
        
            
                
            
        

    
PRIEST’S MILKY TEMPTATION




KRYSTAL CLARK



Copyright © 2025 by Krystal Clark

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.


CONTENTS


Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Epilogue
Also by Krystal Clark
About the Author



ONE


Grant

My mind is full of filthy thoughts about her as I utter the name of the Lord, addressing my congregation.

“We are all gathered here today to celebrate the majesty of the Lord.” My mouth moves on its own, the rehearsed words spilling out mindlessly. The crowd consists of older people, but there are people in their early twenties, too.

She’s the youngest, though.

Myra Smith, my greatest temptation. The forbidden fruit I can never have. As usual, she’s flouting the basic rules of decency by wearing a mini-skirt and a cropped T-shirt to church. To make matters worse, she’s sitting in the front row. Her thighs are spread apart, revealing a torturous glimpse of her white underwear that’s clinging to her fat pussy lips. One of these days, I swear I’m going to put her over my knee and spank her ass until her juices drench my thighs.

I’m overly aware of the sweat cascading down my back under my priest’s robes. My priest’s collar feels too tight around my throat. Every time she breathes, her tits press against her tight top, making my Adam’s apple bob in response.

The slutty minx didn’t even bother wearing a bra to church. Her perky nipples protrude through her stretched top. The slightly darker hue of her areolae is visible through the thin white T-shirt. She’s leaving nothing to the imagination. My fingers twitch. The desire to pluck her hard points and make her cry grips me hard.

Heat fans my groin.

My cock has been tight and strained throughout the sermon. I’m so glad there’s not much of it left. I’ll have to quickly address the parishioners and return to the rectory. Once I’m in my room, I’ll wrap my hand around my aching cock and picture her lips as I get myself off.

If the bishop or any of the priests found that I was masturbating to a nineteen-year-old girl, it’d be a problem. I love this job. It’s my life’s calling. I used to be a stockbroker before I switched to being a reverend. Trust me, I don’t miss that life at all. It helps that I have millions of dollars in my bank account from my stock trading days so even if the church kicked me out, I would live a comfortable life. But I’d like to avoid that situation.

Just because I’m enamored by a hot, tight young body doesn’t mean I’m not equally enamored by the words of the Lord or the depth and philosophy of my religion.

Can’t a man have two burning passions in life?

My eyes are glued to her. Her creamy, luscious thighs jiggle when she moves them, hiding her panties. I force myself to look elsewhere. My body is burning with lust. I can barely stand here without trembling.

My balls physically hurt every time the fabric of my underwear brushes past them. The need to nut inside Myra’s hot, tight, fertile cunt is a compulsion. There’s no way she’s on birth control. Her parents are too religious to allow something like that. She doesn’t seem like the sensible, careful type, either. All it would take to make her mine would be to come inside her once.

At her age, she’ll get knocked up in no time. Her body is lush and fertile, ready to grow babies.

My chest grows tight with disappointment when she turns and starts whispering something to the young man beside her. I shouldn’t even be considering what I’m considering doing to her.

Yet, acidic jealousy streaks through my chest at the thought of another man putting his hands on Myra. I want to touch her smooth skin and curves before anyone else. I want to pump cum into her cunt before anyone else has the opportunity.

I have never considered myself an evil man. But Myra has me considering manipulation.

Her parents trust me. It wouldn’t take much to get her alone, under my roof and in my bed. I doubt she’d even resist. She’s such a whore, she has probably been waiting for me to make a move.

At last, the sermon ends and I dismiss the congregation. Of course, it’s not easy to actually get them to go home. The church ladies always have a picnic on the front lawn. They’re already laying the food on the table, making cool lemonades for the men.

“This one’s for you, Reverend Grant.” Myra’s sweet voice creeps into my ear. I jerk away from her like she scalded my skin. When my eyes meet her blue ones, all I see is an endless ocean of depravity and debauchery that I want to drown in. She captures me with those soulful eyes, tugging at my subconscious mind, freeing me from the strict rules and moral codes that bind me as a man of the Lord.

She sees me as a man. Just a man. Not a priest. Not a dignified, holy man who has vowed to spread the word of God. Just a man she desires. Her naked lust is evident in the way she licks her lips invitingly, pushing out her ample bosom.

And if that wasn’t clear enough she brushes her hard nipples against my arm, making every hair on my arm rise.

“That feels good, doesn’t it?” She winks at me, continuing to grind her boobs against my arm. “Don’t you want to taste it?”

Fuck. Her words are making my mind spin. A sexy nineteen-year-old girl is rubbing her tits against me, begging me to taste her. Stuff like this only happens in dreams.

When Myra brushes her soft fingers against my jaw, heady pleasure roils in my stomach. My belly clenches. Tension curls at the base of my cock, making my dick harden. Molten lava runs under my skin, incinerating my nerves and making my cock throb.

The heat shoots to my head, melting my brain. My hands move on their own. I brush my knuckles over her taut nipples, teasing them harder, pointier. Myra moans, a throaty moan that grips me by the base of my shaft like a corporeal hand.

My judgment is suspended, my eyes fixed on Myra’s dilated pupils and the taboo desire growing within their black depths. I want to pull her T-shirt down and taste the hard beads I created with my mouth.

Myra pushes her tits together. The swells of her breasts pop out over the scooped neck of her top, almost spilling out.

I gasp when I hear a woman laughing loudly. The cloud of attraction between Myra and me dissipates as reality penetrates it. What the fuck am I doing? I’m at the church, surrounded by people. I shouldn’t be touching her tits or letting her behave like this. 

“This is not appropriate.” Groaning, I step back. But the thick fog of tension between our bodies refuses to go away. I feel an invisible force pushing me closer to Myra. My mouth feels dry. I want to feel her hard nipple under my tongue and taste the saltiness of her skin.

“I was talking about the lemonade.” She giggles, pressing the side of the cold glass of lemonade against my cheek. “What did you think? It looks good. You should taste it.”

There’s no way she was talking about the lemonade and we both know it.

She has been trying to seduce me since she graduated high school. Myra lives with her parents, who are both extremely devout, and they want nothing more than for her to get married to a good Christian boy and have his babies.

Too bad I plan to be the one who gets her pregnant and fills up those tits with milk.

I want those nipples dark and swollen, dripping white breastmilk into my mouth as I tease her hard tips. I’ll turn her into my personal hucow. My pregnant hucow.

I press the glass of lemonade against her hard nipple. The condensation on the surface of the glass melts against her warm skin. Water clings to her T-shirt, making the dark outline of her areola even more visible. “I don’t need it.”

Another throaty moan erupts from Myra’s throat as she pulls the glass away from her chest. She looks down, seeing how transparent her shirt looks and how visible her hard tips are.

