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He was looking down at my pregnant tits and belly and
his breath was coming in fast and hard, so quick | knew
that his orgasm was imminent.

| moaned and almost screamed at the top of my lungs
in pleasure as he grabbed my tits, hard, with his hands
and thrust me down onto his thick cock that started to
spurt thick white cum inside my little pussy once again.

| felt my orgasm start the instant that the next wave of
cum captured my pussy, and | squeezed down onto his
cock to make it cum even more, like magic, forcing as
much of his seed into my little cunt as possible.

| rode the waves of my horny orgasm for as long as
possible, looking down at my hyper-pregnant, round
and full belly and nice juicy tits while Coach continued
to move me up and down on his cock like his obedient
fucktoy.

“Thank you, Coach...” | said to him, winking at him and
giving him a big, sloppy kiss. “For making all of my
dreams come true.”

He looked at me like he wanted to eat me alive, and
rubbed his big, strong hands over my hyperpregnant
belly, knowing that he was the older man who had im-
pregnated the tight teenage gymnast.

| grinned and started counting down the days until
Nationals.
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“Fuck...” He said in a wondering voice, thick with
arousal. “Instantly pregnant... it’s all happening so
fast.”

Without warning, he seized my juicy boobs in both his
hands and started to maul and grope them.

He squeezed them together and pulled them apart,
then shaking them up and down.

We could both hear the milk sloshing around inside
them, and it made my pussy feel so horny and slutty
that | started bouncing on his cock, still sitting in his lap,
while he bounced my tits around all over the place.

“Oh, that feels so good, Coach!” | said, loving how he
was rubbing my nipples with his rough thumbs.

“You’re going to keep the pregnancy,” He said, asking
me a question that sounded more like an authoritative
order said in his deep, older voice.

“Yes | am!” | said. “That’s why | wanted it to be a hyper-
pregnancy... it will all happen so fast, I'll be done before
Nationals, and | can compete as the hottest, sluttiest
gymnast mommy with my Coach beside me!”

He groaned and started fucking his cock up into me
faster and faster, harder than before, loving how abso-
lutely sex-crazed and pregnancy-crazed that | was as a
slutty nineteen-year-old teenager gymnast.

“Going to knock you up again right now,” He growled.
“Fucking take my cum again Emilia... take it in your
tight pregnant teen pussy!”
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Forbidden Fertile Gymnast:
Hyper-Pregnant by Her Coach

Leith Freeman

Emilia’s lithe gymnast body fills up with her coach’s
fertile seed, knocking her up immediately.

Her pregnancy has to happen FAST.

Her older, tough coach takes her rough,
giving her the prize she wants the most...
a bouncing, growing belly.
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| welcomed the attention. Anything that made me more
of a prize, even if | sometimes came off as a little slutty
or brazen, was worth it to me!

All that mattered was that | was a winner, and I'd do
whatever it took to get to the top.

| frowned at myself in the mirror, worrying my pretty
face.

My hair looked great today; | had it up in a ponytail as
usual, holding up the blonde waves that | took immense
pride in.

My stomach was flat and you could see the outline of
my abs, which led down to a tight little mound and
pussy.

That’s right - | liked to examine my body naked.

It must have been a problem with my stomach. Maybe
it was just, like, too flat?

My breasts were high and full and round, bouncing
nicely when | shifted my weight from foot to foot.

| knew that they were one of my best assets, because
my coach, who was only in his late twenties, kept trying
to look away from my big, bouncing boobs when | ac-
cidentally flashed him backstage in the waiting rooms
while | changed.

Back to my stomach...

I'd been feeling a craving recently that nothing would
satisfy. Not food, not resting, not even masturbating...
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Chapter 1

Emilia

As | looked at my slender, curvy athletic gymnast body
in the mirror, | was strangely dissatisfied.

| was nineteen years old and at the top of my game.

My body was a little unusual for a gymnast, considering
the fact that | had C-cup breasts and defined curves,
but no one could deny the progress that | had made.

My handsome coach told me every day that | was get-
ting better and better, and | couldn’t help but fawn in
adoration whenever he praised me.

It didn’t matter than my breasts bounced up and down
while | ran up to vault, or that my ass jiggled when |
struck my arabesques on the beam.

