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Milky and Innocent: A Forbidden Age Gap Hucow Erotica

She’s untouched, milky, and oh-so-forbidden… He’s never going to let her go.

College student Asha has never had a boyfriend.

As soon as pharmaceutical company exec Walker Dean meets her at a scholarship event, he wants to make sure she never does.

She’s ashamed when he discovers her milky secret — until the dominant older man makes her feel things she’s never felt before.

In their forbidden milking sessions, this silver fox teaches her all the things she never learned in class.

Pretty soon, Walker has what he’s always wanted: an innocent wife whose belly is slowly swelling with his seed.

***This is a smutty short read. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA with marriage and pregnancy. Tropes include: age gap, forbidden love, breeding, domination, milking, first time, older man/younger woman. ***
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CHAPTER 1


ASHA

WALKER IS HERE.

That’s what the rumors floating around the gala say. The pharmaceutical exec responsible for sponsoring most of our scholarships is here, willing to talk to us mere mortals.

“You never know, he might be able to offer us jobs at the Dean Company,” suggests Hamish. “It’s all about networking.”

A murmur runs through the group.

Hamish puffs his chest out, and shoots me a look as though checking to see whether I’m impressed by his knowledge of business. From the way his face drops, I think he caught me rolling my eyes.

I have to suppress a laugh. It will be years before any of us — final year undergraduate students — will be properly qualified to do research.

I would know how they operate. I’ve been in contact with the Dean Company’s research team since the minute I turned 18.

That was when I could legally register to participate in their medical trials and raise money to support my parents, after my dad’s logging accident. Times had been tough, with barely enough money to cover the mortgage from Mom’s hours at the diner. Given I was planning to study biochemistry, medical trials seemed like an obvious way to get some insight into the field and earn extra cash.

As if on cue, my breasts start to ache.

Damn it.

For the first few years of the trial, I didn’t see effects. Maybe they had me on the placebo pills. But when at the start of this year, my body started changing.

My breasts are fuller and heavier, and start leaking with milk unless I pump multiple times a day. The researchers say it’s nothing concerning, but it has made life more inconvenient.

Like right now, when I have to sneak away to the bathroom and hope no one notices the sound of my breast pump.

The other side effect is that pumping makes me horny. Like, intensely horny. Which would be okay, if it wasn’t happening five times a day.

And if I wasn’t a virgin with zero romantic prospects.

I excuse myself from the group - other biomedical science students who are on the same scholarship as me - and make my way through the crowds towards the bathroom.

Just as I reach the back of the room, Dr. Snee stops me. He’s the head of our course, a round man who is surprisingly social for a scientist.

“I trust you’re looking forward to another year of studies, Asha.”

“I really am, sir,” I say, trying to think of an out so I can end this conversation quickly. Dr. Snee is knowledgeable but he could talk about biomedicine for hours. As much as I would normally love to nerd out with him, right now I need to get to the bathroom.

Or this cute cocktail dress is about to become more revealing than it already is. I sigh. My wardrobe is wasted at this event, but I like getting dressed up. Tonight I even curled my hair and put on make-up. I enjoy the ritual, even if my fellow biochemistry nerds, who spend most of our time in the lab or the library, are the only ones here to see it.

Dr. Snee burbles on about science, and I politely wait for an opening, until his eyes light up. He waves to someone behind me and I open my mouth to excuse myself.

“Walker,” he calls out. “Come meet Asha Davis. One of our top students.”

No way. Walker Dean is actually here.

I turn around and a throb of desire courses through me.

That can’t be…

The man walking towards us has tousled, shoulder length dark hair. He’s 6’5, at least. His suit clings to his thick, muscled arms and strains across his broad shoulders. His hands are studded with rings.

Walker Dean looks like that?

He claps Dr. Snee on the shoulder. His dark eyebrows lift as his gaze falls on me. Or, more accurately, over me, those dark intense eyes absorbing every part of me, from my swollen aching tits to the short hemline of my dress. More heat courses down through the bottom of my stomach.

Every part of him looks powerful and dangerous. He’s not wearing a tie, just a shirt unbuttoned to show a gold chain and a curl of chest hair. A thick layer of stubble covers his jaw. He brings the back of his hand to rub against his chin as he looks me over.

I expected glasses, a clean cropped haircut, maybe a sweater vest and a lanyard. Instead, Walker Dean is a stone-cold hottie.

He looks like the moody and reclusive lead from a period romance. Not the high-powered, wealthy pharmacy exec and scientist that he is.

“This is Walker Dean,” Dr. Snee says, nodding at me. I realize I’m standing here like an idiot practically drooling at the sight of this man who’s twice my age and probably married.

I school my features into what I hope is a polite smile. “Nice to meet you, Dr. Dean.”

He scoffs. “Walker is fine. I’m no professor. Unlike Sanjay here, I actually wanted to earn some money.”

I give a nervous laugh. He continues to speak in a drawl, as though this entire event is boring to him. “So, if you’re one of the most promising students, tell me, Asha. Why can’t DNA be hydrolyzed by RNase?”

I respond automatically. It was drilled into us for finals last year. “DNA has no secondary hydroxyl group.”

“Very good.”

My stomach gives a flip at the low, warm rumble of his voice. His dark eyes suck me in until I feel like we’re the only people in the room.

I narrow my eyes as I process the fact that he didn’t say hello, didn’t say it was nice to meet me, just jumped straight into my knowledge of biochemistry. “You had to check that I knew my stuff? Is it because I’m a woman?”

Another scoff, but the corner of his mouth twitches. “I have nothing but respect for women. Especially women who know their biochemistry.”

Then his eyes drop to my chest and he looks… embarrassed? Worried? His cocky expression freezes and he hands me a napkin.

