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His Fertile Temptation: A Forbidden Age Gap Romantic Erotica







Professional boundaries? Not when it comes to her.






Renowned therapist Dr. Walker Wilson prides himself on distance. Clients are work, pleasure is pleasure, and he keeps the two clinically separate.

Until she shows up.

Baylee.

Perfection on two legs.

A mysterious client half his age asking for help in the bedroom.

A temptation so irresistible he doesn’t just want her; he needs to own
 her. That cute button nose. That lush mouth. Those curves.

He simply must fill his fertile client and stake his claim, whatever the consequences.







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









WALKER





THE THING ABOUT being a relationship therapist is, you do have to deal with strange people at times. It goes with the territory. I’m only ever speaking to couples who have deep-seated issues. People who don’t believe their spouse wants a divorce. People who blow up over the tiniest problems. People who don’t see the big problems and assume everything is fine.

 

There’s something different about this girl though. For one, she’s not middle-aged, like most of my clients. She looks like she’s a college student, with a backpack slung over one shoulder and a pair of worn jeans. And she’s alone. Most people show up with a spouse or a partner, already angry at each other.

 

It’s the fourth day this week she’s stood outside, looked at the sign on my office door, hesitated as though she’s thinking about coming in, and then turned away.

 

And, I can’t help noticing, she’s very attractive. Despite her simple grey v-neck and worn jeans, she looks radiant, her golden hair and creamy skin glowing. Not the kind of girl who would have relationship problems, because anyone lucky enough to date her would be wrapped around her little finger just for a taste of those pillowy lips.

 

Why the hell is she hanging around outside a marriage counsellor’s office? My curiosity gets the better of me.

 

I’m done with my sessions for the day, so I decide it’s time to find out what she wants. I leave my suit jacket slung over the back of my chair and roll up my shirt sleeves as I descend the stairs. I run a finger through my hair on the way out.

 

I was not prepared. However breathtaking she was from the window, the sight of her up close almost knocks me down.

 

Straight, straw-blonde hair falls in a golden curtain down her back. Her top, a soft marle grey, is figure-hugging and shows off the impossibly narrow sweep of her waist and the mounds of her high breasts. The low-rise blue jeans can’t hide the luscious ass straining at the fabric.

 

All of her is soft and touchable and far, far too young for a 40-year-old man to be ogling.

 

When she notices me, she turns and looks up with wide hazel eyes. She’s at least two feet shorter than me and her diminutive height only adds to the picture of beauty and innocence before me.

 

The kind of innocence it would be so delicious to destroy, whispers a dark voice in my head. I clench my fists together and try to control myself.

 

For a second, I consider pretending I was heading out for lunch. Speaking to her seems like a dangerously bad idea considering my body’s reaction just to the sight of her.

 

Then she says, “Dr Wilson?” in a soft, musical voice.

 

That’s me. Fuck. I scramble to arrange my thoughts in a coherent, non-perverted pattern.

 

“Can I help you?” My voice is scratchy, my throat tight. I cough to clear my throat.

 

She bites her lip and I just about cum in my pants at the way her teeth sink into her pillowy flesh. I hadn’t even processed the fact that I was hard, but of course I am. I want to run my thumb over the soft mouth. I want her to suck my fingers. I want to find out if she’d let me gag her with my cock.

 

She tilts her head to the side, still not breaking eye contact. I wish she would so I could rearrange the erection that is going to start leaking pre-cum at any second now.

 

“Yes, I think you can.” Her eyes flick down to the ground, her cheeks heating with a soft pink flush, and she steps closer to me. That doesn’t help the situation. I shove my hand in my pocket so I don’t reach for her.

 

“Could we go inside? It’s kinda, um, private.” She looks up at me from below the dark fringe of her eyelashes, her eyes so trusting and warm.

 

Oh good Lord. This girl has come to me for help and here I am thinking with my dick.

 

“Of course.” My voice is mercifully smooth and professional.

 

Even if it’s an act, at least the professional part of me can keep it in his pants. That part of me — the part that is a good fucking therapist who looks after his clients and doesn’t have wild sexual fantasies about them — walks her upstairs, leads her into the office and takes her details, settles her on the couch with a glass of icy water, and makes small-talk to break the ice.

 

As for the other half of me. Well. He’s already dreaming about clearing off his desk and bending her over it, wondering how that round ass would ripple beneath his hands.

 

“I’m Baylee, by the way.”

 

Baylee. As if she wasn’t already cute enough she had to go and have a given name like Baylee.

 

“And why are you here, Baylee?” I smile, noting the nervous way she’s fiddling with her hands. I need to put her at ease. “I don’t bite.” Unless, of course, you’d like me to, I want to add.

 

She gives a small smile at the stupid joke but her nervousness returns. Her throat bobs as she thinks about what she’s going to say, her wide eyes making every emotion obvious as it passes across her face.

