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BLURB


I was supposed to go home after my college exchange program— instead, I’m carrying my landlord’s baby.

Isla’s college exchange is everything she dreamed it would be — with the exception of her grumpy landlord. The rugged older professor would be handsome, if only he would smile.

Meanwhile, Kieran worries that the prickly exterior is not enough to hide his desire. He can’t stop thinking about Isla’s cute British accent, her sunny smile, and her intoxicating curves.

With temptation around every corner, his need for innocent Isla becomes impossible to deny.

As he claims her for the first time, Isla finds herself craving more. Craving forever.

With one steamy lesson in baby-making, this older man will claim her as his own…

This is a smutty instalove romance. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA with marriage and pregnancy. Tropes include: age gap, forbidden love, breeding, first time, older man/younger woman.
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ONE
ISLA


The ad for the room in this house seems too good to be true.

Walking distance from the college campus, an entire house with only one roommate — and it’s within my exchange student budget?

Things only get crazier when I meet the man renting it out. I must stare at his handsome face for a second too long when he opened the door, because he gave me a frown immediately.

“Hi, I’m Isla.”

His hand swallows mine in a handshake.

“Professor Kieran Mellor. You’re... British?” He raises an eyebrow in surprise.

“Yes! I’m here for an exchange semester. My best friend did hers last year and said it was amazing...”

Kieran watches me intently while I ramble.

I can’t tell if he’s listening or just tolerating. His stern face gives nothing away, but I like the feeling of those intense blue eyes on mine.

“…sorry, you probably don’t care about that. You might have taught Keely during her exchange though.” He keeps staring at me as I get progressively more flustered. “What is it that you teach, again? Oh wait, I didn’t ask, did I? Sorry, that was rude of me. I’m a bit of a yapper. You might have noticed. I’ll shut up now.”

“Civil engineering.”

“What?”

“You asked what I teach? Civil engineering.”

Now he’s looking at me like I’m crazy. For good reason.

I’ve just talked his ear off about my best friend Keely’s exchange semester for five minutes, when he probably just wants to show me the room and be done with it.

If he’s even still considering me, now that he knows I’m an absolute yapper and a student at the university where he teaches. There must be a million students who would like to rent in a place like this.

Kieran doesn’t teach on my environmental studies course, and I’m glad. Because I could spend entire lectures just staring at that jawline. Or those piercing blue eyes.

I can’t believe this absolute sex god of a man is a professor. Most of my professors are pale and pudgy and older than my grandfather.

He looks very Berkeley, with his chestnut-brown hair streaked with gold from the sun and tanned skin. I could almost picture him as a surfer, if he wasn’t such a giant. He’s having to duck through doorways in his own home.

Not to mention that the man is fit.

As he shows me around the house, I keep zoning out and admiring his body. He’s wearing a blue button-up shirt, but the sleeves are pushed back to reveal his forearms, corded with thick muscles.

I could almost lose myself in what he was saying, if he wasn’t so damn abrupt. Kieran doesn’t seem to be happy to be renting out the room. His handsome face could be attractive if he just smiled, but instead his brow is furrowed with concern.

When he’s finished giving me the tour of the huge mansion, he sits across from me at the kitchen table, pushes the contract over to my side. and folds his hands in front of him.

“Well?” His deep voice rumbles. “Do you want to live here, Isla?”

I can’t help but feel a little chill of pleasure zip down my spine at the sound of my name on his lips.

Even if he’s looking at me like I’m an unwelcome intruder in his home.

I look around in stunned silence for a moment.

“At first I thought the listing was a scam. You clearly don’t need the money, if your place looks like this.”

“I don’t.” He shrugs, as if that ends the conversation.

Then, after I look at him in confusion, he reluctantly opens his mouth again. “I travel often, for conferences, so I need someone here while I’m away. It’s half-renting, half-housesitting. You won’t see me around much.”

I stifle my disappointment.

This is a great deal. I’d be crazy to say no.

But it also feels a little crazy to say yes, when I’m having such a strong reaction to this simple conversation with Kieran.

I’ve never even kissed a man, but something tells me I’d like Kieran to change that.

“There’s one condition,” he continues.

His mention of a condition sends my brain to a crazy, only-one-bed place, which is clearly not what he is suggesting.

He’s a Professor, Isla. Get your mind out of the gutter.

“Oh?”

The word comes out breathier than I normally talk.

“You have to stay for the whole semester. My last renter moved out in the middle of the semester to move in with her boyfriend.” He pinches the bridge of his nose. “It’s annoying to have to rent a place out in the middle of the semester. I’m a busy man.”

I try not to be disappointed at how mundane this condition is.

“Right, well… I won’t do that?”

“Good.” He nods his approval and pins me in place with his intense blue eyes. “The room is yours.”

“Yes, sir.” I can’t help but joke about his abrupt method of communicating.

But something about my joke doesn’t land right — maybe a cultural difference? Kieran’s frown deepens, and he takes the contract and stares at it very hard, as if regretting renting the room to me.

I decide it’s probably better to shut up, rather than taking the joke any further.

He pushes a key across to my side of the table silently.

“Well, bye?” I throw the key in my purse and sling it over my shoulder. “Nice to meet you.”

And Kieran just nods, silently, his expression as stony as ever. Somehow, I think I’ve fucked up my relationship with my landlord before I’ve even moved in.


TWO
KIERAN


If I was quicker on my feet, I would have invented an excuse to stop Isla moving in.

Because the second she appeared on my doorstep I knew there was only one thing I wanted to do with her — and it did not involve signing a rental agreement.

Instead, I’m helping her carry her suitcases in from the taxi. Who else does she have to help her in this city? I’m not going to leave her all alone and struggling with bags which are practically the same size as her.

She’s an exchange student from England, freshly arrived here for a semester with the environmental studies program. Thousands of miles from home.

“Thank you Kieran. I appreciate this so much, really,” she tells me when we’re done.