It didn’t matter that | knew that | had a lot of male
fans who followed me to watch my tight body in skin
tight leotards and costumes as | did the splits, thinking
naughty thoughts about what they wanted to do to my
young fertile body when their wives weren’t around...
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I'd excused myself from that horny, teasing situation,
wondering if there was anything | could do to punish
the naughty tease of a gymnast | was training.

By now, most of the other gymnasts had wrapped up
their practice, and | gave them all high fives as they
headed off into the showers to clean up and head home
or back to their dorms for the day.

There were a few stragglers though, and one of them
was Emilia, her high blonde ponytail shaking back and
forth while she jogged in those tiny white shorts.

Her ass was mesmerizing as she ran, swaying back and
forth like she was trying to entice older men to breed
and fertilize her.

| shook my head and sat down to review the results
from today on my phone, grilling the numbers.

| lost track of time while | ran the preliminary results,
nodding my head, pleased with that | saw.

“Coach? Could use your help over here.”

I looked up in surprise, because | thought that everyone
had left the gym.

What | saw was Emilia, sitting down in a straddle posi-
tion with her legs splayed to either side of her, almost
in a middle splits as she stretched her lithe, sexy back
forward.

We were the only ones left in the gigantic, echoing gym-
nasium now.

“Of course,” | said, closing the app on my phone. “What
do you need?”
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Steve... Please breed me... Make me pregnant...
| didn’t need a regular pregnancy, though.

Remember what | said about having competing inter-
ests? | needed to be in top shape in less than two
months, so | needed the pregnancy to happen today,
and | needed to finish it in a couple months...

| needed to be hyper-pregnant.

After | came hard, making my bed wet with my cunt
juices, | started to look up the latest fertility treatments.

For hyper-, instant, rapid pregnancies.

| started to rub my clit again, smiling as | found the per-
fect product.

Steve wasn’t going to know what hit him.
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It was like a feeling of being empty inside. Too empty.
Like when | ate food, my stomach filled up but it just
didn’t bulge out.

As | looked at my tight body in the mirror, | knew what it
was in a lightbulb moment.

| needed to be pregnant.

It might have sounded strange to an outsider, but | was
competing for a lot of things simultaneously - gymnas-
tics was my life, but my fertile, young female body had
a lot of other biological cravings that needed to be sat-
isfied, right?

As soon as | thought about how | would look with my
belly bulging out, my tits big and my nipples dripping
full of milk, and my ass even rounder and juicier, | felt an
arousal go through my body.

Yes. This was exactly what | needed, and | knew exactly
the man who would do it...

My older coach, Steve.
He was perfect material for a breeding partner!

He was older than | was, he was in great shape, and he
knew a lot about gymnastics, lots more than | did.

All | needed to do now was seduce him.

| needed a plan. But right now, | needed to take care of
my dripping pussy, which started to get wet as soon as
| thought about Steve’s big older cock in my tight cunt.

| threw myself down on my bed and started to rub my
clit and fuck my fingers inside myself.
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the university or professional level. University was more
common, since most gymnasts faded out of the field at
this age, but | had a few shining stars that had great
prospects for continued rankings.

“Thanks, Coach!” Emilia said to me as she ran her lap
past me.

Unless | was going blind, she was barely wearing a
small white sports bra and a pair of tiny, tiny white
shorts today, and it had made it very difficult to concen-
trate.

| was her coach, so | wasn’t going to be a weird older
guy and stare, but she sometimes made it really, really
hard with her big, bouncing boobs and nice tight ass.

To complicate matters even further, Emilia was one of
those shining stars, the absolute best gymnast at my
gym and with the confident attitude to match.

She loved attention, especially male attention, always
posting to her social media accounts pictures of her
with her cleavage almost in the lens of the camera, or
her juicy ass sticking out, or bending over to show off
the outline of her young tight pussy...

| assumed it was incredibly tight.

Today, Emilia had been particularly flirty, bending over
almost right in front of me to expose her ass, or doing
squats while asking me to come up behind her and ad-
just her form.