 

“My family think there’s something wrong with me.” Her voice drops to a whisper.

 

“And you? Do you think there’s something wrong with you?”

 

“I don’t know.” Her voice trembles.

 

“What is it that they think is wrong?”

 

“Well… It’s a long story.”

 

“That’s what we’re here for, Baylee. I need to hear all of it.”

 

The story she tells me has me seeing red with rage. Baylee never had a day of freedom in her life – at least, until she came to college. And that was only possible because she got a full, free-ride scholarship, so her parents begrudgingly let her come here to study music. She plays the cello. I bet she’s a virtuoso, judging by her graceful limbs and her musical voice.

 

The problem, though, wasn’t just her overbearing parents. It was the man they’d decided to marry her off to. For basically her entire life, Baylee’s parents had arranged for her to be engaged to the son of their neighbors. She had no choice in the matter, but felt that the marriage – which would open up a new farming partnership between the families – was her duty. Brent was a boring, dull person, and it didn’t sound like she’d ever felt an ounce of attraction towards him.

 

As soon as she graduated college they planned to ship her right back to Ohio to marry him. Before she’d even had time to experience life as a 22-year-old in a big city.

 

Now, their marriage is approaching – it’s scheduled for the end of the month, she tells me – and the poor thing is having panic attacks over the idea of having to sleep with the man. Her parents don’t understand why she’s so nervous and why she’s not happy to see Brent.

 

The most frustrating part is that she’s determined to go through with the marriage to make her parents proud. Out of a sense of obligation. It breaks my heart to see her setting her own desires and her own life aside in her attempt to please them.  

 

“And they think something is wrong with you
 ?” It’s probably unprofessional to feel so personally invested in my client’s life, but I cannot understand how Baylee’s parents could have twisted things to think that Baylee was the defective one in this situation.

 

She blushes furiously. “Things are different back home. We live on a farm and they’re very old-fashioned. I wasn’t even allowed a laptop.”

 

“Still.” My fists are clenching now not out of arousal but outrage. “Firstly, let me clear something up for you, Baylee. It is normal for you to want to have agency and choice about who you sleep with. They can’t force you to get married or have sex.”

 

Baylee nods her head furiously. “Thank you,” she says quietly. “I do want to marry Brent. If it makes them happy. They think this is the right choice, so I’ll do it. I’m worried that part of me is broken and I’ll never be able to make Brent happy.”

 

My lip curls in anger. You don’t have to do it, I want to tell her. She’s not getting married to him. Not once I’ve shown her what desire really is.

 

“Do you think these panic attacks have colored your other sexual relationships? Have you had sexual relations with anyone?”

 

“I never have. I think, because I knew they were going to choose for me… I thought, what was the point? If I started something, I’d still have to marry Brent at the end of the day.”

 

“So you’ve never…”  I’m not sure this is strictly necessary, from a therapy standpoint, but I want to know. “Have you been kissed?”

 

“By Brent. He was my prom date.” She wrinkles her nose and rubs her lips with the back of her hand as though trying to erase the memory. “I didn’t like it very much.”

 

“And do you feel sexual desire?”

 

Her breath catches in her throat, her hazel eyes wide as though she’s a deer caught in the headlights. I want to soothe her, to run my hands through that golden hair and stroke her until she calms down. Until she feels safe enough to tell me what she really wants, deep inside.

 

“I… Sometimes, when I’m by myself…” she trails off.

 

“You touch yourself?”

 

She gives a small nod of assent, her hazel eyes downcast. “And what do you think about when you do?”

 

“A character from a book, or an actor from TV. Or there is this one professor in college…” Baylee’s not meeting my eyes, looking into the distance.

 

I don’t like the idea of Baylee having a crush on a professor. The poor academic wouldn’t know what hit him with a student like her in class, making her own inexperienced attempts to flirt with him.

 

“But even when I do, I can never quite get there,” she adds quietly.

 

“You’ve never had an orgasm?”

 

I pretend to write something in my notebook but really what I’m scrawling is WTF. What is the state of college men if this delightful young thing has never had someone make her cum?













CHAPTER 2









BAYLEE





“I CAN THINK of a way to help you,” Dr. Wilson says and my heart leaps. “But the treatment is unconventional. I can’t promise it will make you any more attracted to Brent, but I think it will stop the panic attacks.”

 

“I’ll try anything.”

 

“Really?” He raises any eyebrow at that, something dark flaring in his eyes.

 

“Well… Okay, not anything.” Why do I feel so flustered at his question? It’s probably because I’m attracted to him.

 

Shame blossoms in my chest. This is probably another part of what’s wrong with me. I chew on my lip as I consider whether to raise the subject. Brent is not bad-looking or anything, but I’ve never felt attracted to a man my own age. Dr. Wilson, with his thick build, the coating of stubble along his jawline, the curl of chest hair visible at the collar of his shirt, is just right. He makes me feel tingly all over. “But most things. It won’t end with me crying, will it?”

