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Innocent Roommate: A Taboo Fertile Forbidden Age Gap Younger Woman Instalove Short Story







His ex-wife wouldn’t have his baby, but I will.






College graduate Sophie and her middle-aged roommate Cameron have grown close.





So very close that the beefy older man is having a hard time remembering that they’re supposed to sleep in separate bedrooms.





The only thing holding him back is her innocence; it feels wrong to make a move on sweet, trusting little Sophie.





Even if she is begging for it. Even if her eyes glaze over when she sees his hairy chest. Even if her fertile young body promises Cameron the life he’s always wanted…







This is a smutty short story with no plot. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Tropes include: age gap, off-limits, baby-making, size difference, older man/younger woman, discipline.
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CHAPTER 1









SOPHIE





I LOVE MY housemates. Well, one of them, anyway.





When I first moved in with Paula and Cameron I thought it would be so boring to live with an older couple. All my friends at college were living in sororities or apartments with other college students. I felt jealous and excluded from their social lives.





But Paula and Cameron were kind, they had a beautiful home, and they were charging cheap rent that I could afford. At the time they were trying for a baby, they said. I would need to move out once Paula got pregnant and they needed the spare room back. But the baby never arrived — because, as Paula confided in me, she’d been on birth control the whole time and didn’t want to get pregnant.





And so, four years and a pre-med degree later, I’m still living in their lovely Edwardian villa as I search for research assistant jobs in colleges.





Things are different from when I moved in at the start of college.





For one, Paula and Cameron have split up. Paula cheated on Cameron, but she continues to live in his house, mooning after him and begging him to forgive her.





Around the same time as they went through their break-up, she started to hate me. Obviously we bump into each other around the house, in the kitchen, and every time she gives me this dirty look like I’ve done something wrong just by existing in the same space as her.





I’ve become so much closer with Cameron since their break-up. He may be twice my age, a real adult, but I feel like he understands me on a deeper level.





With Paula away on work trips, it’s been just the two of us in the house a lot. We have movie nights, we cook together, and I feel like I know him. Like we’re close.





So close, in fact, that right now I’m snuggled up to Cameron on the couch. He’s draped his thick arm over my shoulders loosely.





Obviously, with him being my roommate and twice my age, nothing will happen between us. Even if sometimes I wish it would.





Cameron is not conventionally attractive man. He’s big and beefy, with a thick beard and hair all over. But there’s something about that huge masculine frame that I find really attractive. I guess he has what people would call a dad bod.





It’s weird, how much my feelings towards him have changed as I’ve gotten to know this gruff man. I thought he was gross when I first met him. His heavyset stature and hairy chest certainly weren’t anything I would have considered hot. But I’ve grown to love the twinkle in his dark eyes, the way he runs his hands through his hair, the way his face is always stubbly, no matter how often he shaves.





Cameron is a real man. He’s so different from the college boys I’m surrounded by every day. He’s quiet and dependable and seems like he could support me. When I snuggle into his side like this I feel safe and protected, breathing in that masculine scent of firewood and soap.





With every month, my affection for Cameron has grown until now, at the age of 21, I think he is my first crush.





When I imagine us together it’s not in a conventional way. I don’t hope that my older roommate will ask me on a date, or sweep me off my feet with a big romantic gesture.





No, instead I imagine that we’re together like this, as we so often are around the house, and he will start to touch me just like that’s how we’ve treated each other all along. It will be the natural progression of this easy companionship that’s formed between us.





That’s how frictionlessly it could happen in my head. He would bring his thick, meaty hand down from where it rests on my shoulder to caress my breasts. I wouldn’t stop him.





And then he’d move his hands lower and lower, touching me all over, until he reached my centre.





Where he would find me already dripping with moisture, just from him touching me. Just from us sitting together like this.





I stretch out against him as I consider it. He dips his head to look at me. I’m always aware of Cameron’s gaze.





Right now, he looks at me for a second too long, long enough that my mind begins to race with all these forbidden thoughts.





How, if he just brushed those soft lips against my forehead, I could turn it into something so much more. How, if he squeezed me just a little tighter, I could press my whole body against him. How easily he could pick me up and place me on his lap, right over that thick bulge in his pants that makes me suspect he’s concealing an absolute monster…





The door slams.





“Honey, I’m home,” calls Paula and just like that, Cameron is gone, standing up from the couch to greet his ex-wife.





I watch as she goes in for a kiss on the cheek but he pulls away.





“You know, you shouldn’t call me honey anymore, Paula,” he cautions her.





