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His Fertile Obsession: A Forbidden Age Gap Romantic Erotica Story








Once he’s done with her, she will be big and round and filled with his baby.







Cleo has run away from everything she knows. Her fiancee. Her job. Her friends. Right into the arms of man who has no intention of letting her go.

The mysterious owner of the luxury yacht she’s working on is possessive, dominant, and determined. He’ll do whatever it takes to give this princess a beautiful round belly and satisfy his deepest desire… Even if it risks his reputation and his business.







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



















































HIS FERTILE OBSESSION









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.

















CHAPTER 1









CLEO





THIS IS CRAZY. Everyone says so. Delaying my wedding to crew on a luxury yacht? Throwing away a stable office job with benefits? May as well join the circus. 





No one understands it. Not my fiancee Matt, not my friends, not my parents. 





Still, I’m doing it. I cinch the silk tie around my waist a little tighter and try to hold the floppy sunhat on my head as the salty sea breeze tries to carry it away. It’s cooler than I expected, but I grit my teeth and smile at the yacht’s captain, Greg, who is waving at me from the deck of the ship.





In my head, working on a luxury yacht looks like Mamma Mia! All crystal blue waters, retro clothes, and a choice of three sexy older men. I’ve even packed accordingly — my best sets of matching tops and skirts, my favorite bikini, sun dresses for days.





The reality is going to be anything but those fantasies. I’m going to be issued some boring uniform to wear. My impractical crocheted bikinis are hardly going to get an outing. Still, a girl can dream. And if I get even one swim a week in the Mediterranean sun in between a week of busy, back-breaking labour as I try to keep some rich people happy, that sure beats my office job back home. 





Then I step onto the yacht and see the intense brown eyes of a handsome older man watching me. The mystery man is standing next to the captain. The contrast between Greg’s round face and the chiseled jawline of this hunk is stark. He looks unkempt but in an expensive way, with worn jeans, a rumpled business shirt unbuttoned to show a thatch of chest hair, and a five o’clock shadow coating his jawline. 





Compared to Matt’s boyish, immature features, this mystery guy is a proper man. The kind who could throw me around in the bedroom. I feel bad for the fantasies that rush through my head, but if I’m honest with myself, there was a reason I needed some space from my engagement. I agreed to take a break because that was what Matt wanted. Secretly I doubt that the break is going to end with a happy wedding the way I know he’s hoping.





Maybe that reason for all that drama is right in front of me. This mystery man’s deep brown eyes make me think I’ll like this place after all. Maybe my Mamma Mia dreams will come true.





The open look of desire that flashes across his face when he sees me makes me glad that I picked out this dress for my first day. Then he frowns and turns away from me, raking a hand through curly dark hair that is swept back from his forehead. 





Greg explains something as he points at me and the attractive man nods, clenching his jaw tightly. 





I don’t know who the mystery man is. He turns away into an office by the time I make my way onto the deck of the yacht and Greg greets me with a wide smile and a firm handshake. Despite my best efforts to find out his identity, I don’t get any closer during my first week. 





Instead it’s a whirlwind of cleaning, cooking, sweeping the deck, welcoming guests on board, and trying to remember the labyrinth-like layout of corridors and stairs on board this huge yacht. I’m so tired every night that I flop into bed, exhausted, with barely enough time to interrogate my bunkmate about whether she’s seen a mysterious hunk around this yacht.





It’s just what I wanted. Sun, beautiful beaches, and work that’s hard enough that I forget all about my broken engagement. 





Mostly I’m so worn out from work that the mystery man and his broad shoulders stay far from my mind. Instead, I just grab dinner from the kitchen, scarf down the food and head back to my room to stretch my sore muscles. Still, at night, the thought of those melted chocolate eyes sends a thrill through me. We’ve pulled out of port. We’re on the ocean. That mystery guy is still on the boat. If only I could find out who he is. 





Finally, as I start my second week, I feel confident enough with my new friends to get a scrap of information about him.





“Do you mean Alex?” another crew member asks when she hears me describe him in the break room. “Sexy as hell, right? He owns the whole thing.”





“The whole yacht?” I look around at the luxurious fittings and the hardwood floors. This thing must be worth millions.





“The whole business. He never used to be around until his divorce last year. Now it’s all he has or something.” She shrugs flippantly, unaware that her words have reawakened my determination to find this man.





Divorce. That sounds promising. 





Alex. Alexander. He seemed rich, but not that level of rich. I would have assumed he was a guest, not the mega-billionaire owner of this entire yachting company. Now all I need is to see him again. 





Of course, it happens when I’m least prepared for it. While I’m on the way back from the bathroom, fully clothed in my pajamas but with my hair loose and damp around my shoulders. It’s late at night and I’m exhausted. Seeing him is like something out of a dream, this huge handsome man with a brooding expression on his face.





He storms down the corridor, his eyes dark beneath the moody frown on his brow. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him smile. I can’t look away as he approaches, but he won’t even meet my eyes. We’re the only two people in the corridor. It’s like he’s deliberately avoiding me. 





