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His Fertile Darling: A Taboo Older Man Forbidden Age Gap Instalove Short Story







He says it will heal him… But getting knocked up by my much older patient wasn’t covered in physiotherapy school!






Robert thought he could recover alone from heartbreak and a painful tennis injury.

Then he met Anna, the cutest little physical therapist he’s ever seen.

When she touches him, things start to look up. He doesn’t just want Anna’s fertile body; he can’t live without her.

The divorced celebrity chef doesn’t care if their inappropriate relationship creates a scandal.

The only cure for his broken heart is to put a baby inside his young darling… And if that makes him a dirty old man, so be it.







This is a smutty short story with no plot. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Tropes include: age gap, off-limits, breeding, size difference.
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Before you Read





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





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





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





Kinks/tropes include: breeding kink, praise kink, forbidden love, pregnancy, age play.

















CHAPTER 1









ROBERT





THE ENTIRE THING has gone up in flames, all at once. My whole damned life.





That’s what it feels like this morning as I decline yet another call from my divorce lawyer and walk into the physical therapy clinic.





There’s getting a divorce and then finding out your wife had an affair after pretty much the entire world already knew. While being stretchered off the court at the annual celebrity charity tennis match. At least the Lydia Miles Breast Cancer Foundation racked up some donations from that tennis match — it has been watched all over the fucking world, so they’d better have.






Did it hurt more to find out about Carly or to dislocate your shoulder?






That’s what the journalists asked. As though I already knew.






What?
 I’d replied through a blur of excruciating pain and flashbulbs. What about Carly?






Then she was at my side, saying I’m sorry, Robert,
 and I was hauled into the ambulance with confusion pounding through my veins just as heavily as the strong painkillers they gave me.





The next day, in the hospital, while I was groggy and confused and every muscle in my torso was aching, she explained the whole thing. Greg Founder. Not my best friend, but a friend nonetheless. She left me for him. She didn’t love me anymore.





I saw none of it coming. It was out of the blue. It ripped right through my chest and I felt the world narrowing.





Everything I’d been hoping for, my happy peaceful retirement where Carly and I would sit on the porch and have our grandkids come and visit, it was all gone. And what did it even mean anymore, that life we’d built together? It had been built on a lie.





And I wish I could say I hope Carly and Greg are happy but I’m not at that stage yet. Not even close.





Now my entire private life is being hauled out and litigated in front of the hungry media, the eyes of the world on the gaping hole where my happy relationship used to be.





And there it is again, that pain that feels so physical but is just my brain mourning something that wasn’t even real.





I haven’t cried about it. I don’t cry, as a rule. But it still hits me as a bodily kind of pain whenever I think about it.





Enough moping. I drag my head up from the steering wheel and open the door of the car.





It’s happening far too much these days, my mind drawn to the same depressing scenes over and over. Signs I missed. Ways I could have changed things. It’s no good.





I make my way across the dreary carpark into the physical therapy clinic. Time to face more pain.





I’m not a man who likes to ask for help and it’s humiliating, knowing that it will be months until I’m back to my peak physical fitness. Just another thing to add to the wreckage of my life that is piling up around me.





Aging is tough. I’ve always had issues with this shoulder and I’m one step shy of needing surgery to keep it together. When I was younger, it used to be easy to pop it back into place. Now it takes work to make sure it doesn’t stay disjointed all the time.





I pull off my shirt and lie myself down on the bed and wait for the therapist to come in. At least, now that I’m starting physical therapy again, there will be something to work towards. Progress to be made. An area of my life that will improve, instead of going backwards.





And I think I fell asleep, right there on the table, because when I wake up it’s to the most soothing sound I’ve ever heard.





“Robert? Robert?” It’s a woman’s voice, low and musical, saying my name.





For a second I think I’m dreaming, and then I lift my head, groggy, to find an absolute angel standing in front of me. I blink as if to clear away the illusion.





Her unassuming beauty hits me like a lightning bolt. Why is this princess at the physical therapy clinic? She should be a model, if not a porn star. Her face has a kind of innocence that awakens a deep desire inside me.





Golden hair tied back in a sleek ponytail, wide brown eyes that are filled with warmth, and a tight little body beneath the casual sports clothes she’s wearing. Perky, full tits strain at her tracksuit jacket. I can see just a sliver of skin between her tracksuit pants and her jacket, and the golden tan is alluring. She moves like an athlete, with coordination and efficiency.





This is the kind of girl who could crawl onto my lap and ride me for hours, who could wear me out with her petite, flexible body. She can’t be older than 25. I never thought I was into younger women, never have been before. But for this little girl, who must be less than half my age, I would do anything.





“You’re tired,” she smiles at me when I continue to say nothing. “Recovery will do that to you. How is it going?”





“Fine,” I say, still staring at her and hoping I can pass it off as grogginess at being woken up. “The shoulder is going fine. I wish it would heal faster.”





“Well, I’m Anna, I’m your new physical therapist, and hopefully I can help with that. How’d you pull it?”





