeling. That’s when I felt his hand dip into my panties, fingers
searching for my pussy.

I slid forward slightly in the seat, giving
his hand some extra room to work. His fingers found their target
with little difficulty. His first finger slid inside of me with
ease, and then a second joined the first. Soon a third was nestled
in between my slick folds, forming a triangle within me that curled
back and forth before dipping in and out. My hand slid down the
front of my panties as well, letting my dainty fingers tap against
my clit while his manly digits plunged in and out of my hole.

I reciprocated. With my free hand I managed
to awkwardly undo his belt buckle and unzip his jeans. I pulled his
throbbing cock out and stroked it slowly. But Bobby took this as a
sign that he was done sucking. His head pulled away from my nipple
and I felt his hand on the back of my head now.

“No Bobby. You aren’t done yet,” I said
while dipping my head out of his hand.

“Ohh come on baby, I think it’s your turn to
do some sucking.”

My hand left his cock and flew across his
face. The slap stunned him and I pushed his head back against my
tit. He started sucking again, continually drawing mouthfuls of
milk from my breasts. I ran my hand through his hair while he took
long pulls from my teat. When he switched sides, I let my hand wrap
itself around his cock again, and this time he didn’t try and pull
away from me. Instead he sucked harder, almost to the point of
pain, while my hand pumped his shaft up and down.

With his mouth on my tit, my hand on his
dick and his fingers in my slit, we were both living in the moment
and loving every second of it. The windows and windshield had
steamed up and cab smelled of sex. The music relaxed me, keeping me
from thinking about how wrong my situation was. But life has a
funny way of reminding you when you are wrong.

The passenger door swung open without
notice. A hand reached in and grabbed onto my arm before pulling me
out of the cab. Bobby’s mouth parted from my tit and his fingers
slid from inside of me harshly. He let out a yelp when I didn’t let
go of his dick fast enough. As my head cleared the cab, I saw the
face connected to the strong arm that yanked me from the truck.

Clint stood like a statue as I shivered in
the cool night air. I hugged myself in an attempt to keep warm, but
without my shirt the action proved pointless. Clint didn’t look at
me, but when he spoke with a threatening low tone, I knew it was
directed at me.

“Get in the car. Don’t argue.”

I stepped back from Clint and was looking
around for his sedan when Bobby climbed out of his truck.

“What the hell man?! Who the fuck are you!
You her father or something?” Bobby yelled as he started advancing
on Clint.

“Get back in your truck boy or you and I
aren’t gonna stay on good terms.”

I froze in place, watching the two men stare
at each other with hatred in their eyes. As scared as I felt, the
fact that these two men were in a parking lot ready to fight over
me was just increasing my arousal. Bobby kept advancing and I saw
Clint curl his hands into fists. I knew I should stop this, but
part of me wanted to see who was the stronger man. Who would fight
to have me.

I didn’t have to wait long. Bobby moved into
range and took a drunken swing at Clint. Clint ducked and landed a
couple of punches into Bobby’s stomach, doubling him over. Bobby
tried to stand back up, but a hammer blow to the back of his head
dropped him to his knees. Clint grabbed a handful of his hair and
tilted his head back, his other hand cocked and ready to deliver a
blow to Bobby’s nose.

“I’m only gonna tell you once you lil shit.
Come near Lucy again, you an’ me gonna have it out worse than this.
Understand?” Clint didn’t wait for Bobby to respond. Using his grip
on the other’s hair, he made Bobby bob his head up and down. “Good
boy.”

Clint let go and Bobby dropped down onto his
hands, still trying to catch his breath. He turned on me, fire
still in his eyes. But he didn’t scold me in the middle of the
parking lot. Instead he grabbed my arm and dragged me to his car.
He opened the door and allowed me to climb in before slamming it
shut behind me.

When he got in I expected him to yell, but
he just started the car in silence and pulled onto the main road,
making a bee line for the ranch. Clint and I sat in silence the
entire ride and when we arrived, he went inside without a word. I
sat in the car for awhile, unsure as to what I should do now. But
the car became cold and after awhile I couldn’t stand sitting
outside any longer. It was time to go inside and face Clint.




Chapter Five

 


I walked into the house and Clint was
waiting for me by the front door. Still shirtless and a little
buzzed, I had an overwhelming urge to start apologizing but Clint
cut me off before I could begin.

“What the hell is wrong with you? And don’t
tell me it’s the pills again. Are you actin’ out to get my
attention?” he asked.

I stared at an invisible spot on the floor,
unable to make eye contact with Clint. Was he right? Was I just
trying to make him jealous? No I couldn’t have, I was surprised
when he showed up out of nowhere. I just couldn’t control
myself.

“It is the pills! I told you last week I
needed you or something like this would happen. I’ve been trying to
keep myself under control but the urges are getting worse and you
keep shunning me.”

Clint took a step closer, and then backed
away again. “Don’t blame me for this. Stop takin’ the damn pills if
they are turnin’ you crazy. I told my boy I would watch out for you
while he was gone and you are makin’ that real hard.”

Why didn’t he understand, “I can’t stop
taking the damn pills. Jesse and I need the money and the trial
pays more than my job at the store. If I stop now I lose the money
and the Doc said I would probably still be like this for awhile.
Six more weeks until Jesse is back and I won’t have to worry about
finding someone to fuck me.”

My anger at his lack of understanding
overrode my embarrassment and I stared directly into Clint’s eyes.
We were both angry and pigheaded, neither one of us willing to give
up ground. But something in my peripheral caught my eye and I gave
it a quick glance before returning to our staring contest with a
big grin on my face. Even in jeans, I could see Clint’s erection
straining to escape.

“So how did you find me today anyways?
You’ve been hiding from me for a week then you show up out of the
blue like a jealous boyfriend. Have you been following me?”

“No I ain’t been followin’ you! Your friend
Penny from the store saw you leavin’ with truck boy and had the
good sense to call me. I’m just glad I got there before you did
something truly stupid.”

“Like fucking my boyfriend’s daddy?” Time to
press him.

“Maybe you really were jealous. Driving into
town to stop someone else from tasting what you’ve already
sampled,” I looked down at his cock, “and it looks like you still
want a taste.”

I expected him to deny his attractions like
he had been all week, but instead Clint moved in close and pushed
my hands down to my sides. He looked me up and down then I felt his
hands slide over my belly, moving upwards to my breasts. He cupped
my swollen melons in his hands. His fingers slipped up the curve of
my breasts, seeking my sensitive nipples. When they found purchase,
he squeezed them lightly but then his hands continued upwards.

