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Greedy Cutiepie: A Fertile Forbidden Age Gap Instalove







I normally make food… Not babies!






Personal chef Millie is left on the sidewalk with a pile of suitcases after a nightmare client fires her. Help arrives in the form of a handsome older man, who gives innocent young Millie a place to stay.

But Jason has something special in mind for the fertile young woman. Luckily for him, Millie is hungry for exactly the kind of fulfillment he can provide…







This is a smutty short story with no plot. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA. Tropes include: first time, age gap, off-limits, baby-making, size difference, older man/younger woman.
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Before you Read





This is an erotic short story intended only for readers who are aged 18 or over.





The story is a high-smut, low-plot work of erotic fiction. It is entirely sexual fantasy and not intended to reflect safe or good BDSM practices.





Please read with care and be aware that this book could be triggering.





Kinks/tropes include: first time, breeding kink, praise kink, pregnancy, big age gap (25 years).

















CHAPTER 1









MILLIE





“TERRENCE WILL NOT like that, Millie.”





As always, Ms Shefford is standing right over my shoulder and watching me work. I never knew dicing carrots could be such thrilling entertainment but she seems to think that it is.





As a personal chef for the wealthy in LA, I’ve had my fair share of nightmare clients. But this week, with her eight-year-old twins back from boarding school and some business friends of her husband’s to impress, she is really giving my previous clients a run for their money.





I suppress a sigh and keep chopping. It’s not like Ms Shefford knows the first thing about food. She just loves to tell me what to do.





“How is the lamb shoulder?” she asks as I begin to wash up. “I hope it’s in the oven already, we need it to be ready for 7 o’clock.”





“In the oven, Ms Shefford,” I say, smiling tightly.





Thank fucking God I’m so good at my job. If I was still starting out, the way I was as a clueless eighteen year old looking for work in this cut-throat industry, Ms Shefford would break me.





But I can tolerate it. I’ve been through culinary skill. I’ve tolerated worse.





The thing is, I love making food. The look of satisfaction on the Sheffords’ face when I serve them a dish I’ve created and they love it is something special.





One day, I will have my own restaurant where I can call the shots and I don’t have to listen to inane feedback from people who don’t know what they’re talking about. But until then, I will be grinding it out in other peoples’ kitchens to raise the funds to get to that dream job.





I get the meal cooked to perfection, despite my client’s micromanaging.





The lamb shoulder is charred yet tasty, the green beans are just-cooked and retain their crunch, and the rest of the honey-glazed vegetables are caramelized and delicious.





And yet there’s something not right. Ms Shefford’s face is scrunched up as though she tastes something bad.





It’s halfway through the meal when she storms into the kitchen, just as I’m putting the final touches on the cheesecake.





I’ve braced myself for it but I’m still not ready for the pure rage on her face.





“Millie,” she hisses, her face red from the wine and from the anger that I can feel emanating from her. “I can’t believe this lamb shoulder. There’s not enough seasoning on it.”





From the kitchen, I can just see into the dining table, where people are digging into the lamb shoulder and seem to be enjoying it. The meat was practically falling off the bone it was so tender.





She sees where my eyes are going and shakes her head.





“Terrence doesn’t like it,” Ms Shefford tells me, arching her overly shaped eyebrows in disdain. As though her eight year old son’s opinion is the one I should really care about.





“I could make him something else?” I offer. “He loves tomato pasta, and we’ve got some fresh tomatoes that are just begging to be made into a sauce.”





She purses her lips. “I really don’t think that’s good enough, Millie.”





“But I could make it so easily, it would only take a few-”





“No. Didn’t you hear me? The lamb shoulder was not good enough.”





I take a deep breath. “I’m sorry Terrence didn’t like it, Ms Shefford, but it was well-cooked and seasoned. I followed the same recipe I used for your birthday party last year. You loved it then.”





“You dare to tell me what’s good enough?” She is inches from my face, leaning over me with a crazed look in her eye. I shrink back but she comes closer.





“Please, Ms Shefford, I really think Terrence would be happy with some tomato pasta if he didn’t like it.”





“That’s it, Millie,” she says. “Pack your bags. You’re fired.”





“What?” As much as I dislike Ms Shefford, the job pays well, it’s in a good location, and I get to try out my new recipes. I need this job. “Ms Shefford, I can’t leave. This is my job. Please.”





I hate that I have to beg this vile woman to keep me in employment but I have no choice. I need this job.





“That lamb shoulder was awful. So awful that I struggle to believe you even tried,” she says, walking out of the kitchen with a flounce as though she hasn’t just ruined my life.





“Now get out of my home.”





I am stunned.





I walk away from the sink, where I’ve been washing dishes, and dry my hands on a plush tea towel. I look around the huge kitchen that is like a friend, I know it so well. The black and white linoleum tiles, the dark wood cupboards, the rustic brass fittings that were definitely only installed when they became trendy. It’s been a kind of home to me for the past year.





Like a zombie I make my way to my room in the little outhouse, feeling nothing, mechanically throwing my clothes into my suitcases.





As I walk down the driveway I can see the light spilling out of the dining room where the Sheffords and their friends are still enjoying the meal I cooked for them.