“Playing tennis,” I say, shoving down the painful memories that threaten to take over at these words. I pretend it was just a game of tennis where I dislocated a shoulder and nothing else happened.





“Oh yeah? I play tennis too,” she replies, turning away to grab some kind of ointment. The next thing I know, her soft hands hands rubbing sharp-smelling cream into my shoulder. “Where does it hurt?”





“Here?” She pushes into the skin.





“Or here?” Fuck. I feel the ache all the way up to my neck. I suck in a breath and grit my teeth to keep from swearing.





“Oh yeah, that’s it, I can feel the inflammation there,” she says, rolling her hands hard over that spot. My fists ball up at my sides. “Are you okay?”





I grunt in response. The searing muscle pain seems to be fading as she continues to massage her fingers, hard, into that sore spot, working it in tight circles and easing off.





The whole area is tender after the injury but she seems to know instinctively which parts hurt the most, pressing harder when she moves away from the sore spots. She’s a natural at her job, making my sore muscles relax and tense at her will.





After the pain subsides I start to feel something like pleasure wash over me as Anna massages me. Her skilled hands make the pain and tension melt away from my shoulders.





At one point I let out a groan but she doesn’t seem to mind.





Then she gets up on the bed with me and I feel those lithe legs settle either side of me. My body’s response is immediate and strong to the presence of this gorgeous young woman straddling my body.





I freeze, then shift uncomfortably, my hard-on wedged against the table. I have to ball my fists up again to keep myself from reaching for those lovely muscular legs.





“Sorry,” she says. “I just need to get some more pressure over here.”





Anna works every muscle on my back, and this time each touch sends pleasure through my body. Her touches are slower, more languid, and I begin to suspect she’s taking her time on purpose.





She runs those delicate, probing hands over my shoulders, my arms, my lats, the centre of my spine. It’s like she wants to feel it all, to remember it. I let out a grunt as she squeezes her thighs tighter at my sides, moving forward.





This young woman is barely out of college. I shouldn’t be so attracted to her that just the feel of her thighs on my back has precum leaking from my cock, but I am.





Especially when she starts to make noises. The little gasps and moans she emits as she rubs down my back don’t even seem voluntary. It’s like she can’t keep her hands to herself, like she’s lost control of her body.





It can’t just be my own vanity that makes me think this delightful young woman is enjoying this as much as I am. Sometimes she lingers a little longer over particular parts of my back, running her hands over my skin in something like a caress.





I resist the urge to take her hand in mind and guide it to exactly where I want it. Her hands are everywhere but where I desperately need them.





Just briefly, she shifts back and rests her hands on the rise of my buttocks, as if she’s considering moving lower with this sensual massage.





And then, with a gasp as if she’s been burned, she climbs down from the bed. The spell is broken.





“That’s your session over, Mr Du Fresne,” she tells me quickly. I turn to see her slip out quietly, just her blonde ponytail sweeping around the corner and then I hear the door click shut behind her.





Fuck. My balls are aching just from the way she was touching my back, the pressure of those gentle hands searching my body as though she wanted to memorize the feel of my muscles.





Now it’s just me sitting alone on that massage bed with my raging erection. I take myself in my fist as I think about the little noises she made while she straddled me, the heat between her legs that I may have imagined against my spine, the way she shifted on top of me and the feeling of her silky blonde hair brushing against my skin.





It takes just a few strokes for me to finish with a loud groan, imagining the seed on my fist is coating her pretty face.





I know just one thing: I’m not letting this perfect young woman go. Not when that was the best thing I’ve felt in the darkest month of my life.





I leave the physical therapy clinic with a new set of exercises, a shoulder that feels much better, and a newfound obsession with my physical therapist.









CHAPTER 2









ANNA





IF IT WASN’T for my roommate’s urging that I needed to get out more I wouldn’t be here. Though I’m not sure this is what she had in mind.





I had about twenty missed calls from a hidden number yesterday. So many that I was questioning whether I’d somehow committed a crime and the FBI were onto me.





Instead, when I picked up, it was the clipped, smooth voice of a personal assistant who wanted to set up a date. And couldn’t tell me who it was with. And I said yes, anyway, hoping it would be him. The gruff older man who made me want to throw professional boundaries out the window.





This might be the worst decision I’ve ever made.





I hesitate at the entrance of the restaurant. It looks dark in there. What if I’m about to be human-trafficked?





But, then again, no one would choose the fanciest restaurant in Petersville for that. I take a deep breath and push open the door.





The first thing I notice is the teal and cream velvet everywhere along with the dark wood panelling. It’s like walking into a sound-proofed room, the carpet and furnishings are so plush and soft. And then I see the man sitting in the corner, alone, wearing a dark blue suit and a white shirt open at the neck. Showing just a hint of his well-defined muscles and a whisper of chest hair.





It’s him. Robert. The patient from yesterday.





I blush, remembering how good it felt to knead the warm, strong muscles of his back. Too good, considering I was meant to be staying professional and doing my job.