 

“No, Baylee. It won’t be unpleasant. In fact, I think you’ll enjoy it.”

 

“I’m all in, Dr. Wilson. What should I do?”

 

“Please, call me Walker,” he says. His voice is rumbling and warm, penetrating right through every part of my body. “This might sound strange, but I want you to touch yourself.”

 

“W-what?”

 

Walker looks at me evenly. “You heard me, Baylee. What you do in bed, at night, when you’re all alone? I need you to do that here. In front of me. Right now.”

 

“I’ve never done that in front of—”

 

“I know, Baylee. That’s why we’re here, remember?”

 

His deep voice is soothing. Commanding. This is crazy, and the glint in his eyes says he knows it too. Still, I find myself aching for release.

 

“Okay. If you think it will help.” My voice is shaky, but the longer he looks at me with those smoldering dark eyes, the more heat spreads through my lower body.

 

“Then Baylee, why don’t you lie back on that couch and unbutton your jeans?”

 

It comes naturally, to do as he asks. “And now?” I prop myself up on my elbows and look up at him with a question in my eyes.

 

“Slide off your panties.”

 

I tug at the fabric and wiggle my hips as I slide my panties down. “That’s it, ange— I mean, Baylee.”

 

I think he was about to call me angel. My skin becomes hot and tingly. I react to his praise, clenching my thighs together, and he motions for me to spread my legs wider.

 

Walker’s still across the room, in his chair, but his body goes tense as I slide down my panties and expose my bare pussy to the room. I watch his knuckles whiten around the coffee cup he’s holding. He sets it down on the table and draws in a shaky breath.

 

“Has anyone ever seen that pussy before, Baylee?” His voice is hoarse and strained. Those dark brown eyes are laser-focused on the spot between my legs.

 

“N-no.” Is he worried? Is there something wrong with me? My face flushes. There must be some kind of problem. I can’t read the tense emotion that I see in his face.

 

“Good. That’s good.” He’s muttering, almost to himself, and still staring. He relaxes a little, then raises his head to meets my eyes. His voice is so low it’s practically a growl.

 

“Because any red-blooded man who saw that pretty pink cunt wouldn’t have been able to resist you.”

 

I swallow. When he rises up from the chair there’s no escaping the massive bulge that has formed in his pants. It’s the first erection I’ve ever seen and good Lord, I can’t imagine how anyone can fit something that huge inside them. He stalks across the room towards the couch where I’m reclined, totally on display for him.

 

My pulse flutters in my neck as he approaches, my heart pounding deafeningly loud. “I don’t know if that’s the correct medical term,” I suggest, laughing nervously.

 

Walker chuckles darkly. “Oh, cunt? It’s not, angel. But I am a red-blooded man. And now I’ve seen that pretty pink cunt. So what do you think’s going to happen?”

 

“Are you going to —” My mouth goes dry at the thought of this handsome older man taking me for the first time. On a couch in his office. There is not an ounce of hesitation as my head throws up a dirty fantasy, one where Walker slaps my ass and pulls my hair as he thrusts inside me. “Fuck me?” I squeak out.

 

That gives him pause. “You came here because you’re about to marry another man, angel. And if you want to go through with that, I’m not sure I should ruin that virgin cunt for him. But I would like to touch you. To show you the kind of pleasure you should be getting.”

 

He kneels down beside the couch and begins to caress my thighs. I quiver at the touch of his large hands so close to my most private place. Just an inch further and he’d be touching me exactly where I want him. “Go on. Start touching yourself, angel. I want to see how you usually do it.”

 

I slide my fingers to the aching bud between my legs and start to rub, in gentle circles at first, but getting faster. It doesn’t take long before I’m panting, waves of heat spreading through my body.

 

Walker’s hands go still on my hips, his gaze on my hand as I try and try to extract more pleasure from myself. I always get to this point and then stop, unsure of how to continue as I become more sensitive. He watches me struggle for a second then looks up at me.

 

“That’s cute, angel, but have you ever had something inside you?”

 

“No,” I gasp. He lets out a grunt and slowly traces my entrance with the tip of his finger.  

 

“Not even your fingers?” I shake my head and he groans, resting his forehead against my hip. “Fuck, I shouldn’t do this. But can I?” I nod. He dips his finger deeper, pushing into me, and I sigh with release as he pushes inside me. It feels weird, but not uncomfortable.

 

“Mm. That’s right, angel. Your body knows what to do. Just keep rubbing that pretty little clit while I fuck you with my fingers.”

 

“More, please, Walker,” I beg him and he slides a second finger inside me, curling them and stretching me out.

 

He watches my face carefully until he finds a spot that makes me gasp with a short, sharp burst of pleasure.