It starts to rain, pouring down, and I just let it, the downpour soaking me to the bone.





It’s only when I reach the end of the driveway and look around, bewildered and cold and alone, that I take my phone from my pocket and realize that it’s out of battery.





I want to scream, I want to cry, but my chest has tightened and I can’t. All I can manage is a sigh, a heaving sigh of despair as the rain comes down and I look around. If there was a car I could flag down, I could try to hitch a ride into town and stay at a hotel.





I don’t even know who I would call.





That’s the sad thing about it. My family are halfway across the world and unable to help me. My friends I could count on one hand and exist in equally precarious food-related environments.





I’d just have to call a cab and head to a hotel for the night until I could find another client. If only I had somewhere to charge my phone.





I take a seat on my suitcase and rest my head in my hands, sobbing.





“Hey,” comes a deep voice from behind me. “Hey, you, are you okay?”





A man I don’t recognize is making his way down the Shefford’s driveway, holding an umbrella. He angles it over me, protecting me from the rain and I shiver.





“Kinda cold, actually.”





“Oh,” he chuckles. “You’re Australian?”





I nod, wiping the rain drops from my forehead and smoothing my hair back. I can’t help but notice the way his eyes drop to my chest.





This man may be twice my age but his brown eyes are kind and deep. I feel a little thrill at the idea that he could be attracted to me.





“I saw you leave through the window and I wondered what was going on. Clara came back all flustered and had a word with Paul.”





“I just got fired for the first time in my life,” I tell him. “Apparently the lamb shoulder was under seasoned.”





“Are you kidding me?” he asks. “No way, that was the best lamb shoulder I’ve ever tasted. Delicious and smoky and melt in the mouth good.”





No matter how horrible the situation, how wet and cold I am, hearing someone compliment my food will always send a rush of warmth right to my stomach.





I smile. “Thank you. That’s what I like to hear,”





“Anyway -” he begins and then pauses. “I just realized, I don’t know your name.”





“Millie.”





“Millie. I’m Jace.”





“Jace,” I smile, meeting those warm eyes and trying not to melt.





“Anyway, Millie, I figured something like this had happened with Clara because well, I know what she’s like. If you need a place to stay, you’ve got it.”





“Seriously?” I blurt out.





“I mean, yeah.” He seems surprised by my enthusiasm. Maybe it was an offer he didn’t really mean?





“Sorry, I’m not crazy,” I say quickly. “It’s just I really have nowhere else to go right now. I just need somewhere to crash and dry off and charge my phone until I find another gig like this one. That would be so awesome.”





“Well, my car will be here any second,” he tells me, stepping a little closer.





And I like the feeling of staying warm under an umbrella with this tall, mysterious dinner guest. But I suddenly feel a wave of exhaustion hit me as the reality of the situation dawns on me.





I try to help him load the suitcases into the trunk of the car but find I’m too weak to lift them. He helps me climb into the car and take a seat and I start to laugh at the ridiculousness of the situation. And maybe also because I’m suddenly feeling very, very hot, as though there’s a heater pointed right at me.





Jace’s handsome brow crease with concern as my temperature rises. “I think you’re getting sick, Millie,” he tells me as I drift off to sleep in the back of his lovely, warm dry chauffeured car.









CHAPTER 2









JACE





I CARRY MILLIE to the spare bedroom and set her down on the bed. She’s feverish and muttering to herself.





Even in this state, sick and upset, she’s the most perfect thing I’ve ever seen. Youthful and supple and full, absolutely everywhere. Her skin is the kind of silken, creamy pale that makes me want to taste all of it. Her eyes are a perfect aquamarine blue. And her hair is golden, blonde just tinged with a hint of red, the falls down her back in long waves. Like a petite fairytale princess.





Even the flush in her cheeks from the fever could not make her look ugly.





Anyone would be feeling pretty terrible after being on the receiving end of one of Clara’s tantrums and then standing in the rain for an hour. But this seems serious. Millie’s face is flushed and hot to the touch.





I feel a rush of panic, which is unusual for me. Should I call the hospital? I haven’t cared about someone like this for years. Not since my previous marriage.





And now, of all times, I’ve decided that a chef I just met is someone who I care about? This is a bad sign, I tell myself.





“Are you going to be okay, Millie?” I wonder out loud. “Don’t die on me, okay?”





She makes an “mmm” sound in response, her sweaty hand searching mine out and grabbing onto me.





“I’ll take that as a yes,” I tell her.





Her recovery is quick, but not as quick as I would like. The next morning I wake up in the chair beside her bed, pleased to see that the color has returned to her pretty face.





“Stay there,” I tell her. “I’ve got this.”





I make her chicken soup, my Mom’s old recipe.





“Thank you,” she murmurs softly after I rest a cool flannel on her head.





Mostly, though, she’s asleep. Out cold, but restless in her dreams. I sit by her bed and watch her toss and turn for hours.





When she finally wakes up that evening, stretching as though it’s the morning, she finally looks normal again, the life returning to those gorgeous aqua-colored eyes.





“How are you feeling?” I ask her.





“Like I need a shower,” she replies, that cute button nose wrinkling.





“Of course,” I say, suddenly feeling awkward as I show her where the towels are and which soaps she can use.