One of his hands circled behind my neck,
sliding upwards and getting tangled in my silky hair. His other
hand drifted under my chin and pushed upwards gently, tilting my
head back and leaving my neckline exposed. Clint moved in and
dropped a few gentle kisses on my shoulders and up my neck. Each
time his lips touched my skin, a pulse of pleasure erupted
downstairs.

But his kisses fell like an early morning
rain, and they were quickly over. His hand behind my head dropped
away, but he kept my chin pointing upwards and my eyes towards the
ceiling. His missing hand returned moments later but didn’t move
back into position. Insides I felt something else touch my neck and
realized too late what it was.

An inch and a half of leather encircled my
neck. My hands flew up to try and stop Clint, but he slapped away
and finished tightening the leather choker before stepping back to
admire his work.

“What the hell Clint?” I screamed in
confusion. My hands moved up once again to the collar and I fumbled
for the buckle in the back. My fingers slipped along the smooth
side of the leather strap, but my neck itched from the rough side
of the leather strap encircling me.

“Leave it alone Lucy if you want to stay in
this house with me. We are gonna break you of your bad behavior and
if that means I have to collar you up like one of my calves then
I’ll do it.” He moved back in closer and pulled my hands down to my
sides once more. “I think it looks right nice anyways. And just
yesterday you asked me to milk you like a cow. Seems pretty
fitting.”

This shift in our dynamic had caught me off
guard, but with Clint’s hands touching my naked skin once more, I
didn’t care if he wanted to make me sleep in the barn and graze
outside in the sunlight if it meant getting his mouth around my
tits and his cock inside of me. I pressed my body onto his, leaving
tiny milk stains on his shirt where my breasts pressed against
him.

“I’ll be whatever you want Clint, just quit
teasing me,” I whispered in his ear.

Those were the last words that were spoken
for the rest of the night. Clint spun me around and started pushing
me towards the stairs and I grew instantly wet. In my excitement I
tripped on the stairs, falling to my hands and knees. To my
surprise, Clint didn’t try to help me up. Instead I felt him
tugging my jeans down!

He pulled my jeans down to my knees and my
panties soon followed. I braced myself against the stairs and
thrust my hips out, giving Clint the best possible angle to push
himself deep into my waiting pussy. He didn’t waste any time
either. Seconds after my panties were down around my knees, he
pushed his large dick into my wet and waiting hole. The
anticipation and longing that had been building all week caused my
whole body to shudder. I felt close to an orgasm just from his
thick rod pushing it’s way inside of me.

And Clint was not gentle. Our first session
a week ago had me on my hand and knees while Clint rode me hard,
but this was something altogether new. The wooden stairs creaked
and groaned with every thrust and the hard wood was not kind on my
knees. Each powerful push from Clint sent my body jerking forward,
with my legs above the knees continually smacking into the wooden
lip of the next stair. My breasts bounced painfully, swollen with
milk and lacking support.

And on top of it all, Clint had one hand
holding onto the collar around my neck. Each time his hips smashed
against my round ass and I bounced forward, the collar would arrest
my motion, digging into my neck with each push. But somehow the
pain of the situation only amplified the pleasure I was feeling.
His cock was like fire, filling my body with erotic warmth each
time he slid in and out of my slick folds.

It didn’t take long for me to come. I pushed
hard backwards trying to keep Clint from sliding around as the
orgasm raced through my body, dulling all my aches and melting away
a week’s worth of tension. A half moan, half sigh escaped from my
lips as my body tensed from the pleasure and I tried to crawl away
from Clint’s continued thrusting. Again to my surprised, he let me.
His dick popped free, momentarily bouncing against my rump and I
crawled up the stairs. But Clint was behind me the whole way,
refusing to let go of the collar. When I was not moving fast
enough, Clint moved ahead, pulling me by the leather choker all the
way to his room.

He pulled me up onto the bed and then
dropped down beside me, both of us leaning on our sides staring at
each other. My tits had been leaking milk the entire time, and
right now beads were forming on my erect nipples, ready to be
pulled down to the sheets by gravity. Clint dropped his head and
licked the droplets off my teats before latching on.

The feeling of his body pressed against
mine, with his lips around my tits, silently suckling filled me
with glee. Each pull he took from my tit sent shockwaves down to my
clit. While my pump and Bobby had caused a similar reaction, with
Clint it was far stronger. My hand dropped to my clit and I tried
to touch myself, but Clint slapped my hand away. Instead he had me
curl my fingers around his glistening cock. It was slow torture as
I stroked him up and down while he licked and sucked my
nipples.

Clint sucked hard and pulled his head away,
stretching my tit and tugging at my skin before opening his lips
and letting me slip from his mouth with a popping sound. His mouth
fell to my other breast and he latched quickly, keeping a steady
flow of milk spraying from my nipple. Unable to touch myself, I
worked Clint’s cock hard up and down. I pumped him faster and
faster while his suckling became more and more disjointed as he
lost his concentration. He finally gave up all pretenses and just
licked my nipples, occasionally biting them softly. That felt
almost as good as him sucking.

Clint tugged on my collar again, downwards
this time. The meaning was clear as he rolled onto his back and
pulled my head down to his cock. I didn’t fight it. My mouth
wrapped around his mushroom tip while my hand continued to stroke
his shaft slowly. My tongue danced around the ridge of his cock and
his hand dropped onto the back of my head. His dick filled my mouth
as he pushed down. I could taste my drying juices on his shaft. His
hand lifted from the back of my head and I bobbed my head up and
down while he thrust himself lightly into my mouth.

But our oral play didn’t last very long. I
guess I wasn’t performing as well as he liked. He tugged me back
off of his cock by the collar and pulled me harshly into the
pillows, pressing my body against the mattress. He rolled over on
top of me, keeping me pinned down while he maneuvered his cock
between my legs.

One of his hands encircled my waist, pulling
my stomach off the soft comforter below me. But when I tried to
push the rest of my body up into position, Clint pushed me back
down, hand still wrapped around the collar. I was bent unnaturally
on the bed with only my tummy and ass in the air. I turned my head
to one side as my face was pushed into the soft mattress. My legs
burned as I tried to keep myself balanced while Clint sat between
them, pushing himself into me with intensity.

But still it felt great. Tonight Clint had
shown me a side of himself that I had not seen until now. I had
seen him cry, had seen him happy. I had seen him gentle, caring,
scared and vulnerable. But this was a new man. One who was powerful
and sure of himself. One who wasn’t afraid to take control when he
needed to.

My mind flashed to the future, with thoughts
of Clint and I together in his house. The collar was still around
my neck and his touches were loving, his actions strong. In this
new future he had broken me, only to build me up into something
better. I was his completely and wouldn’t have it any other way. He
would drink from me, and would fuck me hard in return for my
obedience that I was happy to give. I smiled at the thought.

