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Jessica’s Fertile Imagination

My girlfriend and I were sitting on
the couch watching some mindless reality TV after a long day. It’s
a commercial break, and I’m zoned out thinking of the work that is
waiting for me in the morning.

Then it happens.

“Wow,” Jessica giggles. “I
think I just got pregnant.” Gesturing to the built, shirtless man
on screen.

My brain misfires.

She was joking. Of course she was
joking, a playfully sexy deodorant ad with a built, virile looking
model packing quite the bulge in his thin boxers had just played on
TV. But what my girlfriend said had me shook.

I couldn’t help but picture it. Her.
Pregnant. Her belly swollen and peeking out from under the top she
was currently wearing - a pink tank top and yellow cotton shorts.
Her already large breasts full to bursting with milk, framed by the
tendrils of her long brown hair that flows nearly to her elbows.
Would they leak? Two dark patches right over her semi-hard nipples
putting them on display, ripe for su…

“Hun?” I started out of my
thoughts when I felt her hand on my arm. She looked at me with
concern. That might not have been the first time she’d said
it.

“Sorry,” I said with a
reassuring grin, and pulled her in for a quick kiss.

She returned the kiss and leaned her
forehead against mine, looking at me with wide, innocent and
worried green eyes that do nothing to relieve my sudden
arousal.

“Was it what I said? You
know I’m on birth control.”

I knew. We hadn’t used condoms since
our first date a year before, both preferring the natural sensation
of skin on skin. She’d said condoms made it feel like she was using
her dildo instead of getting fucked by a man, and I was only too
happy to ditch them. Cumming deep inside her wet pussy was what my
body wanted. It satisfied all of my instincts to slam my hips to
hers as tightly as I could and let go. It felt amazing.

But I’d never thought about her being
pregnant. About me making her pregnant. In my teens, pregnancy was
always a specter to be avoided at all costs. But now? The thought
of filling her with my seed, my sperm penetrating the depths of her
womb and fertilizing her. Causing her body to change and grow.
Causing her tits to swell and to leak sweet milk.

I feel her hand squeeze my arm, and I
blink hard and give my head a little shake. Snap out of it,
man.

“Are you
alright?”

“Just thinking,” I say
with a smile. Jessica furrows her brows, not convinced. She runs
her hand down my arm soothingly before coming to a sudden stop.
She’s noticed the tent I’ve pitched in my boxers and looks up at me
with a wicked grin.

“Thinking, hmm?” She asks
as she wraps her hand around my length through my shorts. “About
anything in particular?”

I groan, the teasing pressure she’s
giving me nowhere near enough for how worked up I’m already
feeling.

“You” I growl, and push
her down onto her back on the sofa. She goes easily, delighted
laughter bubbling as I start to maul her neck with light bites and
tiny kisses - her hot spot. it always works to get her nice and
juicy for me. My fingers slide under her tiny shorts and into her
panties where I find her folds already starting to moisten. She
sighs a quiet moan as my forefinger delves into her, stroking the
top of her clit a few times before I slide down to tease her
entrance.

“Lift up your shirt.” I
feel a small shiver run through her. She loves it when I tell her
just what to do. My mouth trails downward over her clavicle and
onto her breasts. Her nipples are small and pink, but firm as I
pull one into my mouth and suck hard, drawing a squeal from her at
the sudden pressure. I soften the suction and tease her hard bud
with my teeth, gently scraping them along the edges. She squirms
and moans at the sensation, and the fingers I’m using to tease her
sweet pussy are flooded with a warm wetness as she reaches her peak
arousal.

I pull back and look at her breasts,
imagining how they would change. They’d swell, and the softness
would become firmer. Bouncier as opposed to their soft jiggle. Mmm
they’d probably look so sexy as she rides on my cock.

Her nipples would darken… and just the
thought makes me groan. They’d change from the sweet innocent pink
they are to a richer rose color. Maybe even darker. They’d get
thicker, too, the tiny pencil-eraser tips would lengthen and
thicken into little nozzles perfect for biting, sucking, and
milking.

My erection is throbbing with need. I
sit back on my knees and palm myself, letting her see how hard I
am.

“Bed, now.” I say. “Naked,
and spread that sweet pussy for me.”

She doesn’t waste any time in getting
moving, and leaves a trail of clothes in her wake as she heads into
our bedroom. I watch her, admiring the sway of her hips and her
tiny waist. I hear the old springs of the bed creak a little as she
gets settled, and I follow her.

She’s laying on the bed, fingers
pulling at her sweet lips, spreading herself for my gaze. Her pussy
twitches as I watch, her juices glinting slightly in the soft
light.

“Look at that hungry
little pussy.” She squrims and blushes, I love making her expose
herself to me. She’s told me before how all the little orders I
give make her feel soft, and her pleasure is obvious in the flush
on her face.

I revel in her gaze as I
peel my shirt off. My shorts are quick to follow, and her eyes lock
onto my cock. I squeeze the base firmly and get onto the bed
between her spread legs. Her pussy twitches again, and I can feel
patience chipping away.
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