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Chapter 1: First Root – Meeting My Eager Mandragora

I pushed through the final curtain of hanging vines and stepped into the sun-dappled glade, the warm Lustopia sunlight kissing my skin like a lover’s breath. The air was thick with the sweet, earthy scent of fertile soil and blooming flowers, mixed with something far more intoxicating—something green, fresh, and unmistakably feminine. My heart hammered in my chest as my eyes landed on her.
 
The 18-year-old mandragora stood in the center of the clearing like a living goddess of the wilds. Her leafy green hair cascaded down her back and over her shoulders in thick, living vines that shimmered with dew, each strand twitching and curling gently as if they had a mind of their own. Those emerald eyes sparkled with pure, shameless lust as they locked onto me, her full lips curving into a playful, eager smile that made my cock twitch inside my researcher’s trousers.
 
She was barely clothed. Just a few strategic, heart-shaped leaves clung to her body—two tiny ones barely covering her nipples, and a smaller patch teasingly draped over her mound. Her slim, deliciously curvy figure was on full display: perky, ample breasts that strained against their leafy coverings, a narrow waist flaring out into wide, youthful hips, and a round, plump ass that looked so soft and fuckable I had to bite back a groan. Her skin was smooth and pale with the faintest green undertone, like fresh spring leaves, and her thighs were toned yet plush, promising to feel incredible wrapped around my waist.
 
“Dickard Brieder…” she purred, her voice light and melodic, like wind through rustling leaves. She tilted her head, letting her leafy hair sway. “My big, strong human researcher. I’m Mandy. I’ve been waiting all morning for you. My roots have been aching.”
 
I swallowed hard, stepping closer. At 27, healthy and strong from years of fieldwork across Lustopia, I’d met plenty of monster girls—but none had hit me this hard, this instantly. “Mandy,” I said, my voice low and rough. “You’re even more beautiful than the reports described.”
 
She giggled, a bright, playful sound, and slowly turned in place, showing off every inch of her body. The leaves shifted teasingly, giving me flashes of pink nipple and the smooth curve of her ass cheeks. “Then describe me, researcher,” she teased, her green eyes flashing. “Tell me exactly what you see. I want to hear how much you want to breed me.”
 
My cock was already rock-hard, pressing painfully against my pants as I circled her slowly. “Fuck, Mandy… Your leafy hair is gorgeous—thick, living vines that I want to wrap around my fist while I fuck you. Those emerald eyes are dripping with need. Your breasts…” I reached out and gently tugged one leaf aside, exposing a perfect, soft tit with a stiff, light-green nipple. “So full and heavy for such a slim girl. I can already imagine sucking on them until you moan.”
 
She blushed a delicate shade of green across her cheeks and chest, but she didn’t cover up. Instead, she arched her back, pushing her tits out toward me.
 
I continued, voice growing thicker. “Your waist is so slender, but these hips… gods, these wide, breeding hips. And that ass—” I moved behind her and cupped one plump cheek, squeezing the warm, yielding flesh. It was softer than I expected, perfectly round and bouncy. “This delicious fucking ass is going to look incredible bouncing on my cock.”
 
Mandy let out a soft, needy whimper and spread her thighs right there in the sunlight. The tiny leaf over her pussy slid aside as she parted her legs, revealing her virgin slit. Her outer lips were puffy and smooth, flushed with a faint, shimmering green tint, already glistening with her sweet nectar. A thin strand of her arousal stretched and broke as she opened wider, showing me the tight, pink entrance twitching with anticipation.
 
“See?” she whispered, voice husky. “My fertile little mandragora pussy is already so wet for you. It’s been throbbing since I heard you were coming.”
 
I stared, mesmerized by how her juices made her folds shine. The scent was incredible—fresh, sweet, like crushed leaves mixed with honey and raw sex. “You’re perfect,” I growled. “Look at that pretty cunt… so tight and untouched, just waiting to be stretched by human cock. Your clit is peeking out, all swollen and needy.”
 
She shivered visibly, her leafy hair curling excitedly. Then she closed the distance between us, pressing her soft, warm breasts flush against my chest. The hard little nipples poked into me through my shirt as she rose onto her tiptoes and whispered hotly against my neck.
 
“My roots are throbbing for your seed, Dickard. This slim, curvy body was made to be bred by you. I’ll milk you dry every single day—every hour if you want. My pussy, my ass, my mouth… they all belong to your research now. Use me however hard you need to make our hybrid babies.”
 
Her words sent a surge of pure lust through me. I grabbed her by the waist, pulling her tighter so my rock-hard bulge ground against her soft belly. She moaned and rolled her hips, rubbing herself against my trapped cock like a needy slut.
 
Unable to hold back any longer, I cupped her face with both hands and kissed her. Deep. Hungry. Our mouths crashed together, tongues sliding and battling instantly. She tasted fresh and sweet, like morning dew and ripe fruit. Her leafy vines wrapped around my shoulders and neck, pulling me even closer as she whimpered into my mouth. My hands roamed greedily—squeezing and kneading that perfect, juicy ass, spreading her cheeks slightly so I could feel the heat radiating from between them. One hand slid up to grope her full breast, pinching the stiff nipple until she gasped and arched harder into me.
 
My cock throbbed painfully against her, leaking pre-cum into my pants as we devoured each other. She sucked on my tongue like she was starving for it, her body trembling with eagerness. The scent of her arousal grew stronger, filling the glade, mixing with the smell of sun-warmed earth and my own musk.
 
When we finally broke the kiss, a thin string of saliva connected our lips. Her emerald eyes were glazed with lust, cheeks flushed deep green, and her breathing was ragged.
 
“I’m going to work so hard on you, Mandy,” I promised, voice rough with need. “This impossible plant-human breeding experiment is going to take everything I have… and I’m going to enjoy every filthy second of it.”
 
She smiled, playful and wicked, pressing one last soft kiss to my lips before whispering, “Then let’s begin, my strong human stud. Inspect me. Taste me. Breed me. I’m all yours.”




Chapter 2: Naked Inspection – Claiming Every Virgin Hole

Mandy stood there trembling with anticipation, her leafy green hair swaying gently around her shoulders as the last echoes of our heated kiss lingered on my lips. The sweet taste of her mouth still coated my tongue, and my cock was straining so hard against my pants it almost hurt. I could smell her arousal thickening in the warm glade air—fresh, honeyed, with that unmistakable earthy green note that made my mouth water.
 
“Time for the official examination,” I said, my voice low and commanding. “Everything comes off, Mandy. I need to see and touch every inch of this beautiful plant-girl body.”
 
She bit her lower lip, emerald eyes sparkling with shy excitement and raw lust. “Yes, researcher… Strip me bare. I’m your specimen today.”
 
I reached out and gently peeled away the tiny heart-shaped leaves covering her breasts. They fell to the mossy ground with a soft rustle. Her ample tits bounced free—full, perky, perfectly teardrop-shaped with those stiff, light-green nipples already rock hard and begging for attention. I cupped them both, feeling their incredible softness and warmth, thumbing the sensitive buds until she gasped and arched into my hands.
 
Next, I hooked my fingers under the last small leaf hiding her mound and slowly dragged it down her smooth thighs. It fluttered away, and there she was—completely naked. Pale, flawless skin with that faint green shimmer, slim waist, wide youthful hips, and the most perfect, untouched mandragora cunt and tight little anus I had ever seen.
 
