
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: "The Interview"

Saint reclined in his plush, black leather chair, his piercing blue eyes devouring the young woman sitting across from him like a starving man at a feast. Lily, her golden blonde hair styled in a sleek, high ponytail, flashed a confident smile as she answered his questions, her full lips curling upwards in a tantalizing curve. But Saint's gaze wasn't on her face - it was on her chest, where her ample breasts strained against the fabric of her tight, white blouse, threatening to burst free at any moment like ripe melons ready to be plucked.

Saint couldn't help but imagine those breasts overflowing with milk, the creamy liquid spilling down her smooth, pale stomach and onto her slender thighs, creating a puddle of pure white silk. He felt a surge of arousal at the thought, his hard cock straining against the fabric of his tailored pants like a wild animal trying to break free from its cage.

"Lily, can you tell me a little bit about your experience as a secretary?" Saint asked, trying to keep his tone professional despite the dirty thoughts running through his mind like a pornographic film on repeat. His deep voice was low and husky, like a seductive purr that seemed to vibrate through the air.

"Of course," Lily replied, her voice smooth and confident, like honey dripping from a spoon. "I've been working as a secretary for five years now, and I'm very organized and efficient. I'm proficient in Microsoft Office and have excellent communication skills." Her words were like music to Saint's ears, a symphony of seduction that only made him want her more.

Saint nodded, taking in her words as he continued to study her body, his eyes roving over her curves like a hungry man devouring a feast. He was a wealthy and powerful CEO, used to getting what he wanted, and what he wanted was Lily - in his bed, in his office, and at his beck and call. He could almost taste the sweet nectar of her body, almost feel her soft, smooth skin beneath his hands, caressing her curves like a sculptor molding clay.

As the interview continued, Saint found himself growing more and more aroused, his cock throbbing with desire like a heartbeat. He could almost smell the musky scent of her arousal, could almost hear the soft gasps of pleasure she would make as he fucked her senseless. He knew he had to have her, no matter what it took.

"Thank you, Lily," Saint said finally, his voice low and husky, like a lover's caress. "I think that's all the questions I have for now. Do you have any questions for me?" He leaned forward, his eyes locked on hers, his gaze burning with desire like a wildfire consuming everything in its path.

Lily hesitated for a moment before speaking up, her voice barely above a whisper. "Actually, yes. What kind of work environment can I expect if I'm hired for this position?" Her eyes fluttered, and for a moment Saint thought he saw a flicker of understanding there, a spark of desire that mirrored his own.

Saint smiled, his eyes glinting with desire like diamonds in the sunlight. "You can expect a very...comfortable work environment, Lily," he purred, his voice dripping with seduction. "One that will cater to all your needs. And perhaps a few of your desires, as well."

Lily's eyes fluttered again, and Saint could see the pulse pounding in her neck, like a rabbit's heart racing with fear. But it was quickly replaced by a professional smile, and Saint wondered if he had imagined it. Had she felt the spark of desire he had? Or was it just his imagination running wild with lust?

"I look forward to hearing from you soon," Lily said, standing up to leave, her hips swaying seductively in her tight skirt like a stripper on stage. Saint stood as well, his eyes locked on hers, his gaze burning with desire like a brand searing her skin.

"I'll be in touch," he promised, his voice dripping with seduction, like honey pouring from a honeycomb. "Very soon." His words were a promise, a vow of the pleasure he would bring her, the ecstasy he would unleash upon her body.

As Lily walked out of the office, her hips swaying seductively in her tight skirt, Saint couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement, like a hunter stalking his prey. He knew he had found the perfect candidate for the position - and for his bed. He would make her his, body and soul, and he would stop at nothing to claim her.


Chapter 2: The Sultry Surprise

Lily sat poised and confident in the plush leather chair, her long legs crossed elegantly as she fielded Saint's questions with precision. She had been working for him for two weeks now, and was quite confident. Her tailored blouse clung to her curves, accentuating the swell of her breasts and the soft roundness of her hips. But beneath her polished exterior, a slow-burning fire was igniting.

With each passing moment, her breasts began to tingle with an unfamiliar warmth, as if a sensual awakening was taking place beneath her blouse. The sensation grew, a tantalizing tingling that coursed through her nipples, urging them to stand at attention. The soft fabric strained against her hardened nipples, the faint outline visible beneath the thin material. Lily's eyes darted to the table, her breath catching as she saw the unmistakable signs of desire - tiny beads of milk peeking from the edge of her blouse, seeping onto the polished wood like a forbidden secret.