Red splotches form on her cheeks. She looks at me helplessly. At that moment, she looks like a young girl begging me for help. And something more. I like to see her desperate and submissive even though I like her bratty ways, too.

I relish the sight of her hard nipples clinging to the wet fabric. I want her T-shirts to be soaking wet because she’s leaking breast milk. I want to see her body change and grow for me, to become swollen and fulfill my deepest, most taboo fantasies.

She’s fully aware that I’m concentrating on her exposed breasts. “That wasn’t very nice, Reverend Grant. That glass felt cold.”

“I’m sorry, babygirl.” I add the endearment purely to watch her eyes pop. I got her. Does she think she’s the only one who has vile desires and surprises up her sleeve?

Myra staggers back and the glass nearly slips out of her grasp. She bends down, catching it, but not before all the lemonade spills out.

Her miniskirt rides up, exposing her rounded ass cheeks to me. I’m being flashed by a nineteen-year-old and it’s the sexiest thing. I notice the wet spot on her panties.  

Holy fuck. She’s wet for me.

I shouldn’t, but I step closer, notching my finger against her warm, leaking center. I drill my finger into her slick pussy hole, pushing the fabric into her tight hole. I’m blocking her entire backside so people can’t see her panties peeking through. They won’t be able to see my fingers burrowing into her pussy, either.

“You shouldn’t show things like these to a man,” I say. “Your private parts are meant to be private.”

Myra straightens herself. My hand falls away naturally. Her eyelashes are thick and I can see every hair as she widens her eyes. “Nobody has ever touched me there.”

“How did it feel to be touched, babygirl?” I whisper.

Myra makes a low, purring noise. “Please touch me again. My cuny got all hot when you put your finger inside me.”

“Soon,” I tell her. “I’ll have to talk to your parents first.”  

I’m going to sink my fingers into Myra Smith’s soft, soaking cunt and make her cry out my name. I’ve waited enough. Today is the day. After this heated encounter, there’s no chance things can be normal again. I need to possess her, mark her. Breed her. Before anyone else can.

Myra is only nineteen while I’m thirty-five. The age difference is grotesque. Yet, it’s what turns me on. Her innocence, her youthful spirit, and the reckless behavior that only a young woman in the throes of passion is capable of. Her crush on me is genuine, and sweet, even if it is a little naïve.

“Go. I’ll see you at the rectory later.”

“But my parents⁠—”

I shake my head. “Let me deal with them.”

I leave her side to mingle with the crowd. Unfortunately, socializing is a big part of being a reverend. As much as I’d like to spend all my time buried in books and poring over the Lord’s words in my office, running a church is more complex than that.

I spot Myra’s parents clustered near the lemonade table.

Mrs. Smith is a middle-aged woman wearing a blue dress and pearls around her neck. The moment she catches onto me, she hands me a glass of lemonade.

“I sent my daughter with a glass earlier. Did she not find you?”

“About that…” I trail off, accepting the cool drink and gulping it down. “We have to talk.”

Mr. Smith, Myra’s dad, cranes his neck, joining the conversation. “Something serious, reverend?”

“Mr. and Mrs. Smith.” I clear my throat. “The way Myra dresses is unacceptable. This is a place of worship. The other members of the congregation are complaining. I know you want her to attend church but there’s only so much I can tolerate.”

“We don’t know what came over her,” Myra’s Dad says. “She never dresses like this unless it’s to church. She’s rebelling. I’ve tried everything but she won’t listen.”

I know an opportunity when I see one. “What if I talk to her?”

Myra’s mother gasps. “You would do that?”

“It’s my duty to show lost sheep the path,” I murmur. “I’ll have to talk to her when she’s alone or she won’t focus on what I’m saying. She’s easily distracted.”

“True. Myra is like that,” Myra’s mom opines. “I’m so glad you notice these things about her, Reverent Grant. You really care about your flock.”

“All of you are precious to me.” I press my fingers against my temples which are soaked with sweat. It’s a very hot summer day and the sun is blazing down my skin. “Can I see Myra at the rectory? I have an office there.”

“I’ll tell her to see you,” Myra’s dad assures me.

My cock is threatening to burst at the seams. After that hot preview, Myra gave me, I can’t wait to find out what her body looks like naked.

“I’m leaving now. I should be at the rectory in five minutes.” My home is only a short distance from the church, a five-minute walk. “If she could meet me in ten minutes, that would be great.”

Myra’s mom rolls her pearls between her fingers. “Consider it done.”


TWO


Myra

My palms are damp, and my breathing is ragged as I knock on the rectory door. The rectory is a beautiful old-fashioned red-brick building with two floors, huge windows, and a homely vibe. I’ve always thought Reverend Grant was lucky to live in a historical home like this.

Through the big window on the ground floor, I spy his empty office. It’s like something out of an old Victorian house. Ancient leather-bound volumes with golden lettering are arranged on the bookshelves. His desk is littered with papers, open books, and pens that look both classy and old.

My belly trembles when I hear his footsteps moving inside the house. Any moment now, he’ll open the door and see me.

I pulled up my T-shirt to show him my bare tits. I wanted to shock him, to make sure he didn’t just lecture me and let me go like he had before. Today was the closest I got to making Reverend Grant have sex with me.

I have fantasized about him since I was eighteen and started attending church. He was nothing like the previous priest. He wasn’t cold, old, and lecherous. He was educated and classy. I could tell by the way he spoke. Rumors spread around town quickly about how Grant had graduated from Harvard and been a wealthy stockbroker before giving it all up for his spiritual path.

His full name is Grant Peterson. He’s the kind of man romance novels are written about. Wealthy, educated, sexy as sin yet kind and pious. He has money but isn’t materialistic. I know that no matter how many guys I date I’ll never find one like him.

Plus, he’s older than me. Grant has that hot ‘Daddy’ vibe, the kind that makes your ovaries grow warm. I knew he’d be great in bed. I vowed to myself the moment I laid eyes on him that I’d lose my virginity to him. There was no other man who could even tempt me. I had seen the cream of the crop and I wanted the best.

The door opens soundlessly. The most attractive man in the world stands in front of me. He smells like musty books, powder, and wood. Yet it’s the most alluring scent when it’s coming from him. He has taken off his priest’s garb. He’s just wearing a white shirt and black pants. The shirt clings to the muscled contours of his perfectly-built body. Most actors would pale in comparison to his physique. I can trace his six-pack abs through the shirt.

Reverend Grant’s gaze latches on to my needy, hard nipples. I bounce on my feet, making my naked tits jiggle and bounce in front of his face. I smile with satisfaction when his boner becomes evident.

“Myra.” His rasp triggers a wave of moisture in my pussy. “You’re fucking topless.”

Despite his harsh words, his hands press into my boobs. He massages my tits. His thumbs caress my hard buds, pinching them into painful, tight points. Electricity roars in my belly, drawing me into the heat of passion and forbidden lust.  