Later that night, with Millie well-rested and smelling like my shower gel, I feel peaceful. It’s strange, how much the wellbeing of this young woman I’ve just met could affect me, but I only feel that I can relax now that I know Millie is okay.





The next evening we decide to watch a movie together.





And with her proximity, the soft vanilla smell of her, and the relaxation of a few wines, I can’t help but wrap my arm around her shoulders and pull her closer when the credits roll.





She giggles and twines her fingers through mine.





“Millie,” I say and she looks up at me, the smile fading from her face as she sees the serious expression on my face.





I grip that delicate chin and tilt her face up towards mine, brushing my lips against hers in a chaste kiss. To my surprise, her response is vigorous, her hands wrapping in my hair and a moan breaking free from her throat.





I tug gently on her lip between my teeth and she meets my eyes with a lustful expression, fluttering those dark eyelashes.





Her taut body has been driving me crazy. So maybe I move too fast as I caress my way down the swell of her breasts, the curve of her waist, the flesh of her hips.





I can’t stop myself. “Millie,” I groan, her name beautiful in my mouth.





I rest a hand on her knee and she freezes. As though she’s extremely aware of may proximity to her. Just the way that I am with her. I’m going too fast, I know. She’s young, and from the way she seems to vibrate with energy, I don’t think she has much experience with what we’re doing.





But then she relaxes and she nods her head, almost imperceptibly. I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding. I stroke my way up her thigh, pushing the fabric of her skirt with my hand.





My pants tighten just at the feel of that creamy, silken skin of her thighs under my hand. She’s trembling as I get closer to her panties.





“Shh, Millie, it’s okay. I just want to make you feel good,” I tell her, breathing into her hair.





I wrap my arms tighter around her and pull her onto my lap for easier access.





I can tell she’s getting excited by the way she shakes and tenses her thighs as I stroke closer and closer to her panties.





“You like this don’t you, cutiepie?” I ask her, kissing her throat as she nods in response.





She lets her knees fall open as I move my hands towards her centre. I love that I can feel goosebumps follow the trail of my fingers, her sensitive skin responding to my touch.





Then, finally, I allow myself to touch her delicious heat.





I cup her panties, enjoying the feeling of her wet heat against my palm, her juices already soaking through that think fabric.





I can’t resist the smell of her, soft and creamy and fragrant just from me touching her for a few minutes. God, this girl was made to be fucked by me. To be filled up by me.





Millie bucks her hips, bringing her mound up so it’s pressed tight against my palm. “Please, Jace,” she moans.





I hook my thumbs through the corner of those silky white panties and slide them down her thighs.





I spread her legs wider and start to play with that gorgeous, silken pink skin between her legs. She’s soaked already, just from the sensation of my hands exploring her body.





She gasps at the first brush of my thumb against her swollen nub, just the lightest pressure enough to set her bucking and moaning against my lap.





From then on, a near-constant whine emits from her throat. The sound of her need makes my hard-on twitch with arousal.





“My cutiepie is needy, isn’t she?” I ask her. “And she’s going to give me this pussy whenever I want, isn’t she?” I growl into her neck.





I slide a finger into that slick pussy and she’s so tight that it’s like she grips onto my finger with those tiny muscles.





“That’s right, cutiepie, this tight pussy was made to milk my cock.”





All I have to do is curve my finger to hit that rough spot inside her and she comes apart, gushing moisture onto my hand.





“Yes, Jace,” she squeals. “I’m your little cutiepie. This is your cute pussy to play with whenever you want.”





I explode in my pants, suppressing a groan at her words and gripping her body tight with my hands as the pleasure wracks through me.





After Millie orgasms she falls back against my chest, her body trembling and spent. I smooth her skirt down and let her fall asleep on the couch, getting up carefully so I don’t wake her.





I look down at that gorgeous young face, her cheeks flushed from her orgasm.





She’s pretty but not conventionally beautiful. Her face is a little too full, her curves too prominent for her small frame. But to me, Millie is perfect.





I feel a surge of guilt. She’s half my age — young and innocent, with her whole life ahead of her.





And I don’t know how I’m going to let her leave. Not now that I know how sweet her moans are, that her pussy is fragrant and sweet and the tightest thing I’ve ever touched.





I hope I haven’t moved too fast and scared her away forever.













CHAPTER 3









MILLIE





I KEEP THINKING back to that night when there was something between me and Jace. When he called me his little cutiepie and I came all over his hands.





It felt so natural. It felt so good. I thought it meant that something more was about to happen. He said he wanted me to be his little cutiepie whenever he wanted.





And then, just like that, all the affection between us has evaporated. He’s been avoiding me, barely looking me in the eye, hardly even returning my smile when I ask how his day was.





When I see him after a workout and he’s drenched in sweat I have to resist the urge to lick his torso. And yet he wants me to pretend that everything is normal?





I have no idea how to get it back. The way he’s behaving makes me think that it would be better if I just left him.





That’s why I’ve been focused on finding a new job, so I can get out of here. I can’t handle whatever this kind of ambiguous situation is, and I know that I’m reading too much into it given that we’ve known each other all of a week.





