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His Fertile Fixation: A Forbidden Age Gap Instalove Romance (Craving Babymaking Book 1)








She’s out to ruin his life… He wants to start a new life with her.







Frida Forth is loud. Unpolished. Opinionated. The opposite of everything Sawyer Trenton should want.

This powerful billionaire should hate the environmental activist picketing his company. Instead he is obsessed. He can’t stop thinking about starting a family, with her as the mother of his children.

As she plots to destroy him, he plots to keep her forever.







This is a spicy short story with an instalove romance plot. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA with marriage and pregnancy. Tropes include: age gap, forbidden love, baby-making, older man/younger woman, enemies to lovers.



















































HIS FERTILE FIXATION









R. L. Rochester





















































All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the author. The only exception is by a reviewer, who may quote short excerpts in a review.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locals is entirely coincidental.









Copyright © 2025 R. L. Rochester

All rights reserved.













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, big age gap (15 years).

















CHAPTER 1









FRIDA





THE TRENTON COMPANY are stubborn. Like an immovable object, they’re so stuck in their ways that they can’t see how much their actions affect our entire ecosystem. Well, they’re about to meet an irresistible force.





The property developers planning to build a new suburb on a wetland home to one of the most endangered birds in the state, and they totally refuse to play ball. That doesn’t deter me. In fact, it only makes my rage burn a little hotter.





“This is their home. Already 90% of it has been removed. If we remove more of it, where are they going to go?” I’m speaking directly into the barrel of a TV camera. I could give this speech in my sleep. I’ve been researching the Everglade Snail Kites, a kind of raptor bird that only lives here, since I started college five years ago. I’ve been protesting for their habitat for just as long.





I always feel a rush of empathy for the kites. Maybe because it hasn’t always been easy for me to find a home either. Since I bounced around foster families as a child, I’ve had to look out for myself. I funded my own college tuition by working long hours in hotel cleaning.





The reporter with her manicured nails and perfectly straightened hair is looking down at me. I know what she’s seeing. An environmental activist who looks too young to know what she’s talking about, hair messy, ripped jeans, screen-printed t-shirt.





Some people have suggested I should clean up my act so people take me more seriously. Others think that I need to stop dealing with the establishment. I like to think that means our movement has achieved the perfect middle ground.





“The Trenton Company say they can move the birds to a new habitat where they’ll be safe from the development. What do you have to say to that, Ms. Forth?” Her voice is clipped as she looks at me from behind the camera with suspicion.





That’s a new tack from the property developers. Until now, they’ve been pretending the birds don’t exist and claiming that we’re being unreasonable about nothing. Their new line means we’re getting somewhere.





The reporter seems to think she’s just taken down my arguments. I can see a smirk on the edge of her glossy lips, but I’m not afraid of her. A hundred people have turned out for this protest against the Trenton Company. This is not just my issue. Besides, I know the answer like the back of my hand.





“These birds eat just one food: snails. And the snails only live in these wetlands.” I gesture to the swampy land behind me. “If the Trenton Company decides to drain this water away for more million-dollar homes, theses birds are not going to be able to eat, no matter what relocation the Trenton Company has in mind. We can’t keep shunting more and more of the kites to a smaller and smaller patch of wetland. It won’t work. This is their home. Leave it be.”





Once the interview’s done the crowd pulls me back. We chant, we plan for tomorrow, and finally, we eat dinner before returning to our encampment.





And then I spot an opportunity. A door open. At the side of the Trenton Company construction office. We’ve been here for weeks and I’ve never seen a security breach like that. They’ve been on lockdown ever since we started this protest. But there are no guards tonight.





I have to take advantage of it before someone notices and fixes it.





Quick as a flash, I make my way across the carpark. The TV station company car is pulling away, and there’s only one other car in the carpark. I pray that it’s not anyone in the main office.





I peek in. It’s silent and plush. The air feels still and a little stale. The rows of glossy screens and adjustable desks look as though they’ve hardly been used. Maybe our protests have slowed down their work pace. I hope so.





I make my way over the soft carpet towards a filing cabinet. The drawer slides open with an echoing rattle. Index cards, suburb names, but no plans. The disappointment hits me in a wave. If only we had those plans, we’d know exactly what we were up against.





It’s only when a drawling, deep voice makes my belly flutter that I realize I’m not alone in the office.





“You know most of our files are digitized these days anyway.”





I whirl around almost too fast to process what I’m seeing. A tall, shockingly handsome man is looming over me.





He looks curious, but not surprised, as though he knew I was there for a while. I make a bolt for the door but he grabs my wrist, then drops it like he’s been burned.





Now he blocks my exit with his hulking frame. “Sawyer Trenton,” he says, as if I don’t know. His voice is a little strained now and he’s looking at me with interest in those golden hazel eyes.





I’ve seen his face. Of course I have, know your enemy and all that. I know what I’m up against.





I’ve done my research on Sawyer Trenton Jr. But he’s more handsome in real life. Almost too handsome. A long straight nose, a jawline dusted with stubble, and tousled golden hair that looks soft and silken.





This is what I’m up against. 200 pounds of solid, muscular strength. 200 years of family money come to life in a quest to destroy my favorite creatures.





Why is my first thought, on meeting the man I’ve hated for five years, that I want him to bend me over this filing cabinet and have his way with me?









CHAPTER 2









SAWYER





THE GIRL IS here. That was my first thought. I don’t remember her name.





I’d seen her on the news, in the reels of clips about the protesters my PR people compile for me. She can’t be older than 25 but she knew her stuff.





Lord knows I’ve never seen anyone so passionate about a bird. The Everglade Snail Kite, she calls it. She knows a hell of a lot. She must have been studying for years. Passionate enough to break into the Trenton Company offices, at least.





All these years draining wetlands and building houses and no one’s ever had the guts to try and steal documents from our office.





She didn’t seem to notice me at first. Too absorbed in rifling through the filing cabinets and frowning with concentration. I stood there for a few seconds watching her. She moved with such easy grace, like she’d had a lifetime of practice at breaking into offices and trying to steal important documents.





I watched her as she scanned the room nervously again. She didn’t see me in the shadows beside the conference room.