“Hi Alex!” I call out as I approach him, putting on my best employee-of-the-month smile. He just stares straight ahead, his face stony, and keeps walking down the narrow corridor.

 

As he passes me, I get a whiff of expensive cologne. His shoulders are so broad that they brush against mine. He doesn’t acknowledge this whisper of contact, even though it sets my skin on fire. A chill runs down my spine. Not the bad kind. The kind that makes heat flare in my belly. 





He doesn’t turn, though I glance back over my shoulder to see if he felt it too. It leaves me wondering if that look on my first day was all in my head. Wishful thinking. 





I wanted an older man to spice up this break from my engagement, to show me things I’ve never felt before, so I imagined something that wasn’t there. But it certainly doesn’t seem like Alex wants me. 













CHAPTER 2









ALEXANDER





AS SOON AS I saw Cleo walking onto the yacht, I knew it was a bad idea to have her on board. Not while I’m in this state. Since my divorce, things haven’t been the same. I’ve been irrational. Emotional. Barely able to control my impulses. And a temptingly gorgeous young woman like her is nothing but torture for every one of my senses. 





I gave Greg the nod to hire her anyway. People running away from their past, like she is, are the perfect crew on a yacht like this. They throw themselves into the work to avoid their problems. 





Now I regret it. What the hell I was thinking when I said Greg should hire her? She’s all I can think about. Day, night, sleep, it’s all her. She’s everywhere, all over the yacht. 





That night when I saw her walking down the corridor, all alone, is etched into my memory. Her bare shoulders. Her damp hair. The smell of her shampoo is impossible to avoid in the enclosed space.





But I resist the urge to touch her that thrums through my veins. I clench my fists into tight balls. I keep walking. I don’t turn around. 





Now, two days later, I walk out onto the deck of the ship and she’s laid out for me in the tiniest bikini I’ve ever seen. The crocheted fabric clings to the rise of her breasts and reveals the diamond points of her nipples. The bikini bottoms can hardly contain the round swell of her hips. I strongly suspect the ass lying against that sun lounger would make my mouth water. It’s going to be near-impossible to resist her now that I’ve seen her like this.





I have a massive breeding kink and seeing her laid out like that, with every soft curve on display, is like a red flag to a bull. Everything about this young woman makes me long to put a baby inside her. My cock stirs as I think about it.





Her skin shines with sunscreen and she’s lying back with her eyes covered in dark glasses. I can’t tell if she’s awake or not. 





I take the lounger next to her and try not to stare too obviously. No matter what, no matter how much every inch of her body looks like it was made for me, she’s an employee on my yacht. Totally off-limits. No matter what my body is telling me. 





“Hello Cleo.” I smile at her as I open my book.





“Alex?” she sits up with surprise. I can’t drag my eyes away from her tits, which are somehow pressed together in a deep line of cleavage despite the flimsy crocheted bikini she wears. “I’ve gotta say, I’m surprised you know my name.”





“I apologize. I haven’t exactly been polite.”





“No. You haven’t.” Her eyes narrow. “Why is that, if you don’t mind me asking?” She wraps her lips around one leg of her sunglasses, soft and pillowy and absolutely irresistible.





All the blood leaves my brain. My breath catches in my throat and I make a choking sound. Cleo’s question is so straightforward. I just didn’t see it coming. 





“Well -” I splutter as I will her not to glance to look down and notice the throbbing erection I’ve developed. Then I pause. I take a deep breath. I’m feeling flustered, and I’m not used to the sensation. Normally I’m in control. 





Cleo’s looking at me with an open, curious expression on her face, as though she’s surprised to see me in this state as well. 





I reach for control of the situation again by doing the only thing I can think of. Telling the truth.





I run a hand through my hair and let out an exhale. “I found you to be a very attractive young woman, Cleo.”





She raises her eyebrows. “You’re not so bad yourself. For an older man.” I like the way she describes me as an older man, her eyes turning slightly hungry as she says it. The need to claim her roars into my veins.





“If you like that so much, why don’t you prove it?” I growl. 





I’m worried I’ve gone too far. Then I see the glimmer of excitement in her crystal blue eyes. 





Cleo kneels in front of the sun lounger, looking up at me and tossing her wavy hair back over her shoulders. She slips a hand into the waistband of my shorts. 





“You’re so hard.” Her eyes are as big as saucers. “Is that all for me? Just because I’m wearing a cute bikini?” She’s teasing me, swaying her shoulders so that those gorgeous breasts jiggle with the movement. 





Cleo giggles as my cock twitches in her hand in response, the tip already wet with pre-cum. 





As she looks at my cock with her mouth hanging open, there’s genuine pleasure in her eyes. And as much as I know this is wrong — she’s half my age, for God’s sake — I can’t resist giving my princess what she wants. 





My perfect princess. That’s what she is. As soon as I think the word, it feels right.





She opens that soft mouth as wide as she can to take my cock, getting it nice and wet with her spit. I stroke her soft hair and pull her a little closer, feeding her an inch more. She lets me take control of her head without question, opening up that tight throat and trusting me to be gentle. 





“That’s right, Cleo. Your mouth feels so fucking good.”





