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Adrianna: Her Fertile First Time


An excited little flutter appears in my stomach when I see the email waiting in my inbox. It’s my final day as an intern at Harrison Real Estate, and I’ve enjoyed every moment of it. Hopefully, once I graduate college, I will be lucky enough to get a job here.

And of course my desire to work here long term has got nothing to do with the incredibly sexy owner of the business.

Mr. Harrison is hotter than any man has a right to be, with his cool confidence, his intelligence, and his good looks. I’ve only met him a handful of times during staff meetings, and I’ve never spoken to him privately, but it’s safe to say I’ve got a massive crush on him.

And the email is a summons to Mr. Harrison’s office in ten minutes. The short notice makes me think something might be wrong, but I’ve got no idea what it could be, given that I’ve worked hard to be the perfect intern. Perhaps this is just a routine thing that happens when it’s an intern’s last day?

I do my best to distract myself for a few more minutes, but it’s almost impossible when I know I’m about to go and see my sexy boss. Instead, I sink back into my chair and start fantasizing about Mr. Harrison. I’d give just about anything to straddle his lap in his big office chair, while he wears his fancy tailored suit. And given the fact that he has to be somewhere around six feet four tall, I have to assume that he’s huge all over, if you know what I mean.

A quick glance at the clock tells me five minutes have passed, and I decide to head to his office. After all, I wouldn’t want to be late for him.

I rush down the corridor, announcing my arrival to the secretary seated at the desk just outside his office door. She tells me to take a seat while she calls him to let him know I’m there.

My bottom has barely touched the seat before Mr. Harrison’s door swings open and he’s standing there, looking at me with an unreadable look on his face. The fluttering that had been in my stomach ever since I saw the email instantly moves a few inches lower to my pussy.

He really is sexy as sin, and my body can’t help but react to the sight of him.

“Adrianna,” he says, in that deep sexy voice that would sound even hotter if he was moaning my name. “Thank you for coming so quickly. Why don’t you come inside? We have something important to discuss.”

I can’t help but blush as I walk past him, knowing he’s watching me. It’s stupid of me. He’s a rich and successful man who could have any woman he wanted, while I’m just a twenty-one-year-old college student. There is no way he’d be looking at me like that. But I can dream for a few minutes, can’t I?

His office smells masculine, a mixture of leather and something spicy. It’s a scent that’s both comforting and sexy at the same time.

“Please take a seat,” he says, pointing towards one of the two chairs in front of his desk.

He sits in the seat next to me, rather than behind the desk. The fact that he’s sitting right beside me makes me even more nervous. It feels very intimate, like he wants us to be close.

I glance around, taking in the details of his office, hoping that’ll distract me from the nerves and arousal coursing through my body. His desk is massive, and it’s almost entirely empty apart from a laptop. There are a couple of expensive looking paintings hanging on the wall, but otherwise, the room is pretty bare. It’s definitely an impressive office, and I bet the view from his window is gorgeous, but I don’t get the feeling that it’s his home away from home.

“Now, Adrianna, this is something very sensitive,” he says, shifting in his seat.

I turn my attention back to him, frowning as I wonder what this could be about.

“Last week,” he continues, “you were given an evaluation form to give feedback about your time here. And when you returned it, there were some troubling things mentioned in it.”

I blink in confusion before an uneasy feeling settles in my stomach. Oh no. Surely I didn’t send him the wrong form. I thought I’d been so careful!

“Wh... what do you mean?” I stutter.

Mr. Harrison clears his throat before saying anything else. “It seems that most of your answers were focused on your attraction towards me. Including how you would like me to do very specific things to you, because you would like to carry my baby.”

I gasp and feel tears welling in my eyes. Oh fuck. I did send back the wrong form. Two nights ago, a friend and I had filled in the evaluation form after having a few drinks, giggling the whole time, and the answers I’d put had been absolutely filthy. Mr. Harrison’s summary had made me seem downright innocent, given what I’d actually written. It had only been a joke, and the next day I’d filled the form in properly and emailed it back to him.

But apparently I sent the wrong form.

“I’m so sorry, Mr. Harrison,” I blurt out, on the verge of tears. “That was a huge accident. It was just a joke, and I sent the wrong form back. Oh god, I feel so stupid.”

He’s still got the serious look on his face, seemingly unmoved by my apology. Fuck! So much for my dreams of being offered a job here when I graduate. I’ll be lucky if I don’t end up getting in serious trouble for this.

I bring my hands up to my face, feeling the heat radiating from my cheeks as I do my best to hide from the stern, sexy man sitting next to me.

“It was a joke?” he asks, saying the words slowly. “So you don’t really want to ride my huge dick until you squirt all over it?”

Oh god. Hearing him repeat back just one of the dirty things I’d written on the form is enough to make me want to die.

“I... well... I don’t think that’s important, Mr. Harrison. Please, can we just forget about that form? I can go back to my desk and email you the correct one right now. I was just really hoping to get a job here after college, and now I’m worried I’ve ruined my chances. Please, Mr. Harrison.”

He leans forward in his chair, holding my gaze intently. “What if I don’t want to forget about it, Adrianna? What if I like the sound of fucking you and shooting a hot, sticky load of my cum into your unprotected pussy?”

I stare at him with my mouth agape. Did he really just say that, or am I dreaming? Surely I must be hallucinating or something. Those naughty words coming from his lips, in his deep, stern voice, are enough to have me squirming in my seat. I can feel my panties getting wet as he looks at me like a predator ready to pounce on his prey.

“Wh... what?”

He chuckles, his grumpy veneer finally slipping, and the sound sends shivers through my whole body. I don’t think I’ve ever been this turned on, and it’s doing a good job of overriding the fear.

“Tell me the truth, Adrianna. You’re a very beautiful young woman, and if I’d have known you were fantasizing about me, I would have done something about it much sooner. So why don’t you tell me the truth, and maybe we can do something about it right now?”

My brain has gone blank. I can’t remember what day of the week it is, let alone remember how to speak. The hottest man I’ve ever seen has just told me he’s into me, and all I can do is gape at him, unable to form a single word.

He’s still looking at me, waiting for a reply, and when I don’t say anything, he reaches out and takes my hand, pulling me up from my chair and onto his lap.

I can feel his hard cock pressing against my ass as I shift around a little, trying to get comfortable. It feels just as big as I’d imagined it would be on such a giant of a man, and it throbs against my bottom as I wiggle.

Mr. Harrison grips my chin gently and forces me to look up into his eyes. “Are you trying to make me even harder than I already am, Adrianna? I think you really do want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

I whimper as his thumb rubs across my bottom lip, his touch making me feel hot and dizzy. My tongue darts out to wet my dry lips, but instead, I end up lapping at his thumb. That little touch causes a growl to rumble through his chest, and his pupils dilate as he watches me.

“You’re a dirty little minx, aren’t you?” he murmurs, his voice husky. “Tell me, Adrianna. How bad do you want my cock?”

I swallow, and a little voice in my head is telling me I shouldn’t admit the truth, in case I risk never being hired at this company again. But that voice is quickly drowned out by my lust. Besides, I think I’ve already ruined my chances of working for Mr. Harrison ever again, so I might as well shoot my shot.

“Really badly,” I breathe, feeling the flush spreading down my neck and over my chest.

His eyes follow the trail of color, and he looks like a man who’s starving and has been offered a buffet.

“Good girl,” he rumbles, before capturing my mouth with his.

There’s nothing sweet and romantic about this kiss. He’s rough and demanding, and I can’t help but respond, letting him claim my mouth. He tastes like coffee and mint, and his lips are firm and insistent.

One of his hands wraps around the back of my neck, while the other goes to the small of my back, pulling me in closer to his body. I can feel his cock pressing hard against me, and it sends a wave of arousal through my body.

He starts kissing his way down my jawline, then down my neck, nipping at the skin every so often. I gasp, my fingers clutching the fabric of his suit jacket as his teeth sink into my flesh hard enough that I know I’ll be left with little marks on my skin.

I’ve never been kissed like this before, and the passion is overwhelming. It feels like he’s everywhere, claiming every inch of me.

And yet he’s barely even started. If this is how he makes me feel with just a kiss, I don’t know how I’m going to survive everything else he might have planned for me.

So far, I’ve only shared a few clumsy kisses with boys at college, and none of them came close to this. I’m in way over my head with Mr. Harrison. He’s clearly experienced, and he knows how to touch a woman to drive her wild. While I’ve never done anything more than kiss a guy. I’ve always been too focused on my studies to have time for boyfriends.

When he pulls back slightly to look into my eyes, I make a quiet keening noise, already missing the feel of his lips on my skin.

“Get on your knees, little minx. Take out my dick and worship it. Show me with that pretty little mouth of yours just how badly you want me to fuck you and breed you.”

“Yes, Sir,” I say, a little surprised at how easily the words roll off my tongue.

My body is already aching for him, desperate to feel him inside me, filling me.

There is a sensible part of me that knows I shouldn’t be having unprotected sex with a man I barely know. But I’m too turned on to fight the craving for him to fill my womb with his seed. It’s the most erotic thing in the world, and ever since I started my internship here, my daydreams have been filled of images of Mr. Harrison claiming my body with his huge cock and load after load of his cum inside my young fertile, body.

And now he’s here offering me a chance to live out all those sexy fantasies, and it’s too good an offer to refuse.

I slide off his lap, getting down on my knees between his legs.

He smirks at me, the expression making him look so sinfully sexy that it makes my breath catch. “Go on, then. Take out my cock and show me what you can do.”

My heart races, and my palms are sweating. I’ve never done anything like this before. I’ve never even been in a situation remotely close to this. I feel so out of my depth.

But I don’t let it stop me. I’ve waited long enough for this moment, and there is no way I’m backing down.

With shaking hands, I reach out and unzip his pants, and he shifts a little in his chair to help me pull them down enough to free his cock.

Oh fuck.

It’s every bit as big as I’d imagined it. Maybe bigger. Veiny and thick, standing proud, the swollen head a darker pink than the rest of his length.

I lick my lips as I look at him, feeling a fresh rush of arousal.

I start by running my fingers up and down his shaft, exploring his cock with a light touch. His breathing is shallow, and he looks at me with dark, hungry eyes. Then I wrap my hand around him and let out a moan. My fingers can’t even touch around his thickness.

How on earth am I supposed to satisfy a huge monster cock like this on my first time?

My mouth is watering though, while my pussy pulses with the most intense arousal I’ve ever felt. I’ll just have to hope that my eagerness to please him will make up for my lack of skill.

I lean forward and flick my tongue against the bulbous head, taking an exploratory taste.

Mr. Harrison moans, and it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard. The sound emboldens me, and I start to lick his cock like an ice cream, dragging my tongue along his length while my hand remains wrapped around the thick base.

“Fuck, Adrianna,” he groans. “You look so damn hot down there, on your knees, worshiping my cock like a good little slut.”

I moan, loving the praise, and continue teasing him with my tongue. I lick him like that for a while, getting a little more confident with each passing second. He’s moaning and his cock is twitching, so I must be doing something right.

I decide it’s time to go a step further. I part my lips wide and slide them down over the swollen head of his cock and take him into my mouth. The corners of my mouth burn as I work to accommodate his girth, but he tastes so good and feels so perfect in my mouth that I don’t care.

His breath hisses through his teeth, and his hand goes to the back of my head. He’s gentle though, and not pushing me down further.

“That’s it, little slut. Now suck my cock like a good girl,” he orders, and the tone of his voice sends shivers down my spine.

I moan and start to bob my head up and down on his cock, taking a little more of him each time. My lips and mouth stretch painfully wide, but his moans of pleasure spur me on, making it all worth it. I stroke my hand up and down his length in time with the movement of my mouth, and soon I have a nice rhythm going.

“You’re doing so good, baby,” he growls, and the words make me tingle with pleasure.

He’s gripping my hair a little tighter, and his hips are rocking, pushing his cock deeper and deeper into my mouth.

“This is what you’ve been wanting for so long, isn’t it, little minx?” he asks, and his voice sounds strained. “For a chance to please me, and to find out what it’s like to be with an older man who can make you feel so fucking good.”

I can’t answer with a mouth full of his cock, so I just hum in agreement, which earns me a growl.

“Keep sucking me, and I’ll give you a nice reward. I’ll fill that tight pussy with my cum and breed you, Adrianna. Do you want that? Want me to breed you like a little bitch?”

Oh fuck. I’m dripping wet at his filthy words. There is such a naughty taboo feeling about the way my boss humiliates me and says he wants to breed me, and it’s turning me on like crazy.

I’m sucking desperately on his cock now, my saliva leaking from my lips and dripping down his length as he pushes his cock in and out of my mouth. I feel him pulse against my tongue, and I wonder if that means he’s about to cum. But before I have a chance to find out, his grip tightens on my hair and he pulls me up off his dick.

I’m breathing hard, and I’m still pumping my hand up and down his fat shaft. I don’t want to stop. He feels so perfect in my grasp, so thick and heavy, that I can’t bear to let him go.

“Enough,” he growls. “Come here.”

I climb back up onto his lap, straddling his hips and rubbing myself against him, loving the feel of his hardness against my soft, wet core. My skirt rides up around my waist, so that only the thin lace of my panties separates us, and I grind on his dick, letting the thick length press against my clit.

I’ve lost control, and all I can think about is having his cock deep inside me.

He lets me move like that for a moment, before his hands move to my hips, holding me in place.

“Careful, little minx,” he growls. “If you keep doing that, I’m going to cum a lot sooner than I want to. There is only one place I want to shoot my load today, Adrianna, and that’s deep inside your hot, fertile cunt.”

He reaches up with one hand and tugs my hair, forcing my head back. I yelp as he moves his mouth to my neck, biting and kissing.

“Oh god,” I cry out, his mouth feeling incredible against the sensitive skin. “Please, Mr. Harrison, please.”

“Tell me what you want, my sexy little minx,” he orders, his lips moving down towards the hint of cleavage that’s left exposed by the deep neckline of my shirt.

“Please fuck me,” I beg, desperate for his cock.

“Such a naughty, horny girl, begging me to fuck you like a slut,” he says, a slow grin spreading across his lips. “If I hadn’t seen that dirty little fantasy you wrote, I’d never have guessed you had such a dirty mind. You walk around here like you’re so innocent - like you’ve never been touched by another man - and yet you’ve got all these filthy thoughts in your head.”

My face starts burning instantly. I haven’t ever been touched by another man, but I can’t bring myself to admit that to him. What if he decides he doesn’t want me after all and only wants someone with more experience?

He must notice the hesitation, because he stops kissing my neck and pulls back a little, looking into my eyes.

“Well? Have you had other men?”

I swallow hard and shake my head. “N... no, Sir.”

His eyes darken, and he grips me tighter. “Then it seems I’m even luckier than I thought. I get to claim this beautiful, tight little body all for myself.”

He doesn’t give me a chance to reply before his mouth is on mine again, his kiss possessive and claiming. I whimper against his lips, feeling the ache deep within me getting stronger and stronger.

Without breaking the kiss, he wraps his strong arms around my waist and lifts me easily as he rises from his chair. I feel tiny in his embrace as he carries me over to his desk and lays me down on my back.

He leans over me for a few long moments, covering me with the weight of his huge body as he continues to devour my mouth with demanding kisses, then he stands. A whimper escapes me, and my hand moves instinctively to my lips, wanting to know if they are as swollen as they feel.

He grins at me as he removes his jacket and drapes it carefully over the back of his chair before returning to stand over me.

“Now, let’s see what you’ve been hiding under that cute little outfit,” he says, his voice gruff.

He takes hold of the front of my shirt, and with one sharp tug, he rips the buttons open, exposing the lacy white bra underneath. I gasp, surprised by his roughness, and then another whimper escapes me when his fingers start trailing lightly over the tops of my breasts.

“You have such gorgeous tits,” he murmurs, cupping them in his big hands.

My nipples are rock hard, and my entire body is trembling with need. His hands move up and slide under the cups of my bra, pushing the fabric up to free my breasts.

