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      All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older. This story contains an age gap relationship between the characters along with adult breastfeeding fantasies, pet play, and breeding kink

      A non-exhaustive list of content includes: Breeding kink (unprotected sex), pet play, BDSM with the heroine calling the hero ‘Master’, spanking, use of sex toys, oral sex, lactation kink with the hero ‘milking’ the heroine in the most filthy ways possible, dirty talk, praise, degradation kink, a forbidden teacher-student relationship, and potential typos or grammatical errors.

      Read at your own risk.
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      I’ve always been a naughty girl. 

      There’s something about making trouble that gets me so excited and aroused. Whenever I see someone off limits, I feel a delicious itch between my legs that doesn’t calm down until I’ve tasted the forbidden fruit. Pushing the boundaries is my thing, and that isn’t going to change just because Mrs. Martinez doesn’t like it. The older woman frowns at me, looking down her straight nose through her thick glasses.

      “This is the fifth time you’ve been late to school,” she says. “In one week!”

      I lick my lips, making no attempt to hide the disheveled state I’m in. My shirt is out of my skirt, my lipstick smeared all over my mouth, and my hair is poking out of my blonde ponytail. I made out with Asher, one of the guys in my grade, before he ran off to smoke pot and I came to school. It’s been like this since I was a teenager. After my parents went to prison, I was sent to a foster home where my ’stepbrother’ introduced me to the pleasures of sex. By the time I was sixteen, I’d slept with all the boys in my school and wanted more action. My foster parents, who were extremely conservative tried to send me to church, but there was no way I was going to be redeemed. I was a walking, talking scarlet letter with no plans to go clean. 

      Earlier this year, I turned eighteen and finally became independent of the constant pestering of my foster family. Ever since I’ve been enjoying my freedom. However, I might have a little problem now. 

      Mrs. Martinez looks down at my chest which is swollen to twice its usual size. It stretches my white shirt, making two buttons pop. It all began a few weeks ago when I ordered this breast enlarging treatment off the internet. Now, I’ve never been an insecure girl, but I do want bigger boobs. I just love the way they look. What I didn’t realize is that I’d have to pay a huge price for them. My breasts feel tight and achy. Milk exerts pressure against my tingling nipples, which are extra sensitive. The constant need to be milked makes me horny. I rub my legs together, groaning in discomfort, hoping I can get through this soon enough to make it to the bathroom before my tits burst. 

      “What is going on here?” A thick, deep masculine voice interrupts Mrs. Martinez. From behind her, a tall, older man appears, his face full of deep, harsh lines. His smoky eyes focus on me, his gray hair shot with brown strands making a flicker rise deep in my belly. 

      “Mr. Jackson.” Mrs. Martinez moves away, letting the principal get closer to me. “Chloe’s been coming late to school all week, not to mention her clothes are…er…inappropriate. I believe she needs to be punished.”

      A thrill rushes up my spine at those words. Aaron Jackson’s gaze caresses me, sizing up my exposed thighs, my short mini skirt, and my aching tits which are full to bursting. The tingling in my nipples intensifies when his gaze lingers a little too long. Mr. Jackson raises his wooden stick, which looks like a ruler, and brings it over my breasts. He gently slides it up my engorged, aching tits which are full of cream, slipping between my open buttons to caress my skin. Up and down. Up and down. 

      “Button up.” His authoritative, principal’s voice makes me wet between the legs. I can feel the hardness of the ruler against my swollen, milk-filled breasts that ache for someone’s touch. For someone’s warm mouth to latch onto them and drink my milk. My eyes life up Mr. Jackson’s hard body, trailing over his strong arms and biceps to the corded column of his throat. A dark gray beard covers his jaw. My pussy clenches at the thought of tall that wiry hair rubbing against my soft tits as he puts his hard, hot mouth to my tip and suckles. Oh yeah, he’d do nicely. 

      “Or what? Are you going to punish me?” I bite my lower lip, trying to be a brat to get his attention. 

      The thought of being punished by sexy Mr. Jackson as my pussy pumping liquid instantly. He’s much hotter than our usual principals. The girls say he started here last week, and has a great track record when it comes to disciplining problem students. He’s certainly easier on the eye than Mr. Brown was. 

      “It looks like that’s what you need.” His ruler grazes past my nipples when he pulls it back. There’s a burning desire in his eyes that calls out to me. Am I imagining this or does Mr. Jackson want to do indecent things to me? 