I couldn’t help it. Not once I’d smelled the fresh cedar and lemon scent of his skin. I see a lot of nice backs in my job but his, his took the cake.





I would never have assumed that he was single. He seemed stressed, sure, I could feel that tension in his strung-out muscles, but a man with that face and the quietly luxurious clothes he wore, I’d assumed he would have had everything together. He must be at least fifty, judging from the dusting of silver that is sprinkled through those thick chestnut waves.





It’s different, seeing him outside of the clinic. I’m out of my depth in this fancy restaurant but he seems absolutely in control, talking animatedly to the waiter and laughing. He looks relaxed, with less of that strain that was so obvious on his face and in his muscles when he came in for the session.





He’s handsome, I realize as I see him in this new setting. Really handsome, with the kind of square-jawed face and bright blue eyes that I thought were mainly a feature of soap operas. His dark hair is swept back from his face in an effortless style that perfectly frames his cheekbones and jawline.





It’s just him. We’re alone, just us and the wait staff, in this entire restaurant.





I take a step towards them and his eyes lock onto mine, creasing at the corners as he smiles. He stands up and makes his way towards me and I realize that I’m frozen to the ground.





And that’s when it clicks, why his face is so familiar. He’s in my Mom’s celebrity gossip magazines. Basically every day for the past month he’s been splashed across the front page, the details of his divorce.





“Anna,” he grins. Robert Du Fresne. Heart-throb, celebrity chef, seriously famous and wealthy man, is smiling down at little old me. A college graduate barely holding onto her traineeship at the physical therapy clinic.





“You don’t know how wonderful it is to see you again.” He bends down to kiss my cheek and the brush of his stubble against my jaw sets me on fire.





Woah.





I feel unsteady. I resist the urge to grab his shirt and pull him down to my level so I can kiss him properly.





I’ve got no idea what this is or what’s going on. I take a step back and he watches my confusion with amusement. “What are we doing here?” I ask, bewildered.





All I know right now, is that I want Robert to kiss me again. I want him to kiss me a lot of places.





“We are having a delicious lunch at one of my favorite restaurants,” he tells me, pulling me down to take a seat in the booth beside him. I try not to respond to the feeling of his solid, warm thigh against mine, but a shiver runs right through my body.





“Why?” I turn to face him. He’s taller than me and I have to tilt my head up to look him in the eye. “Am I missing something? I don’t get it. You’re like, famous. Not to mention I’m your PT.”





“Because… that was the best physical therapy session I’d ever had, Anna. And I think maybe you enjoyed it too. But we can talk about that later, for now let’s just enjoy the food.”





The first course arrives, as if on cue, a plate so small and beautifully arranged that it doesn’t really even look like food.





“You cleared out the restaurant just for this?” I ask the waiter.





“Anything for Robert,” says the waiter. “He put this restaurant on the map.”





“You’re a chef, right?” I ask Robert.





“Used to be,” he says, waving a hand in the air. “Not sure that I count anymore, right Danny?”





“You’re too famous to be a chef anymore, Robert. Now you’re just a celebrity.”





Robert winces a little. “Unfortunately, that may be true. I haven’t worked in a kitchen in years. Mainly what I do now is talk about food, rather than actually make it, unless there’s a camera around.”





The meal passes in a blur of delicious new flavors. Savory mousses, sweet gels, tiny berries that taste of summer and the beach, thin green stalks with strongly citrus flavors. I am overwhelmed by how many tastes there are I didn’t know about.





But even more than the food, I am overwhelmed by Robert. His intense blue eyes barely leave my face as if he’s trying to decode some kind of secret hidden there. I don’t feel relaxed in the spotlight of that gaze and yet, for whatever reason, I feel like I can be myself with him.





He tells me about his divorce, how low he’s been feeling lately, but it doesn’t seem to weigh on him as he talks to me about it.





“I hope this is okay, that I’m telling you all this. You have no idea how much I needed to find you, Anna,” he tells me. “You literally took the weight off my shoulders.”





“Well, it is my job,” I joke.





“You’re certainly talented with your hands,” he grins, quirking an eyebrow and enveloping one of my hands in his strong, firm grip. He traces over my fingers with his thumb, brushing over my knuckles with the rough pad of his thumb.





I bite my lip. Every touch is rich and intoxicating, spreading warmth through my whole body. And the size of those fingers sends my mind down at dirty, filthy path.





“Now,’ he says. “How about we go back to mine and play some tennis? I promise I’ll take it easy with my shoulder. I think my PT will be mad at me otherwise.”





“Yeah, you’d better watch out,” I giggle. I follow him out of the restaurant, the waiter shoving a bottle of expensive looking wine into his hands with a wink as we head out to his car.









CHAPTER 3









ROBERT





I THOUGHT MAYBE I just needed someone, anyone. To move on, in general, no matter who. I was wrong. I needed Anna.





