

Contents

Chapter 1 
Lily
Chapter 2 
Lennox
Chapter 3 
Lily
Chapter 4 
Lennox
Chapter 5 
Lily
Chapter 6 
Lennox
Epilogue 
Lily



His Fertile Submissive: A BDSM Age Gap Romantic Erotica

She’s been trained to be a good girl and take whatever he gives her… Even if it means getting knocked up.

Shy college student Lily doesn’t expect to catch the eye of a dominant older man at a bachelorette party.

But billionaire Lennox Lockstead can’t stop thinking about the naturally submissive young woman who stood away from the crowd.

She brings out a base, primal instinct in him… Not just to dominate, but to possess.

It’s not enough to train her, to have her obedience and her innocence. He needs to claim her irreversibly.

Until this younger woman is being filled up, again and again, by the possessive alpha male who wants to start a family with her.

This is a smutty short read. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA with marriage and pregnancy. Tropes include: age gap, forbidden love, breeding, domination, discipline, older man/younger woman.
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CHAPTER 1


LILY

I DID NOT sign up for this.

To my mortification, the bachelorette party is at a club where there are women dancing in cages. Claire, my closest friend from college, is marrying next week.

While I’m thrilled for her, the pre-wedding rituals mean a lot of socialising with people I’d rather not spend time with. People who are now, rather embarrassingly, twerking against the wall. They don’t loook nearly as good as the professional dancers that people are here to see.

In college, I was more of a wallflower than a party girl. I usually stayed sober, and I know everyone’s embarrassing drunk habits. This bachelorette party is the epitome of the awkward dynamic.

Thankfully Claire, the bride-to-be, is sober too and has spent half the night chatting with me before being dragged over to the dance floor. She’s pregnant and it’s a bit of a shotgun-wedding situation, though no one is saying it.

At least the sex club is classy — I drove here, so I’m staying off the alcohol, but the decor is surprisingly luxurious and the mocktails are to die for.

I do wish I could have had a heads up. I would have at least worn a different outfit if I’d known a sex club called The Cock & Tail was our destination.

My low-key outfit of jeans and a nice top stick out like a sore thumb amongst all the leather and mesh. At least, I think with a sigh, the peasant-style top is low cut and my breasts look good. And these are my favorite pair of jeans, so I’m not uncomfortable. Just underdressed.

Everyone else at the bachelorette party seemed to get the memo, wearing slinky little dresses and leather pants. They must think I’m such a prude.

I cringe internally as I watch them dancing together as a unit while I stand alone at the bar sipping a mocktail. I don’t even know how to dance like that, gyrating my hips in that way that makes men want to grind against you. It’s not for lack of trying. I’m just socially awkward and I don’t like to be the center of attention.

I jolt out of my embarrassing wallflower thoughts when I spot a stone-cold hottie at the other end of the bar. Dark hair speckled with just a hint of grey, swept back from his face. A coating of stubble over olive skin. And piercing blue eyes.

Maybe if I could dance like that, or if I was wearing something sexier, he’d notice me. Because I know there’s no way in hell that he’ll pay attention to me, I can give myself permission to zone out and stare at him.

Dreamy is the only word for him. I think he might be the most gorgeous man I’ve ever seen. Wearing a suit that looks like it was tailor-made for his tall, muscled body.

I realize with a jolt that as I obviously check him out, he’s looking right back at me. The second those piercing eyes meet mine I feel a twist in my stomach. My face starts to burn. How mortifying.

I shrink away, ducking against the bar and check back over my shoulder. He’s still staring. He must be looking at someone else. But there’s no one.

I work up the courage to meet his eyes again, only to realize that he’s walked over and is now standing right next to me.

“Hi,” I squeak out, on instinct. I have to tilt my head to look up at him. The man has to be over six-foot, and given that my body type is more short and curvy than tall and willowy, I’m practically having to crane my neck to see his face.

I can barely think straight as he reaches for me, his masculine scent flooding my senses. He toys with a strand of my hair and fixes me with that deep-blue stare that makes me think he can see every thought I’ve had. Including the ones where I sized up his body.

“Hi,” he replies silkily, in a deep voice that rumbles up from his chest. He’s smiling and it’s so blinding that my pulse races as though I’ve just run a marathon. “Lennox,” he says by way of introduction, inclining his head as though telling me that it’s my turn to give my name.

“Hi, I’m Lily,” I say. I realize too late that I’ve already said hi and a blush creeps up my neck.

A real-life silver fox. Acting interested in me. And I’m absolutely blowing it by forgetting how to talk.

“You look flushed, Lily.”

“Do I?” I sound like an idiot, but normal human responses have conveniently vacated my head.

He places a cool hand to my forehead. “It’s hot in here. That, or you really enjoyed the show.”

A cheeky sparkle flickers in his blue eyes as he grins at me and gestures to the women in cages. Why isn’t he looking at them with that cheeky, “I’m going to remove all of your clothes and you’re going to love it” expression? Maybe because they’re already scantily clad.

Lennox acts like he owns the place. He’s so relaxed that it’s like he’s just grabbing a glass of water in his own kitchen. He reaches over the bar for a cup of ice with a casual, effortless grace and plucks one cube between his thumb and forefinger.

I don’t understand what he’s doing until he tells me, “Open up.”

I do as he says, almost automatically. The idea of questioning this man, when he’s looking at me like that? It doesn’t even cross my mind. He pushes the ice cube into my mouth, slowly, his fingers lingering against my lips for an agonizing beat too long.

My urge is to suck his fingers as well as the ice cube, which would surely send him running for the hills.

The sweet relief of the cold is immediate. “Good girl.” Heat flares in my stomach at his tone. He strokes the side of my cheek just once with his thumb as I suck the ice, his blue eyes crinkling at the corners while he watches. Closely.

“That’s better, isn’t it?”

I nod wordlessly, still sucking on the ice.

“Your friends are very drunk.” He’s right. They’re in a group, yelling the lyrics to a pop song. Claire raises her eyebrows at me and gives me a double-thumbs-up when she sees who I’m standing with. “Do you want to get out of here?”

