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Bareback Revenge

By Stacy Neptune
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* * *


It happened at the company picnic. Not the really hot sex that comes later in the story, but my decision. My decision that I needed to have a child.

You see, I work at a call centre. It's a terrible job, really. I work with mainly other women, because female voices can sell more over the phone. Every summer, we have a picnic. One day, on the weekend so we don't miss any work. And for some reason, last summer, it seemed like everyone had kids.

There were so many cute babies. I felt like I was in the minority because I wasn't holding one, and I didn't have the extra large boobs that come with giving birth. And I didn't have a man standing next to me, hand on the small of my back.

But really it was the babies that I felt I needed. I guess that's just biology - the purpose of a human is to create more humans. But it didn't feel like biology. It felt like having a kid was what I needed to do with my life. It would give my life meaning. It would give me something to do.

And I felt like I'd be a good mom, on top of that. I had a steady but boring job. I already dressed like a mom. I had a kind of nice apartment. Even without a man in my life, I thought that I'd be totally capable of raising a child well. But that was the problem.

There was no man in my life. There weren't any men who were lusting after me. And it was probably because of my weight. I'm not obese. But I am... large. Plump. I would call it jolly, but I think it turns a lot of guys off. I'm just a bit too big for most people's tastes.

Normally I didn't let it get me down though. I was happy with who I was, even though it wasn't everyone's sexual fantasy. That's what a mom should be. moms aren't supposed to be sexy. They're supposed to be moms. The only problem is that I'd gone into the non-sexy phase before I'd found a man to fuck a baby into me.

But I didn't care. At that picnic, in the sun, looking at all the happy people with their babies, I knew that I needed one. I needed on inside of me, and then I needed to give birth to it, and breastfeed it, and then raise it to be a smart, good little kid. It would be adorable, and rewarding, and the best thing I could do with my life.

So on my drive home from that picnic, I divulged a plan. I'd go to a bar next Friday night, I'd find a guy, and I'd bring him home and have him fuck my brains out. Tell him I was on the pill or something. And this story does start next Friday, but things did not go according to plan. Not right away, at least.

* * *


But I really did think it would work for some reason. I thought that picking up a guy would be easy, even though I'd never done it before. I hadn't had sex since high school, and even back then the guy was probably only sleeping with me so that he could say he lost his virginity. But when I walked into that bar, with the music blaring and the lights flashing, I thought it was going to be the easiest thing ever. I could just tell someone that I wanted to have sex with them, and they'd be interested.

I hadn't put on any fancy outfit. Right away I realize that most other people in the club were dressed for the occasion. Tight dresses. High heels. Hair done up. But I didn't let that get me down. It seemed ridiculous to me that someone would turn down sex if I offered.

So I walked around the club a bit, and eventually I found my target. He was sitting alone at a booth. Broad shoulders. Clean cut. A bit of a smile on his face while he people-watched. He was wearing a nice button-up shirt, with the top two buttons undone, and some jeans. Nothing over the top.

I inhaled, and then walked over and sat down across from him. He was even sexier close-up. Definitely the kind of father I wanted my kid to have, even if it was only for the genes.

"Hey," he said.

"Hey," I said.

And then nothing. He didn't say anything else. He didn't even look at me. Like I was some annoyance. But I pressed on.

"Come here often?" I asked.

"I do," he said, looking over at me. "Almost every Friday. Unless I have work or something."

"What do you do?"

"I work construction," he said.

I waited for him to ask me what I did, but that didn't happen. He just sat there, looking almost bored. And I sat there in my boring clothes and boring face.

For some reason, I was totally oblivious. I didn't want to admit to myself that he just didn't want to have sex with me. So instead, I told myself that I wasn't coming on strong enough. I needed to really go for it. Make sure he understood that I wasn't just teasing him. I'd really go all the way.

"The music sure is loud," I said.

He nodded.

"It might be nice to go somewhere quieter."

He looked over at me with a tilted head. I thought that meant I'd succeeded.

"We could go back to my place," I said, trying to sound coy, "or maybe-"

"Are you kidding?" he said, cutting me off.

I was offended, and surprised.

"You think it's that easy? You think I'm that easy? That I'm going to sleep with you just because you offered?"

I was stunned I didn't know what to say. Basically, yes, that's exactly what I'd thought.

"Well, sorry to disappoint," he continued. "I don't find you attractive. You clearly didn't put any effort in. I'm almost offended that you tried to pick me up like that." He looked me up and down. "If you're that horny, then you'll have to go find someone who's more on your level. Trying the alley behind the bar, maybe. Or a bus stop."

It felt like my stomach had exploded inside of me and my stomach acid was eating up my insides.