Her pussy was a masterpiece. Puffy outer lips flushed a delicate green-pink, already slick and glistening with her sweet nectar. The inner folds were a softer pink, slightly parted to reveal her tiny virgin entrance twitching with need. Her clit peeked out from its hood, swollen and shiny. Just below, her plump ass cheeks framed a perfect, puckered little rosebud that winked involuntarily under my hungry gaze.
 
“Fuck… look at you,” I growled, stepping back to take in the full sight. “Completely naked and dripping for your human researcher.”
 
Mandy whimpered softly and shifted her weight, causing her heavy breasts to jiggle. She slowly spread her thighs wider, planting her bare feet in the soft grass.
 
I dropped to my knees in front of her like a man worshipping at an altar. My hands slid up her silky thighs, feeling the warmth and subtle muscle beneath the plush flesh. With both thumbs, I gently spread her puffy pussy lips wide open, exposing every delicate pink fold and her glistening virgin hole.
 
“Gods, Mandy… Your cunt is so fucking pretty,” I murmured, leaning in close enough that my hot breath washed over her sensitive flesh. “These lips are so soft and swollen already. And this little clit—” I dragged the pad of my thumb slowly over the swollen nub, circling it with firm, teasing pressure.
 
“Ahh! Dickard!” she whimpered loudly, her leafy vines curling and uncurling rapidly. Her hips jerked forward, chasing my touch.
 
I kept rubbing her clit in slow, deliberate circles, watching it throb and swell even more under my thumb. Clear, sticky nectar bubbled from her tight entrance and dripped down in thin, glistening strands. The scent was overwhelming—sweet, fresh, like crushed mint and ripe fruit mixed with pure feminine musk.
 
“You’re so wet already,” I said, voice thick. “This virgin mandragora pussy is practically weeping for cock.” I pressed two thick fingers against her slick entrance and slowly pushed them inside.
 
The heat was incredible. Her channel was scorching hot, velvety soft, and impossibly tight. Inch by inch my fingers sank deeper, stretching her virgin walls as they fluttered and clenched greedily around the intrusion. She was soaking wet—hot, fertile nectar coating my digits instantly, making obscene wet sounds as I slowly pumped them in and out.
 
“Mmmph… so hot and tight,” I groaned in pleasure. “I can feel how fertile you are. Your pussy is sucking on my fingers like it wants to pull my whole cock inside.”
 
Mandy’s legs shook. She moaned like a whore in heat, her hands gripping my shoulders, leafy hair thrashing wildly. “Deeper… please… inspect me deeper…”
 
I curled my fingers upward, stroking her inner walls until I found that spongy little spot that made her cry out sharply. I rubbed it firmly while my thumb kept working her swollen clit in tight circles. Her juices flowed freely now, running down my wrist and dripping onto the grass beneath her.
 
After several minutes of fingering her dripping cunt, I pulled my soaked fingers out with a wet pop. Mandy whined at the sudden emptiness, her hole winking and leaking a fresh trickle of nectar.
 
“Turn around,” I ordered. “Bend over and show me that perfect ass.”
 
She obeyed instantly, spinning around and bending forward at the waist. Her plump, round ass cheeks spread slightly, presenting her most private hole to me. That tiny, twitching rosebud was a perfect light-green ring, smooth and untouched, glistening slightly with her natural lubrication.
 
I grabbed her juicy ass cheeks with both hands and pried them wide apart, stretching her open. Leaning in, I dragged my tongue slowly from the bottom of her dripping pussy all the way up to her asshole. The flavor exploded across my tongue—sweet, earthy, fresh like wild herbs and honeyed sap. Absolutely delicious.
 
“Oh fuck… yes!” Mandy moaned like a filthy little slut as my tongue circled her puckered rosebud. I licked her ass with broad, hungry strokes, savoring the unique taste of her plant-girl body. Then I pointed my tongue and pushed it against the tight ring, trying to worm my way inside.
 
She cried out in pleasure, pushing her ass back against my face. “Tongue my ass… taste my dirty little hole, Dickard!”
 
I ate her ass with shameless hunger—licking, sucking, and probing that virgin rosebud while my fingers returned to her soaked pussy. The combined taste of her cunt nectar and ass was driving me wild. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants, leaking steadily.
 
Mandy was babbling now, voice breaking with need. “Please… inspect deeper! I want your fingers in both my holes… claim every virgin part of me!”
 
I pulled my tongue from her ass with a wet smack and straightened up. Without warning, I shoved two thick fingers back into her dripping pussy and, at the same time, pressed my middle finger against her slick little anus. I pushed slowly, feeling the tight ring stretch and finally pop open around my digit.
 
Both holes were now stuffed with my fingers.
 
Mandy screamed in ecstasy, her entire body shaking as I began to finger-fuck her pussy and ass at the same time. Wet, filthy squelching sounds filled the glade as I pumped in and out—two fingers stretching her virgin cunt, one finger buried knuckle-deep in her tight, clenching asshole. Her juices poured down my hand and forearm in sticky rivers, coating everything in her sweet, glistening nectar.
 
“That’s it… take it,” I growled, working both holes harder. “Feel how I’m claiming every virgin inch of you. This fertile pussy and this greedy little ass belong to me now.”
 
Mandy could only moan and whimper, her leafy hair writhing, thighs trembling violently as she neared the edge. Her inner walls fluttered and squeezed around my invading fingers, milking them desperately while more and more of her delicious plant-girl nectar dripped endlessly down my wrist.




Chapter 3: First Taste – Make-Out and Finger-Fucking Her Stupid

The moment I pulled my fingers from her twitching holes, Mandy spun around with a desperate, hungry whine. Her emerald eyes were glazed with raw need, cheeks flushed a deep leafy green, and her ample breasts heaved with every ragged breath. Before I could say another word, she crashed into me like a wild vine claiming its trellis.
 
We tumbled together onto the soft, sun-warmed mossy ground in a tangle of limbs and leafy hair. The thick carpet of moss cushioned our fall perfectly as her slim, curvy body pressed flush against mine. Her living green vines of hair spilled over my face and shoulders, tickling my skin with cool, silky touches that sent shivers down my spine. They smelled like fresh rain on forest leaves—clean, sweet, and intoxicating.
 
Our mouths collided in a frantic, messy kiss. Tongues battled instantly, hot and slippery, sliding and twisting together with wet, obscene sounds. Mandy moaned into my mouth like a starving creature, sucking greedily on my tongue while her soft, full breasts squished against my chest. I could feel her stiff green nipples dragging across my shirt, hard little points of need.
 
“Fuck, you taste so good,” I growled between kisses, my voice thick with lust. I cupped the back of her head, fingers threading through her leafy vines, and kissed her even harder—deeper, more possessive. Our lips mashed together, saliva mixing as we devoured each other. Her taste was sweet and fresh, like biting into a ripe fruit still warm from the sun.
 
While our tongues fought, my right hand slid down her trembling body. I cupped one heavy breast, squeezing the soft flesh and pinching her nipple until she whimpered into my mouth. Then I continued lower, over her flat stomach, until my thick fingers found her dripping, puffy mandragora pussy again.
 
She was soaked. Absolutely drenched. Her nectar had already coated her inner thighs in shiny streaks.
 