My stomach flips. Never, in my whole life, has a man ever uttered those words to me.

I blink at him and tilt my head. What if he’s some kind of weirdo? This is a sex club. But would I even care? I think I’d let this man do whatever he wanted to me. The thought gets me flustered, the idea of letting Lennox tell me what to do, how I could please him…

“Y-yes.” There I go again, getting carried away with my thoughts.

“You should say bye to your friends or they’ll wonder where you’ve gone,” he tells me, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. “I’ll be waiting out front. In the Mercedes.”

Then he disappears. Leaving me to question whether that was real or just an overheated dream I had because of the temperature and because I’m in a sex club for the first time in my life.

My friends are busy paying absolutely no attention to what I’m doing, but I make my goodbyes anyway. Claire pulls me in for a tight hug. I feel a surge of irrational jealousy that her life has worked out so perfectly, with her baby on the way and her rich older husband to take care of everything.

At least I have this. A one night stand with a stranger who I’m so attracted to that my legs feel like jelly while I walk outside. More than once I pause on the way out, doubting myself.

If he’s not there — and I strongly doubt he will be — I can just drive home and forget about this whole ordeal.

But by the time I extract myself from the final sticky, drunk hug of my friends, there’s a glossy black Mercedes idling out the front of the club.

I stare at it uncertainly for a beat, because the windows are too tinted for me to see inside.

Then the door swings open and that deep voice comes rumbling out. “Well, Lily, are you coming?”

Lennox steps out of the car and once again my instinct is to melt completely. But this time, I force myself to make a coherent sentence.

“Yes. If you still want me to.”

Those blue eyes crinkle at the corners again and he strokes a hand across the stubble on his face as he stares into my soul. He rakes my body up and down in a way that makes me think maybe I did wear the right outfit.

“Oh, I really do.” His voice softens a little as he tugs me into the backseat of the car onto a soft leather seat.

There’s a driver in the front, I realize as the car starts moving smoothly. How wealthy is this man?

Lennox pulls me right beside him, our thighs wedged together and his arm slung over the back of my seat. I can feel his solid muscles shift against me as he pours me a glass of sparkling water and leans back to look at me again.

I’m glad I haven’t been drinking with the other girls tonight. If I had, I might do something embarrassing, like try to kiss him.

I’m coming off a long dry spell — it’s been two years since my childhood sweetheart dumped me for a musical theatre major — and something about this man has me feeling more than a little unhinged.

He smells divine, obviously wearing some kind of expensive cologne that subtly blends with his natural masculine scent. He carries himself with confidence and authority. And something about the look in his eyes right now tells me he could teach me a lot.

“Tell me, Lily,” he asks in a low, gravelly voice. “Do you have a boyfriend?”

“N-no,” I stutter, shocked by the way that it seems like Lennox can read my thoughts.

“Good.” His voice rasps in my ear. “If you did, he wouldn’t like what I’m about to do to you.”

My heart skips a beat as he trails his mouth down the side of my neck.


CHAPTER 2


LENNOX

THE TASTE OF her skin. Good God, it’s soft and sweet and absolutely overwhelming. I have to stop myself from stripping her bare and licking her all over the second she sits beside me in the car.

I’m letting myself go wild tonight. I’ve never let myself bring home someone so innocent before. I’m wary of ruining lives.

But her? I couldn’t resist that pull when I saw her standing so shyly, wearing drab clothes that show she had no idea she was the most desirable woman in that club. Lily is a natural submissive who’s going to learn how much she enjoys relinquishing control of her body.

Lily looks up at me with shock in those molten hazel eyes. Such bewilderment. Such innocence. She has no idea what’s about to happen.

Or how much she’s going to love it. The way she let me thrust that ice cube into her mouth, seconds after meeting, confirmed it.

I drag my mouth away from her long neck with a final brush of my lips, barely able to keep my mind from wondering what her pussy will taste like.

“How old are you, darling?” I ask her. Half my age. At a minimum.

“Twenty-one,” she replies. “I graduated college a month ago.”

That explains her innocence. She’s barely seen the real world yet. I try to imagine showing up to a dinner party or a work function with this young thing on my arm. Would people judge me? Would I even care if they did?

She parts her lips and stares up at me expectantly as we pull away from the club and the city streets roll past. God, she’s gorgeous, with silken pale skin and soft red lipstick that I can’t wait to see smeared across her face.

Our age difference is not going to be enough to stop this raging desire to claim her.

“Are you going to kiss me?” she asks, finally, after I keep staring at her.

“I don’t know, Lily,” I tease. “Would you like that?”

She nods her head, her breathing coming faster. I take her chin in my hand, tilt her face towards me, and take her bottom lip between my teeth. With gentle, firm pressure, I tug her bottom lip away from her mouth. She makes a noise of pain in the back of her throat, but I see the confusion melt into lust. I release her pillowy lower lip and look down at her again.

The lipstick is smeared around her lower lip, just a little, and I love the way it looks on her. I can’t wait to turn this innocent, proper girl into a submissive slut.

Those hazel eyes are already hungry with expectation. I fist her hair and pull her closer until I can feel her rapid breaths against my lips.

I really kiss her, hard, my tongue plundering through her mouth, not just tasting her but consuming her.

I don’t even know if Lily realizes what she’s doing, but she inches closer and closer to my cock until she’s straddling my lap, grinding her hot little pussy through her jeans right over the bulge of my erection.

Begging to be fucked like the submissive slut she is.

“Gosh,” she says, breathless when I pull away. I chuckle. I’ve just fucked her mouth with my tongue, and all she has to say is gosh.

Her chest is rising and falling with rapid gasps. I tug at the string that keeps her top closed above her breasts. Just as I’d expected, it falls away to reveal her full breasts without a shred of lingerie covering them.

“What’s this, Lily?” I ask her. Her face flames a delightfully soft pink. “Were you not wearing a bra at the sex club?”