Behind me Clint grunted and tensed. Lost in
my daydream, I hadn’t noticed how close he was to finishing. I
tried to grind myself against his body to squeeze out another
orgasm, and was happy when I succeeded before he pulled out. This
time it was a soft rolling wave of bliss that spread through my
limbs, relaxing me completely. It lacked the intensity of the
orgasm on the stairs, but lasted far longer, causing me to go limp
on the bed, completely at peace for the first time in a week.

Clint moved back into his spot beside me and
ran his fingers through my hair. I was exhausted and completely at
ease and from the look on Clint’s face, so was he. We stared at
each other not saying a word as our eyes grew heavy. He fell asleep
first and I rolled onto my back before closing my eyes. But before
sleep took me I remembered one very important thing.

I stood in the bathroom holding the little
green pill between my fingers. Such a small thing had changed my
life in unexpected ways. For the second time I found myself invited
into the bed of my fiancé’s father and enjoying it. I was lactating
and horny to the point it hurt, but without the little green pill I
would have never known Clint like I did now. For better or worse,
this was my life. I popped the pill onto my tongue and swallowed
before returning to Clint’s bed. This time I hoped Clint would
still want me in the morning.




 


Suckled by my Professor




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.




 


Suckled by my Sorority







Chapter One

 


“I’ll be fine dad I promise,” I said
while looking at the man in the driver’s seat as we pulled into the
parking lot of my new school. He wasn’t my real father, but he had
been there for me for most of my life. Even in my earliest memories
Rob was present, guiding me to be the person I saw in the mirror
every day. But for the past summer Rob had been more to me than
just my father. Something strange had happened to me, and against
his better judgment, my step dad and I ended up having a rather
steamy relationship while my mother was away on
business.

I smiled as I thought of the first time Rob
touched me in a way a man touches another woman. I was scared and
confused not because of Rob, but because of what had happened to me
earlier in the day. Due to a chemical imbalance in my body I had
started lactating, and Rob was there to help me through this new
part of my life. Without him I think I might have gone mad.

The imbalance caused more changes in me than
just an increased bust size and soggy bras. Every time I looked at
Rob after that first day I could feel my panties grow damp with
excitement. I yearned for his touch, his body pressed against mine.
I wanted his lips wrapped around my swollen nipples, gently
suckling the milky goodness from within me while I breathed in his
heady aroma. I had stopped being his daughter and had become his
secret lover, and for an emotional teenager with out of whack
hormones, I was happy.

But the summer couldn’t last forever and
eventually my mother returned. While I was happy that she was back
home, I knew that the moments Rob and I shared together were now
over. Our passion still drove us together in secret when my mother
was out, but those happy moments became further and further apart
as we settled back into our normal routine. Rob had become my
father figure once more and while I was happy that we had
transitioned so well, I would always miss our special time and
secret touches.

But today wasn’t a day for regret. In the
past few weeks this day was all I could think about. Today I was
starting my first semester away at college and I couldn’t be
happier. While I had turned eighteen before I had graduated high
school, today really felt like the first day I was truly an adult.
Part of me was glad that Rob and I wouldn’t be living under the
same roof anymore. Seeing him everyday made it hard to get over our
strange relationship earlier in the summer.

“I know you will Jamie. I just worry.
It’s what a father does best.” He shut off the engine and turned to
face me. “I just want to make sure you’ll stay safe and not get
into too much trouble while you’re here, that’s all.”

I could see that he really was concerned for
my wellbeing, but having him assume the worst before I had even
gotten out of the car hurt me a little.

“It’s college dad not prison. I’m not
joining a gang or doing hard drugs, I’m getting a degree in English
lit. Please just stop worrying.”

“I don’t think that’s possible
sweetie. At least let me help you unpack the car.”

I sighed to myself, making a big show to Rob
about how put out I was, but deep down I was happy for the help. I
had quite a few items stored in the back and with his help, my
belongings could make the trip to my new dorm room all at once.

“Alright, you can help me. But don’t
embarrass me!”

Rob laughed, “Me? Why I’d never do anything
to make my lil sugar bear blush!”




Chapter Two

 


With my dad’s help, my boxes and bags were
brought up to my tiny living space with no hassle. Once the boxes
were piled up neatly to one side and the bags were tossed onto my
bed, Rob gave me a hug and a kiss on the forehead before his eyes
welled up and he said his goodbyes. I was a bit sad to see him go,
but also relieved in a way. I was finally on my own and it felt
good.

I started to unpack, moving first to fill
the built in drawers with my clothes. Folded shirts and pants of
assorted cuts and styles were tucked away into the many drawers of
the provided dresser. Colorful panties and socks filled a small
drawer near the top, while I co-opted a much bigger drawer for my
most important clothing items.

I opened my final clothing box and looked
inside. The cardboard box was filled with an assortment of bras.
Other than the amount in the box, there was very little that marked
any of the breast cradling cups as special, but each one was
important to me. While normal women would put on a bra in the
morning, taking it off only for bed at night, I would regularly
have to take my tits out during the day and on average had to
change my bra three times a day due to leakage.

I pulled one out from the box and ran my
fingers over the thick cotton cups. The padded material would be
the only thing keeping my 36D tits, and the surprise they held,
from becoming a source of embarrassment and shame. I arranged them
neatly in the large drawer, each one lying nestled up against the
bra behind it, forming little rows of cottony hills in the pine
dresser. I smiled at my handiwork before I turned my attention on
the rest of the boxes.

I was in no hurry to unpack most of the
remaining cardboard containers. Most were filled with things I
didn’t really need in my cramped dorm room, but one of the boxes
held my toiletries as well as a going away gift from Rob. I opened
the box and put away my bathroom supplies before taking out the one
remaining item within. It took the majority of space within the
cardboard walls, and I looked at it with apprehension.

I lifted the breast pump out of the box and
put it on my bed. I took a seat next to the strange machine and sat
quietly for a long time, hoping that some understanding of the
device would suddenly dawn on me. But I gained no great insight
into the operation of the intimidating black box, with its assorted
hoses and funnels. I knew Rob meant well when he bought it for me,
but I thought it would just be easier to stick with my tried and
true manual method.

And it was about that time too. I lifted up
my shirt and unlatched the front clasp to my bra, letting my ample
breasts pop free from their prison. Using a practiced hand I
grabbed my left breast and squeezed the sides above my nipple
gently, pushing downwards and applying pressure to the milk glands
below my skin. Thin streams of milk sprayed in all directions from
my inch long nipples. I stopped for a second to pull a towel from
the footboard of my bed to use for cleanup. I grabbed an old coffee
mug as well to collect my milk.