He stared at me. He didn't care that he was hurting my feelings. "Look, I'm never going to sleep with you. That will just never happen. So if you could just get out of here, that would be great. Leave that spot open for someone who's putting in a bit more effort. Someone who deserves my attention."

I didn't have anything to say. I grabbed my bag and stormed out. I managed to fend off the tears until I sat down in my car.

I was devastated, at first. He had been so mean. It was true, that I hadn't put in that much effort, but even if I did, I wouldn't be as pretty as half the girls in there. I couldn't convince a guy to sleep with me unless I was at a bus stop, he said. He said that he would never, ever sleep with me.

I took off down the highway. While driving, fast, my mood changed. I suddenly wasn't so sad any more. I was getting mad. He had been wrong. I was going to get back at him, somehow. I was going to make him pay for what he'd done to me.

At first, I had no idea how I could make that happen. A thousand things went through my head. Maybe I could blow up his house, I thought. Kill every woman he sleeps with from now on, so that his life is a huge tragedy. Or I could just push him down a long set of concrete stairs.

But those were all too severe. I knew that I would never actually do any of them, and if I did I'd probably end up feeling bad and possibly in jail. I didn't want either of those things, but the ideas were still fun to think about.

He would never sleep with me.

Eventually, another idea started creeping into my head. He said that he'd never sleep with me. Someone like me. A big woman like me. What if I could change that? What if I could trick him into fucking me? I'd get back at him, and I'd get to have his child. As long as I could convince him not to use a condom.

But how could I get him to change his mind? I thought back to the club. To all those women who he wanted to have sex with instead of me. They wore revealing clothing and high heels. Their faces were covered in make up. And most of them had platinum blond hair.

And with that, my revenge plan was decided. I would turn myself into a bimbo, and then I'd trick him into getting me pregnant.

* * *


I spent the weekend moping around. Wondering if I was actually going to go through with my plan, or if I was going to chicken out. It seemed like the kind of thing I would chicken out of. But when Monday rolled around, and I was driving home from work, I ended up parked outside of a mall.

I went in, and I shopped. I wasn't normally the kind of woman who liked shopping, but this wasn't regular shopping. This was revenge shopping.

First I stopped at the make-up section of a pretty big store. The woman behind the counter was incredibly friendly. She knew all about what would go best with my complexion. The only difficult part was explaining what I was getting dressed up for. She could tell that I didn't normally wear makeup, so she asked, "Is there some special occasion coming up?"

"Sort of," I said, admiring the one eye that she'd made up for me in the mirror.

"A wedding, or..."

"Not exactly," I said. I looked at her. "Just trying to impress someone."

"Well, that shouldn't be hard. You're a very pretty woman."

She was nice enough to me that it almost repaired the damage that the man at the club had done to my self-esteem. But I left before she could fix it all. I was mad, and I wanted to stay mad until that man had impregnated me.

After makeup and perfume, I went to a lingerie store for plus-sized women. I skipped over the reasonable stuff that I'd normally buy. I didn't even get sucked in by the 2-for-1 deal on granny panties. Again, there was a very friendly woman who helped me choose just the right stuff.

I ended up in the change room, looking myself up and down. I was wearing a frilly pink push-up bra, and some form-fitting pink panties. They smoothed out my shape instead of giving me rolls like most panties do. I thought that I looked damn good.

I stopped at another store and grabbed a hair dye kit. And then I went to another plus-sized clothing store and got the rest of my outfit.

I wouldn't look any good in a tight dress like most of the women had been wearing. But I knew layers would be my friends. And ruffles. I found a super sexy white shirt, no sleeves, that had ruffles on the chest. Then a black cardigan, and some jeans. When I wore the form-fitting panties underneath the jeans, I didn't look half bad in them.

Finally, I picked up a pair of red high heels. They weren't practical. They were not the kind of thing that a mom would wear. They were expensive. But I bought them anyway. I wasn't trying to be a mom yet, I was trying to get pregnant. And I was trying to get back at that mean man. And I knew his type. I knew what he was into. And it wasn't moms.

I drove home with all the things I'd bought, and I felt like I'd loaded up on ammunitions. When Friday rolled around, the night he said that he was often at that club, I would be ready for him. But he would never be ready for me.

I spent the whole week just waiting for Friday. Even more so than usual.

I left early on Friday afternoon. Spent a couple hours dying my hair. Then I put effort into it - trying to give it beautiful loose curls. And it actually turned out pretty nice. And once I got dressed I thought I looked even nicer. I spent another hour on my makeup, which I over-did, but that was kind of the idea. It was true - I hadn't tried very hard last time. But now I was sexy as fuck, and I was going to bring him back here. I was going to make him fuck me, and he was not going to use protection.

I got in my car and drove to the club.