Saint's eyes narrowed, his gaze drawn to the provocative sight. His eyes lingered on the milky droplets, his pupils dilating with desire. "It seems we have a situation here," he purred, his deep voice laced with a hint of seduction. "Let me help you clean up."

Lily's cheeks flushed a deep crimson as Saint strode to her side, his powerful frame looming over her. His hands were large and masculine, his fingers deftly plucking a napkin from the table. He began to gently dab at the milk, the soft cotton caressing her skin in a way that sent shivers down her spine. The napkin brushed against her nipples, teasing them into even greater hardness.

"Oh, I'm so sorry," Lily stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. "I don't know what's happening." Her eyes met Saint's, her pupils dilating with desire.

Saint chuckled, the sound low and husky. "Don't apologize, my dear," he said, his eyes locked on hers. "These things happen. But I must say, I'm intrigued." He leaned in closer, his breath tickling her ear. "You seem to be experiencing a rather... unusual reaction."

Lily felt a flush rise to her cheeks as Saint's gaze lingered on her breasts, her nipples straining against the thin fabric of her blouse. She had always been drawn to confident, powerful men, and Saint's dominant presence was intoxicating. The way he moved with an air of quiet confidence, the way his eyes seemed to bore into her very soul. She couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to have him touch her more intimately, to feel his skilled fingers caressing her bare skin.

As Saint continued to clean up the mess, his hands brushed against her breasts again and again, each touch igniting a spark of desire. Lily felt her nipples hardening, straining against her blouse like they yearned to be free. She shifted in her seat, her thighs pressing together as a wave of heat washed through her core.

The thought sent a shiver down her spine, and Lily quickly pushed it aside, focusing on the interview and trying to compose herself. But as the meeting came to a close, she couldn't shake the feeling that something had shifted between them. Saint's eyes seemed to gleam with a newfound interest, and she could sense a palpable desire in the air.


Chapter 3: The Deal

Saint leaned back in his plush leather chair, a calculating glint burning in his eye as he studied Lily with unbridled, lascivious interest. His gaze roved over her body, lingering on the swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips, and the tantalizing outline of her nipples through her blouse. He could sense the desperation in her, the need for a job and a steady income, like a palpable, pulsing force in the air. It was a currency he was more than willing to exploit, to bend to his whims, to manipulate for his own pleasure.

Lily sat across from him, her cheeks flushed a deep, fiery crimson from the embarrassment of the unexpected milking, but her gaze unwavering, filled with a mix of curiosity and trepidation. She shifted uncomfortably in her seat, her thighs pressing together as if trying to contain the growing heat between them, the moisture pooling in her panties.

"Saint leaned forward, his hot, heavy breath dancing across her skin, sending goosebumps down her spine. His eyes gleamed with excitement as he spoke, his voice low and smooth, like velvet on silk. "Lily," he began, "I must say, I'm utterly intrigued by you. Your... unique situation presents an opportunity I'd be a fool to pass up. An opportunity that could satisfy a certain craving I've been harboring."

Lily's brows furrowed in confusion, her full, luscious lips pursing slightly. "I'm not sure what you mean, sir," she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. Saint smiled, a predatory curl of his lips that left no doubt as to his intentions. He was a man on the hunt, and he had his sights set on Lily.

"Let me be blunt, Lily," he said, his voice dripping with promise. "I'm on the hunt for a special secretary, but not just any secretary. I need someone who can fulfill certain... personal needs. Needs that require a specific set of skills, skills that I think you possess in abundance." He leaned closer, his gaze roving over her body once more. "I'm offering you a deal, Lily. A deal that could change your life in ways you never thought possible."

Lily shifted uncomfortably in her seat, her body language screaming her arousal. She could feel the heat building between her thighs, the moisture pooling in her panties. She knew she was stepping into uncharted territory, but she was ready to do whatever it took to secure her future, to explore this new side of herself. And as she signed the contract, her hand shaking slightly, she couldn't help but wonder what the future held for her as Saint's milky submissive. Wonder what pleasures and pains awaited her, what heights of arousal she would reach, what depths of surrender she would plunge into. All she knew was that she was ready, ready to embark on this journey, to see where it would lead."


