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His Fertile Princess: An Ex’s Dad Forbidden Age Gap Instalove Short Story







My ex’s dad is bigger and better than my ex ever was. Is it so wrong that I want to have his baby?






Simon is a man of refined sensibilities. When he meets his son’s college-aged girlfriend, Maddy, he knows that this princess is worth more than the priciest work of art.

And he’s a man who likes to have the best for himself. He will
 have her. Body. Mind. Womb.

Simon lies in wait. He plans for their future children. He obsesses over Maddy from afar.

And the minute that the young couple break up, he gets on a plane to lay claim to her.







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





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





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





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





Kinks/tropes include: breeding kink, praise kink, forbidden love, pregnancy, age play, professor-student, spanking, exhibitionism.

















CHAPTER 1









MADDY





I CAN’T BELIEVE I’m doing this. I curl my lashes, swipe on lip gloss, and pull on my strappiest heels. I haven’t dressed up like this in a while and it feels good to spritz myself with perfume, to sweep my blonde hair back into a sleek ponytail and put on a pretty date night dress.





I haven’t been dating since the break-up. Since Derek told me he’d cheated on me and dumped me with just a short text message. My college friends all say I should get back on the horse but I’ve been taking time to reassess. And now I’m going to literally get back on the exact same horse instead of moving on the way everyone tells me I should.





The silly thing is, I want to look really good for this booty call. I want to look so good that he’ll realize what he’s missing out on and then I can never speak to him again.





Get some self-respect, I tell myself. But it doesn’t work. I’m lonely and I haven’t had sex since the break up. And Derek has been constantly telling me that he’s still in love with me, that he wants me back.





I’m not going to get back with him. Cheaters don’t get second chances. But that doesn’t mean I can’t see him for sex, right?





So when my dirtbag ex texts me on a random Saturday asking me to come over, I can’t resist. I know the sex is good, I know he’s safe, and it just seems easier than trying to get on the dating apps or put myself out there.





Only… When I get to the house his car’s not in the driveway.





“Derek?” I call out.





No one answers. The house looks low profile from the road but inside it’s gorgeous, all minimalist decor, picture windows and sparkling clean marble surfaces.





I ring the doorbell, figuring Derek will have forgotten I’m coming over. It would be typical of him. He’s never been the best at remembering anything important. Birthdays, anniversaries, my favorite flowers, none of that was his kind of thing.





Instead of Derek, a ruggedly handsome older man answers the door. It looks like he’s been doing some kind of work, his rumpled white shirt stained with paint and unbuttoned low to show the curls of his thick chest hair. His work pants are frayed in places as though he’s had them for a long, long time.





His bronzed face breaks into a smile when he sees me. It clicks into place when his smile seems familiar, just like my ex but more genuine and warm.





This is Simon. Derek’s father. He was always away traveling for work so I hardly recognize him.





“Maddy, lovely to see you. Come on in,” he says warmly, as though he was expecting me.





His hazel green eyes rake over my dress, my ponytail, and goosebumps rise on my skin as he seems to nod in approval. I want him to do that again. I want him to approve of me.





We barely know each other. I’ve met him once at Thanksgiving a few years ago and I’m surprised he even remembers my name. And yet he seems unreasonably pleased to see me, like he’s been hoping to catch up with me for a long time.





I feel comfortable with him, drawn in, like I should follow him into the house even though that’s obviously not what I’m here for.





I hesitate in the doorway. Where is Derek?





“Mr Archer? I was supposed to be meeting Derek,” I say.





“Call me Simon,” he says. “Derek’s not around, Maddy. I’ll explain everything.”





Simon takes my hand and leads me inside and the firm grip of his fingers wrapped around mine is somehow soothing. I feel safe and secure as he leads me into the lounge and places a chilled glass of sparkling water in my hand, sitting next to me on the couch.





Then Simon slings an arm over my shoulders, casually, and I’m so distracted by the sensation of his warm muscles around me that I don’t process what he’s saying. He smells so good, deep and masculine and clean, that I want to burrow against his side and take a nap with that scent awash around me. He has to repeat himself, that calm deep voice resonating through the room.





“I sent the text, Maddy. Derek isn’t here.”





“But why? I don’t understand.” I’m half-expecting Derek to waltz in to the lounge and interrupt us. I’ve never been in this house without him before.





If Derek put him up to this, I am going to be so angry.





“I know this is confusing for you. I couldn’t think of another way to get you alone.”





Ugh. This is going to be some kind of adult talk about why Derek cheated on me. Why I should forgive him, probably.





“Look, Mr — Simon. If you’re going to try to excuse what Derek did, I don’t want to hear it.”





I go to rise up from my seat but his grip on my shoulder tightens. The feel of his hand splayed against my shoulder sends a rush of warmth right through my body down to the tip of my toes. He’s pulled me closer and I can feel the warm solid heat of his thigh against mine.