“I…” She pauses. “Sometimes in the summer it’s more comfortable not to.”

My hands close over her breasts, massaging her full-yet-firm flesh and pulling on her nipples until they form delicious pink peaks. I roll her sensitive buds between my thumb and index finger, enjoying the mindless way Lily’s arousal makes her grind herself against my growing bulge.

Fuck, it’s like she was made for me.

My cock is achingly hard, every tiny movement from her sending me closer to the edge. If I’m not careful, I’m going to come in my pants just from Lily grinding herself against me. And she doesn’t even know what she’s doing.

So many women have tried to be the perfect submissive for me before, and here is this inexperienced 21-year-old, doing it on pure instinct.

I push the car door open as soon as we arrive. Lily might make me ultra-fucking-hard, but let’s see how well she can obey orders.

The cool night air rushes in and her pink nipples instantly harden into tight peaks. My exclusive suburb is totally quiet at this time of night, but still, I can see that she’s nervous at the idea of showing her breasts in public. She brings her hands up to cover her breasts, but I slide my hand gently over them and push them down.

“Don’t cover yourself,” I tell her, my lips brushing her ear as I help her out of the car. “Walk straight to the front door and remove all of your clothes.”

“W-what?”

I press my bulge against her drenched pussy and she lets out a low whine.

“You heard me, Lily. Remember you get a reward at the end of this.”

She looks around nervously as she steps out of the car, her legs shaky. “Okay.”

Her first steps are tentative. I watch her pale back, the curve of her spine, and the sweep of her honey-coloured hair. She holds her head high, with perfect posture, and walks straight to the door, where she peels her jeans off and turns to face me as she removes her panties.

As she hooks her thumbs under the side of her panties and slides them down her thighs, she maintains perfect eye contact with me. I nod approvingly as she stands there, every inch of her creamy skin on display for me. I can’t see myself ever getting over her delightful body, the perfect mixture of taut and soft. Ready to be devoured.

The way she twists her hands together in nervousness only makes her all the more enticing. I have to remind myself of the danger of the situation, that she’s probably only about half my age, that I could end up corrupting her forever, but it does nothing to quell the raging hard-on between my thighs.

As I stride over to her, my cock ready to bust a hole in my pants, I motion for her to get to her knees.

“Kneel for me, Lily.”

She does so solemnly, nodding her head and tilting her face up to me as I reach her. .

“Such a fucking good girl,” I growl as I stand over her. Her pupils widen at the praise and I stroke her pretty face. “The prettiest slut I’ve ever seen, kneeling naked in the doorway of my house. Do you think you deserve my cock yet?”

She nods so eagerly that I let out a chuckle. “Fuck, you’re so enthusiastic. But you do need to earn it, Lily. And first you’re going to earn it by getting me nice and hard with that sweet little throat of yours.”

I push open the door to the house. She starts to rise up, but stops as soon as I shake my head. Waiting for orders — and I haven’t even had to ask her to. “Not yet. Wait until I tell you.”

I take a seat in my favorite chair in my study, a classic plush brown leather chair.

“Now crawl to me, pet, and prove how much you want this cock.”

When she rounds the corner, she’s on all fours. The view is astounding, her perky breasts bouncing on her chest and her rounded ass high in the air. Every inch of that petite frame, her soft curves and her silken skin, are about to be corrupted and debased and mine.

It’s intoxicating.

Those pretty hazel eyes go comically wide as she sees me stroking my cock.

“That fucking face, baby, you’ll be the death of me. Does my little cockslut like what she sees?”

Lily nods her head and speeds up as she approaches me. “God, yes.” She licks her lips when I tell her to stop, her face nestled right between my thighs and the expectation in her eyes making me ache with need.

“God yes, sir.” I correct her and she echoes the words back to me. Pliable and obedient.

“Have you ever sucked cock, Lily?”

“Not one like this, sir.”


CHAPTER 3


LILY

“WHAT DO YOU mean by that?” His voice is low, but he places his finger and thumb under my chin to tilt my face up towards him.

I giggle nervously as he fixes me with his intense blue eyes, his pupils blown wide with arousal.

As if this man needs me to explain to him that he has the most perfect dick in existence. His erection stands proudly between his thighs, deliciously thick with veins running along the length. I can’t imagine fitting him inside me, but I know I will do my best to try.

“Do you really want me to say it?” I say, feeling a little silly as I look up at him from between his thighs. He looks like a Greek god from this angle, as I stare at the v-shape carved down towards his cock and the bulge of his abdominal muscles disappearing beneath his button-down. I want to lick every inch of that hard, muscular body until all I can taste is him and his cologne.

“I asked the question for a reason,” he says in a growl, his eyes serious on mine. “Answer me, pet.”

“Not this big. Or thick. The only time I have it was my ex-boyfriend and he was, uh… Smaller than you.”

“That’s important to know. Because now I know to take it easy on that inexperienced little mouth of yours. You have a lot to learn, pet.”

And I can’t wait to learn it, I think, as I eye the length and width of him. “I know, sir.”

He sighs and arranges himself so that cock is so close to my mouth that I could almost lick it if I stuck my tongue out. I’m practically drooling all over him at the thought that he’s going to be in my mouth soon.

“These are the rules, Lily.” I will myself to focus on what he’s saying instead of the beautiful cock in my face. “If you want anything, whether it’s an orgasm, a nap, or a drink of water, you will ask me for permission. While you suck my cock, you will look me in the eye. You do what I ask, but if at any time it’s too much for you, tap twice against my leg and I’ll stop, no questions asked. Or, if your mouth is free, you can say the safe word ‘Arctic’. Okay?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good. Now, I think my cock is begging to be introduced to that mouth. I want you to start slowly.”

I do as he says, taking just the head of him into my mouth and swirling my tongue. I have to stretch my mouth wide open just to take the tip of him inside. My hands find the rest of his shaft. There’s still so much to go.

The clean, manly taste of him is all-consuming. I run my tongue up the underside of his cock, tracing the long vein there, and he fists his hands in my hair to pull me closer. I bob up and down to stretch my mouth around his width, finally taking his whole head inside my mouth, but it feels like such an effort.