Just like it was made for me. I stare down at the perfect blonde angel sucking my cock with eager, quick movements. Her hands can’t even wrap all the way around my cock, but she can somehow fit me in her mouth.





“Good girl.” I groan as she starts to massage my balls. She knows just what I like, without me having to say a word.





I’m not a religious man, but it’s like I’ve blessed. Right at the moment when I was wondering whether I would ever have a family, this princess walks into my life. Fertile and curvy and ripe for breeding. 





I know she’s made for me. I know she’ll be mine. I knew it as soon as her eyes lit up when she saw my cock. 





Cleo’s going to be my breeding princess. 





I want to say all this to her. But I hold myself back. I contain my raging thoughts. I continue to let her suck my cock. As I explode I imagine bathing her pussy in a massive load of cum. Telling her she’s going to be the mother of my children.





Control yourself, Alex, I caution myself. I don’t want to come on too strong and scare her away.





Afterwards, I allow myself to place one kiss on her lips. I taste myself on her tongue and I like it. I want Cleo to always taste like me. 





As my princess wipes a drop of cum from those pale pink lips, I feel a rush of doubt. Have I gone too far? Have I crossed a line? Cleo seemed so eager to please, but maybe I’ve used my power over her. 





In the moment, I didn’t care what anyone thought. But now, as the lust leaves my mind, I worry. What kind of reputation will I get in this small industry if people find out that I’m sleeping with the women I hire? 





Ones that are half my age, not to mention. Cleo’s only 25. 





She lies beside me on the sun lounger, her curves pressed against easy reach, but I hold back. I get up from the lounger. “What’s wrong?” she asks, her pretty eyes wide.





“I shouldn’t have done that, Cleo. I’m sorry.” I take my towel and return to my cabin, my head swirling with regret. What if someone had seen us? I’ve let my desire for this gorgeous young woman affect my business.













CHAPTER 3









CLEO





I KNOW I have to calm down. But I can feel the panic rising inside me in an uncontrollable wave. The post means nothing, I tell myself. No one I care about is going to believe this. 





Matt has made an Instagram post accusing me of lying and cheating on him before I left. It’s not the post itself that concerns me — the people who are closest to me know a liar when they see one — but the wave of concerned messages from family and friends has brought up a new sensation of doubt.





For the first time, I’m wondering if my decision to come here might actually be crazy.





Alexander told me not to go above deck tonight because of the storm forecast. I should listen to him. But my lungs are burning and I feel like I might die right here if I don’t get fresh air. 





I head up to the deck and cool my burning face in the freezing wind. The salt spray is like shards of ice cold pain hitting my face and it feels good. It reminds me I’m alive.





I must stand there for an hour, letting the cold obliterate my worries, when light spills out of the hatch and someone joins me. 





“What the hell are you doing up here, Cleo?” Alex’s eyes are dark and brooding as he stares at me, gesturing at the thin sundress I’m wearing. It’s soaked through with the salt spray and the stormy rain.





As he looks at me, I suddenly feel self-conscious about how much he can see through my white dress. He doesn’t miss a thing.





“I just had to get some air,” I tell him. I don’t tell him what’s happening back home. How much things are spiraling. How it feels like my life isn’t in my control any more. 





“I told you not to come up here in the storm, Cleo,” he growls. “Do you see anyone else around? No. Because it’s a stupid idea.”





He loops one thick arm around my waist and drags me back to the hatch. 





But when we reach the corridor, he doesn’t turn towards my cabin. He turns towards the guest cabins. 





There are people in there — a group of teenagers watching a movie. They’ve been acting like spoiled brats with their requests this whole trip. They look outraged to be interrupted.





“Out of here,” Alex growls at them. They look too scared to protest as they gather up their things.





At the door, one of them pipes up. “We’ll be leaving a bad review for this. My father paid a lot for this trip.”





“Do what you like.” Alex nods to them with a tight smile, a contrast with his low growling voice, and shuts the door firmly behind them. “Lie down.” He tells me gruffly, not meeting my eyes.  





“You’re freezing cold and shivering, Cleo,” he tells me when he sees the look on my face. “You can stay here until you warm up.”





There’s so much space here compared to the rest of the yacht, especially the cramped staff cabins. Alex wraps me in a fluffy white towel and pulls my sundress over my head, pointedly averting his eyes away from my body. 





The hardness in his eyes melts a little once I’m safely wrapped in a blanket on his bed. “Tea?” he asks, smoothing my hair back from my forehead. 





I nod. This feels homely. I feel warm and safe with Alex taking care of me. And, in the back of my head, I can’t help but hope that this will lead to something more.





Alex comes back from the kitchen and sets a strong cup of peppermint tea in my hands. Then he stands up and heads towards the door as if to leave. 





“Wait,” I say, my voice croaky. “Stay here. Please. I’ll spiral if there’s no one here with me.”





I shake with tremors again as I think about what’s happening. The missed calls from my family, the broken engagement, I’ve run away from it all with no explanation. 





“I think there’s something wrong with me, Alex,” I confess. It all comes tumbling out. “I never wanted any kind of commitment with my fiancee. Back home. It just never even crossed my mind.”