An attractive thief. Not that her clothing would let you know it. A too big t-shirt almost drowns out her curves. Almost, but not quite. As she bent over the filing cabinet it clings to her body, revealing the sharp curve of her spine and the indent of her waist.





“Most things are digitized these days anyway,” I drawled casually. She leapt with surprise and whirled to face me, her face a mask of righteous anger.





Then she bolted for the door. I pulled her back, encircling her wrist easily in one hand. She’s petite, but she doesn’t feel delicate. Her skin is warm and soft and I can feel her muscles shifting beneath it as she yanks her hand out of my grasp.





Now she’s frozen against the wall. I’m blocking her exit. She sinks back against the wall, staring at me.





“Sawyer Trenton,” I introduce myself. I’m unable to take my eyes off her. Her dark wavy hair is wild around her shoulders, her eyes bright with excitement and maybe a little fear too. But she meets my gaze with her soft brown eyes.





“I know.” That melodious voice flows out of her. Her full lips press together in a hard line. Her eyes are dark and scowling. “I didn’t think you’d be here.”





I rarely leave, I want to explain to her. This is my life, my family’s legacy, you’re trying to destroy. I can feel the rage simmering off her now.





I should feel it too, this anger. For weeks she’s been drumming up opposition to our biggest development, a new suburb which will make my name as the successor to the Trenton Company.





But as I meet those wide brown eyes, set in her olive skin and dark features, I can’t hate her. I know she’s right.





She’s feet away from me but there’s an undeniable heat between us, that rage connecting us like an irresistible electrical charge. Like if I make the wrong move she might bite my head off. Somehow I think I wouldn’t mind that.





Hell, this girl could run me over with a truck and I think I’d thank her.





“What can I say, I’m a workaholic. Lots of bird habitats to destroy.” There is some spite there. It comes to the surface as soon as I open my mouth.





I don’t resent what she’s doing but I do resent how she’s painted me throughout this whole thing. As though there’s some joy that I’m getting out of the environmental consequences of my actions.





This is my job, I want to tell her. I’m just doing what I’ve been doing for years. People need a place to live.





“That’s not really a joke. Because you actually are destroying the bird habitats.” Her voice is cold, controlled. Icy and armed with facts, just like she was on the news tonight when she said the birds wouldn’t have a home to come back to.





I wonder what she sounds like when she’s happy. I’ll never find out.





“And right now, you’re destroying company property.” I glance down at the filing cabinet, at the papers she’s holding in her hand right now.





She drops them to the ground with a thud and then raises her empty hands over her head. “I’ve barely touched your precious property.” There’s that icy tone again. She slams the filing cabinet shut in frustration.





“What are you looking for anyway?” I step closer towards her.





Despite myself, despite everything, I’m intrigued. I want to hear more of that resonant voice, the way she seems to oscillate between honey-like warmth and shards of ice.





The dark-haired protest leader looks at me suspiciously. Her features are hard and angry. The expression doesn’t hide her beauty. “The plans.”





“The plans are filed with the local authority and freely available to requesters.” The bane of my existence.





“Not to activists who want to use them to stir up trouble, supposedly.” She sounds outraged, as though the idea that she might stir up trouble is ridiculous. As if she’s not trespassing on company property right this second.





I can’t help but let my lips curve into a smile at how indignant she sounds.





“That is your band of protesters who have been camped outside our office for the last two weeks.” I gesture to the door. “Does that not count as stirring up trouble?”





She rolls her eyes and pouts those full lips. My breath catches in my chest. “I hope it’s trouble for you.”





“Breaking into my office is certainly trouble.” I take a step closer to this bold woman.





She bites her lip briefly and turns her eyes back to me. Sizing me up. Trying to gauge whether I’m going to call the cops.





I have a funny feeling that I’m not going to. “You know, the door was open. I’m not really breaking in.” Her eyes widen with nerves but her voice isn’t pleading. Not at all. It’s like she’s stating a fact.





But she is breaking in. I take a deep breath. This is not a hard decision. She should be easy to deal with. Within seconds I could have the police on their way. The building security could be here even sooner.





This protester is making my life hell. Losing company money as the protests and court cases wind through the process. All for some common bird.





Weeks of protests. Millions of dollars. Legal fees. PR fees. Delays to our latest development. The respect of my family. It’s all on the line right now and I’m wavering over it.





All because the protester who’s been making my life hell is making my heart race in my chest.





My father’s voice booms in my head. I don’t know if he’s cut-throat enough to run the company
 . Never made a hard decision in his life.






He’s rolling in his grave as I drop my phone back in my pocket and make my decision. I know he is. I can feel his disapproval just as if he was standing over my shoulder critiquing my golf swing.





I walk to the side door and hold it open. The look of shock on her face as she walks out the door is priceless. Even better is the pause as she turns back to me on the door step, her eyes narrowed, her lips parted, as though she’s trying to figure out a puzzle.





“You’re really letting me go?” She tilts that striking face up towards me. She’s not pretty. She’s more than that. She’s beautiful.





I don’t even know her name and I’m afraid to ask.





I just nod and hold open the door for her to leave. As she walks down the stairs I catch the scent of peaches on her skin.





***





It keeps me awake, that sweet scent of her. That look in those wide doe-eyes. When I finally dream it’s about her as well. Dirty, unthinkable fantasies of knocking up this young woman I barely know. I wake up raging hard for her.





She’s fifteen years younger than you, I remind myself. Far too young to have kids. And based on the fact that she’s been protesting my company for years, there’s not going to be anything between us. I need to stop deluding myself.





I feel embarrassed by how much I let her see. My weakness, exposed right in front of the person trying to destroy everything our company has been working towards. Just because I felt attracted to her in that moment.






Bad judgment.
 My father’s voice hisses in my ear again.





Why did I let her go yesterday? That was probably the best chance I’m ever going to have to stop this nonsense.





Since I took over the family business five years ago these protests have taunted me. The interviews were never about me taking over at the age of 30, what I hoped to achieve with one of the biggest local businesses in town.





The protests, run by some unknown college students, were always top of the list instead. I’ve gotta hand it to them, they’re clearly better at PR than our company is. They’ve dominated hundreds of news cycles at this point with new demonstrations and new angles on what will be lost if the Carter Point development goes ahead.