“I think you might have, uh, spilled something.”

Oh fuck.

I can feel the heat rushing up to my face, because I know exactly what’s happened. I must be turning beet red.

I don’t need to glance down, feeling the damp material on my chest, but I do anyway. I’m leaking. Under the bright lights of the university hall, with a hundred onlookers who I’ll see every day for the next year — and probably the years after that as well.

“Medical trials.” I blurt out. “The lactation drug. That’s… I’m…”

His eyes widen with understanding and he starts taking off his jacket.

Before I understand what’s happening he’s buttoned it over my shoulders, the fabric ingrained with his deep masculine scent.

I try not to look like a freak, inhaling his jacket, but he smells so good that it’s hard not to so. My worry fades away.

Walker grabs me by the elbow, muttering some excuse to Dr. Snee. I don’t process it at all, too overwhelmed by the point of our physical contact.

Walker Dean is steering me towards the back of the gala. I’m wearing his jacket. His big hand is wrapped tight and warm around my arm.

And holy shit are butterflies running rampant in my stomach right now.

I need to shut this down, before I end up with a huge unrequited crush on the man sponsoring my scholarship.

My face burns when I realize this man knows my secret.

He must think I’m such a freak.

As pushes open the door to the foyer, I brush past him and my nipples harden. This is such a bad time to be horny. Even if Walker didn’t look like that.

“I didn’t sign up for fun. I’ll do anything to help my family.” I feel like I owe him an explanation.

His thick brows lift in surprise. “You’re doing this to help your family?”

I nod, my cheeks flaming.

“Such a good girl,” he murmurs, almost under his breath.

Fuck, it shouldn’t sound so good to hear him say that, but the praise goes straight to my core, stoking the flames that were already building.

I exhale slowly, hoping it will cool the fire in my cheeks. Okay, so I might be developing a crush on this older man — who is so off-limits that it’s not even a viable fantasy. No man with that kind of wealth and good looks is going to be interested in me.


CHAPTER 2


WALKER

I CHANNEL ALL of my focus into the posters across the hallway from the bathroom, trying to convince myself that they’re deeply interesting. That’s what I’m focused on — the summaries of first-year science courses available at Montgomery College.

I am definitely not thinking about the 21-year-old milking herself on the other side of this wall. I am definitely not sporting a semi at the thought.

That would be perverted. And weird. And have all kinds of ethical implications, given that my company sponsors her scholarship and not only that, she’s a participant in a study run by my company.

So off-limits. So untouchable. And yet for the past twenty minutes all I’ve been able to think about is her. Every time she smiled at something Sanjay Snee said, I wanted to pull her away from him. It’s ridiculous, but I have the urge to make her smiles all mine, and only mine.

I blow out a breath between my lips, trying to cool down. I haven’t felt this overstimulated just at the sight of a woman since fucking high school. What is going on?

But even reciting scientific formulas and going over the basics of biochemistry doesn’t help me. I can’t stop replaying the moment that I noticed Asha’s full breasts were leaking through her dress.

Her hand flew to her mouth, covering those plush cherry-red lips. Then she dropped her hands — both of them — to cover her breasts and her mouth fell open in an exasperated sigh, a blush spreading up her neck as the realization hits her.

God, I wanted to touch her. To reassure her it was okay. That it wasn’t just okay, it was fucking beautiful.

Instead I stood there, maintaining polite conversation with Sanjay and suppressing the urge to yank down her dress, bend her over the drinks table and fuck her good and hard.

My cock grew thicker by the second as I looked at Asha and the wet patches that made the fabric of her minidress cling to her skin, the v-neckline revealing the swells of perfect creamy skin on her chest.

On instinct, I shrugged my jacket off and draped it over her to hide her discomfort. The brush of her soft hand against mine as I placed the jacket over her let me know I was doing the right thing. The feel of her skin was addictive.

From then on, I could barely even concentrate on my conversation with Sanjay, who miraculously hadn’t noticed a thing. Not the way we were both shifting awkwardly. Not the way that we couldn’t take our eyes off each other.

Asha had fallen silent and she was pulling the jacket tighter over her. Still leaking, I realized with a deep internal groan.

I cleared my throat. “Sanjay, I’m going to steal Ms. Davis away to discuss an internship opportunity.”

“Of course,” he cried with a grin. Winking at Asha, he said she could let him know if she needed a reference. I pulled her away through the crowd and we left into the silence of the foyer.

“Thank you,” she mouthed up at me as we left. As though I was doing this from the goodness of my heart, and not because she’s the sweetest, sexiest woman I’ve ever met. When she explained why she was involved with my company, to help her family, I only fell harder.

“What do you think? Can I keep it?” her voice sounds from the bathroom behind me.

I am not prepared to see her, not in this state. I pull my collar away from my neck and try to control myself.

Asha is wearing my suit jacket over her hot-pink minidress. Even with the suit jacket to cover her up, she’s fucking ravishing, with soft blue eyes and silken brunette hair that cascades over her shoulders.

She strikes a silly pose against the doorframe. Or, what she thinks is a silly pose.

Actually, she looks like a goddamn angel and my cock responds in kind.

I clear my throat. “It suits you. Better than it suits me, I think.”

Asha’s eyes flicker down to my chest. “I like you in that shirt, too.”

Was that a note of flirtation in her voice?

It can’t have been.

I glance down at myself. I’ve pushed my sleeves up, to reveal my forearms, and I’m in good shape — I go to the gym once a day. Still, it’s nothing special. I’m nearing fifty and Asha is a bombshell.

Still, when I turn back to Asha her eyes flicker over me nervously. My heart — and cock — leap at the idea that maybe she does want this too. Maybe my dirty thoughts about her as not as unrealistic as I believe.