“Well, some people just aren’t cut out for that kind of thing—”





“No, that’s not what I mean.” I cut him off. I have to make him understand. He needs to know how I feel. Or else there’s no chance that it’ll happen.





“I hadn’t felt that until recently. Very recently.”





“Do you mean you’ve met someone?” A dark shadow passes over his face but it disappears so quickly that I might have imagined it. 





“With you. I mean… It’s only been with you that I’ve felt like that. That I’ve been able to see a future.” I take a deep breath. 





“And I told my fiancee, yesterday, and officially broke off our engagement. And now he’s leaked photos of me everywhere. They’re all over the internet. And I don’t know what to do, Alex.”





“God, I’m sorry Cleo. What an asshole.” He sits heavily on the bed and places one hand on my thigh. “Is there anything I can do to help?”





“Well…” I take a deep breath and summon the courage. You had this man’s cock in your mouth yesterday, I remind myself. You can ask him to spoon you. “When I have panic attacks, it helps to be in contact with someone else. If you could cuddle me.” I raise my eyes to his and there’s that hot look again.





He slides his hands over my hips, his eyes dark with concentration, then whips them quickly away from me. “I really shouldn’t touch you like this, Cleo. Not again. I felt terrible after yesterday. That was totally inappropriate.”





“Oh.” His words hit me like a blow. “I’m sorry. I didn’t realize-”





“No! No, God, don’t apologize, Cleo. It was incredible. But I shouldn’t have done it, okay? I crossed a line.”





I can’t help it. I start to hyperventilate again. He doesn’t want me. I shut my eyes and bury my head in the pillow again.





He places a hand on my back but I know it’s empty sympathy. He’s comforting the crying girl in his cabin. He doesn’t want it to mean anything more than that.





“Oh fuck, I’m sorry, princess.” His voice is deep and reassuring. His hand is moving lower down my back, seemingly automatically. I feel a spark of hope stir in my belly. 





That word again. The one he called me yesterday. Need thrums through me, followed quickly by pain. Why would he call me his princess if he wants nothing to do with me in that way?





As soon as he said it, I wanted nothing else. Only to be his princess. To please him. To be claimed by him. To be his. 





His hands run still lower, tracing the outline of my spine, stopping just short of the fleshy mounds of my ass.





Then, as he looks at me, that intense, determined look comes over his face again. “Like this?” he asks, and then, before I know it, I’m wrapped in those thick, powerful arms. I settle myself against his broad body, feeling calm and safe wrapped next to him. 





“Yes, just like that,” I breathe. I cling onto his arm where it wraps around my waist, not willing to let him go, barely able to believe that this is real. I turn my phone to silent and let my worries fade away into blissful relaxation.













CHAPTER 4









ALEXANDER





I HOLD CLEO for a long time until the shaking and shivering calms down. 





And as the worry fades away, it’s replaced by something much stronger: need. I knew I wasn’t strong enough to resist her. Not when temptation is wrapped in my arms.





Cleo fits me exactly right. Her lithe body nestled against my cock. Every inch of that supple skin against mine. 





I allow myself to trace a hand down her arm. My touch is light enough to be friendly, if that’s all she wants. “How are you feeling, princess?” 





I can’t resist it. Cleo’s an independent young woman. She knows her own mind, she knows exactly what she wants, but still. She’s my princess. 





Her crystal blue eyes flick over to mine, wide in surprise. As she turns to look up at me, her silken hair brushes against my stubbly jaw.





“Better. A lot better. Thank you for helping me,” she says. Her voice sounds less strained and her breathing is more even. 





Then she shifts against me. I feel the bouncy globes of her ass. And lower down, a patch of wet heat through her panties. I have to suppress a groan. I’ve been lying here hard as steel for hours. Every little move she makes threatens to send me over the edge. 





Then she shifts against me again, as though she means to this time. As though she knows exactly what kind of tortuous effect she’s having on me. Her hips move in a painfully slow circle and when she finishes the rotation, she’s pressed even closer against me. One tiny scrap of pink fabric is all that remains between her sweet little pussy and my throbbing cock.





“Chloe,” I breathe, my voice husky and low. Like my hands brushing over her curvy figure, I’m speaking lightly enough that she can disregard it if she chooses. “I can think of something else that would help you calm down, princess. In fact, it might be the best way to take your mind off things.”





“I thought you were worried about being appropriate, Alex.” She giggles and shimmies her hips against me again.





“What could be more appropriate than tasting the sweetest pussy that’s ever ended up in my bed?” I’m fully gone now. Lost to the pleasure of having her this close to me. I slide a hand down to cup her damp mound. She spreads her legs open to give me easier access.





She flips onto her back and I go with her, unable to break my contact with that perfectly sensitive part of her. “Okay, Captain. I’m all yours.” Her words throb through me in an almost painful wave of arousal. All mine. Soon she will be, I think. 





I slide her panties from her slick flesh as eagerly as if I’m unwrapping a present. Laid out for me is her wet, quivering heap of flesh, just ready to be devoured. 