This needs to stop. We need to talk this through. Find a solution and stop these protests once and for all. That’s what I tell myself, because there’s only one thing I’m sure of: that I need to see her again.





Our construction office is essentially shut down because of the protests. I’m the only one there today but I don’t walk into the squat concrete prefab building.





Instead, I turn towards the wetland, towards the crowd of signs and people and tents.





It’s not until I’m among the protesters that I realize how many of them there are. There must be a hundred people here, all faces turned towards her. She is the beating heart of this group.





“I want to talk to you.” I shove aside the long-haired man with a weaselly face who tries to tell me to back off.





“You.” She’s sitting up on top of a tree stump, her face tilted back towards the sun.





When she sees me her eyes go wide with surprise. “Why?” Then they go narrow. “Is this about last night?”





I shake my head and offer her my hand but she look at it with disgust. She leaps down and stands by my side.





“Frida?” The long-haired man calls out as she walks away with me. I feel a surge of satisfaction from somewhere deep in my belly.





Frida.





Frida is coming with me instead of staying next to that weaselly-faced man who looks at her as though she’s his possession.





“I just think we need to talk,” I tell her in a low voice as I approach the office.





Before we enter she turns to me with a serious expression. I have to remind myself that this is business. “We can talk, Sawyer. But you have to actually listen. Trenton Company hasn’t been doing much of that lately.”





I nod and push open the door. I’ll hear her out if it means we can land on a solution that I can bring back to the board of the company. If I could sort out these protests, I’d have their respect and trust. They’d stop seeing me as my father’s son and start respecting me as a businessman in my own right.





“Our position is that the town needs this development. There’s a housing crisis and people need to live somewhere.” It’s entrenched deep inside me, the idea that what our company does is a good thing. People want their own homes. We provide them.





“Building on the wetlands is not the only solution. You know that. You do developments in other parts of the town too.”





Frida scoffs as I launch into my technical explanation of why we chose this site, what benefits it holds for home-buyers.





“Please. You can stop with the PR bullshit. Do you think I want to be here? I have a Master’s degree in biology, Sawyer. I want to be working my day job at the bird rehabilitation center. Instead, I’m here because your fucking company can’t stop ruining the environment.”





I can’t help but laugh. The idea that someone as fiery as Frida would be just as satisfied helping wounded birds as leading these protesters doesn’t ring true. “I think you’d have another cause if it wasn’t this one.”





She’s so outraged at this suggestion that she huffs through her nose and stamps her foot on the ground.





I’m trying to control myself. But the more she talks, the more animated she becomes, the more desperate I am to touch her. Need starts to course its way through my veins, intoxicating. My self-control and my desire to talk about business are both wearing thin the longer I look at this angel. The need to touch her is becoming overwhelming.





Flashes of my dreams last night come back into my mind. I only slept a few hours, plagued by her. Her scent. Her hair. Those eyes. And now she’s right in front of me I want to reach out and touch her. To make it reality.









CHAPTER 3









FRIDA





“AND YOU HAVEN’T listened to any of this.”





I’m jabbing my finger towards him as I talk. I don’t care if I look aggressive, or crazy, he said he wanted to hear our side of the story and I’m going to give him the whole thing. The Everglade Snail Kites deserve it. If he’s going to destroy their habitat he should at least know about them.





“Why do you care so much about this bird, Frida?” Sawyer’s looking at me with that thoughtful, curious expression once again. What a patronizing asshole.





“That’s the wrong question, Sawyer.” I make sure to add extra poison as I say his name. His eyes lock on mine and don’t look away as soon as I say it.





My stomach flips. I have to be angry with him. If I wasn’t angry with Sawyer, God knows what I would be doing with him right now. “The question is why have you never thought about any of this? Why do you get to disregard these issues until hundreds of people bring them to your attention?”





He frowns, his hazel eyes flickering dark with concentration. “We just work within the existing regulatory framework. If you have a problem with the regulations, your solution is lobbying the lawmakers. Not stopping us from acting within our permits.” He repeats the words as if he’s rote-learned them. He probably has.





“Like we have the resources for that!” As if organizing a protest wasn’t enough, now I should also be lobbying the state senate for environmental reform? I can’t believe that this man thinks he can tell me how to stop his own company’s actions.





I don’t understand him. He’s infuriating. He opens his handsome mouth but I can’t let him talk. If I do, I’m going to slap him and get arrested for assault. “This. This is exactly the fucking problem.” I gesture at him.





There’s a fiery glow in those hazel eyes as he watches me speak. “You think you’re entitled to take the maximum of what you legally can take from the environment and that you owe no obligations in return. These ecosystems don’t just support animal life, they support human life too-”





Before I know what’s happening, Sawyer is rushing forward and crushing his big body against mine.





Oh fuck.





I should be punching Sawyer in the face right now. I should be turning and walking out the door.





Instead I’m moaning embarrassingly loudly as he slides his tongue against mine and sets off a shower of sparks within my belly. Warm heat floods my senses.





“Fuck you,” I say as he starts to kiss my neck. I feel the vibration of his chuckle against my skin. I mean it, but I don’t, all at the same time. I pull him closer.





“Did you not want me to kiss you Frida?” he murmurs against my ear, sliding a palm under my t-shirt.





I just pull his mouth back to mine until we’re both gasping for breath. My hands are twined in his coarse sandy-blonde hair. His are grasping my hips, pulling me closer to him as though he’s afraid I’m about to run out the door.





He opens his mouth and I silence him with a kiss again. “Don’t. Let’s just not think about anything for the next hour.” There’s a flicker of something deep in those golden eyes, but he nods.





Those big hands slide up my spine until he’s unclasping my bra and pulling my shirt over my head in one smooth, practiced motion. I don’t dwell on how much practice Sawyer probably has. A man doesn’t get to the age of 40 looking like that without being mobbed by eligible women.





Not only are we enemies. Not only do I hate his guts. But Sawyer’s also a good fifteen years older than me. What would people think?





I shiver a little in the cool office and Sawyer pulls me closer to him. He’s staring down at my breasts with an unreadable expression on his face. As soon as I see that look in his eyes all my worries fade into the background. Gently, he lies me back on the desk and starts to trail his mouth down my chest. Each brush of his lips seems to raise my body temperature a little more until I’m burning with need.