“I don’t think I’ll go back to the gala,” she says, placing a hand on my arm.

If her intentions weren’t clear before, they certainly are now, as she flutters her eyelashes.

“I’ll call us a car.” I pause, wondering how to phrase it. This is my cue to be the better person, to be the mature one, to live up to my many more years of life experience than Asha. I need to say some variation of "we can't do this" or "it would be a bad idea".

Instead, I’m overwhelmed by her presence the second the car arrives. All I can smell is her. I can’t drag my eyes away from where she’s snuggled into my jacket, which is miles too big for her.

Delicate. Innocent. Forbidden.

Her gaze keeps darting over to me, then away. She crosses, then uncrosses her legs.

Like she wants something but doesn’t know how to ask for it. I meet her eyes, smiling, just to see what she’ll do.

Asha holds my gaze, but remains firmly on her side of the car.

It’s for the best. As much as I’m aching to touch her. She sits there for the rest of the ride, her legs folded, and I have to ball my hands into fists not to grab her and pull her to me right then and there.

I let out a long breath. Maybe that’s for the best. If Asha was some kind of accomplished seductress, I would already be inside her. Hell, I’d have fucked her in the bathroom.

And it wouldn’t feel as achingly forbidden to touch her. Something about her uncertainty, her nervousness, has my semi becoming rock hard.

I allow myself a question. “Do you have a boyfriend, Asha?”

“No,” she laughs.

Good, I think to myself. Even though I’m not planning to touch her, I don’t want any inexperienced college boys fumbling their way around this angel.

Her gaze darts to me, those pale blue eyes fixing on mine and staying as though she’s trying to understand what’s behind my request. “Are you married?”

I laugh, too. “No, Asha, I’m not married.”

“Why is that funny?” Her eyes widen.

Because of the deeply filthy thoughts I’m having about you, right this second.

“No reason.” I close down the conversation before it can go any further.

Half of me regrets being such a gentleman. My cock definitely regrets it, straining at my pants so hard that I worry about the integrity of the fabric. Just sitting next to Asha is exquisite torture.

Afterwards, when she’s safely in her bed, away from mine, I allow myself to imagine it. Yanking her onto my lap and shoving off the jacket, then that tight minidress. Allowing myself a taste of her milk before I fuck her the way she's begging to be fucked, deep and hard. I spill in the shower within seconds as I imagine taking her in the back of that car. When I'm done, I'm miserable at the thought that I'll never see her again.


CHAPTER 3


ASHA

THE RECEPTIONIST WON’T let me see Walker.

“Ms. Davis, I see here that you’re a study participant.” She purses her lips. “The chief executive does not deal directly with participants at the Dean Company. I recommend that you contact the research team.”

“It’s not about that,” I insist. I’m almost ready to give up. She refuses to believe that I know Walker, or take a message from me.

I’m just trying to return a jacket.

And, okay, maybe I want to see Walker again.

I felt something in that car that was new and exciting and left me a little breathless. The second I left the car, I instantly regretted not acting on it.

“Is there a problem, Caroline?” comes a deep voice from behind me.

Relief flows through me, deep and intoxicating. Walker can explain everything.

I turn around and he freezes for a second, his eyes widening.

“Asha,” he breathes. I can’t read his expression, his brows coming down low over his eyes. He scrubs a hand across his stubble again, just like he did at the gala. He looks stressed, and it’s unnatural on his face.

Maybe he doesn’t want me here. Maybe I shouldn’t have brought back the jacket. Maybe everything was a mistake.

Then he turns to the receptionist. “Cancel my next meeting, Caroline. I’m going to have lunch with Ms. Davis.” Her eyebrows fly up so high that I think they’re going to leave her forehead, but she taps away at the keyboard anyway.

I stand there, stunned, as he sweeps across the room to stand in front of me.

Once again I’m awed just by his appearance, by the way his olive skin glows and his jawline forms a perfect square. Then his hand closes over mine, warm and strong. He nods his head towards the office door and pulls me with him.

“So, you came to see me,” he says the moment the door closes. I nod slowly.

The office is stunning, modern and minimalist, and there are books lining every wall. A whiteboard with chemical structures stands off to one side. I’m sure the view out over the mountains is breathtaking, but I can’t concentrate on that right now.

“I brought back your jacket,” I tell him, pushing it towards him. He takes the suit jacket and tosses it onto his desk behind him. He leans back against the desk casually, but his arms are folded tight across his chest.

As though he’s scared of something.

“Don’t tell me that’s the reason you came here.”

“Well…” I trail off, unsure how to phrase what I want to say.

His dark eyes are constant on my face, not pushing me, but questioning. Waiting. Expectant.

“I wanted to see you,” I admit.

I watch the tension drop from his shoulders. He nods quickly, raking a hand through his dark hair.

“I wanted to see you, too. But I didn’t think it would be appropriate for me to contact you. We could get in trouble for this, Asha.”

“Maybe we could,” I reply. “But I don’t care. I came here because I had to make sure.”

The reminder of our relationship, what he is to me, sinks to the bottom of my stomach. But he doesn’t look disturbed. Instead, he’s stepping closer to me. He brushes a strand of hair away from my face.

“Make sure of what?” His voice is soft and low.

“That I wasn’t imagining it. That there was something between us. I don’t have much experience with this kind of thing, so maybe I’m making things up.”

He snorts quietly and shakes his head. “You weren’t imagining it. That night, Asha. I couldn’t stop thinking about you. I hope I’m not crossing a line, but you make me feel…” He pauses, his face thoughtful. “Out of control. Do you know what I mean?”

“I think so.” I swallow.

I know exactly what he means. I’m feeling it right know, as he traces the back of his hand gently over my cheek. He’s so close that I can feel the body heat emanating from his chest, smell his deep sunbaked scent.