The hot spring weather has got us both sweating, and I can’t drag my eyes away from Isla’s glowing skin.

I linger in the doorway of the bedroom, afraid to get too close as she lounges on the bed.

She’s been wearing a figure-hugging fitness outfit for the whole move and I can’t drag my eyes away from her full breasts, spilling over the top of the red lycra.

“Not a problem.”

I turn away before my staring becomes too obvious.

Then Isla makes a suggestion. “I’ll make dinner to celebrate moving in?” Her voice is soft and hopeful.

Fuck.

It would be rude to say no, wouldn’t it? This is one of her first nights in the city. Her course hasn’t started yet. She doesn’t have anyone else to have dinner with.

“Sure.”

She gives me a list of ingredients to get while she unpacks. I dump them on the counter.

Then she shoos me out of the kitchen.

“It’ll be ready at 7.30. Come back then.”

I can’t help but laugh at how comfortable she is pushing me out of my own kitchen. It’s not as if I use it much anyway. I’m more of a “food is fuel” guy than an admirer of haute cuisine.

But when I come downstairs to the scent of home-cooked food and Isla dancing around my kitchen like she belongs there, I can’t help but feel satisfied. This is nice.

Not to mention, she looks great. She’s wearing a simple black tank top and a short denim skirt which shows off her shapely legs. Her long hair is knotted in a messy bun on top of her head.

I just watch her for a second. It feels right to have her here, in my home. I admire the look of concentration on her face as she chops tomatoes and basil.

“Smells good.”

She looks up and gives me a sweet, shy smile.

“Thanks! It’s a family recipe. My mother is Italian, so there’s always a lot of cooking going on in our household.”

I take a seat at the breakfast bar while Isla tells me what she’s doing, how she’s making this pasta dish.

This is way too comfortable. I’m enjoying this too much.

When she dishes up the pasta and we’re sitting across from each other at the table, I have to remind myself that she’s a student. At the college where I teach. Not girlfriend material.

Not to mention she’s twenty-one. I’m almost forty. Letting Isla know that I find her attractive would be deeply inappropriate.

Acting on it? That would be social suicide. Not to mention a risk to my job.

No matter how much I might want to bend her over the dining table and fuck her right now.

Control yourself, Kieran.

I know that I cannot let this happen again unless I want to end the night with Isla riding my cock. I should stay a safe distance away from this tantalizing young woman.

The problem only gets worse after that night. I do my best to stay out of the house, but I can only do so much when we’re sharing a space.

I am not one of those academics who has trouble keeping his hands off students.

But there’s something about Isla. She’s pretty, angelic and toned, but so many girls are. It’s not just that Isla is hot. It’s something about how chatty and bubbly she is. She almost makes me smile — and I never smile, as a rule.

I’m not letting myself respond to it, not letting her sunshine and cheer affect me.

Every day she chips away at my walls a little more.

The other day she baked cookies and I ate one. A sugar-filled, nutritionally inadequate, chocolate chip cookie.

And it was the best thing I’ve ever tasted.

The fucked-up thing is that even though we’re not in a relationship, even though she’s half my age and I could never touch her, there’s something nice about coming home to Isla every night.

It’s making me think that I have some claim over her. Which is crazy.

After a month of this, of seeing Isla most days except when I’m traveling for work, I decide to talk to her.

Isla is sitting on the couch, her wavy brown hair swept up in a ponytail on top of her head. She’s wearing an oversized t-shirt and leggings, and as always her face breaks into a wide smile when she sees me. She pats the couch next to her, an invitation to join in watching a movie with her.

And my stupid heart gives a thud.

I join her on the couch and Isla instinctively curls up at my side. I stiffen, not wanting to do anything inappropriate, but as the movie goes on it feels only natural to wrap my arm around her.

Stupid idea.

Because the second I’m touching her, my cock responds, begging me to do more.

And there, with my arm wrapped around her shoulders, her silken hair resting against my arm, I am fully hard, trying to conceal my obvious boner as this gorgeous girl chatters away next to me.

It’s only when she leans her head against my arm that I realize I’ve been playing with a lock of her hair.

I pull my arm away and clear my throat. She looks up at me in confusion, her amber eyes widening. It would be so easy to lean down and kiss her.

This is exactly why we need to have a conversation.

When the movie finishes, I take a seat across from her in an armchair. I never really used the living room before, because there was no one to share it with. But with Isla here, I’ve been using these spaces more. She makes my house feel like a home.

Another reason we need to have this conversation.

“Uh oh, this looks serious,” she says, tilting her head to the side.

“Isla, I’m worried you might be… Uh, how shall I put this. Not enjoying yourself as much as you could? Maybe because you’re living with me?”

She looks up at me in confusion with those soft brown eyes.

“What do you mean, Kieran?”

“Uh… You haven’t brought over any men. Or women, whoever you’re into. I know you have friends on your course, but you don’t seem to be seeing anyone romantically.”

Her face flushes. “Oh, I⁠—”

“I’m not trying to embarrass you. You don’t have to date anyone, obviously. I just hope that I’m not the reason you’re holding back.”

“Well, the thing is…”

“The soundproofing is good and my room is at the other end of the house. It wouldn’t be an issue at all. There are no house rules around that sort of thing.”

I add a nonchalant shrug, to show how little I care. It’s an effort.

Because for some reason, no part of me wants to contemplate Isla bringing back some college guy to the guest bedroom.

I’ve been renting out this room to students for years. There’s no reason this British girl, no matter how cute, would be different.

She bites her lip as she considers what I’m saying. I try not to respond to the way her teeth sink into her plush pink flesh but my cock gives a twitch. The truth is, my physical reactions to this girl are only getting more serious.

“The thing is, Kieran, that’s not really something that’s going to happen. I’ve never even had a boyfriend before.”

“Really?”

I find that hard to believe. I’ve been trying not to notice her body, but it’s almost impossible. Isla isn’t just a lovely girl, she’s perfect, with her perky tits, her round ass, her alluring dark hair and eyes.