“Is this okay?” He dips his head to take one of my breasts in his mouth.





“God yes. Keep going.” I pull his head closer to my chest and something about this feels so right. I don’t let myself dwell on why my body is screaming at me to hold Sawyer and never let him go.





Sawyer takes my nipple into his mouth and sucks at it, sending sparks of warmth right down to my core. I let out a moan as he swirls his tongue around my areola.





“Fuck, why does that feel so damn good?”





He laughs again, the low musical sound making more warmth pool in my belly.





He trails his mouth still lower and I raise my hips to let him slide my jeans down.





“Sawyer fucking Trenton.” I moan as he tongues the space between my legs. He starts with a long slow lick that makes me melt against the desk.





“Fuck you taste good, Frida,” he groans. Those dirty words sound beautiful in his polished voice.





He buries his face in my pussy and I come undone.





This is the enemy. That voice in my head keeps popping up to remind me. I push it away and focus on the rub of Sawyer’s stubble against my inner thighs, the warm persistent flickers of his tongue, and the way he’s pushing my thighs still wider apart as though he wants to taste more of me.





“Oh my God.” I finish with a sigh. I’m fully prepared for a rush of shame. But when Sawyer looks up at me with unrestrained lust in his eyes I realize that we’re not done yet.





I push away the confusing thoughts about his job and my job and how I ended up naked in this office. I just lose myself to my need for him as Sawyer slides his pants off his hips and pulls out the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen.









CHAPTER 4









SAWYER





FRIDA CUMS ON my face with a breathy, uneven moan that brings my cock to full mast.





I’ve always enjoyed giving head but I’ve never been this aroused without even touching myself. My pants are uncomfortably tight as I draw my eyes back to her face.





I was trying to tell myself that she was just an attractive protester. Something I needed to get out of my system. As soon as the taste of her hits my lips I know it’s something more than that. Her sweet nectar coats my tongue and pretty soon my mind is filled with those dreams again. Where I got her pregnant and kept her by my side, forever.





“Oh my God,” Friday breathes as she finishes. Her fingers twine in my hair. I lock eyes with her just as her bucking hips slow and she seems to re-enter the usual plane of existence.





She’s fully naked, laid out on my desk, and her curvy figure is the best thing I’ve ever seen. Her tits tilt upwards, topped with dusky pink nipples.





I don’t just feel a rush of irresistible attraction. I also feel the need to protect her. To claim her. To be the only one she touches from now on.





“You’re stunning,” I tell her and she smiles. I want to see that smile a thousand times more. It might be the first unguarded expression I’ve ever seen on her face, I realize. It opens up her features. Her brown eyes turn from stony to warm and her smile shines bright.





As she lies there panting every inch of her body is covered with a sheen of sweat that makes her olive skin look golden.





I’ve never needed someone so much. I’m about to explode. I fist my cock and look down at her.





“Don’t,” she says, reaching for me. “I want you inside me.”





“I don’t have a condom,” I admit. “I wasn’t exactly expecting this.”





“Neither.” She bites her lip. “But we could just do it anyway. I can get Plan B from the pharmacy. Please?”





There’s no part of me that is capable of thinking through the pros and cons of this plan as I look down at Frida’s already soaked pussy. The idea of getting Frida pregnant flashes through my head again and it brings me so much pleasure that it’s almost dizzying.





I groan as I sink inside her, so aroused that I’m already leaking precum. The hot, slick walls of her pussy welcome me inside.





“Fuck,” she cries out, digging her fingernails into my back. “Sawyer, that’s so fucking good.” Her eyes are wild as they meet mine. I push my tongue into her mouth as I penetrate her in a crushing, desperate kiss.





She moans against my jaw as I drive inside her again and again. With my thumb I tease her clit, enjoying the rhythm of her ragged breath as she gets closer to the edge again.





“That’s it, baby, you want to cum again, don’t you?”





She nods frantically and wraps her legs around mine, pulling me into her hot depths. Her tiny muscles start to spasm around me as I thrust faster.





“Frida, can I? Please?”





She nods her head. Her dark wavy hair bounces, loose around her shoulders. “Don’t pull out, Sawyer. I need to feel you inside me.”





I shoot ropes of cum inside her, filling her up. I hear her breath hitch in her throat. When I’m done I feel such a sense of peace that it’s like I’m floating.





Frida dips her head and kisses my shoulder as I keep pushing deeper inside her until my cock is soft.





“This was… Confusingly good,” she says, pulling me down for another kiss.





“I don’t think I’m going to get sick of this, Frida.” If I did this every day for the rest of time it wouldn’t be enough. I murmur against her jaw. She gives me a sad smile, pointing out the impossibility of that idea without words.





Then she pulls away. She moves around the office, gathering her clothes and pulling them on, until she’s fully dressed again. Protest leader Frida is back. My cock twitches as I remember that she’s still full of my cum.





“Do you think I could see those plans now?” she asks, her hand resting against my chest. My stomach drops.





For a few minutes I’d existed in a space where this rivalry between us didn’t exist. I’d been able to just enjoy being with Frida. To feel it was right and perfect and good. Now it’s gone.





“Of course.”





I would have given her the plans anyway. Hell, at this point, I would stop the entire development for her. But there’s a voice inside my head that tells me she’s just using me.





That I need to put a leash on these feelings before they run away from me. Already this is spiraling far out of my control. I want Frida, but more than that, I respect her. I want to hear her laugh. I want her to ask me not to let her go.





Instead, I’m reminded that our reasons for being here, for meeting, are totally irreconcilable. No matter how much my mind is racing ahead, building a future where we fill a home with children, it’s simply not realistic.









CHAPTER 5









FRIDA





THERE’S A SHIFT in Sawyer as he hands me the plans. Like he’s surprised to be reminded of why we’re both here.





“Frida, wait,” he says as I head towards the exit at the side of the office. I don’t know how I’m going to explain to people where I’ve been.





He rakes a hand through his golden hair as he turns those puppy-dog eyes towards me. “There’s a cocktail party tonight. At our offices in the city. I was wondering… It might be stupid, not your kind of thing at all, really.” His face reddens as he thinks it through. “Would you want to come with me?”