My voice shakes as I admit it. “After that car ride, I touched myself.”

Walker’s hand freezes on my jaw. I raise my eyes to his and see his pupils expand. “You were that turned on just from sitting next to me on the car ride home?”

“Yes,” I breathe. “I don’t know why. I’ve never felt like that before.”

“Good.” His voice is a low, gravelly purr now. His hands splay around my waist. “But you should know, once I have a taste of you, Asha… I don’t think I’m going to be able to stop.”

Then Walker Dean, rich lister, leader in his field, bends down and crushes his lips to mine.

His stubble scrapes against my jaw. His tongue is warm against my lips. I don’t know what I’m doing but his lips are firm, guiding me open, until his tongue sweeps deep and claiming through my mouth.

“Oh,” is all I can say when he pulls back.

I feel light-headed. I think I forgot to breathe. I suck in a gasp and more of Walker’s smell envelops me. My panties are damp, clinging to my pussy-lips, and I feel my breasts start to ache, growing heavier.

He raises a thick eyebrow at me, his eyes flashing with amusement. “Was that a good oh or a bad oh?”

“Good, better than good. It’s just, I’ve never…”

I thought maybe he would push me away, disgusted at my inexperience, but instead he lets out a groan and pulls me closer to him.

“Don’t tell me you’ve never been kissed before. I should’ve made sure there were more flowers involved. More romance.”

My heart tumbles in my chest at the idea that Walker might want more than just my body. “I haven’t. I’ve never felt like this with anyone.”

His eyes darken on mine. “I assume that means you’ve never taken anyone inside that sweet pussy before.”

I shake my head, cheeks burning, twisting my hands in my lap. “Never.”

He brushes his thumb gently over my cheek.

“Asha, look at me.” I do as he says and feel a throb of pleasure twist through my whole chest. His eyes are soft and reassuring. “You have nothing to be ashamed about. But I am going to make sure your first time isn’t bent over an office desk, like a little slut.”

I pout. I want to be Walker’s little slut, right now. I don’t want him to hold back because of my lack of experience. “But I want to.”

I think I do, at least. I’m soaking wet and tingling. I don’t know how else to quench this fire he’s started which is heating every part of me, making my heavy breasts ache, making my pussy tingle with need.

He chuckles, low in his throat. “I can tell you do, babygirl. But I can make you feel good without fucking you.”

Walker kisses my neck and his hands roam over me.

With every touch his breath seems to quicken more, until he’s practically panting. His face is hungry when he finally pulls back, his voice rougher, more commanding.

“To start with, I want to see you. Especially those milky titties. Undress yourself for me.”

I tug off my skirt, then my top, and Walker watches me so intently it’s like he’s trying to burn the image into his brain. Something about the way he looks at me makes me feel confident, even though I’ve never been naked in front of a man before.

I don’t even own fancy lingerie, just a plain white bra and panties, but he doesn’t seem to mind. My bras have been too small ever since I started seeing the effects of the trial earlier this year, so my breasts spill over the top of the cups.

I like the way Walker’s looking at me, as though he’s watching some kind of thrilling TV show instead of just looking at me standing in front of him in a bra and panties. I’m not trying to look sexy, I’m not even sure how, and yet the way his eyes roam over me let me know exactly what he thinks.

“Take them off,” he instructs, his voice a low growl. “Show me those beautiful milky breasts and that virgin pussy.”

I always thought it would be embarrassing to have to tell a man that I hadn’t had sex. Instead, Walker’s voice and eyes let me know that he’s pleased, almost enthusiastic about it.

I slide off my bra, the movement painful against my over-sensitized nipples. I’m going to leak any second, especially if Walker keeps looking at me like that. Then I hook my thumbs under the sides of my panties, take a deep breath, and push them off.

Just like that, I’m naked in front of a man for the first time. And he doesn’t look disappointed, so maybe I did something right.

The second I’m fully naked, he springs forward, pulling my face up to his again for another rough, claiming kiss. This time, the kiss throbs straight to my pussy. I’m soaked, and he hasn’t even touched me.

“Oh, babygirl. You’re perfect.”

He cups my ass with both of his hands, letting out a groan as his fingers sink into my flesh. Then he lifts me and I wrap my legs around him so he can carry me.

“Walker, that feels… Ungh.” I let out a cry of pleasure as he jostles me against the bulge of his cock.

I can feel exactly how hard he is, with my thighs wrapped around his hips and my pussy directly against his bulge.

“How does it feel now, babygirl?” he asks as he takes a seat on the desk, with me naked in his lap, my hands looped over his shoulders.

“It’s so big,” I gasp and he rubs himself against me again.

“Fuck,” he hisses. “That hot pussy feels good, even through my pants.” His hands drop to knead the soft, aching flesh of my breasts. I should have brought my pump with me, because they’re about to start leaking milk.

Then Walker asks: “For now, though, will you let me taste your milk?”

My mouth drops open. Surely he doesn’t mean that he wants to drink from me. I must have misheard him.

“Taste what?”

“I want to taste it. Your milk.” Walker tweaks at my nipple, sending a stream of warm milk out and over my stomach. I swallow my moan. His fingers feel so much better than when I pump my breasts.

His mouth… His mouth would feel like heaven.

“Will you let me drain these milky breasts, babygirl?”

He’s already teasing, pinching my nipple, and I don’t swallow my moan this time. I let him know exactly how good it feels.

“Taste me, Walker.”

As he ducks his head to my nipple, my whole world changes. I’d never imagined doing this, never thought it was what anyone would want. I’d thought I was a freak for enjoying my breast pump so much.

But Walker devours me like a parched man in a desert tasting water for the first time. His mouth is greedy, messy, and he doesn’t care if we get milk all over this room.