I roll my eyes. Paula will do anything to pretend that they haven’t broken up.





She ignores him, walking towards the lounge to drop her bags and raise her pointy eyebrows disapprovingly at the TV.





“Are you guys watching Pretty Woman? Again?” she asks when she sees the screen.





“Yup,” I smile tightly and stand up from the couch.





Paula is always in a bad mood when she gets home, shouty and unreasonable, especially towards her ex. He doesn’t deserve it, in fact he’s being incredibly generous by letting her continue to stay here after she cheated on him, but she takes it out on him anyway.





“Oh my God, Sophie, what are you wearing?” she cries out as I stand.





I self-consciously bring my hands across my chest. I knew there would be some problem. There always is with Paula.





I’m just wearing my yoga leggings and an old t-shirt. It’s hanging half off one shoulder and it has a few rips in it, but it’s nothing scandalous. I may not be wearing a bra, but I’m covered up.





“Umm… My yoga clothes?” I reply.





Her face goes pinched as she looks me up and down. “Well, you need to cover up more. I can practically see all of you.”





“Okay,” I shrug. I’ve learned just to accept these criticisms. The next time Paula sees me in this outfit she will have forgotten all about our conversation.





I feel Cameron looking at me and turn to look at him as I wander down the hallway. He gives me an apologetic, hands-open gesture and I smile at him — a genuine one this time. He would never tell me what to wear around the house.





In my room I launch myself face down onto my bed, disappointed. There’s a strange kind of energy humming through my veins after that moment with Cameron.





His eyes were different when he looked at me today, his brows thick but softer, his eyes scalding hot on my face. I felt like something was about to happen.





And then Paula had to arrive and ruin it. I hope she goes away for work again soon, so Cameron and I can finish what we started.









CHAPTER 2









CAMERON





THE FIRST DAY that Sophie moved into my home I knew there was something special about her.





I look over at her where she’s curled up in bed, her red hair splayed across the pillow and her face peaceful and dreamy. The light from the doorway spills into her room, but she’s a heavy sleeper.





She doesn’t stir, not even at the slight creak of the hinge as I push the door wider so I can see her better.





I hate myself for it but I do this often, just standing at the doorway to her room and looking at her while she sleeps. She can never know the extent of my obsession with her.





Instead, I have to steal these moments with my little angel at night time, when she’ll never find out.





I’m not doing anything, really. Wanting Sophie is not a crime… And yet, as I steal these moments, just gazing at her and thinking about that perfect body only just concealed under her silky sheets, I do feel guilty.





My ex-wife is just down the hallway. We’re still married, until the divorce is finalized, and we still live together.





Sophie is decades younger than me. I can’t fool myself that she’d ever want the hulking, middle-aged man she lives with. But something about her pulls me back to her doorway like a magnet, again and again.





Sophie was just starting college when she first moved in and her coppery hair fell down to her waist, her green eyes always sparkling and energetic.





Now, at the age of 21, she’s just as beautiful and innocent. Plus she’s developed into a woman, with soft curves and full breasts. I’ve stared at her for too many hours to count, imagining what she would look like if I peeled her clothing away.





Deep down, hidden inside me, there’s some kind of instinct that thinks she’s already mine. I have to suppress it. It pleads with me, at times like this, when I should be asleep in bed with Paula.





There are so many justifications that I have to stop myself from repeating. Sophie already lives with you. She already cooks for you. She curls up next to you on the couch like she needs your body against hers. Why not make it a reality?





I run a hand through my hair and let out a groan as Sophie rolls over in her sleep, letting out a sweet little sigh. The strap of her nightgown has slipped down her shoulder and one of her breasts is barely covered. The sight of the full, heavy flesh on her chest rising and falling with her relaxed breaths is temptation beyond temptation.





And then I am tormented with the visions of what it would be like to take Sophie, to slip into bed beside her, to inhale the smell of her deep into my lungs, to taste her where I’m sure no one has tasted her before…





That’s the thing that I don’t understand. Sophie is a drop-dead-gorgeous college student. But she acts like an innocent high schooler. She’s never gone on dates, never brought boys over. It’s like she has no social life outside of a few college girls she studies with.





Paula and I were worried about that when we decided to rent out the room. What if the renter turned out to be a college student who partied all the time and came home only to have loud sex?





But once we met Sophie, Paula scoffed at the idea. “That girl is not going to be getting any, Cameron,” she said. “She wears glasses. She reads books.”





It was like she couldn’t see what a perfect angel we’d rented the room to. Like she couldn’t see how beautifully her breasts revealed themselves through the fabric of her t-shirts, even when she was wearing an ugly cardigan around the house.