So exactly one week after I moved in, I’m making us a fancy meal to say goodbye. Jace doesn’t know that’s what it is. His face lights up with a grin when he sees what I’ve made - roasted salmon with pine nuts and a fresh kale salad.





I would love to be able to make him happy like this, every day. And I’m sure there are ways that I could make him even happier, if only he would let me.





When we’re done, and when I’m serving the berry cobbler I’ve made for dessert, I decide that the time is right to tell him. Rip the bandaid off, so to speak.





It means more to me than it does to him anyway, I remind myself.





“Jace, I’ve found another job,” I tell him.





I didn’t expect him to mind. I’ve been feeling attached to him, at home at his place, but there’s nothing official between us. And he’s barely spoken to me since that night, for God’s sake.





But his face falls as soon as the words leave my mouth, those lips turning down at the corners. It only reminds me of how I know what they feel like I against mine.





Jace turns away, running a hand through his thick locks in anguish. “So you’re moving out, Millie.”





He sounds almost choked-up. He turns back to me and I see the glint of a tear in his eyes as he speaks.





“Look, this might be too fucking late Millie, but I have to say it before you go. I’m sorry about last week. I overstepped your boundaries.





“You were weak, you were recovering, you didn’t know what we were doing. But having you here, with me, this has been one of the best times of my life. I don’t want this to end.





“I’ve been thinking of you as my cutiepie Millie. I know you’re not, I know there’s nothing between us, but I wish there was. That’s all.”





My heart starts to beat very hard against my chest as he talks. Why would he think I don’t want that?





“Jace,” I say, meeting those dark eyes across the table. “Of course I want that too, you idiot. I’ve been trying to tell you that all week.”





His face transforms as I speak these words, from despondency to joy, the expression making him look younger and more energetic. He pulls me towards him and lands a passionate kiss on my lips.





As soon as those lips touch mine something inside me unfurls and heat pours into every inch of my body. I want him. I want him closer.





But he pulls back with a serious look in his eyes. “You know, I don’t just want this for now, cutiepie. You won’t just be my girlfriend. I will marry you. And, starting right now, I will breed you every day until you’re pregnant with my child.”





At the thought of having Jace’s child I feel heat rush down between my legs. “I like the sound of that, Jace,” I tell him, pulling him down for another kiss. “You’ll be my baby-daddy and everyone will know that I’m your cutiepie.”





“That’s right. My good little cutiepie who will spread her legs for me every day.”





And then the need is overwhelming. I barely even think about what I’m doing, I just pull his head closer to me. I moan into his mouth and press my body against his.





I feel his lip curve against mine.





“Slow down, cutiepie,” he says, pulling back, a playful glint glowing in those dark eyes. “We’ve got plenty of time.”





He traces one finger down my cheek, outlining my face as though he wants to remember it.





“But I want you now,” I pout. “I want this.”





“I know, cutie. I’ve known that since you first looked at me with all that rainwater running down that lovely little body of yours. Since I saw your nipples poking through that t-shirt. God you are beautiful.”





I blush. I hadn’t realized how exposed I’d been, in the rain. Thank God it was Jace who found me and not someone with other intentions.





He’s the first person I’ve felt safe with in a long time, I realize. Even after just a week, I feel at home with Jace, more than I have since I moved away from Australia and came here.





Jace dips his head to my neck and caresses me all over with those dangerously soft lips. I loop my arms around his neck and hold him closer.





“Is this why you helped me? Because you were attracted to me,” I ask him. “I don’t mind, if it was. Not if it brought me to you.”





“I wanted to help a victim of Clara’s. I’ve been on the receiving end of that before and I know it’s not pretty. But I couldn’t help but notice you, even though she wanted to hide you away in the kitchen.”





I dip my head. “I didn’t think I was so noticeable. Not to someone like you. I mean, no one has ever… wanted me like this before.”





“Some people are just blind. I know what I’m looking for, cutiepie, and you’ve got it in spades.”





He traces down my spine lightly with those big hands.





“You’re exactly the perfect size for me to do this, for example,” Jace murmurs as he lifts me onto his lap.





As he picks me up I feel exactly what he means. Those big hands sweep me up so easily, bringing me onto his warm, solid lap. I feel so sheltered by Jace’s big body underneath me that I automatically smile and nuzzle my way closer to his chest.





He cradles my head with one of those big hands.





“You’re such a smiley, bubbly person, Millie. I couldn’t stand to see what she did to you,” he says.





“I was so confused when everything stopped over the past week. It made me feel like I was going crazy, like you’d never even wanted me,” I tell him.





“You should never be in any doubt, Millie. You can feel how much I want you right now.”





Oh. He’s not kidding.





A solid, hot bulge is pressing against my core as I straddle Jace’s lap. I bring my hand down to feel him and he groans, jerking his hips up towards me.





I am fascinated by the feeling of Jace’s powerful hips thrusting that big bulge against my hands. I rub both hands over it, trying to understand how it can feel so solid and insistent against me, like it’s trying to burst through his pants.





“Do you like that, cutiepie?”





“Yes,” I breathe, using both my hands to trace over the outline of him.





“Good,” he groans. “It feels so good to have you touching me like this.”





He tugs at the hem of my top insistently and peels it off when I raise my arms.