I suck in a sharp breath as his fingers find my nipples, squeezing and tweaking the sensitive nubs until I’m writhing on the desk beneath him.

“Your body is perfect, Adrianna,” he says, his voice a low rumble. “Just the right amount of curves, and that pale, smooth skin... Fuck.”

I moan in response, loving his touch and his obvious admiration. He leans over me again and runs his tongue over my skin, leaving a trail of fire as he works his way down my stomach. He pauses just above my navel, and then his tongue dips lower, tracing a circle around the belly button, before traveling further south.

As he explores my body with his mouth, he’s pushing my skirt up around my waist, then tugging my wet panties down my legs, exposing my bare pussy. I spread my legs wider, ignoring the part of my brain that wants to be shy and hide myself from my hot older boss’ gaze.

The way he stares down between my thighs makes me feel more aroused than I’ve ever been, and I want him to keep looking at me, touching me.

His hand moves between my legs and he slides his fingers through my slick, puffy folds. I moan, and he chuckles, the sound dark and wicked.

“You’re so wet and ready for me, little minx. You must have wanted me so badly. I can’t wait to find out how good this pretty little pussy feels when it’s gripping my dick like a vise. It’s going to feel so good, Adrianna.”

He slips a finger inside me, and I cry out, my body arching upwards. It feels incredible. His hands are so much larger than mine, and his finger feels thicker, better.

I feel like I’m going to explode already. I’m aching for more, desperate for him to be inside me, filling me up, stretching me, breeding me.

“I... oh, fuck. I want that, Mr. Harrison. Please. Don’t make me wait any longer.”

He groans, and a second finger joins the first. He’s thrusting his fingers deep, his thumb brushing over my clit. It’s driving me crazy.

“Don’t worry, Adrianna. I’m not going to make you wait. Not when you’re such a good, horny girl. Not when your body is just begging for my cock.”

He pushes a third finger into me, and the stretch is almost painful. But it doesn’t stop me from writhing on his desk as I try to work myself against those invading digits.

“Look at you, taking three fingers like a good little slut. Your tight cunt is stretched so wide, and I can feel how much your body loves it. You’re made to take my cock, aren’t you, baby? Made to be fucked and bred.”

“Yes,” I cry out, the words sending a jolt of pleasure through me. “Yes, Sir. Please.”

He groans. “Such a good, eager little slut. You want me to fuck your pretty pussy?”

“Please,” I beg.

“Good girl.”

His fingers slip out of me, and he stands back. I watch as he wraps a hand around his thick cock, stroking it slowly, while his other hand moves to my thigh. His palm slides up until it reaches the junction between my legs.

His fingers are gentle, teasing, and I bite my lip, trying to stop myself from whimpering and whining. I want to feel him inside me so badly. It’s driving me insane.

“Do you know what the difference is between a good girl and a bad girl?” he asks, a wicked smirk playing at his lips.

I shake my head, unable to speak.

“A bad girl needs to be taught a lesson. A good girl, like you, gets rewarded for being so obedient and eager. So I’m going to give you what you want.”

I sigh, and my eyelids flutter closed as he finally presses the bulbous tip of his cock against my entrance.

“Fuck,” he hisses, as he pushes the head inside.

It feels amazing, and I can’t help but moan.

He grabs my wrists, pinning them to the desk above my head. “This sweet little cunt is mine now, Adrianna,” he growls, as he thrusts forward. “I’m the first man to ever fuck you, and damn it, I will make sure I’m the last.”

I cry out as his cock drives half-way inside me, almost splitting me in two. The pain is intense, but the pleasure is even greater.

“Yes,” I scream, “yes. Yours. All yours, Sir.”

“Good girl,” he murmurs, and then he’s kissing me again, his tongue plunging into my mouth as he pushes his cock deeper inside me.

His hips rock, thrusting his cock back and forth, forcing my body to adjust to his size. It feels like he’s ripping me apart, but at the same time, his cock is touching places I’ve never felt before, and the combination is sending bolts of pleasure through me.

He keeps slamming into me, each stroke making the pressure inside me build. His grip on my wrists is tight, and his mouth is on my throat, his teeth grazing the skin as he starts to pound even harder into my tight hole.

“Oh, god, Sir,” I moan. “It’s so good. You feel so good inside me.”

“You feel fucking amazing, too, baby. Such a tight little pussy. And so hot. It’s like your cunt was made for me. It’s perfect, Adrianna. So fucking perfect. And soon, I’m going to fill you up with so much cum that you’ll be dripping with it. Does that sound good? You want to be filled up, Adrianna? You want me to breed you? To put a baby inside you?”

“Yessss,” I cry out, his words only serving to heighten the sensations that are racing through me. “Yes. I want you to breed me, Sir. Please.”

“Good. Then we’ll do it again and again, until you’re swollen and round, and everyone knows that I own you, baby.”

His cock is pumping in and out of me, and my legs are wrapped around his waist. He’s driving into me so deep that his balls are slapping against my ass. It’s the most intense thing I’ve ever felt, and I’m sure I’m going to explode at any moment.

“I can’t hold off much longer,” he growls, and the urgency in his voice is clear. “This sweet, tight little cunt is driving me crazy, baby. I can’t get enough. You feel so fucking good.”

“Cum inside me, Sir,” I moan. “Please. I want you to knock me up.”

I can’t believe the things I’m saying, but I can’t help it. All I want is for him to make me his and fill me up with his potent seed.

His pace quickens, his cock thrusting faster and harder into my aching, needy pussy.

“Take it all,” he growls.

The tension within me is at a breaking point, and his words are the final push that sends me careening over the edge. My entire body shakes and shudders as wave after wave of ecstasy floods through me.

My toes curl and my muscles tighten. I feel his cock swell inside me, and a few seconds later, I feel a hot rush as his cum shoots into me. I cry out, overwhelmed by the sensation.

He groans, his hips jerking erratically as his cock shoots his seed so damn deep into my pussy.

When we both come down from the high, he releases my wrists and leans in to kiss me again, his tongue pushing into my mouth.

“You’re mine now,” he growls. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” I whisper.

He grins down at me, and even though I know this is happening way too quickly, I believe those words with every fiber of my being.

I belong to him now.

[image: ]

Six months later:

I knock on the door of Mr. Harrison’s office, or Mark as I now call him whenever we are not at work together, and think back to the very first time I visited this room.

The time when he took my virginity and got me pregnant all at the same time.

As usual, a shiver of arousal runs through my spine when I think about the first time I felt him inside me, claiming my body as his own with his perfect cock.

“Come in,” calls out a deep voice from inside the room, and I smile brightly before turning the knob.

Mark’s face lights up when he sees it’s me, and I rush over to him as quickly as I can, even though my big stomach makes it tougher to rush anywhere these days.

“My pretty little minx,” he says when I reach him.

His hands move to my hips and he tugs me into his lap. Straight away, I can feel the hardness of his cock through our layers of clothing, and I’ve got no idea if he was hard before I arrived or if it was seeing me that did it. Either way, I want to be the one that helps give him some relief from his need.

He nuzzles his face into the crook of my neck and begins kissing and biting at the delicate skin there. At the same time, he rubs his large hand over my stomach. When I’d first found out I was pregnant, I had been scared that he would find me unattractive when I started getting bigger. But, if anything, he seems to feel the exact opposite. The rounder I’ve become, the more insatiable he’s become.

“I hope you’re not working too hard, baby,” he mutters. “You need to take care of yourself and our daughter now.”

I smile softly and wrap my arms around his neck. “I am taking care of both of us, Sir,” I sigh happily when he goes back to kissing my neck. “And right now I’m taking a break and thought I would come see you.”

If I’d thought the little mishap with the evaluation form was going to ruin my chances of working here, I couldn’t have been more wrong. Mark set me up with a job as soon as I’d graduated college two months ago, and it has been a complete dream.

Although I do seem to spend most of my time at work serving the sexy CEO, but I certainly don’t have any complaints about that.

“Well, in that case, what can I do for you, my sexy, beautiful girl?” he asks.

I lean back and look at him through thick lashes. “I... I’ve got an ache, Sir. And I was hoping you could help me with it.”

His lips curl up into a slow grin. “Why don’t you show me where the ache is, baby? Then I’ll have a better idea of how to fix it.”

I bite my lower lip to stop myself from giggling, then I take hold of his hand and guide it up my skirt, until his fingers are brushing against the little wet patch in the front of my panties.

“Mmm. Right here, Sir,” I murmur.

He leans in and kisses me softly on the lips. “Oh, my poor, beautiful girl. Well, it’s a good thing that I know exactly how to take care of an ache like this.”

Mark picks me up in his strong arms and lays me back on his desk. Within seconds, he’s pulled off my panties and got my legs spread wide while he settles back into his chair. He lowers his head and blows softly against my wet folds, his hot breath teasing against my already sensitive skin.

“Please, Sir,” I moan. “I can’t wait. I need your mouth on me.”

“I love hearing you beg for me,” he growls, before leaning forward and running his tongue up the length of my slit.

I cry out, arching my hips off the desk, and he chuckles. His hands slide under my thighs, spreading me open even wider for him, before he dives back in, devouring my pussy.

He eats me out like a starving man, and I’m a writhing, moaning mess within seconds.

“Your cunt is so damn sweet,” he groans. “And the noises you make... Fuck.”

He pushes a finger into my tight hole and thrusts it in and out, while his tongue flicks against my clit.

It’s too much. The pressure is building inside me, and it’s too intense.

“Oh, god, Mark. Yes! Fuck me with your fingers. Your mouth... Oh, god!”

He sucks my clit between his teeth and nibbles gently, and the sensation sends me over the edge.

I cum hard, screaming his name and writhing on his desk like a wanton slut. He doesn’t let up though, his fingers still pumping in and out, while his mouth is relentless on my sensitive flesh.

The waves of pleasure keep coming, crashing over me, until I’m a trembling, panting wreck.

Mark pulls away and stands up, his hand still between my legs.

“You are so damn beautiful when you cum, Adrianna,” he says, a wicked glint in his eyes. “I’m never going to get tired of watching you come apart for me.”

I whimper as he finally slips his fingers out of me, leaving me empty and wanting more of him.

He leans down to kiss me softly on the lips and I can taste myself on him. He pulls back and looks down at me, his eyes dark and filled with desire.

“I’ve put a baby inside you and now I can’t wait to put a ring on your finger too,” he says, his voice gruff. “Then everyone will know you’re mine.”

I grin softly at him. The date for the wedding is already set, in two years time so the little girl I’m carrying will be old enough to be a flower girl. But Mark is always impatient. Especially when it comes to making his claim on me.

“I am already yours,” I whisper. “I don’t need a ring on my finger for that.”

“That’s true. You are mine. Forever.”

He captures my face in both hands and kisses me deeply, while I thank my lucky stars that I messed up and sent the wrong evaluation form back. Without that, I never would have ended up falling in love with my hot older boss.


Bella: Her Fertile First Time


I check the text from Dad to make sure I’ve got the right address before knocking on the door. The house in front of me is pretty big. Impressively big, actually. I take a step back and glance up at all the windows, looking for any movement inside.

After only a few seconds, the door opens, and it suddenly feels a little harder to breathe when I catch sight of the man standing in the doorway. He’s tall, at least six three if I had to guess, and he’s got broad shoulders that stretch the material of his shirt taut across his body. His hair is dark, with a whole lot of silver mixed in, and his blue eyes move quickly from my face to travel over the rest of my body. Just the way he is looking at me causes butterflies to appear in my tummy.

This man is the very definition of a sexy silver fox - and I’ll be staying with him for the next two weeks.

“You must be Bella,” he says with a smile tugging at his lips. “I haven’t seen you for years. You really are all grown up now.”

His eyes are still roaming over my body, lingering for much longer than appropriate on my long legs that are on display in my denim shorts. Even though I know it’s wrong, there is an unmistakable tingle between my thighs.

“Hi, Josh,” I say quietly, suddenly feeling quite shy. “Yeah, I’m twenty-one now. So definitely all grown up.”

My face is burning, and I’m almost grateful his attention is too focused elsewhere to see my embarrassment.

Josh has been my Dad’s best friend ever since they went to school together, which means they’ve known each other literally forever. But Josh moved out of the small town where my family still lives about ten years ago. He moved to the city for a big job opportunity, and judging by the size of his home, it worked out pretty well for him.

And now that I’ve graduated college, I’ve been thinking about moving to the city too. I’ve got some job interviews lined up over the next couple of weeks, and Josh offered to let me stay with him while I go to the interviews and start looking for an apartment of my own.

Of course, Dad took Josh up on the offer. They’ve known each other for years, and there is nobody that Dad would trust more with his daughter.

But with the way he’s still looking at me, I have a feeling Dad might have been wrong about that.

I clear my throat, unsure what to say to break the tension, but that small sound seems to work. He pulls his gaze away from where they had been focused on my breasts, where the nipples have hardened into tight little buds that poke against the thin cotton of my t-shirt.

“Why don’t you come on in,” he says, grinning at me in a way that has my heart thudding hard in my chest.

But not out of fear. I already know it’s going to be hard to control myself around this hot, older man. If I even want to control myself at all.

My Dad has done his best to keep me away from any guys, to the point of not even letting me date. If he knew there were going to be boys at a party, then he wouldn’t let me go. And if I tried to fight him, he’d take away my phone and ground me for a month. Mom isn’t in the picture, so he’s been raising me on his own, and he seems convinced that he needs to keep me pure and untouched to prove that he’s been a good father.

But I’m not under his roof anymore, so he can’t control me while I’m here. And with the way Josh is looking at me, there is no mistaking the desire in his eyes.

I pick up my bag and step through the door, walking straight past Josh. My arm brushes against him, and I can feel the heat of his skin through his clothes.

“You can put your stuff in the guest room, if you want. We can take it up later, but why don’t you come through and have something to drink first? It was a long drive on a hot day, so I’m sure you’d appreciate something to help you cool down.”

“Thank you,” I say, giving him a warm smile. Although I think it’s going to be difficult to cool down at all whenever Josh is around.

Every time he looks at me, I feel an excited flutter between my thighs. Even now, I can feel myself getting wet as he points the way towards the kitchen and lets me go first. Is he looking at my ass? I sure hope so.

I’ve been waiting years for a guy to look at me like this, so in the hopes that he is watching, I sway my hips from side to side.

I sit at the breakfast bar while Josh grabs a bottle of soda and some glasses, pouring the drink into the glass. He then drops a couple of ice cubes into the drink and passes it to me. My fingers brush against his as I take the glass, and the touch sends a shiver through me.

I lift the glass to my lips and take a long drink, enjoying the cool liquid running down my throat.

“So, how’s everything been with you?” he asks. “You just finished college, didn’t you? It must be great to not have to worry about exams anymore.”

“It’s great to have a break,” I agree. “And the freedom is nice, too.”

He laughs, and the deep sound has a wave of desire rushing through me. “Freedom from your Dad, I assume?”

I feel my face grow hot again and I look down at my drink. Josh is Dad’s best friend, so I don’t want to say anything bad about my father. But I have been controlled and treated like a little kid all my life. Now I’m twenty-one and out from under my Dad’s thumb, I want to start living life a little.

I shrug my shoulders. “I just meant in general. You know... no lectures, no exams, no assignments. That kind of thing.”

Josh chuckles, and I have a feeling he doesn’t believe me.

“It’s okay,” he says. “I agree with you. I’ve even told your father myself that he needs to stop smothering you and let you live your own life.”

“You have?” I ask.

He nods, his eyes moving down to my breasts again. “Definitely. You’re a grown woman now. And I can understand why he wants to keep you safe. I mean, now that I’ve seen how beautiful you’ve grown to be, I’m not sure I’d want any other man looking at you if you were mine, either. But he needs to accept that he can’t control you forever.”

His words, combined with the way he’s staring at my chest, have me feeling hot and flustered all over again.