And now that I know her, too, my initial attraction has only worsened. Because I don’t just see her curvy body. I know the musical sound of her laughter, the smell of her breath, the way she tucks her hair behind her ears. And with every aspect of her that I learn, that I understand in this way, it becomes more of an uphill battle to keep my hands away from her.





The thing is, she’s right there. All the time.





When Paula’s away for work, while I work from home, Sophie is ever-present, radiant and cheerful and sensual without even trying to be. She bakes cookies, she offers to give me a massage when I’m stressed, she talks to be about my worries and nods slowly with understanding.





I don’t deserve such an angel but I’m glad she’s here.





I close the door reluctantly, wishing I could spend my whole night in Sophie’s room.





Instead, when I get back to my bedroom, Paula is waiting there.





“Get out,” I tell her when I see the pleading face that she’s always trying to seduce me with.





I used to think Paula was beautiful. Now I can’t trust her and every inch of her face reads as suspicious to me, from those artfully painted lips to her round nose.





If Sophie wasn’t here, being kind and showing me what care and attention feels like, I’m sure I would be weaker to Paula’s advances. But knowing that this wonderful, trusting young woman is here, even if she never loves me in the way I want her to, is enough to give me the confidence to send Paula packing.





Paula tries to loop her arms around my neck but I push her away.





“We’ve discussed this, Paula. We’re not sleeping in the same bed anymore. You can stay here, but you’re in the guest house,” I tell her.





Thank God we renovated that place for guest accommodation. It means that Paula has her own kitchen, bathroom and living area — leaving Sophie and I interrupted by her foul moods as she processes the break-up and finds somewhere else to live.





Which is taking her eleven months, at the last count.





“Come on, Cameron,” she huffs. “We’ve slept together so many times, what’s one more?”





I fold my arms and wait patiently for her to leave the bedroom, which she does eventually.





I find not responding to be the best tactic — it gives her nothing to latch onto, nothing to use against me as a sign of weakness.





“Good night, Paula,” I tell her as I shut the door in her face and she stomps away down the hall.









CHAPTER 3









SOPHIE





I COME HOME from a date one night and the house is dark when I walk in. I head to the kitchen to get some water and pause when I realize someone’s already in the lounge. Making grunting noises.





I think I’m about to walk in on Paula and Cameron together. Then I realize it’s only Cameron in the room.





He’s seated on the couch. Doing something he shouldn’t be doing. And I can’t tear my eyes away.





Even when it’s soft, his cock is mouthwatering in its size. A hunk of juicy meat hanging halfway down his thigh. Behind it, a hefty pair of balls.





I never thought I could have such a reaction just to the sight of a cock but I have to cover my mouth to keep myself from moaning.





As I watch he sucks in a breath through his mouth and lets it out in a long, low grunt as he rubs it gently. His nostrils flare as he runs his hand slowly down the length of that shaft while it hardens in his grip.





He’s settling in, taking his time, and his brows furrow with concentration. As if he’s summoning some elusive, tantalizing image into his mind.





When he gets it he lets out a groan of pleasure and a smile tugs at the edges of his lips. The corners of his eyes crinkle whenever he smiles but this… This is something I’ve never seen before.





It’s beautiful.





His face is splashed with the most joy I’ve ever seen him express. I crave more of it. I crave the ability to make him feel like this, to take his worries away. His eyes are closed and he looks younger, happier, as he strokes his cock to full erection.





He’s fully clothed apart from his unbuttoned jeans, sitting with his legs spread wide. I can just see a hint of those thick, hairy thighs.





And the cock that throbs in his grip is a stunning sight.





I shouldn’t be here. I shouldn’t be seeing this. It’s so wrong to watch this married man jerk himself off like this.





And yet I can’t look away as he braces himself against the couch with one sturdy arm while he thrusts into his own hand. Hard. Rough. With forceful grunts that rise up from the base of his throat.





Like he’s imagining fucking someone doggy style, relentless and deep.






What if he’s imagining me?
 The thought thrums through my veins, sending liquid to pool between my thighs. I almost turn away but the arousal freezes me to the ground. My legs feel like jelly as I stare at that thick cock where it pulses in his grip.





Why can’t I turn away? I shouldn’t stare at Cameron like this. He’s so much older than me, he’s my roommate, and yet the sight of his engorged cock has turned me on like nothing ever has before.





I have to see this man cum. More than that, I want to be the reason he finishes. I want him to open his eyes and see me here, drinking in the sight of his thick cock and listening carefully to his low, animalistic grunts.