“Oh God sweetie, how did you end up with titties like that?” He’s staring at me as though I’m a supermodel, with nothing but awe in his eyes. He unclasps my bra quickly, whipping it away so he can take a better look.





I straighten up. I’ve always been shy about my breasts, dressing to hide them and avoid unwanted attention, but Jace’s mouth has fallen open as he stares at them. I like the way he’s looking at me as though I was made for him.





Jace is the only person who’s ever seen my breasts. And he seems to love them.





He buries his face in my cleavage. His stubble rasps against my sensitive flesh and I don’t know why but it feels wonderful. His lips search out my nipple and he starts to suck me into his mouth.





I cry out, cupping his head to my breast and arching my back to press closer to him. Every flicker of his tongue against my soft flesh is sending heat in waves down to my centre, the moisture flowing.





I clench my thighs together, trying to control myself and not seem too eager. I want to grind myself against that bulge I can feel resting between my legs but I hold back.





It’s almost humiliating, how much I want this, how much Jason’s gentle caresses have reduced me to need and desperation.





“You like that, don’t you, cutiepie?” Jason asks, his breath hot against my breasts.





I just pull him closer in response. I crave more of this and I feel like I might shatter into pieces right now if I don’t get it.





Then he gently tugs on my nipple with his teeth. The gentle pain is the best thing I’ve ever felt, the tiny edge only making the pleasure so much sharper as it rips through me.





I utterly lose myself, shaking and trembling as Jace goes to town on my nipples, growling and licking and sucking at my breasts with that rough, persistent mouth.





I let out a scream, it feels so damn good.





“You’re a screamer, huh, cutiepie? It’s okay, you can make as much noise as you like,” he murmurs as he comes up for air.





He kisses his way back down to my breasts and squeezes them in his big hands.





“These are the sweetest, most sensitive titties I’ve ever seen, cutiepie.”





Jace shifts me on his lap and I feel how much that bulge has grown and I let out a gasp. It feels monstrous. He exhales slowly as I run my hands against it, like he too is trying to hold back.





I’m feeling bold now.





“Can I?” I ask, meeting his eyes.





He chuckles at the grave expression on my face.





“Of course, you can have whatever you want, cutiepie. But I’ve gotta warn you, after that, I’m not gonna last very long.”









CHAPTER 4









JACE





MILLIE NEEDS TO understand how much I want her. I feel guilty that I’ve confused her for all this time.





I didn’t want to scare her off. But what I want from her is intense. I don’t just want her to be my girlfriend. I want her to be my wife. I want her to carry my children. I want to do this with her every day, to hear those musical moans and see this almost-crazed look of lust in her eyes.





She drops to her knees almost automatically, her eyes fixed on the bulge in my sweatpants. From here I can see those full, perky breasts perfectly, standing out almost ridiculously far from her slim body.





“You sure you want this, Millie?” I ask her.





She nods, her mouth already hanging open as she stares.





If I’d known she could be so excited just to taste my cock I would have done this a long time ago.





I pull down my sweatpants and she gasps. The sweet sound makes my balls swell with pride.





“Oh my God Jace,” she moans.





I look down to see a new kind of energy that has overtaken her face. Her cheeks are flushed and those aquamarine eyes seem to glow with enthusiasm.





At first she just traces her tongue up and down my length, as though she’s savoring the taste of me. Then she rubs her cheeks against my cock and I just about explode right there, at the obscene sight of Millie’s gorgeous young face right next to my swollen cock.





My cock is larger than her entire head but she can’t wait to begin, stretching her pink glossy lips wide to suck on my head like it’s a cool ice lolly at the height of summer.





She grins as she licks and sucks all over my thick, pulsing flesh, exploring me with every ounce of that youthful enthusiasm until my thick, pulsing meat is coated with her saliva.





Even my balls are not left out, with her dipping her head down and softly sucking them into her mouth one by one.





“Mmm,” she moans as though she’s just tasted a delicious meal and wants to savor the taste. She returns to my shaft with equal enthusiasm.





Those gorgeous clear blue eyes flick up to meet mine as she traces both of her hands against my length and swirls her tongue around my head.





“It tastes so good, Jace,” she moans. “I wish I could fit it all in my mouth. I’m trying my best.”





And then she really tries in earnest, spreading those full lips wide and straining herself until she’s gagging on my cock. Her cheeks are taut and full of my cock as it fills her entire mouth, the girth almost unable to make it inside her sweet little hole.





The head just slips into her throat and as soon as I feel those muscles constrict around me I know that I’m not going to last long.





“Good girl,” I groan as I wrap my hands in her golden hair, unable to resist taking control of that wet hot little mouth.





When she looks up at me, Millie’s eyes are so glazed with pleasure that I don’t think she cares what I do with her mouth.





I push her deeper, taking care to stay as gentle as I can, and she moans in pleasure.





I bring her onto my cock and the little moaning sounds she’s making vibrate around my shaft, pushing the pleasure deeper into my belly. I guide her head to bob up and down.





Every time I slip into her mouth my balls ache with need a little more until I can hold it no longer.





“Here it comes, cutiepie,” I groan low in my throat.





Her eyelids flutter closed as I explode deep inside her throat, coating that wet hot hole with my seed.