Chapter 4: The First Taste

Lily's heart was pounding in her chest like a jackhammer, her body still crackling with electricity from the sizzling promotion. Every nerve ending was on high alert, her skin still tingling from the way Saint had looked at her, the way his fingers had brushed against hers in a gentle caress. She couldn't deny the throbbing arousal that had ignited within her, a fire that threatened to consume her completely.

"Ah, Lily," Saint crooned, his deep voice low and husky, like velvet against her burning skin. "I'm glad you could join me. Please, come closer."

Lily's legs carried her toward his desk on autopilot, her nipples puckering into hard, aching peaks beneath the thin fabric of her blouse, straining to be set free. She could feel the dampness spreading between her thighs, a slow trickle that she couldn't contain. Saint's eyes locked onto her chest, his gaze burning with unbridled desire, making her feel like a prize to be claimed and devoured.

"Remove your top, Lily," he ordered, his voice firm and commanding. "Let me feast my eyes on those magnificent breasts of yours."

Lily hesitated for a moment, her mind racing with doubts. But something about Saint's confident tone put her at ease, made her want to surrender to his every whim. She reached behind her back and unbuttoned her blouse, slowly pulling it off to reveal her overflowing, swollen breasts. The cool air caressed her skin, making her shiver.

Saint's eyes widened as he took in the sight, his pupils dilating with lust. "Ah, Lily," he breathed, his voice barely audible. "You're even more exquisite than I dared to imagine."

He rose from his chair, his movements fluid and predatory, like a lion stalking its prey. He approached her, his hands reaching out to cup her breasts, his fingers brushing against her sensitive nipples. Lily felt a jolt of pleasure, like a spark igniting a firework, as his fingers caressed her skin. He squeezed gently, causing more milk to leak out, the sight making his eyes flash with excitement.

Saint leaned forward, his mouth closing around one of her nipples, his tongue lapping up the milk, the sensation sending shivers down her spine, making her core throb. He sucked harder, drawing the milk out, and Lily couldn't help but moan with pleasure, her head falling back. His mouth was like heaven, a haven of bliss that she never wanted to leave.

She had never felt anything like this before. The way Saint's mouth felt on her breast, the way her body responded to his touch, like a finely tuned instrument played by a master musician. It was as if she had been made for this, to please him and provide for his desires, to be his vessel, his plaything.

As he switched to her other breast, sucking greedily as Lily's milk flowed freely, her body surrendered to his dominance. She felt herself becoming wetter, her body responding to the pleasure, her hips swaying involuntarily. She reached out, her hands tangling in his hair as she pulled him closer, deepening the connection.

"Yes, Saint," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "Drink from me. Take all you want. I'm yours."

Saint groaned, his mouth working harder as he drank in her milk, his body pressed against hers, his erection evident. Lily felt herself getting lost in the sensation, her body surrendering to his dominance. She was his, completely and utterly, and she knew it, reveled in it.

Finally, Saint pulled back, his lips red and swollen, his eyes blazing with desire. "You taste incredible, Lily," he said, his voice low and husky. "I could drink from you all day, all night. You're my ultimate fantasy come to life."

Lily smiled, feeling a sense of satisfaction wash over her, like a warm bath. She had never felt so wanted, so desired, so needed. She knew in that moment that she would do anything for Saint, anything to please him and make him happy, to be his perfect little submissive.

"I'm glad you like it," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I'll make sure to keep producing for you, my master. I'll be your personal milkmaid, your dirty little secret."

Saint's eyes flashed with pleasure at her words, his expression twisted in a mixture of lust and dominance. "I have no doubt you will, my milky submissive," he said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. "You're going to be a very good girl, aren't you?"


Chapter 5: The Training Begins

Saint sat imperiously behind his massive mahogany desk, his piercing eyes raking over Lily as she stood before him. Her blouse was still damp from the earlier milking session, and he could see the faint, tantalizing outline of her nipples through the fabric, teasing him mercilessly. His cock hardened to a throbbing, aching length in his pants at the sight, straining against the fabric, and he knew it was time to begin her training.

"Lily, come here," he commanded, his deep, husky voice dripping with authority and desire. Lily approached him hesitantly, her eyes wide with uncertainty, her hips swaying seductively with each step. Saint could smell the sweet, heady scent of her milk wafting from her chest, and his mouth watered in hot anticipation.