She nods her head. “Never.”

“Well, all I’m saying is, it’s up to you.”

I try to round out the conversation, not wanting to get into the details of exactly how inexperienced Isla while I’m already hard just from sitting next to her. But she keeps talking with that sexy British accent.

“I mean, it’s just not a priority for me, right now. I’ve never wanted to. And the boys who have asked me out have been… Well, not my type. In fact, I think I’ve only met one man who is my type, but I don’t think he knows that I’m into him. I wouldn’t know how to start anything with him anyway.”

She’s twirling the end of her hair as she says this last part, looking at me intently.

I feel an irrational surge of jealousy about this guy, whoever he is. To have Isla’s attention like that would be something special, even if she has no idea what she’s doing.

“Sorry, I’ve started yapping now… I like men who know what they want, anyway. So I guess I’m waiting around for the right guy. But I do wonder why it hasn’t happened yet. Like, maybe there’s something wrong with me. ”

Isla blushes, shooting me another look.

She’s flustered. I’ve embarrassed her.

“Fuck, sorry. I didn’t mean to pry.” I rake a hand through my hair and try to think what I could say to make this better. “I’m just surprised that you haven’t dated anyone. There’s definitely nothing wrong with you, as far as I’m concerned.”

“I don’t think it would be so bad for someone to date me. But, like I said, it just hasn’t happened so I wonder if I’m doing something wrong…”

This is getting into dangerous territory, but I keep going.

“I’m sure it’s not you. you’re a pretty young woman, Isla. If I was twenty years younger, I’d be all over you.”

I say it before I think better of it. Isla’s mouth drops open.

“You’d be… All over me?”

Maybe it’s just my brain working overtime but I could swear she look almost curious.

“Let me take that back. What I meant to say was, look at you, Isla. You’re an attractive young woman. If the college boys here can’t see that, they’re idiots as far as I’m concerned.”
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Later that night I hear a faint moan on the way to bed. When I walk past the doorway to Isla’s room, still open a crack, the sight of her stops me in my tracks.

Her dark hair cascades down her back, her head tilted back. Her skin glistens with a sheen of sweat.

She’s just wearing a cami and boy-leg shorts which hug her slim figure tight. Through the thin grey fabric, I can see the peaks of her sweet nipples.

And she’s humping the pillow in my guest room.

Fuck, babygirl.

Her smooth thighs are straddling the pillow on either side as she rides it like it’s the world’s best cock.

It’s hypnotic to watch her — the fluid movement of her back, the breathy moans swelling into cries of pleasure, the bounce of her perky tits.

My cock swells to attention in a rush of excitement.

This sexy twenty-one year old is making herself cum in my guest room.

Every inch of me wants to storm in, rip those pajamas off her and see if she can ride a real cock like that.

I drag myself away, though I want to keep watching.

This is fucked up. Isla is in a new country, all by herself, and I can’t be the asshole who takes advantage of her.


THREE
ISLA


Kieran would be all over me if he was twenty years younger.

That thought rattles around in my head after our conversation.

What would it be like, to have Kieran all over me? Those big, strong arms. The rough feel of his stubbled chin. The bulge in his pants when we were watching that movie. It looked huge. I wanted to touch it, but I wasn’t brave enough.

I try to imagine having sex with Kieran, but my experience is frustratingly limited.

Of course I know what sex is. I just don’t know how it feels, or why it’s such a big deal.

I can’t stop thinking about it when I see Kieran around the house. I think he can sense it, too, because he’s been avoiding me. As if he knows exactly what I’m thinking about every time I look at him.

Until finally, on Sunday evening, I return from a beach trip to find Kieran waiting for me.

“I think you forgot this in the laundry room.”

Kieran is holding my thong between his thumb and forefinger, his face unreadable.

It’s pink, and lacy, and absolutely tiny.

Fuck.

“Sorry! I was doing laundry and you know, I had to hand wash it, and then I was going to hang it up in my room but I must have forgotten…”

I go to grab it back but Kieran pulls it out of my grasp. I don’t know where this has come from but there’s something different about him today. His eyes are dark.

Is he pissed at me about this? He must be.

I’ve invaded his space. I’ve crossed a line.

“Put it on.”

What?

My brain short-circuits.

He’s looking at me again with that stormy expression, his blue eyes intent on me. He gives a nod when he sees the uncertainty in my face and pushes the thong into my hand.

“I want to see you wear it, Isla.”

His voice is a low growl and that’s when I realize that the expression I’ve taken for annoyance is actually arousal.

Kieran is turned on. Turned on by me.

Oh my God.

Some instinct takes over and I do what he says.

I take the thong from him and slide off my yoga pants. He watches intently as I step into the pink lacy thong. I’ve always had a cute ass but I’ve never thought of it as my best feature, compared with my breasts.

But Kieran is staring like he’s a starved man at a feast.

He doesn’t look away. He doesn’t blink. He just licks his lips as I twirl to show him the thong.

As I pull it over my hips I give what I hope is a sexy movement, rolling my back as I pull it into place between my ass-cheeks.

“The top, too.”

Kieran’s lack of words is normally abrupt, but right now there’s something commanding about him. I tug at the hem of my tank top and pull it over my head.

I took my bikini off at the beach, so I’m not wearing a bra.

Kieran drinks me in, standing in just that silly, tiny thong which barely covers my pussy.

My grumpy, mostly silent landlord is now the only man who’s seen me topless. I think my breasts are nice, bigger than you’d expect for my size, with cute pink nipples… But Kieran is staring at them with the utmost seriousness. It’s making me feel self-conscious.

“I’ve never…” I trail off, suddenly feeling ashamed of what I’ve just done.

Was it sexy, or just embarrassing? Did he like it? How would I know?

“Never what?”

“Done a striptease. Or any of this before. The thong or… Anything else.”

“You’re a virgin.”

His eyes rake over me hungrily.