Her eyes are bright with arousal and her cheeks flushed as she follows me outside to the car where my driver is waiting. She seems younger and more nervous outside of the physical therapy clinic where she was so confident about what she was doing.





I feel like a dirty old man, the way that her youth and inexperience makes my blood pump harder through my veins. The way that it makes me feel young again. I want to teach this girl how to please me.





“Why don’t you let your hair down,” I suggest before we get into the car and she unwinds her hair tie, letting those blonde waves fall down to her waist. I dip my head over hers and inhale the buttery vanilla smell of her.





I love that she does what I tell her without thinking about it, that she seems to trust me implicitly, for reasons I don’t even think she understands. Maybe it’s as mysterious to her as it is to me, this sudden connection between us, but I feel like we’ve known each other for years.





I’ve always needed Anna, I see that now, as she climbs into the car ahead of me and I get a flash of her smooth tanned thighs.





My cock hardens like it hasn’t in years, straining at the waistband of my pants as I stare at the band of skin between Anna’s trousers and her cropped top. It looks delicious, silken and touchable.





If I’d known I could feel like this it would have been me divorcing Carly instead of the other way round.





I clamber into the car after her and close the divider, blocking off the driver, and pull her onto my lap.





As I lean over her she freezes, not sure what’s about to happen, those wide brown eyes searching my face. She moans sweetly as I plant a gentle kiss on her lips before I take her lip between my teeth and tug gently. And good God, I want to devour her. I want her like I’ve never wanted before.





It’s not just her youth, her supple skin, her girl-next-door beauty, although that doesn’t hurt. It’s the way she seems so perfectly designed to be held by me. My fingers splay perfectly across her slim waist, holding her in place as she grinds herself against my bulging erection.





I think normally she’d be shocked at this — she doesn’t seem like the type to have car sex — but she’s so worked up from that incident in the restaurant that she lets me hike up her silk dress around her waist and slip my hands under the soft lace waistband of her panties.





I just have to feel her. That’s all that is. And as soon as I make contact with her hot, slick skin, still kissing her hungrily, she arches against my hand and lets out a soft moan, humming from the back of her throat.





She feels so good, so wet and needy. Every variation in pressure or pace she notices, responding with her hips or her soft moans or by gripping onto my arm like she never wants me to stop.





I breathe in deep, inhaling the scent of her arousal, and keep the pressure against her swollen nub as I continue to rub. It almost seems like it’s too much for her, judging by the way that she shakes in my arms with every new sensation, but when I slow down she begs for more.





“Please, Robert, I’m so close,” she moans as the car pulls up at my house. I pull her panties back up and pat her mound and her jaw drops open, outraged.





She was so close… But I want her to need this as much as I do.





Thank God I planned this little outing for Saturday. We have the entire weekend ahead of us. And I know exactly how I want to spend that time.





“Let’s play some tennis,” I say, enjoying the outraged huff of breath that she lets out. Her lips are swollen from kissing, her eyes glazed with lust, and I love the sight of her ruined by me.





Then her eyes drop to the bulge in my crotch and she seems to realize this is a game. “You win, and we can continue this,” I continue, raising my hand.





“I will win,” she replies, her face set in determination. I love the competitiveness that has flared up in her at my words. “But you have to promise to take it easy on that shoulder, old man.”





“Wouldn’t risk it,” I grin.





I show her to the clay court, handing her a bag of women’s tennis clothes my assistant purchased for me, and gesture to the shed where she get dressed.





When she walks out she is a vision in white, a short pleated skirt and a tight crop top showing off her curves. Her hair is swept back in a ponytail again, showing off her elegant neck, and I’m floored once again by how perfect her body is. Every inch of her is supple and rich, full curves balanced out by the perfect hint of fitness.





As she walks closer I can see her nipples straining at the fabric, her body still on edge from our activities in the car. I must look dumbstruck because she raises an eyebrow at me.





“You like it?” she asks.





“Very much,” I reply.





We begin to play and God, does she know how to work up a sweat. I am taking it easy on my shoulder, but even if I wasn’t, Anna is in a league above my abilities. Multiple leagues above, in fact. It’s a thrashing.





I wipe the sweat from my forehead between sets. “God, you must have played some tennis, Anna,” I say, panting.





“I was competitive in high school, but it all got a bit much for me at college,” she admits. “I wanted to focus on my studies more than sports. It’s still my favorite sport though.”





“I can see that,” I say as I lunge after a wicked backhander, close to the net. I look at her with a new respect. She’s not just hot, but one of the best players I’ve been up against.





“I can’t serve when you look at me like that,” she says.





“Like what?” I reply.





“Like…” she ducks her head, blushing. It’s all I can do not to run to the other side of the net and kiss her until the embarrassment melts from her face. “Like you want me,” she says quietly.





I have to strain to hear it from my end of the court.





“Well that should never be in any doubt, Anna,” I call out, returning her serve. “I want you all the time.”





She pauses, letting the ball fly past her. She’s so pretty when she’s shocked, her mouth hanging open.





“Even now?” she asks.