"Remove your top," he ordered, his eyes locked greedily on her breasts, his fingers twitching to touch them. Lily's cheeks flushed a deep pink as she hesitated, but Saint's stern expression brooked no argument. Slowly, she reached behind her back and unbuttoned her blouse, letting it fall to the floor in a soft rustle of fabric.

Her breasts were even more magnificent than Saint had imagined, round and full with dark pink nipples that seemed to be begging for his touch. Milk droplets glistened on the tips, and Saint's fingers itched to taste them. "Good girl," he praised, his voice dripping with approval and lust. "Now, sit down on my desk, right in front of me."

Lily climbed onto the polished surface, her breasts jiggling enticingly with the movement. Saint's gaze was drawn to the sight, his cock throbbing in his pants. He reached out a hand and cupped one of her breasts, feeling the warmth and weight of it in his palm, his fingers tracing the curve of her nipple.

"Mmm, you have such beautiful breasts, Lily," he murmured, his lips grazing her skin. "I'm going to teach you how to use them to please me, to drive me wild with desire." Saint leaned forward, his mouth closing over Lily's nipple. He sucked hard, feeling the milk flow into his mouth like liquid heaven. It was sweet and creamy, and he groaned with pleasure as he swallowed, his tongue flicking against her skin.

Lily gasped, her body arching towards him as he sucked again and again, her hips grinding against the desk. As he fed, Saint reached down and unzipped his pants, freeing his hard, throbbing cock. He stroked it idly, his eyes never leaving Lily's face as she whimpered and moaned beneath him, her eyes heavy with lust. Her milk was exquisite, and he could feel her body responding to his touch, her breasts growing heavier and more sensitive.

Finally, he pulled away, his mouth smeared with milk. Lily's breasts were red and swollen, the nipples dark and erect. Saint smiled, satisfied, his eyes burning with desire. "That was just the beginning, my dear," he promised, his voice dripping with anticipation. "I'm going to teach you how to lactate on command, how to pleasure me with your breasts, and how to submit to my every desire. You're going to be my milky submissive, and you're going to love every minute of it."

Lily's eyes were wide with excitement and a touch of fear, but she nodded eagerly, her hips grinding against the desk. Saint could see the submissive in her, the desire to please and obey. He leaned forward, his lips brushing against her ear, his breath hot against her skin. "I'm going to make you mine, Lily," he whispered, his voice full of promise. "I'm going to claim you, body and soul."

As he spoke, Saint's fingers closed around her nipple, squeezing hard. Lily gasped, her body arching towards him as he applied pressure. Her milk flowed freely now, dripping down her chest and soaking into her skirt. Saint groaned, his cock throbbing with need. He knew he had to have her, to claim her as his own. But for now, he would be content to train her, to mold her into the perfect submissive.

"Let's continue your training," he said, his voice dripping with anticipation. "I have so much to teach you, my dear Lily. And I promise you, it's going to be a wild ride." And with that, Saint began his lessons, teaching Lily the art of lactation and submission. She was a quick learner, eager to please and obedient to his every command.

As the days passed, she grew more confident in her role, her body responding eagerly to Saint's touch, her milk flowing freely at his command. But Saint's ultimate goal was still to come - to impregnate Lily and fill her belly with his child. And he knew that with her training well underway, it wouldn't be long before he achieved his desire.


Chapter 6: "The Breeding"

Saint's eyes roamed over Lily's voluptuous, curvaceous body, drinking in the sight of her swollen, heavy breasts, brimming with rich, creamy milk. The ripe, engorged nipples seemed to pucker and tighten under his hungry gaze, as if beckoning him to feast on their bounty.

He had been fantasizing about this moment for weeks, ever since he first laid eyes on her in that interview. He had known then that he wanted to make her his milky submissive, to use her body for his pleasure and his needs. The thought of her lush curves, her ample breasts and soft, yielding flesh, had consumed him, driving him to claim her as his own.

"Lily," he said, his voice low and commanding, his words dripping with desire. "I have one more requirement for our arrangement."

Lily looked up at him, her eyes wide with anticipation, her pupils dilated with a mix of excitement and trepidation. "Yes, Master?" she replied, her voice husky with submission, her breath catching in her throat.