All he cares about is draining me with that hungry, rough mouth. Confusingly, the stimulation on my nipples makes my pussy tingle with need too.

And I can feel his throbbing bulge under my pussy, letting me know that he’s enjoying this too.

“Fuck, you taste good. Even better than I’d imagined,” he groans, then pushes me back onto the desk and resumes drinking from me.

Every suck, every lick, is stoking the fire in my core.

Walker seems to expect my arousal, tracing a finger through my wetness just as I’m about to start touching myself. “Are you enjoying this, babygirl?”

“Mmm,” I moan as he slides a finger inside my soaked pussy.

“I think you need some help to manage these milky titties. Luckily, I’m more than willing to play with them.”

He shoves his finger in deeper and the sensation rocks through me.

I’ve touched myself before, but this is different. Walker’s single finger is thicker and more experienced than any of mine. He knows just how to push inside me and curl against that spot that makes me cry out, how much pressure to use on my clit.

“Good girl.” He nods his approval as I start to ride his hand in a desperate rhythm.” Now that I’ve stuffed that needy pussy, I think I’ll go back to my lunch.” He dips his head to my breasts once again and latches on.

When he shoves in two fingers, it makes me feel so full I can hardly stand it. With the combination of his mouth around my nipple and his finger inside me, I’m building quickly to the edge.

“Walker, I’m so full, that’s too much.” His teeth brush one of my nipples and I cum, shaking, all over his hand, but he doesn’t stop.

His fingers stay on my over-sensitized clit as he switches to my other breast.

“You’re desperate for it, aren’t you, Asha? Does my mouth on those tits make you crave a big cock in that virgin pussy?”

“Y-yes. I want you to fuck me, Walker.”

“Not now. Not here,” he groans, placing a slap on my soaked pussy. I can feel how hard he is, how every word is making him lengthen until he must be ready to explode. “I want to claim that pretty cunt the right way, babygirl.”

I pout in frustration, but I can’t be too disappointed, not when his next move is to make me explode yet again all over him.


CHAPTER 4


WALKER

WE’VE MADE AN arrangement. Every lunchtime, Asha comes to my office. I drain her tits, and make her cum, and then I jerk off alone in my office.

It’s been going on for two weeks now. She’s started wearing wrap dresses to give me easy access to those tits. It’s a sight to behold, Asha with her dark waves falling down her back, her big blue eyes, the picture of innocence, untying the side of her dress to reveal those massive, swollen mounds which are already leaking in anticipation of our lunchtime sessions.

And it’s all for me. I’m the one who gets to drain her. I’m the only one who’s touched this perfect young woman.

And God, do I want to do so much more than just touch her.

I feel guilty that I might be keeping her from meeting a guy her own age, who might be able to make her happy. But when I see how glad she is to be with me, I can’t help but think that I’m doing the right thing. I’m not the only one who felt a lightning bolt of desire at that gala.

Today, I’m playing a little game with her, seeing how worked up she can get just from my mouth on her tits before I touch her and make her cum.

“That’s it, grind that virgin cunt on my thigh until you cum, baby.”

Asha lets out a moan of frustration, her cheeks glowing pink and her eyes filling with tears. The sound makes my cock ache for release, a jolt of energy that begs me to shove her panties aside and enter her right this second.

“What’s wrong, babygirl?”

I stroke her hair gently and bounce my thigh against her. Maybe I’m toying with her too much. She’s such a sweet person, and she’s not used to the filthy games I want to play with her.

“I feel empty. It’s not enough. I need more, Walker. I want your cock inside me.”

I roam my hands over the naked woman on my lap. Every part of her is smooth, supple, and trembling with frustration. I tweak her nipples in my fingers.

I didn’t want to do this today.

I’ve been delaying as long as possible, just in case she doesn’t want the same thing as I do. But I think my babygirl is going to start crying if I don’t stuff her with my cock right now.

First, I have to make sure we’re on the same page. If I fuck Asha, if I pop her cherry, it’s not just about sex. This young woman is mine, forever.

“Alright, baby,” I grunt, my voice already strained with arousal at the thought of how Asha’s sweet untouched pussy will feel wrapped around me. With nothing in between us. “But before we do this, I should warn you. I’m not going to use protection. My intention is to breed that fertile pussy, and keep it stuffed full of cum until you’re carrying my child.”

Asha lets out a gasp, and I wonder if I’ve gone too far. Maybe she doesn’t want this. Then she lifts her face to meet my gaze, her eyes alight with interest, and I realize she’s turned on. How is she real, this innocent young woman who’s going to let me flood her fertile womb with my seed?

“You want me to have your baby?” Her blue eyes are wide.

“Since the moment I saw you and those milky titties at that gala. You were made to be a mother, babygirl.”

Asha lets out a sweet moan and I crush my lips against hers. She parts so sweetly, so submissively for me as I claim her mouth with my tongue.

I’m the only man she’s kissed. And I’m about to be the only man who will ever get to cum inside that pretty pussy.

I pull back to yank my pants down and pull out my cock to find Asha reclined on the desk, her legs spread wide open, nodding her head with eagerness. Her breasts rise and fall on her chest as she pants with arousal.

My God, she’s perfect.

I almost fuck her right there. My babygirl wants the same thing as me. My babygirl’s going to let me breed her virgin pussy on her first time.

First, I did promise her one thing. She’s looking at me so expectantly, her pussy lips glistening and her pretty eyes glazed with lust, that it’s hard to slow down.

But I said Asha’s first time would be in a bed. And I’m a man of my word.

I scoop Asha, naked and trembling, into my arms and punch in the code to open the office next door. The one that I’ve converted into a bedroom.