I didn’t tease this time. I plunged two thick fingers straight into her virgin cunt in one smooth thrust, burying them knuckle-deep in her scorching heat.
 
“Mmmph—!” Mandy cried out into our kiss, her eyes widening. Her tight walls clenched violently around my invading fingers, hot, silky, and ridiculously wet. I started pumping them immediately—long, deep strokes that made filthy, squelching sounds echo through the quiet glade.
 
Our make-out grew even messier as I finger-fucked her. I kissed her breathless, swallowing every moan and whimper while my fingers plunged in and out of her dripping hole faster and harder. I curled them upward, searching for that special spongy spot inside her, and when I found it, I rubbed it relentlessly with firm, deliberate strokes.
 
Her reaction was immediate and beautiful.
 
Mandy’s entire body jerked. She broke the kiss with a gasping cry, a thick string of saliva connecting our tongues for a second before it snapped. “Dickard—! There— right there! Oh gods, your fingers…!”
 
“That’s it,” I snarled against her lips, diving back in to kiss her even sloppier. “Take my fingers like a good little plant slut. I want to feel this fertile pussy squirt for me.”
 
I kept my mouth sealed to hers, tongues tangling wildly, while I fucked her cunt with my fingers. Wet, lewd sounds filled the air—schlick-schlick-schlick—as her juices coated my hand completely. I added a third finger, stretching her virgin channel wider, feeling her walls flutter and spasm around me.
 
Mandy started grinding on my hand like a desperate slut. Her wide hips rolled and bucked, fucking herself on my fingers while her leafy hair thrashed wildly around us, some vines wrapping around my arm as if to hold me in place. Her green eyes rolled back, long lashes fluttering as pleasure overwhelmed her.
 
I broke the kiss just enough to watch her face. “Cum for me, Mandy. Squirt all over my hand. Show me how much this mandragora pussy loves being finger-fucked.”
 
Her moans turned into high-pitched, broken cries. Her thighs began to shake uncontrollably. I curled my fingers harder against her g-spot, rubbing it fast and firm while the heel of my palm ground against her swollen clit.
 
Then she exploded.
 
Mandy screamed in ecstasy as her pussy clamped down like a vice around my fingers. A hot, powerful gush of mandragora nectar squirted out around my hand, spraying all over my wrist, forearm, and soaking the moss beneath us. She kept grinding frantically, riding out her orgasm like a bitch in heat, her curvy body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure tore through her. More and more sweet nectar gushed out in rhythmic squirts, drenching me up to the elbow in her sticky, glistening girl-cum.
 
Her leafy hair whipped around us in a frenzy. Her emerald eyes were completely rolled back, mouth open in a silent scream of bliss as her thighs quivered violently against my arm.
 
I kept fingering her through the entire orgasm, drawing it out until she was a trembling, whimpering mess on top of me.
 
Finally, her body went limp, collapsing against my chest, breathing hard. Her pussy was still fluttering and twitching around my buried fingers, leaking a steady flow of warm nectar.
 
I slowly withdrew my soaked hand, holding it up between us. It was absolutely drenched—thick strands of her shiny, pale-green-tinted cum stretched between my fingers. The scent was overwhelming: fresh spring rain, sweet sap, and raw, delicious sex.
 
I brought my fingers to my mouth and sucked them clean one by one, moaning deeply at her exquisite taste. “Mmm… fuck, Mandy. You taste incredible. Like fresh spring rain mixed with pure sex. Sweet, clean, and so fucking addictive. I could drink your cum for hours.”
 
She watched me with hazy, lust-drunk eyes, a shy but extremely satisfied smile spreading across her flushed face. Her leafy vines gently caressed my cheeks as she panted softly against my neck.
 
“I… I’ve never cum like that before,” she whispered breathlessly, voice hoarse from screaming. “Your fingers… they made me lose control completely.”
 
I grinned and pulled her closer, kissing her softly this time, letting her taste her own nectar on my tongue. She moaned weakly into the kiss, still trembling from the aftershocks.
 
We lay there on the moss, bodies pressed together, my cock still rock-hard and aching against her thigh, her dripping pussy slowly calming down while her leafy hair continued to gently stroke my skin.
 
This was only the beginning of our research… and I was already addicted.




Chapter 4: Oral Heaven – 69, Facesitting, and Her Refreshing Piss

Still panting from her explosive orgasm, Mandy looked down at me with those glowing emerald eyes full of pure, shameless hunger. Her leafy green hair was wild and tousled, some vines still gently stroking my chest as she licked her lips.
 
“My turn, researcher,” she purred, voice husky and dripping with lust. “I want to taste you while you taste me.”
 
We didn’t waste a second. I stripped off my clothes in record time, my thick, rock-hard cock springing free, already leaking pre-cum and throbbing with need. Mandy’s eyes widened with delight at the sight.
 
We moved into position on the soft moss, devouring each other in a filthy, desperate 69. I lay on my back as she swung one leg over my head and lowered her dripping pussy and plump ass directly onto my face. At the same moment, her warm, wet mouth engulfed my aching cock in one smooth, hungry motion.
 
Her mouth was pure velvet heaven—hot, silky, and incredibly eager. She sucked me deep right away, her tongue swirling around the shaft while her leafy vines wrapped around my thighs to hold me in place. The wet, slurping sounds of her enthusiastic blowjob filled the glade as she bobbed her head, taking more and more of my length down her throat.
 
Meanwhile, I was in paradise beneath her. I buried my face between her thighs, my tongue diving straight into her soaked mandragora pussy. She tasted even better than before—sweet, fresh nectar mixed with that earthy plant-girl flavor that made my cock twitch hard in her mouth. I licked broad strokes up her dripping slit, then pointed my tongue and fucked it deep into her tight channel, drinking down every drop of her juices.
 
Mandy moaned loudly around my cock, the vibrations traveling straight down my shaft and into my balls. She started riding my face almost immediately, grinding her juicy cunt and plump ass against my mouth and nose, smothering me in wet, fragrant plant-girl flesh.
 
I grabbed her delicious ass cheeks with both hands and spread them wide, fully exposing both her holes. My tongue moved from her pussy to her twitching rosebud, licking and probing her tight little asshole with shameless hunger. The flavor was intoxicating—sweet, slightly musky, warm earth after rain. I pushed my tongue inside her ass as far as it would go, tongue-fucking her puckered hole while my nose pressed against her dripping cunt.
 
She rode my face like a desperate slut, hips rolling and grinding, smearing her nectar and ass all over my mouth, cheeks, and chin. Her leafy hair thrashed wildly above us as she moaned and gagged on my cock, taking me deeper into her throat with every bounce.
 
“Fuck yes… eat my pussy and ass, Dickard!” she gasped, momentarily pulling off my cock with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my glistening shaft. “Tongue-fuck both my holes!”
 
I obliged eagerly, alternating between long licks across her pussy and deep, thrusting penetrations into her tight asshole. Her juices flowed continuously, coating my entire face in sticky sweetness.
 
Then I flipped her fully into a proper facesitting position. I pulled her hips down harder so her soaked pussy completely covered my mouth, her plump ass cheeks resting on my cheeks and forehead. She was now fully sitting on my face, smothering me in the hottest, wettest, most delicious way possible.
 
Mandy leaned forward again, swallowing my cock back down her throat in one greedy motion until her nose pressed against my balls. She began deepthroating me with filthy, wet gagging sounds while grinding her cunt hard against my tongue.
 