 

“You like that, don’t you angel?” He asks, his voice dark with pleasure. Is it possible that he’s enjoying this too? I haven’t touched him but there’s something in his voice that seems aroused.

 

“That’s– That’s so–“ I begin saying, but then I’m being carried away with pleasure, my hips bucking and my walls clenching around his fingers as he continues to tickle that sensitive spot inside me. A gush of moisture releases somewhere inside me.

 

“That’s right, soak my hand with your juice.” Walker lets out a shaky breath through his nose as he withdraws his fingers from me.

 

I lie there, trembling, wordless, barely able to remember my own name. If this is what an orgasm is… Yeah, I can see why people like this. I can see why people make bad decisions because of sex.

 

“Fuck, angel, you look so pretty lying there with just that tight top and your pussy on display for me. I can see those pretty nipples pressing through the fabric.”

 

Walker’s still fully clothed, I realize, his erection still straining hard against his pants. I go to move towards him but he stops me, running his hand over my pussy again.

 

I look up at him. “But I’ve already orgasmed.”

 

He laughs. “You can orgasm more than once, angel.”

 

I don’t know about that. I’m trembling, and my skin feels oversensitive in the cool air of his office. My doubt must be obvious on my face because Walker continues: “Trust me.”

 

He starts to rub my swollen nub in gentle circles. I’m amazed at how much better it feels when he does it. Like all my nerve endings wake up the second Walker touches me with those big hands.

 

The pad of his finger is soft against my flesh at first, but he becomes rougher until I let out a whine.

 

“Sensitive, huh?” he growls. I nod my head, feeling dazed with pleasure. I need him to keep going.

 

He taps his fingers against my clit and I flinch. He stops, looking at me with a dark smile. “Maybe they were right. Maybe you don’t like sex.”

 

“W-what?”

 

I had just been building up to something. All I know is I need more. I crave more, deep in my bones.

 

“Use your words, angel. What is it you need?”

 

“That. Again.”

 

“This?” He pinches my clit between his fingers and I start to squirm against the couch. It sends a spike of pleasure right through my spine. I grip his arm, struggling to stay upright.

 

“Or this?” He releases my swollen nub, now aching and sore, and soothes me with gentle circles.

 

I nod. “This. Please, Walker, more of this.”

 

“That’s a good girl, using your words.” He rewards me with a mixture of hard, sharp touches and soft soothing rubs until I feel the pleasure sweeping me away again. The elusive orgasm that I worked for years to find is nothing for Walker. He plays me like an instrument.

 

I cum a second time with shuddering breaths of release that sound like sobs, my hands gripping Walker’s flexing wrist. “Good girl. That’s my sweet angel, let it all out.”

 

“I like it when you call me that.”

 

He looks up at me, his hair ruffled and his eyes hooded with desire. “I know you do, angel. The evidence is all over my fingers.”

 

Walker brings his fingers to his mouth and sucks my juices off them, his lips smacking with pleasure. I want to see him do that again.













CHAPTER 3









WALKER





THE LOOK IN Baylee’s eyes when she leaves my office is so heartbreaking that I almost don’t want to let her go. She wanted more. I did too. I want to scoop her up and take her home. I want her to wake up tomorrow in my bed, so well-fucked that she can hardly walk.

 

Instead, I booked her another session for a week from now. It’s long enough away that I can give myself time to snap out of whatever the fuck this is and cancel the appointment before I ruin my entire career.

 

I stood there, my back against the door, for half an hour after she left. My head was spinning.

 

I wish I could say I just stood there contemplating my fuck-up and how it could ruin my life.

 

But the delicate yet debauched sound Baylee made was echoing through my mind. My cock ached, rubbing painfully against the zip of my pants. I came less than a minute after I took it in my fist.

 

I’m sure it was nothing compared to the feeling of Baylee’s pretty pink pussy wrapped around me. Just the thought of it has my spent cock stirring again.

 

What the fuck is wrong with me?

 

I sigh and sit at my desk, sinking into the plush leather of my chair. Maybe I need to diagnose myself. I eye the psychological manuals lining the walls of my office. There is nothing normal about what I’d just done with a client.

 

I’ve always been in control of my sexual desires. However kinky, however depraved, I’m the one who sets the terms. If I want to tie someone up, there are clubs full of women who love rope.  My sex life has always been easy and manageable.

 

Nothing about what I just did to Baylee — or what I’d just said to her — was easy and manageable. I’ve never crossed a line like that. I’ve never even come close.

 

Of course, it helps that most of my clients are married women well into their fifties complaining about their husbands’ erectile dysfunction. Not 23-year-olds with wide smiles, gleaming eyes and curves that would be visible from space.