It takes a beat for me to process that he’s making a genuine offer. When I realize, it tugs at my heart a little. Who knew Sawyer Trenton would crack right open after one time having sex with him.





“C’mon, Sawyer, think about it. I can’t walk into a cocktail party at your family business which I’m trying to bring down.”





He looks wounded and I feel a pang of regret in my belly. After one day of spending time with him it’s clear that Sawyer is not the cut-throat businessman everyone portrays him to be. I step closer. “This was shockingly good. But it can never happen again.”





“Well, at least, take my number. We will have to discuss this protest at some point.” He gives me a sad smile and keys his number into my phone.





There’s no way that Sawyer Trenton has caught feelings for me after a one-night stand. So why does it feel like I’m breaking his heart by not going to a cocktail party with him?





I lay a soft kiss on his cheek before I leave.





Even if I wanted to go, which I don’t, we have plans to go on a camping trip tonight. The others have been talking about it enthusiastically. Supposedly this kind of team bonding is critical to our success a protest movement.





We head out in Jeeps, driving along a bumpy road until in the distance we can see a flat and muddy campsite by the river. The wetlands are alive here, with birds and frogs and insects everywhere you turn.





Normally being out in nature like this makes me feel energized. Seeing these animals in their natural habitat can take my mind of anything.





But not Sawyer, apparently.





The further we move away from the development site the more uneasy I feel. It seems like there’s a plan that everyone else is in on. I’m not sure what’s going on.





As we sit around a bonfire, cooking smores, there should be a relaxed sense of camaraderie. Instead everyone seems focused, deep in thought.





We go through the same motions as usual. Someone picks up a guitar and we sing songs. There’s an air of anticipation that I don’t understand. Murmurs run through the group and never fully reach my ears. Probably some kind of in-joke I missed this afternoon.





I’m distracted anyway.





My mind keeps circling back to earlier today. The way Sawyer’s large, rough hands stroked my body so tenderly. The way he knew exactly what to do with his mouth.





“Brianna,” I ask my friend. She’s cradling her two-year-old, Isla, who’s fallen fast asleep on her lap. “You and Max come from different backgrounds. How did you know that you wanted to start a life together?”





Brianna works in corporate marketing while her husband, Max, is an artist. Her face lights up, like it always does when she talks about Max. He’s slack-lining between two trees over by the riverbank. “I just knew. Sometimes you just have to trust your gut. Even when it’s telling you the opposite of what your brain is thinking.”





“Does it make things hard for you?”





“Everyone’s different.” Brianna shrugs. “Sometimes Max is a mystery to me. But getting to know a new side of him every day is all part of it.”





“I know what you mean.” I reply without thinking it through and she gives me a long look, her blue eyes warm in the firelight.





“Oh do you?” she asks, quirking an eyebrow. Isla stirs on her lap. “Mummy, can we go home yet?”





Brianna gives me an apologetic smile. “I think we’d better get back to our tent.”





I watch them retreat. Max sees them heading back and runs over to Brianna’s side. His long hair and tattoos are a stark contrast to Brianna’s carefully neutral clothing, her french manicure and smooth chignon hairdo. And yet there’s such tenderness as he ducks his head down to kiss the top of Brianna’s head.





I feel a surge of nerves as I realize that I’m imagining myself and Sawyer in the same position. I can’t imagine him camping. I can’t imagine myself at a cocktail party. But maybe, we could help each other navigate those unfamiliar spaces.





I lie in my tent alone, turning it over in my mind until I can’t resist anymore. How’s the cocktail party?
 I text him.






Better if you were here.
 He replies instantly and I can’t control the rush of joy. Like he’d been waiting for me to get in touch.






I want to see you.
 My heart is beating out of my chest. He’s a busy man. He probably had another date. He’s not going to want to see me.






Where are you?
 Once again, the reply is near instant.





I share my location. Be there in 30,
 he writes.





Half an hour later, on the dot, I hear a rustling in the bushes outside.





“Did anyone see you?” I ask him, ducking out to meet him, as he unzips the tent. In the distance, over his shoulder, everyone is still gathered around the bonfire. Blissfully unaware of whether I’m in my tent or not.





It feels like a relief to have the focus away from me for a second. To be able to enjoy myself without having to decide what everyone should do next.





The ghost of a smile passes over his face. “Are you ashamed of me, Frida?” he growls. He places one of his palms flat against the small of my back and pulls me towards him.





“More like worried that you’ll be mobbed to death if any of them see you.” He chuckles and kisses me lightly. The gentle brush of his lips sends heat whirling through my veins.





“Hmm, that’s funny, because someone told me these were perfectly peaceful protesters.”





I cock my eyebrow. “We have been so far. But I don’t think they’ll like this.”





“We can go back to mine,” he says. “If you’re worried.”





I nod and let him lead me down to the bumpy road, where his truck is parked. Next to the beat-up Jeeps that most of our crew drive, it stands out. Too clean, too shiny, with red and white company branding.





“You brought your fucking Trenton Company truck?”





“Well, it’s my only car.” His brows pull together in confusion as he climbs into the cab.





“Thank God everyone is beside the campfire.”









CHAPTER 6









SAWYER





IT SCARES ME how much I need her. How consumed I am by the thought of taking Frida again. I thought I was dreaming that she had texted me but it was real. Now she’s in the passenger seat of my truck and I can barely contain myself.





Just seeing her and knowing that just hours ago I filled her with my cum is enough to make me fully hard again.





I wanted to take her in that tent, let that whole campsite hear that she was mine, but instead we’re quietly sneaking away. I don’t want to ruin her life. But I do want that weaselly man with the long hair to see us together. To know that she’s choosing me, tonight.





Frida changes the music to some upbeat pop music and I don’t grumble about it.





As she relaxes into the seat she turns to me. “I don’t know why I texted you, Sawyer. I just needed to, I guess.”





Frida needed me tonight. I let her words wash over me and bring me soothing release.





I hold her hand in the center console as we drive to my apartment. I don’t want to let her go.





There’s no reason for me to expect anything. Not after she pushed me away so clearly after our last time.