Saint chuckled, enjoying the way she called him Master, the way her body seemed to lean towards him, eager to please. "I want to breed you," he said, his eyes roving over her body, lingering on her breasts, his gaze tracing the curves of her hips and thighs. "I want to fill your belly with my child."

Lily's eyes widened in shock, her nipples hardening at the thought of Saint's seed inside her. She could almost feel his thick, hard cock stretching her, filling her with his potent cum. "Master, I don't know if I'm ready for that," she said, her voice trembling with excitement, her body quivering with anticipation.

Saint leaned forward, his eyes locked on hers, his voice firm but gentle. "You will do as I say, Lily," he said, his breath caressing her skin, sending shivers down her spine. "You will submit to my desires, no matter how wild they are."

Lily swallowed hard, her breasts leaking milk at the thought of Saint's dominance, his cock filling her. She could feel her juices flowing, her core throbbing with need. She knew she couldn't resist him, not now that she had given herself over to him completely.

"Yes, Master," she said finally, her voice barely above a whisper, her body quivering with anticipation. She felt a rush of wetness between her legs, her body preparing itself for Saint's invasion.

Saint smiled, pleased with her submission. "Good girl," he said, reaching out to stroke her hair, his fingers tangling in her locks. "Now, let's get started."

He pulled her to her feet, his eyes roaming over her body as he did so. He could see the milk leaking from her breasts, and he knew she was ready for him. Her nipples were hard and puckered, her body soft and pliable. He led her to the bed, pushing her down onto the soft sheets, his hands roaming over her body as he did so.

Lily lay back, her breasts exposed and leaking, her legs spread wide in invitation. Saint climbed on top of her, his cock hard and ready, throbbing with desire. He positioned himself between her legs, his eyes locked on hers as he entered her, his cock gliding smoothly into her wet heat.

Lily gasped as he filled her, her body stretching to accommodate his size. Saint groaned, feeling her tight heat envelop him, her muscles clenching around his cock. He began to thrust into her, his hips moving rhythmically as he tried to plant his seed deep inside her.

As he fucked her, Saint reached down to play with Lily's breasts. He squeezed them hard, feeling the milk flow from her nipples. He brought his mouth down to suck her, savoring the taste of her milk as he pumped into her, his tongue lapping at her nipples.

Lily moaned, her body responding to Saint's dominance. She felt her orgasm building, her hips moving in time with his thrusts. She knew she was going to cum hard, and she couldn't wait.

"Please, Master," she begged, her voice barely above a whisper, her body trembling with desire. "Fill me with your seed. Make me pregnant."

Saint groaned, his own orgasm building. He thrust into her hard, feeling his cum building up inside him. Finally, he released it, filling Lily's womb with his seed, his cock pulsing inside her as he came.

Lily screamed with pleasure, her body convulsing around his cock. She felt his cum inside her, and she knew she was going to be pregnant. She was going to carry Saint's child, and she couldn't wait.

As they lay there, Saint still inside her, Lily reached up to stroke his hair, her fingers tangling in his locks. "Thank you, Master," she said, her voice filled with gratitude, her body still trembling with pleasure. "Thank you for giving me this life."

Saint smiled, his eyes locked on hers, his cock still hard inside her. He knew that this was just the beginning of their journey together, and he couldn't wait to see what the future held for them.


Chapter 7: The Second Conception Attempt - A Lascivious Encounter

Saint swaggered into the room, his eyes greedily devouring the sight of Lily, her ample breasts swollen with an abundance of milk. The sight of her tantalizing curves and the rivulets of milk trickling down her chest made his cock stir with anticipation. He couldn't help but flash a salacious grin as he approached her, his excitement building with every step.

"Undress," he commanded, his voice low and commanding, laced with unbridled desire. Lily quickly obliged, shedding her clothes and standing before him completely naked, her breasts bouncing tantalizingly as she moved. The milk dripped from her puckered nipples and formed a small puddle on the floor, creating an inviting sight that Saint couldn't resist.

His eyes were drawn to the sight, his arousal growing exponentially. He sauntered over to her, his hand reaching out to cup one of her breasts, kneading the soft, supple flesh. He squeezed it gently, the milk flowing from her nipple and dripping onto his hand. He brought his hand to his mouth, tasting the sweet liquid. It was exquisite, and he couldn't get enough of her creamy offering.