I was in absolute bliss. My tongue plunged deep into her pussy, then back to her asshole, licking and sucking both holes ravenously. Her juices poured down my throat as I drank her like a man dying of thirst.
 
Then something shifted.
 
Mandy’s grinding became more urgent, almost frantic. Her thighs started trembling again around my head. She pulled her mouth off my cock just long enough to moan breathlessly, “Dickard… I can’t hold it… I need to… ahh!”
 
She pressed her soaked pussy even tighter against my open mouth.
 
Hot, sweet mandragora piss juice suddenly flooded my throat in a powerful, refreshing stream.
 
The taste was incredible—like the purest, sweetest spring water mixed with light honey and fresh green herbs. Warm, slightly tangy, and utterly delicious. I groaned loudly into her cunt and swallowed greedily, gulp after gulp, as she pissed directly into my mouth while still deepthroating me.
 
The sensation was heavenly. Her hot piss kept flowing in strong, continuous spurts, filling my mouth faster than I could swallow at first, some of it spilling down my chin and neck. I drank every drop I could, savoring the refreshing, clean flavor of her mandragora piss like it was the finest nectar in Lustopia.
 
While she was pissing down my throat, Mandy took me even deeper into her throat, gagging and slurping noisily. The combination was too much. My balls tightened, and with a muffled roar into her flooding pussy, I came hard.
 
Thick ropes of my cum shot straight down her throat. Mandy moaned around my pulsing cock and swallowed every single drop like a greedy whore, milking me with her tongue and throat muscles, refusing to waste even one drop.
 
She kept facesitting me through both our orgasms, pissing in smaller, lingering spurts as her own climax rolled through her. I kept licking and drinking, my tongue buried between her holes the entire time, swallowing her refreshing piss juice while she drank my load.
 
Finally, the flow of her piss slowed to a few warm trickles. Mandy lifted her hips just enough for me to gasp in a breath, her pussy and ass glistening with saliva, piss, and her own nectar right above my drenched face.
 
She turned around, still breathing hard, and looked down at me with pure adoration and lust. A few final drops of her sweet piss fell onto my lips as she smiled.
 
“Mmm… you really drank all of it,” she whispered, voice full of filthy delight. “Did my mandragora piss taste good, my strong researcher?”
 
I licked my lips, savoring the lingering sweet flavor, and grinned up at her.
 
“Best drink I’ve ever had in my life. Fresh, sweet, and perfectly refreshing. I could live under your ass drinking that every day.”
 
She giggled playfully, her leafy hair caressing my cum-and-piss-soaked face as she leaned down to kiss me, tasting herself on my tongue.
 
We stayed locked together, bodies glistening with sweat, nectar, cum, and piss, the air thick with the scent of raw, filthy sex.




Chapter 5: Popping Her Cherry – First Vaginal Breeding

The taste of Mandy’s sweet piss and nectar still coated my tongue as I flipped her onto her back on the soft moss. She looked up at me with wild, desperate emerald eyes, her leafy green hair splayed out like a living crown around her head. Her slim, curvy body was flushed deep green, ample breasts heaving, nipples stiff and begging, and her virgin pussy glistened obscenely between her spread thighs — puffy, swollen, and leaking a steady trickle of her fragrant nectar.
 
I couldn’t wait any longer.
 
I mounted her like a beast claiming its mate, pushing her legs wide apart until her knees nearly touched her shoulders. My thick, veined cock — rock-hard and dripping pre-cum — slapped heavily against her soaked slit. I rubbed the fat head up and down between her puffy lips, coating myself in her sticky juices.
 
“You ready, Mandy?” I growled, voice rough and bestial. “I’m going to tear this virgin mandragora cunt open and breed you raw.”
 
“Yes… please… fuck me, Dickard,” she whimpered, her vines already reaching out, curling around my biceps in anticipation. “I want your human cock inside me. Ruin me.”
 
I lined up and pushed.
 
The moment my cockhead breached her tight entrance, her impossibly hot, velvety walls clamped down around me. She was scorching, soaking wet, and tighter than anything I’d ever felt — like a living, sucking vine trying to strangle my shaft. I groaned deeply and kept pushing, forcing inch after thick inch into her virgin hole.
 
Mandy’s eyes flew wide open. She let out a sharp, broken cry as her tight ring of resistance met my cock.
 
I felt it — the exact moment her hymen tore.
 
A wet, audible rip as I drove forward and sank balls-deep into her deflowered pussy in one powerful thrust. Her leafy hair exploded into motion, thick green vines wrapping tightly around my arms and shoulders like living ropes, claiming me, pulling me deeper as if she never wanted me to leave.
 
“Fuuuuck—!” she screamed, her voice raw and animalistic. Her tight cunt spasmed violently around my entire length, fluttering and squeezing as fresh, hot nectar gushed out around my cock from the sudden breach.
 
I bottomed out, my heavy balls pressed firmly against her ass, every inch of my thick cock buried inside her newly claimed womb. The heat was insane — her inner walls pulsed and rippled like they were alive, massaging me with greedy, sucking motions.
 
“Gods, you’re so fucking tight,” I snarled, holding still for just a moment to savor the feeling of her torn virginity stretched obscenely around my shaft. Blood-tinged nectar mixed with her clear juices leaked out around the base of my cock.
 
Then I started to fuck her.
 
I pulled back until only the head remained inside, then slammed forward with a brutal, wet smack of flesh on flesh. Again. And again. Harder. Faster. I pounded her virgin pussy with raw, bestial strokes, driving my cock into her depths like a rutting animal.
 
Mandy’s ample tits bounced wildly with every savage thrust, jiggling and slapping together as I railed her. Her green eyes stayed locked on mine the entire time, wide and glassy with overwhelming pleasure and pain.
 
“Breed me, Dickard!” she screamed, her voice cracking. “Breed my tight little plant cunt! Fill me with your human seed!”
 
Her words drove me feral. I growled and fucked her even harder, hips slamming against her ass with loud, wet plap-plap-plap sounds that echoed through the glade. Her juices sprayed out around my pistoning cock with every thrust, soaking my balls and her leafy hair.
 
I leaned down and captured one bouncing tit in my mouth, sucking hard on her stiff green nipple while I continued to destroy her pussy. My teeth grazed the sensitive bud, making her cry out louder.
 
Her vines tightened around my arms, pulling me down against her as her hips started bucking up to meet my thrusts. She was taking every brutal inch like she was made for it, her once-virgin cunt now stretching beautifully around my thick shaft.
 
I straightened up again, gripping her slender waist with both hands for leverage and pounded her mercilessly. The moss beneath us was getting soaked with our combined fluids. Her pussy made constant filthy squelching noises as I railed her, the head of my cock battering against her cervix with every deep stroke.
 
Mandy’s moans turned into constant, broken screams. “Yes—! Harder! Deeper! I’m yours—! Breed me—!”
 
Her entire body started shaking. Her leafy hair whipped around us like a storm. Her emerald eyes rolled back slightly as her pussy suddenly clamped down like a living, squeezing vine.
 
She came harder than I’d ever seen.
 
Her mandragora cunt convulsed violently around my cock, rippling and milking me with powerful, rhythmic contractions. A hot flood of her nectar squirted out around my shaft, spraying against my stomach and thighs as she screamed in pure ecstasy.
 
The sensation was too much.
 