She swallows. I swear, the expression on her face as she sucks every last drop of cum from my cock is one of pure happiness.





“Thank you, Jace,” she murmur. As though I’ve just done this stunning young woman a favor by feeding her my cock, and not the other way around.





As though she hasn’t just given me one of the sexiest experiences of her life. As though I wouldn’t pay millions of dollars just to hear this sweet young thing moaning around my cock again.





“Anything for my cutiepie,” I chuckle.





I tilt her face to gaze up at me and look down at that fairytale princess face, her pink lips glazed with my cum and a few stray drops still on her face. There’s something so wrong about the fact that I’ve debased this bubbly, eager young woman and that my cum is now in her belly.





And the fact that she clearly loved every second of it.





“So fucking pretty, cutiepie,” I tell her. “Now it’s my turn.”









CHAPTER 5









MILLIE





JACE KISSES HIS way down my body like he’s trying to memorize every inch of me with his tongue.





He has to drag himself away from my breasts, but not after leaving several hickeys on the soft flesh there.





A little part of me thrills at the fact that he’s so comfortable leaving his mark on me, claiming me with his mouth.





“God yes,” he inhales when he reaches the waistband of my panties, slipping them down to my knees. “I thought I would never smell that cute little pussy again. But now, I’m going to taste it everyday, cutiepie.”





When he talks like this - about our future, about what we’re going to do together every day - I start to tremble with excitement.





The sooner he’s inside me, claiming my fertile womb with his seed, the sooner that future together will start.





But first he’s going to get me ready.





“I think you’re ovulating, cutiepie,” he tells me as he slides a finger into my pussy. “That lovely little pussy is just ripe for the taking. But first, I have to get you ready for my cock.”





At these words he rubs himself against my leg and I’m reminded of just how much he could split me open if he entered me without foreplay.





As much as I need to feel him filling me up, I’m so horny at the thought of this that I need his mouth against me.





He teases me at first, taking it slow and stroking the soft skin of my inner thighs before rubbing his stubbly cheeks against me. Then he just cups me with his palm, the indirect pressure not fulfilling the need inside me.





I squirm to try to get him closer.





“Use your words, cutiepie, what do you want?” he cautions, a light and mocking note in his voice.





“Please,” I gasp, trembling as he keeps the indirect pressure on, giving me no release. It’s like I’m filling with anticipation but there’s nowhere for all this excitement to go. “Please, I need to feel you inside me, or on my clit, I don’t care, just something!”





I’m gasping, desperate, and he starts to rub my clit in infuriatingly slow circles. I let out a howl of anguish.





“I know exactly what this cute little pussy needs from me. But first I want you to remind me what we’re going to do later,” he says, still rubbing my clit slowly and looking up at my face with those cheeky dark eyes.





“You’re going to breed me!” I cry out, the words sending the heat rushing to between my legs again. I’m so on edge that I’m practically shaking beneath him.“You’re going to fuck me deep and hard and put a baby inside me. And fill me up with your cum.”





“That’s right, cutiepie. I’m going to fuck a baby into you, so that everyone will know that we’ve been having raw sex, that you begged for me to cum inside you. And then, when you’re nice and round and pregnant, we’ll get married, so that everyone can see my young, fertile wife.”





“Please, please, I want your cum so much Jace. Just let me finish,” I beg him now.





He buries his face in my pussy, licking and sucking my clit relentlessly. Those rough lips are exactly the friction I’ve been crying out for.





It takes only a few seconds of this much needed pressure for me to utterly fall apart, screaming and sobbing and grasping his head as the force of my orgasm hits me. The knowledge of how Jace is going to breed me, over and over for the rest of my life, only intensifies my pleasure.





I cum so hard that I don’t even know how long my orgasm lasts for. Jace has to grip my hips to keep me pinned down on the bed, I’m writing and bucking against his face so much.





He just holds me there, stroking me, as I tremble, feeling the wetness soak my inner thighs. I’m limp and spent and exhausted but now, more than ever, I need to know what that thick cock feels like inside me.





Then, just when I’m about to ask him to fuck me, Jace rises up, that thick cock wrapped in his own fist and at full mast once again.





“I can’t wait any longer, cutiepie, I’m going to breed you now,” he groans as he looks down at me, and I feel his thick cock rest against my wet pussy.





I spread my legs obediently. “I want you to put a baby inside me, Jace,” I say, inching closer to him from the edge of the bed.





“This might hurt,” he says, leaning over me and lining that head up at the entrance to my hole. “I’ll try to go slow, okay, cutiepie?”





“Owww,” I cry out as Jason starts to push inside me. “I don’t know how it’s going to fit,” I squeal as he keeps going. And then, at the filling yet painful stretch, the warm pleasure starts to course through me. “Yes, Jace, keep going.”





He’s going slow, but as I feel his cockhead pop through my resistance, he changes. Something slides into place behind his eyes, the sexual bliss replaced by something much more determined, much more primal.





Jason’s hands grip my hips, hard, and he pulls me towards him as he thrusts in deep.





“Fuck yes, cutiepie, that little pussy is even better than I thought. Give it to me.”