I nod, my cheeks flaming.

“A virgin who wears a slutty pink thong like this one?”

I know it’s kinda ridiculous to spend money on fancy lingerie when I’m not showing it to anyone, but it makes me feel good.

“I know it’s silly, but⁠—”

“No.” He growls. “It’s not silly, Isla. It’s the best fucking thing I’ve ever seen.”

He steps towards me and reaches for the elastic over my hips, running his fingers gently along the line of the fabric. Tingling heat follows his touch.

My heart pounds. Does that mean he liked it?

He pushes my back against the wall.

“Come here, babygirl.” His voice is a low strained groan.

Kieran drapes my arms over his shoulders and picks me up so we’re the same height. “Let me prove it to you. Feel how hard you’ve made me just by wearing this little thong.”

He positions me so that my thighs are wrapped around his hips, my core lined right up with his erection.

His huge, throbbing erection that makes his arousal obvious.

“Ohhh.” I let out a moan of surprise and arousal as I feel how his erection straining against the fabric of his slacks. His bulge is huge and solid beneath me.

“Do you like it? This is what a hard cock feels like. This is what you do to me, Isla.”

I nod wordlessly as I settle against his hardness and grind against him. This is so much better than humping a pillow.

Kieran’s hands roam all over my body as I ride his bulge, heat and moisture gathering at my core. It’s like nothing at all for him to hold me up against the wall, his muscled shoulders strong enough to support my entire bodyweight.

He takes my breasts in his hands one at a time, rolling my nipples until they’re aching peaks. The sensation courses straight to my clit.

“These perky fucking titties have been driving me crazy, Isla.”

I never knew that I could feel like this. Clinging on to Kieran, enjoying his solid warmth beneath me as I grind myself against him, his hands pushing me closer to the edge, all these sensations combine in one overwhelming tide of pleasure.

Kieran strokes my hair and pulls me to his chest as my moans become increasingly desperate. He gives the slightest rock of his hips and I feel it reverberate through my core.

God, if this is what it feels like just to grind against him, I can’t imagine what it will be like to have him inside me.

I grind against him and he lets out a low grunt.

“That’s it, hump me just like you humped your pillow that night.”

“You saw that?”

I’m breathless now, gasping, and it’s impossible to feel embarrassed when I’m about to cum all over his lap.

“I couldn’t drag myself away, babygirl. You’re so beautiful when you let go like this. If I’d known you were a virgin… I think I would have cum in my pants just seeing you ride that pillow.”

I’m soaking wet now, and when he brings his knuckle to brush over the fabric covering my clit, I let out a moan.

“Please, Kieran.”

“Do you want me to make you cum, babygirl?” He gently unhooks my arms from his shoulders and places me on the floor.

Then he drops to his knees and strips the thong off over my feet.

The next thing I know, Kieran’s mouth is all over my pussy.


FOUR
KIERAN


A twenty-one year old virgin is riding my face, letting out breathless moans and whimpers as I explore her untouched pussy with my mouth.

I can’t bring myself to care about the professional risk of fucking a college student, or the moral concern that I’m her landlord.

Not when Isla tastes like heaven.

Not when I know for sure that I’m the only man who has ever tasted this sweet pussy.

This is worth whatever the penalties may be.

“Oh my God, Kieran.”

Isla’s hands twine in my hair and she eagerly humps my face as my lips wrap around her clit.

The first taste of her slick flesh sends blood coursing straight to my cock.

I slide deeper between her legs and push her thighs wider.

My tongue probes her tight entrance, already rewarded with the taste of her nectar.

The taste is sweet and sexy and all her.

I thrust my tongue inside her, feeling her pussy convulse around me as her orgasm continues. But I can’t stop. I need to taste more of her, even as her walls squeeze my tongue so tight that it’s like she’s pushing me out.

I was already about to blow my load just from her dry-humping me.

Now I desperately fumble with my belt to free my throbbing cock.

It only takes a few pumps of my fist to finish as I devour Isla’s pussy.

Isla’s eyes are glazed with pleasure as she looks down at me, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she comes down from her orgasmic high.

My cock stirs again at the sight of her round tits and her nipples still peaked with arousal. The poor thing doesn’t know what’s hit her.

I lick her moisture from my lips.

“Did you like that, babygirl?”

She nods her head in agreement. “I’ve never felt like this before, Kieran. I’ve given myself orgasms, but it’s never felt like this.”

“You tasted like heaven, Isla. I could eat you for breakfast everyday.”

“Did you really like it? I’d heard that men didn’t always like it…”

“Not me, babygirl.”

I show her my hard cock, which is still slick with cum from my first load and at full mast all over again. She gasps, her eyes widening as she takes in my thick girth and the precum beading at my head once again.

I don’t even have to ask — Isla scrambles to her knees to take me in her mouth. I like the thought that she’ll be tasting my cum right from the start of her first blowjob, without even knowing the difference.

I show her how to stroke my shaft until she gets the hang of it.

“You’re so big, Kieran.”

My cock does look absurdly large in Isla’s delicate hands. She can’t even wrap her fingers around my girth, using both hands to stroke along my length.

“Like this?”

She’s so proud of herself when I nod my approval, giving me a sunny smile as she looks up at me from beneath her lashes. Nothing she does is consciously sexy, yet every part of her innocence and bubbly personality drives me crazy.

I press my cock against her lips.

“Open wide, Isla.”

She does it straight away, parting those plush lips to make a perfect fuck hole for my cock.

The sight of her waiting patiently like that, with her mouth hanging open and mostly naked on her knees, stirs something inside me. I want to be her first everything — the first cock she’s tasted, the first mouth to explore her hot little pussy, the first one to fuck her.

And I want to be the only one as well.

That’s what I’m thinking as I fist my hands in Isla’s dark hair and pull her mouth onto my cock.

I don’t just want Isla right now — I want to claim her, and make sure no other man has the opportunity to do what I’m doing right now.