 

The only way I can justify it is to lie to myself. She needed that. That’s why I did it. I didn’t want to touch her, but it was medically necessary. Sometimes you have to deviate from your usual therapy and get physical with patients. Show them that pleasure is possible if they’re with the right partner.

 

Even if that implies that the right partner for Baylee is … me.

 

***

“Uh, Dr. Wilson? There’s someone here for you.” Mr and Mrs Miller are both looking at me. Based on the expressions they’re wearing, I know exactly who is here. Mr Miller looks excited, while Mrs Miller looks like she’s about to kill me.

 

Baylee. I let out a mental groan and widen the door until I see her.

 

Wearing the shortest fucking dress I’ve ever seen. Miles of golden, tanned skin on display and cleavage that makes my mouth water. Fuck. My cock swells in record time, happy to see her before I’ve even processed the fact that it’s been barely 48-hours since I last saw the little temptress.

 

We do not have a scheduled appointment.

 

She clears her throat as I stare at her. “Aren’t you going to invite me in?” she purrs.

 

God I really have ruined this innocent girl. I touch her once and now she’s acting like she’s been wrapping men around her little finger for years.

 

I invite her in with an incline of my head, doubting my ability to form a coherent sentence. I glower at the glee in Mr Miller’s eyes as he watches her ass sway. That will not
 help with the trust issues between him and his wife. I slam the door in his face.  

 

“We don’t have an appointment. What are you–“ I begin but Baylee has other ideas. She tugs at my tie and stands on her tiptoes to land a kiss on my lips.

 

All my boundaries, my resolve about not touching her again, it melts away like sugar dissolving in water.

 

I crush her pillowy lips against mine, pulling her closer, and I know there’s no going back. No one’s mouth has ever tasted so sweet, no one’s body has ever fit against mine so perfectly. Like she was made to be explored by me and only me.

 

“I’ve decided. I want it to be you. My first time.” She whispers against my neck, trailing her hand down to my chest.

 

I break away for a second. “You think you can just show up here and demand that I fuck you?”

 

“Yes.” She flutters her eyelashes at me. “I think you want this just as much as I do.” She cups the bulge in my pants as if to prove it.

 

I hold her hand there and thrust against her. Her eyes go wide as she processes the size of my cock. “This is not a game, Baylee. I will ruin you. There’s no going back.”

 

“I know,” she says quietly. “I want that. I want you to take me. I want you to claim me so that they can’t marry me off to him.”

 

“If we do this, angel, you are mine. You will break off your engagement to Brent, no matter how disappointed your family are. I will not tolerate any other man having a claim over you.”

 

Baylee nods, her hazel eyes grave. She tosses her golden hair over her shoulder and I get a whiff of her vanilla and cinnamon scent. “I don’t want anyone else to claim me.”

 

The satisfaction of hearing my angel say that just about makes me cum in my pants. “Good.” I trace my finger down her face to her soft mouth, pressing at the seam of her lips until she opens up for me. “This is the part of you I’m going to claim first.” I push two fingers inside and she starts to suck. A natural slut. “This pretty mouth and throat are going to be mine.”

 

I push Baylee down to her knees. From this angle I can see straight into her ample cleavage, her breasts pushed up in the black mini-dress. “Look at me, angel.”

 

I take her delicate chin in my hand and tilt her face up until those warm hazel eyes meet mine. “Now unbuckle my pants.”

 

She does so eagerly, her pretty eyes shining up at me, her cheeks pink. There’s something so erotic about her enthusiastic but unpracticed movements.

 

When my cock springs out, Baylee freezes, her hazel eyes wide and her mouth dropping open.

 

“I didn’t expect it to be so pretty,” she says in wonder, taking it in both her hands and stroking it.

 

“Spit on it, angel,” I tell her and she does. “More.” That’s right. She rubs her saliva over my cock until it’s gleaming with spit.

 

I can’t wait until her eyes are watering from my cock in her throat. I can’t wait to cover her face in my cum.

 

“Now, kiss it.”

 

She starts out so tentatively, but my cock twitches against her with excitement. The feeling of her warm, soft lips surrounding me is heaven.

 

I get carried away, bunching my hands in her silky golden hair and pulling her deeper and deeper until she gags. I pull out and she looks up at me, tears forming in her eyes, her mouth still hanging open.

 

“Was that okay, angel? I don’t want to hurt you. If it’s too much, you can tap twice on my thigh and I’ll stop.”

 

Baylee nods, but she’s so hungry for my cock that she dives back in again, taking me into that hot wet mouth and swirling her tongue around my head. Her little tentative licks drive me crazy. I’m throbbing hard with need.

 

I twine my hands in her silky hair and pull her deeper again. This time, when she gags, I don’t stop. I leave my cock there until she relaxes around me.

 

“That’s my girl. Your throat feels so good, angel. Just swallow it down and you’ll be okay.”