With a deep, guttural roar, I buried myself to the hilt and exploded.
 
Thick, heavy ropes of my cum blasted straight into her fertile womb. Pulse after pulse of hot seed flooded her deepest parts, painting her inner walls white. Her squeezing pussy milked every single drop out of me, greedily sucking my load deeper into her as if her body was desperate to get bred.
 
I kept my cock buried balls-deep through the entire orgasm, grinding against her cervix while her vines held me tightly against her trembling body. Her pussy continued to flutter and spasm around me, drawing out every last spurt until my balls were completely drained.
 
We stayed locked together, panting, sweating, and twitching. My cock still throbbed inside her cum-filled cunt, her freshly deflowered hole leaking a mixture of my thick seed and her nectar around the base of my shaft.
 
Mandy looked up at me with hazy, blissed-out eyes, a satisfied, filthy smile on her lips as her leafy vines gently caressed my back.
 
“You… you bred me…” she whispered breathlessly, voice hoarse from screaming. “I can feel your hot cum so deep inside…”
 
I leaned down and kissed her roughly, claiming her mouth while my cock remained buried in her freshly claimed, cum-stuffed pussy.




Chapter 6: Backdoor Virginity – Anal Right After Her First Fuck

Mandy was still trembling beneath me, her freshly fucked pussy lazily clenching and leaking thick globs of my cum from between her swollen, puffy lips. The sight was obscene — my white seed slowly oozing out of her deflowered mandragora cunt and dripping down toward her twitching little rosebud. Her ample breasts rose and fell rapidly, leafy green hair splayed wildly across the moss, and her emerald eyes were half-lidded in post-orgasmic bliss.
 
But I wasn’t done. Not even close.
 
I grabbed her hips and flipped her over onto her stomach in one rough motion, then yanked her ass up high so she was on her knees with her face and tits pressed into the soft moss. Her plump, perfect ass cheeks spread naturally, presenting both her cum-drooling pussy and that tight, virgin, light-green rosebud to me.
 
“Time to claim the last virgin hole,” I growled, voice thick and bestial. “I’m going to fuck this tight little mandragora ass raw while your cunt is still full of my load.”
 
Mandy whimpered loudly, pushing her ass back toward me like a needy bitch in heat. “Yes… take it… take my anal virginity too, Dickard. I want to feel you in my dirtiest hole right after you bred my pussy…”
 
I didn’t bother with more preparation. Her ass was already slick from her own nectar and the cum leaking down from her ruined cunt. I pressed the fat, cum-smeared head of my cock against her tiny, puckered rosebud and started pushing.
 
Her tight little asshole resisted at first, the wrinkled ring stretching obscenely around my thick cockhead. It looked filthy and beautiful — the pinkish-green ring slowly opening wider and wider, forced to swallow my girth.
 
Then came the filthy pop.
 
The head of my cock suddenly breached her virgin sphincter and sank inside. Mandy screamed like a bitch in heat, her entire body jerking forward as her ass clamped down hard around my invading shaft.
 
“Fuuuuck—! It’s so big! It’s splitting my ass apart!” she wailed, voice raw and broken.
 
I groaned in pure animal pleasure and kept pushing, feeding inch after thick inch into her impossibly tight, scorching-hot guts. The heat inside her ass was even more intense than her pussy — velvety, gripping, and incredibly smooth. Her leafy vines shot out and wrapped around my thighs and waist, desperately pulling me deeper.
 
“Take it all,” I snarled, gripping her plump ass cheeks and spreading them even wider so I could watch every inch disappear. “That’s it… good girl. Swallow my cock with your virgin shithole.”
 
With one final brutal thrust, I buried every last inch balls-deep inside her ass. My heavy, cum-filled balls slapped against her dripping pussy lips. Mandy’s rosebud was stretched obscenely thin around the base of my shaft, gripping me like a living vice.
 
I gave her almost no time to adjust.
 
I pulled back until just the head remained trapped inside her stretched ring, then slammed forward again with a savage grunt. The wet, filthy sound of my cock reaming her ass filled the glade as I started fucking her raw.
 
Mandy was moaning and screaming continuously now, her face buried in the moss, ass pushed high like an offering. One of her hands reached back between her legs and she shoved three fingers into her cum-filled pussy, frantically fucking herself while I destroyed her asshole.
 
“It feels so full… so nasty!” she cried out, voice muffled and shaking. “Your cock is so deep in my ass while my pussy is still leaking your cum! I’m such a dirty plant slut—! Fuck my ass harder!”
 
I went feral.
 
I pounded her virgin ass with long, brutal strokes — pulling almost all the way out and slamming back in, watching her tight ring cling desperately to my shaft on every withdrawal. The lewd schlick-schlick-schlick of her ass being reamed mixed with the wet sounds of her fingers pumping in and out of her creamy cunt.
 
Her plump ass cheeks rippled and jiggled with every violent impact. I slapped her right cheek hard, leaving a red handprint on her pale green-tinted skin, then did the same to the left. Mandy only moaned louder and pushed back to meet my thrusts.
 
“Deeper! Ruin my asshole, Dickard! Make it gape!” she begged like a whore, fingers squelching loudly in her cum-stuffed pussy.
 
I fucked her even rougher, gripping her leafy vines like reins and using them to yank her back onto my cock. Her ass was getting looser now, but still incredibly tight, hot, and silky. The obscene sight of my thick cock stretching her once-virgin rosebud was driving me insane.
 
Mandy’s fingers worked faster in her pussy, pushing my cum in and out, making it foam and drip messily onto the moss. Her entire body was shaking violently, her ample tits dragging against the ground, nipples scraping the moss with every thrust.
 
I felt my second orgasm of the day building fast.
 
“Gonna flood your guts,” I growled, pounding her ass mercilessly. “Take my load deep in your shithole!”
 
With a bestial roar, I buried myself to the balls and exploded.
 
Thick, powerful ropes of hot cum blasted straight into her virgin bowels. I kept thrusting through it, pumping rope after rope deep into her ass until my balls were empty and her guts were thoroughly painted with my seed.
 
Mandy came again too — screaming into the moss as her pussy and ass spasmed wildly around my cock and fingers.
 
When I finally pulled out, her once-tight rosebud stayed slightly open, a perfect, ruined gape. Thick white cum immediately began to bubble and leak from her wrecked asshole, mixing with the cum still dripping from her pussy.
 
“Push it out,” I ordered, breathing hard. “Show me both holes leaking my cum.”
 
Mandy whimpered sluttily and bore down. With a wet, filthy sound, a huge creamy glob of my cum pushed out of her gaping asshole and ran down over her cum-filled pussy lips, dripping in long, obscene strings onto the moss below. Both her holes were wrecked, stretched, and leaking my thick seed in a messy, beautiful display.
 
She looked back at me over her shoulder, face flushed, eyes glassy with lust, and smiled like the filthy little mandragora whore she was.




Chapter 7: Extended Breeding Marathon – Every Position, Every Filthy Act

The sun had long since set over the glade, but neither of us cared. Mandy’s body was still leaking my cum from both her freshly fucked pussy and gaping asshole, yet her emerald eyes burned with even more hunger. As a mandragora, she drew endless energy from the earth through the roots that had sprouted from her feet and ankles, anchoring her to the mossy ground. She would never tire. And I had no intention of stopping.
 
This was going to be an all-night breeding marathon.
 