I turn to meet his gaze and find those hazel green eyes blazing hot.





“Never,” Simon growls. “I would never excuse what my kid did to you, Maddy. Nor can I understand it.”





“Then why am I here? I don’t get it, Simon.” I worry at my lip with my teeth, my head spinning as I try to figure out what’s going on and why I like how tightly Simon is holding me.





“You’re here, Maddy,” he begins, then pauses to huff a laugh through his nose. “You’re here so I can convince you to upgrade to the older model.”





And then, in a rush, as if he’s been holding it back this whole time, Simon leans down to kiss me deeply.













CHAPTER 2









SIMON





MADDY TASTES OF rose and vanilla. Her lips are buttery soft against mine, parting to allow my tongue to penetrate into her mouth.





I have to suppress a groan as she lets me explore her like this, opening her mouth and then sucking against my tongue with a precious moan.





When I pull away she gasps and the sound echoes through the lounge.





“We shouldn’t!” she breathes. I watch her try to collect her thoughts, her eyes sweeping around the room in confusion. “You’re so much older than me, Simon. You’re my ex’s dad,” she breathes.





I smile at her wickedly and pull her closer to me. “I can’t deny that. But if we shouldn’t, Maddy, why did that kiss feel so good?”





I can’t resist dipping my head to kiss the soft sweep of her throat, feeling her moan vibrate against my tongue. Those little high-pitched moans confirm so much about Maddy that I’d always suspected. The feel of her soft skin against my lips makes me want to kiss her all over, to explore that fertile body with my mouth and then my cock.





I congratulate myself for the lust I see in her wide eyes as she stares at me in shock. She brings a hand to trace her neck as though she can’t believe what has happened.





“We shouldn’t, Simon,” she repeats, but she’s gripping my shirt tightly, her hips angled towards mine. She’s excited. Her body knows exactly where this is leading even if she’s denying it to herself.





Maddy’s cheeks are flushed, her eyes bright, and that little flowery sundress is just begging to be ripped to pieces so I can see my little girl properly.





It would only take a few quick moves, bringing her onto my lap and pulling her panties aside, and I could be deep inside my little angel.





Just like I’ve always wanted.





Because, the truth is, I’ve planned for this since I first met her. At that Thanksgiving dinner where Maddy’s giggles and her soft voice set me on fire with longing. I knew then that I would do whatever it took to claim this little princess forever.





I knew my son’s girlfriend was too good for him. I knew that Derek didn’t know what to do with a little princess like Maddy. I knew their break-up was inevitable.





As soon as I heard that it had happened I got on a plane from the art auction I was attending in Vienna. Maddy is my top priority. She has been ever since she first shyly kissed my cheek after that dinner and I found myself thinking about it every night for the following year.





And now she’s going to find out how she deserves to be treated.





I long to maul that tight little body, to find out what those breasts feel like under my palms, to find out whether she likes a little pain with that pleasure, but she deserves to take this at her own pace.





Maddy is sweet and trusting and vulnerable. But I won’t take advantage of that. She needs to be in control.





“We can take this as slow as you want,” I tell her, taking her by the hand. “But I have an idea that I thought you might like. I was hoping, Maddy, that you would be the model for my next painting. I won’t touch you if you don’t want me to. But would you let me paint you?”





I bring her into the studio and show her my set-up. She’s quiet as she looks around, her steps careful and graceful, but begins to unwind at the sight of my artwork.





“You really did all this?” she asks, her blue eyes wide. “Derek never mentioned you were an artist. I thought you were just an art dealer.”





“Well, it’s pretty common. Most art dealers are artists, otherwise they’d have no idea what they were buying,” I shrug. “Unfortunately my own work isn’t worth nearly as much as the stuff I buy.”





“It should be,” Maddy says.





She’s paused by an abstract portrait I painted, all in pinks and cream. It was inspired by her. The memory of her at that dinner, which led me to many sleepless nights going over and over thoughts of her until I could barely imagine what she looked like anymore. I painted it based only on the idea of her and even that was enough to get my cock rock hard.





“I like this one,” she says.





“Hmm,” I smile at her. “Good choice.”





Someday, I’ll tell her what it means, the erotic symbolism of it, how I worked on it while I thought of her moaning my name. For now, though, I want to make her understand how special she is.





I lead her to the front of the studio where I’ve already set up a blank canvas on the easel.





“Can I?” I ask, tugging at the hem of her dress. She raises her arms obediently and allows me to pull the silky fabric up and over her head.





“Oh, fuck, baby,” I groan as the sight of her sends an overwhelming rush of blood straight to my cock. I rest my hands gently on her waist and try desperately to resist the urge to grab at every delicious curve of her petite body.





Maddy is breathtaking. She seems nervous, her eyes searching my face as I take in her body, but she shouldn’t be. She’s perfect.