Then he throws his thick muscled torso down on top of mine, wrapping his arms under mine and pulling me close. My breasts are squashed against his heavy chest, my sensitive nipples rubbing against him as he moves, the friction pushing me right to the edge again.





He starts to thrust into me as though his life depends on it, those hips aggressive and persistent. He moves my legs open, spreading me wider so he can get deeper inside.





I am just a doll that he is positioning wherever he wants. And the way that he’s using my body gets me so wet. It only increases my pleasure to know that he has lost all of his self-control because of the sensation of my pussy around him.





I lie there and let him rut into me as deep and hard as he can, tilting my hips up to allow him better access and making involuntary moaning noises as it feels like his cock ins pounding right against my internal organs.





The slapping sound of his balls hitting my ass fill the room, echoing off the walls.





He grunts louder and louder as I clench around him in pleasure, grinding his teeth together in concentration as he pounds me.





“Yes, yes, yes,” he mutters under his breath rhythmically as he fucks me. “Such a tight little pussy. My cutiepie’s tight little pussy is mine.”





I feel a rush of heat spread down to my clit as he talks like this. This man is claiming me, making me his, and for some reason I want that.





I want to be Jace’s good little cutiepie so badly. I let out a moan and tilt my hips up so that he’s positioned right against my sensitive spot with that girthy cock.





“Good girl, that’s it, just lie there and let me put a baby inside you.”





I open wide, pulling my ankles back behind my head, and let this older man rail into me. I don’t care that I’ve only know him a week. All I care about is that fact that he’s about to fill me up with his cum. To mate with me, claiming me in an irreversible and undeniable way.





I know when it’s about to happen because Jace starts to fuck me very hard, with a new kind of single-minded determination. Then he lets out a giant roar, and I feel his hot seed flow into me. And keep going, ropes and ropes of that thick sticky fluid pulsing deep inside me.





His cock twitches inside me and the warm, satisfying feeling of being claimed with his seed sends another orgasm through me, spreading out from my oozing pussy to make my whole body feel as though I’m floating.





I had no idea there could be so much cum. He pushes it deep inside me, thrusting in and out with his cock to press it close to my womb before he rolls to the side, pulling me close beside him as though he’s unwilling to let me go.





“God that felt so good, Millie,” he pants. “I’m sorry if I got carried away, I just couldn’t wait to fill you up.”





Then he lies there, panting, one arm wrapped around my shoulders, and I feel his seed start to slide down towards my ass and inner thighs. In amazement, I bring my hand down to play with the thick, slippery fluids that are coating my hole.





I moan in satisfaction and wriggle closer to him.





“I loved it, Jace,” I say, kissing his cheek. “I’ve never felt so good, not ever.”





And as Jace looks down at the soaked mess that is my well-fucked hole, he lets out a slow whistle of astonishment.





“There’s so much cum that it can hardly fit inside you, cutiepie,” he murmurs into my neck. The he kisses me softly and I think: this is how I want to spend the rest of my life.









CHAPTER 6









JACE





I’VE BARELY RECOVERED from that first round but already I feel my cock stirring at the sight of this young woman filled with my seed.





Millie’s pretty pink pussy is glazed with my cum. As I watch another glob slides out, making its way to the creamy silken skin of her inner thigh.





There’s more where that came from. All of it is going to be deposited inside this perfect young woman, from now on. She’s probably pregnant already, after being filled up with a load like that. But we’ll keep fucking until we’re sure that she is.





That tight little body turned me into a man that I didn’t recognize. An animal whose only need, only thought was mating with this fertile young woman.





But I know Millie’s need for me is just as great. Her young, energetic body is craving another load. I can see it in her eyes as she gazes at my body, raking through my chest hair with her manicured fingernails.





“I want to try being on top, Jace,” she tells me and I nod.





My cutiepie is so greedy for another load that she’s going to milk it out of me with that tight pussy.





She slowly strokes that hand down my torso until it’s wrapped around my shaft, stroking me back to a full erection. Then she climbs up to straddle me.





The view of that supple young body from this angle is enough to make my balls pulse with cum for her again. Those perky yet full tits are topped with those lovely pink nipples, the narrow sweep of her waist curves in so perfectly, and every inch of her creamy skin seems to glow with fulfillment from fucking.





She lowers herself tantalizingly slowly onto my cock until I’m fully inside, my balls resting against the tight muscles of her entrance which seem to vibrate with anticipation.





There’s a squelching sound as I enter her this time. She feels wet and ready from the combination of her own arousal and my cum still inside her.





Her lips part and I have to grip her waist to hold her as an orgasm racks through her taut little body. All it takes is fulling impaling her with my cock for her to come apart.





I watch as those surprisingly large tits jiggle on her chest and the rest of her body flushes with pleasure, that tight pussy trembling around me.





“It feels so different inside me from this angle, Jace,” she whispers as her hands grasp desperately onto my wrists to stabilize herself.





“I know, cutiepie,” I tell her, unable to resist the urge to push a bit deeper inside her.





The color quickly returns to her cheeks and she starts to ride me, those lovely walls gripping and releasing me as she bounces on my cock.





This time I’m watching closer, not letting myself get carried away at the sensation of bottoming out in the tightest little pussy I’ve ever been inside. But it’s hard not to just rut into her, the way my instincts are telling me. I grunt as I concentrate on holding on, controlling myself, letting her enjoy this moment.