Because if any other man could feel how blissful it is to have these glossy pink lips wrapped around his cock, he’d be just as crazy about her as I am.

Isla swirls her tongue around my head as she takes me into her mouth, cleaning every last drop of cum that’s coating my cock, and she even lets out a little moan at the taste.

I push into her mouth deeply, already loving the sensation of her hot velvety tongue and her tight lips stretched wide around me. Her mouth is hot and wet and blissful relief for my throbbing shaft.

Already I’m so turned on that I’m nearing the edge again.

She’s clumsy and inexperienced but there’s something so hot about her enthusiasm. She’s swallowing as much of my cock as she can, straining her mouth to the limit.

Isla lets me push right to the back of her throat even as her eyes water, my balls resting against her chin.

“That’s it, babygirl, you’re doing so well. Such a good girl taking my cock all the way like that.”

It’s only when a moan reverberates through my length that I realize how much Isla’s enjoying this too. She’s touching herself while she takes me in her throat, while I thrust into her face.

I’m losing control now, thrusting with wild abandon as Isla gives breathless moans that travel right to my cock.

“That’s it, babygirl, make yourself cum again while I feed you this cock.”

Then, entirely of her own accord, Isla dips her head and takes my balls one by one into her mouth.

Holy fuck.

I don’t have time to consider how she knew to do that, just enjoying the sensation of her hot tongue bathing my aching balls as I rapidly approach an orgasm. I take my shaft in my hand and jerk off furiously while she tongues the seam between my balls and travels back up to suck at my head again.

“Here it comes, babygirl.”

I shoot ropes and ropes of cum onto Isla’s pretty face with a groan of pleasure. My seed drips down her cheeks and onto her mouth, and her tongue darts out to lick it.

She catches the look of surprise on my face as she wipes a drop of cum away with her finger and brings it to her mouth.

“Am I not supposed to do that?” She wraps her lips around her finger to clean away the cum.

“I’m just surprised that you like it, babygirl.”

“Well, you like the taste of me. I guess I like the taste of you too, Kieran.”

Then Isla rises up onto her tiptoes to kiss me and I taste the mixture of strawberry-flavored lipgloss and my own cum in her mouth.

It’s absolute perfection. I’m never going to be able to stay away from her now.
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Eating Isla’s sweet pussy and feeding her my cock becomes something of a habit. In the kitchen before we both head to campus. During my lunch break, in my office. And at night, when we’re both home, things start to get out of hand.

I get so close, but I resist the urge to fuck her. Taking Isla’s virginity is different from just making her cum.

Today, though, as I spread her open against the wall in the hallway because I’m so eager to taste her and she soaks my face with her release, I know my self-control is wearing thin.

“Fuck, I want to be inside you so bad, babygirl.” My voice is a low, urgent growl. “I want to pump this tight pussy full of cum.”

I can’t help being honest about my desires when she looks so delicious.

Isla grips my forearm as another orgasm sweeps her away.

I love watching her lose control like this, her innocent face becoming increasingly debauched, her eyes hooding with arousal and her body writhing.

There’s one spot that drives her crazy whenever my fingertips brush against it. Her pussy is so tight that it grips my fingers. I love how responsive she is, giving a sweet moan every time I curl my fingers inside her.

I tweak her nipples as she cums, admiring the way her breasts bounce and the way her back arches to thrust them forward.

Every time I touch her, it makes me hard as steel.

But today when I’m finished devouring her pussy, Isla doesn’t take me in her mouth. Instead, she climbs on top of me. She’s totally naked, her soaked pussy bound to leave a wet patch on my slacks.

I place my hands on her slim waist, feeling the way her abdominal muscles are still trembling from her orgasm. She hurriedly unbuckles my belt and wraps her hand around my shaft, giving it a squeeze.

“Kieran, can we please have sex tonight?”

Isla’s been begging for it for weeks. But this girl is only visiting, and I don’t want to do something I can’t take back. Like taking her virginity.

Or worse… Breeding her.

Because I’ve never seen Isla take birth control.

Lately, I can’t stop thinking about getting her pregnant.

I try to laugh it off, but it’s difficult when she’s got her hand wrapped around my hardening cock, my arousal obvious.

“Babygirl, is making you cum three times a day not enough?”

She pouts at the teasing tone of my voice.

“It’s not the same as sex, though, is it?”

No, it’s not.

She’s so fucking innocent that she doesn’t even know the difference. And that’s why I can’t do this.

I let out a breath.

“Well, it’s different. But the end result is similar.”

“I just don’t get why we can’t.”

She doesn’t know what she’s asking for.

As soon as I’m inside that untouched pussy, I’m not going to be able to let her go.

“You’re only visiting, Isla. I don’t want you to do something you’ll regret later, no matter how close you feel with me right now.”

“It’s because you don’t want me, isn’t it? There’s something wrong with me.”

Babygirl, it’s the opposite.

Can’t she feel how hard I am right now? Doesn’t she know what she does to me? There’s something about her specifically that makes me crazy with lust.

Then Isla’s eyes start to glisten. She buries her face against my chest and starts to sob.

Fuck. I can’t watch her cry.

That’s what does it, after weeks of trying to have some semblance of self-control.

The idea that this perfect girl thinks she’s not attractive or desirable because of these stupid fucking rules I’ve set for myself.

I wipe away a tear that falls from Isla’s pretty eyes and close my mouth over her bottom lip just as it starts to wobble.

“You have been driving me crazy for months, babygirl. Months of being so hard that I can’t stand to be around you. Getting off on just the taste of your pussy. And you think that I don’t want you?”

Isla tilts her pretty head at me. “So we can do it?”

“Are you sure?”

Isla nods her head. “I can’t stop thinking about it, Kieran.”


FIVE
ISLA


Kieran carries me to his bed and places me down with a kiss on my forehead.

“I don’t want to hurt you, Isla. If at any time, it hurts too much or you want me to stop, I need you to be honest with me, okay?”