And, I can’t help but think, begging to be bred. I lick my way down her torso until I get to taste her nectar. 





“I’m sorry I’m so wet,” she says, breathless, as she squirms against my tongue.





“You need to stop apologizing. This is the best thing I’ve ever tasted, Cleo,” I groan, the taste of her coating my lips and tongue. 





“My ex hated it.”





“Well, then he was an idiot.” Any man who would dislike my princess’s natural arousal clearly didn’t deserve her. But I can’t help but thank him for pushing her towards me, where she belongs. “And we’re trying to take your mind off him, remember?” 





I tweak at one of her nipples and she lets out a squeal of pleasure. “Okay, okay, I’ll try to stop.”





“That’s right, princess. Just let me take your mind off all that and let me give this tight pussy the attention it deserves.”





I push a finger inside her, and her walls squeeze back, gripping my finger. “Fuck princess, that’s so sexy. Your pussy is holding tight to my finger.”





Cleo looks up at me, her chest rising and falling with pleasure and her eyes glazed. She’s getting close and I can’t wait to see her release. I push her knees further apart and taste her with my tongue again. 





This time she lets out a long, breathless squeal as I focus my attention on her swollen nub. 





When she lets go, my face coated with a gush of her arousal, I don’t stop. Her pussy is spasming around my fingers. Her clit trembles against my tongue. Her whole body is lifting off the bed with the power of her release. 





I keep going until she’s screaming with pleasure, her thighs clamped tight around my face, her legs shaking and unsteady and her whole body tensed as the waves of pleasure wrack through her.





I’m worried I might have gone too far. Her face is a mask of amazement as I rise up and place a soft kiss on her mouth. She barely responds. I sweep her hair back from her forehead. “Are you okay, princess?” I ask and she looks up at me with wide, surprised eyes.





After a second, she seems to reawaken from her daze. “I’ve just, never come like that before Alex. Never. I didn’t even know that could happen.” Her voice breaks with emotion, but she loops her arms around my neck and pulls me down for another sweet kiss. “Never,” she murmurs against my jaw. 





My cock twitches against my constricting jeans. God, I want to take it out and have my way with Cleo. I don’t know how much longer I’m going to last. But she’s exhausted. 





“Let’s get you into the bath, princess. We’ve made quite a mess.” I chuckle as I glance at the sheets damp with Cleo’s juices. 





“I’ve made quite a mess,” she corrects me, ducking her head and heading to the bathroom.





“Hey,” I catch her arm. “Don’t be ashamed princess. That was beautiful. That was exactly what I wanted from you. Now, let me clean you up.” I scoop her into my arms and carry her into the bathroom for a bath.





As I pour the water, Cleo drops her towel, showing me that perfect body once again. She unclips her hair and the blonde waves cascade around her shoulders. She seems to get nervous when she sees me looking at her figure. 





“Princess, you’re beautiful,” I tell her, admiring the hourglass curves of her figure. Those flared-out hips are just begging to carry my children. The soft curve of her lower belly only emphasizes that fertility. 





“My ex thought I needed to lose weight,” she confesses, her eyes downcast. 





“As we’ve already established, he was an idiot.” I tell her as I reach over to test the water temperature in the spa bath. “Do you know what I see when I look at you?” I shake the drops from my hand.





She shakes her head and raises those deep crystal blue eyes towards me. I loop my arms around her waist and pull her to me, seating her on my knee and stroking my hands over her curves. 





“I see a body that is womanly and fertile and made to be touched. And a woman who doesn’t know just how special that is.”





I take her hand as she steps into the bath, then strip off my own clothes and join her. Her eyes widen a little as she sees how hard my cock is. It’s standing flat against my stomach, the tip glistening with pre-cum.





“Do you believe me when I say how much I enjoyed tasting you now, princess?” I murmur in her ear. I step into the bath and pull her against my chest, where she relaxes. 





Every time I wrap my arms around her, it feels like the tension ebbs away from her shoulders a little more. 





She shifts against my hard-on where it presses against her back. “Are you sure this is okay? You’re not worried about this being inappropriate?”





I chuckle at her worries. “I think we’re too far gone to be worried about that, princess.” 





I gently wash her hair, combing out the tangles, until she’s limp with relaxation once again. 





With her resting against my body, I run my hands all over my princess, making sure every inch of her body is clean, inside and out.





When she wordlessly cums on my hand, her pussy gripping me tight again, I can’t hold it in any longer. With a low groan, I finish against her back.













CHAPTER 5









CLEO





ALEX TOWELS ME off slowly and carries me back to the bed. I’m absolutely boneless from two orgasms. He holds me tight again until I fall into a deep sleep.





I wake up with the sun streaming into the bedroom, but no Alex beside me. Then, in a rush, I realize that I’m supposed to be working my shift.





My phone won’t turn on. It’s dead. Shoot. I must be an hour late, at least. Greg is going to kill me. 





I pull on my clothes frantically. I rack my brain but I can’t remember which shift I’m supposed to work today. 





“Where do you think you’re going, Cleo?” Alex growls as he enters the door. He leans against the doorframe casually, his broad shoulders blocking out the space.