He presses his cock against my cheek and holds it there, staring down at me with a look of awe. “You’re so pretty with your mouth full of my cock, pet.”

Lennox is in control now, with both his hands fisted in my hair as he pulls me on and off his cock. He drives deeper with his thick shaft, testing out the back of my throat.

I try to suppress my gag reflex but can only make it a few seconds each time. He’s gentle with me, making sure I’ve got my breath before he tries again. “We’ll work on that tight throat, Lily. But God knows, this soft mouth is enough right now.”

Bliss washes over his face as I try my best to swallow his thick length down. Every time his eyes flutter closed like that, my own pleasure only increases. He might be taking control of me but I feel powerful as I watch his hair become wild and his eyes turn so dark that they’re almost black with arousal. His chin tilts back and I watch the tension build along his strong jawline while he uses me.

Blow jobs have never turned me on before. But with Lennox taking control of me — his commands firm yet gentle, I find the heat in my belly is becoming a raging fire.

“Fuck, pet. That little mouth is so wet and tight and hot.” His strokes are picking up in pace now.

As he starts to let out a series of low moans, getting closer to his own release, I bring a hand between my thighs. He told me to ask if I wanted an orgasm but my mouth is occupied… And this man is too close to the edge to even notice if I make myself come too.

It barely takes a few flickers of pressure over my clit to find release. I moan around him, the sound vibrating up his length, and he loves it.

“That’s it, pet,” he cries out as I do my best to swallow him down. He holds me deep on his cock until he finishes, his seed spurting straight down my throat.

When he’s done, panting above me and stroking my hair, a wave of pride rushes through me.

“What do you say?”

“Thank you, sir.” I wonder if the dazed look in my eyes makes it obvious that I’ve just come all over my hand.

“You’re welcome, pet. You liked that, didn’t you? I heard you moan. A good little cocksucker.” He rises to his feet, kicking his pants off, and tells me to stay in place.

He can see exactly how much I do like it as I stay on all fours, every inch of me exposed to the gaze that rakes over me. He’s circling me like a shark eyeing up its prey, but there’s something about Lennox that I inherently trust.

I’m sick of denying my desires. “I did,” I reply to him.

“I did, sir,” he corrects me gently and I repeat the words back to him.

It should feel humiliating, or wrong, to let him tell me how to speak but instead all I can think about is the anticipation of what he’s going to do next.

“Lily,” he runs a hand through his hair, already looking more dishevelled than he did at the club. “Did you make yourself come while you sucked my cock?”

I play innocent, batting my eyelashes at him, but as his fingers brush against my clit I can’t hide how sensitive my body has become. I squirm against his hand, already craving another release.

“Fine, I did,” I gasp when he pinches my clit between his thumb and forefinger.

“And did I say you could?” His voice is low and dangerous.

“No, sir.”

He takes a seat on the couch across the room and motions for me to lie across his lap. When I do, he strokes a hand over my ass.

“Tell me what you’re being punished for, pet.” His voice is husky and excited. I can feel his cock swelling beneath my stomach as I squirm with anticipation in his lap.

I swallow. “For finishing without your permission, sir.”

“Be specific. What exactly were you doing?”

“I was—“ I hesitate. “I was touching my needy little cunt while I sucked your cock.”

“That’s better. And why were you doing that?”

“Because I find it arousing to serve you, sir.”

“Because you’re a needy slut and a natural submissive whose only job is to take my cum.”

I repeat the words back to him, unable to stop the waves of shame and arousal the mingle at this treatment.

If he doesn’t touch me, and soon, I don’t think I’ll be able to stop myself from breaking his rules again…

“You’re thinking about it again, aren’t you Lily? You want to touch that pussy and make yourself cum again.”

Heat floods my face. It’s like he can read my mind. I nod, looking away from him.

“It’s okay. A needy slut like you can’t help it.”

He strokes my drenched pussy before bringing his palm down against my ass cheek. The shock makes me writhe against his thighs but he holds me firm against him.

“Shh. It’s okay. You’re just learning a lesson the hard way, slut.” He brings down blow after blow but always follows the stinging pain with a caress of my pussy, until the intense pain transforms into pleasure.

“Please,” I cry out, right on the edge again. As I try to stop myself from coming, I begin to tremble in his lap from the exertion.

“Not yet.” He strokes me soothingly. “You can do better than that, Lily.” He softens his voice at the end. “For me?”

Then he spanks me again. I sob against his thighs but he won’t let me come.

The combination of pain and pleasure so close together clouds my mind. I want him to do it again. But I need an orgasm so badly that it’s all I can think about.

“Don’t tell me you’re enjoying your punishment, pet?” he asks teasingly, when my whining reaches a fever pitch.

“Please, sir, I need to come,” I beg him again. “I’ll do anything.”

He sighs, but the dark look in his eyes tells me he wants to make me lose control just as much as I wanted to give him pleasure before.

“Normally I have really strict rules and using protection is one of them, Lily. But I was wondering…” He swallows. “If we could forego that particular rule tonight?”

I nod. “I’m clean.” As if it even needs to be said when I haven’t had any in years.

“As am I,” he replies. “Then you can come, slut, on one condition. Tonight I’m going to fuck you raw and you’re going to beg for my cum. Tonight, you’re not just my slut, you’re my breeding slut.”

I nod my agreement and Lennox gives me what I crave, grazing my clit with skilled swipes of his fingers that make me gasp with pleasure.

My orgasm is instantaneous, especially with Lennox’s promise to fill me up. If his fingers feel this unbelievable, that thick cock is going to change me forever. I’ve had his delicious cum pouring down my throat, now I want it to flood my pussy too.

But even my intense release quickly becomes torture in Lennox’s skilled hands. He continues to thumb my clit long after I’m spent, enjoying every new whine of pleasure he extracts from my spent body.

My orgasm lasts for so long that my voice becomes hoarse and I’m gasping for air.