“You wanted to see my tits, didn’t you?” I say breathlessly, allowing him to paw my massive tits and crush my boob flesh between his strong, muscular fingers. “That’s why you called me here.”

“If you’re going to act like a slut, I’ll have to punish you first.”

I raise an eyebrow. “And how are you going to do that?”

In an instant, Reverend Grant grabs my T-shirt that’s bunched above my titties and pulls me into his house. He slams the door closed. She shoves me against the wall. His body presses into mine. His boner teases my pussy as he grinds against me. Electric sparks flutter in my belly, turning into massive shockwaves when he slips his hand under my skirt and cups my ass cheek. He’s so close to my pussy. I’m going to combust.  

“I’ll spank that bottom of yours until it’s raw and red,” he warns me. “Then I’ll force my cock into your raw, untouched pussy and breed you.”

“I’m ready,” I reply. “Please use my body, Reverend Grant. I want to be yours.”

He narrows his eyes at my statement but he’s not surprised. I’ve been giving him peeks of my tits and panties every time I’m at church. He’d have to be a rock to ignore my obvious sexual overtures.

A rough gasp tears out of my throat when he slides his arm under me and hoists me up like a sack of potatoes, throwing me over his shoulder. He carries me up the stairs. He kicks the first door open. At the same time, he digs his fingers under the waistband of my panties and rips them. The tatters fall on the floor.

Cool air brushes against my slick pussy folds, heightening the heated sensation in my core. Anticipation spears my pussy when Reverend Grant sits down and puts me on his lap. His thighs are so thick and sturdy. I feel at home as he bends me over his lap, exposing my bare bottom.

My ass contracts when his finger teases my puckered asshole before he glides it to my clit. He plays with my clit, plucking, teasing, and caressing until I’m leaking all over his clothes.

“Uh…no one has touched me like that,” I say. My eyelids flutter open and closed as sensations play over my naked pussy. His fingers create trails of fire as he drags them over my heated, aroused flesh. His dexterous movements elicit moans and cries in equal measure.

“First, you’ll be punished.” He smacks my fleshy ass cheek, making my bones rattle. Then he’s soothing my pussy with his fingers, reminding me how good it feels to have him take control.

“I’ve been such a bad girl,” I agree. In response, he slaps my other ass cheek. The pain settles low in my stomach, mingling with the inferno in my core. Every slap is like a gust of air, fanning the flames inside my groin, and stroking the fire in my belly.

I shamelessly drip moisture, unable to hide my dirty needs. Grant’s confident, rough, brusque, dominant lovemaking is what my dreams are made of. No other man in this town would ever dare to do this.

“I knew you were hiding a dark side under those robes, priest,” I mutter. “Looks like my seduction made your demons come out.”

He pinches my clit in response, launching an electric charge into my bloodstream. My body quivers when he brushes his thumb over my sensitive, red flesh. The sting I felt moments ago intensifies the tenderness of his touch, creating a delicious pressure in my stomach. “You haven’t seen my demons yet, Myra. They’re worse than you can imagine.”

I grunt when he coats his fingers with the moisture clinging to my pussy folds. He launches two digits into my tight, untouched virgin pussy. I shiver. Breath trembles in my lungs. The entrance to my pussy burns. I have never been stuffed before, but his fingers are stretching me.

“So full…” I groan. “Your fingers are so thick.”

Grant chuckles humorlessly. “If you think this is too much, you aren’t ready for my cock.” He leans into my ear. His hot breath pours over my ear. “But ready or not, I’m going to breed you tonight. You’ll be leaving with cum dripping down those sexy thighs.”   

Why does everything he says sound so erotic? In my nineteen years, I have never come across a man who tugs at my soul the way he does. His dark promises and the hidden depths in his eyes call out to me. I want to see his worst. I want to see what he can do to me, and how he can expand and change my worldview.

Then I want him to do it again and again.

Wet sounds echo in the air as he plunges his fingers in and out of my tight, soaking-wet cunt. My hips begin to move on their own, chasing the spark of friction generated when his fingers scrape against my untouched walls. Ecstasy roars through my blood, buzzing in every cell.

Soon, my pussy is adjusting to the width of his fingers. I rock my hips back and forth, allowing him to sink his fingers effortlessly into my channel. When he curls his fingers against my G-spot, I see stars behind my eyes.

“Oh my god, was that…” Words fail me when he curls his fingers against me. A phantom pleasure pulses low in my belly. Every time he pushes his fingers against my G-spot, a new firestorm erupts in my core. He pistons in and out in a fast, steady rhythm, building the fire inside me into a raging inferno. An uncontrollable storm makes my belly clench. I know I’m losing control.

The soft voice of surrender sings in my ears, begging me to let go.

“Come on my fingers, babygirl.” Grant’s raspy, soft voice is my final undoing. When he begs me, I can’t deny him. My body lives to please him. “Squirt for me.”

I close my eyes, denying my climax with everything I have. But when he flicks his thumb over my clit, my promises to myself turn to ash.

He wrings every ounce of pleasure my body can produce. His fingers demand my pussy’s compliance, stretching my elastic walls until I’m squirting on his hand, soaking him in my juices.

Darkness wraps around the starlight in my head. My brain feels woozy. I don’t want to think with so many hot, fiery sensations crawling up my spine. Heat incinerates my core, radiating to every cell in my body, making my limbs feel like jelly. I’m melting from the inside, being reduced to mindless mush.

And I love feeling this way. Knowing I have lost control, knowing something holy and ecstatic is spreading through me. I

I can’t believe I was capable of experiencing all this within my tiny body. It’s like I have left the world and entered a new, freer world.

I’m panting hard minutes later, still in the throes of my orgasm. My pussy is buzzing like a live wire, clenching around emptiness.

I look to Grant, who is undressing himself. When he drops all his clothing, my throat closes up at the sight of his glorious cock.

God made that dick because it’s utter perfection. It’s massive, leathery, and corded with protruding veins that promise to stimulate all the nerves in my cunt.

My pussy quivers, convulsing even more violently. Before I know it, the words leave my lips, “I want it.”

“You know where this goes, babygirl?” Grant strokes his proud member as I devour the sight of his strong fingers wrapped around his beautiful cock. His balls hang heavy and low, swollen with seed.

“In my pussy,” I reply.

“That’s right.” Grant pulls at my limbs, arranging me so I’m on my hands and knees for him. Panic slams into my chest when I realize he’s going to take me from behind. I won’t get to see his cock plunging in and out of my tight cunt. Or read the expressions on his beautiful face. But I know better than to protest. He’s my master and he knows best.

“Your first time will be with me.” Grant kisses my raw, bruised derriere. His cock slides back and forth over my dripping pussy, sparking a wave of rapture every time it makes contact with my clit. My pussy pulses greedily, pleading for his cock to fill the emptiness inside me. “All your firsts will be mine, Myra.”