"Lie down," he ordered, his voice husky and filled with lust. Lily quickly obeyed, lying down on the bed and spreading her legs wide apart, exposing her wet, pink pussy. Saint climbed on top of her, his cock hard and ready, throbbing with anticipation. He positioned himself between her legs, his tip brushing against her entrance. He poured some of her milk onto his cock, using it as a sensual lubricant.

With one swift, powerful motion, he entered her, his cock sliding in easily thanks to the milk. Lily gasped in pleasure as he filled her, her eyes rolling back in her head in ecstasy. Saint began to thrust into her, his movements slow and deliberate at first, but growing faster and more intense as he continued, pounding into her with a primal rhythm.

Lily's breasts bounced with each thrust, the milk leaking from her nipples and dripping onto her chest, creating a sensual mess. Saint couldn't resist the sight, reaching out to squeeze her breasts as he fucked her, sending waves of pleasure through her body. The milk flowed from her nipples and onto his hands, and he brought them to his mouth to taste, savoring the sweetness.

"Oh God, yes," Lily moaned, her voice filled with unbridled pleasure. "Fill me with your seed. Breed me, Master." Saint obliged, his movements becoming more frantic as he neared his climax. He gripped her hips tightly, holding her in place as he thrust into her, his cock pounding against her cervix.

Lily's moans grew louder, her body trembling with pleasure as she neared orgasm. Finally, Saint released his load, his semen pouring into Lily's womb, filling her to the brim. He collapsed on top of her, his chest heaving with exhaustion, his cock still throbbing inside her.

Lily wrapped her arms around him, holding him close, her breasts pressing against his chest. "I'm glad I could please you, Master," she said, her voice filled with satisfaction, her breath hot against his neck. Saint smiled, pulling out of her and rolling onto his side, his cock still semi-hard.

"You always please me, Lily," he said, his voice husky with desire. "I'm glad you're enjoying your role as my milky submissive." Lily nodded, a smile of satisfaction on her face. "I am, Master. I never knew I could be so happy," she said, her voice filled with contentment.

Saint reached out, stroking her cheek, his eyes lingering on her breasts. "I'm glad to hear that," he said, his voice filled with desire. "Now, let's clean up and get ready for the next attempt. I want to fill you with my seed again, to make you pregnant with my child."

Lily nodded, climbing out of bed and heading to the bathroom, her ass swaying tantalizingly as she moved. Saint followed her, his eyes fixed on her breasts as she washed up, the water cascading down her body. He couldn't wait to fill her with his seed again, to make her pregnant with his child. He knew it wouldn't be easy, but he was determined to succeed.

As they finished up in the bathroom, Saint turned to Lily and smiled, his eyes burning with desire. "Let's try again," he said, his voice filled with anticipation. "I want to make you mine, to fill you with my seed and watch you grow with my child." Lily nodded, a smile of arousal on her face.


Chapter 8: The Follow Up Appointment

Saint's eyes gleamed with anticipation as he led Lily back to his office, the air thick with the promise of impending intimacy. Their breeding attempts had been ongoing for days, and he could almost taste the desperation in her eyes. It only fueled his desire for her.

"Get on your hands and knees, Lily," he commanded, his voice low and husky, dripping with seduction. "I want you to feel every inch of me." Lily obliged, her voluptuous breasts swaying enticingly as she moved. Saint couldn't help but be captivated by them, imagining how they would swell even more as his child grew inside her. He could almost see the milk dripping from her nipples, the thought sending a shiver down his spine.

"Spread your legs wide," he ordered, his eyes locked on her ass, the curves beckoning him. "I'm going to take you from behind, fill you up with my seed until you're overflowing." Lily complied, her body trembling slightly as she exposed herself to him, her juices already glistening. Saint felt a surge of power and dominance as he approached her, his cock straining against his pants, throbbing with anticipation.

He reached out and grabbed her hips, holding her in place as he positioned himself behind her. His cock pressed against her entrance, and he could feel her wetness already, her body ready and eager for him. "You're so ready for me, aren't you?" he taunted, his voice dripping with lust, his breath hot against her skin. "I can feel how much you want me." Lily moaned, her body arching back as he entered her, his cock stretching her tight walls. Saint groaned in pleasure, the feeling of her enveloping him almost too much to bear.