I grabbed her by the leafy vines of her hair and dragged her into the next position. Doggy style again, but harder this time. I slammed back into her cum-slick pussy with one brutal thrust, making her scream into the night. Her plump ass rippled as I pounded her from behind, balls slapping loudly against her clit. She pushed back like a bitch in heat, her tight walls still fluttering from earlier orgasms.
 
“Fuck me deeper! Use your plant whore!” she cried.
 
I railed her savagely, then flipped her into cowgirl. Mandy straddled me eagerly, sinking her dripping cunt down onto my cock until her ass met my thighs. She rode me like a wild animal, bouncing hard, her ample tits jiggling wildly. Her leafy hair whipped around us as she ground her clit against my pelvis with every downward slam. I reached up and slapped her bouncing breasts, pinching her green nipples until she squealed.
 
Next came piledriver. I folded her almost in half, her legs pushed back beside her head, ass pointed straight up. I drove my cock straight down into her pussy with deep, punishing strokes, hammering her cervix while her own cum and my previous loads frothed out around my shaft. The wet, filthy squelching sounds were constant.
 
Then I threw her legs over my shoulders in a mating press and really went feral. I fucked her so deep and hard the moss beneath us tore up. But I didn’t stay in her pussy long — I pulled out, dropped my face between her thighs, and ate her cunt for what felt like hours. My tongue fucked deep into her creamy hole, sucking out the mixture of our juices while she thrashed and moaned above me. I licked and sucked her swollen clit until she squirted again, flooding my mouth with fresh, sweet mandragora nectar.
 
We never stopped moving.
 
Mandy suddenly pushed me onto my back and squatted over my face, her plump, cum-drooling pussy and ass hovering inches above my mouth. She looked down at me with a playful, filthy smile.
 
“Open wide, my favorite researcher… I have another gift for you.”
 
She lowered herself and pressed her soaked cunt right against my open mouth. A hot, powerful stream of her sweet mandragora piss exploded straight down my throat. It was even stronger and sweeter than before — warm, refreshing, slightly honeyed with that perfect green herbal taste. I drank greedily, gulping loudly as she pissed in heavy, continuous waves, filling my belly with her delicious fluid.
 
“Mmm… drink my piss, Dickard. Drink every drop like a good toilet,” she moaned, grinding her pussy on my face while still pissing.
 
I swallowed again and again, the warm liquid sliding down my throat like the most addictive drink in Lustopia. When the first stream finally slowed, she lifted slightly, only to press down again moments later and give me another long, refreshing piss. I drank three full loads from her that night, each one making my cock throb harder.
 
Between her piss sessions, she never let go of my dick. Her soft hand or warm mouth was always wrapped around it — stroking, sucking, kissing, worshipping. Even while she was pissing down my throat, she was bent forward in a filthy 69, sucking me sloppily, her leafy vines gently massaging my balls.
 
At one point she spun around, still squatting over my face, and pushed her plump ass down. “Rim me while I piss again…”
 
I buried my tongue straight into her freshly fucked asshole, tasting the filthy mixture of her ass and my earlier cum while she unleashed yet another hot stream of piss directly into my mouth. I drank eagerly, tongue-fucking her rosebud at the same time.
 
Later, she got even dirtier.
 
Mandy pushed me onto all fours and crawled behind me. Her soft hands spread my ass cheeks and she dove in without hesitation. Her warm, eager tongue licked across my asshole before pushing inside, rimming me deep and sloppily. She moaned like she was tasting the finest nectar, tongue-fucking my ass with shameless hunger while her hand pumped my cock from behind.
 
“You taste so good here too…” she whimpered cutely, completely lost in lust. She ate my ass for long minutes, licking, sucking, and probing deep while telling me how much she loved it.
 
Then she flipped me over again, immediately swallowing my cock back down her throat. She never let my dick leave her mouth or hand for more than a few seconds the entire night. Even when I was eating her pussy for another extended session, she was reaching down to stroke me, keeping me rock hard and leaking.
 
We fucked in every position imaginable — standing up against a tree with her leg hooked over my arm, sideways on the ground, her riding me reverse cowgirl while pissing all over my stomach and chest, me fucking her tits while she drank more of my cum straight from the source.
 
Every time I came, she either swallowed it, let it paint her face and tits, or pushed it into her pussy or ass so she could eat it later. She was insatiable, constantly begging for more loads, more piss drinking, more filthy acts.
 
By the time the sky began to lighten with the first hints of dawn, we were both covered in sweat, cum, nectar, and piss. The entire glade smelled like raw, depraved sex. Mandy’s leafy hair was matted and sticky, her body glistening, yet she still looked at me with pure, playful adoration as she lazily sucked on my spent cock, gently cleaning it with her tongue.
 
“You’re going to breed me so many times tonight… and tomorrow… and every day after,” she whispered cutely around my dick, her emerald eyes sparkling. “My human stud. My favorite piss-drinking, ass-eating researcher.”
 
I groaned and stroked her leafy hair, already feeling my cock twitch back to life in her warm mouth.
 
This marathon was far from over.




Chapter 8: Forest Breeding – Public Sex Becomes Our New Addiction

The sterile lab breeding sessions weren’t working. No matter how many loads I pumped into Mandy’s eager womb, the hybrid seeds refused to take root. The solution was simple and filthy: we needed to go wild. To be one with nature.
 
The very next morning we left the research glade and ventured deep into the ancient forest of Lustopia. Sunlight filtered through the thick canopy in golden shafts, birds sang overhead, and the rich scent of earth, moss, and wild flowers surrounded us. Mandy’s eyes sparkled with excitement as she skipped ahead of me completely naked, her leafy green hair swaying, plump ass jiggling with every step.
 
The moment we reached a quiet but open section of the woods, the risk hit us both — anyone could wander by. Travelers, other researchers, curious monster girls… The danger made us instantly feral.
 
I grabbed Mandy by her leafy vines and slammed her back against the rough bark of a thick oak tree. She gasped sweetly as I lifted one of her legs high and drove my cock straight into her dripping pussy in a single rough thrust.
 
“Ahh~ Dickard!” she moaned, voice melodic and dripping with lust. Her tight walls welcomed me instantly, hot and silky, still slightly loose from last night’s marathon. I fucked her hard against the tree, each powerful thrust making her ample breasts bounce and her back scrape deliciously against the bark. Birds fluttered overhead, watching as I railed her in broad daylight.
 
We didn’t stay in one spot. I pulled out, spun her around, and bent her over a fallen log. Her plump ass up high, I mounted her from behind like a beast, pounding her cunt with wet, bestial slaps. Mandy’s sweet moans echoed through the trees as her leafy hair dragged across the forest floor.
 
We moved again — this time into a wide, sunlit meadow. I laid her down on the soft grass and fucked her in missionary, her legs wrapped lovingly around my waist while I kissed her deeply. The sweetness of her mouth mixed with the raw filth of my cock stretching her pussy. Anyone walking the nearby path could have seen us clearly, but that only made me thrust harder.
 
Mandy’s emerald eyes stayed locked on mine, full of playful love and raw hunger. “They might see us… They might watch you breeding your mandragora slut right here in the open,” she whispered sweetly, then moaned like a whore as I hit her deepest spot.
 