 

Baylee eyes are shiny with tears but she lets me push deeper into her pretty throat until her mouth is stuffed full of my cock. She hasn’t taken all of it, but it’s enough to feel heavenly with her hot mouth surrounding me.

 

I fuck her pretty face, reveling in the sight of those hazel eyes wide and focused on my face as Baylee takes me deep. Her throat starts to spasm and she lets out a moan. It’s then that I notice her hand has made its way between her legs. She’s touching herself while she sucks me off. Enjoying it just as much as I am.

 

“Are you a little slut, touching yourself while you take my cock in your throat? Hmm?”

 

I’m overtaken with lust now as I near the edge, Baylee’s responding moan vibrating around my cock.

 

I slam myself right to the back of her throat for one last thrust, then pull out and fire ropes of cum across her pretty face.

 

She smiles up at me, looking like a whore with my cum covering her skin.

 

“Fuck, you did so well, angel.” I pull her to her feet.

 

“Thank you, Walker.”

 

Her tongue darts out to swipe away a drop on the edge of her mouth and the sight of her tasting my cum, the rest of her face glazed with it, gets me rock hard all over again. But before I find out just how irresistibly damp her panties are, we have something to do first.













CHAPTER 4









BAYLEE





WALKER SAT IN on the call while I told my parents I wasn’t going to marry Brent. With his arm slung protectively around my waist and his encouragement, I finally found the strength to tell them that my life was mine to live and I didn’t want to move back to Ohio.

 

Their main concern was how my decision would affect their own business opportunities, which made Walker angry, but I understand. They’re just practical people trying to survive during a tough time.

 

“You should’ve let me talk to them,” he growls when I hang up the call.

 

“And told them what? ‘Hey, my 40-year-old therapist who is definitely not the reason for this change in decision wants to say that you guys assholes, should I put him on the call?’”

 

“Exactly.” He kisses my forehead. “You were brave to tell them.”

 

I feel a weight lift off my chest. “Thank you.”

 

“Now, angel, I think it’s time that I claim that virgin pussy. If only so that the sight of you wearing my cum all over your face will stop making me so rock-hard.”

 

Oh, that. I’d forgotten. I bring my hand to my face but Walker lets out a growl. “Leave it. I like it there.”

 

I can see that dangerous fire in his eyes. There’s something primal and base about the way he looks at me while I’m covered with his seed, like he’s marking his territory. It makes me think that sex with him is going to be wild and primal too. I hope so.

 

He slings an arm around my waist and pulls me to him where he sits in his chair. I’m standing between his legs, my back to him.

 

With a firm hand on the small of my back, he presses me forward so that my ass is in his lap, my hands bracing against the edge of his deck. My dress is so short that it rides up around my hips, leaving my soaked panties in plain sight.

 

“Did you orgasm while you were sucking me, angel?” He traces a hand over my panties as though looking for evidence. “It feels like you did.”

 

I tremble at his touch. “Y-yes. I did. I liked the way your face looked when I took you in my throat.” The serious determination as his self-control left his body was obvious on his face. That chiseled, handsome face became something more dangerous while he fucked my throat. It was a promise of more to come.

 

He gives a satisfied grunt at that. “Still, you’re not to orgasm without my permission. Understood, Baylee?”

 

“Yes, sir.” I reply. I don’t know why I call him sir but based on his hum of approval, he likes the sound of it.

 

“In fact, I think I’m going to have to punish you for touching what’s mine.” He bunches my panties together to display my ass cheeks and caressing them with his hand before bringing down blows one after another.

 

Heat floods my pussy. If I’d thought I was wet before, it has nothing on how I feel when Walker starts spanking me. The pain mixes together with the illicit feeling of being punished like a naughty girl, which is too delicious to resist.

 

“More?” He asks when I’m a trembling, soaked mess hardly able to hold myself up against his desk.

 

“More,” I agree, my voice so husky with arousal that I barely recognize it.

 

He continues with his stinging blows, alternating between the softest caresses and the painful heat of the slaps.

 

“Okay. That’s enough,” he says when I start to whine with need.

 

If he doesn’t fuck me with his fingers, or his cock, or something, I feel like I might explode. “I’m going to cum in my pants if we keep doing that, angel. And that’s not where I want to finish.”

 

He takes my hair in his fist, lowering his upper body over mine and sliding us forward onto the desk. My breasts flatten under his weight, my nipples hard against the flat surface. His cock presses forcefully against my panties.

 

“You’ve soaked your panties so much angel that I think they might just…” He reaches down and rips a hole in the fabric with a loud noise. Then, through the hole he’s created, he positions his blunt cockhead against my entrance. He lets out a grunt as his cock makes contact. “That’s right.”

 

“Ready, angel?”

 

Not only am I ready, I need this. I need his cock deep inside me like I’ve never needed anything before. “Please, sir.”