I will carry these sounds with me for a long time, that much I know.





His fist is wrapped around his thick cock, the tip dark with blood and already leaking precum. He’s stroking himself, faster and faster, the obscene noise ringing out through the room and his rough breath speeding up.





That thick chest and belly are heaving with the effort as he gets closer and closer. His head is thrown back and his eyes are screwed shut in concentration. Whatever he’s imagining, he is imagining it with all his focus. He still hasn’t noticed me here, not even as I walk into the lounge so I can get a better look at the lust that ripples across his face.





I want to know what he’s thinking about. I have to find out.





I see his lips part and he whispers something between grunts.





I tiptoe closer across the carpeted lounge so I can hear what it is. I’m at the opposite end of the couch from him, but it’s close enough that I can see him better in the darkened room now.





“Take this load of cum,” he grunts as he thrusts into his hand. His movements are so vigorous now that the slapping is loud enough to wake up the whole house. “Yes, take it, I know you want it, Sophie.”





What? The sound of him groaning my name in ecstasy hits me in a wave of shock and pleasure.





I let out a gasp. His eyes flick open. They’re dark and lust-filled, the pupils so wide with pleasure that his eyes are almost black, and he doesn’t seem to really see me.





“That’s right, you’re shocked at how dirty I am, aren’t you babygirl?” he asks between grunts.





I nod, transfixed, speechless, as he continues to stroke himself while staring at my face. My eyes widen at this up close look at how hard he is, rubbing that rock-solid veined shaft in and out of his own fingers.





He lets out a growl. “That innocent pretty face drives me crazy, Sophie. I’m a madman for you. You look so real here, like I could reach out and touch you. Like I could take that tight little pussy and start to bounce you on my cock.”





I freeze again. He thinks this is a dream.





Cameron dreams… About me? His young, nerdy roommate who’s never even had a boyfriend?





He closes his eyes again and fucks his fist, really hard this time, like he means it. I almost let out a moan as he growls through his nose. The sight of those thick, manly hips thrusting up and down and pretending to take me only makes me want the real thing.





I wonder what it would feel like, to have that thick girthy shaft pounding into me. It looks like it would hurt. I don’t know why that makes me wet.





And I have to know what it feels like, that footlong length of velvety steel. I simply cannot stay away, drawn to Cameron’s throbbing flesh like it’s a magnet.





I stand before him and grip his cock with both hands. He releases his own grip, eyes still firmly shut and thrusts into my hands hard and fast. I wonder at the solid, engorged feel of his veiny cock as it slides between my palms, slippery with precum.





“Take it, take my cum, Sophie,” he groans as the seed spills over my fists.





And as I watch his cum drip from that head as his cock slowly goes soft, I scoop up the droplets and bring them to my mouth, moaning at the taste.





His eyes slowly flicker open and he stares at me for a second. I bring his cum to my lips and lick my hands clean and he watches with half-lidded satisfaction, something like awe in his eyes.





And it tastes so delicious that I can’t stop myself from sucking my fingers totally clean, not even as his face morphs from half-lidded fulfillment into shock.





“Sophie?!” he exclaims, like it’s just dawned on him that I’m really here, really licking myself clean of his seed.





I look back at him, reflecting his shock. I hope I haven’t ruined everything between us.





I feel my face redden in shame as I realize that he’s just watched me lick down his cum like it was my favorite food.





“I’m sorry,” I blurt out and I scamper out of the room to return to my bedroom, questioning what I was thinking. I can only pray that I haven’t gone too far and soured our comfortable, safe relationship forever.









CHAPTER 4









CAMERON





SOPHIE IS PUTTING on a pot of coffee when I emerge into the kitchen to start work.





Oh no. I can’t be alone with her right now. Not after last night… Thinking about those wide eyes staring down at my cock is enough to feel the blood stir through me again, hot and desirous.





And I can’t stop myself from ogling her outfit, a low cut tank top revealing the swell of her cleavage and the tiniest pair of denim shorts which leave most of her ass hanging out. I drag my eyes up to her face. She must notice me staring, but she doesn’t say anything.





She just smiles at me sweetly, like last night never even happened. Like she didn’t lick my cum off her fingers with a satisfied moaning sound, like it was the sweetest thing she’d ever tasted.





Maybe our relationship will never be the same again. How can it be? I’d expected her to run away from me screaming and instead it’s so much worse. The temptation to take her is no longer just a wild fantasy.





“Morning Cameron,” she says, hovering just across the kitchen island from me. “I made you coffee, because you were up so late.”