All creamy skin and lithe limbs, sitting prettily on the stool I’ve set out for her, wearing a set of lacy blue panties and a tiny little bra. Her breasts are more substantial than I’d imagined, sitting high and proud on her chest. With every inhale they rise and fall and look like they’re about to explode out of that scrap of fabric. Her nipples pinch together in lovely little pebbles that I can see poking through the blue mesh.





“Is this okay?” I ask and she nods quickly.





I slide my hands down the narrow sides of her waist to caress her hips but she seems to get nervous at that, breathing more rapidly and squeezing her thighs together.





I’ll leave her panties on for now. There’s plenty of time, I remind myself. Take it slow so you don’t scare her away.





I back off, afraid of losing my tenuous grip on control if I stay this close to her, and take my seat behind the easel. Time to grapple with the challenge of capturing her delicate beauty on a canvas.





I set to work, glad that I can hide my raging erection behind this easel. Maddy watches me work, her blue eyes burning with curiosity.





She’s so obedient. Every time I tell her to move back into position she lets out a sound that is halfway between a moan and a sigh. When I hear it my balls tighten.





And with every brush stroke, setting that mouth-watering little body down on the canvas, my self-control wears thinner.









CHAPTER 3









MADDY





I MUST HAVE zoned out. When I open my eyes, Simon is right in front of me. The firewood and lemon smell of him hits me in a wall of intoxicating aroma.





Every part of Simon is solid and sure in a way that Derek never was. I’m dizzy with desire as I look up to see his eyes roaming over my naked body with hunger.





“I need to take off your panties now, okay Maddy?” he asks. His voice is hoarse as he slips his thumb into the waistband.





I nod silently and let him drag my panties down over my knees. I clench my thighs together as the cool air hits the wet spot between my legs.





I’ve been sitting here, dripping wet, hoping that he would give up on his painting and come to me. It took longer than I thought it would but now here he is, his huge muscled body within touching range again.





He reaches around to my back and unclasps my bra. I make a move to cover up, placing a hand over my breasts, but he stops me with a glance.





“You don’t need to hide your body from me, Maddy. I know that it’s all perfect.”





I let my breasts fall down again and he growls with a possessive, primal sound. He fondles them with his hands, squeezing and rubbing my sensitive skin.





“So fucking sexy, Maddy.” The pinch of his rough fingers against my nipple sends a pang of desire down low in my belly.





“Does my little princess like it when I play with her titties?” he asks as he continues to roll my nipple between his forefinger and thumb.





“Yes,” I breathe. “Please keep going.”





Simon dips his head down to my chest and brushes his lips against my nipple. Then he takes it into his mouth with a groan, suckling at me and flicking with his tongue.





I arch into his mouth. The hot wet pressure against my nipple is only increasing the heat at my groin, my need growing.





I grasp Simon’s head with both hands, combing through his wiry hair as he ravages my nipples like his life depends on it.





“God your titties are stunning, Maddy,” he groans when he comes up for air. “Those pretty pink nipples taste so good in my mouth.”





He lies me down on the floor and makes his way down the centre of my body with his mouth, landing exactly where I want him: on the swollen, pulsing pearl between my thighs.





“Oh my god,” I moan as his stubble brushes against my inner thighs. He sucks my clit into his mouth where he teases it with his teeth, with just enough pressure to make me cry out and wrap my hands tighter in his tousled hair.





I am helpless to the sensations that rush through my body as Simon licks me all over, flattening his tongue to taste every drop of juices that has built up as I modeled for him, as I imagined him doing this and more. As I imagined that thick cock exploding deep inside me.





“You taste so good, Maddy,” he says in a hoarse voice before burying his face in my pussy again.





Now his tongue is pushing at my hole, thick and insistent until I relax enough for him to shove deep inside. At the sensation of him pressing hard against my g-spot my body takes over, needing him deeper, and I start to ride his face.





I clamp my thighs around his head and start to buck my hips against his face as his tongue pushes me closer and closer to my orgasm.





He brings his thumb to my clit and sends me over the edge in an orgasm so strong that I feel like I’ve left my body as I pant and moan around Simon’s tongue. The pleasure courses through my veins in a desperate rush.





I don’t make a conscious decision to do it but I find myself speaking as I cum all over Simon’s face.





“Yes, Simon, I want it deeper,” I squeal. “Your tongue makes me feel so good. I’ve never cum this hard before, this is so much better than I’ve ever had.”





Then I hear him groan and realize that he’s jerking off as he tastes me, as I talk to him about how much better he is than his son.





Simon rises up over me with a satisfied, possessive look in his eyes. His chin wet with my juices.





“My good girl,” he groans as he rubs himself to completion above me. He fires hot ropes of cum all over my stomach with a cock so big and hard that it looks like it would destroy me.