 

The sensation of his cock dragging slowly into my entrance is like being split open.

 

Walker pushes that thick cockhead inside me steadily until he can’t anymore. “Angel, I need you to relax or I won’t fit.”

 

I take a deep breath and feel my muscles relax around him. Fuck. He’s so big that it’s like he’s pushed all the way against my lungs. My breathing becomes shallow, rapid, but he can slide a little further inside me.

 

“Oh yes, angel, that’s it,” he groans. He kisses my neck as he starts to thrust inside me.

 

The friction is overwhelming. I grip onto the edge of the desk as he pounds into me. He’s so deep that he’s touching places inside me I didn’t know existed.

 

I don’t realize that I’m begging him for more until he laughs against my skin. “You have such a needy pussy, my angel.”

 

Walker loops his hands under my shoulders for leverage, pinning me down to the desk. I should feel helpless, immobile under his weight. Instead I feel safe and satisfied. With the leverage he’s even deeper inside me, bottoming out. The rhythm of his grunts keeps perfect time with my own building arousal.

“I’m so close, angel. Do you want it inside you? Do you want me to fill that tight little pussy with my cum?” He whispers against my neck, his lips grazing my flesh.

 

I nod. I can’t bear the thought of him pulling out and ruining the moment. “Please fill me up, sir.”

 

“That’s right. I knew it, angel. I knew you wanted me to breed you.”

 

I start to cum as he says that, not sure why it’s such a turn-on for Walker to talk about breeding me as though I’m an animal. There’s something so dirty and wrong about it, yet as I feel his cum pouring into me, it fills me with a deep satisfaction.

 

“Oh my God. That feels so good, Walker,” I cry as he thrusts the cum deeper inside me, moving his hips and holding his cock inside my twitching pussy as my orgasm abates.

 

We lie there on our sides for a few minutes, him just holding me tight while his cock continues plugging me full. I never want this moment to end.

 

“God, I can’t wait until you’re pregnant, Baylee.” He caresses my lower stomach, his hand making tender and slow circles before inching up to my breasts. “This little tummy becoming nice and round. These perky tits becoming full of milk.”

 

“W-what?”

 

He raises his eyebrows. “Pregnant. Bred. Carrying my child. Showing the world that little pussy is mine and mine alone.”

 

I can’t help the shiver of pleasure that runs through me at his words. Walker pulls me tighter against him. “See?” he whispers, his lips grazing my forehead in a kiss.

 

But this is… Madness. I’m still in college. I look up at him.

 

“I thought you were just saying that in bed. I’m 23, Walker. What would people think?”

 

“They’d think: Fuck, I wish I was the one who got to breed that tight cunt.” He lets out a chuckle and drops his hand to my lower stomach, inching down towards my panties.

 

“They’d think I was a slut. They’d think it was a mistake.”

 

“But if we both want it, who cares about that?”

 

He was right. Nothing got me turned on like the thought of Walker filling me up until I was swollen with a round baby-bump. I bit my lip. “It does turn me on.”

 

“That’s right.” He swipes his thumb over my bottom lip. “Angel, I’ve never felt you clench as tight around me as when I told you I was going to breed you. Your body wants this. Down to every last drop.”

 

“But — childbirth. And finances. I know you’re rich but raising children is so expensive. This is such a permanent decision.”

 

“Oh I see,” he says, his voice husky and low as he watches my face. “You’re scared. We can work through that. Maybe this will help.”

 

He slips a finger into my drenched hole. I shiver with arousal despite myself. It’s so dirty for him to finger me while his fresh cum is still leaking out of me. Yet the sensation of him playing with our mess inside me only makes me crave more.

 

Walker’s dark eyes are hungry as he pushes every last drop of his cum back inside me. “You want me inside you. Raw. Filling you up. Hitting your bottom. Making you so full of me that all you can do is take what I give you. My cum. My seed. You’re hungry for it, angel.”

 

I let out a whimper as he slides in another finger and starts to fuck me, his eyes intent on my face.

 

And why is it working? Why does every dirty word about him breeding me only make me want it more?

 

When I cum all over Walker’s hand, I’m thinking about what it would be like to carry his child. I’m imagining bouncing on top of him with a swollen belly, his hands caressing me.

 

“That’s it, angel. Now, will you let me fill you up again?”

 

I grip his wrist, the uncertainty cutting through my post-orgasm haze. “Are you sure? That you want to start a whole life with me?”

 

Walker kisses his way down my naked body, each touch of his lips sending a thrill of nerves and anticipation through me as I imagined him filling me up again. “I’ve never been so sure of anything in my life.”

 

I nod weakly, my body spent and loose from the orgasm. I can’t think about anything other than carrying Walker’s baby and being with him for the rest of my life.













CHAPTER 5









WALKER





BAYLEE HAS BECOME my perfect fertile fucktoy.