At the mention of last night my hard-on jerks in my sweatpants. I shift uncomfortably and pray that she hasn’t noticed.





Since Paula left, Sophie has been my solace, the sunshine in my days. I don’t want to ruin that by changing the nature of our relationship.






Keep it in your pants, Cam
 .





“Thanks Sophie,” I say, smiling at her and trying to act normal.





What do I normally do in the mornings? I grab out my breakfast ingredients, eggs and bacon, and start to heat a frying pan.





“Let me,” Sophie interjects, wiggling herself between me and the stove. She positions herself exactly so that my hard-on is wedged tight against the skin of her lower back. The soft curve of her waist, the indent of her spine are right there before me, her touchable skin on display. I huff a breath out of my nose and take a step back.





“Sophie, please,” I say. She must know that I’m having a strong reaction to her behavior this morning. “You can’t just -”





“Can’t what?” she says, turning to look at me from under her eyelashes. Her green eyes are shining and she twirls a few strands of her golden hair around her finger.





Her eyes drop to the obvious bulge in my sweatpants. And I swear, my innocent roommate licks her glossy pink lips as she gazes at the outline of my hard cock.





“We need to set boundaries,” I say, moving to the other side of the counter. My heart is thumping hard in my chest, my cock straining at my pants as she moves gracefully to grab seasoning from the cupboard. I fist my hands at my sides.





I will not be the old creep who sleeps with his beautiful young roommate. Not even if she begs for it.





Her face goes serious. “I agree, Cameron,” she says, flipping over the eggs in the pan. She turns to face me, leaning over the kitchen counter so that her breasts practically spill out of her top, the heavy flesh jiggling as she speaks. “We do need boundaries. Tell me what to do and I’ll do it. Whatever you want.”





Fuck. My balls twitch and I just about cum in my pants. Sophie is practically begging me to fuck her. And if she doesn’t stop this teasing, I’m going to do it.





“This is what I’m talking about Sophie. You can’t say things like this. When you do, I think it means something more to me than it does to you.”





Sophie bites her lip. “I just want to make you happy, Cameron. And I thought, based on last night, that you might want me too.”





“You should never have even seen that Sophie,” I groan. “I’m sorry that you did. It wasn’t right.”





“I’m sorry,” she says, meeting my eyes. She doesn’t look sorry at all.





She tosses those curls over her shoulder and turns back to the pan. She flips the eggs onto a plate, followed by the bacon. Then she saunters across to me and sets both breakfast plates on the counter.





“You know, I don’t understand why it was wrong. Now that I’ve seen it,” she pauses, staring at the kitchen counter as though she can see through it to my hard-on hidden behind the divide. “Now that I’ve seen it I’m not going to be able to stop myself.”





“What do you mean?”





“Please, Cameron, unless you punish me I’m not going to be able to resist. I just can’t stop thinking about that cock.”





She slips around to my side of the counter again, where she bends herself over, up on her tip toes. Those tiny denim cut-offs slide deep between her round asscheeks.





I can’t stop myself. I place one hand on that soft, bouncy ass and squeeze her silky flesh.





As soon as I touch her I know I’ll never be the same again. My balls twitch and I start to cum in my pants, the orgasm hitting me sudden and intense. I let out a growl and grip her plush hips with both hands to steady myself.





“Oh Sophie,” I groan, my self control ripped to shreds as she wiggles that pert ass into my grip. I can’t help but hold her tighter, my fingers pressing indents into her lovely hips. “You are a bad girl, aren’t you?”





I’ve just cum my brains out but my dick hardens again at the breathless whimper she lets out when I massage those full ass cheeks.





“Yes, Cameron. I’m your naughty girl and I need you to punish me.”





I take one hand and bring it down against that bouncy ass. The rippling of her flesh is incredible, that ripe ass moving at the slightest touch.





Something takes over when I hear how lovely her cries of pain are. I want every part of Sophie, her pain, her pleasure, all of it under my control.





“You know why you’re being spanked, don’t you Sophie?” I ask her in a low voice as I slap each of those perfect ass cheeks in turn.





“Yes, Cameron,” she says in a breathy moan.





“Tell me what you’re being punished for. Describe what you did last night,” I ask her, sliding her little shorts to the side and dipping a finger in her wet depths. She lets out a moan.





“Last night I interrupted you in a private moment and I … I drank your cum.”





“What was I doing?” I ask her, shoving another finger inside her. She starts to moan with arousal as I fuck her, her voice becoming shaky and unsteady.





“You were jerking off,” she stutters as I stroke her sore ass cheeks with one hand while fucking her with the other.