* * *


When I got there, I tried to walk with confidence. I wasn't just looking for someone to drag home this time. Today, all the men would be ogling over me, and I was going to pick whoever I wanted. I already knew, of course. And I didn't look around to see if I was actually being ogled. But that was the mindset I had.

He was sitting there again. By himself. I guess that's his strategy. I sat across from him, hoping that he wouldn't recognize me.

This time he looked at me, but didn't look away. He stared into my eyes. His eyes were intense. "Hey," he said.

"Hey."

"So," he said, "you come here often?"

"It's actually only my second time here," I said.

"Cool," he said. "Can I order us some drinks?"

"Absolutely," I said. I placed my purse down next to me. It had worked. He was hitting on me. Now I just needed to play it cool. Not come on as strong as I had last time.

The server came up, and he order himself a rum and coke, and me a martini.

"So what brings you here tonight?" This time he was asking all the questions.

"You know," I said. "Just looking for a good time."

"Don't you normally just go out and have a good time with your boyfriend?"

I could tell exactly what he was doing. "I don't have a boyfriend, actually."

He stared at me, grin on his face. "No way. There is no way that a beautiful woman like you is single."

"Single by choice," I said. He'd called me beautiful. He thought that he was trying to seduce me. He had no idea that it was actually the other way around, and that I'd totally succeeded.

"Obviously," he said.

He smiled at me some more, and I smiled just a little bit back. He really was handsome. I couldn't believe how easy it had been after all. There wasn't really anything hard about seducing men, it just took a little effort.

The drinks arrived, and I got him talking about work. It wasn't interesting at all, but I didn't want to invite him back to my place until he'd had a couple drinks at least. I wanted him to want it, so bad.

I leaned forward on the table while he spoke, giving my push-up bra a little extra help. I caught him looking several times, even though he was trying his best not to. He had done this before, with other women. He clearly thought that he had game. That he was a player. He had no idea that I was the one playing him.

At one point, I started staring at him. With wide, made-up eyes. I stared at him, lipstick-rimmed mouth slightly ajar, until he finally noticed. He stopped talking and said, "What?"

"I think we should go back to my place."

He leaned back and pulled his wallet out. Slapped a fifty on the table, then said, "Let's go."

He got in my car, and while we drove back he put his hand on my thigh. He was putting on the moves heavier than I was. I knew at this point that the only challenge I had left was to make sure he didn't use a condom while fucking my brains out.

* * *


When we got into my place, our lips met immediately. I hadn't even swung the door all the way shut before he pulled me in for a long kiss. Just lips at first, and then tongue. We both knew why he was here. I could feel it in his pants. He was excited.

I got the door closed and he pushed me up against the wall. I decided to act helpless. Clearly that's what he was into. He pressed me up against the wall, grabbing my breast with one hand, the other pressed against the wall next to my head.

I could feel how hard he was getting, so I stuck a hand down his pants. It was huge. And warm. And smooth. He let out a little moan as I started stroking up and down. He pressed up against me, but then I pushed him away.

I dropped to my knees and pulled his pants down around his ankles. I was playing the part. I was living how one of those bimbos at the club lived.

I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock, massaged the balls with one hand, and then slowly started bobbing up and down.

His hands landed on the back of my head, getting tangled in my freshly blond hair. He started pushing me forward and pulling me back, controlling the pace. Using me as his sex toy. I needed to get him horny. I needed him so horny that when he found out I didn't have any condoms, he'd still want to fuck me. And at this rate, I felt like that wasn't going to be a problem. He moaned and gripped the back of my head firmer. He was starting to throb. His knees were getting weak.

I stopped, because I didn't want his potent semen to all end up in my mouth. So I stood up and slid down my pants, revealing those pretty pink panties I'd purchased. He stared at my legs like they were the best thing he'd ever seen, cock still hanging out, and then I took of the cardigan. And then the blouse. Wearing only my pink lingerie, I grabbed his wrist and pulled him into the bedroom.

I lay on my back on the bed, and he stripped to just his boxers mounted me in no time. More kissing. Lots of boob-fondling. I can feel his rock hard cock just on the other side of his boxers, pressing up against my soft pussy lips. Rubbing against them. Warming them up. I was getting so wet at just the thought of him cumming inside me.

Then it was his turn to have some fun. He leaned back, and I stuck my legs up so he could pull my panties off. He did, and then two of his fingers slid into me. I was so wet already, as they started slowly rubbing in circles on the inside, pressing up and out.

Then his thumb joined in too, pressing against the outside. Rubbing in tight circles, in time with the fingers, around my clit. It felt incredible. It took all my effort to not just fade away into an existence of only pleasure. My eyes rolled back in my head. I started moaning, and breathing heavily with every rub. His hand was getting soaked. His eyes were wide with anticipation.