I spread my legs wider, volunteering to be his slut. I love being his sacrifice, the woman he’ll give everything. His depraved sexual needs and dominance are mine to enjoy. I am not experienced but that doesn’t matter because Grant is doing everything. I don’t have to lift a finger, just trust him to give me a heady orgasm.

“I’ll dump all my seed into your empty womb and give you a baby to nurture.” He forces his raw, unsheathed dick into my fertile depths, diving into my pussy inch by inch. He pulls back every time I cry, but soon, he is back on his conquest, pulling my pussy wide and lodging his dick into my virgin channel.

His vacant arm wraps around my waist, holding my body in the desired position. He plows into me from behind, testing every limit. His cock stretches my pussy walls so hard, I can barely breathe. Agony burns like a river gushing up my body.

My pussy has never been used like this before. It resists his entry. But he tears through my resistance. Blood trickles down my thighs. The proof of my lost virginity.

“Fuck, you look so pretty with blood running down your pale skin. I can’t believe I popped your cherry. You’re only nineteen and you’ve been fucked by a man more than twice your age. Such a whore.” Grant drives his cock deeper. “Your cunt is too damn tight.”

His cock stretches me so much I feel pain curling behind my eye sockets. It’s followed by a rush of heated pleasure that makes my pussy walls tingle. When I push back against his shaft again, it penetrates deeper, pressing against my G-spot.

A wash of rapture drowns me, threatening to snap the tension in my belly. My stomach clenches with a mixture of ache and desperation as my climax approaches.

The pain fades away as my body acclimatizes to his huge size. It’s still hard and I’m sure I’ll be sore for a while but when Grant starts to move inside me, it feels good. Almost as good as his fingers.

His cock is massive. It stuffs me completely, leaving no space for anything else.

Grant fucks with without any breaks. He shows no mercy, punishing me like I ought to be punished. His cock brushes over my untested walls, inciting new spirals of rapture. My body is burning up. I am struggling to breathe. I feel the heavy weight of his cock pressed against my lower belly every time he pushes to my deepest recesses. It’s unlike anything I have ever experienced.

“Open wider, babygirl. I’m going to stuff you with a baby.”

“I…it’s too much.” I cry when Grant pulls my thighs further apart. “Oh god, you’re so big.”

“You were made to take my cock,” Grant says. “Your virgin pussy is perfect for me.”

His cock throbs inside me. I bite down on my lower lip. I realize that I must give Grant pleasure. My body was made to be used by him. He serves the Lord all day. He can only relax when he’s inside me when he’s taking a break from his duties and is poised at the edge of heaven.

“I want to give you everything, Reverend Grant. Take everything you can from my body,” I say.

“I’m going to make you my breeder, my slave, my pregnant hucow.” Grant bites the shell of my ear, adding a layer of shock to my already buzzing pussy. “You’ll be swollen with our taboo baby. Everyone in town will know you’ve let a man come inside your pretty cunt.”

His words are the final straw. I break with a sob, terrified and surprised as my body shatters into another orgasm. This one hits harder, paralyzing my core from the inside, stopping time, and making me feel stuck in a time warp with Grant. Is this what they call transcendence? I feel like I have unburdened myself from the weight of time as I give in to an ache older than time.

A primordial ecstasy expands in my lower belly, trapping my body in its bright light. My senses are bathed in pleasant coolness, injected with a surge of joy. I can’t escape this joy that seems to be fountaining out of my pussy. It’s indescribable.

“I’m coming inside you, babygirl. My cock is going to put a baby in your virgin cunt.” Grant nuts into me with abandon, releasing load after load of semen into my pussy. I clench my thighs as the trickle of cum makes my sensitive inner walls tremble and quake.

Feeling him on such a level is breathtaking.

I surrender, allowing him to drown my pussy in semen.

When Grant pulls out, I don’t even move.

“You look so dirty with cum spilling out of your freshy-fucked pussy.” He flips me over and kisses my stomach. “I can’t wait until you’re properly bred and stretched with a baby.”

I’m not afraid of getting pregnant. I don’t care for the consequences. The moment Grant took me raw and uttered filthy words to me, I knew I was ready to become his breeder forever. He can fill me with as many babies as he wants and I’ll give birth and be pregnant all my life if that’s all it takes to keep having sex with Grant.

The man is God. A sex god. Besides, I’d feel proud carrying the babies of such a handsome and capable man. He’s an episcopal priest so he did not take a vow of celibacy. He’s free to marry and have children and I’d love to serve god through bearing his children and being his support system. I’d feel connected to a higher purpose if I was nurturing his seed inside my womb.  

Grant is my higher purpose. I’m sure of that.

“Thank you. That was amazing,” I whimper. “I knew you were packing heat under those robes.”

“There’s another gift I have for you.” Grant mutters, his eyes heavy-lidded with lust. My heart beats in panic when he retrieves a syringe and needle from his drawer. He kneels in front of me. “Don’t be afraid, Myra. This will make sex even better. You’ll be more sensitive and everything I do will give you an intense orgasm.”

“I don’t like needles,” I moan.

“Close your eyes.” His voice is soothing and commanding at the same time. I can’t resist obeying him. He triggers a primal, needy part of me. All I need is to be close to him, to be touched by him, and to satisfy him. I want a man like Grant to bury his cock inside me and take me to heaven.

Darkness falls as my eyelids drop. I feel the prick of the needle, the stinging agony of it penetrating my skin.

But it disappears within moments. Grant kisses the spot he injected. “You’ll notice changes in your body soon,” he says. “Come to me if you’re scared. I’ll always be here for you, babygirl.”


THREE


Grant

I knew she’d come though I didn’t think she’d sneak out of her parents’ house at night and rush to the rectory alone. She’s panting so hard I can hear her through the thin glass of my study.

She hesitates at my doorstep, playing with her soft blonde curls, turning back before changing her mind and knocking.

I live alone and the rectory is on a private road off the church. It’s well-hidden by trees and bushes which affords me privacy. There’s no chance anybody saw Myra walking up the road because nobody lives around this area.

“Babygirl, I’m happy to see you again.” I wrap her in my arms, absorbing the soft, curvy feel of her body against mine. I bred her in the afternoon but I already miss her body. My cock swells when her ripe tits brush against my chest, reminding me of her sexy figure.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to disturb you but there’s so much discomfort in my breasts.” Myra massages her milkers, which have grown in size. She’s wearing the same top she did this morning but now it’s so tight, it might rip.

I tickle the underside of her breasts, pleased at the changes in her body. My fingers squeeze her swollen boobs as I tenderly kiss her sore, sensitive nipples.

Myra shivers. “I’m in pain, Reverend Grant. You said I could come to you if I was scared. I don’t know if this is happening because I let you come inside me. Is it because I sinned?”