I can see how much my cutiepie loves to have my cock filling her up like this, the way she gasps with bliss as I thrust into her, getting as deep as I can.





She runs a hand over my chest and looks down at me as she bounces on my cock, her eyes alight with the thrill of being impaled on my cock over and over.





The way her full tits are bouncing wildly with every thrust is so beautiful. Every inch of that taut yet curvy little body was designed to be fucked like this. To be fucked by me.





I shouldn’t be turned on by the fact that I can fit her entire body on top of me easily, but I love the way that my cock seems to fill half her torso.





“I can feel it in my belly, Jace. Your big cock is so deep inside me. Please Jace, I want more of your cum inside me,” she moans as I thrust deeper inside her, collapsing forward onto my chest





At the sensation of that pussy pulsing around me with yet another orgasm I lose all self-control again.





Her tight muscles feel like they’re trying to suck every last drop of cum from my balls. If that’s what she wants, that’s what she’s going to get.





Millie’s full breasts are pressed against my chest as she goes limp with the power of her orgasm, her eyes glazed and distant with pleasure as she looks up at my face.





Her mouth is pleading with me for another load of cum but it’s like she’s unable to summon the words as her head spins with an orgasm.





The need to claim that young fertile pussy with my seed is irresistible. I can’t stop rutting into her from below, not even as she wordlessly grips at my shoulders and seems to drift on the waves of her orgasm.





When her pussy stops trembling around my cock, I prop her up again, holding tight onto her waist and guiding her up and down on my cock. I’m using her as if she’s a fucktoy, holding her entire body in my hands and fucking myself with her.





“I need to cum inside you now, okay, cutiepie?” I ask her and she nods wordlessly, still holding tight to my body.





I place my hands on her nipped-in waist and start to thrust into her with all the power I can summon in my hips.





That seems to return her to her body again, a high pitched whine of need emitting from her throat.





“Fuck yes, use me, Jace. Fill up your little cutiepie with more of that yummy cum,” she moans, just bouncing on top of me as I fuck her pussy. “Breed my tight little body.”





And with those words, I cannot resist this cutiepie anymore. I simply have to give her what we both want.





This time I can watch as my cum spurts inside her and she tilts her head back in bliss at the feeling of my hot cum hitting her womb.





I’m amazed at the way it keeps going, filling her up until that tiny hole can’t contain it anymore. It makes a mess, running down her thighs, dripping onto my shaft in thick globs.





“Oh my God, cutiepie, you were just made to milk my cock,” I tell her, pulling her face down to mine so I can kiss her. “You’re going to be such a good Mommy, aren’t you?”





Millie nods and nestles herself against my chest again as my cock softens inside her. We just lie like that for a while, thinking about our future together where she will carry my children, no questions asked. My cutiepie is my perfect breeder.









EPILOGUE









MILLIE





THE WEDDING IS exactly how Jace wanted it.





I’m five months pregnant, all of our friends and family are here, some of them begrudgingly. To say that my family were not pleased that I’d gotten pregnant at the age of 22 to a 50-year-old American would be an understatement.





But now that they’ve seen how happy we are together, and how much Jace can provide for me and our baby, they’re slowly coming around to the idea.





Do we get weird looks when we’re out together? Yeah. Sometimes people ask if he’s my father and we have to correct them.





But it’s all worth it for moments like this one.





I’m bent over the make-up stand and we’ve had to clear the room of all my bridesmaids, the hairdresser and the make-up artists. In the mirror, I can see that deadly look of concentration on Jace’s face, the one he only gets when he’s balls deep in my pussy.





There were some raised eyebrows when we cleared the room, but at this point, we’re used to it.





I know, I know, I’m not supposed to see the groom before the wedding.





And I probably shouldn’t be getting railed while my hair is perfectly pinned up and just after the make-up artist has finished making me look even more glowy than pregnancy does.





But I want to walk down that aisle exactly how I’m going to spend this marriage: well-fucked and filled with Jace’s cum.





Plus, pregnancy hormone have really done a number on me. I need it twice a day, at least, or I’m in a bad mood.





I’ve already cum twice, just from Jace’s giant cock hitting all those magical spots inside me. Size really does matter, at least to me.





He grunts behind me and I can tell he’s getting close, those huge balls slapping loudly against my ass.





“Oh my God, Jace, I want your cum inside me,” I squeal as his cock buts against my g-spot.





“My greedy little cutiepie,” he groans. “You just can’t get enough of my cum, can you?”





And then, with a roar, he pumps a load of that thick, delicious cum deep inside me. Already, I can’t wait for the next time Jace will fill me up — later today, when we’re husband and wife.
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I’m such a brat in piano lessons that my teacher had to give me a special punishment...


I’ve had a crush on my piano teacher for years. I used to be such a good girl for him. I thought that was what he wanted.

Then I realized that I got to spend way more time in piano lessons if I was naughty.

I might not be the teacher’s pet anymore but every week Mr Charlesworth gets a little more furious at my taunting.

One day he’s going to snap. I can’t wait.

I hope that when he does, he’ll decide that the right punishment is to pin me down and make me carry his child.
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