“Say the safe word if you want me to stop, pet,” Lennox reminds me as he trails his fingers softly over my swollen pussy lips. Even that gentle touch makes my hips buck.

My ass is burning from my punishment. He caresses it gently before pushing a finger inside me. I’m utterly soaked. As it slips inside me, we both gasp with pleasure.

“So tight, pet. When was the last time someone fucked this pretty little hole?”

“It’s been a while,” I admit, my voice shaky with arousal. “My boyfriend broke up with me two years ago.”

“That’s a shame for him. But it’s good news for me. Because that soft pussy is squeezing me in a way that says it’s ready to be fucked.”

He flips me over and arranges me on the couch with my legs spread for him, running his cock along my slit to coat himself in my arousal before he pushes inside. I don’t know if this is going to work, with his cock stuffing me so full that I can barely move beneath him, but he keeps going.

With short, sharp thrusts he embeds his giant cock inside me, inch my mouth-watering inch.

The friction is so good that I cry out. “You’re so huge, sir.”

He grunts with effort as my pussy continues to squeeze him. “I’m just the right size for you, pet.”

He finally seats himself fully inside me, and the throb of sensation is so perfect I want to cry.

“I know,” Lennox groans as I let out a sob from the back of my throat. “Fuck, I know.” His voice becomes a hiss as I clench around him, losing all control.

His lips are hungry on my neck as he slams himself home inside me, trailing over my racing pulse. His muscles arms are hard and unforgiving as steel as he pulls me tight against him until our bodies are flush against each other, his weight pinning me down.

The couch protests at the force of it but I crave more.

“Please, please,” I gasp out and he delivers with a rock of his hips that hits every sensitive spot within me.

I’m coming, and he hasn’t given me permission, but he doesn’t care because he’s lost himself in this too. He roars with satisfaction as my body tenses and releases beneath him. This isn’t a game anymore, this is just us, trying to get as close to one another as humanly possible.

His grunts turn into low moans as he continues, his breath coming harder against my neck, until I feel the jerk of tension and release snap through his body.

To make this polished, put together man lose control like this — becoming animal and base, feels like an achievement. He doesn’t leave me, even when he’s found his own pleasure, coaxing another orgasm from me with his practiced fingers.

He watches my face carefully this time, letting out a dark chuckle as I lose control once again. “Oh, Lily. Now that I’ve seen how beautiful that orgasm is I don’t think I want to do anything else.”

Lennox eases his thick girth out of me and stares down in wonder at the mess we’ve made, using his fingers to make sure every last drop stays inside me.

I sigh and lie back in satisfaction. There’s something so warm and reassuring about the feeling of being filled up by Lennox. I could get used to this.


CHAPTER 4


LENNOX

“WAIT, LENNOX LOCKSTEAD. That’s you?”

Lily is staring down at the array of newspapers my secretary has brought in. There’s a big IPO for a start-up company I’m involved with next week. Media coverage has been non-stop, so for the last month I’ve been having the early editions brought to me as soon as they’re printed. This morning, my face is on the front page again. I’m just the investor behind the project, but as soon as my name is involved, the media go crazy for it.

“Yes,” I reply, unable to help my brow creasing in confusion as I pull on my reading glasses. She’s snuggled against my side, and the way she trails her fingers along my shoulder is already getting me hard.

“So you’re not just some rich guy. You’re a famous billionaire,” she replies, rubbing sleep from her hazel eyes. Her confusion and exhaustion cannot be faked. She never fails to surprise me. A smile creeps across my face as I realize this girl has no idea who I am.

“You truly didn’t know, did you?” I stroke the back of my knuckles along the side of her face.

Lily is innocent. Perfect. All mine. And she has absolutely no ulterior motive. Everything last night was simply, purely her, not driven by a desire for money or power or fame. I couldn’t have found a woman like this if I’d searched high and low.

The longing that hardens between my thighs has nothing to do with her body or her perfect obedience this time. Now it’s something deeper, something more irrevocable. This submissive needs to bear the undeniable evidence that she’s mine.

Holy shit, am I falling for a one-night stand who’s half my age?

“I guess I should get going,” she mumbles when she sees the time.

The tugging in my chest continues as I watch her gather her clothes.

“Wait.” I’m standing up, butt-naked, and reaching for her, before I’ve even thought this through. She fits against my chest like she was made to be with me. “You’re not going anywhere.”

“W-what?” She turns to me, a half smile curving her lips. God, I love that I’m the one who makes her stumble over her words like that.

“I want to have breakfast with you, Lily. And lunch. And dinner. And dessert… Actually, you’ll be the dessert.”

She bites her lip, those hazel eyes uncertain on mine. I don’t backtrack. I don’t regret a single thing I’ve said.

I’ll regret it if Lily doesn’t agree, because I don’t want to spend another second without her warming my bed. But I am not going to let her slip out my door after we’ve only just scratched the surface of what this could be.

“At least stay for breakfast and we can talk. Please.”

She agrees, and my heart flips as she settles back in my bed against my side. Curling up like a good pet. But why do I want this to be something more that just her submission?

I set down the papers and focus on her, unable to believe how lucky I was to bump into such a perfect creature last night. “I forgot to ask, what were you out celebrating at a sex club?”

“My friend Claire. She got pregnant, and she’s having a shotgun wedding. It was her bachelorette party.”

I raise my eyebrows. Lily’s just graduated college. She seems too young for her friends to be having kids already.

“That seems old-fashioned, in this day and age. More something my generation would do, rather than yours.”

She shrugs, running her hands through the hair on my chest and looking up at me. “Her fiancé is older, so he could support them.”

“Do you think you would do the same thing in her position?”

Lily’s eyes shine and she clenches her thighs together in a way that lets me know this conversation is turning her on.

“I don’t know…” she hesitates. “I don’t know if I could trust anyone to stay with me after getting me pregnant. But if I did have that level of trust, that level of security, it would be perfect.”