We fucked for hours like that — against trees, on the grass, in the middle of the meadow. I took her standing up, her back pressed to my chest while I reached around to rub her swollen clit. I bent her over a low branch, railing her ass for a while just because I could. Every position felt better in the open air, with the breeze cooling our sweat-soaked skin and the distant sounds of the forest reminding us how exposed we were.
 
Then came my favorite moment.
 
I leaned back against a thick, sun-warmed tree trunk at the edge of the meadow, arms crossed casually behind my head, enjoying the beautiful scenery — the golden sunlight on the wildflowers, the gentle sway of the trees, the clear blue sky. It looked so peaceful and innocent.
 
Mandy dropped to a low squat right in front of me, her thick thighs spread wide, plump ass nearly touching the grass. She looked up at me with the cutest, filthiest smile.
 
“Keep enjoying the view, my love,” she purred sweetly. “I’ll take care of this.”
 
She leaned forward and swallowed my cock in one smooth, hungry motion — sucking me like a vacuum. The wet, powerful suction made my knees buckle. Her warm mouth and throat worked me perfectly, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing as she bobbed with shameless devotion.
 
At the same time, she started pissing.
 
Uncontrollably.
 
A powerful, golden arc of her hot mandragora piss shot out from her spread pussy and splashed loudly onto the forest floor between her feet. The stream was strong and continuous, hissing as it sprayed out in long, beautiful arcs while she kept vacuum-sucking my cock. The sight was breathtaking — this beautiful plant girl squatting in the open meadow, lovingly worshipping my dick with her mouth while pissing uncontrollably all over the grass in heavy, glistening streams.
 
“Fuck… that’s perfect,” I groaned, still casually leaning against the tree, one hand gently stroking her leafy hair. The contrast between the peaceful scenery and the filthy act happening at my feet made it intoxicating.
 
Mandy moaned happily around my shaft, never stopping her deep sucking even as her piss kept flowing in powerful waves. The golden liquid pattered against the earth, forming a growing puddle beneath her squatting form. She looked so cute, so eager, eyes watering slightly from how deep she was taking me while her hips trembled and more piss gushed out in uncontrollable spurts.
 
She sucked harder, faster, like she was trying to pull my soul out through my cock, all while her bladder emptied itself completely onto the forest floor in the most shameless, lovely display I’d ever seen.
 
From that day on, public forest sex became our new addiction.
 
Every single day we went deeper into different parts of the woods. Sometimes near popular paths where travelers might pass. Sometimes in clearings where the risk felt even higher. I would rail her holes with her leafy hair bouncing wildly as she moaned and screamed my name. We fucked while birds watched, while small animals scurried away, while the warm sun kissed our naked, rutting bodies.
 
I especially loved pressing her against trees in broad daylight, pounding her pussy or ass while she tried (and often failed) to stay quiet. Or making her ride me in the middle of a meadow, her heavy tits bouncing as her leafy vines wrapped around me lovingly.
 
The constant risk of being caught made every thrust feel more intense, every kiss sweeter, every creampie more satisfying. Mandy became even wetter, even hornier, knowing strangers could stumble upon us at any moment and see her getting thoroughly bred by her human researcher.
 
And every time I leaned against a tree to enjoy the scenery, she would immediately squat in front of me, suck me like the loving little vacuum she was, and piss uncontrollably all over the ground while looking up at me with pure adoration in her emerald eyes.
 
This was research at its finest.




Chapter 9: Magical Pregnancy – My Slim Girl Turns Into a Thick Milf Goddess

It happened overnight.
 
After weeks of frantic public breeding in the forest, the magic finally took. When I woke up the next morning in our mossy nest, Mandy had changed. Dramatically.
 
Her belly was now gently swollen, a perfect, rounded bump that proved my seed had finally taken root inside her fertile mandragora womb. But the real transformation was everywhere else. Her once-slim, youthful body had blossomed into a full, breeding milf goddess overnight. Her breasts had swollen massively — huge, heavy, milk-laden orbs that rested on her swollen belly, each one easily three times their original size. Her hips had widened dramatically, her thighs had grown thick and juicy, and her ass… gods, her ass had become an enormous, soft, fatty masterpiece that jiggled with the slightest movement.
 
Her leafy green hair was even fuller and longer, and her emerald eyes glowed with an even deeper, more primal lust.
 
Pregnancy had turned my playful plant girl into a hyper-horny, insanely pissy milf mandragora.
 
“Mmm… good morning, my husband,” she purred, her voice thicker and sweeter than before. She cupped her massive leaking tits and squeezed them, sending thin streams of sweet, golden-green sap trickling down her swollen belly. “Look what your seed did to me. I’m so heavy… so full… and so fucking horny all the time.”
 
I was instantly hard.
 
From that day forward, our routine became completely depraved.
 
Every single morning and afternoon, Mandy would climb on top of me with her new, heavy milf body and demand I service her. She loved facesitting more than anything now.
 
She straddled my face, her enormous, fatty ass completely smothering me. The sheer weight of her thick milf cheeks pressed down, sealing my mouth and nose against her dripping pussy and puckered asshole. The warmth and softness were overwhelming — like being buried in hot, living velvet.
 
“Drink me, Dickard,” she moaned, grinding her soaked cunt against my mouth. “Your pregnant wife needs to piss so badly…”
 
She didn’t wait. A powerful, hot torrent of her mandragora piss flooded straight into my open mouth. It was richer and sweeter now, thicker with pregnancy hormones, almost like warm, honeyed nectar. I swallowed desperately, gulping down wave after wave as she pissed profusely for long minutes, flooding my throat and belly while her heavy ass crushed my face.
 
I could barely breathe, and I loved it.
 
Mandy rode my tongue for hours every day. She would settle her full weight on me, smothering me completely while I licked deep into her pregnant pussy and ass. Her juices mixed with her endless piss, turning my face into a sloppy, dripping mess. She came repeatedly, thighs shaking around my head, her massive belly resting on my forehead as she flooded me again and again.
 
In the afternoons she would sit on my mouth for entire sessions — sometimes two or three hours straight. I became her willing, eager toilet. She’d get comfortable, reading one of my research notes or just humming happily, while her fat ass stayed planted firmly on my face. Every twenty or thirty minutes she would release another long, warm flood of piss directly down my throat. I jerked my cock furiously beneath her the whole time, swallowing every drop like an addict.
 
“You’re such a good toilet for mommy,” she cooed sweetly, grinding slowly. “Drink every drop of your pregnant wife’s piss. My bladder fills up so fast now…”
 
The taste was addictive — warm, slightly sweet, with that rich, earthy plant flavor intensified by her pregnancy. I drank liters of it every day, my stomach constantly full of her golden nectar while I stroked myself to multiple orgasms under her smothering ass.
 
When she wasn’t using my face as her personal toilet, she demanded I fuck her pregnant pussy senseless.
 
I would lay her on her back, her thick thighs spread wide, massive belly between us, and drive my cock into her soaked cunt. She was even wetter and hotter now, her walls rippling with new pregnancy sensitivity. While I pounded her, I leaned down and latched onto one of her enormous, leaking tits.
 
Sweet, warm sap sprayed into my mouth the moment I sucked. It tasted like liquid sugar mixed with fresh cream and green herbs — absolutely delicious. I sucked hard, milking her heavy breasts while I railed her pregnant pussy with rough, bestial strokes. Milk and sap ran down my chin as I drank from her, switching from one fat tit to the other, sucking them dry while my hips slammed against her thickened ass.
 