Then, she had backed her butt and hips up into me so
that her ass was rubbing on my crotch, and | was only
wearing athletic shorts today.
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Chapter 2

Steve

“Great work, everyone!” | clapped my hands, signaling
that practice was going to be wrapping up pretty soon.

The girls circled back from the equipment and started
to jog around the gym, doing their cool-down laps and
then moving to stretching once they finished the run.

| beamed, feeling proud of all that | had accomplished
at my own gymnasium.

| was coach for a specific niche: Adult gymnasts, all
over 18, who were still competing in the field at either
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“Can you push my back down? | just can’t get that
deep stretch that | need by myself,” She said, winking
at me.

It was so unfair, | thought as | knelt down to push
her forward into the splits stretch. Emilia was not only
funny, smart, and a top gymnast, she was also ex-
tremely pretty.

“I need more,” She almost moaned, causing my cock to
take attention and almost start filling out.

| tried to think un-sexy thoughts, but Emilia started to
beg me to sit right behind her and push her forward....

And | would do anything for my gymnasts, as their
coach, so of course | had to, but that forced my cock to
sit right between her ass cheeks.

| tried to back away, but Emilia used her small hands to
pull me forward again.

“Coach,” She said. “I don’t care if you get a hard-on,”
She purred, which just made me even more aroused. “I
need your help...”

| gave up on not getting a boner, not caring anymore
when there was no one else around.

Emilia was a tease, but this time she was going too far.

Pushing me over the edge, not knowing exactly who
she was dealing with...

And this close to her, | realized that she had an intox-
icating smell, it was like a heady fragrance that went
right to my cock.
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“Is this what you want?” | growled at her in a low voice.
“You’re gagging for this thick cock, aren’t you?”

Emilia’s voice was so loud and high when she spoke,
“Yes, Coach! | need it... | need it more than anything!
Please take my tight little pussy right now, right here in
the gym, and fill me up with your seed!”

When | heard that voice, like a prey waiting for its
predator, | lost all control.

| pulled down those tiny white shorts from her body and
saw that she wasn’t even wearing any underwear, that
naughty slut!

| quickly pushed down my shorts, not bothering to un-
dress as | pulled out my cock.

My cock was throbbing, huge and hard and intimidat-
ing. It felt so arousing to have it out in the open, no
longer constrained by my boxers.

| didn’t know if Emilia would have let me put it in if she
saw how big it was, because she was so small and her
pussy looked so little, but | didn’t give her a chance
before | pushed her shorts down, pulling her ass up so
| could shove my cock inside her.

She immediately moaned with pleasure when | sunk my
cock into the hilt inside her.

Of course she was already wet and dripping like a
whore from teasing me the entire practice session.

And it felt so overwhelmingly good for me.

My cock was in pussy heaven.
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Her legs were spread out to either side, and my
cock was getting harder and harder between her ass
cheeks...

| could barely move with the way that | was sitting be-
hind her, and Emilia started to wiggle her slutty ass on
me in a way that was undeniably sexual.

Fuck.

This was bad... She was clearly showing me that she
wanted it, pretty much begging for it.

She was nineteen, | reminded myself, but that was still
ten years younger that | was.

Her scent was so overwhelming, | had to do something,
had to force the situation to go one way or another,
those tiny pieces of fabric on her body almost wet with
her own sweat and showing off her hard nipples and
tight pussy.

| decided to man up and do it, as if | really had any
choice with the unbearable eroticism of my gymnast

pupil.

| pushed her forward into the stretch and then even
further than usual, so she was almost facedown on the
ground in the center splits, and my cock was rubbing
against her ass.

| thrust my clothed cock against that tight little teasing
ass.

She was such a slut.

She needed it.
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Fuck, that had been the hottest sex of my life, with my
young whore of a gymnastics pupil. | had no idea that
she had all of that slutty breeding talk in her...

| mean, | assumed she was on birth control, just like
| assumed most of the gymnasts were, because preg-
nancy would definitely put a stop to their training for at
least nine months to a year.

| pulled Emilia back up from her splits so that she could
sit on my lap, all without moving my cock from being
lodged in that little pussy.

Now she was just sitting in my lap, cuddling with her
back against my strong, masculine chest.

| wondered if we would go for another round... Now |
could see her pretty, huge tits staring me almost in the
face as | looked forward, that enormous cleavage al-
most begging me to do something about it.