For fifteen minutes I squeezed and massaged
as much milk from my tits as I could, having to dump out the gather
liquid in the cup three separate times. But the time was well spent
and my breasts no longer felt heavy with milk. I thanked whatever
higher power was looking out for me when I was assigned my single
occupant dorm room. I don’t know how I could have kept my secret
from a roommate for more than a few days.

Now that I was dry, or at least not in
danger of having my tits pop like overfilled water balloons, I
redressed and got ready to head out onto campus. I checked myself
in the mirror, happy with the reflection that was staring back at
me. My reddish brown hair fell partially over one side of my face,
and I blew the stray locks away with a quick puff of air issuing
forth from between my plump lips. My green eyes glistened as they
moved out from behind the curtain of my stray bangs. I never needed
much makeup, and today was no exception. I was practically
glowing!

I was quite pleased with the rest of my
reflection as well. My large rack filled out the tight shirt in
ways my body never used to. I had been heavy into gymnastics as a
child, not stopping until I was old enough to drive. I was unhappy
with what the sport had done to my body. The constant stresses of
the nimble sport had kept me in shape, but it had also stunted my
growth in more ways than one. The onset of puberty had been delayed
until I quit, my body lacking the energy to push my already
strained physical form to the next stage of my life. As a result I
was flat chested and mousy until I was almost seventeen.

And when my body finally did catch up to the
rest of my peers, it did so with a vengeance. The doctors I had
seen about my lactation problem had all reached the same
conclusion. My late stage puberty had sent my hormones into
overdrive, and it could be years before they autocorrected and
finally balanced out. There was a good chance I would be out of
college before my tits stopped leaking like a garden hose and a
slight breeze between my legs set off a wave of desire that would
take hours to subside if I didn’t take the time to touch myself. I
had grown used to my body’s odd way of dealing with puberty, and
liked how it enhanced my figure, but the drawbacks were still quite
annoying.

I headed out the door making a beeline for
the outside. But I stopped short at a notice board in the common
area of our dormitory. Dozens of flyers had been posted already,
ranging from used books to used instruments. Social clubs, parties
and notices for odd jobs took up a large amount of the corkboard.
And one flyer in particular had caught my eye. The garish pink of
the paper, with delicate black typeface curling and swooshing all
over drew me in. I skimmed the flyer once, becoming intrigued and
gave it a second pass, this time letting each word on the paper
sink in.

Do you want to be part of something big? Do
you want to make lifelong friends, improve your social circle and
be around likeminded people? Are you sick of living in a dorm room
smaller than your closet back home? Do you think you have what it
takes to be a Tau?

Three large Greek letters sat occupying the
middle of the flyer. I wasn’t sure what they were but the last line
of the flyer gave me a pretty good idea.

If you think you are Tau material then come
out for pledge week! Tau Iota Tau! The only sorority that
matters.

Tau Iota Tau. My mother had been part of a
sorority in college and she always had stories of wild parties,
sisterhood, and horny frat boys. They were quickly followed by
stories of how her wild nights had ended up causing my conception,
but I always tuned her out when she started to get too preachy. I
tore off a tag at the bottom of the flyer with the time and
location of the beginning of pledge week. I had spent my high
school years locked away in an all girls catholic school. Now that
I was in college, I was determined to live a little.




Chapter Three

 


It was two days later and I was standing on
the lawn of the Tau house looking up with half a dozen other girls
at the balcony of a beautifully crafted two story house that was
closer to a small mansion than it was a normal residence. The same
three Greek letters from the flyer were carved into the front door
as well as a large wooden sign that sat hanging from the balcony.
And on that balcony stood a girl only a few years older than I, but
who had all the confidence and presence that I wanted for
myself.

“Welcome to pledge week ladies,” the
girl on the balcony called down to us. “Today is the start of
something wonderful.”

She paused and threw her arms wide,
gesturing to the girls spread across the porch looking at us. They
all wore identical t-shirts with the sorority sign on them in pink
lettering.

“For us anyways. For you girls it’s
the start of your trial period. Hell week starts now ladies so step
forward and be chosen by a sponsor or get off my lawn. It’s your
choice. Make it a good one because it’s the last one you’ll be
making for the rest of the week.”

I looked to my left and right and saw the
hesitation in each of the girl’s faces next to me. No one wanted to
be the first to step forward and after looking at the girls
gathered on the stoop ready to pounce, I didn’t want to be the
first either. But as the seconds ticked by I knew someone had to be
the first and without even thinking, my feet carried me away from
the huddled mass of girls into the lonesome abyss between the
safety of the group behind me and the approaching horde in front of
me.

“We got a brave one Jenny!” called one
of the girls from the porch. “She barely even
hesitated.”

A different girl from the first stepped off
the porch and headed towards me. She stopped only a foot short from
where I was standing, and I found myself looking up at her. She was
quite a bit taller than I was, which was not really a surprise
since most people were. Her feral grin unnerved me, and I found
myself wishing could step back and lose myself in the frightened
group behind me.

“Name’s Amanda,” she said as she held
out her hand, “what’s yours?”

I extended my hand to meet hers. “I’m
Jamie.”

“Well Jamie, I’ll be your sponsor.
It’s not easy being the first girl forward, but being a Tau means
that sometimes you have too. Keep this up and you’ll be living in
the house in no time.”

I smiled at the thought of living in the
large house in front of me and was surprised by how nice Amanda
seemed. I thought for sure that I was going to be degraded and
belittled, but instead I got a handshake and a hello.

But the cordial attitude of Amanda wasn’t
just for my benefit. The girls behind me saw that the horror
stories of Hell Week might have been nothing but that; stories. One
by one they moved up to stand next to me.

Amanda pulled me out of line and towards the
house. The girls from the porch moved past me and I turned my head
in time to see that my treatment had been for show. Amanda had been
nice to me to put the others at ease. Now the sorority sisters had
descended on the line of girls shouting and tossing buckets of
water at the group. Other girls shook bags of flour haphazardly in
front of the soaked girls and as the flour clung to their damp
skin, it looked like the line of girls had been transformed into
ghosts melting in the rain.

“Smart move going first. Won’t win you
any points with the newbies but they aren’t the ones you need to
impress. I’m just surprised you turned on them so quickly. We
haven’t had a shark like you in years.”

I looked at Amanda in shock then turned my
attention back to the girls. I had no idea that this had been
planned or that this happened every year. I had no idea this was a
test of loyalty. The hesitation and fear I saw in the girls before
I stepped forward took on a new light now. They weren’t afraid of
hazing. They were afraid they were going to be the one singled out
for special treatment.

“I didn’t know!”

Amanda looked at me confused. “Didn’t know
what? The starting game?” She shook her head. “Jamie you came here
without even learning about pledge week?”

I just repeated myself. “I didn’t know.”