“My shift has already started,” I say, hopping as I pull on my pants. 





“No, it hasn’t. I told Greg you weren’t feeling well and you needed to take a day off.”





“I’m sure he believed that,” I say, tossing my hair back over my shoulders as I button my polo shirt.





He approaches me, still in the middle of dressing for my workday, and calmly strips away my clothes until I’m naked in front of him again. He pushes me back to the bed and lies me down softly.





“He won’t question it, princess. Not if it comes from me.” Lazily, he runs his hands over my naked body, as though he’s a sculptor moulding me into shape. “And I’ve decided I want to spend today deep inside my princess.”





He looks at me with such seriousness, such possessiveness, in his eyes that I can’t help but giggle. I don’t understand why I like this feeling. The feeling of being kept by Alex. 





He’s taken total control of me and I love it. There’s none of that uncertainty about whether our relationship is inappropriate. In his eyes, there’s nothing but pure lust and affection as he drinks in every inch of my body.





“So perfect, princess,” he murmurs in my ear, his stubble brushing against my face. Just the low hum of his deep voice and the masculine smell of his cologne sends moisture pooling between my legs. “Let’s see if we can take your mind off things again, hmm?”





“Please,” I gasp as he kisses my neck. He trails a hand down the centre of my torso, squeezing my breasts and caressing the soft curve of my lower belly.





I spread my legs for him, and he lets out a soft groan. “You’re such a good girl, Cleo, letting me touch you like this again.” I love the idea that it’s his privilege to touch me, this handsome billionaire who could have any woman he wants. 





As he takes his time exploring my body, I slip down the waistband of his pants to find him already throbbing and hard. I stroke him a few times as he positions himself on the bed above me.





“Do you feel that, princess? Just from looking at you. That’s what you do to me.” I love that he’s so aroused only from being in my presence. Despite our age difference, this is natural and right. Our bodies are calling to each other.





And right now, my pussy is crying out to be fucked by that thick cock that stands proudly between his legs. 





I look at his girth with apprehension. That first stroke is going to hurt. I’ve never had someone as big as him in my whole life.  





Alex sees the look on my face. “Just let me know if it hurts, okay princess? I can go slow.”





With that, he pushes inside me, hitting spots inside me I didn’t know existed.





If I’d known sex could feel like this, I would have left Matt a long time ago. I would have been searching for this deep and satisfying pleasure all my life. I try to hold in a scream and fail. What comes out instead is a high-pitched whine of need. He’s going too slow and it’s torture.





“Harder, please,” I beg Alex. I need more of this, more of him, inside me as soon as possible.





He’s happy to oblige, quickening his strokes as I buck my hips to allow him access. 





“Oh, you like that, don’t you princess? You like being fucked by the biggest cock you’ve ever had in your life.”





“Yes, I like it, I love it,” I moan. I don’t care if a sound like a cock-crazed slut. This is the best thing I’ve ever felt. “Give me more, Alex. I need more.”





He feeds it into my pussy, inch by inch, and the pleasure becomes so intense that it obliterates all the pain. He bottoms out inside me, his balls slapping against my entrance.





“Fuck baby, that pussy is so tight it’s like you’re trying to push me back out again.”





I can only whimper as he slams into me again. The sensations are becoming too intense, too much, and words fail me. When he brings his thumb to trace gentle circles on my clit, it pushes me to the peak.





My back arches off the bed and spasms throb through my limbs as I cum so hard that I can hardly breathe.





“Oh fuck, princess, that pussy is trying to drain every last drop of cum from my balls. I’m going to cum inside you soon.”





I nod, pulling him closer as the waves of my orgasm continue coursing through me. The thought of him pulling out is unbearable. 





As I squirm with pleasure beneath him, Alex loops his arms around my shoulders and pins me to the bed. “Shh, princess, just stay still while I fill you up now okay? I’ve got so much cum to pump inside you.”





Alex is grunting increasingly loud as he drives in and out of me, his face a mask of intense concentration.





With a loud gasp, he releases. “Oh fuck, Cleo, here it is,” he moans. “Fuck.” His groans are hoarse and strained as he fills me and starts to fuck his seed back into me. 





He collapses down on top of me, panting hard. His enormous body is warm and surprisingly comforting as he covers me, his still-hard cock holding his cum inside me.





It’s then that it hits me why this felt so good: we haven’t used protection. Right now, I’m dangerously full of Alex’s cum.





And it feels dangerously good. I stay quiet and listen to his breathing, not wanting to disrupt the perfect afterglow.





Then, as another thrust of his cock through my soaked pussy makes it clear exactly how much he’s filled me up, I try to raise it without sounding nervous.





“Alex, I just realized that you weren’t wearing a condom,” I say.





He looks at me with a sheepish smile on his face. “I know, Cleo, I just had to feel that tight little pussy wrapped around me.” There’s a spark of lust in his brown eyes as he says it. 





“But I could get pregnant!” I gasp, shocked that he could be so calm about this.





“You might not be into this, Cleo, and that’s fine,” he says, looking down at the mess of cum we’ve made the base of his cock. “But I love the thought of putting a baby inside you. I’ve been dreaming about it ever since you arrived here. There’s something about you that’s so ripe and fertile and begging for my cum.”