He pumped into her hard and fast, his hands squeezing her hips as he went, his fingers digging into her flesh. Lily's breasts bounced and jiggled with each thrust, milk leaking out and dripping down her body, enticing him further. "Your milk is so delicious," Saint panted, his cock pounding into her. "I can feel it dripping down your thighs, tempting me to taste it." Lily cried out, her body shaking as Saint continued to fuck her mercilessly, his thrusts relentless. He could feel her climax building, her pussy clenching around him, begging for release.

"Yes, yes, yes," she chanted, her voice barely above a whisper, her body arching back against him. "Fill me with your seed, Master. Please, I need it." Saint groaned, his orgasm building, his cock aching with the need to release. He pounded into her one last time, releasing his load deep inside her body, his seed spilling into her. Lily screamed in pleasure, her body shuddering as she came, her walls clenching around him.

As they both caught their breath, Saint leaned forward and nuzzled her neck, his lips tracing the curve of her shoulder. "I think that was the one, Lily," he whispered, his breath hot against her skin. "I think you're finally carrying my child." Lily moaned, her body still trembling with pleasure. "I hope so, Master," she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. "I want to give you a baby so badly, to feel you growing inside me."

Saint smiled, feeling a surge of satisfaction. He knew it was only a matter of time before Lily was pregnant, and he couldn't wait to see her belly swell with his child, to feel her milk dripping down her thighs. "You'll make a perfect mother," he said, his voice full of praise. "And an even better submissive, always eager and ready for me." Lily moaned, her body arching back against him. "I'll do whatever you want, Master," she promised. "Just keep fucking me and filling me with your seed. I need it, crave it."

Saint chuckled, his cock still buried inside her, still throbbing with desire. "I plan on it, Lily," he said. "I plan on it, every day, every night, until you're overflowing with my child."


Chapter 9: "The Final Attempt"

Saint's eyes burned with unbridled lust, his gaze raking over Lily's curves like a hot brand, leaving scorched earth in its wake. Her tantalizing form splayed out before him, a feast for his hungry senses - her lush breasts heaving with each ragged breath, her hips curving like a siren's call, and the promise of her slick, wet heat beckoning him closer.

He had come so close to planting his seed within her, but something was missing - the spark that would ignite the flames of ecstasy and seal their primal union. The knowledge that he needed to push her to the edge, to shatter the last remnants of resistance and claim her as his own, was a tantalizing challenge. Saint's cock twitched with anticipation, the shaft thickening with desire as he contemplated the task at hand.

With a swift, powerful motion, he bound Lily's wrists and ankles to the bedposts, rendering her helpless and completely at his mercy. She looked up at him with a mix of fear and arousal, her eyes locked on his as he began to undress, his movements slow and deliberate, teasing her senses. His fingers trailed down his chest, tracing the contours of his muscles, before reaching his waistband and slowly, agonizingly slowly, unzipping his pants.

Saint's cock sprang free, thick and pulsing with desire, throbbing with anticipation like a living thing. It jutted out from his groin, the head glistening with precum, a testament to his unbridled need for her. He crawled onto the bed, his hands grasping Lily's hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he positioned himself between her spread legs. The sight of her glistening folds, slick with arousal, made his mouth water with anticipation.

He leaned forward, his lips brushing against her ear, sending shivers down her spine. "You're mine now, Lily," he whispered, his breath hot against her skin, making her shiver. "I'm going to fill you up, make you mine in every way, until you're dripping with my seed." The words were like a promise, a vow of possession and domination.

Lily whimpered, her body trembling with anticipation, her pussy slick with arousal. She could feel the heat emanating from Saint's body, the pulsing of his cock against her thigh, and it made her writhe with need. Saint's fingers danced across her clit, teasing her until she was soaked and ready, her body begging for his invasion. He slid a finger inside her, then another, stretching her open, preparing her for his thick, throbbing cock. She felt her walls stretching to accommodate him, her juices coating his fingers as he pumped them in and out of her.

With a grunt, he thrust into her, his shaft burying itself deep within her tight, wet walls. Lily cried out, her back arching as Saint began to pound into her, his hips slapping against hers in a frenzied rhythm, his cock pistoning in and out of her. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, the milk spilling out in rhythmic pulses, coating her skin with a creamy sheen. Saint leaned forward, his tongue lapping up the liquid as he continued to fuck her relentlessly, his cock gliding in and out of her slick heat.