Yes, I had a bedroom installed next to my office as a precaution. I knew I wasn’t going to be able to hold back forever, not if we were doing this every day. My colleagues believe that I wanted to increase security by installing a room with a direct line for phone calls and no outside interference allowed.

Instead, there’s a bedroom that amounts to a penthouse luxury hotel suite. An ensuite bathroom, a king-sized bed, and a couch. I made sure the room was decorated appropriately, with fresh roses brought in every day and soft lighting.

Asha deserves a special first time. And I knew that our lunchtime trysts would come to this. Eventually, am I going to take her to my house and make her my wife? Of course.

But first, I’m going to fuck her while we look out at the stunning view of the skyline.

She giggles with surprise as I toss her onto the pillowy soft bed. She props herself up on the pillows, every inch of her delicate curves on display. All for me.

I pull off my own clothes in a rush to join her.

Asha’s eyes go wide as her gaze falls on my cock.

“There’s no way that will fit,” she gasps, scrambling back towards the headboard.

I fist my cock and join her on the bed, teasing those sensitive nipples until she relaxes for me, remembering what her body wants.

“Oh, it’ll fit, babygirl. That pussy is tight, but you’re so wet from being milked that I think your body knows exactly what it wants. This pussy’s going to cooperate with what we both want.”

I prop myself up above her on my forearms and rub my cockhead over her slit in long, teasing strokes. Her mouth parts in a sigh.

The rhythm soothes her panic until she’s opening her legs wide for me again.

“Okay,” she murmurs, pulling back and biting her lip. “Go slow, Walker.”

I notch myself at the entrance and run my hand through her wavy hair.

“Relax for me, babygirl,” I groan as the head pops inside her tight entrance.

I don’t think there’s any way I could go fast. Not when her pussy is this tight. Every inch is a blissful effort, her pussy squeezing me so tight I almost cum when I’m only an inch deep.

“You’re strangling my cock,” I say in a breathless groan. I sink in, deeper and deeper, her slick walls gradually relaxing around me.

When I finally have enough leeway to rock in and out of her, she whimpers in pleasure, her hands gripping my shoulders tight.

“Oh my God, Walker,” is all she says before breaking off into a wordless moan.

“Is this okay, babygirl?” I bring my thumb to brush her clit, with light pressure, and she begins to shudder around me.

She nods her head furiously, pulling me down to her mouth. I kiss her ravenously, finally building up a rhythm, and I feel her sweet gasp as she orgasms.

Asha’s taut body slackens below me as the sensation rushes through her. She shudders and whimpers, her nails clawing at my back as she comes apart. I feel her tiny muscles spasming around me and I grip her hips with a gasp to stop myself from finishing. I can make her cum one more time before I’m done.

“Don’t stop,” she murmurs, her voice breathless.

I don’t have any plans to stop until I’ve claimed this virgin cunt with my cum.

Finally, she’s relaxed enough to let me in all the way. With a powerful thrust, I bottom out inside her, fucking her properly. Her tight pussy takes every inch of me, until my balls slap against her entrance.

God, she feels good. Heated and trembling around me. The delicate rhythm of her tiny muscles pulsing around me.

I groan in pleasure. “You’re doing so well, babygirl. That’s the best pussy I’ve ever felt.”

She loops her legs around my hips, sealing me deep inside that pussy. I press a kiss to her neck and lower myself over her, flattening her into the mattress with my powerful strokes.

Asha sighs with pleasure, her arms and legs both pulling me closer, begging for me to get deeper as I fuck her.

“I’m going to flood that fertile pussy, babygirl.” My voice is barely audible, just a desperate groan against her ear.

I explode.

I’ve held back my orgasm for so long that it hits me like a freight train. By the time I’m done, Asha’s pussy is an overflowing mess, every movement producing an obscenely wet sound.

Even then, I keep going. I want to push my cum so deep inside her that she can’t help but get pregnant on her first time.

I spread my hand over her lower belly, imagining her taut stomach becoming swollen and full with my baby.

“You took it like such a good girl, Asha.”

When I finally collapse on top of her, spent, my cock still plugging her full of cum, I drop my mouth to her pillowy breasts and drink my fill of her milk. Asha cradles my head gently, her pussy tightening around me again. Now that I’m inside her, I can feel exactly how turned on Asha gets when I drain her like this.

If I had my way, I’d keep her like this forever.


CHAPTER 5


ASHA

WHEN I WAKE up, I’m in an unfamiliar bedroom.

Not the strangely luxurious one at Walker’s work — the one he installed just for me, just in case I demanded his cock. He knew I would crave him, beg for him, just the way I did yesterday.

This room is even prettier, with a view out to a beautiful garden, a fireplace across the room, and a ton of space. Every wall is decorated with travel photographs that Walker took. The sheets are soft and thick around me.

“Welcome to your new home, babygirl.” He appears in the doorway, his dark hair tousled and his stubble shading his face, carrying a tray of breakfast.

“Wh-what?”

I rub the sleep from my eyes and stretch out.

I’m totally naked, but I don’t feel a shred of self-consciousness in front of Walker. Not when I can already see hunger stealing into his gaze as he watches my breasts sway from the movement.

My muscles are relaxed yet aching, especially between my legs. But there’s also a new sensation there, especially as I raise my eyes to Walker, wearing only his briefs and looking like a muscled god in the doorway. My pussy is aching with anticipation, especially as I think about that huge bulge in his grey briefs.

Walker loops an arm over my shoulder, setting down the tray on the bedside table. He grips my chin and tilts my gaze towards him.

“Did you think I was joking yesterday?” His dark eyes are serious on mine.

I shake my head. “No, of course —”

“Then did you think I would knock you up without marrying you?”

I pause. “I don’t know…”

He growls in frustration. “The answer is no. You’re mine, Asha. Mine to breed. Mine to love. This is the only cock you’re going to ever fuck, do you understand?”