Chapter Four

 


Three days later and I stood shoulder to
shoulder with the other pledges, getting ready for a day of chores.
It was our job to clean the house from top to bottom in preparation
of the new pledge social tomorrow. The social was thrown by the Tau
and the Delta Iota Kappa house, a fraternity of party boys and
trust fund kids. The D.I.K.s and T.I.T.s party as it was known on
campus was supposed to be one of the premier parties of the year,
and it would be the first party that didn’t involve birthday cake I
had ever been to.

The last three days had been nothing but a
string of abuse and embarrassing situations for me and the rest of
the girls, but nothing was as bad as the dirty looks the other
pledges continually shot my way when the sisters weren’t looking.
The starting game had done its job and built up a lingering
animosity between me and the others which was far worse than
anything I had done so far during Hell Week.

My breasts began to ache as I scrubbed the
floorboards of the downstairs rec room. I knew it was only a matter
of time before I started leaking, but I had to wait for Amanda to
get back before I could get excused to go to the bathroom. My long
breaks in the restroom multiple times a day were not winning me any
points with the other girls. No one said anything, but I could tell
just by looking at everyone else that they thought I was hiding out
to escape work.

Amanda returned and I got cleared off to
head to the small bathroom down the hall. The door moved before I
could even touch the handle. Someone was already inside and was
trying to exit. I was surprised when the door swung open fully and
the most handsome man I had ever seen was standing in my way. He
stood taller than me in, decked out in a red Delta t-shirt and
jeans. I knew just looking at him that under his clothes was a
perfectly toned body.

He looked at me and I lost myself in his
blue eyes. My panties grew damp as he flashed me a smile and
reached out to touch my shoulder. Time seemed to slow down and I
savored the moment I had in his presence.

His fingers made contact against the skin of
my arm. He was talking but the sound of my own heartbeat within my
chest was deafening. I shook my head and refocused my attention on
his perfect lips. My nipples hardened as I heard his voice. It was
deep and smooth, the kind of voice you want to hear regardless of
what is actually being said. I was lost in a daydream when he
started snapping his fingers in front of my face.

“Hello? Earth to weird
girl.”

Weird girl? Ohh no that’s me!

“Ohh umm hi,” I managed to choke
out.

“Hi yourself. So I would really like
to exit the bathroom now.”

I stared at him. “Okay.”

He looked at me dumbstruck. “So this is the
part where you move to one side so I can get out. I’ve been asking
you to move since I opened the door.”

The realization that his touch on my arm was
not an intimate gesture, but a way to get me to move aside made me
feel like a complete idiot. I could feel my face grow hot and I
knew I must have looked as red as a cherry tomato.

“I’m sorry! I was daydreaming and I
didn’t mean to get in your way. I’m really sorry!”

A smile blossomed on his face and he began
to laugh. “Calm down. I remember Hell Week. Poor girls working you
so hard you don’t even know where you are.”

His hand slid away from my arm before
stopping halfway between the both of us, hand extended. “I’m
Mark.”

I grabbed his hand, noticing how much larger
his were than mine. “Jamie.”

He laid his other hand on top of mine,
sandwiching me between his own. His body warmth radiated through my
skin.

“Nice to meet you Jamie. I hope to see
you at the party tomorrow.”

I was dangerously close to drifting off into
a daydream again, but I stopped myself. I moved to the side to let
Mark pass. “Hope to see you too.”

He smiled at me once more then walked off to
the backyard where the Delta pledges were setting up. I closed the
bathroom door quickly behind me and made sure it was locked. Within
seconds I was naked from the waste up, massaging my breasts while
trying to ignore the growing need for attention emanating from
between my legs.

Images of Mark danced through my head as
streams of milk splattered into the sink. As I drained the built-up
milk from my tits, I couldn’t help but envision Mark’s mouth
wrapped around one of my nipples, slowing sucking out the warm
liquid from my tits. The thoughts lit a fire in me and I had to
stop squeezing my melons so I could free up a hand for more
pressing matters.

One hand drifted only slightly so I could
grasp the rounded tip of my nipple between my fingers and thumb,
rolling it in-between my grip before squeezing down and letting the
feeling shoot lightning bolts to my private parts. My other hand
was dipping under the waistband of my panties, searching for my
pink pleasure button hidden between my folds. When my fingers made
constant with my clit, I could see fireworks when I closed my eyes.
My hand turned into a blur as I touched myself to thoughts of Mark,
a man I had just met. But even though our conversation hadn’t meant
anything and Mark only showed a friendly, passing interest in me,
there was something about him that I couldn’t get out of my
head.

It didn’t take long for me to come. The hand
around my nipple dropped to grab the edge of the sink when the
orgasm hit me. My knees buckled and I was in serious danger of
falling over had I not caught myself in time. As it was, I was now
positioned perfectly to watch my face as I continued to rub myself,
trying to hold onto the intensely pleasurable feeling just a few
seconds longer. The sight of my face contorted in bliss was itself
a turn on, and my hand flew ever faster over my skin.

When the erotic feeling finally subsided, I
had to stop and catch my breath. It had only taken a few minutes
but the whole experience had made me exhausted. And before I could
leave the bathroom I had to finish up what I had originally came in
here for. It took another ten minutes to squeeze out enough milk
that I wouldn’t be in danger of leaking before it was time to
return to the dorms. When I returned to the group nearly thirty
minutes later, all eyes were on me and none of them were friendly.
Once again it looked like I was taking the easy road while the
other girls were left behind to suffer.




Chapter Five

 


In only an hour the party would start and I
was still stuck on what I should wear. I had already torn through
my closet twice, throwing clothes onto my bed, my floor, my desk
and every other surface in my small room. So far I had managed to
select a pair of panties and a comfortable bra, but the outfit
itself was simply not coming together.

I decided to take a little break to
calm my nerves and prep myself before the social. There was one
very important thing I needed to do before I left anyways. I headed
to my small bathroom and started to squeeze the milk from my tits
when I noticed a simple white camisole and a black skirt lying near
the door. It’ll do.

Twenty minutes later and I was out the door,
heading across campus to the sorority house. I quickened my pace
when I looked at my watch. Somehow I had taken far too long to get
ready and only had a few minutes to get to the party before I was
told to be there. I attempted to run, but the heeled shoes I picked
out and my large tits bouncing in the unsupportive bra worked
together in unison to make sure that I would maintain a much slower
pace than I needed to right now.

I arrived a few minutes late, upset with
myself that I hadn’t used utilized my time better. The pledges and
our sponsors were all waiting for me in the main hall.

“Thanks for deciding to show up
Jamie,” said Amanda, glowering at me.

“Sorry.” It was all I could think to
say.