It would, I think to myself, looking at the fertile young woman who’s just cum all over my cock. Who’s let me fuck her raw, filling her hungry womb with seed.

I pull Lily onto my lap and let my hands roam over her body. She relaxes against me, happy to be a passive plaything. I get her nice and close to the edge, until she’s moaning sleepily. I take my time before I ask her.

“I think you should let me do that to you. What if you didn’t take the morning-after pill?” I can’t hide the edge of arousal in my voice, or how hard my cock is.

Her breathing quickens, and I know she’s excited by the idea too.

“What if I just filled you up with my baby and we dealt with the consequences later?” I roll my hips against her and she lets out a moan as I let her feel the length of my hardness beneath her soaked pussy.

We haven’t properly discussed the consequences but Lily widens her legs to let me enter her tight pussy.

Even with gravity helping her slide onto my shaft, it’s to tight that it’s like her pussy is trying to strangle my cock. I can feel every inch of her slick walls pulse around me as I bury myself in her tight pussy.

“Is this okay?” I murmur against her neck and she nods quickly, sliding deeper onto me and letting out a moan.

“Gosh, Lennox, you’re so huge.” I almost chuckle at eliciting another “gosh” from her, but settle for pulling her down for a strawberry-flavored kiss. She pulls back to gasp as I drive myself balls-deep inside her.

In this position, with her on top, I let her take control and ride me, loving the view of her firm breasts bouncing and her eyes becoming glazed with pleasure. She tilts her head back, letting her cinnamon-colored curls cascade over her shoulders and flexing her stomach muscles above me.

“Such a good pet, taking my cock raw.” She kisses me with a smile on her face as she circles her hips and squeezes me in an irresistible rhythm.

But when I feel myself getting close to the edge, I can’t take her teasing pace anymore.

“You’ve had your fun, pet. Now it’s time to do this properly.” I grip her waist and push her back on the bed. She lets out a squeal of pleasure, wrapping her legs around me and keeping my cock inside her.

Lily may be uncertain about carrying my child, but her actions in bed let me know that her body craves my cum as deep as it can get.

I feel my control unwinding once again as I pin her to the bed and rut inside her with my hips. She tilts her hips to take me as deep as she can, until I’m fully encased within her hot walls.

“Such a good girl letting me breed you like this,” I groan. “Doing exactly what your needy pussy was designed for.”

Even as I take her rough, pounding her against the bed, she begs for it deeper and harder until I tell her to come. She lets out a cry, digging her fingernails into my back, and I feel her muscles pulse around me.

I keep driving into her for a few more strokes until it’s impossible to hold back anymore. “Here it comes, pet.”

As I finish, I bury my teeth in her shoulder and let out a deep grunt of satisfaction. The rippling motion of her orgasm milks every last drop of cum from me until she’s practically overflowing with it. Her eyes flutter shut with satisfaction as I kiss every inch of her spent body, luxuriating in the way her creamy pussy looks with my cum dripping out of it.

“Doesn’t that make you feel good, pet?” I murmur, my voice husky. “Don’t you want to take your master’s cum like that every morning?”

She sighs, then places a hand on my chest and looks seriously in my eyes as I prop myself up above her.

“Lennox, you’re famous. You’re rich. You could have anyone you want. I would never be able to trust that you would actually support me and stay with me.”

“You don’t believe I’d stay with you? What do you mean?” It’s like she thinks this is normal, this all-consuming urge to own every one of her breathy moans.

For God’s sake, it’s like this girl hasn’t even seen herself. She’s stunning, all soft curves and youthful innocence, not to mention the way we fit together so perfectly that I lose all semblance of control or domination every time I enter her.

“Be serious, Lennox. You just told me that you’re a literal billionaire. And I’m somehow supposed to believe that out of everyone, you want me?”

She won’t meet my eyes. I grab her delicate chin and pull her gaze towards me.

“Lily, I’ve been doing this for a long time. Dominating women, making them into my perfect submissives. But never have I lost control the way I did last night. Or this morning. Never have I invited a one-night stand to breakfast immediately afterwards.”

“I don’t know.” Lily bites her lip. The movement makes me want to dominate her until those lips are ruby-red and swollen again. I swallow my arousal and stroke her reassuringly.

“Stay with me today. I’ll think of a way to prove it to you.”


CHAPTER 5


LILY

I GUESS THIS is Lennox’s way of proving it to me. Dressing me up in club-appropriate clothing and parading me around. I’ve told him it’s not going to work, that no one will even notice me, but he insists that we try it.

The dress Lennox had delivered for me is red, silky and attention-grabbing. It’s the complete opposite of the kind of clothing I normally wear, which hides my curves. The neckline plunges between my breasts, while the hem just skims below my ass.

“You look too good, pet. I wish we didn’t have to do this,” Lennox growls when I show him the outfit.

“You really don’t,” I remind him, my voice pleading. “I look ridiculous.”

“You look the furthest thing from ridiculous. And the fact that you believe that just proves my point.”

“But…”

“Now, pet,” he growls. “Before that dress and your makeup cause me to change my mind and peel that silk off you with my teeth.”

He presses a hand to the small of my back and leads me out the door where the car is waiting.

In the car, he pulls me onto his neck and presses his lips against my neck as soon as we’re seated. I only realise he’s giving me a trail of hickeys down my neck and chest when he pulls back to admire his work. “So they know you’re spoken for.”

We’re returning to the club where we met. Lennox says this will prove that I’m desirable, but I’m harboring my fair share of doubts.

As we walk down the corridor and enter the club, it feels different. Heads do turn towards us as we take our seats and order some drinks, I’ll give him that. But I’m not convinced that it’s because of anything other than Lennox’s presence.

I’m walking in there with the hottest man in the place. And a famous billionaire. That has to be the reason people are staring.

“There’s an obvious explanation for this, Lennox. It’s not me, it’s you.”

He rolls his eyes, shaking his head at me. I run my hand through his coarse hair. “You really don’t get it, do you?”

“You don’t have to prove this to me,” I insist. “Let’s just go back to your place and I can stop embarrassing myself.” I can see that he’s tempted, but he shakes his head.