Lily's moans grew louder, her body tensing as she approached orgasm. She could feel Saint's cock hitting her G-spot with each thrust, sending her spiraling higher and higher. Saint felt her tighten around him, her muscles milking his cock in a desperate bid for release. "Come for me, Lily," he growled, his hands grasping her hips to hold her in place. "Let go and let me in, let me fill you up." The words were a command, a demand that she surrender to her pleasure.

With a shuddering cry, Lily's body convulsed, her orgasm rippling through her like a wave, her pussy clenching around Saint's cock. She felt her walls contract around him, pulling him deeper into her slick heat. Saint roared with pleasure, his cock pulsing as he released his load inside her, his seed spilling into her womb. The liquid warmth spread through Lily's body, filling her with his essence, marking her as his own. As they both collapsed back onto the bed, gasping for breath, Saint leaned over Lily and whispered, "You're mine now. You'll carry my child, and you'll never forget the night I claimed you."

Lily smiled, her eyes fluttering closed as she felt the warmth of Saint's seed spreading through her body. She knew she was his, body and soul. She could feel his cum dripping out of her, a reminder of the primal union they had just shared. And she couldn't wait to see the life they would create together, a life born of their primal, all-consuming passion.


Chapter 10: The New Beginning

Lily settled into the plush couch, her luscious curves sinking deep into the cushions as she gazed at the small white stick in her hand, her knuckles turning white with nervous anticipation. Her eyes widened in utter disbelief as she stared at the two vibrant pink lines that stared back at her, a definitive sign of the life growing inside her fertile, pregnant belly. Tears of joy welled up in her large, sapphire eyes as she thought about the tiny human she was now carrying, her imagination running wild with visions of a miniature Saint making her proud. She jumped up from the couch, her swollen, creamy breasts bouncing beneath her tight, revealing shirt, the buttons straining against the generous swell of her milky mounds. Her milk was still flowing freely, a constant reminder of the role she had taken on as Saint's milky submissive, her body a vessel for his pleasure. But now, it was more than that. Her body was nourishing a new life, a life that Saint had given her with his powerful, potent seed. Lily rushed to Saint's office, her heart pounding with excitement and anticipation, the stick held out in front of her like a trophy. She burst through the door, her hips swaying with each step, her full, luscious ass swishing back and forth in her tight skirt. "I'm pregnant," she blurted out, unable to contain her emotions, her voice trembling with joy. Saint looked up from his desk, a broad, smoldering smile spreading across his chiseled face, his eyes gleaming with pride and desire. "Congratulations, Lily," he said, his deep, raspy voice filled with pride and desire. "I knew you'd make a perfect breeding slut for me." Lily didn't flinch at the crude, arousing words. She was used to Saint's rough, sensual language by now, and she knew it was all part of their twisted, kinky game. Instead, she walked over to him, her hips swaying with each step, her full, luscious ass swishing back and forth in her tight skirt. "Thank you, Saint," she said, her voice barely above a whisper, but full of lust and gratitude. "Thank you for giving me the life I always wanted, and for filling me with your seed." Saint reached out and cupped one of her breasts, his thumb brushing against her hard, erect nipple, sending shivers down her spine. "You're welcome, my little slut," he replied, his voice low and husky. "I'm just glad I could provide for you in the way you needed, and make you pregnant with my child." Lily moaned as his touch sent shivers down her spine, her milk beginning to leak, soaking through her shirt and onto Saint's hand. He groaned, his eyes never leaving hers as he brought his hand to his mouth and tasted her rich, creamy offering.

"You're going to make a perfect mother," he said, his eyes gleaming with desire. "And I'm going to take care of you and our child, every step of the way. I'm going to fuck you every night, and fill you with my seed again and again."

Lily smiled, feeling a sense of contentment and arousal wash over her. She knew that she had found her place in the world, as Saint's milky submissive and the mother of his child. And she was determined to make him proud, in every way possible. As Saint pulled her into his arms, Lily felt his hardness pressing against her thigh, his cock straining against his pants. She knew that their twisted, kinky game was far from over, and she couldn't wait to see what the future held for them. She was ready to be his slut, his submissive, and the mother of his children, forever and ever.
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