There’s so much cum. The hot fluid rains down sticky and delicious on my skin.





Simon looks down at me with a hot, intense look, like I’m the most gorgeous thing he’s seen. He starts to play with it, rubbing his own cum into my skin as I come down from my orgasm.





“Look at my princess, all covered in my seed. Did you like that?”





“I loved it.” I can’t lie to this man. I love that his big balls can produce enough cum to coat my entire body, I love the way his thick tongue splits me open, I love how much he has to teach me, I love that he makes me feel safe and cared for.





“Good. Because I’m going to give you my cum every day.”





He brings out a hot flannel and begins to clean my skin, wiping away the remnants of his mess in long, soothing strokes as I lie there, spent on the floor of his studio.





“Now, princess, what do you want to have for dinner?” He’s smiling down at me with those hazel green eyes that are so similar to Derek’s but so much more intense and sensual. They contain a depth that Derek never had.





I blush. My first instinct is to tell Simon that I want his cock for dinner, but I feel shame starting to creep over me. I don’t know if I should stay over. As much as I want more of Simon, all of Simon, I can’t help but feel bad about moving on from Derek with his dad.





I feel guilty at how much more I want Simon, the way that he’s giving me something that I didn’t even know I needed but was so clearly missing from my relationship with Derek.





“I don’t know if I should stay longer, Simon,” I tell him, looking up at that handsome, wise face as I run my hands over his barrel chest.





Even to my own ears I sound unsure, half-hearted at best as I try to put a stop to whatever’s going on between us. I don’t stop Simon as he wraps his arms around me tighter, like he wouldn’t be able to let me leave.





If he thinks it’s okay, maybe it isn’t as much of a problem as I think… And it feels so right just to be held by Simon, to trace my hands over his thick hairy body and let him hold me against him.





Maybe this situation is wrong but I’ve never felt so safe and loved as right now, in the arms of a much older man who looks at me like I’m the most precious thing in the world.





“Please. Spend the night. We don’t even have to sleep in the same room. I’d love to cook you breakfast in the morning, little girl.”





My face flushes when he calls me that. I like it so much. It makes me feel safe and protected. It sounds like home.





“Okay,” I relent, my walls crumbling. I reach up to kiss Simon’s stubbly face again and his lips taste like a new addiction.









CHAPTER 4









SIMON





I’M PRETTY SURE I’m dreaming of her when I wake up to the creaking of a floorboard. The next thing I know, Maddy’s speaking to me in a whisper.





“I was really upset about the break-up and I couldn’t sleep. Can I come into bed with you?”





I flip on a lamp to reveal Maddy standing in front of me in a tiny set of pink pajamas.





Her golden hair is a mess on top of her head, as if she’s been tossing and turning. The booty shorts barely cover her up and the flesh of her breasts spills out the sides of the tiny singlet top. She’s hugging her arms to her chest and it only makes her titties look more ridiculous, the ample flesh pressing together in a deep line of cleavage.





I shouldn’t be turned on right now. It’s fucked up that my first thought on seeing my son’s ex-girlfriend crying in my bedroom late at night is: Breed her.






I thought we’d said we were going to take this slow, to sleep in separate rooms… And then she shows up in my bedroom looking like an angel.





An extremely fuckable angel with a curvy petite body that comes straight from my fantasies about her. I know it was only earlier today that she was nude in front of me, but in the dark bedroom it’s suddenly real again. She’s here, for me. Because she needs me.





Thank God I didn’t jerk off when I went to bed tonight. My balls are still full of seed that I will gladly give to Maddy. She’s going to be begging for my baby before the night is over. I’ll make sure of it.





But first, my little girl needs comfort and reassurance.





“Of course you can, sweetie, hop in.” I pat the pillow next to me.





Maddy clambers onto the bed and presses herself against my side. She breathes in deep and nestles into the crook of my arm like she’s going to make herself at home there.





“What’s wrong, sweetie?” I ask her, kissing the top of her head.





She looks up at me with those shining blue eyes. She does look like she’s been crying, her lashes sticking together with tears and her face pale. For some reason this only makes me need her more, the instinct to rip her clothes off overwhelming. I grit my teeth and try to control myself. She needs support, not my cock.





“I can’t stop thinking about why Derek would do that to me and then tell me he still loves me. I don’t get it at all,” she sobs, burying her face against my side.





My fucking idiot of a son. What kind of man cheats on this angel? One day, in the future, when Maddy is pregnant and married to me and clearly mine, I’ll talk to him about it. Right now though, the priority is her and nothing but her.





I sigh. “I know, princess. I don’t think he meant to hurt you. He’s an idiot and an asshole who didn’t know how to appreciate you properly. It wasn’t right.”





Maddy looks skeptical. My princess truly doesn’t know that any man would climb the most dangerous mountain in the world if it gave him a shot at being with her.