Jennifer, the head sister of the house
stepped forward to address the pledges.

“Tonight is our first house party of
the semester. But don’t think that just because you are in the Tau
house at our party means you are Tau’s yourselves. You are still
pledges and that means that you cannot interact with any of the
members of the Delta house. If we catch any of you with a Delta you
will be out of the house and your time as a pledge will be over.
Understood?”

In unison we responded. “Yes Ma’am!”

Jenny dismissed us and the pledges and I
finished some last minute prep before the first party goers started
to arrive. Within an hour the party was in full swing. Red solo
cups and the smell of flat beer were in the air and I was in danger
of elbowing someone every time I turned around. I had never really
done anything socially with a boy, and I felt in over my head. If
it hadn’t been for my summer fling with Rob, I would still be a
virgin and completely clueless around the opposite sex. The
sheltered life that my mother had fostered kept me away from
experiences like this and I was beginning to see why she was so
adamant about it.

Everywhere I turned people had some type of
alcohol pressed to their lips. The music was loud and there was a
hazy smoke in the air that made me feel a bit lightheaded every
time I walked through a thick cloud of it. At some point a drink
had been pressed into my hand. I hadn’t even seen who had given it
to me before they melted back into the crowd. I sniffed the drink
and was surprised when a citrusy smell hit my nose. But when I took
a large gulp of the juice, I detected something else in my drink.
Someone had given me a screwdriver!

I looked at the drink in my hand, unsure of
what to do with it. I was only eighteen and I had never had a sip
of alcohol before. But as the vodka burned through me, it settled
into my body with soft warmth that made me feel good. I took
another sip of my drink and felt the same feeling wash over me.
Within the minute, my drink was gone and I was in search of
more.

I refilled my cup at one of the many kegs
spread throughout the party. I tried to mingle, but I didn’t know
anyone so I drifted lazily around the house, stopping only to take
a sip of my beer. I was three cups in and feeling fantastic when I
felt a hand land on my shoulder. My whole body tensed and I was
afraid that when I turned around I would be staring into the shiny
badge of a cop, or worse, the disapproving eyes of my parents.
Instead I found the soft blue eyes of Mark looking me up and
down.

“Fancy running into you here,” he said
while raising his cup towards mine.

I smiled with what I thought was a sexy come
hither look, but in reality only managed a drunken grin that left
me looking like I may have suffered a stroke. Luckily Mark had also
been drinking, so he didn’t seem to notice my stupid look.

“Good to see you again Mark. I was
beginning to think I wouldn’t see anyone here that I
knew.”

He laughed. “To be fair Jamie, we only met
yesterday. And all we really did was introduce ourselves to each
other. I think you could have managed that much with anyone
here.”

He had a point. But as I thought about the
night I realized I hadn’t wanted to meet new people. I was
stumbling from group to group with one intention in the back of my
head. I was looking for Mark without even knowing it. And as I
thought about our situation, something else popped into my head.
Shit!

“Mark I can’t talk to you right now!
If one of the other girls saw me I could get kicked out of the
house!”

“Well we can’t have that then. Tell
you what, why don’t I just get your number, and later we can go
have lunch or something.”

I was shocked. Mark was handsome and every
time he smiled my panties grew a little wetter. Now he wanted to
take me to lunch! I didn’t know what was happening or why, but I
liked it. I took Mark’s phone from his hand and entered my number.
I dialed the number to make sure I entered it correctly, and in my
pocket I felt my phone vibrate. When he took the phone back he
snapped a picture, saving me and my number for later. In moments he
had drifted back into the crowd, and I once again started my
aimless wandering, this time with my head full of dreams with
Mark.

Tonight was going wonderfully. I was leaning
over the banister on the second floor, watching people in the main
hall dancing to the music the DJ was putting out. The beer had
loosened me up and made me feel good all over. Mark had surprised
me with his interest and now that I had gotten used to the crowd
and the smells of such a big party, I was actually enjoying myself.
And that’s when I noticed I was leaking.

I didn’t know what to do. I could feel the
warmth of my milk spreading through the cotton layers of both cups
of my bra. When I reached up to touch my tits, the wetness had
already soaked through onto my shirt and was spreading! I had to
get out of here before someone noticed.

I tried to get outside but it was no use. I
couldn’t push through the crowds and I was afraid of drawing
attention to myself. With plan A out the window, I moved to plan B.
Plan B consisted of stumbling through the upstairs hallway looking
for an unoccupied room to hide in until I could come up with the
far superior plan C.

After two failed attempts at finding an
empty room, I managed to lock myself into the bedroom of one of the
sorority girls. I had no idea whose room I was in, but I didn’t
particularly care at this point. Right now I had to get my top off
before it got any wetter, and then I had to figure out a way out of
here without people noticing me.

I pulled my shirt off, leaving me in nothing
but a soaking wet bra that smelled faintly of milk. When I popped
that off as well, I was left sitting half naked on a stranger’s
bed. My breasts were throbbing. I wasn’t sure how it had happened,
but I had become engorged to the point it was painful. I hadn’t
hurt this bad since the first few days of lactating when I was
still new to the whole thing. This shouldn’t be happening!

Milk was dripping in a constant rhythm from
both of my nipples. I had to milk myself before I could do anything
else, but when I tried to squeeze the milk from my tits like I
always did, my touch was so painful that I wanted to cry. I didn’t
know what to do! I couldn’t touch my tits without feeling like
someone was stabbing me, but if I didn’t get the milk flowing I
knew from experience that the pain was only going to get worse.

Before I could make a decision on how to
proceed, I heard the door knob jiggle. I watched as it shook back
and forth while I prayed that I had indeed locked it. But when the
knob didn’t rotate and the door didn’t push open, I knew that I had
managed to secure the lock. I breathed a sigh of relief when the
knob quit shaking.

My relief was short-lived however. The knob
had quit shaking just long enough for me to hear a key being slid
into the lock on the other side of the door. With a metallic pop,
the lock disengaged and I watched in slow horror as the knob
rotated fully and the door began to push inwards on creaky hinges.
I reached for something to cover myself with, but came back with
nothing. As someone stepped into the room, I froze like a deer in
headlights.

“What the hell are you doing naked on
my bed?” asked Amanda.

If anyone was going to find me in such a
compromising position, I was glad it was Amanda. My sponsor and I
had spent a lot of time together over the past few days and
although she had been hard on me, she had also talked to me like a
friend when no one else was around.

“I can explain,” I said. “But you have
to promise not to tell anyone about this.”

Amanda just glared at me. “Talk first, then
we’ll see who I tell.”

“Please Amanda! Don’t tell anyone. I
have a problem right now and I need help!”

Her face softened as I pleaded. She shut the
door and moved in closer.