And yet, I can’t treat this as if it’s just a hook up.





She doesn’t comment as she walks into my apartment, just looks around with her eyes wide, as though she’s absorbing all the details. I feel a rush of nerves, like I need to justify my lifestyle to her.





Either way, she doesn’t care, I remind myself. This is just sex to her. Good sex, maybe, but still just sex. I am just a useful man who happens to be deeply, irresistibly attracted to Frida.





Frida sits on the edge of my bed and I force myself to sit calmly beside her. Behaving like a rational human being instead of setting free the raging animal that longs to sink its teeth into her supple skin.





She sees me pull out a condom and places a hand on mine. “We should,” I say, but she bites her lip.





My heart thrums in my chest as she tosses it aside.





And there it is again. That beast that roars inside me at the thought of filling Frida up with my seed. At claiming her so fully that she’s carrying my baby for the next nine months.





I strip off her clothes, then mine.





“You could get pregnant,” I tell her. I flatten my hand against her taut lower belly.





She just nods quietly, looking up at me with those soft brown eyes filled with a searing heat. “I know.”





“Do you want that? Is that what this is about? Because if you think this is complicated now, that would be a whole new level.”





“It just felt so fucking right yesterday, Sawyer.” Finally. She’s admitting that she felt the same way I did.





I look down at Frida, her dark hair spread out on the pillow wild and loose, her perfect breasts topped with dusky pink nipples, the smooth curve of her waist and the flare of her hips.





She pulls me closer, welcoming me closer between her legs until my cockhead is pressed against her wet entrance.





“You want me to breed you, don’t you Frida?” She bites her lower lip and looks up at me.





The picture of confusion and innocence. As though she hasn’t quite processed this new desire yet.





Her eyes fall on my cock and go wide. Her pupils are blown out. She reaches for me and starts to stroke my shaft with those soft hands, before massaging my swollen balls.





“It’s okay, you can admit what you want baby.”





She lets out a moan from between clenched teeth as I tease her clit with my thumb. “Knock me up, Sawyer. I need to feel this cock explode inside me again.”





I thrust inside her in one long stroke. She looks up at me, helplessly, with those full lips wide open and her chest rising and falling as she lets out a breathy moan.





“God you feel good, baby. Such a naughty girl, begging for me to fill you up. Don’t you know we’re supposed to be fighting?” I slide a finger into her mouth and she nips it gently.





“Instead you want me to take control of your fertile body, don’t you?” I keep my voice light and soft but I’m driving into her harder than ever. My body can’t help but reveal the depth of my desire. I need to line my cockhead up with her cervix. To make sure that my seed is going to get her pregnant.





“You know Frida, I won’t be able to let you go once you’re carrying my child. You’ll be mine, and everyone will know it. How you begged for me to take that fertile pussy raw. How you didn’t care that I was your sworn enemy, or that I’m more than a decade older than you.”





She lets out a breathless cry and pulls me deeper inside her. I feel her walls pulse around me, an irresistible massage that makes my balls swell almost painfully large.





“You’re going to be so sexy when you’re pregnant, baby.” I trace my hand over her breasts and her soft belly.





“I want you to cum at the same time as me, okay Frida? Wrap your legs around me. Here it comes baby.” I twist her nipples, and I watch as her back arches up towards me. I let out a low grunt as her walls pulse around me, massaging me and milking every last drop of cum from my cock.





I collapse on top of her when I’m done, making sure my still-hard cock is pushing those drops of cum as deep as possible. I kiss her gently and she moans in the back of her throat.





I pull her tight against me, spooning her with my cock still plugging her full of my cream.





“Good girl, Frida,” I whisper against her neck. “You’re going to stay full of me all night.”









CHAPTER 7









FRIDA





I HEAD DOWN to the river for some bird-watching as soon as Sawyer drops me back at Carter Point.





Act like you were always here, I will myself. You’ve been here all night. You slept in your tent. You didn’t just have an insanely fancy breakfast involving croissants in an inner-city apartment, cooked for you by a ridiculously handsome, wealthy man who is also your sworn enemy.





I feel a rush of guilt as I think about lying to my friends. Brianna and Max in particular.





The bird calls relax me for once and I look out at the murky water of the wetlands. Every inch of it is alive. Nature calls to us and speaks to us in these places. We can’t destroy them.





At first I think I’m imagining the voices. Then I realize there are yells coming from the campsite. They sound picnicked.





I jog back towards them and see police dragging people into a van. There are only a few people left standing around and they’re being rounded up, one by one, by police officers.





“What the hell?” I jog over to them. “Hey, they weren’t doing anything. Is this about the protests? We’re always peaceful.”





“You know what this is about.” The officer’s face is hard and there’s no patience in those steely blue eyes. Before I know it I’m being handcuffed and read my rights.





Five years of organizing protests and we’ve never been arrested.





“What’s going on?” I ask in the van. “Did something happen?” I try to catch the eyes of my friends but everyone’s eyes are downcast. It’s too quiet. Like they’re feeling guilty about something.





It’s nerves, I tell myself. Everyone is worried about what’s going to happen at the police station. I recite the phone number of a lawyer which I’ve memorized for situations just like this one.





“Hey, guys, it’s going to be okay. We haven’t done anything illegal. Our lawyers will sort this out.” I try to boost morale but it only makes the mood worse.





“Yes we have,” sobs Ali. She’s only a second-year college student and very new to this. “I’m so sorry, Frida. We didn’t mean to get you in trouble.”





“No, hey, I’m serious. They’ve got nothing on us.” I try to meet her eyes but she looks away, burying her face in Gareth’s shoulder.





Gareth shakes his dark hair from his eyes. “I’m sorry, Frida.”





No one explains anything further but everyone is shooting me guilty, furtive looks. I begin to feel that whatever I was missing yesterday, it wasn’t just an inside joke.





I take deep breaths and try to relax as we are shunted from the confined space inside the van into interrogation rooms. I’m first in line. As leader, they think I know something.





Police officers come into to ask me questions, their faces hard. “I don’t know what happened. I wasn’t there last night. I want to call my lawyer.” I must repeat these sentences countless times and yet nothing changes.