He takes my hand and wraps it around his thick shaft. I feel him swell with arousal as I obey him and start to stroke him. His cock throbs against my hand, velvety and thick.

“Show me that you understand with that mouth, babygirl.”

Walker pushes me to my knees and I look up at him, confused.

“Start with a kiss,” he instructs me, and I kiss the head of his cock, tasting the salt of his precum.

God, it tastes good. I moan around his shaft and take him deeper, wanting more of his thick masculine flavor.

His head is bulbous and slippery as I slide him into my mouth. “The balls, too, babygirl.”

I duck my head and take his balls one by one in my mouth, suckling them and keeping my hand on his shaft. Walker hisses in pleasure, then his hand wraps in my hair and he pulls me back to his cockhead.

I open my mouth automatically and he pushes inside, not so patient now.

“This is your job,” he hisses as he fucks my mouth. “To take my cock whenever, however I want you to.”

Despite his dirty talk, his hand is soft and encouraging in my hair. “And you’re doing such a good job at it, babygirl.”

I feel a rush of pride, my pussy becoming soaked as he degrades and praises me. Walker slides his cock in and out of my mouth, fully in control, until he’s groaning in pleasure. His eyes flutter shut, and I think he’s about to finish, but he pulls back just in time.

With his hands on my shoulders, he lifts me and pushes me me back onto the bed with a powerful movement.

“Spread those legs, babygirl. I’m going to finish inside that tight cunt.”

I’m more than happy to oblige. He pushes my ankles back behind my head so he can get as deep as possible. The mattress squeaks as he climbs on top of me, but I love the feeling of being under his strong, heavy body. It makes me feel protected and safe.

Walker kisses my mouth deeply, tasting himself, as he pushes into my entrance. I let out a moan. Even though I’m not longer a virgin, Walker’s cock is still so big that the stretch is blissful agony.

He’s so thick that I feel every agonizing vein and ridge in his cock. I think I’m stretched as far as I can go, but when I look down, he’s only halfway in.

He winks at me when he sees me checking. “Remember yesterday? It’ll fit, babygirl. This cock was made to breed that tight pussy.”

I dig my fingernails into his shoulders as he pushes deeper, until I can barely move because I’m so full of his cock. He hits every sensitive, stimulated place inside me as he fucks me.

This orgasm isn’t gradual. It comes out of nowhere. Walker’s possessive, claiming thrusts hit a spot which makes me ache and come apart.

“Oh fuck, that’s it, babygirl,” he groans as my pussy pulses around his cock. “I know it hurts, but you’re taking it like such a good girl.”

I can’t even speak as my orgasm rushes through my veins. All I can do is take it as Walker pushes deep inside me, pushing me against the headboard with every powerful thrust of his hips.

He fills me up with his cum, the hot rush of it deep inside me simultaneously pleasurable and reassuring. The sensation of safe contentment fills us both, I think, just lying there together.

Walker shifts to his side and pulls me tight against his chest. I start to grind against him, already feeling like I want more.

“Wasn’t that enough for you, babygirl?”

I shake my head, feeling ashamed, until I realize that Walker is hardening inside me again. He flips me onto my stomach and pulls my ass up.

The position should be humiliating — face down, ass up, with Walker’s thick cock stretching me obscenely wide. Instead, I love that he controls me like this, his every movement a surprise.

“This time, I’m going to take you from behind like an animal, Asha. And you’re going to beg for my cum like a good girl. I don’t care how nonverbal you feel, you have to beg me. Do you understand?”

I gasp as I feel his blunt cockhead, still slick with both of our juices, nudge against my entrance.

I nod my head. “Yes, sir.”

Walker doesn’t take it slow this time. His hands are on my hips, fingers spread and digging into my asscheeks. As soon as his cockhead pops inside, he pushes deep with a long stroke. I grip the sheets, needing something to hold me still as he takes me from behind with long strokes.

Then he reaches under me to massage my tender, aching breasts. I let out a breathless moan at the sensation. I haven’t pumped yet this morning and my breasts are heavy with milk.

“Are these titties sore, Asha?”

“Yes, God yes,” I moan as he tweaks my nipple, sending a stream of milk squirting out in front of me. The relief throbs through me, sending heat to my pussy, which gushes around his cock.

He chuckles, low in his throat. “These huge tits are so sexy, babygirl. Just think what it will be like when I’m the one who knocked you up and put that milk there.”

I moan with relief as Walker kneads my breasts.

“That’s a good girl. Let me milk you while I take you from behind, Asha.”

I hear him bring his fingers to his mouth, tasting my milk coating his hands.

He moves to the other side, alternating between my breasts as he fucks me hard from behind. My breasts are dripping all over the sheets, all over my body, and still Walker is determined to express more of my milk.

He uses my swollen breasts as leverage to pull me upright, wrapping an arm across my lower belly to hold me fast on his cock while he fucks me from below.

“This flat belly is going to change too, babygirl.” His voice is a low groan, and I can tell he’s getting close. His thrusts are becoming more powerful, more primal, punctuated only with grunts and curses as he uses me like his milk-filled fucktoy.

“Tell me how much you want it.”

“Please, Walker,” I whine, so close to the edge that I’m trembling against him. “Please fill me with your cum. Please fuck a baby into me. It’s what I deserve.”

“That’s right. I’m going to make you my milky hucow slut, Asha. And you’re going to take every drop of my cum from now on, until we’re sure there’s a baby in that belly.”

Then Walker pushes me back down to the bed. My sensitive nipples scrape against the soft sheets in blissful agony as he pounds me so hard that I jolt forward with every thrust.