It sends a kind of rush through me. The thought that I could get pregnant. 





In all my previous relationships, I’ve never wanted that. But one night with Alex and I’m ready to start a family. I’m feeling things I’ve never felt before. He looks at me like he owns me. Normally, that would scare me. With Alex though, I know that he could provide for us. That I would be safe with him. 





I know, deep in my bones, that Alex will be a great father. The thought makes me crave his cum. The need hits me out of nowhere. The same need as his. I want Alex to put his baby inside me.





“I thought I didn’t want that kind of life, Alex. I thought I was running away from everything. And then I felt you explode inside me like that.”





He places a soft kiss on my neck and takes my face between his gigantic hands. His brown eyes are serious on mine. “Does this mean that you’re not going to run away from me, princess?”





“I’m not going anywhere, Alex.”













CHAPTER 6









ALEXANDER





I KNEW THAT this was meant to be. I just didn’t think Cleo would be so quick to agree to let me knock her up.





When I see how turned on she is by my plan to breed her, all the doubt fades away from my mind. Her face is flushed, her pale pink lips parted, and her nipples press hard against my chest as she pulls me closer.





“I think we need to do that again,” she murmurs against my jaw. She traces a hand down to where I’m still deep inside her, rubbing my balls until I harden again.





This 25-year-old with her bouncy blonde hair, her curvy figure, and her perky breasts, wants to give it all to me. She wants me to get her pregnant. As she fondles my balls, I let myself imagine how beautiful Cleo will look when her belly swells up with my baby. Her silken soft skin will grow full and round with my seed. A sign to the world that she’s taken, she’s claimed. And she’s going to stay that way.





“Fuck yes, that’s my good girl. Rub me until I’m hard enough to fill you up again,” I moan, thrusting against her hand. 





As my cock hardens, she moves her hips up and down, gently at first, taking me deeper inside her until the gentle rocking motions are enough that I’m fully erect again.





I never want to leave this tight little pussy.





I’ve just come but I’m already throbbing and hard again. Cleo wraps her legs tighter around my waist and her tiny muscles squeeze around me. My hardening cock slides deeper inside her. 





“You feel so fucking good with my cum all over that slippery pussy,” I groan.





I thrust inside her again. There’s less resistance this time, but her tight pussy is still blissfully good. She lets out a cry as I plunge deep.





She loops her arms around my neck and stares down at where I’m plowing into her, my cock impossibly big as I split open her tight entrance. 





“That’s right, princess, this is the cock that’s going to breed you,” I tell her and she gasps.





“Breed me, breed me, Alex, I need you to drain your balls inside me again,” she babbles, running her fingernails down my back as she tries to claw me until I’m even deeper inside her.





“More, princess?”





“Yes,” she gasps. “More. Deeper. Harder.”





That’s permission to let my instincts take over. It’s time to dominate Cleo’s fertile body. I push her legs back behind her head to really open her up. Then I get to work. I bottom out inside her with every thrust. 





“Take. This. Cock.” I grunt. The room fills with the sound of my hard thrusts into her and Cleo’s pretty little moans. She slides her hands down to my asscheeks, holding me deep inside her as though she’s worried I’m not going to finish inside her. 





I could never pull out of this tight little pussy when I know my princess has just as much of a breeding kink as I do. Whether she knows it or not, she’s going to love it when I make her into my pregnant breeding slut.





As I fuck my princess properly in the mating press, her eyes roll back in her head as the pleasure carries her away. “That’s right princess, this is how you were meant to be fucked. Like an animal. With a powerful man on top of you about to dump his cum in that tight pussy.”





“Fill me up Alex!” she cries. “I need to feel it, I need it so bad.” She’s almost sobbing now as she begs me to finish inside her.





I slow down and she lets out a whine. “You need to know, princess, that this is something special we’re doing. We’re going to get you pregnant. In a few months’ time my baby is going to be in here.” I touch the curve of her soft lower stomach and she trembles against me. 





“These perfect titties will get nice and heavy with milk.” I squeeze her full, perky breasts and think about the cup sizes she’s going to gain and how sexy her curvy figure will be with even more weight on it. 





“And if I cum inside you, there’s no taking that back, princess. You’re letting me take control of this fertile little body and giving yourself to me forever.”





She squeals as I brush the pad of my thumb over her clit. Her hips buck up to take my cock even deeper. “Knock me up, Alex. I’m your breeding princess.”





“Fuck yes you are, princess,” I growl, flattening myself on top of her again. I push her legs flat against her body.





At this angle, I can feel every inch of her pussy encasing my cock. I’m fully inside my princess and from the look on her face, she likes the feeling. 





“That’s a good fucking girl, all you have to do is lie there and take this cum right now.”





I go to town on her tight pussy, with my hips thrusting like a mad man. I’m fucking Cleo so hard that she jolts on the bed with every thrust. I have to hold her tight to make sure I’m as deep as possible.





I am beyond words as I let my instincts take over. 





When I cum I let out a roar of satisfaction.