“I don’t know, maybe I asked him for too much. I wanted him to love me properly, like with flowers and chocolates and all of those things from the movies. I’m high maintenance, I guess.”





“But you should have all of that, darling. You will
 have all of that. What he did to you was wrong and you didn’t deserve it.”





“Maybe I did,” she says in a small voice. “Otherwise why would he have done it?”





“Look at me, princess,” I say in a growl. “No one deserves to be treated like that and especially not you. I can’t even fathom why Derek would do something like that when he already had the sweetest, prettiest, girl in the whole world. But you know what?”





“What?” she asks, her eyes still distant and her voice shaky.





“You wouldn’t be here, in this bed with me, if he hadn’t done that. A small part of me is glad it happened, sweetie. He brought us together. And I’m sorry it hurt you. But what we have is so much better.”





“I feel bad about that too, Simon,” she says, looking away. “Because now that I’m with you, I still feel upset, but I’ve barely missed him at all.”





“That’s okay,” I say, pulling her face back to look at me and placing a gentle kiss on her lips. “Actually, I’m glad to hear it. Because you’re going to get chocolate, and flowers, and all of that shit from the movies every day from now on.”





Maddy sighs and kisses me deeply, sliding her tongue into my mouth sweetly, almost shyly.





My balls ache at the sound of her moaning against my lips, commanding me to find out what her mouth would feel like around my cock, but she breaks off the kiss after only a minute, wiping the tears from her eyes and snuggling against me again.





“Thank you,” she whispers as I switch the light off and settle down for a sleepless night with my little princess pressed against my side.





I stroke her head with my hand, smoothing out the tangles in her silken blonde hair. My chest is wet with her tears, but she’s not crying anymore, just clinging to me for support.





I can feel every inch of that taut yet velvet soft little body against me. She’s wrapped one leg over mine and the heat of her core rests just next to my hip. Tantalizingly close to where I want it. To where I need
 it.





Maddy’s breathing deepens and her grip on me relaxes as she falls asleep.





I suppress a groan and lie there, wide awake as I throb with intense need for her. I push down the urge to wake her up with my bulging erection.





If she wants to pretend we’re going to sleep in this bed, I’ll pretend for a while. But we left too much unfinished in the studio today. I’ve had a taste of her and it wasn’t enough. I’m not going to be able to resist her forever.





Not when she’s pressed so tight against my body that I can feel her breasts move every time she inhales. Not when that sweet cocoa scent of her sex is returning to my nose, making me think that she’s getting wet. Not when she shifts uncomfortably at my side, clenching her thighs together as though she’s getting aroused.





And definitely not when her hand brushes down to where my cock is straining against my boxers, hard as steel and thicker than her little pussy has ever experienced…





“Oh!” she exclaims when she feels it. All it took was that singular, gentlest touch and my cock is leaking precum, ready to pump her full.





“I’m sorry, princess, I know I shouldn’t be hard right now. I can’t control myself around you.”





“It’s okay, I just wasn’t expecting it,” she says.





“You don’t have to do anything, princess. We can take this as slow as you want to.”





“I don’t understand. Why are you so hard? We haven’t even done anything.”





“You just looked so fucking good in those pajamas. Almost like they were designed to tease me.” I pinch her ass where it hangs below those skin tight booty shorts to make my point.





She yelps at my touch, giggling. I can feel her little body pressed against me, her breasts jiggling as she shakes with laughter. My balls tighten even more.





“They’re just pajamas, silly,” she says. But as she denies it she strokes her hand against my shaft, which is straining the fabric of my boxers, her eyes laser-focused on my bulge.

As if she’s curious, Maddy strokes along the length of me, cradling my swollen balls through my boxers. My cock twitches against her hand in response.





“Simon,” she breathes, her eyes wide with awe. “Oh my god, it’s so big.”





At her touch, I know there’s no way in hell I can lie there and go to sleep. She relaxes against my side again, as if to drift off to sleep, but I can feel her body vibrate with excitement.





I tilt my hips just slightly to the side. Just enough so that her hot little pussy, wrapped in those ridiculous booty shorts, now rests directly on top of my bulge.





“Mmm. That feels nice,” she says sleepily, burying her face against my neck.





“Does it, little girl?” I chuckle. “Because I can think of something that will feel even better. And I think you know what it is but I want to hear you ask for it.”





I begin to gently poke myself against that hot wet center of her. I take it slow, finding the spot where her swollen pearl is pulsing and pressing against it.





I rub my cock up and down the full length of her slit, giving her all the time and attention I know her needy pussy craves. She’s gorgeously wet already, her body preparing her for an invasion she didn’t even consciously know was about to happen.





And her hot, wet pussy feels so fucking good, even through these layers of fabric, that I pick up the pace. I have to. My hips begin to circle, to thrust deeper, without a conscious decision from me.