I jog over to her side of the court. “Especially now, sweetie,” I say, wrapping my arms around her. “I’ve just been watching you run around in this cute little tennis outfit for an hour, watching those perfect titties bouncing like crazy. I don’t know why you’re surprised.”





“But you’ve been married to, like, an actress or a model or something. I can’t possibly compare.”





I laugh. If only she knew.





I’ve never wanted anyone like I’ve wanted Anna. It should be painful, to think about Carly right now, but it’s not. Not when Anna is right in front of me, when I can reach out just like this and pull her closer to me, to feel the way her little body so perfectly fits against mine. “There’s no comparison, Anna. And if there was, you would win.”





She narrows her eyes, as though not trusting what I’m saying, until I kiss her gently and she softens up. “And will you admit that I’ve won the damn tennis match yet?” she asks, placing a hand on my chest and looking up at me.





I sigh and do my best to look put-upon at the idea of bringing this gorgeous young woman to orgasm. “I suppose you have.”





“Good,” she sighs, her face breaking into a smile. “Can I have my prize now?”





I tilt her jaw up so I can kiss her and then take her hand and bring her over to the outdoor table.





“Of course, darling.”









CHAPTER 4









ANNA





FINALLY. I LIE back on the sun-warmed lounger and Robert kisses me. His lips and tongue are insistent and hungry. He kisses me like he needs this.





I can feel his hardness rubbing against my belly, shockingly large. He wedges one leg between mine and parts my thighs.





He must be desperate for release, given how throbbing and hot his bulge is, but he kisses his way down my torso and positions his face right above my tennis skirt.





“I can’t wait to taste you, Anna,” he tells me as he slides my panties down and spreads my legs wider. “Just look at that beautiful little pussy. I’ve never seen anything so delicious.”





He stares between my legs like he’s looking at something precious, and then, like he can’t hold back any longer, he dives down and buries his face in my pussy.





At first he’s just exploring, nuzzling my inner thighs, roaming with his tongue everywhere from my asshole up to my clit, and the need that started to build up as soon as I entered that restaurant grows stronger. I am dripping with moisture as he licks me everywhere.





“Please, Robert, I need more,” I beg.





In response, he flicks his tongue against my clit and it sends a shockwave of bliss into my mind. My thoughts become hazy, clouded with need, and all I can think is that I need something inside me.





I squeeze my thighs around his face and he dips his tongue inside me, thick and probing. I cry out, unable to control myself, and he lifts his head to look at me.





“You taste delicious,” he groans.





Then, he thrusts his tongue deep and brings a hand to rub my clit with quick, circular motions. His tongue curls to rub against that rough spot inside me.





A ripple of pleasure runs through my whole body and he keeps going, responding to it, building on it until I am pushed over the edge.





I grip his head with both hands as I orgasm, needing his tongue further inside me, and I hear him groan at the sensation of my walls spasming around his tongue. He places a hand on my belly and holds me down as he continues to tease me, flicking his tongue faster, and the wave of my orgasm becomes more powerful than I thought was possible.





Robert continues, relentless, until I’m screaming and I feel like I’m about to have an out of body experience. Finally, he raises his face and I can let my body go limp, exhausted from the most intense orgasm I’ve ever had.





But he’s not done. No, he’s looking down at my slick pussy with hunger, slipping his raging erection out of his shorts and taking it in a firm fist as he looks down at me.





“Darling, I need to fuck you now,” he says, letting his cockhead rub against my clit. “I know you’re sensitive, I know you’re tired, but you want this big dick inside you, right?”





I nod weakly, barely able to speak, I’m so exhausted from my orgasm. But at the sight of that monstrous, thick cock, something starts to awaken inside me again. More heat and moisture pools between my legs at the sight of his girthy, veined cock that is already leaking precum.





“Yes, yes, please, give me that huge daddy dick,” I moan softly as Robert positions himself at my entrance. He lets out a groan at the sight of his throbbing cock just about to enter me, to split me open.





“This might hurt, Anna. Just relax, okay?”





I nod, looking down at his cock. He pushes inside me, slowly but steadily.





Fuck. I’ve never felt anything like the intense pleasure and feeling of fullness that is Robert’s cock slowly opening me up.





Just his bulging cockhead is thick enough that it makes me feel stuffed full, but then he keeps going, wedging more and more of that thick shaft inside me. He drives inside until he’s almost fully inside and I feel like I can barely move around his cock.





I let out a gasp and claw at his back. There’s too much of him. He’s so much bigger than me. If he keeps going, he might actually break me in half.





“Oh my God, Anna, you’re so fucking tight. It’s never felt this good before,” he groans as I pulse around his shaft.





“Yes, yes, Robert, it’s so good,” I moan, almost unable to distinguish between what I’m thinking and what I’m saying out loud.





The orgasm rolls through me, so soon after the last one that it leaves me feeling woozy. The burst of pure pleasure makes me relax around his shaft and he takes the opportunity to push himself in deeper, until I feel him fully seated inside me.