They scoff. “That’s what everyone here has said. But we know that someone blew up the plumbing work that was going to be used to drain the wetlands at Carter Point last night. It’s Trenton Company property and it’s valued at millions of dollars.”





“What?” My mind is racing. The campsite at Carter Point was right beside the initial plumbing work to drain the wetlands. It was still a work in progress and it wasn’t operational yet. “None of us would do that.”





Explosives? Blowing up construction work? None of it is what I’ve built this protest movement on.





Moves like this could destroy everything I’ve built. In fact, they are destroying everything I’ve built, I think as I look around the stark whiteness of a police interview room for the first time in my life. I never wanted to end up here.





I rest my face on the cool smooth surface of the interview desk and suck in a mouthful of air. In my head, I relive last night with Sawyer. I replay it over and over again. It’s the only thing that relaxes me.





Something that good can’t happen only once, I tell myself. You will feel that happy again.





For the first few hours, I believe I’m going to be okay. All I need is one other person who was there last night to confirm that I wasn’t around. That whatever happened, I had nothing to do with it.





Someone will tell the police the truth. That I wasn’t there last night. I believe it. Because these are my friends, I tell myself. These are people who I have brought into the movement, who I’ve educated about this issue, who believe in the same things as me.





The hours stretch on and it doesn’t happen. As the morning turns into the afternoon, I start to panic. It hurts to realize that no one is helping me out.





“I can prove I wasn’t at the campsite last night,” I tell them finally, when I realize nothing else will save me. My voice is shaking.





The officer narrows his eyes. “How? You have an alibi?” He’s skeptical. I’m sure everyone is trying to come up with a reason they weren’t anywhere near whatever kind of vandalism went on last night.





My blood boils when I think about who might have organized this. Gareth was behind this, I realize. He’s always been at my side but he often thinks he knows better. When I’m not there he steps up. More often that not, I have to walk back whatever hare-brained scheme he’s come up with.





I guess this time he just decided not to even run it past me. Well, if he thought I would shoot down his big idea once again, he was damn right. I never would have encouraged any of our people to get involved with something that could put them on the wrong side of the law.





I look down and take a deep breath. “I was with Sawyer Trenton. He picked me up at 11pm.”





The officer laughs in my face. “Yeah right. And I was with Marilyn Monroe.”





“Ask him!” I call as he heads out of the room. “Please! I’m not lying.”





They don’t come back in for a long while. When they do, there’s a bit of a commotion at the doorway.





I look up to see Sawyer pushing his way past the skeptical officer, who looks genuinely gobsmacked to see him there.





Sawyer wraps me in his arms and his solid weight immediately makes me feel safe. A wave of tiredness hits me.





“Hey! No touching,” yells the officer and Sawyer straightens up, leaving a hand on my shoulder. I don’t need to look at Sawyer’s face to know that he’s using his full-on golden boy routine with these officers.





“She was with me last night. Did you tell them you were with me?” he asks me, tilting my face up towards him.





I nod frantically and he pulls me closer to his side, ignoring the cop’s disapproving stare.





“They didn’t believe me,” I tell Sawyer. “They laughed at me.”





I cling to his shirt, needing something to tether me to the earth.





“What evidence do you have that Frida was there last night, officer?” Sawyer asks, his voice simmering with anger. “Anything at all? Or did you just drag her in here because she happened to be at Carter Point this morning? Association with the protesters is not evidence of vandalism. And I’d know, because I’m the one whose property was vandalized.”





The officer splutters with rage. He clearly doesn’t like it when someone else is in control of the situation. “She was there with all of those hippies! She’s the one from TV.”





Sawyer just looks down at him. “If that’s all you’ve got, we’ll be leaving now,” he says cooly. He pulls me to my feet and cradles my face as though he’s checking whether I’m injured.





“I’m fine,” I tell him. “Just starving. Let’s get out of here.”





The officers just gape at us as Sawyer makes his way out. They make no move to stop me from leaving. It must be a nice thing to go through life with the kind of power and confidence that stops the police from touching you.





I get in Sawyer’s truck again but this time I don’t feel a flicker of shame about associating with the man who’s been my enemy. Now I just feel confused and numb about who I should be fighting.





“You’re never going back to that camp, Frida. Not after how they treated you. Any one of them could have told the police you were not involved. Why didn’t they? For hours and hours, they let you sit in the interview room.”





I’ve never seen Sawyer angry, I realize. No matter how much I’ve yelled at him, he’s remained calm throughout everything.





But right now, as he talks about how my friends betrayed me, his face is alight with rage.





“You think they were going to throw me under the bus.” I’m slowly processing what happened. Why the police didn’t believe me.





Sawyer takes my hand in his, like he did the other night, only right now he’s holding it tighter. Squeezing it. Reassuring me that he’s here even if no one else is. I watch the sunlight play across his face as he drives.





“They were, Frida.” He says it quietly, regretfully, as though it’s a truth I shouldn’t have to face. When really I should have chosen my friends more carefully.





I knew that we’d had an explosion of new protesters recently. I hadn’t realized that it had changed the whole protest movement so much. To the point where they didn’t even trust me enough to tell me what they were planning. I wipe the tears from my cheeks and Sawyer shoots me a glance.





Why isn’t he getting any joy out of this, I wonder? No matter how much he’s attracted to me, how much he’s enjoyed having sex with me, it’s still good for him if our whole protest movement gets arrested. It means the Trenton Company has won. The thought rips through my chest.





“You can just drop me at my apartment,” I say, my throat choked with tears. I don’t want to go home, where I’ll have to face Garrett and Melanie and all of them as they return from the police station as well.





He turns to me in shock. “Not a chance, Frida. You’re coming home with me.”









CHAPTER 8









SAWYER






ONE WEEK LATER…






“You know, we don’t have to do this again if you don’t want to.”





Frida rolls her eyes at me. “Do I have to spell this out for you, Sawyer? We’ve been over it so many times.”





Since I brought her home last week, she hasn’t left my place except to collect her things from her apartment. And I don’t want her to.





“You could tell me again.” I squeeze her ass gently. She giggles and I feel her thighs clench against me.





Sometimes I get whiplash from how quickly all this has happened. This time last week, I didn’t know Frida’s name. Now I’m planning a future with her. I’ve upended my business for her. And I regret nothing.