“I’m really looking forward to living in the city,” I admit, trying to keep the conversation on a safe track. As much as my body craves him right now, he’s my father’s best friend. I should be behaving myself. “There is so much more to do, and Dad won’t be able to say no whenever I ask him if I can go out and have some fun.”

“I’ll be happy to show you around,” he says. “Unless you think an old man like me will cramp your style.”

Josh winks at me, and I bite my lip, my cheeks getting even hotter.

“You’re not old,” I whisper, looking at him through my thick lashes. “I mean, you are older than me, obviously. But that’s not a bad thing.”

He moves a little closer, and his hand is suddenly resting on my bare thigh. The skin tingles under his touch, and a shiver runs through me.

“Maybe what you really need is an older man who can teach you about all the things you’ve been missing out on since you became an adult.”

His hand moves up a little, and the tips of his fingers are brushing against the fabric of my shorts, the sensation causing another wave of desire to wash through me.

I swallow hard, unsure how to respond. It’s like my brain and my mouth are disconnected, and neither of them are working.

I’m not experienced, and I haven’t had a chance to figure out what I’m even into yet, so how am I supposed to know what I want an older man to teach me?

“What kind of things would you teach me?” I whisper.

He leans in and kisses the soft skin just under my earlobe. “Oh, beautiful girl. The kind of things that will make you scream out my name. You can be sure of that.”

My stomach flips, and I let out a moan. His lips press against my neck again, and his tongue runs along the sensitive skin. I gasp and squirm in my seat as the tingle between my thighs grows more intense.

“I think you’re ready to learn all about the kind of pleasure that a woman can experience, aren’t you, Bella?”

“Yes,” I breathe.

My whole body is tingling with excitement. My panties are so wet, they’re sticking to my pussy. And as he trails his lips down to my collarbone, I know that I want to give myself to this hot, older man.

He wraps his arms around my waist and pulls me into his lap, and I gasp when I feel the rigid bulge in his pants. It feels like he’s huge. And the idea that he is getting hard for me has me even more excited.

I grind myself against his bulge, moaning as the sensation causes a jolt of pleasure to run through my entire body.

“That’s a good girl,” he growls. “Show me how badly you need me to take you.”

He slips his hands up under my t-shirt, and his fingers are like fire on my skin. His fingertips find my nipples, teasing the little buds until they are hard, aching, and desperate for more.

I grind against him harder, panting as the pressure builds inside me. It’s been a long time since I’ve touched myself, and rubbing my clit against the big, hard bulge hidden away in his pants has got me close to the edge. And each time his fingers brush against my nipples, it sends a little jolt of pleasure down between my thighs.

He leans in closer, and just as his lips are about to touch mine, the sound of my ringtone fills the air.

I jump up from Josh’s lap, as if I’ve just been caught doing something bad. My heart is racing, and when I pull my phone out of my pocket, I can see it’s my Dad.

Oh god. If he’d called just a few minutes later, I might have been doing something even more naughty with his best friend than just grinding away in his lap.

“Hello?” I answer, my voice still breathless.

“Hi, sweetheart,” Dad says. “Did you make it to Josh’s okay? Are you settled in now?”

“I’m all settled, Dad. No worries.”

“Okay, that’s good. Listen, I just wanted to check in and make sure you’d arrived safely. You didn’t reply to my last message, and I was starting to worry.”

“Sorry, I’ve only just got here,” I say quickly.

I glance over at Josh, and he’s still watching me with that hungry look in his eyes. But right now, the guilt I’m feeling is stopping me from enjoying it. My Dad would be so disappointed if he knew what I was just doing.

“Okay, pumpkin,” he says, and I wince a little at his use of my childhood nickname. I’m just grateful Josh didn’t hear it. “I need to get back to work, but I’ll talk to you again later.”

We say our goodbyes and I hang up. Josh rises from his chair and takes a step towards me, but I quickly move back and pick up my bag from the floor.

“Ummm, I’m really tired after my long drive, so I think I might go take a nap. Which room is mine?”

It’s a lie. I’m not tired at all. But I can’t do this with my Dad’s best friend, no matter how much my body is aching for his attention. It would be so wrong.

“It’s just up the stairs,” he says, his face crinkled into a frown. “The first door on the left.”

I nod and rush up the stairs, shutting the door of the bedroom behind me and throwing myself down onto the bed.

How am I going to stay here for two weeks without giving into temptation?
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It’s been an hour since I ran away from Josh, and I can’t fall asleep. My body is too worked up for me to be able to relax. All I can think about is his gorgeous smile, and how good it had felt to be in his strong arms.

And, of course, about how good it had felt to grind myself against his big, hard cock through our clothes. If it had felt that good while we were still fully clothed, I can’t even begin to imagine how good it would feel if we were both naked and he was inside me.

Just the thought of it has me completely flustered all over again, and I know I have to do something to relieve this aching need between my thighs.

So I reach down and flip open the button on my shorts, and then slide my hand into the front of them. As expected, my panties are soaked. My fingertips graze against my clit through the material, and a little moan escapes my lips.

I push the shorts and the panties down, kicking them off and spreading my legs wide so that I have better access to my throbbing little clit. My eyes flutter closed as I start to rub at it, imagining it is Josh’s fingers bringing me to the edge of bliss instead of my own.

It doesn’t take long for me to find the perfect rhythm, and my hips start to buck as the tension grows inside me. My pussy is dripping wet, and as I sink two fingers inside myself, a loud moan falls from my lips.

“Fuck.”

It’s not as good as Josh’s cock would be, but the fantasy is working well enough. I picture his big hands groping my breasts, and his cock thrusting into me hard and fast.

The pressure is building, and I’m close to the edge. I push my fingers in deeper and curl them up so that they are rubbing against the spot inside me that always gets me to climax.

The fantasy grows stronger in my mind, and Josh’s cock is stretching my tight virgin hole while he looks down at me with a feral look in his eyes.

I let out a scream of ecstasy as the orgasm crashes over me, my body shuddering and trembling as the intense waves of pleasure roll through me.

“Josh!” I call out, unable to stop myself as I get completely lost in my fantasy. “Oh god, Josh!”

It’s so much more powerful than the orgasms I’ve been able to give myself before, and for a few seconds, I feel like I’m floating above the bed, unable to feel anything other than the sensations pulsing through my body.

The door suddenly opens, and I let out a little scream as I sit up on the bed and quickly pull a pillow over my lap to hide the fact I’m not wearing my shorts or panties anymore. Josh is standing in the doorway, his face flushed and his eyes wide.

He must have seen me with my fingers in my pussy, and both shame and embarrassment wash over me.

Oh my god! What am I going to do?

“Are... are you okay, Bella?” he asks, sounding uncertain. “I heard you call my name, so I thought you wanted me.”

Oh fuck. I didn’t realize I’d been that loud.

“I... ummm... yeah. I just...”

My words trail off. I haven’t got a clue how to get myself out of this situation.

Josh moves closer and lowers himself slowly onto the edge of the bed.

“I could have helped you with that, you know,” he says, a teasing smile tugging at the corners of his lips. “If you’re going to be calling out my name in the middle of an orgasm, I think it would be more fun for both of us if it was me making you cum. Don’t you think?”

I’m mortified. I want to bury myself under the blankets and hide. How can I ever face Josh again?

He reaches out and tucks a strand of hair behind my ear, his fingers brushing lightly against my skin and making me tremble.

“Don’t worry, Bella,” he whispers. “It’s okay. We’re just two adults, enjoying each other’s company. There’s nothing to be embarrassed about.”

I look up into his eyes, and he’s staring at me with that hunger in his gaze. I want him so badly it hurts, but I’m scared to give in to my desires.

“But what about my Dad?” I whisper. “He’ll be so mad at me. He’s been telling me ever since I turned eighteen that I need to be a good girl and stay a virgin until I get married. If I don’t wait, I know I’ll make him angry.”

Josh cups my face in his hands and forces me to look into his eyes. “You are twenty-one, Bella. A fully grown adult. You don’t need his permission for anything anymore. And if neither of us tells him, then how will he ever know, anyway?”

I whimper and stare into his beautiful eyes, feeling all my resistance melt so damn quickly.

“The only thing that matters,” he continues, “is that you want this. If you want this, then I can give you exactly what you need. But you have to want it, beautiful.”

I swallow hard and lick my lips, the ache between my thighs getting stronger by the second.

“I want it,” I breathe. “And we won’t tell my Dad?”

“I promise I won’t say a word if you don’t, Bella. This can be our naughty little secret.”

I let out a loud whimper and give a small nod of my head. That’s all Josh needs to make his move.

He leans forward to capture my lips with his, his hands still cupping my face so he can tilt my head to the perfect angle.

His lips are warm and firm, and his tongue slides across my bottom lip before dipping into my mouth. The taste of him is intoxicating, and I let out a moan of pure pleasure.

It’s my first kiss, and it should be awkward as hell. Except it isn’t. Josh knows exactly what he’s doing, and he’s making my head spin with the sensual movements of his lips and tongue against my own.

His hands move down to cup my breasts, his thumbs teasing my nipples through the thin fabric of my t-shirt. My hips buck involuntarily as a jolt of pleasure runs straight down to my pussy.

“Oh god, Josh,” I whimper, my head falling back and my eyes closing. “That feels so good.”

“I haven’t even got started yet, beautiful,” he growls.

He dips his head and kisses along the column of my throat, moving down to suck gently at the pulse point just below my jaw. The sensation is amazing, and I can’t hold back the moans and whimpers that escape my lips.

His hands slide down over my stomach, and he takes hold of the bottom of my t-shirt. He breaks the kiss and lifts the fabric over my head, throwing it to the side before lowering his head to place hot, open-mouthed kisses across the tops of my bare breasts.

With a slightly trembling hand, I pull the pillow away from its position on my lap. Now there is nothing in the way of Josh seeing every inch of my naked body, and he lets out a loud growl.

“Fuck, Bella, you’re so gorgeous. Can you feel how hard I am for you?”

He takes my hand in one of his and guides it down to his cock, and I gasp as I wrap my fingers around his thick, hard length through his pants.

His hands return to my breasts, massaging the soft flesh and gently rolling the nipples between his fingers. It feels incredible, and I can’t hold back the loud moan of pleasure.

“That’s it,” he murmurs. “Let me hear how good it feels. Let me hear how much you want this.”

“I need you,” I whimper. “Please.”

“Tell me what you need, beautiful. Use your words to tell me exactly what you want.”

I whimper and squirm, embarrassed to actually say the words despite my desperation for him. “I want you inside me, Josh. I want you to be my first and take my virginity.” The words come out as little more than a whisper, but Josh hears them anyway.

He lets out a long, low growl, then leans in and kisses me again, his tongue slipping between my lips and claiming my mouth.

I’m overwhelmed by how good his hands and his mouth feel, and my whole body is buzzing with desire. And when he gently guides me down onto my back, I don’t resist. I can’t. I need him too badly.

Josh pulls back and stands at the side of the bed, pulling off his shirt, and then his pants. He is completely naked now, and the sight of him makes me tremble. His muscles are toned and defined, and his cock is standing proud and tall, the head swollen and glistening with precum. Little silver hairs are scattered across his chest, and there is a smattering of them leading down over his toned abs.

My mouth waters as I gaze at him, and the ache between my thighs is growing stronger. I’m so wet and needy, and all I can think about is how amazing it’s going to feel to have him deep inside me.

“Spread your legs for me, Bella,” he orders.

I do as he says, parting my thighs wide. My pussy is completely exposed, and his gaze darkens as he takes in the sight of me.

He gets onto the bed, kneeling between my legs and placing his hands on the insides of my thighs. He slowly pushes my legs apart, spreading them wider until I’m completely exposed to him.

His fingers slide through my folds, and I let out a moan, bucking my hips and arching my back.

“Fuck, Bella,” he groans. “You’re soaking wet. I can’t wait to be buried inside your tight little cunt.”

I’ve never had a man speak like this before, and the naughty words only make me even more excited.

His fingertips trace circles around my clit, teasing the sensitive bud until I’m squirming and whimpering beneath him. Then he pushes two fingers into me, and I cry out, the sudden feeling of being filled too much for me to handle. His fingers are so much thicker than my own, and he’s stretching me wide with his digits.

“So tight,” he groans. “Your pussy is so fucking tight.”

He thrusts his fingers in and out, curling them upwards to hit the spot deep inside that makes my eyes roll back and sends shivers running down my spine. As he does so, he leans down over me to take one sensitive nipple into his mouth. His tongue swirls around the hard peak, and his teeth graze across it, sending jolts of pleasure through me.

“You’re going to make me cum,” I whimper. “Josh, please.”

“Cum for me, Bella. Cum all over my fingers. Then your pretty little pussy will be ready to take my cock.”

My hips buck, and I throw my head back against the pillow, moaning and whimpering as the waves of pleasure roll over me.

As the last tremors of my climax subside, Josh withdraws his fingers and brings them to his mouth, licking the glistening juices from them. The sight of it is incredibly erotic, and I can’t believe this is happening.

Josh shifts his weight, lining his thick cock up with my entrance, and he pushes the tip into me, the head just starting to stretch me open.

“Are you ready, beautiful?” he murmurs. “Do you want to feel me inside you?”

“Please, yes,” I beg. “Fuck me, Josh. I need you so bad.”

He pushes forward, sinking his entire length into me, and I let out a sharp cry. The sudden pain makes me wince, and he stills.

“Relax,” he soothes, running his hands up and down my sides. “It will feel good soon. I promise.”

After a moment, the pain starts to fade, and the sensation of being stretched so wide by his cock is replaced with a delicious fullness.

I wiggle my hips experimentally, and the movement makes Josh groan.

“Fuck, Bella,” he groans. “You feel so good. You’re so fucking tight.”

He starts to thrust in and out, his movements slow and deliberate at first, but quickly picking up speed as my body adjusts to the feeling of his cock filling me.

The pain is quickly forgotten as the pleasure builds, and soon, I’m meeting his thrusts with my own. My hips rise to meet his, and I wrap my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper inside me.

His cock is hitting just the right spot inside me, and I’m already close to the edge again. I’m overwhelmed by how good it feels, and my body is trembling as the tension grows.

“That’s it,” Josh groans, his breathing ragged and his voice strained. “Cum for me, Bella. Cum all over my cock. And then I’m going to fill your fertile little body with my seed and knock you up. Then you’ll be mine forever.”

His dirty words push me over the edge, and I scream out his name as the waves of ecstasy crash over me.

The walls of my pussy clamp down on his cock, and I can feel him pulsing inside me as his own orgasm rips through him.

He groans loudly, his eyes closing and his head tipping forward to rest his forehead against mine as his cock spurts his hot seed deep inside me.

I’m floating in bliss, every nerve ending singing and tingling. My body feels like it’s made of liquid gold, and all I can think about is how good Josh’s cock feels.

We stay there, breathing heavily and holding each other close, for several minutes. Then, eventually, Josh rolls off me and collapses onto his back on the bed beside me.

“That was incredible, Bella,” he breathes. “I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

I smile and snuggle against him, resting my head on his chest. I feel completely satisfied and content, and I’ve never felt closer to anyone in my life.

“I know what you mean,” I reply. “It was amazing.”

“You were amazing,” he whispers, his voice rough and hoarse. “And I’ve still got so much to teach you. This is just the beginning, beautiful. I’m going to make you scream with pleasure in so many ways that you’ll never want to leave at the end of the two weeks.”

My body trembles at his words, and I know that he’s right.

This is only the beginning, and I can’t wait to see what he has in store for me next.

“Did you really mean it about wanting to get me pregnant?” I ask in a small voice.

“Oh hell, yes,” he groans, placing a hand on my flat stomach. “I think you’ll look even hotter when you’re big and round, carrying my baby inside you.”

Lust surges through my body as I imagine what it would be like to be pregnant with Josh’s baby. There’s no doubt in my mind that I want it. Want it badly. But there is just one thing I’m worried about...

“But it will be impossible to keep us a secret if I’m pregnant,” I say, feeling suddenly panicked that we didn’t use protection. “And then Dad will ground me for the rest of my life.”