I nod my agreement.

I’m quietly confident that I can do it. How different can it be from having his tongue or his fingers inside me?

He pulls his button-up shirt over his head, then pulls off his briefs, positioning himself above me on the bed.

I know exactly how big Kieran is. I’ve been practicing fitting him in my mouth all month.

But now that he’s lining that thick cock up at my entrance, I have doubts. He’s practically as long as my forearm. Surely his cock is going to somehow rearrange my internal organs if he fucks me.

The big, blunt head presses against my pussy lips and I don’t know if it can fit inside me.

“Kieran, are you sure that it’ll fit?”

He smiles at that. “I’m sure, babygirl.”

“Okay… If you’re sure.”

Kieran captures my mouth in a deep, claiming kiss. “Ready?”

I nod at him and brace myself.

Kieran is slow and careful, feeding his cock inside me in one smooth motion. Aside from one short stab of pain when his cock finally breaks through the barrier, it feels incredible.

“Fuckkkk. Look at that pretty little pussy opening up for me.”

I feel so full of Kieran’s cock that I’m sure it’s all inside me, but when I look down I’m shocked to see he’s only halfway.

“Way more where that came from, babygirl.”

He gives a shallow thrust. I can’t control the needy moan that I let out as he withdraws and then stretches me open again.

I only want more.

I grip his asscheeks and he pushes deeper.

“More, more, please.”

I’m gasping with need, because this last thrust has hit a very good spot inside me.

“Do that again.”

He does another thrust in and out and that’s all it takes for me to moan in pleasure.

If this is what sex is like, I don’t understand why people aren’t doing it all the time. My favorite part is watching Kieran lose control, his face darkening with pleasure as he builds up a rhythm, his powerful hips controlling both our pleasure.

“Is this okay?”

I check in with him, because Kieran’s face has all of a sudden gone very serious.

He lets out a groan. “You’re just so damn tight, babygirl.”

“Oh… I’m sorry?”

He shakes his head at that, his voice a low growl. “No, Isla. It’s a very good thing. I’m having to hold back not to cum after fucking you for one minute.”

He brings his thumb to my clit, already sensitive , and a shudder runs through me. I can feel my pussy squeezing Kieran’s cock.

“Not helping,” he groans, but he keeps rubbing my clit in circles. “That pussy is trying to milk my cock before I’m ready to finish.”

I can’t help it.

Kieran is teasing my clit while his huge cock is stretching me open and I can’t control my reaction to the overwhelming sensations.

Every muscle in my body is tensed until finally, Kieran makes me cum by dipping his mouth to tease my nipple with his teeth.

The hint of pain makes my clit flutter, sending me right over the edge with a squeal.

“I’m never going to get enough of that. You’re so beautiful when you cum, Isla.” He bends down to kiss me tenderly.

I relax into his kiss, unable to place why I feel so empty. It takes me a second to process what he’s about to do in my post-orgasm haze.

He’s holding his cock in his hand, his shaft wrapped in his fist.

He’s going to cum on my chest.

“No, don’t. I want to feel it inside me, Kieran. Please? For my first time?”

He slows down, stroking himself above me as he thinks it over. His swollen cock is slicked with my juices and his precum.

“You’re not on birth control. You could get pregnant, Isla.”

I don’t care. It’s worth the risk.

“Please? Cum inside me?”

He gives a low chuckle at my desperate tone.

“Oh babygirl, look at you begging to take my load like that.”

Kieran plunges back inside me. He’s rougher than the first time he entered me. The shock of it makes me cry out in pleasure.

Kieran spreads my thighs wider, getting deeper until I feel stretched open. He pulls my body towards him, and I feel him slide an inch deeper.

Then he starts to thrust at a furious pace. The determination in his movements makes his balls slap against my ass.

His face is pure pleasure and relief, like he’s been wanting to do this for a long time.

He was being gentle with me before, but I like this better. I like that his powerful thrusts almost hurt, they’re so deep.

“Is this how you wanted it?”

I can barely speak I’m so gripped by pleasure, my breath coming in gasps, my heart pounding, another orgasm somehow building at my core.

“Yes, Kieran. Fill me up. Make me yours.”

How many times can I orgasm in one day? Kieran is about to show me.

I stay right on the edge as he pounds my pussy, until his hands tighten on my waist.

“Here it comes, Isla. This is what you wanted.”

Kieran leans down to kiss me as he explodes inside me.

It feels even better than I imagined. I gasp against his mouth.

“Do you like that, babygirl? You like feeling me explode inside that unprotected pussy?”

I just let out a whimper.

It feels so damn good, the ropes of his hot cum spurting inside me. I lose control again, convulsing around his cock as he fills me up.

“Oh fuck yes, you do. That tight pussy is desperate to be bred.”

I let out a moan at the thought.

I’m not on birth control. It could happen.

“You like that, don’t you babygirl? I could do it. I could keep you here, stuff you full of my cum every day, make you into my perfect breeding slut.”

Oh fuck.

I cum again, convulsing around Kieran’s cock, and he holds me against his chest.

“It feels so good,” I whisper against him. “I want you to do it again.”
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Later that night, I worry that we’ve gone too far. I feel a cloak of shame drape around my shoulders.

I know it’s silly — I’m twenty-one, and most of my friends have had sex already. But the fact that I’m only going to be here for another few weeks makes me question whether it was worth it.

It’s not that I regret it… It’s just I’ll miss him, when I move halfway around the world. This can’t possible be serious, can it? Even if it feels that way when we’re having sex? For some reason, I want it to be.

I can’t stand the thought of fucking Kieran and moving on, of having something casual with him. Everyone else seems to be capable of having sex and moving on, but I have sex with one man, and I feel like I’m in love with him.

“Grow up, Isla. You can do this without falling in love with him.” I talk to myself in the mirror.

I have two weeks left on this exchange. And I’m should make the most of it by having as much hot sex with this professor as I can. Because even if I end up way too emotionally invested, at least I’ll have had some excellent fucking.