“Fuck that’s hot. I’m going to finish soon, I don’t know how long I can hold this,” he whispers against my cheek as I drift around on the post-orgasm currents that rush through my head.





I drape my spent arms around his neck and let out a sigh as he continues to fuck me.





“That’s right, little girl, just relax and let me fill you up with cum,” he groans, his lips right next to my ear. “You want this big cock inside you for the rest of your life, don’t you?”





I can only nod weakly as he continues to rut deep inside me, the slap of his balls against my ass ringing out in the bright summer’s day. He’s chasing his own release now, using my body exactly as he wants to. With every flex of his hips my whole body jerks at the powerful motion.





“Here it comes, my little darling, a big load just for you,” he groans, looking down at me with his eyes full of primal determination.





A few thrusts later and he lets out a deep groan. His cock twitches and lets out a jet of his hot cum. It keeps going and going, filling me up until I’m overflowing with Robert’s seed. Until he has claimed my pussy so thoroughly that there’s no room for anything else.





He falls on top of me, his body heaving with exertion, and I stroke his hot skin as his cum soaks into me.





“I’ve never felt so satisfied. I think this little pussy might be the cure to all my problems, Anna,” he whispers before kissing me deeply.









CHAPTER 5









ROBERT





“COME ON, SWEETHEART,” I say, leading Anna into the bathroom. I’m a sweaty mess, red and panting, but she looks perfect, her smooth golden skin just sun-kissed and glowing.





I lock the door and she blushes when she realizes I want us to shower together.





Such a sweet little girl. As if I haven’t just filled her with my seed and whispered the dirtiest things in her ear.





I tug at the hem of her t-shirt and she lifts her arms to let me pull it over her head. When I’ve undressed her carefully and she stands totally naked before me, her cheeks are aflame.





“What are you scared of, darling?” I ask her as I move her hands away from where they’re covering her delicious, peaked nipples, unable to resist the urge to roll them between my fingers.





“I don’t think I’m good enough for a man like you, Robert,” she says.





I scoff, and tilt her head up to meet my eyes. “That’s ridiculous, sweetie. Look at you. You’re perfect. Much too good for me, if anything.”





I pull of my own clothes and wrap her hand around my cock, which is rock hard again. “See what you do to me, Anna? No one else has made me this aroused, never,” I say.





She gasps as my cock twitches in her grip. “It’s so thick,” she says. “I can’t believe this was inside me.”





“It’s going to be inside you every day from now on, darling. Because I’m never letting you out of my sight.”





I tear off my own clothes, needing to get my hands all over Anna’s taut-yet-soft body. Without her shoes on she only comes up to my chest and it’s all I can do not to push her down to her knees and feed her my cock.





The way she apprehensively eyes it, as though it’s some kind of foreign monster, only makes me want her to taste it more.





Under the running water of the shower I can’t believe how good it feels to have this gorgeous young woman by my side, letting me do whatever I like with her stunning, fertile body. I can’t believe how sensitive she is, how caring.





Anna lets me wash her, standing under the running water with her head tilted back as I run my hands all over her body. I soap up her full titties, loving the slippery yet soft feel of them under my hands as I squeeze them.





I can’t resist taking one of those firm nipples into my mouth and teasing it with my teeth and lips.





“Oh Robert, I’ve never felt anything like this!” she gasps, gripping my head and pressing herself into my mouth. I move on to the next one and she makes the most delicious moaning noises as I feast on her breasts, just like she’s sampled a delicious meal.





“Mmm, Robert, yes,” she chokes out as I bring a thumb to her clit while I continue to tease those perfect breasts.





“Oh god, oh god, I can’t —” and then she lets out a squeal as I continue to thumb her clit, loving the way I can visually watch the orgasm rip through her tiny body. It starts at her centre and ebbs out until her whole body is thrown back in bliss, a dazed smile coming over that pretty face. Like watching the sun rise.





Good God she is perfect. I hold her up while she orgasms. Once she’s smiling and satisfied, her nervousness ebbs away and she lets me stroke her everywhere, from that tasty little asshole all the way up to the velvety softness of her earlobes.





I let out a groan, pushing my hard-on into the small of her back as I maul her little body. I pinch at her taut waist, the flesh of her hips, nip my teeth against her collarbone, leave hickeys on her neck as I taste and clean all of her with my mouth.






My little girl. Mine.






Anna gasps when I make my way down to her pussy again, cupping her hot wet centre with my hand before I clean her inside and out. I wash my cum from where it has leaked down her inner thighs, knowing that I’m going to fill her with another load straight away.





I’m so hard just from touching her, just from cleaning her in the shower, that I know as soon as I enter her it’s going to be quick. She’s getting excited from all this touching, slowly moving her hips as though wanting to grind against my cock, and I know exactly what she needs.





“Will you —” she asks and I push her against the wall, thrusting inside before she can even finish the question. Her face goes slack as she adjusts to my girth again.