“Harder! Fuck your milf wife!” she screamed, her voice breaking with pleasure. Her leafy vines wrapped around my back, pulling me deeper as her massive tits bounced and sprayed with every thrust.
 
I fucked her like an animal — long, powerful strokes that made her whole body jiggle. Her fat ass rippled, her thick thighs quivered, and her swollen belly bounced as I destroyed her pregnant cunt. Every orgasm made her squirt and piss at the same time, soaking my cock and the ground beneath us.
 
Sometimes I’d flip her over and take her from behind, gripping her wide breeding hips and slamming into her while reaching around to squeeze and milk her leaking tits. The sweet sap would spray all over the moss as she moaned like a whore in heat.
 
No matter what position, her new milf body was perfect for breeding. Her enormous ass smothered me beautifully when she facesat, her thick thighs crushed my head, and her heavy, sap-leaking breasts fed me constantly while I pumped load after load into her pregnant womb.
 
Mandy had become completely addicted to using me. She would wake me up by planting her fat ass on my face and pissing me awake. She’d ride my tongue for hours while casually playing with my cock. And every time I fucked her, she begged me to suck her tits dry.
 
“I’m your pregnant piss cow now,” she whispered lovingly one evening, her massive body pressed against me, leaking sap from her nipples and still dripping piss from her used cunt. “Use me. Drink me. Breed me. I’m so much bigger, softer, and filthier for you…”
 
I pulled her back down onto my face, sealed my mouth to her dripping pussy, and let her flood me again while I jerked off furiously beneath her heavy, perfect milf ass.
 
This was heaven.




Chapter 10: Birth, Final Filthy Fuck, and Goodbye… For Now

Two months had passed in a haze of constant breeding, facesitting, and piss-drinking bliss. Mandy’s belly had grown enormous, round and heavy with our hybrid offspring. Today was the day.
 
She lay naked on a thick bed of soft moss in our favorite sunlit glade, legs spread impossibly wide, thick milf thighs trembling with anticipation and pleasure. Her massive, heavy breasts leaked sweet sap in steady streams, pooling on her swollen belly. Her leafy green hair fanned out wildly around her head, vines twitching and curling with every contraction.
 
“Dickard… it’s starting,” she moaned, voice husky and dripping with lust. “Watch me birth our babies… watch my pussy give life.”
 
I knelt between her spread legs, cock rock-hard, as her pregnant mandragora cunt began to flower open like a hungry, living blossom. The puffy lips parted slowly, glistening with nectar, then flexed and closed again in rhythmic pulses. Each time her pussy flowered open, another tiny leaf-headed hybrid baby slipped out with a wet, erotic pop, coated in sweet sap and her juices.
 
“Ahhhn~!” Mandy cried out in pure ecstasy, back arching, massive tits jiggling. She was cumming from the birth itself. Her pussy clenched and opened again, another tiny baby sliding free, its little leafy head nodding as it emerged from her stretched, pulsing hole. The sensation made her squirt a mix of nectar and birth fluids in powerful sprays across my chest.
 
One by one, all fifty of them came.
 
Each birth made her moan louder, her thick thighs shaking, her enormous fatty ass clenching on the moss. Her pussy flowered open beautifully every time — pink-green petals of her inner folds spreading wide, revealing another perfect little leaf-headed baby before closing again with a wet, sucking motion. Mandy came repeatedly, screaming my name, her massive breasts spraying sweet sap everywhere as orgasm after orgasm rolled through her birthing body.
 
“Fuck—! It feels so good! They’re sliding out of me… I’m cumming so hard every time!” she wailed, eyes rolling back in bliss.
 
I watched in awe and raw arousal as the tiny hybrids, each no bigger than my palm, emerged glistening and perfect. The moment they touched the earth, their little roots sprouted and they burrowed straight down into the rich soil with happy, wiggling motions, disappearing to sleep and feed for the coming months. It was the most adorable and strangely erotic thing I’d ever seen.
 
Fifty times her pussy opened and closed like a greedy, living flower. Fifty times she moaned and came from the delicious stretch and release. By the end, her cunt was swollen, puffy, and beautifully gaping, leaking a river of nectar, sap, and birth fluids.
 
The last baby slipped free and burrowed away. Mandy collapsed back, panting, glowing with sweat and afterglow, her milf body trembling.
 
“They’re gone already…” I whispered, stroking her swollen belly as it slowly deflated. “So cute… but I already miss them.”
 
Mandy smiled tiredly and pulled me down for a deep, loving kiss. “They’ll grow strong in the earth. And I’ll be ready for more soon.”
 
One week later, her body had healed completely — thanks to her plant magic — and she was hornier than ever. Her milf curves were still gloriously thick: massive leaking tits, wide hips, and that enormous, jiggly ass. She was insatiable.
 
We spent the entire last day and night in a final, filthy, hours-long fuck marathon.
 
I started by throwing her onto all fours and pounding her still-sensitive pussy raw, then switched to her ass, stretching her fat cheeks wide as I reamed her deep. We moved through every position — her riding me reverse cowgirl so I could watch her huge ass bounce, me folding her in half in piledriver while sucking her leaking tits dry, her smothering me under her massive ass in long, breath-stealing facesitting sessions.
 
She pissed constantly now, flooding my throat in heavy, warm, sweet waves while I drank greedily beneath her. Gallons of her delicious mandragora piss filled my belly as she used my mouth as her personal toilet for hours. I sucked her huge tits until sweet sap sprayed down my throat, then fucked her pregnant-swollen-looking pussy senseless again, pumping load after thick load into her.
 
We fucked bestially — rough, raw, passionate. I railed her against trees, on the ground, in the meadow where we first went public. She deepthroated me sloppily, rimmed my ass with desperate hunger, and begged me to fill every hole. I came in her pussy, her ass, her mouth, across her massive tits, and she ate every drop like a starving whore.
 
The glade reeked of sex, piss, cum, nectar, and sweet sap. We went for hours without stopping, covered in each other’s fluids, kissing filthily between orgasms.
 
As the sun began to set on our final day together, I had her on her back, legs spread wide again. I fucked her slowly now, deeply, passionately, savoring every ripple of her velvety walls. Her leafy vines wrapped around me lovingly.
 
One last time, she facesat me for a long, luxurious session, pissing profusely down my throat while I jerked off and drank every drop. Then I flipped her over and gave her one final, brutal breeding fuck — pounding her cunt until I flooded her womb with the biggest load of the day.
 
When it was finally over, Mandy lay there glowing, legs still spread, her pussy swollen, red, and thoroughly used. Thick cum and her nectar oozed slowly from her gaping hole, running down over her wrecked asshole.
 
I leaned down and kissed her swollen, well-fucked pussy softly, tenderly, tasting the mixture of our combined fluids. I licked her gently, savoring her taste one last time.
 
“Thank you, Mandy,” I whispered against her dripping folds. “For the best research of my life.”
 
She stroked my hair with her vines, emerald eyes misty. “Come back soon, my love. Your mandragora wife will be waiting… wet and ready for more hybrids.”
 
I dressed slowly, heart full and cock still twitching at the sight of her ruined, leaking body. With one final look at her beautiful, cum-soaked form lying happily in the moss, I turned and walked out of the glade toward my next research assignment.
 
As always, the next monster girl awaited…
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