Kieran is clearly not feeling the doubts that plague me.

As soon as I appear in the kitchen the next morning, he pounces on me, pulling me tight against his hardening cock.

Perfect.

“Let’s do this right now.”

I pull Kieran down for a kiss and he wraps his hands around my waist to pull me closer. I can feel that huge bulge hardening against my stomach and I need it inside me.

“How many times can you have sex in one day?”

A smile curves across his lips and he arches an eyebrow playfully.

“What do you need to know that for?”

“We need to make the most of this, Kieran. I leave in two weeks. We only have two weeks of this left.”

Something shifts in Kieran’s face, his jaw tensing. It’s almost like he’s been feeling the same way I have. That this connection is real.

I don’t let myself hope, and yet…

When he looks back at me, his blue eyes are dead serious.

“So stay, Isla.”

“With you?”

Kieran cups my face with one huge hand, stroking my hair.

“Stay here. Stay with me.” He bends down to kiss my neck, his lips ravenous, possessive.

His lips brush my ear as he switches to a low murmur.

“I wasn’t kidding when I said I wanted to cum in this tight little pussy ever day. It’s all I’ve been able to think about, since the first time I tasted you. I want to knock you up, Isla. I want to make sure you can’t leave, by putting a baby inside you.”

Heat zips down my spine, gathering at my core. I know my pussy is becoming soaked as Kieran talks about breeding me.

I wasn’t aware this was something I craved, but now it’s all I can think about. I need Kieran to fuck me, to pump me full of his seed every day.

He stands up to his full height and looks down at me.

“What do you say, babygirl?”


SIX
KIERAN


“Breed me, Kieran.”

Isla’s voice is husky and seductive. Pleasure zips through my limbs at the sight of her begging for it, rubbing my cock as she looks up at me expectantly.

What have I done to deserve this? My dream girl showed up on my doorstep and moved in with me.

Now I’m making sure that she’s going to stay here, where she belongs, taking my cock like a good girl.

Her voice takes on a pleading edge.

“Do it. Make sure I can’t go anywhere without your cum dripping down my thighs. Give me a baby bump that will prove to everyone that you’re mine.”

I’ve been desperate to fuck that tight pussy again since last night.

“Bend over.”

She rushes to comply the kitchen counter, pushing her round ass up towards me.

Isla’s not trying to be sexy with her sleepwear — she’s just wearing an oversized t-shirt — but her white panties are barely able to contain the globes of her ass.

I shove the center of the panties aside and trace my finger over her hot center. She wiggles her pussy against my hand with a whimper of need.

“Is this pussy ready to be bred? Hmm? Because you should know, babygirl, if we do this we’re going to do it properly.”

I grip her asscheeks as I line myself up with her pussy. Her glistening pink flesh and smooth lips dusted with neatly trimmed hair still look virginal, and untouched, even though I know how hard I’ve fucked her. She can’t possibly be as tight as I remember from last night.

But she is.

I groan with satisfaction as my cock notches inside her.

Every inch is an effort, my cock strangled in her tight depths. Somehow she likes the feeling of being split open by my cock, crying out in pleasure as I stretch her impossibly wide.

“Is this okay, babygirl?”

I can feel her legs starting to shake with my hands on her hips.

“Y-yes, Kieran. It feels so fucking good.”

So obedient. So willing to do whatever I ask. So willing to take my cock, morning and night, if I decide to give it to her.

I open her legs wider and start to fuck her properly, getting into a rhythm with Isla’s pleading moans. She brings her hand between her legs, rubbing her clit like crazy while I fuck her.

The sweet breathy sounds of her arousal are music to my ears.

As she approaches an orgasm, her tiny muscles grip my cock.

My need to cum is almost irresistible, my balls swelling in anticipation.

Some primal instinct rips through me as I get close to the edge. I need to get as deep inside Isla as possible, as close to her as possible.

I rip off my t-shirt and flatten my chest over her back.

“Come here, babygirl.”

She moans in pleasure as I cover her petite frame with mine, pulling her onto my cock with my hands on her shoulders.

Something about this position, crushing Isla against the kitchen counter with every thrust while I take her from behind like an animal, has my arousal spiking even higher.

I bottom out inside her, feeling her gush with moisture as I hit her cervix. She feels so good, so damn right, her tight walls pulsing around me as I thrust into her. My balls slap against her entrance with every rough thrust, so full of cum for this fertile young woman. So ready to get her pregnant.

“Oh my God. I’m coming, Kieran, mmm, knock me up…”

I can feel it even before she tells me, her muscles spasming around my cock.

When I let go, it’s an out of body experience.

I flood her tight little pussy with a huge load.

There’s too much for her to contain, the excess drooling out around my cock even as I push it deeper inside her.

“There’s so much cum inside you, babygirl. How does that feel?”

I flip her over so I can see her face. She’s flushed, and beautiful, and totally dazed with pleasure.

“Mm, feels incredible, Kieran.”

I kiss her sweet mouth and she gives another little moan.

There’s no way…

I just came bucketloads inside Isla.

But I can’t even kiss her without my cock responding. I’m already rising to attention again, ready for another round.

Isla curves an eyebrow when she’s sees my hardening cock, but her eyes are glazed with lust. This twenty-one year old can cum her brains out and still be ready for another round.

“Again?”

“I think you’re addicted to cock. Before now, you’d gone your whole life without it. This will be three times in twelve hours.”

“I’m addicted to your cock, specifically,” she giggles. “In fact, I don’t think I need any others. Besides, I think your cock is addicted to me too.”

I sweep her up in my arms and carry her upstairs to my bedroom, depositing her on my bed and arranging the pillows beneath her. After taking her roughly in the kitchen, she deserves a break.

I do all the work, enjoying the view of her perky breasts bouncing with every thrust above her flat tummy.