Josh holds me tighter and whispers in my ear. “Don’t worry, beautiful. I will take care of your Dad. I know him better than anyone, and I’ll make sure he doesn’t get in our way. And once again, the only thing that matters is that you want to have my baby, too. You are old enough to decide for yourself. So, is it what you want?”

I know I must be crazy to want this so quickly when I haven’t spoken to Josh in years, but every time I think about his baby growing inside me, there is a happiness in my chest that I can’t ignore.

“It is,” I answer, following the lead of my heart. “I want to have your baby, Josh.”

He grins back at me. “Then we should probably go again just to make sure it worked.”

He rolls me over onto my back and settles between my thighs, and I giggle softly.

This is exactly where I belong.
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It’s been three months since I first arrived at Josh’s house, and I still haven’t left yet. I found out I was pregnant just two weeks after arriving, and the same day, he took me to the courthouse to get married.

Dad wasn’t thrilled when he found out, but the whole reason he’d wanted me to stay a virgin was because he wanted me to be pure for my future husband. Seeing as I was already married by the time we told him about our relationship, he didn’t really have anything to get mad about.

He did have an argument with Josh about it, but it didn’t last long. My sweet and sexy husband knew all the right things to say to calm my Dad down.

And now, I’ve never been happier. Josh and I are completely besotted with each other and unable to control ourselves most of the time.

“That’s it, Bella,” he grunts. “Ride my dick until you make yourself cum all over it.”

We’ve just been out for dinner, and even the couple of hours at the restaurant were too long for us. By the time we got out, I was desperate to feel him inside me, so I climbed into his lap as soon as he was settled in the driving seat, and started riding him in the middle of the parking lot.

My moans are loud and unashamed, and he has his hands under my shirt, groping my breasts through my bra. I’m in heaven, and it won’t be long until we both reach the blissful heights of pleasure.

“Yes, Josh, yes,” I cry. “I’m going to cum.”

“Me too,” he growls. “Fuck, Bella. You’re so fucking hot. And your tits are so sexy now they are getting bigger. I can’t wait to see your stomach grow, too. I’m going to get you pregnant every year, beautiful. I want a whole house full of kids with you, and I’m going to make sure you stay constantly knocked up.”

“Yes!” I moan, his filthy words pushing me closer to the edge. “I want it all, Josh. I want everything with you.”

My orgasm rips through me, and I shudder and tremble as the waves of ecstasy consume my body.

Josh groans loudly, and I can feel him pulsing as his cock spasms and fills me with his hot cum.

I collapse against his chest, breathless and satisfied, and he wraps his arms around me, holding me close.

“I love you so much, Bella,” he whispers, stroking my hair.

“I love you, too,” I reply.

This is the happiest and most fulfilled I’ve ever felt in my life. And I’m so happy that Dad decided to send me to stay with his best friend for a while.

Without that, I never would have found the man of my dreams.


Catherine: Her Fertile First Time


I sit in my car outside my brother’s house, sobbing pitifully while trying to wipe the tears from my face with tissues I’d found hidden deep in my purse.

God, Luke is such a pig. I can’t believe I ever dated him. He was the most popular guy at college, and the best player on the football team. All the girls wanted him, and I thought I’d been so lucky to be the one to have him.

But I wasn’t so lucky after all.

Apparently, there were several other girls he wanted, and he had no issues going with whoever he desired. He even had the nerve to tell me it was my fault, because I hadn’t wanted to rush into physical intimacy with him, given that it would be my first time. I had wanted to wait until we were in love, so that it could be special. But he’d gone and ruined it all.

He wasn’t willing to wait for me. Luke had thought nineteen was too old for me to still be a virgin, and he’d even teased me about that when I’d confronted him about cheating, just adding insult to injury.

Now I’m waiting for my big brother to come home from work so that I can cry on his shoulder and we can plot all the ways we’d like to hurt Luke if only we didn’t fear jail time.

I hear a car coming and look in my mirror, seeing a familiar red Honda driving up behind me. It pulls into the driveway of my brother’s house, and my stomach drops.

Damn it. It’s not my brother, Mike. It’s his best friend. The guy I’ve had the biggest crush on for the last couple of years. And I’ve been sitting here ugly crying for the last thirty minutes.

Riley is the last person I wanted to bump into right now. Although it was probably pretty likely, given how they share this house.

He jumps out of his car, his blonde hair a little too long and falling into his eyes, his tall frame lean and muscular, and I wish the ground would just swallow me up. He’s thirty, the same age as my older brother, and way out of my league.

God, why couldn’t Mike have been the first one to get home?

“Catherine?” He walks over to my car and leans to look into the driver’s side open window. “Are you alright?”

“Yeah.” I try to force a smile onto my tear-streaked face.

Riley looks at me with piercing blue eyes, and I have to look away.

“You don’t look alright. Have you been crying?”

“Uh... I...”

“Come on,” he says, opening the car door for me. “Let’s get you inside. We can have a drink and you can tell me what’s going on.”

I grab my purse and climb out of the car, sniffling some more and wiping my nose with the tissue.

“I was just waiting for Mike. He’ll be home soon, right?”

He doesn’t answer. Instead, he gently wraps his arm around my shoulders and pulls me into him, pressing me against his hard, warm body. I can feel his breath on the top of my head as he strokes my arm soothingly. I can’t help but melt into him.

I’ve fantasized about Riley doing exactly this, and a million other things. Things I never even fantasized about with Luke. I’ve had a crush on him since the first time I saw him. It’s silly. I know it. But I can’t seem to help myself. He probably just sees me as his best friend’s annoying little sister.

“Mike’s out on a date tonight,” he whispers into my hair. “He won’t be home for a few hours, if at all. But I can take care of you, Catherine.”

I nod, and he guides me inside, closing the door behind us.

“Have a seat on the sofa and I’ll bring you a glass of water.”

“Thank you,” I say, doing as I’m told.

He walks off, and I watch him, noticing the way his muscles move under his t-shirt, the way his tight jeans hug his ass.

Fuck, he’s gorgeous.

My crush on Riley is bad enough, but being this close to him right now, and having him touch me and look at me like I’m something precious, is making my heart race and heat rise in my stomach.

God, what am I doing? I came here looking for comfort after Luke hurt me, and I’m drooling all over my brother’s best friend instead. I really need to pull myself together.

“Here,” he says, coming back into the room and handing me a glass.

“Thanks,” I say, sipping the water, and wishing it were vodka or something else strong enough to numb the pain and stop all the confusing thoughts swirling around in my brain right now.

He sits beside me, his leg brushing mine, and my body tingles at the knowledge he’s so close to me.

“What’s going on, Catherine?” he asks, and I look at him, seeing the concern in his blue eyes. It makes my heart flutter in a way that Luke had never done.

For a moment, I wonder what I had ever been doing with that jerk, but I already know. I was trying to distract myself from the man I already loved, but knew I could never have.

I’d never had the courage to admit how I felt about him. Even to myself.

I’d never been so bold.

But now, as I sit and look at Riley with my red, puffy eyes and tear-stained cheeks, my feelings for him hit me like a punch to the gut.

Damn it. I’m starting to regret coming here today. It’s opened up a whole can of worms I’m not sure I’m ready for.

“It’s Luke,” I say, trying to keep the conversation on track. “We just broke up.”

“Oh, Catherine,” he says, placing a hand on my thigh in what should be a reassuring way. Except all it does is send a jolt of electricity running through my body. “I’m sorry. Although, if I’m honest, I’m not surprised. He was never good enough for you. What happened?”

I shrug and glance down my hands in my lap. “He cheated on me. And made it clear that I’m the one who’s not good enough for him.”

Riley doesn’t say anything, but I feel the way his grip tightens on my leg. When I lift my eyes to his face, he’s clenching his jaw.

“That bastard.”

I give him a weak smile. He’s not wrong.

“You are good enough, Catherine,” he says, cupping my chin and running his thumb across my cheek.

The gesture feels too intimate, and I want to pull away, but my body betrays me. I lean into him, unable to stop myself from soaking up his attention.

“Luke is an asshole. He never deserved you. Any man would be lucky to have you. You’re the kind of girl guys dream of.”

I feel my face grow hot as embarrassment floods me. I’m sure he’s just being nice. He’s just trying to make me feel better.

“I don’t know about that,” I say with a nervous chuckle. “But I don’t think I deserved to be cheated on either. So I ended things with him.”

“Good.”

We stare at each other, neither of us moving or speaking for what feels like an eternity. My mind is reeling, and my body is aching. It would be so easy to just give in.

But he’s eleven years older than I am. What could I give him that other women his age can’t? Nothing. He could do so much better than me.

Plus, he’s Mike’s best friend. I’d be betraying my big brother if I give in to these feelings.

“I should go,” I say, standing up, but Riley grabs my hand and pulls me back down.

“Don’t,” he says, his eyes dark and hungry. “Stay.”

“Why?”

“Because I want you to.”

His words send a shiver down my spine.

“But why?”

He reaches out and touches my hair, running his fingers through the strands. His touch is gentle, but it still sends a shiver of longing down my spine.

“You’re so beautiful, Catherine,” he murmurs, his eyes never leaving mine. “So fucking beautiful. And you have no idea what you do to me, do you?”

I shake my head, unable to form any words. My heart is beating so fast, I’m afraid it might burst out of my chest.

“You’re all I think about,” he says. “And I know now is a really bad time to tell you this, after everything that happened with Luke. But you deserve to know that there’s at least one man who thinks you are perfect.”

My mind is spinning, and my heart is pounding hard in my chest. But even through all the emotions running wild inside me at the moment, I’m damn certain about one thing.

I want Riley more than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life.

Before I can talk myself out of it, I lean forward and close the distance between us, pressing my lips to his.

He doesn’t react at first, but after a second, he tangles his fingers in my hair and pulls me closer, kissing me back with an intensity that takes my breath away.

I wrap my arms around his neck, losing myself in the kiss, savoring every moment of it. It’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before. Luke had been a good kisser, but he’d never made me feel like this. Like I was the only thing that mattered.

Riley kisses me with a passion and intensity that makes me forget all about Luke and the pain of our breakup. All I can focus on is Riley and the way his lips feel on mine, the way his tongue moves against mine, the way his hands grip my body like he’s afraid to let me go.

When we finally pull apart, we’re both breathing heavily, and I’m dizzy with desire. I can feel the heat pooling between my legs, and I know that if we keep this up, I won’t be able to stop myself from giving into temptation.

“Catherine,” he says, his voice low and husky, “you don’t have to do this.”

I bite my lip and look up at him through my lashes. “But what if I want to?”

He groans and rests his forehead against mine. “I want you so fucking bad. But we shouldn’t do this. You’re my best friend’s little sister. This is a really bad idea.”

“No one needs to know,” I whisper, running my hand up his chest and feeling his heartbeat race under my fingertips. “We can keep it a secret.”

He sighs and closes his eyes. “You’re killing me, Catherine.”

“I... I’m sorry,” I stutter, pulling my hand away from his chest. “I don’t mean to pressure you. It’s okay if you don’t want this.”

“You have no idea how badly I want this,” he growls, gripping my hips and pulling me onto his lap.

I straddle his waist, his erection pressing against me.

“Please,” I say, grinding against him. “I need you, Riley.”

He lets out a low moan and his grip on my hips tightens.

“Are you sure about this, Catherine? Once we cross this line, there’s no going back.”

“I’m sure.”

His hands are under my dress, pushing my panties aside and rubbing my pussy lips. I moan as his fingers slide into me, and my head drops back. His other hand is cupping my breast through the thin cotton, his thumb brushing back and forth over a hardened nipple.

“Fuck, Catherine. You’re so wet.”

I whimper as his fingers push deeper into me, and I grind against him, desperate for more.

“You feel so good,” he groans, his breath hot against my neck. “So tight and wet. You’re driving me crazy.”

I gasp as his fingers rub against my g-spot, sending waves of pleasure through my body.

“Yes,” I moan, grinding harder against his hand. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

“Never.”

His voice is rough and low, and it sends shivers down my spine.

His thumb presses against my clit and I cry out, arching my back. He leans forward and kisses my neck, his lips hot and wet.

“Fuck, Catherine,” he growls, his fingers moving faster, his thumb circling the sensitive little bud. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

I gasp and moan, my body tensing as my orgasm builds.

“Riley,” I cry, my nails digging into his shoulders. “Yes, Riley, yes!”

“Cum for me, Catherine,” he whispers in my ear, his voice husky. “Cum for me, baby.”

“Yes,” I scream, my body shaking as the orgasm hits me.

His fingers curl inside me, pushing me over the edge, and I feel like I’m falling. Riley keeps one strong arm wrapped around my waist, though, holding me close against his powerful body and keeping me safe as I shatter apart for him.

I collapse against his chest, panting and shaking. He pulls his fingers out of my quivering pussy and wraps both arms around me, holding me close.

“That was amazing, baby,” he whispers, his voice full of awe. “You’re amazing.”

I bury my face in his neck, too overwhelmed with emotion to respond.

“Shh,” he soothes, stroking my back. “It’s okay, Catherine. Just breathe. You’re safe. You’re with me.”

His words and touch bring me comfort, and slowly, my breathing evens out.

“I’m sorry,” I finally manage to say, my voice shaky. “I don’t know what came over me. I’ve never done anything like that before.”

“Don’t apologize,” he says, tilting my chin up and kissing me softly. “It’s okay. We both needed that.”

I nod, relaxing into his embrace, nuzzling my face into the crook of his neck and inhaling his masculine scent. My body is filled with warmth just from being close to him, and I’m not sure I ever want to let go.

“Thank you, Riley.”

“Anytime, Catherine.”

“No, I mean... thank you for everything. For listening to me. For making me feel better. For being there for me. I... I really needed that.”

Riley gently takes hold of a fistful of my hair and tugs my head back a little, forcing me to look into his eyes again.

“That was only the beginning,” he says in the deep, husky voice that I only heard for the first time today. But I already know I love it. “Your voice is going to be hoarse by the time you’ve finished screaming my name tonight. And I promise you, I’ll make you forget all about your shitty ex-boyfriend.”

“Mmmm,” I whimper, and I feel my pussy start to throb again at the thought of what’s to come.

The sound of a car pulling up in the driveway interrupts us, though, and I glance out the window to see Mike’s car.

“Oh no,” I whimper. “My brother’s home already.”

I quickly climb off Riley’s lap and scramble to my feet. Mike’s going to be so mad if he finds out I was just making out with his best friend, and that I’d just let him finger me to a mind-blowing orgasm.

“Shit,” Riley mutters. “His date must not have gone well. Let’s go upstairs, baby.”

My mind is spinning. If I stay here, I can just pretend I was waiting for my brother to come home. But if Mike finds me upstairs in his best friend’s room, there will be no amount of explaining that could fix that.

As if sensing my indecision, Riley grabs a handful of my hair again and forces me to look up at him. “I said get upstairs, baby. I’ll take care of everything else. But right now, you should be sprawled naked across my bed and having another orgasm instead of standing there looking nervous.”

His words cause an involuntary reaction between my thighs, and I begin moving quickly, rushing up the stairs and disappearing just out of sight before my brother’s key turns in the lock. Riley is right behind me, guiding me down the hallway to his bedroom.

As soon as the door is shut behind us, he spins me around and claims my lips with his. His kiss is demanding, and I moan, pressing myself against him.

His hands roam my body, cupping my breasts and squeezing my ass. I can feel his hard cock pressing against me, and it only makes me want him more.

Riley breaks the kiss and looks at me, his eyes dark with desire.

“Isn’t this dangerous?” I whisper. “What if Mike hears us? What if he gets mad at us?”

He reaches out and strokes a hand through my hair. “If he hears us, then he’ll know that you’re with a good man who will take care of you so much better than your ex ever did. The rest will work itself out over time.”

His mouth is on mine again before I can reply, his hands roaming my body. He’s everywhere, and I can’t help but give in. My body responds to him in such an intense way that I can’t resist. I want him, and not even Mike can ruin that.