I chuckle, lapping up her hard bud with my tongue, leaving a wet streak of saliva on her T-shirt. “No, Myra. It’s because of the injection I gave you. Your breasts have started producing milk for the baby you’re going to have.”

I cup her tits. They’re so big and heavy they overflow from my palms. Her areolas are darker, a dark rosy red. Her nipples are so fat, long, and swollen that they resemble cow udders.

In other words, she’s looking like the perfect hucow. My perfect, milky plaything. I will breed her tonight and give her a reason to produce even more milk.

“I’m making milk for the baby?” Myra perks up at that idea. “Does that mean I’m pregnant already?”

“Not yet,” I reply. “But we can keep trying until you are.”

“What do I do about the pain?” She innocently bites her bottom lip. Her lashes are wet from the tears she shed on the way to the rectory. She looks like an innocent angel, even when her body is the filthiest thing I’ve ever seen.

I shut the door, then pull her into my house. I grip her wrist tightly, urging her up the stairs until we’re both in my bedroom. Myra looks around, dazed and curious at the sight.

“Look at me, sweetheart. I’ll make the pain go away.” She raises her arms like a good girl, allowing me to yank away her T-shirt. Her breasts are like big melons, engorged with milk. They’re set close together and hang downward, capped with dusky areolae and pointy nipples. “I’ll suck on your tits until you express all your milk. Then the pain will be gone.”

I scoop up her tender boobs, drawing circles around her taut buds and encouraging a letdown. Myra moans and makes feminine, whimpering noises that have my cock throbbing and balls squeezing to spill inside her.

“I feel better when you touch me,” Myra says. She gasps when milk actually dribbles out of her sore nipples, flowing freely down her body. It paints her chest in white, gathering between her legs.

“You’re gorgeous when you’re leaking milk.” I rip off her miniskirt, leaving her on only panties. “I can’t wait to suckle on your chest while my cock ravages your cunt and plants a baby in your womb.”

Myra is watching me. She trusts me and believes in everything I say. Her helpless, panicked eyes look to me for guidance and support. She resembles a lost lamb, a pure soul waiting for my advice.

Waiting for me to tell her about the delights her body can produce.

I’m the last man she should trust. I want to get her pregnant out of wedlock and make her my pregnant, milky whore for the rest of her life. Of course, I will marry her, and make her mine in every way. She’ll never escape me and I will keep stuffing her with new brats all the time.

Myra is a fantasy that could become my reality. She could make every day exciting and sensual just by walking around the house with her tempting cunt in sight. Her nourishing body and naturally submissive nature would make her the perfect wife.

I want her so bad that I can’t keep my mouth from attaching to her leaking breast. I lick away the waterfall of white cream spilling out but it’s soon replaced by another trickle.

Damn, she’s already producing so much milk. I can’t wait to see how much more she makes after I’ve suckled on her tits a few times. I bet she could keep me and our future children fed for breakfast every day on her breastmilk alone.

It’s a wild yet tantalizing thought, sharing her naked tits with the babies we’ll have.

“You’re doing so well, darling.” I kiss the swell of her boob. “You’re making so much milk for Daddy like a good little hucow.”

“Hucow?” She raises her eyebrows.

“It’s a kink. I’m turned on by women who are lactating and pregnant. That’s why I intend to keep your belly swollen and your tits dripping all the time.” My hand settles on her stomach. I caress her soft folds carefully. “You’ll be a pretty pregnant mama when you’re nursing our baby. And I’ll fuck you every night, hoping to get you pregnant again.”

Myra smiles, her grin widening to show teeth. “I think I like the idea of nursing babies.” She pulls me to the bed, straddling me when I sit. “I like the idea of nursing you more. When you said it, my pussy started fluttering wildly.”

“I’ll make it feel so good, you’ll never want to stop.” I rub her hips, lowering her panties. She stands up and gets rid of her panties. I use the break to discard my pants and boxers, leaving my cock free to pulverize her cunt.

Droplets of milk are oozing out of her hard tips and settling on her fat boobs. She looks so divine, like a milky goddess. Her skin bears proof of her lactating breasts. Watching white streams of milk gushing out of her breasts and the sight of her drenched in her own breastmilk is irresistible.

My cock cries for more. My shaft is hardening, turning into a solid ridge. But my mouth comes first.

Her nipples look ripe and juicy like grapes. I can’t resist biting on one. A stream of breastmilk spurts straight into my mouth, coating my tongue in her irresistible flavor.

“Mmmm…delicious.” I wipe my lips. “Sit on my lap and ride my cock while I milk you.”

“My pussy is still sore,” Myra says.

I grab her hair, twisting it around my fist and pulling her on top of me as I sit on the bed. “My cock needs your cunt and I’m going to take your pussy roughly and stuff you even if you cry. Trust me, you’ll feel it between your legs for days.”

Myra doesn’t resist again. She submits, allowing me to pull her onto my lap. I grab her hips and pick up her body, positioning her wet entrance right over my shaft.

“Sink down on my cock slowly,” I say. “You can control the pace so if it hurts, go slow.”

“Thank you.” Myra’s breath whistles against my chest. “You’re so kind, Reverend Grant. I can’t talk to anybody but you about such things.”

“I’m always here for you, babygirl. You have me addicted to your body.”

Her breasts have become engorged with breast milk after that lactation injection I gave her yesterday. I’ve always dreamed of suckling on her massive milk jugs. Now I have her where I want her.

I run a finger across her tit. White liquid leaks out of her puffy nipples, soaking my finger. My belly cramps with heat at the sight of a fertile, leaking woman. She’s naked and her tight cunt is inches away from my swollen cock head, ready to wrap around me and take me to heaven.

My resistance crumbles when she teases my crown with her slick entrance. Her intimate folds brush against my cock, sending currents spiraling into my bloodstream. I close my eyes, unable to bear the intensity of the sparks that erupt all over my cock, numbing my organ from the inside. My toes curl from the intensity of my lust. My stomach is hot and my cock is hotter.

“Damn. You know how to tease.” I latch onto Myra’s breast, drawing gulps of milk into my mouth. Sweet, warm milk floods my taste buds. All I register is the nutty, mild taste. I can’t believe I’m actually drinking fresh breastmilk straight from the tit of a nineteen-year-old girl while she bounces on my cock.

This is the best sex I ever had. Every single one of my fantasies is coming true. I’m milking my hucow while breeding her. It doesn’t get any better.

Ecstasy hazes my senses when Myra takes the tip of my shaft into her warm cunt. She’s as tight as she was when I popped her cherry. Her walls squeeze my dick, wrapping around me tightly.

I suck harder at her breast as I’m ripped from reality and thrown into an alternate dimension where everything is possible. All my nerves burn with heat at once. My system is overloaded by a powerful lava of volcanic heat that threatens to melt my body.