“What’s wrong Jamie?”

I moved my hands away from my breasts,
letting Amanda see my leaking tits. She jumped back like I was
contagious.

“What the fuck Jamie?! Is that milk?
How the hell are you leaking milk?” Amanda’s eyes were locked onto
my chest. I could feel the liquid still dripping from my nipples. I
must have been a sight.

“Remember when I told you I hit
puberty really late? Well the doctors think that caused a hormonal
imbalance. I’ve been lactating for about six months. But something
is wrong and I’m in a lot of pain and this shouldn’t be happening
right now!”

The worry and pain in my voice seemed to
snap Amanda from her trance. She looked up at me slowly. “Six
months? And this happens all the time?”

I shook my head. Tears were welling up in my
eyes as the pressure continued to grow in my breasts. “No. I milk
myself so this doesn’t happen when I’m out. That’s why I have to
disappear sometimes. This shouldn’t be happening. I’m in a lot of
pain and it hurts to touch myself. I drained myself before I came
to the party, I should have been good all night!”

Amanda stood in silence for a few minutes,
lost in thought. When she saw the red solo cup sitting on her
dresser though, I could see that she had an idea.

“Jamie were you drinking
tonight?”

“Yes. I’m sorry! I know I should have
but someone gave me a drink and it was really good so I had a few
more beers and then I came up here. Please don’t kick me
out!”

Amanda waved her hand through the air to get
my attention. “Shut up Jamie. I don’t care, it’s a party. But I
have a sister, a real sister, who has a little baby girl. She told
me once that the yeast in beer boosts your milk production. I think
you might have upped your game tonight on accident.”

“That makes sense then, but it still
doesn’t help. I need to get the milk out!”

“Well has this ever happened
before?”

I thought about it. “Once when it first
started happening. I’m engorged.”

“Well how did you fix the problem that
time?” asked Amanda.

How was I going to explain this one?
Truthfully I guess. “Please don’t judge me for what I’m about to
tell you. My step dad… he uhh… well he… sucked it out of me.”

Amanda’s face dropped at my statement. “He
did what?!”

“Sucked it out. He nursed and it
didn’t hurt and eventually I felt better.”

“So you’re telling me that your dad
put his lips to your tits and sucked milk out of them?”

“Step dad. But yes.”

“And that is the only way to get the
pain to go away?” she asked.

“The only way I can think of,” I
responded.

“Stay right here. I’ll be back in a
few minutes.” And with that Amanda was gone.

I sat on the bed cradling my sore breasts in
my hands. The pain was getting worse and I couldn’t hold back the
tears any longer. I needed release and I needed it now. I tried to
lay down on the soft bed, but every time I moved my tits would
throb in protest. I hoped Amanda would be back soon.

And seconds after I had that thought, the
door opened again. Amanda stepped in followed by Jenny.

“What’s she doing here?” I asked
panicking.

“I needed Jenny’s help. I didn’t know
what to do. But Jenny might have an idea. It might work out for
everyone.”

Jenny stepped forward. “Amanda seems to like
you but I know the other pledges don’t. That could be a big problem
down the road unless we fix it now. I might have a solution to both
your problem now and the issues you are having with the other
girls. Interested?”

I nodded. I was beyond talking at this
point, instead concentrating on trying not to cry loudly from the
pain.

“Good. Outside the door are the five
other pledges. I think to get you all to bond, they should come in
and suck you dry. They’ll see why you’ve been disappearing, you’ll
get release and you’ll both bond from the experience. On top of it,
whoever participates gets made a Tau on the spot.
Agreed?”

I wouldn’t have cared if her plan was to
simply chop off my tits at this point. Anything sounded good right
now. I nodded enthusiastically.

Amanda opened the door and the five other
girls piled into the room. The door shut again. The room was quiet
except for my whimpering on the bed. Jenny must have explained the
situation to the girls before she had even asked me if it was okay
because there were no directions given before the first girl
stepped up and dropped to her knees in front of me.

I looked down at her, happy that she was
here. She looked confused and out of place so I guided her towards
my leaking nipple. With my hand behind her head I pressed her ruby
red lips against my tit and held her there until I felt the
familiar feeling of suction. Immediately I noticed a decrease in
pain from the breast she was drinking from. But my other side was
jealous, throbbing even harder in protest.

I waved the next girl in line forward as
well, watching as she dropped on her knees next to the first. With
my other hand, I ran it over her silky smooth hair and pushed her
to my breast as well. I closed my eyes and let the feeling of the
two girls on my tits wash over me. The throbbing was gone and
although I still ached, this was a huge improvement over a few
minutes ago. I could hear the two girls breathing and they drank
from me, soft little inhalations through their noses pressed
against my chest.

When I opened my eyes and looked down I
found myself enthralled by what I saw. The girl on my left, Becky,
with her light blonde hair and angular face looked out of place
pressed against me, but her eyes were closed and her face was soft
and relaxed. She looked at peace with everything as she suckled
slowly on me.

In contrast, the girl on my right, Amy, with
her dark hair and furrowed brow looked angry at the whole
situation. Her dark brown eyes looked up at me and I could see it
in her gaze that she wasn’t happy about being forced to her knees
in front of me. I moved my hand from behind her head, letting her
pop free from my tit. She stood up quickly, wiping her mouth and
storming form the room. I looked down at Becky and was happy to see
that she hadn’t even seemed to notice Amy had left in a huff. I ran
my hand through her hair as she continued to suck.

Madison stepped forward next, looking
slightly scared. Her puppy dog eyes looked at me as if pleading.
Begging me to stop this from happening. But this was her choice not
mine and she continued forward slowly, dropping to her knees once
she was close enough. Like the others, I pressed her head against
my chest until she latched. And once she did, I saw the same look
of serenity that Becky wore pass over her face. The two girls
dutifully sucked in tandem, lost in the moment.

I looked at the last two girls, Allison and
Nicole, who were waiting patiently for their turn. Next to those
two, Amanda stood watching with a curious eye. And in the corner, I
noticed Jenny taking it all in, her hand disappearing under the
waistband of her skirt. I was glad someone was enjoying this as
much as I was.

The painful fullness that had been crippling
me had finally subsided. While I knew there was still plenty of
milk left in me, the girls were no longer needed. And yet they felt
so good on my tits. Allison and Nicole hadn’t gotten their turn yet
either. The deal had been for anyone participating to become a
sister immediately. If I didn’t let those two drink from me, they
might get denied entry into the house.

I tapped Becky and Madison gently on the
back of their heads. They seemed to understand and both girls
pulled away from me, Becky unlatching with a loud popping sound as
I slid from her mouth. Becky looked especially happy as she stood
up and left the room. It made me feel good that I had touched
someone so deeply on a personal level. If there weren’t four other
women still in the room with me, I had no doubt my hand would be
pressed against my crotch just like Jenny’s was earlier.