Once again at the sensation of that hot, tight little pussy I am unable to control myself. Anna digs her fingernails into my back and cries out as I slam into her. She’s so slick yet constricting that it’s just the right amount of friction that I can feel every squeeze pulse through my whole body. Deliciously tight, like she never wants my cock to leave that tight pussy.





Then she reaches down to massage my balls and it’s all over. I let out a throaty groan and unload deep inside her.





“Oh fuck, Robert, I can feel your balls twitching,” she moans as I pump a stream of hot, thick cum into her body, her back against the wall as I thrust slowly in and out of her to make sure she gets the whole load.





“It’s too much, I can’t hold it all.” As she says it I feel the excess slide down my shaft, her little pussy unable to contain all of my cream. She’s overflowing with my seed, my body so intent on putting a baby in this young woman that I’m producing a truly absurd amount of cum.





I brush my fingers lightly over her clit and she loses it with another orgasm again, twitching against my body and milking another stream of cum from my cock.





“Fuck, darling, I never knew I could cum so much until I met you,” I groan when I’m done, pulling my spent cock from that tight, slick pussy. Her hole is soaked in my seed, her inner thighs a mess. I watch the thick cum ooze out of her swollen pussy.





“Oh my god,” she says shakily. “It feels so good, Robert.” Her arms are looped loosely around my neck as she trembles against me, one thigh wrapped around my waist.





This is going to screw with my shoulder recovery but I don’t care. Nothing matters right now except filling Anna’s tight little pussy with another big load of cum.





Her pretty little pussy leaking my cum is an intoxicating sight and I feel the need to prove my manliness.





I grip her bouncy ass with both hands and lift her up with a grunt. She wraps both legs around me and nestles her head against my chest, clinging to me, her hot warmth pressing against the tip of my shaft.





With her rubbing her wet heat deliciously close to my cock I walk her into the bedroom, loving the sound of her little gasps and moans as my cockhead butts against her sensitive places. I lie her on her back on the bed and start to dry her off with a fluffy white towel.





I can’t believe that this perfect little body is mine to play with whenever I want. Every time I touch Anna’s skin, every time I look at her, I can feel more of my suffering fading away into nothing.





And, in some beautiful twist of fate, she wants it just as much as I do. Maybe she doesn’t need this like I do, but she responds to every touch with a little moan. She makes me forget about all my problems, about the torturous divorce settlement waiting for me out there, about the embarrassment and the gossip magazines.





“God you’re so pretty, little girl. Do you like it when I dry you off like this?”





“Mmm, yes, but I think you missed a spot,” she says, smiling at me and spreading her thighs wide on the bed. She starts to play with herself, pushing my cum back inside her and getting her fingers wet with the combination of our fluids at her entrance.





“Oh really?” I lick my lips at the gorgeous sight of her playing with my seed on my bed. “And how do you want me to dry you there darling?”





“Well…” she bites her lip, pretending to think about it. “I don’t want you to dry me, Robert. I want you to do the opposite, actually.”





I cup her hot mound with my hand and start to rub against her. She bucks her hips into my hand. “Like this, little girl?”





“I was hoping you would use something else,” she giggles, her eyes fixed on my cock, which has risen to full mast again.





I replace my hand with my cock, sliding my cockhead up and down her slit. God she gets so wet just from a little play like this. I tease her clit for a while and she moans desperately, her limbs going wild on the bed below me.





“More, please,” she says, looking up at me with those gorgeous doe eyes half closed in pleasure.





“You want me to fuck that cum back into you, don’t you, sweetie?”





She nods. “Yes please.”





I tease my cock at her entrance.





“And then you want me to fill you up again, isn’t that right?”





She tilts her head back as she moans, like her orgasm is close again. “I want you to keep me filled up with your cum whenever you want, Robert. Please.”





I push into her and the sensation of that slick, well-used pussy pulsing around the cock goes straight to my head. Her willingness, her satisfied smile, her obedience, they’re all like a drug to me.





I can’t believe she’s mine to use, to heal myself with. As I thrust into her again and she cries out with a sweet, musical sound, I know it: I’m home. This is the start of a new life for me, one where I claim all of Anna, her body, her heart, her womb, and she stays with me forever.





“I’m going to fuck a baby into you, Anna. I’m going to keep you filled with my cum until you get pregnant,” I grunt as I slam into her, shoving her ankles back behind her head to open her up as much as I can.





I feel her body go wild as I tell her what I’m going to do, her hips bucking and her fingernails clawing at my back. “Yes, please Robert, give me your baby,” she cries out.





My balls pulse at the thought of her growing fat with my child, her lovely young breasts becoming pendulous and full with milk, her raising my children and staying by my side.





I thrust deeper and revel in the feeling of her squeezing my cock with those tight walls.





“You’re so deep!” she cries out. “I’m stuffed so full of your cock, keep going Robert, it feels so good.”





“Stay still, darling,” I growl in her ear, putting my full body weight on top of her to get as deep as I can. “Just let me put a baby in you. Relax that tight pussy, that’s the way.”