Rapture batters me as my body trembles with new sensations. She overwhelms my body, bringing me to the precipice of losing control.

Her pussy continues to grip my cock as I push up my hips, shoving more inches of my dick into her sore, abused cunt. Myra cries but she’s wet so she takes me without a protest. I sink inside her fully, resting my hard length in her snug channel until she struggles to breathe. She uses her knees to move up, leaving my cock cold and exposed to the air.

I rub her clit, inviting her to sit back down on my cock. She does so slowly while I empty her tit.

“My perfect hucow.” I gather the last trickle of her milk with my tongue, swallowing it. “I’m going to drain your other breast now. I want you to bounce on my cock harder.”

“The pain is all gone.” Myra pinches her empty boob. “And my pussy clenched every time you sucked on my breast. I loved having your mouth on my sensitive nipple.”

In response, I seal my mouth around her other breast. I brush my tongue over her nipple, stimulating her milk flow. She rewards me with a steady supply of tasty breastmilk. The spray from her tit hits the back of my throat, sliding down to my stomach. I guzzle her maternal cream while moving my dick so it hits her G-spot every time.

Myra’s tits slap my face as she bounces up and down my hard pole eagerly. I know every scrape of my cock against her deflowered cunt must send a sting through her flesh but she takes the pain bravely, focused on my pleasure.

I pinch her clit, making her cry my name, “Grant!”

My cock pumps faster. I drink eagerly from her nourishing breasts. Her cunt presses against my hardness like a vice grip, swallowing me into its depths. Her walls convulse around me, choking my dick and bringing me so close to an orgasm that I have to breathe through my mouth and squeeze her tit to keep myself from hurtling over the edge.

She is plucking away my willpower with every slide. I tease her clit harder, stirring her until she breaks and comes on my cock with a long, pained cry.

“God, that was so fast.” Her head slumps over my shoulder. She hugs me as I plunge in and out of her depths.

As the last, lazy trickle of her breastmilk coats my tongue, my body releases all the pressure. I detonate from the inside, splashing ropes of cum into Myra’s unprotected cunt.

I stuff her with seed, pushing load after load of semen into her warm, empty channel. I continue to pump my dick into her pussy, forcing every drop of my seed deeper into her pussy.

When I’m drained and soft, I pull out. I lift Myra’s body and place her head on the pillow. Signs of our sexual union decorate her skin. Her thighs are slick with overflowing cum while her breasts bear the wet print of my saliva.   

“You made quite the mess, didn’t you?” I grin at Myra who is soaked in breastmilk and leaking cum like a perfect breeder. I shiver at the thought of my seed taking in her and getting her pregnant. I never imagined I’d be impregnating a teenager at my age but the forbidden aspect makes it feel erotic.

“I’m sorry.” She moans.

“Don’t be. I love you the most when you’re my filthy little whore.”

I kiss her on the forehead. Then I curl up next to her and sleep holding her body all night.


FOUR


Myra

Reverend Grant is at my house. On my birthday. My twentieth birthday. After our dirty, taboo encounter at the rectory, I went a few more times. Each time, he plunged his cock into me and bred me like I was his personal broodmare. I loved every second of him pumping cum into me. Not to mention the sweet pleasure of having him suckling on my milky mounds. I didn’t bother buying a breast pump. Not only would my mom find it and make a scene, but being milked by Grant’s mouth feels way better.

I know we’re playing with danger. But I’ve always fantasized about Reverent Grant. He looks so hot for a priest. He should be rubbing that stubble along my inner thighs, not using his handsome face to preach to a crowd of old people.

His timing is perfect, too. My breasts have been uncomfortably full all day. I’m going to pull him aside later and have him milk me.

“Happy birthday, Myra.” He hands me a gift wrapped in golden wrapping paper. There’s a bow tied around it, too. I can’t believe he made so much effort for me. I wonder what he got me. But whatever it is, his presence at my house is more than enough.

“We asked Reverend Grant to come,” Mom says. “Since you have officially become a young lady, we wanted him to remind you to behave at the church.”

“I behave!” I protest.

“Your parents have been telling me all about your bad behavior.” Grant’s voice is stern, deep, and cold, with a stony rasp. When he speaks, the silence becomes louder in my ears. Is he here to lecture me? “You’re an adult now, Myra. You need to act like one.”

His words are dripping with sexual innuendo and I pretend to be demure. My parents, though. They have no intention of letting us be alone. Whenever I try to pull him aside, they find an excuse to be around us.

Dinner is long and agonizing.

When my parents are looking away, Reverend Grant’s fingers scrape against my breasts. Shock surges between my legs. My pussy throbs with heat, demanding more of Reverend Grant’s forbidden touches.

“It hurts so much,” I mutter. “Milk me, please.”

“Later,” he replies.  

We hold hands under the table. His fingertips stroke my wrist. The soft, rough brush of his skin makes my pussy clench every time. My folds are slippery with moisture, throbbing for his cock. I have grown used to his size by taking him a few times. Now all I feel is pure, bone-melting pleasure every time his cock pushes into my cunt.

Every now and then, Grant squeezes my sore tits, making me wince. But the forbidden, sneaky foreplay is everything I need to be aroused.

I’m a wet, dripping mess when Mom brings dessert. I shovel my birthday cake in a hurry, before announcing, “I’m going to my room now. I’m full.”

“Reverend Grant wanted to speak to you,” Mom says. “He came all the way here to make sure you understand how to serve the lord now that you’re a young lady.”

“He can lecture me in my room.” I look up to Grant, meeting his eyes and begging him to concur. This is the perfect opportunity to be alone. I keep my attitude belligerent because I don’t want my parents to find out that we’re hooking up.

“Sure, that way we’ll have some privacy.” Grant looks at my parents, waiting for their approval.

Dad folds his hands over his chest. “If that’s what’s best, I have no problem.”

“Cool.” I pad up the stairs slowly and Reverend Grant follows me. He’s taller and widely built compared to anyone in my family. His presence overwhelms our narrow stairway. He looks like a giant in a house built for mortals. Yet, his strength turns me on. I can’t wait for him to wrap these beefy, muscled arms around my waist and rail me against the wall.

The minute he closes the door to my room behind me, I scoop out my tits from my top. The pressure of having my tits full felt like a pinch during the dinner but now it’s full-blown agony. The milk pricks against my puffed-up breasts, demanding to be expressed.

“Please drain my tits.” I pout.

Grant presses me against the wall. He pins my wrists over my head. His stubble bristles against my bloated, sensitive nipples as he rubs his jaw over my boobs. Pain collects between my legs like lava pooling. My pussy pricks with heat.

I breathe a long, desperate sigh of relief when Grant finally swallows one heavy nipple into his mouth. I’m literally bursting with milk. A soft swipe of his tongue is all I need to start spraying milk into his mouth.