Maddy’s gorgeous blue eyes fly open and I realize I’ve pulled her down onto my chest tightly so I can rut against her harder. I’m pinning her to me with both hands, making sure she’s not going anywhere. Those soft titties are mashed against my chest and I can feel every inch of her taut skin, her soft belly, her smooth inner thighs.





“Oh, Simon, that feels so nice,” she moans as I hump her like a madman.





“You feel so fucking good little girl, that supple body is driving me crazy,” I tell her.





I start to thrust harder, getting carried away with the sensation of being so close to fucking my little girl but holding back. With every thrust upwards her entire body lifts off the bed. She’s just lying there, letting me bounce her up and down with my cock, humping against her like a randy dog.





I can feel her juices starting to leak through the fabric of her pajama shorts. Good God, how long is she going to let this go on before I fuck her? I’m about to finish in my boxers.





“I want to,” she squeals, giggling as I bounce her harder. “Okay, okay, Simon, I want to. I’m ready.”





And it feels so fucking good to hear her say it that I let out a groan of relief, just about bursting then and there.









CHAPTER 5









MADDY





I DIDN’T EXPECT Simon to be so rough and I love it.





As soon as I admit that I need his cock — as if that wasn’t already obvious — he flips me over and pins me down onto the bed. His stubble rubs against my cheek and his bulge pushes insistently at my entrance.





“Say it again. Admit that you want to be fucked by your ex’s daddy,” he growls in my ear.





Simon is holding me tight to the bed, humping his growing bulge against my ass. His whole body is on top of mine in an inescapable press of his massive strength and weight. He’s in control and I can only let him set me on fire with every pump of his hips, every time that thick cock rams at my pajama shorts.





At some point he’s taken off his boxers, leaving that giant cock to spring free. Now he uses his cockhead to tease up and down my slit, stopping to rest against my clit where he focuses his efforts. That thick, pulsing cockhead feels aggravatingly good against my swollen clit.





I let out a long moan. He continues to rub me, harder and harder until I’m dangling right on the edge.





This man knows what he’s doing with his hips and the incessant friction is delicious but the more he rubs, the more I need skin on skin. I want his raw cock, now.





“Okay, okay Simon!” I’m half-screaming, half-moaning, desperate for it. “I want you to fuck me. I want my ex’s daddy to fuck me. You’re so much bigger and better than him and I need you inside me.”





“Fuck yes,” he lets out a low groan and kisses my neck. “I’m going to fuck you bare. I’m gonna fill you with cum, princess. So much cum. My little girl is going to drain my balls in her tight pussy,”





Then he tears my pajama pants off, leaving my ass and pussy exposed and open to him.





There’s no hesitation. This man knows what he wants and he is going to take it.





In one swift long motion he thrusts inside me, embedding that massive cock somewhere deep in my guts.





My brain melts.





It’s so deep. How can it be this deep? His veiny thick cock slides into my furthest reaches of my pussy so rapidly that it’s like I don’t even feel it go in. Just one moment his cock is not inside me and the next it is, stretching me monstrously, stuffed in my hole and expanding to touch on every sensitive place I have.





“Oh fuck Simon,” I moan, gripping the bedsheets so that they bunch up in my hands. “Your cock feels so much better than his.”





It’s like my body has been waiting for Simon’s cock and its shocking size. Like I’ve been craving this for a long, long time.





I can barely process how good it feels. I start to shudder beneath him as a rapid orgasm hits me like a ton of bricks, feeling stretched out and satisfied.





I spasm beneath him, unable to speak or think or do anything but lie there and take his cock while my orgasm washes through me. Simon starts to slam into my dripping wet hole.





“God, you were just made for this, weren’t you? Look at how that pussy stretches around my cock, it can only just get inside. The perfect fit,” he says, his deep voice strained and husky as my pussy shivers around him.





His voice sounds far away. He’s pushing me down to the bed again as he keeps fucking me with those powerful hips.





It can’t be this fucking good. I can’t be so wet that he slid inside me so easily. But it’s happening. I can feel his balls slapping against my entrance with every thrust.





“Please, please, I need it so bad,” I moan into the pillow.





Simon strokes into me deliciously slow and deep on this thrust, dragging his cockhead up to brush against my twitching clit before teasing my entrance with just the tip.





“What do you need, princess?”





“Your load, your seed, please I need it deep inside my pussy,” I tell him.





“Yes,” he groans. “You need my cum in that pussy.”





He buries himself inside me again, deep and hard. I’m gripping the sheets desperately to stop my whole body from jerking all over the place as he continues to rut into me.





Simon’s going to give it to me regardless. I don’t think he could stop now if he tried. He’s fucking me with determination and stamina and this has always been the finish line.





“Here it comes, it’s all for you, little girl,” he says. He thrusts deeper inside me as he bursts with a ragged groan from his chest.