 

Even if she is a little demanding… Especially when she’s ovulating.

 

This is her third visit to my office today. She should be rehearsing for her final recital at music school. Instead she’s seated with my cock embedded deep inside her tight pussy, rotating her hips and bouncing her perky titties in my face.

 

I’m on the phone to a client, so I’ve told her to be quiet. But she’s not always very good at being obedient. I think she disobeys me intentionally because she enjoys being punished so much.

 

That’s how we ended up here, with my hand pressed hard against her mouth as she grinds on my cock. Because my fertile fucktoy couldn’t contain her excitement at milking my cock for the third time today.

 

Just to see whether she can take it deeper, I thrust my hips up. She lets out a muffled squeal.

 

I mute my end of the phone call and lay it on the desk so I can pinch her nipple with my free hand. She squirms, her pussy clenching around my cock at the shock, but I know she loves it.

 

“Don’t cum yet, angel. You’ve been a bad girl, so I’m going to make you wait.”

 

Baylee trembles against me, her whole frame shaking with the effort of delaying her orgasm. I twist her nipple again and her whole body spasms, the squeeze of her pussy around my cock addictively good.

 

I unmute my end of the call and give my clients some advice. They’re a wealthy couple currently on holiday in the Bahamas, where they’ve found that the issues they had in the city are only worse when they have to be around each other all the time.

 

Thank fuck my relationship with Baylee is never going to be so boring.

 

She’s doing so well at holding back her orgasm. Just to test her, I graze her earlobe with my teeth and give it a tug. She shivers, but remains perfectly still.

 

Then my clients become distracted arguing with each other. Good. I have other pressing matters to attend to and they involve my angel’s pussy clenching around my cock. I mute the call again and start to fuck her properly, putting my hands on her slim waist and lifting her on and off my cock.

 

“Time for your breeding, angel. I can tell that hungry little pussy is just begging for a fresh load of cum.”

 

As Baylee’s perky breasts bounce in my face I bring my mouth to catch one of those pink nipples with my teeth, grazing it gently. That little nip is what pushes her over the edge.

 

I watch as her eyes roll back in her head and she lets out a moan, her orgasm making her whole body rigid. Then that tight cunt starts pulsing around me in waves, trying to milk the cum out of me. I hold her down on my cock as I explode inside her, ropes of cum coating her pussy.

 

Once she’s filled up, she relaxes around my cock, cuddling me with her arms looped around my neck and kissing me softly.

 

“Fuck, angel,” I groan. “Filling you up is like a drug. I’m going to have to quit my job and cater to this addiction all the time.”

 

“I wouldn’t mind that,” Baylee replies lazily, trailing her hand through my chest hair.









EPILOGUE









BAYLEE





THINGS ARE PRETTY perfect right now.

 

I am in nesting mode, big time, as we wait for the arrival of our little one. We decided that the gender would stay a surprise until we meet them for the first time in the hospital room.

 

Walker may be getting frustrated with all the interior decorating choices I’ve been making – deciding on the curtain color for the nursery took a few long conversations – but I’m more than making up for it. Pregnancy hormones have me needing him inside me for what feels like most of my waking hours.

 

Like right now, when I started making us pancakes and got distracted. And by distracted I mean my husband lifted me up onto the bench top, put his head under my nightdress and started going to town on my pussy as a pre-emptive thank you for the brunch.

 

“I’m hungry for something else this morning,” he told me as he pulled my knees open and dove in.

 

I’m not sure if those pancakes are ever getting made.

 

Once Walker and I start, it’s hard for us to stop until we’ve both cum as many times as we can manage.

 

“That pussy tastes so good now that you’re pregnant, angel. Even sweeter than it did before.”

 

My husband looks up at me with dark, hungry eyes, his voice a possessive growl. Then he goes right back to attacking my clit with his tongue while he opens me up with two fingers in my pussy.

 

When my hips buck against his face with the force of my orgasm, he pins my hips down to the benchtop with a steady hand.

 

I let out a whimper as he slams his cock right inside my saturated pussy. Even pregnant, even after being together for a month, his size is still enough to set my nerve endings on fire. But it wouldn’t be the same without that aching stretch.

 

I had worried that my pregnant body would be a turn-off for Walker. If anything, it only makes him more primal and dominant in bed.

 

“More, please,” I beg him, even as he slams himself again and again inside me.

 

“Please what?”

 

“Please, sir. I need that cock deeper inside my needy pregnant pussy.”

 

“That’s my girl. That’s my slutty little angel.” He lets go, fucking me as hard as he can, until he embeds himself balls deep inside me and finishes with a cry.

 

I lie back, exhausted, propping myself up on my hands. He kisses my breasts, my baby bump, and my forehead before he takes out the mixing bowl.

 

“Now, Baylee, I think I’m the one who should be making you pancakes.”
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