I’m still leaking milk, I’m still sore from his rough pounding, but I’m desperate for this older man to breed me.

All I can do is brace myself, with my hands gripping the fabric of the sheets. Then the powerful wave of his cum shoots into me, sticky ropes that fill me up.

He presses a kiss to my shoulder when he’s done, the primal beast fading away, replaced by the polite and sweet older man who spoons me until I’ve stopped shaking, whispering reassurances in my ear.

“Time for breakfast?”

Walker rolls off me and grabs the breakfast tray to serve me food. He chuckles when he steps back surveys the mess we’ve made — the bed a mess of his seed and my milk.

“This is how I want our bed to look every morning, babygirl.”


EPILOGUE


ASHA

“IT’S DIFFERENT, THIS time,” Walker insists, his eyes fixed on my chest.

I roll my eyes teasingly. “If you say so. I never thought you’d be so impatient.”

Walker lets out a growl, pulling me against him so suddenly that I squeal.

“I haven’t had a taste of my wife’s milky titties in months,” he murmurs against my ear. “And now you say you think you’re producing milk, and you expect me not to strip you naked right here in the kitchen? Not a chance. ”

It’s been a while since Walker’s acted so dominant, so primal, and it makes my pussy ache with need. He’s been an absolute sweetheart, doting on me throughout my pregnancy. But sometimes, I just want to be fucked like his breeding whore.

I feel like I might get it today. But not until he drains my breasts, filled with natural milk for the first time ever.

This isn’t the result of the Dean Company’s medical trial anymore. Walker got me pregnant, those two pink lines showing up just two months after we first met. He likes to think it happened that first night, while he took my virginity.

I’m in my third trimester, my belly the size of a beach ball, but pregnancy has done nothing to dampen my sex drive. The opposite, in fact.

Before sex was like an added bonus to life, the cherry on top of the sundae. Now, it’s a fundamental, everyday need. Probably because we fucked so much during the first months of our relationship that I have some kind of Pavlovian response just to being in the same room as my husband, getting wet just at the sound of his voice. If Walker doesn’t fuck me exactly when I want him, sometimes I break down in tears.

It’s irrational as hell, but my husband’s cock is like a lifeline these days.

Walkers fingers are urgent, unbuttoning my blouse to get to my swollen breasts. He lets out a growl of frustration at one of the buttons, then yanks at the delicate fabric roughly.

The buttons ping across the floor of the kitchen as he rips my blouse off, leaving me topless in the kitchen.

“Hey!” I cry, but my protest at him ruining my blouse turns into a moan as he drops his mouth to my chest and latches on. I’d forgotten how mind-blowingly good it feels to feed Walker.

I almost sob as the pressure starts to ebb away from my chest, his lips providing sweet relief I didn’t know I was craving.

“That’s it, babygirl,” he groans, pushing me back onto the kitchen counter as I relax into his hungry mouth. Each stroke of his tongue is a welcome balm on my aching nipples. “I love how horny and submissive you get when I drain you.”

Walker shoves his hand against my pussy so I can grind against it, but doesn’t provide any direct pressure. I cry out in frustration and he tuts his tongue, momentarily distracted from my breasts.

“That’s what you get for depriving me for months. But it’s not going to happen again,” he tells me, returning to suckle at my breasts.

When he’s had his fill, I’m shaking with need, right on the edge of my orgasm. He brings his teeth to graze one of my nipples and I almost lose it, the pain shooting straight to my already-soaked pussy.

“I’m never going without this sweet milk again. You know why, don’t you babygirl?” He looks up at me, tweaking my nipple to express a stream of warm milk which trickles over my stomach.

We’re making an absolute mess, but I know that the sight of me covered in my own milk turns on Walker like nothing else. His milky, pregnant slut. Half his age. Filled with his baby. And unable to control my raging hormones unless he stuffs me with his cock multiple times a day.

I nod my head, my cheeks flushing with heat. “Shh, it’s okay, babygirl,” he soothes. “Your desires are natural and beautiful. And I feel lucky that I’m the man who gets to make it happen. Say it.”

I whisper my answer. “Because you’re going to keep me as your pregnant hucow. So that I’m always filled with milk and stuffed with your cum.”

I get unreasonably turned on when Walker makes me admit it, grinding myself harder against his hand.

“That’s right, Asha. After you’ve had this baby, I’m going to fill you with another. Then another. Your young, fertile body is going to carry as many babies for me as you can. So that you’re always pregnant, milky and submissive for me. My perfect submissive hucow. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

Walker brings a hand to stroke my clit. He brings me to orgasm in second, one hand kneading my swollen, milky tits while his other hand plays with my soaked pussy.

As he stuffs me with his cock, over and over, filling me with multiple loads of cum, I feel a deep sense of satisfaction at this part of my life. Simple perfection. Producing milk, cumming at Walker’s command and begging for his fat cock to explode inside me.

Craving more breeding smut?

I release stories every two weeks on Amazon. If you’re a fan, get yourself on to my email list and you’ll be the first to know about my new releases.

You can claim a bonus copy of my age gap story Breeding His Student, exclusive for my newsletter subscribers, here.

Breeding His Student

I’m such a brat in piano lessons that my teacher had to give me a special punishment...

I’ve had a crush on my piano teacher for years. I used to be such a good girl for him. I thought that was what he wanted.

Then I realized that I got to spend way more time in piano lessons if I was naughty.

I might not be the teacher’s pet anymore but every week Mr Charlesworth gets a little more furious at my taunting.

One day he’s going to snap. I can’t wait.

I hope that when he does, he’ll decide that the right punishment is to pin me down and make me carry his child.

This is a smutty short story with no plot. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Tropes include: teacher-student, age gap, off-limits, breeding, first time, size difference, pregnancy. Get your bonus copy here!
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