Riley’s hands slide under my dress, pushing it up and over my head. His mouth moves down my neck, his hands cupping my breasts.

“You’re so fucking beautiful, Catherine,” he groans. “I can’t believe you’re here with me.”

He cups my ass and lifts me up, carrying me over to the bed and laying me down. He stands above me, his eyes taking in every inch of my body.

“I’m going to make you forget your ex ever existed,” he growls. “I’m going to make you mine, baby. Forever.”

My heart pounds in my chest as I stare up at him. He’s so strong and confident, and I can’t believe I’m about to have sex with him. I’m about to lose my virginity.

Before climbing onto the bed with me, he slides my wet panties down my legs and drops them to the floor. I spread my legs open for him, and his eyes darken with lust as he takes in the sight of my naked body.

He strips out of his clothes quickly, and my eyes widen when I take in the size of his cock. It’s huge, and I’m a bit intimidated by the prospect of having it inside me.

Riley climbs onto the bed and kneels between my legs, his eyes never leaving my face. But I can’t stop staring at his thick length. How is that supposed to fit? His fingers are the biggest thing I’ve ever had inside me so far, and his cock is so much bigger.

“Riley... I... how...”

I stumble over my words as fear and arousal pool together in the pit of my stomach. Oh god, I want him so much, but he’s going to know how inexperienced I am, and then maybe he won’t want me any more. Surely he’d want a woman with so much more experience than I have?

“What’s wrong, baby?” he asks, gently lowering himself down on top of me and stroking my face. The expression on his face has changed from a heated one to a look of concern. The heavy weight of him on top of me is somehow reassuring, though. Like the most comforting weighted blanket anybody could have.

I’m safe with him, and I know that deep in my soul. I just don’t want to mess this up.

“It doesn’t matter,” I say, trying to keep my breathing under control so I don’t start hyperventilating. “Please don’t stop,”

“No, Catherine,” he says, his voice somehow managing to be soft and firm all at the same time. “I’m not doing anything until I know you want this just as badly as I do. If there is any doubt in your mind, then this isn’t happening. You can stay in my bed as I hold you instead. So tell me what’s wrong so I can make everything okay, baby.”

His words cause something to melt deep inside my chest, and I suddenly realize this is no crush, like I’d thought it had been. I’m in love with Riley. Deeply in love with my brother’s best friend.

And even though it’s scary, I know I have to be honest with him.

“It’s just that I’ve never done this before,” I whisper, unable to look into his eyes. “And you’re so big. I’m worried you won’t fit. And worried that I’m too inexperienced to please you.”

“Look at me, Catherine,” he says, his voice soft but still commanding. I meet his gaze, and I can see a mixture of emotions there. Concern, protectiveness, lust... and maybe, just maybe, love.

“Baby, you have no idea how sexy that is,” he tells me, leaning down and pressing a gentle kiss against my lips. “The fact that I get to be your first. That I get to teach you, guide you, and show you how good sex can feel. The fact that no other man has touched this body and made it quiver with pleasure.”

His words send a shiver down my spine, and I can feel the wetness pooling between my legs. He continues, and his lips move from my mouth to my neck.

“I will fit, baby,” he says, his voice soft and seductive. “I’ll fit because you were made for me, and only me. I’m going to fit inside you so fucking perfectly, Catherine. And I’m going to take you bare, filling you with my seed so I can claim your sexy little body completely as mine.”

A gasp escapes me. “But I might get pregnant,” I say, mentally trying to work out where I am in my cycle.

“That’s the plan,” he says with a chuckle, nipping gently at my neck. “I want to knock you up, Catherine. I want to watch your belly swell with my child. And I’m going to be right there beside you every step of the way, taking care of you, protecting you, and loving you, baby.”

“Oh god, Riley,” I moan, wrapping my arms around him. I’d never even considered having babies before. After all, I’m only nineteen. But as soon as I hear those words, there is a yearning deep inside me to be filled with his seed. “I want that. All of it. I want to have your baby.”

“Good girl,” he growls, biting and kissing his way down my neck.

I run my hands over his broad shoulders and down his muscled back. His skin is smooth and hot beneath my fingertips.

“Please,” I moan, writhing beneath him. “I need you.”

“I’m going to make you feel so fucking good, baby,” he growls. “I promise.”

He reaches down and positions the head of his cock at my entrance, and then he pushes inside me. Slowly, carefully, inch by inch.

I can feel my pussy stretching to accommodate his thickness. It’s almost too much, but the slight burning sensation is nothing compared to the pleasure.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groans, burying his face in my neck.

“Please, Riley,” I moan, clawing at his back. “I need you.”

“I’ve got you, baby,” he murmurs, pressing a kiss against my collarbone.

He begins to thrust, slowly and gently. I can feel every inch of his cock sliding in and out of me.

“You’re so perfect, Catherine,” he whispers, his breath hot against my skin. “So beautiful, and sexy, and mine.”

“Yes,” I moan. “I’m yours.”

“You feel so good,” he murmurs.

He kisses my neck and reaches a hand down between our bodies where his fingers find my clit, circling and rubbing the sensitive little bud as his cock slides in and out of me.

I gasp and arch my back, my nails digging into his shoulders.

“Does that feel good, baby?” he asks, his voice husky.

“Yes,” I gasp.

He rubs my clit faster, sending waves of pleasure through my entire body.

“Cum for me, Catherine,” he murmurs. “Cum all over my cock, baby.”

His fingers on my clit and his cock filling me completely feels so good that it only takes a few more seconds for me to obey his command. My whole body tenses, and I cry out as the orgasm hits me. I’ve never felt anything so intense in my life.

“That’s it, baby,” Riley groans. “Fuck, that’s it.”

He thrusts deeper, his fingers still working my clit.

I cling to him as the pleasure washes over me, my body shaking and trembling.

He keeps his fingers on my clit, prolonging the waves of pleasure until I’m panting and gasping for breath.

“Good girl,” he whispers. “You’re doing so well, baby. And now it’s time for me to fuck you properly, Catherine. I’m going to pound your tight little pussy until you scream, and I’m going to fill you with so much cum that you’ll be dripping with it.”

“Yes,” I moan. “Please, Riley. Please.”

He slides an arm beneath my ass, angling me perfectly so that his cock hits the deepest part of me with each thrust.

“I’m going to breed you, Catherine,” he growls, his eyes burning with lust. “I’m going to knock you up and keep you as mine, always.”

He fucks me hard and fast, his hips slamming into mine. I can feel every inch of his thick length sliding in and out of me. It feels so damn good that I can barely catch my breath. I cling to him tightly, my arms and legs wrapped around him to keep him as close as possible.

His hand finds its way into my hair, grabbing a fistful and tugging it hard.

“Look at me, Catherine,” he growls, his eyes full of passion and fire. “Look at me as I fill you with my cum.”

“Yes,” I gasp.

My entire body is tense with anticipation. I can feel his cock swelling inside me.

“Riley,” I moan. “I’m going to... again...”

“Cum for me,” he commands, his voice deep and demanding.

I was already so close, and his command sends me over the edge. My body tenses, and a wave of pure pleasure washes over me. I cry out his name as my orgasm hits, and I can feel his cock pulsing inside me.

“Fuck, Catherine,” he groans.

His hips buck as he releases inside me, filling me with his hot seed, and his grip on my hair tightens.

“Mine,” he growls, claiming my mouth in a hungry kiss. “All mine.”

His lips are rough and demanding, but his kiss is filled with love and desire.

I’ve never felt more safe, loved, and satisfied.

“You’re mine, too,” I say, my voice trembling a little. “Always.”

“Yes,” he murmurs, his lips trailing across my jaw and down my neck. “Always.”

He kisses his way down my chest, his tongue circling my nipple before he sucks it into his mouth.

I moan, my back arching off the bed as another wave of pleasure rolls through me.

“You’re perfect, Catherine,” he whispers, moving to the other breast and giving it the same treatment. “I’m never letting you go.”

His words send a shiver of pleasure down my spine, and I reach a hand into his hair, holding him against me.

How could I have ever considered dating a guy like Luke, when Riley was here all along?

I know I’m never going to want anybody else for as long as I live, and I don’t even care what my brother thinks anymore.

My heart has always belonged to Riley, and now my body does, too.
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Five months later:

My brother didn’t take the news well at first. Things blew up between him and Riley, and they almost got into a fight. But once Mike had calmed down, he could see Riley was the best boyfriend I could possibly have.

I can remember how nervous I’d been when I’d told my brother about us, but Riley had never once doubted that we belonged together. And after my disastrous relationship with Luke, I’d been grateful for that.

Riley shifts in the bed behind me, where I’m laying on my side, and he wraps a possessive arm around me. It’s still early, but I know he’ll wake soon and take care of me, like he does every morning.

I can’t help the smile that spreads across my face as I think about how Riley’s possessiveness has grown over the last few months. Especially now that my tummy is starting to grow rounder.

After the first night we spent together, we were pretty sure he’d managed to knock me up, and when I didn’t get my period two weeks later, Riley had insisted we visit the doctor to confirm it.

I’ve been on cloud nine ever since, and judging by the way Riley’s been acting, he is as well.

I can feel his breath hot on my neck before he presses a gentle kiss against the bare skin there.

“Morning, beautiful,” he says, his voice hoarse with sleep. “How are you feeling?”

“Better now that you’re awake,” I tell him, wiggling my hips and rubbing my ass against him.

“Careful, baby,” he warns. “I won’t be held responsible for what happens if you keep doing that.”

“Maybe that’s exactly what I want,” I say, my voice sultry.

He groans, and his arms tighten around me.

“Catherine,” he growls, his teeth nipping at my ear. “Don’t tease me, baby.”

“Who said I was teasing?” I say, turning my head and looking back at him. “You always take care of me in the mornings, but maybe this time, I should take care of you instead.”

“Is that so?” he says, a smile playing on his lips. “I’m not going to say no to that.”

He loosens his grip on me, and I roll over to face him. I lean in and capture his lips with mine, and his hands roam over my body, cupping my breasts and squeezing my ass.

But I’ve woken up hungry, and there’s only one thing that will satisfy me.

“My turn,” I whisper, breaking the kiss.

“I’m all yours, baby,” he says.

I press a kiss against his lips before pushing him onto his back and trailing kisses down his chest and stomach.

“God, Catherine,” he moans, his hands tangling in my hair.

I wrap my fingers around his hard cock, stroking it gently. He groans and bucks his hips, and I can’t help the satisfied smile that spreads across my face.

I kiss the tip of his cock, licking away the bead of precum that has formed. He tastes salty and sweet, and I can’t get enough.

“Catherine,” he gasps, his grip on my hair tightening.

I take him into my mouth, sucking gently, and his hips buck again.

“Fuck,” he groans, his eyes rolling back in his head.

I bob my head up and down, taking as much of him as I can into my mouth and sucking him greedily.

“God, baby,” he moans, his voice low and husky. “You’re so fucking good at that.”

His praise spurs me on, and I pick up the pace, sucking him faster and harder.

“I’m close,” he groans, his fingers tightening in my hair. “Fuck, baby, I’m going to cum.”

I keep sucking him, determined to make him feel as good as he always makes me feel.

“Fuck,” he hisses, his hips bucking wildly. “I’m gonna cum.”

He erupts in my mouth, his hot cum filling me. I swallow it all down, not wanting to waste a drop.

“Shit, Catherine,” he says, panting and gasping for breath.

I look up at him, a satisfied grin on my face.

“Good morning, baby,” I say.

“Best fucking morning,” he growls, pulling me towards him and claiming my lips with his.

“I love you, Riley,” I murmur.

“I love you too, Catherine,” he says. “You’re everything to me.”

And as his lips claim mine once again, I know that nothing will ever tear us apart.


Dahlia: Her Fertile First Time


I climb out of my car and walk over to the truck parked up outside my new home. The older man who is clambering out of the driver’s side has to be at least fifty-five, and maybe a hundred pound overweight. He’s already sweating, and we haven’t even done anything yet.

I’m starting to think the moving company my dad recommended might not be as good as he’d said.

“Hi,” he says, his voice so gruff that it sounds like he has a forty-a-day habit. “You must be Dahlia?”

When I nod my head, he holds out a hand towards me, and I reluctantly shake it. “I’m Johnny,” he tells me.

“Great,” I say, sliding my hand out of his sweaty palm and trying to wipe it off as discreetly as I can on my clothes. But with the way he’s staring so blatantly at my chest, he probably doesn’t notice, anyway.

Everything about this guy is giving me the creeps. I’m twenty, and he’s got no right to be looking at me like that. I’m old enough to be his daughter, for Christ’s sake, and he’s looking at me as if I’m a piece of meat he’d like to devour.

A shudder runs through me, and I turn my back to him, hoping he doesn’t see that either. I’ll be grateful when he’s unloaded all my stuff so he can disappear.

“I’ll just go unlock the front door and then you can get started,” I say, and he nods in response.

I walk towards my new home, and despite the creepy mover guy, I can’t help but smile to myself. It’s a modest house, nothing too fancy, but it’s all mine. And the location is perfect, right in the center of town and not far from the campus. It’s a small town, but everything is close, and I can get almost everywhere on foot.

I unlock the front door and step into the main room. The walls are painted white, and the wooden floor looks old, but solid. There’s a staircase leading up to the bedrooms and bathroom, and on the left-hand side is a kitchen that overlooks the back garden. I can see myself settling in here. It’s perfect.

“I’ll show you the best place to put my stuff, and then I’ll get out of your way,” I say, as Johnny steps into the house behind me.

Another man is behind him now, and I stop dead in my tracks.

Wow. Okay, if I’d known Johnny’s work friend would look like that, I wouldn’t have been complaining about the creepy old guy.

This new arrival has to be in his mid-thirties, and he’s absolutely gorgeous.

“Hi,” I stutter.

“Hey,” he says, and the sound of his voice is enough to send tingles through my body. I’m not sure I’ve ever been so instantly attracted to anyone in my life.

He’s wearing a white vest that’s stained with dirt, and a pair of ripped, dirty jeans. He’s not the tidiest looking guy, but that doesn’t matter to me. His skin is deeply tanned, and I can’t help but admire his muscular physique. His hair is short, and dark brown. But his eyes, wow, they are something else. They are the most amazing shade of blue.

Johnny turns around and looks at the new guy and seems surprised for a moment, but he doesn’t say anything before he turns and waddles out to the van.

That’s odd. Why would Johnny be surprised to see his co-worker?

“I’m Mason,” he says, holding out his hand and flashing a dazzling smile at me. “I live next door and saw you guys arrive, so I thought I’d come and introduce myself.”

This guy is my neighbor? Oh wow.

“I’m Dahlia,” I say, smiling at him as I slide my hand into his. His touch is gentle, but when his large hand swallows mine whole, it feels possessive somehow. It sends a warm feeling through my body, and I’m left speechless.

“Nice to meet you, Dahlia,” he says, his eyes never leaving mine as he speaks.

There is a pause as we stand there staring at each other, and then I realize I still haven’t let go of his hand. Damn it. I’m making things weird.

“Uh... sorry,” I say, dropping his hand and taking a step back.

The sound of loud voices outside distracts me from my new neighbor for a moment, and I look past his huge frame to see Johnny starting to unload the truck with someone who could possibly be his older brother.

Oh lord. It’s going to take forever for them to unload everything. Neither of them looks like they are at their physical peak. Or even anywhere close to it.

“I thought you were working with Johnny,” I say to Mason with a shy smile on my face. “And now I kind of wish you were. I get the feeling it’s going to take them a while.”

Mason chuckles and glances down at himself. “I guess I can’t blame you for thinking that when I look so dirty. But I just got off work, and I’m a landscape gardener, so...”

His words trail off as he starts to laugh.

“That sounds like a fun job,” I say, smiling at him and trying not to let my gaze wander too shamelessly over his toned physique. The last thing I want to do is come across as creepy or weird. I don’t want to be anything like Johnny.