I feel him explode in a warm rush of moisture deep within me. It feels so good, so soothing that I scream into the pillow. And it keeps going for longer than I expected.





“Thank you, thank you, Simon. That feels so fucking good inside me,” I moan as he holds his still exploding cock inside me.





When he’s finished, there’s no way I can take the amount of cum he’s produced. It’s simply too much for my small body. His seed overflows from my pussy and drips down my inner thigh. There are rivulets of his cream running all over my sex, all over my body.





Simon pulls his cock from me with a satisfied sigh and rolls me onto my side, where he turns to face me and cups my sopping pussy with his hand.





“Look at that,” he says in awe. “Filled to the brim with my seed.” He rubs it over my thighs and dips his fingers back into my pulsing hole. He spreads my legs wider so he can see it all, and I feel a new stream of seed spew out of me.





“Oh wow, princess,” he’s smiling up at me. “I’ve never cum this much in my life. It’s all for you. All because my little princess was made to drain my balls again and again.”





And it’s ridiculous because I’m already so full of his seed that I’m overflowing. But I want more. I want to be so full of his cum that it leaks out of me for days.





As he looks at my cum-glazed pussy, Simon is stroking his hardening cock again.





“Sorry, princess. I am so horny looking at my cum inside you that I think we’ll have to do it again. We’re going to put a baby in you tonight, okay?”





I nod eagerly. The thought of getting pregnant with Simon makes me so turned-on that I start to touch my cum-soaked pussy.





“Yes please,” I say as I push more of his cream back inside me, loving how slippery I am. I’m horny at the thought that I could be getting pregnant right now, from this massive load of cum.





“Oh, my princess likes the sound of that, doesn’t she?” he asks before kissing me, a sloppy, hungry kiss where he practically fucks me with his tongue.





“Let’s do this right,” he says, pushing me onto my back. I giggle excitedly as I lie down, spreading my legs. “Princess, I want you to bring your legs as far back as you can, okay?”





I do as he says, bringing my ankles back next to my face. “Why are we doing this?” I ask him.





“This position is called the mating press, sweetie. It lets me get really deep inside you so there’s the best chance of getting pregnant,” he tells me.





Then he pushes that rock hard cock into my cum drenched pussy. This time I can watch it go in at the same time as I feel the great burning stretch of his unfathomable size. His cock looks obscene next to my pussy and I’m amazed that I can take it, but he pushes himself in until he’s all the way home inside me.





“Just lie still and take my seed, princess,” he groans, roughly thumbing my clit.





Derek always wanted me to be on top. But Simon doesn’t want me to do a thing except spread my legs for him and let the pleasure of being plowed with his huge daddy dick surge through me.





Every so often he squeezes my breasts, places a hand on my throat, or pushes my ankles further back, but other that that I’m just a vessel for his cum.





Simon’s handsome face is contorted with effort as he pants above me. My tight pussy doesn’t make it easy for him, gripping his cock with every thrust like I never want it to leave me. It’s wonderful to just let him take me, to do what our bodies need to do.





“That’s a good girl, that’s a good girl,” he groans, his voice hoarse and low as he nears completion. “Just stay still and let me fuck a baby into that fertile body.”





Something comes over him as his precum leaks into me and he looks down at my body. He puts his weight on my legs, pushing them further back, as though to determined to get somehow deeper inside me. I can feel his cockhead butting against my womb he’s so deep.





Then he pounds into me relentlessly, with no mercy, fixated on his single goal. He growls and puffs and groans against my neck, his hips pumping vigorously up and down, until finally he bends down and his stubble rasps against my throat.





“I knew since I saw you that I wanted to breed you, Maddy. I saved up all of this cum for you. You’re going to be such a beautiful mother. I knew you would be my perfect little breeder.”





Then he lets out a low, strangled groan against my ear as he fills me with ropes and ropes of his sticky cum. He’s so deep inside me that I feel his balls twitch against my entrance when he finishes. I feel his sperm coat the walls of my pussy, my cervix, and keep going until it’s flowing out of me again.





At the feeling of this fountain of cum inside me, I lose control again. I tremble around Simon’s thick cock, squeezing out the last of the seed from his balls. My eyes roll back into my head and I go limp with my orgasm, unable to stay tethered to reality.





“That’s right, milk all of that cum from my cock,” he says softly, stroking my hair as I open my mouth wide in a silent scream.





Eventually I go limp, feeling dirty and well-used with this panting, older man on top of me, his cock steeping in a sopping wet mess of our juices inside me. I feel so satisfied and full with his heavy body pinning me to the bed.





He pulls his cock from me after a few minutes, stroking my face gently.





“Now, princess, I know you’re tired. But I need you to do one last thing for me tonight. Open your mouth.”





Simon’s hips are right next to my face and I can see his cock, coated in gleaming juices. He grips my head and presses his wet, messy cock against my lips.