With her half-naked on my lap, it was all worth it.





The protests are over. Not because of the arrests, but because I’ve agreed to her demands. The development is on hold, the kites are saved, and my work time has been very empty without the development and related PR-trouble to combat.





It’s over to the environmental consultants now to devise a way that we can keep the development while keeping the impacts on the ecology of the area as minimal as possible.





And I don’t think their ecological expert, who is in my bed right now, is going to be working particularly fast. Not if our plans to get her pregnant have anything to do with it.





Frida is straddling me. She leans forward so that her wavy hair hangs low over my face and smiles down at me.





“I want this just as much as you do,” she says, kissing me between every word. “I don’t know why. I can’t explain it. But I know that you, Sawyer Trenton, the man that I previously thought was in the running for asshole of the century, are going to be the perfect baby daddy to our child.”





“If we have a child,” I remind her.





“Oh we’re going to have a child,” she says in that dangerous, determined voice. She lays a painfully seductive kiss on my lips and my cock stars to stir again.





There’s nothing Frida can’t do if she puts her mind to it. I thought I was stubborn, but I’ve got nothing on her. I can’t resist stroking my hand over her lower belly again.





I can’t wait to see her figure changing as her fertile womb accepts my seed. It might not happen, but I believe that Frida can do whatever she sets her mind to. I’ve got a great feeling about this.





Frida’s wearing her panties — we’ve just come from a brunch date — but I can see her wetness starting to show through. Or is it my cum leaking from her from earlier today?





There’s barely an hour of the day when she’s not filled with my cum and I love it. I’m addicted to filling her up, to the sensation of her silken walls pulsing around me until I’m totally drained.





I wonder about it sometimes. How as soon as I saw her I knew that she was special. Something inside me knew that she was the one who would carry my children. Who would change my life and make me a new man.





This young woman has breathed a new energy and purpose into my days. The Trenton Company is reforming, all because of her. We might create a scandal but it’s all going to be worth it the day that I know Frida is carrying my child. The day I get to tell the world that this fertile young woman is mine.





I slip my hand under the waistband of her panties and stroke her pulsing nub. She tilts her head back and starts to grind herself against my hand.





“That’s a good girl. You’re ready to be bred again.”





She lets out an impatient moan at my featherlight, teasing strokes and yanks down my boxers. My cock springs out at full mast.





As Frida rides me she tells me what she’s most looking forward to about being pregnant. “I’m going to want you even more, Sawyer. Every day, you’ll have to fill me up like this.”





“I think that can be arranged, baby.”





She lets out a gasp as I place my hands on her waist and start to thrust into her deeper and harder. My balls slap against her as she rides me, her breasts rippling with the impact as I slam into her over and over again.





“Yes, Sawyer, fuck me how you want. Take control of my fertile body.” She’s on top, but I’m controlling the pace now, raising my hips to meet her just as she slides down on my shaft.





I groan at her words. I didn’t think I had a breeding kink, but for her, it’s all I can think about. There’s no one else I’ve felt like this with. This need to get Frida pregnant, to keep her filled with my cum, to claim her in a way that is undeniable.





Even once she’s pregnant, I know I’m going to be looking forward to the time when she’s fertile once again and we get to enter this frenzied period of making a baby.





“You’re so deep,” she gasps as I feel my cock start to twitch inside her. I loop my arms around her shoulders and pull her body flush with mine as I finish inside her with a deep groan.





“Feel that, baby? That’s all for you.” I murmur in her ear as my cock explodes and doesn’t stop.





Frida lets out a squeal of excitement. “Oh my God. I love that feeling. I think there’s even more than there was last time.”





“I think so too, baby. My body’s trying to make sure you get knocked up.” I kiss her cheek and just enjoy the feeling of us breathing together, exhausted, as my cum slowly leaks out of her.





Bliss.





I’m going to fill Frida again. And again. As many times as she’ll let me. So that she’s always pregnant with my child.





My fertile enemy. My fertile lover. And soon, my pregnant wife.









EPILOGUE









FRIDA





THE WETLAND ROLLS by out the windscreen and we can soon hear the haunting call of the birds. On the walk along the muddy hiking trail that leads us to the edge of the wetland, five-year-old Callum tugs on my hand in his eagerness to see the birds.





Sharing my love of nature with my family is something special.





The first time I told Sawyer I was pregnant it was out here at Carter Point. I told him I wanted to see the birds. The whole way out here, over the bumpy dirt roads, I felt incredibly nauseous and I thought he would guess before I could surprise him.





Instead his eyes went wide with genuine surprise and a glow of love that I’ve still never adjusted to. Even now, seven years on from our first meeting, we can still knock each other off our feet. Especially when it comes to our desire to make a baby together.





I don’t think we’ve reached the end of that road yet. Will we ever stop? I wonder. How big should our family really be? And yet I know as soon as I have this baby, I’m going to want another one. And Sawyer will be itching to knock me up again.





Right now I’m five months pregnant, but I’ve still got enough energy to make it out here. No matter how long it takes, or how slow I have to walk, it’s worth it to see the Everglade Snail Kite.





Besides, I have a supportive husband who will slow down when I need him to, no matter how quickly he’d like to walk. Sawyer is helping out, with little Pippa strapped to his chest. He’d probably rather jog up here like the fitness freak he is, but with our family he slows down to our pace.





I catch his eye and he takes my hand. “Not too fast for you?”





“It’s perfect,” I tell him.





Once we’re out at the colony there’s a story that needs to be told. “You know, your Daddy once tried to remove these birds.”





“Why would you do that, Daddy?” asks Carter, his eyes wide. “I like birds.”





Sawyer shoots me a look and quirks his eyebrows. I see the flash of “oh, you want to go there?” in his eyes but I love it. Every time we visit the wetland, which is often, I have to remind him that he wanted them gone.





“Your mother talked me out of it, buddy.” He ruffles Carter’s hair. “She always knows best.”





“If it weren’t for these birds, I never would have met your father.” I point out as the kites swoop and cry above us. Sawyer takes my hand in his and squeezes it.





The love of my life. The father of my children. And it all started with these birds.
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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.
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