He gathers the thick streams of breastmilk I’m pumping into his mouth with his tongue. He soothes my raw nipple with the tip as he swallows every drop I unload into his mouth. Every slap of his tongue against my sensitized bud makes an electric current swell in my pussy. When he teases my nipple with his teeth, my cunt feels like it’s going to rupture from the inside.

Grant laps up my breastmilk like it’s the most delicious thing in the world. He sucks hard, squeezing my boob and forcing me to squirt thick jets of milk. He guzzles everything while giving me the best nipple-sucking ever. My pussy convulses from the suction of his mouth.

The pain in my breast slowly dissipates. My belly grows heavier with lust. I wrap my legs around his torso, grinding my needy cunt against his steaming erection.

“Now this is the best dessert in the world.” Grant pops my nipple out of his mouth, watching me through hazy, love-soaked eyes. He laughs, before switching to my other breast. “Your mother’s cake could never compare to this.”

I cup his head, rubbing my fingers over his silky hair. It’s soft and delicate. I massage his scalp as he sends bolts of electric pleasure straight to my cunt. He pulls at my teat with his teeth, demanding more milk, demanding me to submit to his needs.

God, it feels divine to be needed so much by a man. He clings to me as his tongue appreciates my swollen, lactating breast. I love how close we are to this moment. It’s like we’re merging into one.

“I love you,” the words come out without my permission. “I have always loved you, Reverend Grant. Nobody is like you. I have never desired anyone so much. I just want to be yours for life.”

My breast is almost empty before Reverend Grant looks up.

“I love you, too Myra. I thought it was too soon to confess, but if you feel the same, I have no reason to hold back.” He circles my areolae with his fingertips, stimulating the release of my final milk trickles. “You look utterly gorgeous every time you leak milk and take my cock. I can’t imagine living without you.”

“I can’t imagine loving anyone else, either,” I reply. “We’re perfect for each other.”

“Both sinners,” he whispers. “We’re into the same things.”

“I’m not into Jesus,” I reply.

He scoffs. “Yet. I will find a way to convert you, babygirl.”

My pussy is wet and screaming to be filled with his cock. I take his hand and press it into my slick folds. His fingers push the crotch of my panties aside. He dips his fingers into my wet heat, then pulls out.

He strokes my entrance with his godly fingers. “You know why God gave you a cunt?”

“To feel good?” I venture.

He chuckles. “Not just for that.”

“Your purpose is to bear babies.” He squeezes the soft flesh on my stomach. “That belly is meant to be big and swollen with a child all the time. I’m going to make sure you stay pregnant. Now that you’re a young lady, it’s time to take things more seriously. Unwrap my gift and see what I got for you, Myra.”

I have the golden-wrapped package. I pull at the paper hastily, tearing it and ripping the bow in a hurry to find out what he gave me.

I gasp at the contents. Pregnancy tests.

“Take the test.” He points to the bathroom attached to my room. “I want to know if you’re expecting.”

“But….”

The truth crashes into my brain. The soreness in my breasts has increased lately. I thought it was due to lactation but could it be? Did Grant notice?

My heart races as I grab his gift and rush to the bathroom. My eyes blur with happy tears when the tests are positive.

“I’m pregnant,” I tell him, bursting out of the bathroom. “Oh my god, my parents will kill me if they find out.”  

“Don’t worry. I’ll take care of you and the baby. We’ll get married and you can have the baby in peace.” He draws me a warm hug, calming me down. He strokes my hair, taking time to pay attention to every strand. I soak in his peaceful essence. I love his sturdy body against mine. He reminds me that there are people who will care for me. I can trust him. He gave me the most precious gift in the world—a baby in my belly. “Myra, babygirl, I’m so happy that you’re expecting. I can’t wait to fuck you when your belly is big and ready to pop.”

“What if my parents don’t agree to marriage?”

“They will. This is the life they always envisioned for you.”

I can’t deny it. My parents are religious. They’ve always wanted me to just be a good Christian girl and someday, a wife and mother who focuses on her family and nothing else. Since I didn’t have a passion or any ambition, I was content to go along with what they planned for me. Especially once I met Reverend Grant.

He is the kind of man I imagine when I read romance novels secretly. Especially the spicy scenes. It’s his thick fingers that I envision sliding in and out of my pussy, and his raspy voice whispering, “Come on my fingers, babygirl.”

Now I’ll get to have his babies for life. I’ll get to be his wife and have sex with him every night.

I was always unambitious. But the moment Reverend Grant appeared, I understood that he was part of my life’s purpose.

I’m ready to walk on my life path as his wife and his pregnant hucow.

Grant collects himself, and then we both run down.

“Mr. and Mrs. Smith, I have an announcement to make.” Grant clears his throat. My parents’ eyes narrow. I can see the tension beneath their features as they draw their fingers into fists, worried I may have disappointed the reverend in some way. “Myra and I have decided to marry. I know this may come as a shock but she has been visiting me at the rectory for a while now. At first, she just wanted to learn more about the religion but as we started talking, I realized she was the kind of woman I wanted as my wife. I’d be honored if I could have her hand in marriage.”

My parents break out into smiles at once.

“Of course, we’d be honored if you married her. I have always been worried she’d mix with the wrong crowd and marry the wrong sort of man. But if you’re her husband, I’ll have nothing to worry about.” My mom claps her hands.

My dad nods. “You are mature and religious. We couldn’t have done better. I still can’t believe you’d want to marry Myra. I was afraid her bad behavior would put you off.”

“She’s a good girl.” Reverend Grant smirks at me. “I have seen another side to her during our meetings. I have no doubt she’ll make the perfect partner.”

“Mom, Dad, I want this, too,” I interrupt. “I love Reverend Grant. He isn’t like any of the boys in town. He’s kind and genuine. I want to spend the rest of my life with him.”

“Of course, sweetheart, you have our full support,” Mom says. My parents don’t even suspect that Grant and I have been up to sexual stuff. Nor do they know about the baby in my belly. I think Grant decided to keep that from them because he didn’t want them to question his intentions. Or start spreading rumors about the Reverend fucking a younger girl before marriage.

Once we’re married, we can say the baby came earlier than expected.

My parents hug me, congratulating me for bagging a man as wonderful as Reverend Grant.

A month later, I’m married to Grant and his baby is growing inside me without anyone’s knowledge.


EPILOGUE


Grant

Six months later…

Myra’s fat belly bounces as she walks toward me. Sunlight streaming in from the windows strokes her naked bump, highlighting her gravid form. My cock pulses under the sheets. Pregnant women are so hot. I’ve always had a thing for big bellies and milky breasts. And now my wife has both.