“What do you do?” he asks.

“I’m at college,” I tell him. “But I work as a part-time nanny for a sweet family too.”

He nods, and his blue eyes move over my body, lingering for longer than normal on my flat stomach.

“I imagine the kids you look after must love you,” he says, an emotion burning in his blue eyes that I couldn’t even guess at. Whatever it is, though, it makes me blush, and I drop my gaze from his. “You look like you’d be great with kids.”

Before I can say anything in response, a loud bang and a string of curse words grab our attention. Johnny and his co-worker are standing at the back of the truck, shouting at each other, while my coffee table lies in ruins on the road.

“Damn it,” I sigh. “I can’t believe my dad recommended these guys. They seem useless.”

“Don’t worry,” Mason says, placing a reassuring hand on my shoulder. “I’ll go and help them. We’ll have your stuff unloaded in no time.”

He runs over to where the other two men are, and within seconds, all three of them are working together.

It’s a hot day, and all three men are soon sweating. Or, in Johnny’s case, sweating more than he already had been. I try to avert my eyes, but it’s almost impossible to ignore how sexy Mason is. His white vest clings to his torso, and I can clearly see the muscles flexing in his back every time he lifts a heavy box.

I really need to stop staring at him like a weirdo.

“So, is it just you that’s moving in today?” Mason asks as he places another large box down in the center of the living room.

“Yeah,” I reply. “It’s just me.”

He nods, and his gaze lingers on mine. He seems to be studying me, and I feel the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end.

Oh god. I’ve got it bad.

I carry on directing the men, showing them where everything goes, while carrying some of the lighter items myself. It only takes an hour for the truck to be emptied, and Johnny and his partner head off without so much as a goodbye, leaving me alone with Mason.

“Ugh, I would offer you a cold drink, but I haven’t got anything here yet. I need to go grocery shopping later.”

“You don’t want to do that on moving day. Come on over to mine in about an hour and I’ll make us something for dinner. I just want to go home and take a shower first.”

An image of him in the shower pops into my mind, causing heat to flood my face. It’s not exactly the first time today that I’ve imagined him naked, but I can’t seem to help myself.

“Oh, no, you don’t have to do that,” I say. “You’ve already helped so much today, and I can’t ask for anything more.”

“But you’re not asking; I’m offering,” he says firmly, leaving little room for argument. “You must be tired and hungry. A nice meal will be just what you need.”

As he stands there looking at me, a small smile tugging at the corners of his lips, I’m struck by how gorgeous he is. The thought of being alone with him tonight, having dinner together, is more than a little appealing.

“Well, okay, thank you. That would be great.”

“Great,” he says, his smile getting a little wider. “I’ll see you in about an hour.”

I watch as he walks out of the front door and heads back to his house, and when he reaches his own door, he turns and looks at me. The smile on his face widens, and he gives me a wave before walking inside.

I rush upstairs, flinging open one of the boxes of clothes so I can hopefully find something nice to wear tonight that isn’t too crumpled. I want to look nice for him.

My heart is racing as I pull out a cute summer dress, and I’m suddenly filled with the nervous excitement of a teenager.

I have no idea why, but it feels like something special is about to happen, and I can’t wait.

A movement catches my attention from the corner of my eye, and I glance out to see Mason has flung a window on the side of his house wide open.

I gasp as I realize it’s his bathroom window, and I can see directly into it.

Oh god. I should look away. But my body is frozen.

Mason’s shirt is already off, and he’s undoing his jeans.

“Shit,” I whisper.

My eyes are locked on the open window as his jeans fall down around his ankles.

He’s not wearing any underwear, and my mouth drops open as I see his hard cock spring free from his clothing. Even from here, I can see how big he is, and I get an illicit thrill from watching him.

I should stop. I know it’s wrong of me to watch him naked when he hasn’t consented to it, but his body is so damn perfect that I can’t look away.

I’m so distracted by the sight of his toned abs and his thick, long cock that it takes me a second to notice he’s staring right back at me.

And he’s not just staring. He’s grinning, as if he’s happy I’m watching him.

My face grows hot, and I imagine I must be bright red. He caught me looking at him naked, but he’s acting like he wants me to watch him.

So I do.

Mason steps into the shower and closes the door behind him, which is thankfully as clear as can be, so I still have the perfect view of him. When he turns around, I can see every single muscle in his back and his ass.

There’s no denying he has the body of some kind of God, and I’m getting wet as I watch him.

He turns back around, and his cock is fully hard now, and his hand is wrapped around his shaft. He starts to stroke himself, slowly, and I wonder if he’s doing it for my benefit.

The thought excites me.

I can’t help myself. As he’s watching me, I push my hand into my jeans and start rubbing my clit. It’s not the best angle, but just watching him is driving me wild.

Especially when I know he wants me to watch. It’s like he’s putting on a naughty little show just for me, and I don’t want to miss a second of it.

Mason starts jerking his cock harder and faster, placing one hand on the shower wall to keep himself steady, and I can see how close he is to an orgasm. He’s looking straight at me, and as we stare into each other's eyes across the distance, each of us pleasuring ourselves, it feels strangely intimate.

I can’t believe I’m doing this, but it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever done.

Feeling suddenly bold, I begin stripping out of my clothes, and soon, I’m standing in front of my window, completely naked. I glance around to see if anybody other than my new neighbor might be able to see me, but my bedroom window is only visible to Mason.

His jaw drops, and I can almost imagine the sounds of his moans as he begins pumping his hand faster up and down his shaft.

I’m soaking wet, and my fingers are sliding easily over my clit. I’m already so close to orgasm, and it doesn’t take long for the pleasure to rise up in me.

When I climax, my body tenses, and then the pleasure flows through me, making me shiver. My knees feel weak, and I brace a hand against the window to stop myself falling.

The sight of me cumming is enough to send Mason over the edge. As I watch, I see his huge, muscular body tense and shudder, while his big creamy load splashes against the shower door.

Holy shit.

We’re both panting, and our gazes are still locked together.

I’ve never had an orgasm like that before, and we haven’t even touched each other.

Yet.

Eventually, Mason steps out of the shower and grabs a towel, patting himself dry, and then he disappears.

I don’t know how long I stand there, watching his empty bathroom, wondering what the hell just happened.

I’m not a shy girl, and I’m not afraid to admit when I find someone attractive, but Mason is the first person to make me feel like this. So turned on, so aroused, that I don’t know what to do with myself.

I can’t believe I just stood naked in front of a window and watched my neighbor masturbate while making myself cum.

He’s the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen, and as I think about seeing him again tonight, my whole body fills with an excited, nervous energy.

Oh god, what will he think of me? Will he think I’m a slut for putting on a show like that for him?

Because nothing could be further from the truth.

I haven’t done anything more than just kiss a guy before now, but I already know I want to give myself to Mason tonight.

And if that makes me a slut, then so be it.

[image: ]

When I knock on Mason’s door an hour later, I’m feeling more nervous than I ever have in my life. But as he opens the door and smiles down at me, his expression soft and friendly, all my worries melt away.

He’s dressed in a smart, light-blue shirt and jeans, and his hair is still damp from his shower. His clothes are tight enough that they show off the hard contours of his muscles, and my mouth starts watering instantly.

God, it should be illegal for a man to be this good looking. And I’ve already seen for myself that he looks just as good out of his clothes as he does when he’s wearing them.

“Hi,” I say, and my voice is slightly shaky. “Thanks for inviting me over.”

“It’s my pleasure,” he replies. “Come in.”

I step into his house, and am instantly hit by the smell of something delicious cooking. My stomach grumbles, reminding me that I haven’t eaten anything all day.

“What are we having?” I ask.

“Pasta with chicken and vegetables. Nothing fancy, but I figure it’ll hit the spot after a long day.”

“Sounds delicious,” I tell him.

“You can put your feet up in the living room if you want,” he tells me, nodding towards a door on the other side of the hallway. “Make yourself at home. Dinner will be ready soon.”

I walk into his living room, which is a large, open space, with a comfortable looking brown sofa and a coffee table. The walls are decorated with various artworks, and a large bookcase is crammed with books. A big TV dominates one wall, and the whole room has a very warm, welcoming feel to it.

I sit down on the sofa, and it’s just as comfortable as it looks. The cushions are soft, and I sink into them, letting out a contented sigh. This is just what I need after everything that’s happened today.

I was worried things would be awkward with my new neighbor after I’d watched him earlier, and given him a little show of my own. But he’s acting as if it never happened. Thank goodness. I’m not sure how I would have been able to explain acting so boldly in front of a stranger. I don’t regret doing it, though. It was the hottest experience of my life so far, and I want more of Mason.

“Dinner’s ready,” Mason says as he carries in two plates piled high with pasta and chicken. He places them down on the coffee table and then hands me a fork.

“This looks amazing,” I tell him, my stomach growling again at the sight of the food.

“Hopefully it tastes as good as it looks,” he replies, sitting down beside me and digging into his meal.

“Oh wow,” I groan. “This is incredible.”

“Glad you like it,” he says, giving me a big grin.

We eat in silence, and I’m so hungry that the food is gone within minutes.

“Thank you,” I tell him, leaning back on the sofa and sighing with satisfaction.

“No problem,” he replies.

I relax and close my eyes for a few long moments, feeling suddenly tired after all that food. When I open them again, I find Mason looking at me with a strange intensity on his face.

“You’re so beautiful,” he says, his voice low and husky. “And I don’t think I’ve ever had an orgasm as intense as the one I had while watching you finger yourself and cum.”

My cheeks grow hot, and a small whimper escapes me. The words, combined with the way he’s looking at me, have got me feeling all kinds of things deep in the pit of my stomach.

“I enjoyed it too,” I tell him, inwardly cursing myself for sounding so pathetic. I didn’t just enjoy it. It was mind-blowing. But I can’t seem to bring myself to tell him that.

Mason places a hand on my thigh and slowly slides it upwards until his fingertips are so close to my pussy that I can feel the heat against my most sensitive parts. I spread my legs wider apart, inviting his touch, but he doesn’t move any closer.

“The only thing I regretted was that I couldn’t hear your moans of pleasure from so far away,” he says. “Mind if I set that right, Dahlia?”

“No,” I breathe. “I don’t mind at all. I... I want that.”

He grins at me, then begins moving his hand higher once more. His fingertips brush against the damp lace of my panties, and we both moan at the same time.

“You’re already so wet for me, aren’t you, Dahlia?” he asks, his voice full of lust.

“Yes,” I gasp.

“Tell me what you want,” he demands, his fingers pressing against my clit, making me squirm with pleasure.

“I want you to make me cum,” I tell him, the words spilling from my lips in a desperate plea.

“Good girl,” he growls.

Then he’s pushing aside the fabric of my panties and plunging two fingers deep inside me. I’m soaking wet, and he slides in with ease, his thick digits filling me perfectly.

I cry out as he begins pumping his fingers in and out, hitting all the right spots and making me shudder with pleasure.

“That’s it, baby. Let me hear you. Don’t hold back,” he groans, his voice thick with arousal.

I’m too far gone to care about being quiet, and I cry out as the pleasure builds inside me. It’s not long before I’m hurtling over the edge, my orgasm crashing over me, and making my entire body tremble.

“Mason,” I gasp, grabbing his arm and digging my fingernails into his biceps as the pleasure washes over me.

He continues pumping his fingers inside me, drawing out my orgasm, and making me squirm with pleasure.

“Oh god,” I moan, my head lolling back against the sofa.

“That’s it,” he growls, his voice husky and filled with desire. “You look so fucking hot when you cum, baby. So fucking perfect. Has any man ever made you cum that hard before?”

“No,” I whisper, feeling shy but wanting him to know the truth. “No man has ever made me cum before. I haven’t...”

He groans as my words drift off, and his gaze darkens.

“You’re a virgin, aren’t you?” he asks, his voice low and rough.

“Yes,” I breathe, my cheeks heating up.

He lets out another groan, then pulls his fingers out of me and leans in, his mouth brushing against my ear.

“Do you want to lose your virginity tonight, Dahlia? Do you want me to fuck you, claim your pussy as mine, and make you cum harder than you ever have in your life?”

“Yes,” I whimper. “Oh god, yes.”

I’ve never wanted anything more.

“Good,” he growls.

Mason pulls me onto his lap so that I’m straddling his thighs, and I feel his hardness pressing against my pussy. I can’t resist wriggling against it, and I whimper as the friction begins building the heat between my thighs once more.

“God, you’re so sexy,” he moans, his hands running over my body, exploring every inch of me through the thin cotton of my dress. “I can’t wait to be inside you, Dahlia. Can’t wait to feel your pussy wrapped around my cock.”

“I want you, Mason,” I breathe. “I want you so bad.”

He groans, and his lips find mine. Our tongues tangle together, and his hands grip my hips, pulling me tighter against him. The pressure is delicious, and I can’t stop myself from grinding against him, seeking the release I desperately need.

Mason’s hands move to the hem of my dress, and he lifts it up over my head, leaving me in just my lace panties.

“Beautiful,” he murmurs, his eyes roaming over my body. “Absolutely perfect.”

He takes my breasts in his hands and begins teasing my nipples with his thumbs. The sensation is electric, and I moan as the pleasure flows through me.

“You like that, don’t you?” he growls.

“Yes,” I gasp. “Please don’t stop.”

He moves his mouth to my neck, kissing and sucking at the sensitive skin, and I shiver in pleasure. His hands are still working my nipples, sending jolts of electricity through my body, and making my pussy ache with need.

“Please, Mason,” I moan. “I need you.”

He growls against my neck, then lifts me up and lays me down on the couch, settling himself between my legs.

“Are you sure about this, Dahlia?” he asks, his voice gruff with desire. “Because once I’m inside you, I won’t be able to stop. You’ll be mine, and I’ll make damn sure you know it.”

“Yes,” I breathe. “I want that, Mason. I want to be yours.”

Mason growls again, and I can see the hunger in his eyes. He stands up and begins pulling off his clothes, and I take the opportunity to get rid of my panties.

Once we’re both naked, he settles back between my thighs and lines his cock up with my entrance. I can feel his hardness pressing against me, and it makes my heart race.

“Are you ready, Dahlia?” he asks, his voice heavy with need.

“Yes,” I whisper.

Unable to resist, I reach down and wrap my hand around his shaft. His flesh is so hot that it almost sears my skin, and he’s so thick that I can barely reach all the way around him.

Mason lets out a guttural moan as I begin guiding him inside me, and his cock begins stretching my tight virgin hole.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groans.

He presses his mouth to mine, kissing me fiercely, and I let out a whimper as he continues sliding deeper inside me. It’s painful, but the pleasure outweighs the pain, and soon, he’s fully seated inside me.

“Oh god, Mason,” I moan, clinging to him as my body adjusts to his size.

“You’re doing so well, baby,” he groans. “You feel so fucking good. I can’t wait to fill your fertile little body with my cum.”

His words force a gasp from my lips. I’d got so carried away that I hadn’t even thought about using protection. But the idea of Mason filling me with his cum is too hot for me to worry about the consequences.

“Please,” I moan. “I need you, Mason.”

He begins moving slowly, and I can feel his cock dragging against my inner walls. It’s the most incredible feeling, and I can’t stop myself from crying out in pleasure.

“Oh god,” I gasp.

Mason growls, his fingers digging into my hips as he increases his pace. He’s thrusting hard and fast now, and the room is filled with the sounds of our moans and the slapping of flesh.

“Mason,” I cry out. “Oh god, please, don’t stop.”

He leans in and captures one of my nipples in his mouth, sucking and nibbling on it. The sensation is too much, and I scream as my orgasm hits me.

My whole body trembles, and I cling to him as waves of pleasure wash over me. His entire body is so solid and hard, so damn masculine, that I know without a doubt that I’m safe with him.

“Fuck,” he groans. “Yes, baby. Cum all over my cock. God, you’re so fucking perfect.”

“Oh god,” I whimper.

He doesn’t stop, and his cock continues slamming into me, drawing out my orgasm until I’m afraid I’m going to pass out.