“I was. And what was I thinking about?”





“Me,” she says shakily as I strum my thumb over her clit. I bring down another slap on her ass, admiring the way she jerks with every little touch but remains in position. It’s like she’ll do whatever I ask her.





“That’s right. I was thinking about how I’d like to fuck you, Sophie, and how you’ve been teasing my cock by not wearing a bra around the house.





“I’m sorry,” she cries as I lay into her ass harder, loving the feeling of her pussy clenching and gushing around my fingers with every stroke of my hand.





“And what should you do, next time you’d like to taste my cum?”





“I don’t know,” she replies. I slap her ass again and she flinches. The skin is truly red now, and she’s shaking as though it’s too much for her.





“Next time,” I say, stroking my palms over her reddening skin and rubbing her clit in rough circles. “Next time you should offer me your mouth.”





And then Sophie starts to quiver as her orgasm rips through her.





When we’re finished, Sophie’s ass glows bright red with my handprints all over it. Her body shakes vigorously in a combination of pain and ecstasy.





I worry that I might have gone too far, but then she curls herself onto my lap so I can hold her as she returns to baseline, her breathing slowing and the high flush fading from her cheeks.





“Good girl,” I whisper into her hair as she trembles against me. “Next time you want my cum, all you have to do is ask.”









CHAPTER 5









SOPHIE





I CAN HEAR voices drifting down the hallway as I settle into bed.





“Honey, I am really sorry.”





Paula is trying to convince Cameron to forgive her, once again. She’s putting on this breathy voice and it makes me gag. I hope Cameron’s smart enough to see through that.





He says something that I can’t make out and it doesn’t sound like nearly as much of an emphatic reaction as I would like to hear. He’s too kind for that, I guess.





Now that I’ve seen the man’s cock I understand why Paula is desperate to get back with him. She doesn’t actually love him, but I’d bet she’s so grumpy all the time because she misses the sex.





A cock that size is addictive. Unfortunately for Paula, if I have anything to do with it, he’s moved on and he’s never going to get back with her.





They keep talking in low voices for a while and I contemplate eavesdropping, then decide that I don’t want to hear it. If they’re getting back together, I wouldn’t be able to bear it.





I’ll move out if that’s the case. My friends have a spare room available, so it wouldn’t even be difficult.





If I’m honest with myself, the only reason I’ve stayed here so long is this thing growing between me and Cameron. I had to find out if it was something real.





I replay what happened this afternoon in my head. My ass is still sore, probably still red with Cameron’s handprints. He’s laid his mark on me.





God, I wish Paula could have seen what her ex-husband did to me.





The biggest disappointment was that I could feel his hard-on the whole time, hot and solid as concrete against my tummy, but he wouldn’t let me touch it.





More than anything, I want to taste him, to know what that beautifully thick member would feel like stuffed in my mouth. I’ve tasted his cum once before and I want more.





As I think about this afternoon I bring my hand between my legs. I’m soaked. I’ve been trying not to touch myself, like he asked, but just the memory of those strokes against my ass, his low groans and instinctive thrusts against me, make the moisture pool irresistibly.





I’m so carried away with the blissful memories that it takes me a few seconds to notice Cameron watching me from the doorway. The floorboard creaks as he steps forward and we make eye contact.





Those eyes, which I thought were soft and loving, are turning dark with lust again as he looks at me.





“Fuck,” he groans as he enters the room and sees me propped against the headboard with my legs spread, my nightdress hiked up around my waist. I’m halfway to an orgasm already and I can only smile as he closes the door makes his way across the room to me.





“Are you being naughty, Sophie?” he whispers, his stubble rubbing against my jaw as he looms over me.





His breath hot in my ear as he brings his hands to grip my waist. He sits on the bed and lifts me into his lap, placing me directly against that throbbing bulge that I need.





“I couldn’t help it,” I reply. “I was thinking about this afternoon and I got carried away.”





“I can see that, Sophie,” Cameron replies, moving those large hands over the silken flesh between my thighs. He brings my juices to his mouth to taste.





“You did promise you wouldn’t,” he reminds me in a growl against my jaw, licking his way down my neck.





“I know…” I pout. “I’m sorry. Maybe you’ll have to punish me again,” I suggest, unable to stop myself from sounding hopeful at the thought.





But Cameron is being tender and loving right now. He’s tasting his way down my body, muttering about how good I tasted, how he needs more of that juice.





Then he moves his hands lower.





“Can you be a good girl for me?” Cameron asks, bringing his hand down to stroke the damp spot between my thighs.