I waved Allison and Nicole over and they
both positioned themselves on the floor in front of me. Seeing both
girls staring up at me from the floor made me wet in a way I would
have never guessed. Just a few hours ago both of them had looked
down upon me for being a few minutes late. Both talked about me
behind my back and sneered at me when they thought I couldn’t see
them. But now they were looking up at me with admiration, waiting
for guidance. I smiled and pulled them both in close, holding them
in place until I felt their pouty lips make a seal around my fleshy
tips. I sighed as their mouths filled with my milk.

By the time I was dry, both girls had drunk
enough from me to be full for the rest of the night. Jenny had
managed to rub herself to completion if her face was anything to go
by and Amanda still stood watching everything like she was going to
write a documentary about it later. And even though I did nothing
except sit on the bed while my peers methodically drained me dry, I
felt exhausted. As soon as the two girls unlatched, I fell
backwards against the soft mattress.




Chapter Six

 


Even though I was tired, I couldn’t help but
feel unfulfilled. My clit throbbed and my pussy protested at the
lack of attention. While my tits had been serviced expertly, my
lady bits hadn’t been touched at all and I knew I needed something
more than my dainty fingers to get off tonight.

“Jenny? I’m a sister now right?” I
asked.

“Yep. You and all the other girls as
of right now are all full sisters of the Tau Iota Tau sorority.
We’ll have the formal ceremonies in a few days, but you can move
into the house as soon as you are ready.”

I wicked grin spread across my face. “So the
Delta boys are fair game now right?”

“I guess so. I think I know where
you’re going with this. Put your shirt on and I’ll show you to your
new room.”

I dressed quickly and hurried down the hall
behind Jenny. She opened the door to a room only a few doors down
from Amanda’s. There were no sheets on the four post bed and the
walls were bare except for the hand painted sorority name I assumed
was on all the bedroom walls, but it was mine. Jenny left the room
and I collapsed on my new bed. I pulled out my phone and dialed
Mark.

“Hello? Jamie?”

“Mark? I need you to come upstairs.
Sixth door on the left in the right hallway. Hurry up.”

“On my way!”

Mark must have run the entire way through
the house because my door opened in what only felt like seconds.
And standing in the doorway cutting a most dashing figure stood
Mark, with that heartwarming smile that drew me to him like a moth
to a flame.

“I thought you weren’t allowed to see
me tonight,” said Mark.

I motioned for him to hop onto the bed with
me. “That was when I was a pledge. I was just became a sister so
you are fair game now.”

“Lucky me.”

I pulled his shirt over his head and
ran my hands across his flat abs. He slipped my shirt likewise up
and over my head. His hands moved quickly to pop the
clasp of the bra holding back my tits. With my chest free of the
bra, Mark began kissing his way down to my nipples. His tongue
traced its way around the large pink disks before his mouth
enclosed on the protruding tit. He sucked gently on my left tit
before moving to the right. I was worried Mark might get a milky
surprise, but the girls had done a good job. I was completely dry
for now. With a free hand he cupped my left breast entirely and
rubbed my tiny pink tip against the palm of his hand. But Mark
didn’t delay long on my breasts. And after earlier, I didn’t want
him to.

Soon his hands were tugging on the waistband
of my thong. It wasn’t long until my underwear was down around my
ankles and Mark pushed me onto my back. He fell on top of me and
his naked body pressed against mine. I could feel his erection
searching for a hole to fill. He pushed my legs wide apart and ran
his finger down the crease of my pussy before thrusting his rock
hard dick deep into me.

I had only been with one other man in my
life, and I didn’t know that one man between my legs could feel so
different from another. Mark’s cock was firmer than Rob’s, and
while Rob seemed a little more practiced in how to use his dick to
bring me to come, Mark was full of youthful energy that Rob no
longer had.

He pushed in and out of me with such speed
that had I not been so wet, I’m sure would have started a friction
fire. And every time Mark slid his shaft back and forth, I could
see his muscles flex. I had already been spun up from earlier, but
seeing Mark’s body tense and dance while he drilled me did more for
my orgasm than his constant slamming into my G spot.

It didn’t take long for me to come. I could
feel the erotic energies collecting and building within me, finally
bursting free from the constant assault from Mark’s cock. My
stomach muscles tightened and I held my breath involuntarily. My
toes searched for sheets to try and grab onto, but instead slid
freely against the slick material of the mattress. And finally when
I couldn’t hold my breath any longer, a moan escaped from my lips,
causing Mark to ram himself into me even harder.

The repeated motions of his hips kept my
fire stoked for longer than it would have naturally. My nails dug
into his back, which again only increased his tempo. It was almost
maddening how hard and fast he was pushing into me. If this
continued, I was sure something on one of us was going to break,
but at the same time I wanted to see if he could go even
faster.

“Harder Mark. Give me
everything!”

And so he did. I didn’t think it was
possible, but with a shift of his hips, and his strong hands under
my ass, I felt my ass rise from the mattress, arcing my body on the
bed. And in this new position Mark seemed to have even more
leverage to thrust himself into me. I wasn’t sure what was going to
give out first. My back, my pussy or his cock. And just before I
thought I couldn’t take it anymore, I felt Mark swell within me.
His hips bucked against my own and his cock bobbed inside of me
while growing and shrinking in rhythm.

I felt his seed as he came within me, but I
was too happy to care are the consequences. My entire night was my
mother’s worst nightmare, but I had to admit I had never felt
better than I did right now. And as we both slumped back to the
mattress, with hints of sex glistening on both our bodies, I
couldn’t stop smiling. Mark spooned me from behind and I relished
the feeling of our naked bodies pressed together while not
expecting anything in return.

If this was what I could expect every
weekend, I think I’m going to like college.
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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!

 


Taken by the Sea – An Erotic Tentacle
Adventure

 


While on vacation in Europe, Marina goes for
a dip in the Mediterranean. But while she is floating past the
waves, something pulls her down into the deep. She finds herself
captive to a race of sea creatures intent on breeding her! But when
Marina is paired off with a Merman named Andreas, she can’t stop
her cravings for his eight sexy tentacles inside of her. Will she
submit and let Andreas breed her under the sea?

This ~5,700 word story contains light
bondage, body modification, underwater sex, tentacle sex, breeding,
and a couple of kinky starfish. THIS TITLE IS MEANT FOR A MATURE
AUDIENCE ONLY!!

 


Gold Medal Gangbang

 


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

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

 


Slave To His Whims - A Husband's
Solution

 


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

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

 


Slave To His Whims - Emily’s Story

 


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

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

 


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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