He sighs, like it really pains him to do this. “Dance over there.” He points to a spot in the middle of the dance floor. “By yourself, pet.”

“What? I’m a terrible dancer. That won’t work.”

“I don’t believe that for a second. Now, are you going to be a good girl and do what I say? Or not?” He smirks wickedly as the threat of punishment registers.

It’s the look in his eyes that convinces me to do it. It’s not going to prove a single thing, but maybe it will be worth it later on if it means I get a reward instead of a punishment. I walk out onto the dance floor, a little unsteady in the tall black stilettos I’m wearing.

Maybe it’s because he’s watching. I don’t know. But as I take a few unsteady steps onto the dance floor, I start to feel an energy and confidence that I’ve never experienced in a club before.

Normally, I feel self-conscious and awkward. Tonight, I feel free.

The lights flash around me, the music pumps, and I start to feel like maybe I can do this. For Lennox. Because, even if no one else wants me, he definitely does. And that’s enough.

The bass pulsing out from the speakers tells me what to do. The silk dress whispers over my skin, easy to move in. I’m not wearing a bra again, on Lennox’s orders, and my nipples tighten as I start to move.

Strangely, I don’t feel embarrassed. The same way that I didn’t feel embarrassed when I begged Lennox last night. He makes me feel empowered, even when I’m trying something that would normally have me running for the hills.

With his strong, commanding presence watching me, I feel more desirable than ever. I release my hair from the claw clip and it spills down over my shoulders. I roll my hips, extend my hands to reach for the sky, and let my body unwind. I don’t care what I look like, I only care that his eyes are on me.

With every movement, Lennox’s gaze grows hotter until I feel my pussy start to drip with the intensity of it. I’m not dancing for anyone else. Just my master, showing him just how I can move. Proving to him how much I want him.

I’m so lost in the music and my thoughts of Lennox that I barely register the crowd of men surrounding me until Lennox is at my side, looping an arm tightly around my waist.

I look up and realize that at least ten men have surrounded me on the dance floor, watching me dance. The women in cages are forgotten as they stare at me. I come to a rapid halt as I process this information, shocked at the reaction I’ve somehow created.

“This one’s mine, gentlemen, but we appreciate your interest.” Lennox’s voice is deep and powerful. He swiftly pulls me away from the dance floor towards the back of the club.

“Fucking tease,” one of them says.

“Worth it just to watch her for a few minutes, I’d say.”

“Are they… talking about me?” I ask him, bewildered.

He looks at me, his face tense as we walk away. “Of course they’re talking about you, Lily. Do you get it now?”

A doorman opens a door at the back of the club, revealing a luxurious bedroom. Lennox wastes no time, pushing me forward onto the dresser and meeting my eyes in the mirror.

Something like anger burns there. He didn’t like other men watching me, I realize with a jolt.

“I thought you wanted me to do that,” I say, pouting at him.

“I did, Lily.” He shoves the dress up around my waist and presses his rock-hard erection against my mound. “I just think it worked a little too well for my liking. Do you think the point was proven?”

I bite my lip. “I still don’t get it.”

His blue eyes dark and swirling with possessive anger.

“Every man in that room was aching to do just what I’m going to do to you right now.”

“And what’s that?”

“Breed you.” I gasp as he pushes me forward with a thrust of his hips. I don’t know why the thought of carrying Lennox’s baby soaks my pussy like nothing else… But I’m starting to believe that he really does want this. That if I had his baby, he would support me the way he promises.

“Look at yourself, Lily.” His lips brush my neck as I look at us in the mirror. His tall, muscled frame dominating me just with his size. The way my full breasts are barely even a handful in his huge hands.

“You are the hottest woman in this club. And I think I need to fill you up again, right now, or I might go insane from thoughts of the way those men were leering at what should be mine.”

“Okay,” I tell him breathlessly, so turned on by this conversation that I need him right now. “I’ll do it.”

He meets my gaze in the mirror with a slow smile. “Correct answer. You get a reward for that.” He unzips my dress in one quick motion. “No rules here, pet, except let them hear you beg for my cum.”

Lennox doesn’t push my panties to the side or pull them down. He tears them from my body.

Then he ducks his head between my thighs and changes my world. Lennox’s tongue is huge and more forceful than I thought was possible as he devours every inch of my dripping flesh.

“Mmm, oh gosh, Lennox,” I cry as he shoves his tongue deep inside me.

“You taste so fucking good, pet. Sweet and absolutely intoxicating.”

There’s no build-up or slow gentle touches to get me started and I don’t need it. Within a minute I need release, Lennox’s tongue and teeth and lips sending me right to the edge.

“Use your words, pet,” he tells me when I start to whine for it.

“Can I cum, please?” I beg him, my voice rising desperately at the end. I’m gripping the dressing table to stay upright as he ravages my pussy.

“Only if you beg for my cum.”

“Please, breed me, sir, fill me with your delicious cum.” He makes good on his promise, sucking my clit into his mouth as he fucks me with two fingers.

I collapse forward, spent with pleasure, but Lennox is only getting started.

He rises up, his eyes gleaming with excitement. “You’re so pretty when you’ve just cum all over my face, Lily. I want you to walk out of here with me leaking out of you,” he rasps against my neck.

Then he pushes into me quickly, urgently, and I crave his cock with the same urgency.

I’m ready for him, every part of me slick, and yet the stretch is still incredible. I brace myself against the dressing table and he places his hands on my hips as he slams inside me.

“Such. A. Fucking. Good. Pet.” he grunts with every thrust. “Letting me fill up that fertile pussy with seed until you’re pregnant for me.”

There’s no room for doubt or worry about the future as he embeds his perfect cock deep inside me, hitting every sensitive place along the way.

I love the way we look together in the mirror, Lennox swallowing me whole, his hands rough as they pull my body tight against his. As he cums he brings me upright, my feet dangling, only supported by his hands crushing my waist and his cock impaled in my pussy.