I squirm and moan loudly, unable to control my reaction to his thick fingers stroking my arousal. He’s touching me where I’ve always wanted him to touch me and it feels so right that the pleasure rushing through my veins is irresistible. The very blood inside me is calling to him, begging for more, and I can’t help the instinctive sounds that rise up from my belly.





I whimper louder and louder as Cameron plays with me.





“Shh, shh, we can’t let Paula hear us,” he says, clapping a hand over my mouth.





“Try to be quiet, Sophie,” he groans. He cups my pussy with one large hand and strokes up and down my slit.





I swallow down the sounds that try to rise from my chest and focus on my breathing. He’s just touching me. Like I was touching myself just before. I had no problem staying relatively quiet then.





But it feels so much better when it’s Cameron’s hands exploring me, prying open my most intimate places, running along the dripping seam of my sex with featherlight yet intense pressure.





“That’s it, darling,” he tells me as I gasp quietly into his hand, doing my best not to squeal with the rush of pleasure coursing through me.





Then the rough pad of his thumb strums directly over my clit and I almost scream. He pushes the heel of his palm hard against my lips to muffle the sound but it’s still too loud.





We both freeze for a second, worried that Paula might have heard us. But there’s no reaction, no sign of movement anywhere in the house, and I relax against him.





“Sophie,” he growls quietly in my ear. “Since you can’t shut that pretty little mouth we’ll have to try something else.”





He lifts me down to the ground and sets me on my knees in front of the bed. I’m pulsing with need, right on the edge of an orgasm, and I think the moment I taste that delicious cock I will explode for him.





I hear him unbuckle his belt and look up to see that dark, pulsing cockhead pointed at my mouth. Fuck yes. I’m finally going to taste it.





“This should shut you up,” Cameron says as he pushes it against my lips.





I open my mouth eagerly, bobbing my head to take that bulging mushroom head within my lips. He’s so big that I struggle to wrap my lips around him, my mouth taut and full with that thick length of meat.





He’s looking down at me with something like wonder on his face as I try to push further.





I meet his gaze and push forward, letting his cock slide further in, bathing the shaft with my tongue.





It’s not what I expected. The way my friends spoke about blow jobs I always imagined it would be an ordeal, but Cameron starts huffing with pleasure as soon as he’s inside my mouth. Some kind of tasty liquid leaks onto my tongue and I swallow it, swiping across his cock with my tongue.





I like it. I want more of Cameron’s cock. I want to taste his cum again.





As I bob my head, exploring that lovely veined shaft with my tongue, I bring a hand between my legs and touch myself. His cock muffles the sounds of my moans as I cum over and over.





I dip my head to suck on those intimidatingly large balls too, gently taking them between my lips, and he has to stuff his fist in his mouth not to let out a groan when I do so.





“Fuck baby, that feels so nice,” he says quietly.





That dark and hazy look of lust has glazed over his eyes again and he thrusts into my mouth with more purpose when I part my lips for him again. This time he’s in control with a firm hand wrapped around the back of my head.





He’s solid and weighty against my tongue and I have to stretch my mouth wide to take more of him but I do my best. He groans with pleasure as I cram him into my mouth, as much as I can.





“Oh yes, Sophie, such a good girl,” he whispers, stroking my bulging cheek. “You’re doing so well, do you think you can take a bit more?”





I make an affirmative sound around his cock and he slides himself deeper. I’m breathing hard through my nose and my throat starts to spasm as he hits the back of my tongue but he seems to like the sensation, running a hand through my hair and holding me on his cock.





I try to relax myself, focusing on the pleasure that I can see washing through his dark eyes as he brings his cock still further into my throat. He pumps in and out a few more times until his breathing is strained and his grip on my head is tight.





“Fuck,” he breathes as his orgasm jerks through that deliciously large cock.





His cum hits my tongue in a torrent, thick and delicious as I swallow it down for what feels like minutes. When he pulls his spent cock from my mouth he strokes my face affectionately.





“Thank you Sophie,” he says as I crawl back into his lap, shaky and tired. I fall asleep there, with him holding me gently, feeling safe and protected by my older roommate.









***





The next morning it finally happens. Cameron is kicking Paula out of the house. I hug him tightly when he tells me, overjoyed that he’s standing up for himself the way he should have a long time ago.





He announces the news to her after we eat lunch together, when she storms in and tries to kiss him as though everything’s normal.





Then she turns to me — the girl she’s hated for the past year and barely speaks to — as though she’s on my side.