“You created this mess, princess, now you have to deal with it. I’ve filled you up with all the seed you asked for. It’s the least you can do to thank me, isn’t it?”





As if on cue I feel another glob of cum slide down onto my thighs. I’ve never felt so full and satiated before. Derek could never have cum so much and he never wanted to have sex raw, no matter how much I begged for it.





I open my mouth and Simon slides his wet cock between my lips. His cum is so sticky and delicious that I start to get excited all over again.





“That’s right, you’re my dirty little princess and you love to lick the taste of your pussy off my cock, don’t you?” he says soothingly as I swirl my tongue around his shaft. He grips the back of my head to make sure I’m cleaning him thoroughly enough.





I love that his entire load is entering my body, with none of it going to waste. He guides me everywhere that needs cleaning. There’s cum everywhere from when it started to overflow out of me — his balls, his inner thighs, his asshole.





Meanwhile, the cum in my pussy continues to soak in, squelching as I move around the bed.





When I’m done cleaning I open my mouth to show him that it’s all gone, all of his massive load of cum is inside me.





“Good girl,” he coos, and pulls me to his chest. We just lie together for a while, Simon’s hands roaming all over my young, fertile body, pushing his cum deeper inside my pussy.





When he reaches my belly he strokes it softly. “I can’t wait until my baby’s in here, princess,” he tells me with a satisfied sigh.









EPILOGUE









MADDY





THE PLEASURE THRUMS through me just as I’m reaching consciousness.





Every morning begins like this. Simon wakes me up with his mouth or his cock.





Because every night, in my pregnant, desperately hormonal state, I end up writhing myself against him and bringing myself to the edge of an orgasm.





Today he’s chosen his cock to start the morning with. That’s my favorite option because it means I get a load of his yummy cum deep inside me. I’m already slick with juices and his thick monster slides right into me with that delightful stretch of the muscles that I’ve become so used to.





“There you go, princess, that’s what you’ve been craving all night, isn’t it?” he groans as he enters me, reaching down to caress my swollen tits.





“Oh my God yes. Your huge cock is just what I need inside my horny pregnant pussy,” I moan.





Sure, I’m pregnant, so there’s no reason for him to fill me up. But both of us get a kick out of the feeling of his sticky cum way up inside me. And the fact that I’ll walk around for the rest of the day with his load dripping out of me, the physical proof that I am his good little breeder.





It might be obscene, but sometimes I ask Simon to take a photo of his cum dripping out of my pussy so I can see how full I am. It never fails to turn me on that my hole is too tight to hold all of his cream.





Even now that I’m knocked up, he always produces so much cum for me that it’s like he’s trying to get me pregnant again. I can’t wait to feel it against my womb today.





He’s taking me on the edge of the bed, looking up at him, as he thrusts into me with those sure, long strokes, embedding himself deep until his balls are right against my entrance. The position gives him the perfect view of my pregnant body laid out on the bed for him, my rounded belly sticking up in the air and my swollen, sensitive tits shaking with every thrust.





“I’m going to put so many babies in this little belly, Maddy,” he groans, reaching down to rub my clit, and I feel the waves of pleasure start to gather tight inside me. I think he loves my body even more now that I’m pregnant.





He’s thrilled at the way my breasts are swelling more every day, at how sensitive my nipples are becoming. I’m not producing milk just yet, but every day Simon checks, suckling at my nipples with that wickedly talented mouth of his. He says I’ve started to taste even sweeter now that I’m pregnant.





He takes both my tits in his hands an uses them as leverage as he nears completion. I writhe beneath him and he presses deep into me so I can feel his cock twitch against my cervix, followed by the hot wave of cum.





I find my release hitting me in a solid wall as he spurts inside me, letting out that gorgeous low groan that I now associate with a big load of cum. He keeps his cock bursting inside me until he’s totally drained.





Now, for the rest of the day, I get to have my favorite feeling in the world. The slick, warm sensation of Simon’s cum slowly leaking out of my pussy, reminding me what we’ve done. What we will continue to do.





I just love that every day, my body is the focus of his attention, the object of his desires. We’ve been talking about how many kids we want to have, and it turns out Simon has been planning this for way longer than I thought.





Since the very first time he met me, he’s been wanting to get me pregnant.





We’re thinking five children, but I don’t think Simon’s going to be able to stop. As long as I’m fertile, as long as I keep being his good little girl, he will want to keep me pregnant and filled with his cum.











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




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




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



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



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



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



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





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

 

Get your free copy here!









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


Professor’s Fertile Intern



His Fertile Brat


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


Knocked Up by the Single Dad



Knocked Up by the Grumpy Professor



Knocked Up by my Daddy’s Best Friend



Baby for my Obsessed Boss



Knocked Up by my Possessive Neighbor
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