And below her breasts, that tight stomach was one of
the sexiest things I'd ever seen, knowing that | had
pumped her full of cum.

But then | noticed something start to happen.
Her stomach was starting to grow.

It wasn’t so tight anymore, although she didn’t lose any
of the muscle.

It was almost like...

It was almost like she was becoming pregnant, right
before my eyes.
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That tight, gymnast pussy was squeezing around me
tighter than anything before, and she had these slutty
moves like rhythmically moving her body back onto my
cock, fucking herself back.

It was so hot to see her legs staying in the splits, all
of her gymnastics training paying off as her flexibility
turned me on, her older coach, her leg muscles clench-
ing and beautifully displayed while | bred my pupil.

“You love it,” | groaned. “You little slut, you’ve been
teasing me for weeks, and now you’re going to get all of
my hot cum inside you... You have no choice but to get
bred by your coach now like a little whore.”

Emilia moaned in agreement with me.

“Yes, Coach, please breed me, it's what | need... | need
your seed inside me more than anything else in the
world, | want you to make me pregnant right now!”

She squeezed her pussy down on me and | felt myself
give a jerk into her little tight gymnast cunt.

She was like a fertile goddess, because that quickening
of her pussy left me pumping all of my seed directly into
her womb.

She was so small and tight, she looked absolutely
speared on my monster of a thick cock as | shoved it
into her, all the way, so that | could be sure my cum
made it into the deepest part of her cunt, past her
cervix, into the womb.

| breathed heavily as | felt the aftershocks of my orgasm
go through me.
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| was sitting on Coach'’s lap, wiggling around and show-
ing off my big boobs and tight ass while | basked in the
feeling of having that thick older cock inside me.

Coach had bred me sooooooo well. His cock had made
me cum just by how rough he was being, barely taking
off any of his clothes while he fucked my almost naked,
slutty, fertile body.

It was exactly what | had needed, begged for, almost
forced him to fuck me.

He was totally the best Coach in the world, and | was
going to repay him, like, forever.

As | sat on his lap, loving his thick, hard cock inside my
tight little pussy, rubbing against my walls, | felt some-
thing start to change inside me.

It was almost like there was new life being breathed into
my body, and the first visual, noticeable signs that | saw
was that my stomach was changing.

| saw it slowly start to fill out my stomach.

My stomach was stretching and growing, and it felt so
heavy and full now.

My boobs were changing too, and they definitely felt
super heavy... almost juicy, and starting to get full of a
creamy liquid...

| was in such fit shape that the sexy, fertile changes had
to be noticeable by Coach, too, right?

| felt a sudden jolt in my tight little pussy, a rough little
thrust that got him even deeper inside than | thought
was possible.
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My cock twitched inside Emilia. Yeah, her stomach was
definitely growing, and now her boobs were filling out
too, almost bursting her tight white sheer sports bra.

What the hell was going on?

Chapter 3

Emilia

Oh my god.

Did it really work?
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Yeah, Coach had noticed...
And he clearly liked the hyper-pregnancy that he saw!

This was so perfect, | felt my juicy, heavy breasts start
to feel hot again, aroused by what was happening to my
newly pregnant body.

“Emilia, what's... What is this? Are you not on birth con-
trol? What'’s happening” Coach said to me, and | heard
the rough arousal in his voice.

Even though he asked if | wasn’t on birth control, | knew
that secretly, he was glad.

He was a man, and | was a sexy young gymnast who
had begged for his cock until it shot a huge load of fer-
tile cum into my slutty womb.

His cock knew what was happening even if his brain
hadn’t caught up yet, and | felt myself rocking back and
forth over his sexy, older cock as | explained.

“It worked!” | said triumphantly. “I’m pregnant.”

| felt my chest growing, my boobs getting rounder and
bigger.

The fabric of my tiny, white sports bra was really thin,
and it stretched and stretched and stretched over my
growing milky tits until finally...

My white bra started to rip in the middle, where my
cleavage was falling over the hemmed edges.

It ripped neatly, my big, humongous boobs no chal-
lenge for the fabric, and it fell to my waist where Coach
then picked it up and put it on the ground beside us.