She spreads her legs as wide as she can, smiling up at me, and smooths her hands down my back to grip my ass with her hands, pulling me further into her.





“That’s right, little girl, you want this cum so much, don’t you? You want me to explode inside you and get you pregnant,” I growl as I thrust my hips up and down, rutting deep into her with a single-minded purpose.





I’ve always been a controlled, considerate lover, but thinking about breeding Anna has turned me into a caveman who needs to claim that fertile body. I slam into her as hard as I can, the crude slapping noise of our coupling ringing out as I bottom out inside her.





“Please, please, Robert, fill me up,” she cries and I feel her spasm below me as a powerful orgasm sweeps her away. I kiss her as I keep pounding into her, then let out a groan as my own release hits me in a sudden rush.





I can’t even speak, I can only grunt, as her pussy milks my cock and the satisfaction washes through my being.





“Take it, take it, little girl,” I groan as the cum continues to flow, filling her up. I’m bathing her womb in another massive load of cum, flooding her pussy with it. With her fertile young body and the way her cock-hungry pussy responds to my cock, this girl is going to be pregnant in no time.





As I remove my cock from her I feel a rush of pride as I look down at the mess I’ve created. Her thighs are coated with my seed, not to mention the fresh pool of sperm that seeps out of her pink pussy.





“Oh my God, darling, your little pussy is so full of my cum. There’s no way that you won’t get pregnant from this,” I tell her, kissing her forehead as she lies back, a dazed and satisfied smile on her face. That graceful little body looks so flushed and relaxed, so well-used.





I tuck Anna under the covers and climb into bed beside her, pulling her hot little body against me and stroking those curves as we drift off to sleep.













EPILOGUE









ANNA





I’M NOT PLAYING today, but I’m wearing my tennis outfit anyway. Robert asked me to. He wants Carly to see us together, with my big round belly sticking out above my white tennis skirt as I cling on to his arm.





The driver pulls into the stadium carpark and Robert reaches across the divide towards me, placing a hand on my thigh.





“This is it, darling. Time for the world to find out about our relationship,” he says.





“I’m so ready,” I tell him. I am. I don’t care what people think about me. I know that Robert would do anything for me.





“That’s my good girl,” he says, leaning over to plant a kiss on my mouth. Those gorgeous lips, the rasp of his stubble against my cheek, they never fail to set me on fire. I can’t help but deepen it into something more, moaning into his mouth with my need.





He pulls away and looks at me with hungry eyes. “Not yet, little girl. I know you need it but we’ll have to wait until after the match,” he says, adjusting himself in his pants.





I pout but nod my head. It’s only been a few hours since he was inside me but already I feel the absence of his cock. I want to be filled up.





At least, this afternoon, the eyes of the world will be on us and our relationship. There’s something weirdly fulfilling about that too, about Robert showing me off to everyone, putting his pregnant young girlfriend on display for the world.





I’ve dressed for the occasion. Just a hint of lip gloss and mascara, not covering up the freckles that come out on my face every summer, emphasizing that I don’t need to wear a full face of make-up to look better than Carly. The pregnancy glow helps, of course.





My tiny white crop top is strained so tight across my breasts that every bounce is obvious. I love how huge my tits are as they start to fill with milk. Every day they feel a little heavier.





After what she did to him, I understand why he wants to make her jealous. And I love that, despite the years between us, Robert doesn’t care what people think. If Carly is shocked, outraged, if she causes a scene, he will stand by me.





He emerges from the locker room wearing his tennis gear, just as handsome and fit as a man 20 years his junior. His shoulder has been only getting better with the exercises I’ve set him — and we’ve been working on his tennis skills too. There’s no way he won’t win the charity match this year.





I kiss him deeply before he goes onto the court and he reaches down to squeeze my ass. It’s a promise. Later on, when he’s won the charity tennis match and redeemed himself, I’m going to get what I need.





He can’t keep his hands off my pregnant body. But first, he needs to win this tennis game.





We step out onto the court into the light of the flashbulbs, holding hands. I take my seat on the bench and get ready to watch my fiancee, the father of my child, show exactly how much he’s healed in the last year.





It’s my first public outing with my baby daddy and I am so proud to be his little girl.











Before you go, want a FREE book?
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His Fertile Student: An Age Gap Breeding Short Story




I’m such a brat in piano lessons that my teacher had to give me a special punishment...




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



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



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



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



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





This is a smutty short story with no plot. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Tropes include: teacher-student, age gap, off-limits, breeding, first time, size difference, pregnancy.

 

Get your free copy here!









On Kindle, you can read my standalone breeding series called Forbidden Babymaking
 :


Professor’s Fertile Intern



His Fertile Brat



His Fertile Princess






For more smutty short reads, you can check out the Fertile and Fresh series
 :


Knocked Up by the Single Dad



Knocked Up by the Grumpy Professor



Knocked Up by my Daddy’s Best Friend



Baby for my Obsessed Boss



Knocked Up by my Possessive Neighbor
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