I let him have his way for a while. He rubbed, I moaned. He sped up, I arched my back. These weren't things I was deciding to do - these were just the natural responses. I didn't have a choice. He was forcing my body to react that way, it just felt that good.

I was already writhing, but he decided to take it a step further. He slid down between my legs, and his tongue pressed against the outside. It was so wet and warm and smooth. Slowly it took over the role of the thumb, covering all my outside bits. Sucking. Licking. Lapping. I almost finished just from that.

But I didn't want to. Not quite yet. I wanted to come when he did. That would make getting pregnant more likely. Finishing at the same time. Him thinking he was being safe. Me knowing the opposite. Just thinking about it almost pushed me over the edge, so I had to stop him.

I scootched back on the bed, pulling my pussy away from his soaked face. He looked up at me. "What is it?"

"I need you inside of me," I said.

"I can do that," he said. "Do you have a condom?"

"I'm on the pill," I lied.

He hesitated.

"Trust me. Just out of a long term relationship. Got tested a week ago. Don't you just want to be inside of me?"

With that, his boxers came off. Suddenly I could feel his dick pressed against my pussy lips. Then all at once, he was inside me. Stretching me open. Getting precum places where it shouldn't be. I might have been pregnant already. And it felt so good.

My feet rested on his shoulders, legs against his body. He started with a couple slow thrusts, testing the waters. But it was wet enough. Slippery enough. He knew he could go as fast as possible, and I tried to ask him to with my facial expression alone.

The message got across. He started pumping away, full speed, and it felt incredible. It felt better than any sex I'd had before. There was nothing between us. No condom. It was person on person. Two people becoming a single body. Our breathing started to synchronize. My moans grew louder. It felt so good. So dangerous. He was going to get me pregnant, and he didn't even think that was a possibility.

The next thing I knew he had spread my legs, and was lying down on top of me. Hand on either side, holding up his top half. He was hitting my insides at a new angle now though. Every thrust landed in that perfect spot. He just hit it again and again and again. I was going to go crazy. Just literally become insane from all the pleasure he was pumping into me.

Then it started to build. First I could feel it in him, and then it started to happen in me as well. We were close. Heading towards the edge.

His pace started to falter. The pleasure was taking over, just a bit. He couldn't quite keep up the pace. His muscles would twitch. That's how much he was enjoying me. Enjoying my fertile body.

Then it was happening inside of me. I started to flex inside. The floodgates were let opened.

Then it happened. All the sudden, his cock started to pump. Pump semen, deep inside of me. I went over the edge, and my whole body started to tingle. He kept at it, and I kept tingling, every muscle having a mind of its own. My muscles would tense and then relax.

And his cum started to fill me. Every thrust got deeper, and slower. It felt incredible. He kept thrusting until every last potent drop had been deposited deep in my fertile vagina.

Then he collapsed on top of me. His whole weight was pressed against me. His cock was still inside of me. My whole body was tingling. My legs weren't going to work again for a while.

After a couple of minutes, he pulled out and went into the bathroom. After cleaning up, I assume, he got dressed, said that he might see me around, and left me there.

I would have been offended by how quickly he'd left. But I wasn't.

I'd gotten what I wanted. His cum was still warm, deep inside of me. Fertilizing my eggs. The man who said he'd never sleep with me had done it anyways. And he'd loved it.

I felt beautiful. I felt tingly. And I felt pregnant.


What to read next.[image: ]

When Shawn first suggests hypnotising Faith as an outlet for all the sex acts she won't let him do normally, Faith turns him down. But the idea sticks with her, eventually becoming an obsession of hers. The idea of completely giving her body up to someone else is hot enough that she eventually changes her mind and let's him do it.

And he jumps at the opportunity. Once she's out of it, he starts simple. But he can't hold back. He takes it further again and again, doing everything he's dreamed of with her. Just using her as his sex toy. But will he take it too far? Will he do the one thing sex was designed for, but that he doesn't have permission to do?

Click here to buy it on Amazon
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Stacy Neptune has a dirty mind and wants to share it with you. She's been writing erotic stories since she was far too young, and now she's good enough to publish her stories for the world to see. And the world likes what it sees.

Stacy doesn't spend all her time writing. She also spends plenty of time fantasizing, and a fair bit of time 'researching'. Outside of that she loves to hike, get dressed up, and try new things.

There isn't just one kink that Stacy loves best. She has a thing for billionaires, and a thing for mind-control. A thing for breeding and a thing for first-time stories. There isn't much that she isn't in to.

Visit Stacy’s Sexy Catalog


Stay Up to Date.

Once a week I send out a newsletter to let my fans know about what I’ve been up to. You’ll be the first to know about my hot new releases, you’ll never miss a deal I put on, and I will love you forever.

I never send you spam, and it is 100% free to sign up!

Click here to sign up for the Stacy Neptune Newsletter
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