Her tits have become massive as a result of pregnancy. Her curves are more pronounced. I love the extra flesh she has everywhere. Holding her feels like coming home. She’s everything I need in a woman and god save me because I won’t be able to keep my hands off her.

When she licks her lips, it’s the most erotic sight. She has me permanently hard at home. My eyes crack open and my lips turn up in a smile when she unclasps her bra and throws it onto the floor. Since I married Myra, my mornings have been incredible.

She is a sweet, loving wife, keen to please her husband. And she knows what I like better than anyone.

“Wake up, husband.” Mia bends over my sleeping form, tucking her engorged nipple between my lips. “It’s time for your morning milk.”  

Slow pleasure curls in my groin as her distended bud bobs back and forth over my lips, making me aware of how full of milk Myra is.

I can’t believe I impregnated a twenty-year-old girl and now she’s expanding with my baby and feeding me her breastmilk. This is what wet dreams are made of.

I grope her boob roughly and push it deeper into my mouth. She winces, but when I brush my tongue over her sore, sensitive hardness, she sprays milk into my mouth like a milky whore.

She climbs over my body, straddling me as I drink my fill from her luscious motherly teats. This is my favorite part of the day—early morning with my milky, pregnant wife. Her huge stomach bumps into my erection every time she jerks forward.

Fuck. Feeling my baby growing against my dick is the best sensation. Heat grips my cock every time her bump pushes against my cock. I’m naked. I sleep naked because I fuck my wife every night and after that, I’m too tired to put on clothes.

I moan around her breast as she feeds me stream after stream of her delicious breastmilk. It gushes into my mouth like a sweet waterfall, drenching my tongue and settling in my belly.

Nothing quenches my thirst like Myra’s fresh breastmilk. I suck hard, drawing out every drop in her milk ducts. I swallow it all with glee as my cock pulses, sliding up and down the generous curve of her swollen stomach.

Sparks tickle my balls. My groin clenches every time she moans at my milking. Soon, she’s dripping so much that her slick drenches my balls. Her pussy juices coat my heavy balls, slipping between my thighs, adding the right amount of filth to our sexual union.

I stroke her belly, continuing to empty her mommy tits. Her body is so young and supple, the body of a young woman. Yet it’s fertile and swollen with my seed. That thought alone makes me leak pre-cum. My cock twitches, burning with ache.

I want to fuck the woman I impregnated. I want to dump my seed into her pregnant pussy and watch her belly bounce while it’s heavy with my baby. I want to be reminded of the ultimate taboo I committed by stuffing a young woman with a baby before I married her.

“Ride me.” I free her breast, having drained it. “Bounce that huge belly for your husband. Show me how much you love being pregnant.”

Myra’s eyes flash with lust. She has become more of a temptress since I married her. She walks around the house in nothing but lingerie. Sometimes, she even forgets to wear that. She acts like a bitch in heat, always desperate and needy for my cock, even though she’s growing a baby inside her already.

She has no fear of how people would judge us if they saw her riding my cock naked in my study. I don’t care, either. When her sensual curves come into my field of view, I forget everything. The insatiable desire to bury my dick in her cunt grows as her belly expands with my child, reminding me of the forbidden bond between us. I trapped a sexy twenty-year-old into marrying me and bearing my babies by stuffing her with my seed.  

Myra swallows, then adjusts her pregnant body so her pussy is right above my cock. She sinks down on my rod inch by inch. Pleasure batters my senses, dragging me into a void of forbidden heat.

Fire erupts in my stomach, blazing brighter every time she pushes up and down. Her huge stomach wobbles with her movement and I exhale slowly, stroking her belly.

“You look so pretty growing my baby inside your young body,” I tell her. “I can’t wait to put more babies in you. I’ll have to keep you looking swollen and pregnant forever because this is how I like you.”

“I love being pregnant!” Myra lands hard on my cock. Her pussy walls pinch around my cock, sending friction and strong currents into my blood.

I shiver as her breasts jiggle. A thin trickle of milk leaks out of her swollen breast. God, she’s the perfect sight—hair wild, boobs leaking thick cream, and belly stuffed with a child as she bounces on my cock.

I raise my hands and rub over her dripping nipple. I squeeze her breasts, encouraging her letdown. More milk oozes out of her, washing down her body, skimming over her pregnant belly before lubricating my cock.

“Perfect,” I utter, as another wave of ecstasy crashes into me. “Look at you dripping breastmilk over your pregnant belly and your husband’s cock. Such a dirty, milky slut.”

“You made me this way,” Myra reminds me. Her hips move faster as her climax approaches. I roll my hips forward, thrusting upward into her tight pussy. One thing I love is how her pussy is still so damn tight even though she’s about to pop out a baby soon. Her pussy struggles to stretch to accommodate my dick. Forcing her to open, to take me is a delight.

I thrust into her depths, kissing her cervix, the entrance to her womb where my baby is growing. Feeling the intimate heat from that spot makes goosebumps rise all over my skin. I’m touching the baby I put inside her and her deepest feminine core.

Intimacy doesn’t get better than this.

Myra groans as milk streams out of her swollen boob, pooling between our slick private parts. My cock and her pussy are drenched in her pussy juices and breast milk. The added lubrication makes me fit into her easier.

“Your milk has so many uses.” I tweak her overflowing nipple between my fingers. “One of these days, I’ll have to make you cook dinner using your milk. See if it tastes better than the stuff we buy.”

“I’d be happy to.” Myra's stomach jumps violently. I cradle it as she crashes down on me, hungry and desperate to reach her peak.

I help her along, pushing up in rough, fast thrusts, bumping the head of my cock against her cervix so she feels me deeply.

When she closes her eyes and cries, I know she’s there. “Grant…” A long breath whooshes out of her lungs, leaving her sentence incomplete.

Her pussy convulses around me, choking my cock and forcing me to surrender to my wife’s milky, pregnant glory.

I shoot cum into her snug channel, drowning her in ropes of semen until she’s leaking on the bedsheets. Myra keeps riding me, allowing me to drain my balls inside her until I’ve exhausted every drop of cum. Her pussy wrings my cock dry, greedily clenching and demanding more, even when I’ve filled it to the brim.

I ease Myra off my cock. Her face is red and flushed and her body is painted with streaks of breastmilk. She looks gorgeous and filthy, just the way I adore her.

“I love you, Myra.” I pull her body beside me, rubbing her stomach and feeling the marvelous life we created. “You’re my milky temptation.”

“I love you, too, Grant. I was lost in life but being with you makes me feel anchored. I know I’m doing the right thing by being with you. You guide me and make my life feel amazing. I never imagined I’d feel so much pleasure every day. But cooking for you and having sex with you fills my life with joy. This is definitely better than the boring marriages I’ve seen.”

“I can’t help but fuck you every time I see you.” I kiss her bump. “So I hope you’re ready to have a dozen kids. Because I’ll never stop.”
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