Isla’s already curvy for such a petite woman. Once she’s pregnant, she’ll be even more voluptuous. It’s going to drive me insane with lust, watching that tiny waist swell out into a baby bump and her perky tits get heavy with milk.

Fuck, just the thought of it is enough to bring me close to the edge.

“You’re going to be such a sexy Mom, Isla.”

I place my hand on her lower belly as I finish inside her and she comes apart, too. “Make me a Mommy, Kieran.”
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Right after we’ve fucked for the third time, after dinner, the doorbell rings.

Perfect timing.

I head out to meet the delivery guy at the door, return to the room and rip open the packaging, handing the box inside to Isla.

“What is it?” She takes the box, frowning at it sleepily.

Poor thing has probably cum eight times today, at least.

“I got you a present, babygirl.”

Isla unboxes the plug.

She frowns. “What does this do?”

I pull her onto my lap.

“This is a plug for your pussy, Isla. So that my cum stays inside you, all day long. It’ll increase your chances of getting pregnant.”

“You mean I can keep your load inside me all day?”

I nod. “And all night.”

She lets out a little squeal of excitement, turning around to kiss my jaw. “It’s perfect.”

I admire the sight of her messy, cum filled pussy, before I push the plug into place between her lips. Holding my seed inside her, where it should be.

“Mm. That feels nice.”

I kiss her cheek, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her tight against my chest.

“That’s my good girl.”

I took her virginity. She’s mine to breed. And she’s sleeping stuffed full of my cum for the next month, until we’re sure she’s pregnant.


EPILOGUE
ISLA


Eight months later…

“Something happened while you were away.”

Kieran’s been away for work this week and it’s been driving me crazy. Especially because I decided to keep this a secret from him during our nightly video call sessions, even though I knew he would be over the moon.

The second he gets in the door I rush down to the living room to meet him, unable to contain my excitement.

“What? Is everything okay?” He looks at me, worried, placing a hand on my lower belly, his blue eyes widening.

“Oh. Yes! Of course. Nothing’s wrong.”

In hindsight, I probably could have found a better way to open this conversation.

He takes a step back, relieved, but keeps his hand protectively on my baby bump. My stomach is huge and round these days, but he insists I’ve never looked sexier.

“Then what is it?”

“It’s a good thing.”

I look up at him from under my eyelashes in what I hope is a seductive look. I’m still not the most experienced at flirting or seduction, given that Kieran’s the only man I’ve been with. I guess whatever flirting techniques I have, they’re only going to work on one man.

I bring his hand to my breast, wondering if he can feel a difference. I’m not wearing a bra today, and the scoop neck of my pink singlet leaves the top of my breasts mostly on display.

“Your tits are bigger?”

Kieran moves his hands over my breasts.

The massaging movement on my aching, full flesh is so blissful that I have to bite my lip to stop myself moaning.

“Mm, but what else?”

“You’re more sensitive,” he notes, keeping his eyes on my face where the pleasure must be obvious.

“You’re getting close,” I murmur as he gives my breast a firm squeeze. A stream of moisture wets my tank top, turning the thin cotton see-through.

“Holy fuck, Isla. Your milk has come in.”

“You got it!”

Kieran kisses me fiercely, pushing me onto the couch so he can explore my newly creamy breasts. He’s exactly as excited as I hoped he would be, unable to drag his hands away from my leaking breasts even for a second.

I know he’s been eagerly awaiting this day. My nipples have been growing more and more sensitive as the third trimester went on, but now they’re like whole centers of pleasure in themselves.

As Kieran pulls my damp singlet over my head, he steps back to admire my swollen breasts, heavy with milk.

He brings one hand to massage my swollen flesh. I let out a gasp at how good it feels.

Sure, it was sweet relief to milk myself, but when Kieran does it… His huge hands make it irresistibly sexy.

He stares at the droplet of milk beading on my nipple as he skillfully kneads my breast.

“Do you want me to drink from you, babygirl?”

“Please, Kieran. I need your mouth on me so bad.”

The second his lips close around my nipple, relief and pleasure flow through my body. It’s better than the most luxurious spa bath. I feel like I’m floating.

“Oh my God, Kieran.”

The pleasure becomes intensely sexual as Kieran brings one hand to tease my clit while he drinks from me. I press against him, desperate for more friction against my pussy.

He sucks at me greedily.

I can feel my milk flowing into his mouth, his tongue swirling around my nipple, his hand pushing me to release more cream.

“You taste so fucking good. Sweet and light and creamy.” His blue eyes are intent on my face as he comes up for air. “My beautiful pregnant babygirl.”

“Keep going,” I urge him.

He switches sides, but I’m impatient for him, grasping at his head to bring him closer to me, until his face is pressed against my other nipple.

Kieran takes his time with this one, teasing me with his tongue and his teeth before he dives in to drain me.

“Is my babygirl desperate to cum? Has she been so turned on by her own milky tits that she needs me to fuck her?”

His teasing only makes me more desperate, especially because I can tell exactly how turned on he is by this whole experience.

My husband loves my milky breasts, and he can’t wait to be inside me, claiming me, while he drinks the last drops of my milk.

“Please, Kieran.”

Kieran pulls off his belt and traces his cockhead along my slit, already dripping with nectar. I’m so ready to be impaled on him while his ravenous lips drain my breasts.

As he thrusts inside me with that thick cock, his lips go back to take every last drop from my breasts. He hums his approval against my sensitive nipples, the vibration traveling straight to my core.

It’s overwhelming. It’s incredible. I’ve never felt so much at once.

“Mmm, fuck, Kieran.”

I’m totally lost to pleasure. I’m riding his cock, taking him as deep as I can, and his mouth follows my heavy breasts as I bounce on him.

It’s not until he’s drained every last drop that he finally lets himself cum inside me, sending me over the edge again with a thick spurt of cum against my cervix.

“That was the best surprise yet,” he murmurs against the top of my head, pulling me against him. “I’m never going to get enough of these milky titties, Isla.”
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