I come apart when I feel him explode deep inside me, and he cradles me gently in his arms as he sets me back on the ground.

When I’m hoarse from crying out with pleasure, Lennox runs his hands over my body while he stares at me in the mirror.

“I can’t wait to see you pregnant for me, pet. These titties will get heavy and full of milk. This little belly will get swollen and round. You’re going to be spectacular.”

He kisses my neck gently, his hand still on my lower stomach as he slides out of me, his warm cum dripping from my pussy and making a mess of my inner-thighs. Fuck, that was a big load.

Maybe I’ll actually get pregnant from this. The thought doesn’t scare me like it used to. Now, with the possessive-yet-gentle way Lennox is staring at me, I’m begining to believe his words.

As we leave the club, one girl from the crowd looks at me with utter loathing when she sees who I’m with.

“Slut,” she spits at me.

But with Lennox’s arm around my shoulders and his fresh load inside me, the insult bounces straight off.

Maybe I am a slut, letting this older man fill me with cum. But I’m also the only one he’s chosen to breed, to claim irreversibly.


CHAPTER 6


LENNOX

ONE WEEK LATER…

There is nothing more beautiful than this sight. My favorite game to play is edging my pet until she can barely form a coherent sentence.

“Use your words, pet,” I tease Lily as I look down at her. I turn up the settings on the vibrator. Her legs are forced apart with a spreader bar and she’s trembling with arousal. I’ve left her like this for almost twenty minutes and she’s squirming with need.

The egg vibrator between her legs is keeping a load of my cum deep inside her. I desperately want to fill her up again but I’ll wait until she’s begging for it.

I think back to the innocent girl I met at the club just a week ago. Now, she’s wearing my ring on her finger and my collar around her neck. How quickly things change.

“Just think, pet, within a year, this flat tummy will be swollen with my baby. Your breasts will be getting heavy and swollen and you’ll let me drink from you, like the obedient pet you are.”

She lets out a choked moan as I roll her nipple between my fingers. She’s so sensitive to nipple play that I can barely imagine how she’ll become more so when she’s pregnant, but I look forward to finding out.

“Do you think three loads a day is enough for this hungry fertile womb, pet?”

She squirms as I run my hand down to feel how soaked her cunt is. “Or maybe we should increase it to four?”

Lily nods her head, her golden hair bouncing with enthusiasm and an enthusiastic noise sounding in the back of her throat.

I could make that happen. One thing I’ve discovered is that I am absolutely insatiable when it comes to filling her up.

No matter how many times I do it, there’s always another load ready to keep her satisfied. Like my cock is cooperating with my plan to make Lily pregnant with my baby as soon as possible.

I pull the egg from her pussy and admire the mess of my cream and hers that drools out, my cock leaping to full-mast at the sight of her pretty pink pussy glazed with cum.

It’s a dirty, addictive habit and I don’t think I’ll be stopping anytime soon. I’ll get her pregnant as many times as she’ll let me — and at the age of twenty-one, we still have years ahead of us to make babies.

Lily lets out a whine of need as I tweak her nipples again. “Like I said before, use your words, pet.”

I fist myself and stare down at her, more than ready to begin. My cock aches to make itself at home inside her tight pussy.

Lily gasps wordlessly, her mouth opening and closing as she tries to gather herself. She can never focus once I take my cock out, a trait which is normally adorable but right now is leading to frustration for both of us.

Finally, she gathers herself enough to beg for it.

“Breed me, sir. Please fill me up with your delicious cum and fuck me until there’s a baby inside me.”

“Because you asked so nicely, pet.” I slam inside her, already lined up at her soaked entrance.

She welcomes me in, her hips arching up to meet mine, her hot walls already pulsing and trembling with overstimulation.

I place a gentle kiss on her strawberry flavored lips as I drive deeper inside. “You’re such a good girl begging for my cum like this. I can’t wait to show the world my pregnant little slut.”


EPILOGUE


LILY

THE TIGHT VINYL dress is exquisite torture on my sensitive, pregnant body. The black plastic clings to my swollen belly and highlights exactly how big my breasts have become over the past few months.

Lennox brought me to the club because he wants to show me to the world as his pregnant slut. Wearing his collar, wearing his engagement ring, sitting on his lap while other people stare at us.

That’s how he likes to have me.

Today, though, something feels different. I’m plugged full of his load, which is always a turn on, but my breasts have never been this sensitive. I feel a trickle of moisture run down from my nipple over my belly under the tight fabric of the dress.

“Lennox,” I cry out in confusion. “I don’t know what’s happening.”

I show him the trail of moisture under my dress. He takes one look and his eyes darken, his face splitting into an eager grin. “Oh, I know what’s happening, Lily. Your milk is coming in. That vinyl dress has been rubbing against your sweet pregnant titties and they’ve started to produce milk.”

He takes me to the back room — which is always reserved for us — and rips down the front of my dress. My breasts have increased two cup sizes since I got pregnant. Lennox loves to fantasize that they’ll grow even more if we have more children. And he plans to knock me up several times.

“Look at those milky breasts just begging to be drained,” he groans as he sees the trails of milk streaming down from my aching nipples. “Fuck, pet, you’re so damn sexy when you’re all swollen and bred.”

Then, to my shock, he drops his head to my nipple and starts to drink. I can’t help the moan of relief that bursts out of my throat. I immediately crave more as his tongue swirls around my aching nipple.

I clutch at his head and pull him closer. Lennox drinks greedily from each breast and I let him drain me, revelling in the feeling of relief that flows through me.

The sensation starts to mingle, confusingly, with desire. Especially as Lennox is clearly aroused too. His lips are rough as they seek out my nipples, trailing over my sensitive swollen flesh, and making my pussy drip with need.

He reaches down to feel how wet I am and I let out a whine. “Please, sir.”

“Did you like that, pet?” he asks when I grind myself against his hand.

I nod wordlessly and unbuckle his belt. Pregnancy hormones have me craving his cock all the time.

“Good. Because I just found my new favorite beverage.”
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