Cleo is claimed. She’s mine. My perfect, cum-filled princess.





I stand back to admire my handiwork and feel a rush of pride at how well-used her pink pussy looks. My cum glazes her dripping, soaked hole. 





“You’re such a mess, Cleo,” I tell her as I push it back inside her with my fingers. She watches me play with her, letting out breathy moans as I make sure all of my seed stays inside her.





When she finishes again, gasping and gripping my forearm with both her hands, she tells me: “I may be a mess, Alex, but I’m your mess now.”





“My beautiful curvy mess,” I tell her, sucking her juices from my fingers. “We’re gonna keep you so full of this.”





My mess. My breeder. My good girl.













EPILOGUE









CLEO





“CLEO,” ALEX GROWLS as soon as we’re alone. “Get that big round belly over here and ride me.” 





We’ve just had dinner with friends on the yacht, who congratulated me on my pregnancy — although they were a little surprised to see how far along I was. Outside of my closest friends and family, I’ve been slowly breaking the news to people.





Seven months ago I broke off my engagement to Matt. Six and a half months ago Alex got me pregnant. 





I can see why my family and friends have whiplash from the sudden turnaround, but I’m happy with my life decisions. I’ve traded up. 





Alex is a billionaire who treats me like his perfect princess. He’ll be the perfect father to our children. Matt was a car salesman who treated me like crap. I couldn’t trust him enough to start a family with him. I think that’s why my gut told me to break off the engagement. 





And Alex being hung like a horse doesn’t hurt either, I think as I slide my eyes across to where he’s reclined expectantly on our bed, his thick girth in hand. I’m only too happy to obey his commands where sex is concerned.





I whip my comfortable sun dress over my head and drop my lingerie to the floor as I walk — or rather waddle — over to my husband. I am already wet for him. 





“That’s a good princess,” he croons as I climb up on to the bed. “Pregnant and always ready for the cock that knocked you up, aren’t you?”





“Always, Alex,” I breathe as I position myself over him. He looks up at my swollen, heavy body like it’s a work of art. There’s real joy and satisfaction on his face as he strokes his hands over the taut, sensitive skin of my belly and my breasts. 





I’m seven months pregnant and I’ve never been more insatiable. My pussy is always dripping for my husband now that he’s filled me with a baby. Now that my body is surging with the hormones that he put inside me. 





“Oh God yes, Cleo,” he groans as I sink down on his throbbing cock. I let out a gasp at the feeling of him spreading my pussy wide open. He places a hand on my heavy stomach to support it as I slide up and down on his pole. “Your pregnant pussy is fucking soft and slippery for me.”





This older man has claimed me forever and my heavy belly and tits are the physical proof. 





I impale myself on his fat cock, again and again, until we’re both panting and slick with sweat. “You’re doing such a good job, princess,” he tells me, his voice low and strained. “Just a few more bounces until I fill you up.”





I will myself to last a little longer. If I cum while I feel Alex exploding inside me, it takes me to another level. 





“Tell me again, Alex,” I cry out when I’m close. “Tell me what you’re going to do with me once I have this baby.”





He twists one of my sensitive, hard nipples, setting free a dribble of milk. It feels so good that my pussy starts to spasm around him.





“I’m going to keep you pregnant, Cleo,” he grunts, thrusting deeper inside me. “I’m going to fill you with my seed again and again until we have a house full of babies. You’ll stay at home, raising my children, worshipping my cock. And that will be your only job. Okay, princess? Do you want to be my breeding slut like that?”





I can only nod my head and curl my toes as my orgasm washes me away. Alex cradles my pregnant belly with one hand and holds me up with a palm splayed open on my back as he pumps me full of cum.





“Take it, princess, take it, you love the feeling of my hot cum against your cervix like that, don’t you? You can’t wait until you’re fertile again and we can do this properly.”





He’s right. I want him to keep me like this. To knock me up again and again. 





This breeding kink may have started as Alex’s thing, but it’s addictive. I’ve never felt as ripe and desirable as I do when I’m full of his child, carrying the living proof of our love. 





“I’m going to be chasing this high for the rest of my life,” he told me as we watched those two pink lines appear on my pregnancy test. Luckily, it’s a high that’s not too far out of reach — for either of us.





The closer I get to having this baby, the more excited I am for the next time he can breed me.  















Before you go, want a bonus age gap breeding kink short story?
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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 bonus copy here!









Looking for more smut?


I’ve got two Kindle Unlimited series out at the moment and more in the works. If you’re a fan, get yourself on to my email list
 and you’ll be the first to know about my weekly new releases, as well as extra scenes which are exclusive for my subscribers.






Novellas



The Baby Deal







Begging For His Baby
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Risky Princess
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Forbidden Babymaking



Professor’s Fertile Intern



His Fertile Brat



His Fertile Princess



His Fertile Darling



His Fertile Nanny



His Fertile Fixation







Fertile and Fresh



Knocked Up by the Single Dad



Knocked Up by the Grumpy Professor



Knocked Up by my Swim Coach



Baby for my Obsessed Boss



Knocked Up by my Possessive Neighbor
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