      “Yes, sir,” Mrs. Martinez says. “I was going to send her to the principal’s office today.”

      “No need to worry about it, Mrs. Martinez. I will take good care of her. Once I’m done with Chloe, she won’t be making trouble for anyone.” His molten silver eyes are on me as he strokes the ruler with his other hand. I imagine it’s his cock in there, being stroked all slow and long, getting ready to fuck my needy pussy. My pussy clenches in response to the fantasy.

      “Thank you, Mr. Jackson,” Mrs. Martinez says, sighing. “She’s a handful.”

      Mr. Jackson’s eyes trail down my body, focusing on my thighs rubbing together like a slut, my teeth biting my lower lip. The first three buttons of my shirt have popped open thanks to the accumulation of milk, revealing my deep cleavage. 

      “Come with me, Chloe.” He marches ahead. Reluctantly pushing my thighs apart, I follow him like a dog, excited for its lunch. Aaron winds his way through the hallways filled with kids, arriving at the polished wooden door of the principal’s office that bears his name on a golden nameplate. No kids are sitting outside yet, but I’m sure that’ll change in a few hours. Principal Jackson unlocks the door and holds it open for me. I step in with a pout, staring at the spacious office.

      There’s a wall-to-wall bookshelf behind the principal’s heavy chair and a wide oakwood table filled with books and his nameplate. There’s a window to my right that overlooks the school gardens, but it’s closed with the curtains drawn over. Portraits of previous school principals hang on the left wall. 

      Mr. Jackson steps in behind me and locks the door. When I hear the bolt click, a tremor of anticipation unfurls in my chest.

      “So, Chloe, we need to talk about your behavior. I’ve been observing you for a week, young lady and your conduct has been…less than exemplary.”

      “You mean I’m a slut.” I sit in the chair facing him my thighs open wide. My little skirt sinks between my legs, offering a tantalizing peek of my white panties. I like provoking people. 

      “Among other things. You also come late to school.”

      “They’re always reluctant to let me go after a night together.” I drop my shoulders, making my breasts bounce. The heaviness sends a sharp tug of pain shooting through my body. Mr. Jackson’s gaze drops to my shirt which has lost two more buttons and now clearly reveals the outline of my pink bra, and swollen tits. 

      “And then, there’s your clothing choices,” he goes on as his hands reach for something inside a drawer. “The teachers can’t get to you. What do you have to say about that?”

      “I don’t like following rules, Mr. Jackson,” I say, licking my lower lip seductively. “Even if they’re made by handsome teachers like you.” I wink.

      “Are you hitting on your principal?” His voice is tight. 

      “Maybe. A girl gets tired of playing with boys. Sometimes, she needs a man.” I know this is really dangerous. He could have me kicked out of school, but something tells me he won’t. 

      “A man, huh?” He fishes something out of his drawer. “I’ve dealt with many problematic kids like you in my time. Nothing a good punishment cannot fix. Once I’m done with you, you’ll be begging to follow my rules.” 

      He stands up, a black leather thing in his hand, and comes to stand behind me. His fingers caress the back of my neck and I rub my pussy against the seat of the chair in response. I feel something warm come around my neck. Before I can turn, something snaps shut. I look in the mirror at the side to see a black leather collar around my neck. It’s connected to a leash that Mr. Jackson is holding. He tugs at it and my head moves back. 

      “ I’m going to punish you, Chloe. I’m going to turn you into a good, obedient girl who will obey her master.” His voice is like sandpaper, scraping against my ear. “Starting today, you’re my pet. You’re going to do whatever I ask you to do, whenever I ask you to do it. Is that understood?”

      “No.” I want to push him harder, see how he’ll punish me if I fall out of line.

      “No?” His fingers pull my shirt away, letting it fall away, leaving me in only my bra and my milky breasts straining against the meager fabric. It barely covers my nipples, that’s how big my tits have gotten. There’s a flash of heat in his eyes as he studies my straining tits, admiring each curve. My chest fills up with victory. The boys love looking at me naked, but nobody has ever looked at me like he does. My hot, older principal reaches for the buckle at the back and roughly snaps it. As the bra slithers to the floor, my heavy tits bounce free, my dark, elongated nipples lined with milk. Mr. Jackson grabs one full tit roughly with his large palm and squeezes hard.

      “Ouch.” I cry out as a jet of milk comes flooding out of my nipple, falling on the dark wooden desk. The sudden relief makes my pussy quiver. 

      “Does that hurt?” He asks, his jaw
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