“I can’t hold back much longer, Dahlia,” he groans. “Are you ready to take my cum?”

“Yes,” I breathe, the thought of him filling me with his seed making my whole body tingle with anticipation.

“I’m going to fill you with a big load of my cum,” he moans into my ear. “And your sexy little body is going to look even hotter when you’re growing round with my baby. I knew from the moment I saw you that you were mine, and that I needed to knock you up as quickly as possible. And now it’s time for me to claim you, baby.”

His words are filthy and possessive, but they’re exactly what I want to hear. I’ve always desired a man who wants me as his and his alone, and Mason is everything I could have ever dreamed of.

“Mason,” I moan. “Please. Fill me with your cum.”

He growls, his fingers digging into my hips as he slams into me harder than before.

“I’m cumming, baby,” he groans, and then he lets out a deep, animalistic growl.

I feel his cock throbbing inside me, and his cum filling me up. The sensation pushes me over the edge again, and I cling to him as my body shudders.

“Fuck,” he groans, his breathing harsh and ragged. “I can’t believe how good that was. You’re amazing, Dahlia. So fucking perfect.”

“Mason,” I whisper, holding onto him tightly. “I’ve never felt like this before.”

“Neither have I,” he says, his voice low and rough. “I know this is crazy, but you’re mine now, Dahlia. And I’m never letting you go.”

“Good,” I tell him. “Because I don’t want you to.”

He kisses me, and I lose myself in the feel of his lips on mine. I’ve never felt more content than I do right now, with Mason’s arms wrapped around me and his cum dripping out of me.

It may have been fast and unexpected, but I already know Mason is the one for me.
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Four months later:

“Hey baby,” Mason says as I walk into the kitchen, his eyes roaming hungrily over my body.

“Hello,” I smile.

I’m dressed in just a tiny pair of shorts and a loose crop top. My stomach is already starting to swell from where he knocked me up on the first day we met, and I can’t help but enjoy the way he looks at me with such lust and pride.

We’ve been inseparable ever since I moved in next door four months ago, and I practically live here with him now. I didn’t even bother unpacking all my furniture, and Mason just carried my boxes of clothes and other essential items over to his place the day after I gave him my virginity. In two months’ time, when my lease runs out on the house next door, I will be living here officially.

He walks over to me, wrapping his arms around my waist, and pulling me close. His lips brush against mine, and I can feel his hardness pressing against me.

“God, you’re so sexy,” he groans. “It’s taking all my self-control not to bend you over this table and fuck you senseless.”

“Then why don’t you?” I ask, my voice low and husky.

He lets out a growl, then spins me around and bends me over the kitchen table. My shorts are around my ankles in a matter of seconds, and he plunges his cock deep inside me with a primal groan.

I love the feeling of his bare flesh inside me. It’s so intimate, and knowing that there’s nothing separating us turns me on more than anything else.

Mason wastes no time in fucking me hard and fast, and the table scrapes across the floor with every thrust.

“Oh god,” I moan.

It feels incredible, and it doesn’t take long before my orgasm crashes over me. Mason doesn’t stop, and the feel of him filling me up while I’m still riding out the aftershocks is mind-blowing.

“Fuck,” he growls, his hips bucking as his cum spills deep inside me.

“That was amazing,” I sigh, feeling satisfied and content.

“You’re amazing,” he murmurs, placing a kiss on the back of my neck.

“I love you, Mason,” I tell him.

“I love you too, Dahlia,” he replies, pulling me closer to him. “And I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with you.”

“Me neither,” I say, leaning into his embrace.

Our love story may have been unexpected, but it’s everything I’ve ever wanted. Mason is the man of my dreams, and I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with him.


Erika: Her Fertile First Time


“I don’t know if I want to be here,” I say with a sigh.

Here being the expensive and exclusive club that my friends have brought me to. Jessica and Chloe are twin sisters who come from a family rich enough that they can afford to come to places like this regularly. Places like this one where you can buy champagne by the bottle for a thousand dollars or even more if you’re really splashing the cash. Places like this where the staff wear black and white uniforms, and the clientele dress head to toe in designer gear.

Meanwhile, I’m here wearing a plain black dress that costs less than a bottle of water at this club. I don’t know why I let my friends talk me into coming here with them. I don’t fit in at all, and all I want to do is stand awkwardly in a dark corner and wait for it to be time to go home.

“Oh, come on,” Jessica says, pulling me out of the corner and knocking my almost-finished bottle of expensive water out my hand. “It’s time for you to get over Theo, and you know the best way to get over a man is to get straight under another one.”

She winks at me, then begins dragging me towards the dance floor. Luckily, with her back now turned to me, Jessica doesn’t see the way I roll my eyes at her statement.

How am I supposed to know that when I haven’t even been under one man yet?

“She’s right, you know,” Chloe says, as she comes up behind us. “You need to forget about Theo. He was a geek anyway, and didn’t deserve someone as beautiful as you.”

“Just because he’s smart, it doesn’t mean he’s a geek,” I snap back, standing in the middle of the dance floor with one hand on my hip.

Both my friends laugh.

“You dated him for like a month. Why are you so hung up on him after so little time?” Jessica asks, a smirk tugging at her lips.

“Ohhhh, maybe she’s hung up on him because he was hung?” Chloe says, grinning wickedly at me. “Is that how it is, Erika?”

I shake my head and walk away from them, heading towards the bar. I’m grateful that neither of them decide to follow me. The last thing I want to do is tell them I’m still a virgin at the age of twenty-one. They would think I’m pathetic.

My friends are the type of women who place all their self-worth into how many guys want to fuck them. And if they want to sleep around, then I’m happy for them. They’re grown women who are more than capable of making their own decisions.

That’s just not what I want from life, though. I want love and romance, and a happy family in a big house. While I hadn’t been with Theo for long enough to fall in love with him, we’d been friends for a couple of years before that, and he was a nice guy. There had been the potential for a serious relationship.

At least, there had been, right up until he told me he was getting back together with his ex-girlfriend. And honestly, I think it’s the potential I miss, more than the actual person.

As I weave my way through the crowd, I spot a man standing alone at the bar. He’s wearing a fancy suit, the kind that definitely doesn’t look out of place in an exclusive club like this, and I imagine he’s stopped in for a drink after working late at his corporate job. The suit shows off his broad shoulders to perfection, and I’m sure there are more than a few women in the crowd who have been casting appreciative looks his way.

I move closer, sliding into an empty space at the bar beside him. The bartender comes straight over to me, so I don’t even get a chance to find out what the sexy suit guy looks like from the front before I’m ordering another bottle of expensive water. God, I might have to sell some of my jewelry to recover financially from this night out.

“I’ll pay,” says a deep voice from beside me, and I recognize it instantly.

I turn in shock towards the suited man, who is now grinning widely at me.

“Hi, Erika. It’s good to see you again. You look beautiful, as always,” Dylan says, and I’m momentarily rendered speechless.

Dylan is my ex’s father, and he’s a man who’s always looked handsome to me, with his dark hair graying slightly at the temples, and his piercing green eyes. He’s a successful businessman, although I’m not sure exactly what he does, and the way he carries himself shows that. He has a confidence that is both attractive and intimidating.

I’d never admit it to anyone, but Theo’s dad has featured heavily in more than a few of my fantasies. But there’s no way I’d ever act on those. Not only would it be totally inappropriate, but I doubt the guy would want anything to do with a twenty-one-year-old virgin, anyway.

“Hi,” I say, suddenly feeling shy. “It’s good to see you too, Dylan. But you don’t need to pay for my drink. I can pay for it myself.”

Dylan smiles. “I’m sure you can, but it feels like the least I could do after my foolish son put an end to things between the two of you.”

“Thanks,” I mumble, and watch as he hands over a hundred-dollar bill to the bartender and tells him to keep the change.

A blush rises up my neck and onto my cheeks, and I look away. I try to pretend it’s the flashing lights, or the crowds of people who are making me feel so hot, but really, it’s him.

I’ve never met a man so sure of himself before. Even his body language is oozing confidence. It’s something I’ve always found attractive about him.

He turns to face me and grins again, and it makes my heart flip in my chest. He’s so charming, and I have a sudden thought that I would love to have him smiling at me like that every day.

“So, how have you been?” he asks, taking a sip of his drink.

“Oh, fine, you know, the usual.”

He nods and looks down at his drink, a frown appearing on his face.

“Listen, Erika,” he says, and suddenly, I’m worried about what’s going to come next. “Theo’s a fool. It’s his loss that you’re no longer together. You’re a wonderful woman, and if I were ten years younger, I’d be trying my luck with you.”

I can’t believe what I’m hearing.

“You would?”

He nods, looking up and giving me a smile. “Of course. I’m tempted to give it a shot, anyway.” One corner of his lips turn upward into a sexy smirk, and his green eyes sparkle with a playful youth that belies his years.

My heart starts pounding and I can’t think straight. He can’t mean that. What would a successful, attractive, older man like him want with me? I’m twenty-one, and a virgin. I’ve barely lived. He must be messing with me.

But before I can figure out what to say to him, or how to respond to his comment, he’s reaching out and sliding a hand around to the small of my back. He tugs me closer until my body is pressed against his and the warmth of him surrounds me.

My skin prickles where he touches me, and when he dips his head to brush his lips against my ear, I can’t stop a shiver running down my spine.

“Would you like that, Erika? Would you like me to take you back to my place and make love to you? Show you what a real man is like, and how much more I can satisfy you than a foolish boy like my son.”

I can barely breathe, let alone speak. All I can think about is how much I want him. But surely he’s just playing with me? This can’t really be happening.

Besides, I’ve always told myself I wanted romance, not a quick fuck with whoever happened to catch my eye.

But with Dylan, everything feels different. The way he’s looking at me right now is enough to send a bolt of pure lust straight to my core. I feel weak at the knees, and the urge to say yes to him is almost overwhelming.

He raises an eyebrow, and his lips twitch upwards into a grin. I realize he’s waiting for a reply.

“I... ummm... we probably shouldn’t,” I stammer, feeling my face grow even hotter.

His hand slides lower, until his palm is resting on the top of my ass, and the heat of his touch is burning through my clothes.

“Probably?” he asks, a low chuckle rumbling through him. “That makes it sound as if you’re letting the fear of what other people think of you hold you back from going after what you want. Because I think you do want it, don’t you, Erika?”

My breathing is coming in shallow gasps now, and I can’t even form a coherent thought. My whole world has narrowed to the point where his hand rests on my ass. I can feel the heat of his touch even through my clothing, and I’m suddenly desperate to feel his hand on my bare skin.

As he leans in close, his hot breath teasing against my ear, his voice is deep and gravelly. “Say yes, Erika, and I’ll make all your dreams come true. I promise you won’t regret it.”

When his teeth graze gently against my earlobe, a shiver of desire runs through me. All of my self-control is gone, and I know I can’t resist him anymore. My body has always responded to him in ways it’s never responded to anybody else before. And now, when he’s so close and his words are so seductive, I can’t find the strength to refuse him, even though I know this is wrong.

“Yes, please,” I whisper, my voice shaking with anticipation.

“Good girl.” His low voice and his words make me feel like his little toy. And strangely, I like how that feels.

As he pulls back and grins, I realize this is really going to happen. He’s going to take me back to his house and make love to me, and the thought makes my knees tremble.

“Come on, let’s go,” he says, grabbing my hand and leading me towards the exit.

I don’t even care that my friends are still dancing and don’t see me leaving. They’ve got each other, so it’s not like I’m leaving them in an unsafe situation. And when they realize that I followed their advice, I’m sure they’ll be happy.

They’ll probably think I’ve just hooked up with some random guy, but they don’t need to know I’m on my way back to my ex-boyfriend’s dad’s apartment, or that I’m so excited I can barely contain myself.

He takes me to a black SUV and opens the passenger side door for me. Then he walks around and slides behind the wheel.

The first few minutes of the drive pass in silence, and I can’t bring myself to look at him. The tension between us is palpable, and it feels as if the air in the car is electrically charged.

I sneak a look at him, and the intensity of his gaze as he watches the road sends a thrill through me. His jaw is set, and there’s a determined look on his face.

“We’re almost home,” he says, and my heart flutters at the thought of being alone with him.

I can’t believe that in a matter of minutes, he’s going to be kissing me, touching me. My heart pounds as I imagine his hands all over my body.

When he pulls up outside a huge, modern, expensive-looking building, I feel my jaw drop.

“Wow,” I gasp, and he chuckles. I knew he was rich, but I’d never seen his home. In the past, he’d always come over to Theo’s apartment. Or sometimes, the three of us would go out for dinner somewhere. Even when Theo and I were just friends, Dylan would always find an excuse to spend time with us. I thought he was just close to his son, but now I’m starting to wonder if there was more to it than that.

“Let’s go,” he says, before climbing out of the car and walking around to the passenger’s side to open the door for me.

He puts his hand out to help me, and when our fingers touch, a spark passes between us. The look on his face is intense, and he doesn’t break eye contact as he shuts the door.

I can barely breathe, let alone move. Every cell in my body seems to be aware of how close he is, and I have to fight the urge to throw myself into his arms.

Dylan seems to feel the same way. He steps closer to me, moving as if his body is pulled towards mine by some magnetic force, until I find myself backed up against the side of his car.

His strong arms bracket me on either side, his palms flat on the cool metal of the car door. He’s so close, the heat from his body warming me, his lips inches from mine.

For a moment, I’m convinced he’s going to kiss me. I can almost feel his mouth on mine. But instead, he simply stares into my eyes, a slow smile spreading across his face.

“Do you have any idea how long I’ve been wanting to do this?” he asks, his voice a deep rumble that makes my stomach flip.

“N-no,” I stammer, and he laughs.

“Too long. Since the first time I laid eyes on you, I knew I had to have you. You’re so beautiful, and such a sweet young thing. And the way you blush so prettily when you’re embarrassed or shy is adorable. It drives me crazy.”

“Really?” I whisper, unable to believe that this man could possibly be so attracted to me.

“Yes, really.” He reaches out and cups my face in his hand, his thumb tracing lightly across my bottom lip.

The gentle touch makes my entire body tingle, and I let out a soft gasp.

Dylan leans forward and presses his lips against mine, his tongue teasing the seam of my mouth until I open up for him.

I’ve kissed a couple of men before, including Dylan’s own son, but none of them have ever kissed me like this. His mouth moves over mine with a confidence and a possessiveness that sends a rush of desire coursing through me.

When he finally pulls back, we’re both breathing hard, and I’m trembling with need.

“Let’s get you inside,” he says, taking my hand and leading me into the building.

Once inside, I barely have time to admire the sleek, modern furnishings before Dylan is pressing me up against the wall and kissing me again. His hands roam over my body, exploring every inch of me.

“I’ve waited so long for this,” he murmurs, his lips trailing a line of kisses down my neck.

His fingers deftly unzip my dress and pull it down until it pools on the floor around my feet, and the cool air of the room hits my bare skin.

I stand there, feeling utterly exposed, as he steps back and admires me. His gaze travels slowly over my body, taking in every curve and valley, and a low growl escapes him.

“You’re perfect, Erika. Absolutely perfect,” he says, his voice thick with desire.

I can’t speak. All I can do is watch as he begins to undress. He pulls off his tie, and then his jacket, his movements smooth and controlled.

He’s so handsome, and his body is toned and muscular, despite his age. His chest is covered in a light dusting of hair, and his abs are taut. When he reaches for his belt buckle, my eyes are drawn to the bulge in his pants.

My breath catches in my throat as he drops his pants and boxers, freeing his thick, hard cock.

He’s so much bigger than I imagined, and I can’t take my eyes off him.

“I hope you’re ready for this,” he says, moving closer.

I nod, and then his mouth is on mine again, his hands roaming all over my body. He cups my breast, teasing my nipple, and the sensation sends a jolt of pleasure straight to my core.

His touch is rough and demanding, and I feel completely helpless against his desires. It’s as if he knows exactly what he wants, and he’s not afraid to take it. Meanwhile, I keep my hands flat against the wall behind me, almost scared to touch someone so divine.

I gasp as he pulls my panties down, then slips his hand between my legs, his fingers exploring my most intimate parts.

“You’re so wet for me, Erika. Such a good girl,” he murmurs against my lips.

I moan in response, unable to form any coherent words. His fingers stroke over my clit, sending shivers of pleasure through me, and my hips buck involuntarily.

“That’s it, babygirl. Let yourself go,” he says, his voice low and commanding.

My eyes flutter closed, and I lose myself in the sensation of his touch. He continues to tease and torment me, bringing me closer and closer to the edge.

When he slips a finger inside me, I cry out. He moves it in and out, while his thumb circles my clit, and I can’t help but rock my hips, seeking more of his touch.

“I’m going to fuck you so good,” he growls, adding another finger.

My head is spinning, and I can barely breathe. I’ve never felt anything like this before. The pleasure is overwhelming, and I’m teetering on the brink of release.

“Please, Dylan,” I gasp, finally finding the courage to touch him and digging my fingers into his shoulders. I cling to him desperately while my entire body trembles with the sensations that are building so rapidly inside me.

He continues his torturous assault on my senses, and soon, I’m falling over the edge. My orgasm crashes through me, wave after wave of ecstasy washing over me.

“Fuck,” he groans, his fingers still working their magic inside me. “You’re so tight, babygirl. You’re squeezing me so damn much. I can’t wait to feel you cum on my dick, Erika.”

I bury my face against his shoulder, my cries of pleasure muffled against his skin. He continues to pump his fingers in and out of me, drawing out my orgasm, and when he finally pulls them away, I whimper at the loss of him.

But then, he’s lifting me up and carrying me into his bedroom.

My heart is pounding as he lays me down on the bed and looms over me, his eyes filled with lust.

“Are you ready for me, babygirl?” he asks.

A sudden panic clutches at my chest. He’s a smart man, and he’s going to be able to figure it out for himself that I’ve never done this before. How the hell am I supposed to satisfy an older man with so much more experience than I have? I bet he’s been with plenty of women ever since he got divorced from Theo’s mom several years ago. There’s just no way I can compete with any of them.

His perfect features crumple into a frown as he looks down at me, as if he can see the fears written all over my face.

“What’s wrong, Erika?”

He moves to sit on the edge of the bed, lifting me and setting me on his lap as if I weigh little more than a feather. I rest my head on his shoulder, enjoying the solidness of his body and the strength of his arms as he holds me tight. His cock is still rock hard, though, pressing against my ass cheeks and throbbing insistently, as if it’s eager for this show to get back on the road.

Even with all the worries racing through my head, the feel of his pulsing flesh so close to my bare pussy is enough to force a little whimper from my lips.

“Tell me what’s on your mind, babygirl,” he says, his lips grazing my temple and sending a shiver down my spine.

“It’s just... I’m still a virgin,” I whisper.

Dylan goes quiet for a long moment, and I start to worry he’s trying to figure out the nicest way to throw me out of his house. But when I gather enough courage to lift my head from his shoulder and look up at him, there is a dark and smoldering look in his eyes.

“Nobody has ever fucked you before, babygirl?” he asks, his voice deeper and more husky than I’ve ever heard it before. “Not even Theo?”

I shake my head. “No. Nobody ever has. And I... I’m worried I won’t be able to please you, Dylan.”

I can feel my face is burning as I say those words, but it’s true.

“You think you can’t satisfy me?” His voice is thick with desire, and he chuckles, low and deep. “Oh, you sweet thing. Nothing satisfies me more than knowing you are all fucking mine. That nobody before me has had the pleasure of claiming your sweet little pussy.”

A rush of arousal runs through me. Hearing him say such dirty and possessive things makes me want him more than ever.

Dylan repositions me in his lap so that I’m straddling him, my legs spread wide over his thick, muscular thighs. His hard shaft is trapped between our bodies, and the heat of it pressed against my aching pussy makes my head spin.

“Look at me, babygirl,” he says.

I tilt my head and meet his gaze. His eyes are dark and hungry, filled with a raw lust that makes my heart skip a beat.

“I want you so bad, Erika. And if you say the words, I will fill your tight little virgin hole with my cock and make you all mine. So... do you need my dick inside you, babygirl? Do you need to be my sweet girl?”

I bite my bottom lip and nod, too overwhelmed to speak.

“Say it,” he growls, gripping my chin between his thumb and forefinger.

“Y-yes, I need it, Dylan,” I manage to gasp out. “I need you.”

Dylan kisses me hard and rough, his tongue plundering my mouth. His hands roam all over my body, leaving a trail of fire wherever they touch.

I grind my hips against him, desperate for friction. My pussy is soaking wet, and the sensation of his rock hard cock rubbing against me is almost too much to bear.

“Fuck, you’re so sexy,” he murmurs, his lips ghosting over the shell of my ear. “And all mine, babygirl. Don’t you forget that.”

Before I can respond, he’s flipped us over, so that I’m laid on my back on the bed and he’s on top of me, his strong, muscular body caging me in.

The sight of him looming over me makes my breath catch in my throat. He’s so big and powerful, and the way he looks at me with a mix of hunger and reverence in his eyes is intoxicating.

“Are you on birth control, Erika?”

I gasp and shake my head. Oh no, does this mean we’ll have to stop? I hope not. I need him so damn badly.

But a sly grin spreads across his lips.

“Good,” he murmurs. “I’m going to claim every single inch of you, and that includes your womb, babygirl. I want to make you mine in every way possible.”

My heart skips a beat, and a rush of desire surges through me. I can’t believe he wants to have unprotected sex with me. That he wants to get me pregnant.

“I want that too,” I say, the words leaving my mouth in a rush. I can hardly believe I’m saying it, but I do want it. I want Dylan to claim me and make me his.

“Good girl,” he says, before capturing my lips in a searing kiss.

His hand slips between our bodies and positions the head of his cock at my entrance. I’m soaking wet, and I can feel the tip of his shaft gliding easily along my folds.

Dylan groans as he slowly pushes into me. My pussy stretches around his thick length, and the sensation of being filled by him is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced.

I wrap my legs around his waist, urging him deeper. He thrusts his hips, sinking into me inch by inch, until I’m stuffed full of his cock.

The slight pinch of pain is quickly replaced by a deep, throbbing pleasure. I can feel his every twitch and pulse, and the sensation is overwhelming.

Dylan grunts, his breathing heavy, as he pauses for a moment, allowing me time to adjust to the feeling of his big dick inside me.

“God, you’re so tight,” he murmurs, his voice thick with lust. “So fucking perfect.”

He begins to move, slowly at first, then picking up the pace. His thrusts are deep and hard, and he fills me completely.

I cling to him, my nails digging into his shoulders. Pleasure rolls through me in waves, and I can feel myself teetering on the brink of yet another earth-shattering orgasm.

“Dylan,” I moan, the sound coming out as a desperate whine.

“You like that, babygirl?” he says, his voice rough and raw.

“Yes!”

I’m barely able to speak; the sensations are so overwhelming. He pounds into me, his hips slamming into mine with a bruising force.

“You’re mine now, Erika. All fucking mine,” he growls, the primal intensity in his voice driving me wild.

“I’m yours,” I gasp. “Please, Dylan... please make me yours.”

He growls again, a deep, animalistic sound, and increases his pace. He fucks me harder and deeper than I ever thought possible, and I’m helpless beneath him, reduced to a quivering, moaning mess.

“I’m going to fill you with a big load of my cum, babygirl,” he grunts in my ear between thrusts. “I’m going to fill you with so much of it that there’s no way you won’t get pregnant.”

“Yes,” I whimper, the thought of Dylan breeding me just making me even hotter.

He kisses me hard, his tongue plundering my mouth. His body is tense and his muscles are straining as he drives into me, again and again.

My own body is responding, my hips arching up to meet his thrusts, and my walls clenching tightly around his shaft. I can feel the pressure building inside me, and I know I’m not going to last much longer.

“That’s it, babygirl,” Dylan says, his voice strained. “Cum for me. Cum on my cock.”

His words send me tumbling over the edge, and I cry out, my orgasm crashing over me. Dylan continues to pound into me, his pace frantic and desperate.

“Dylan!” I cry, my nails digging into his shoulders.

He slams into me one last time, burying himself to the hilt, and then he stills, his body taut with tension.

“Erika,” he groans, and then his cock pulses and throbs, spurting hot ropes of his seed deep inside me.

I can feel his cum filling me, and the sensation is incredible. I’ve never felt so complete, so utterly possessed and claimed.

I’ve always fantasized about Dylan being my first, and now he is.

As the last spasms of pleasure ebb away, we lie together, his body heavy and solid on top of mine. My pussy is still twitching, and I can feel his cock pulsing inside me.

Dylan kisses me softly, and a warm glow spreads through my body.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmurs. “And now, you’re mine.”

I smile and nod, basking in the afterglow of our lovemaking. I’m Dylan’s. His woman, his babygirl.

He pulls out slowly, and I feel the loss of his thick length keenly. I can feel his seed dripping out of me, and the sensation is filthy and erotic. But, as Dylan lies on his side beside me, he reaches down between my thighs and scoops up the cum with his fingers and pushes it back inside me.

“We can’t waste a drop, Erika,” he growls. “Every single bit of this belongs inside you.”

I bite my lip and nod, loving the way he’s so determined to impregnate me. Dylan begins pumping his fingers slowly in and out of me, and I let out a moan, arching and writhing as I begin working myself against the thick digits.

God, I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to get enough of this man. He’s so damn perfect. And now I’m his.

He’s claimed my body and my heart as his. And soon, it will be all too obvious that my womb belongs to him too, when my stomach is swelling with his baby.

“I love you, babygirl,” he says, his voice rough with emotion.

“I love you too, Dylan.”

As he kisses me, his fingers still buried deep in my pussy, I know that he’s right.

I’m his now.

His and his alone.

And there’s nobody else I’d rather belong to.

[image: ]

Six months later:

I smile to myself as I look at my reflection in the mirror. I’m all alone in my bedroom, and soon enough, my life will be changing forever. But, for now, I can enjoy this moment alone.

My white dress cascades perfectly down over my huge bump, which is carrying two babies. Somehow, Dylan had managed to get me pregnant with twins on our very first night together, and I couldn’t be happier. I can’t wait to be a mom.

Today, though, I am a bride, and my heart is fluttering wildly with excitement.

The door opens, and I turn around to see Dylan standing in my bedroom doorway, a look of awe on his face as his eyes roam over me.

“Dylan!” I squeal. “What are you doing here? You know it’s bad luck for the groom to see the bride in her dress before the wedding!”

His only response is a low growl as he stalks towards me, his eyes dark and hungry. He looks so handsome in his suit, but the civility of his outfit is a stark contrast to the primal look on his face.

As soon as he reaches me, his hands are cupping my face and his mouth is claiming mine passionately. The kiss is hot and urgent, and my heart is racing in my chest.

When we finally break apart, both of us are breathing heavily.

“I had to see you, babygirl,” he says. “I even had to sneak in the back door and up the stairs so your family wouldn’t stop me, just so I could get a look at you. And it was totally worth it. You look too fucking beautiful to resist.”

He’s already unbuckling his pants, pulling out his thick, hard cock. I gasp, but I can’t tear my eyes away from his magnificent shaft.

“Are we really doing this now, Dylan?” I ask, my voice trembling. “It’s only half an hour before we’re supposed to be walking down the aisle!”

“Damn right, babygirl,” he says. “I need you so fucking badly that I can’t wait another moment longer.”

I feel a rush of heat between my thighs, and I know I can’t resist him.

Dylan moves behind me, lifting up the long skirts of my wedding dress and exposing my lacy white panties.

“Fuck, Erika,” he growls, his voice thick with desire. “Your ass looks so damn good.”

I bend over, placing my hands on the edge of my bed to brace myself for what I know is coming. Dylan's desire to claim me is so damn urgent that he doesn’t even bother pulling my panties down. He just tugs the little scrap of lace to the side before lining up the head of his cock with my soaked entrance.

He pushes into me, filling me up in one swift stroke, and we both groan with pleasure.

“You’re so tight, babygirl,” he groans. “I love the feel of your sweet little pussy.”

He starts pounding into me, his hips slapping against my ass with each thrust. His pace is frantic and desperate, and I can tell he needs this release.

But I need it just as badly as he does, so I rock back against him, matching each one of his thrusts. The delicious friction is making me moan, and my pussy is already quivering around his thick cock.

“Fuck, Erika,” Dylan says. “Your pussy feels too fucking good.”

He reaches his hands around to my front, sliding them up under my dress so he can caress my huge stomach. The feel of my body so swollen and distended with his babies always seems to drive him wild, and he begins slamming into me even harder, making me cry out in ecstasy.

“You’re going to make me cum, Dylan,” I gasp.

“Good,” he grunts. “Because I want you to cum on my cock, babygirl. I want to feel your pussy squeezing me and milking me for more of that cum I know you crave.”

His words send me over the edge, and my orgasm crashes over me, making me cry out his name. My walls clench tightly around his shaft, and he grunts, thrusting into me a few more times before he finds his own release.

I can feel him pulsing and throbbing inside me, his cock emptying its seed deep into my pussy.

We stay like that for a moment, both of us trying to catch our breath. When Dylan finally pulls out, I can feel his cum dripping down the inside of my thigh.

He grabs my panties and pulls them down, then pulls my layers of skirt back down into place. “You won’t need these panties, Erika. When you walk down the aisle, I want you to feel my cum leaking out of your sweet little pussy.”

I stand upright and turn to face him, grinning from ear to ear. “I can’t wait to be your wife.”

“I can’t wait for that either. So let’s go do this, babygirl. I’ve already put my babies inside your womb, and now it’s time for me to put a ring on your finger.”

Dylan leans to kiss me softly, then rushes out of my bedroom before anybody from my family can come in and catch him here.

I smile to myself, then head downstairs to where my family is waiting for me. It’s the start of forever with Dylan, and I don’t want to wait another moment longer.
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More Books By Willow Watkins


One Night with my Dad’s Boss

It was just one night with the hot older man. One of the most passionate nights I will ever experience, and one I'll relive in my mind many times over - but only one night. Nathan will be impossible to forget, though.

Then I find out the stranger who I gave my v-card to on my twenty-first birthday is my dad's boss. I can't let my dad find out. He'll be so mad!

But, as fate brings Nathan and I together once more, the pull between us is impossible to resist. He makes my heart flutter and my knees weak, and all I want is to fall straight back into his bed again to experience just one more night of bliss.

Nathan doesn't feel the same conflict as I do, though, even when he finds out my father is one of his employees. He's a successful man who always gets what he wants.

And right now, he's got his sights set on me.
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Fertile for the Off-Limits Silver Fox

All I've ever wanted is a baby. I might only be twenty, and a virgin, but I'm determined to get what I want.

After breaking up with my boyfriend, because he doesn't want babies yet, I need to come up with a new plan. And who better than my best friend's father, who's been my forbidden crush for far too long?

I might have to work hard to tempt him to cross the line, but I'm certain that once he does, it will be life-changing for both of us.
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The Professor’s Pet: The Complete Series

I'm nineteen, and still sadly in possession of my v-card.

There's no one I want to give it to more than my sexy, kind, and smart college professor, Max Elliott. I can't stop daydreaming about my first time with him, and it's so difficult to stop thinking about him that even my grades are suffering. He's tutoring me several times a week, but instead of helping, the time alone with him makes me want him even more.

But then, one day, everything changes when he catches me doing something very naughty in his office before one of our tutoring sessions.

It brings out a whole other side of my professor that I'd never imagined could exist. Gone is the sweet, kind gentleman I've had a crush on for the last year, and in his place is a demanding alpha male who isn't afraid to take what he wants.

But what he wants, is me. And when his every filthy word and forbidden touch sets my body on fire, there's no way I'd even consider resisting him.
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