“You know that he’s obsessed with you, right?” Paula’s eyes are laser-focused on me, on the spot where I’ve wrapped my hands in Cameron’s shirt. Her voice drips with venom.





“He has been, ever since you moved in. Turned out my lovely husband was actually just a dirty old man who wanted to fuck his college-aged roommate.” She laughs, like it’s an absurd idea, and I feel Cameron shrink away from her.





Then her voice turns sickly sweet. “You shouldn’t stay here with him, Sophie. Really, I think he might do something if he’s all alone with you. I was even worried when I went away for work… Did you know he moaned your name while we were having sex? It’s fucked up.”





All this just makes me want Cameron even more. I glance over at him and he looks dejected, as though I’m about to leave him. It crushes me to see his face fall like this.





“It’s okay, Sophie. She’s right. You don’t have to stay here with me,” he says, his voice cracking. He grabs my wrists as though to pull me away from him but it only makes me cling to him harder.





As if she could ever make me leave him behind.





“Maybe if you hadn’t been so wrapped up in your affair, your husband never would have wanted me, Paula. But you know what? I’m glad that he does,” I say, maintaining eye contact with her until she shrinks away.





I nestle myself against Cameron’s chest and, on instinct, he wraps one thick arm around my back.





Paula’s jaw drops, looking between me and Cameron with astonishment.





“This is so wrong, Sophie. You’re going to regret this, trust me. He seems like a nice guy, but you’re practically a schoolgirl. You’ve got no idea what you want in life.”





“I think I’ll make my own decision about that, thanks Paula,” I reply, tightening my grip on Cameron’s shirt.





An idea strikes me. I look up at Cameron and mouth the words “trust me” as I pull his head down to kiss him.





Deeply. Sensually. Opening my mouth wide and sloppy. I even wrap a leg around him for effect.





As his lips touch mine the performance melts away and I am nothing but desire for him again, a flame needing the fuel that is his touch. His hand cups the back of my head, pulling me closer. His tongue dips into my mouth gently and I moan against his lips.





He takes my bottom lip into his teeth, ever-so-gently and tugs it away before moving those lips down the side of my throat, sucking and letting out low groans that vibrate against my pulse point as he tastes me.





“Fuck, you taste so delicious, Sophie,” he growls against my neck. Then he licks his way down into my cleavage.





By the time we look around Paula is long gone.





He pulls me tighter. “Thank you,” he whispers into my hair. “I never know how to handle her when she’s like that.”





“She was cruel. You don’t deserve that, Cameron,” I tell him, inching my hands lower. “Besides, I think she’s just jealous. Because I get to have this and she doesn’t.”





I cup Cameron’s growing bulge, that hunk of meat between his legs becoming solid at my touch.





Then, I hear a gasp, and Paula is back. Cameron jumps away from me, half unbuckled, his cock pointing in the air.





Paula’s mouth is wide open as she walks towards us. “You little whore,” she spits at me. “We’re still married you know. Those divorce papers are not signed off yet.”





I won’t let her shame me. She has no right to be jealous, not when she refused to provide Cameron with what he wanted and lied to him about it.





I raise my chin and meet Paula’s gaze, ignoring the disgust in her eyes as she rakes over my skimpy outfit, the short denim cut offs and low-cut crop top that leave my body on display for Cameron.





“I’m going to give him what you wouldn’t, Paula,” I tell her, confidently, with a smile on my face. “He’s going to get me pregnant.”





“What?” Cameron’s eyes are stormy and his mouth has dropped open. “Sophie, what are you talking about?”





His body has gone very still, like he’s in shock.





“She was lying to you, Cameron. You haven’t been trying to have a child. She’s been on birth control the whole time. She told me months ago and laughed about it.”





I still remember how she’d scoffed, as though having a child with Cameron was a ridiculous idea. As if it wasn’t what I dreamed about.





I didn’t know how to tell him. And then, once she left him, it seemed pointless. Like it would only twist the knife further.





Cameron looks anguished. He brings a hand to his hair and rakes it through, messing up the brown waves.





“Is this true, Paula? Is that why you didn’t want to try IVF?” His dark eyes are filled with pain.





But she’s not going to give him the answers he needs. She is backing away, shaking her head, her hands up as she walks out the door.





“It’s true, Cameron. She told me,” I say softly. “I didn’t know how to tell you, whether it would help or just hurt you more.”





Cameron lets out a choked cry. I rush to his side, pressing my body against his, willing to do anything to comfort him.





When I put two and two together, realizing that Cameron didn’t know about Paula’s birth control, I’d been so angry for him. I remembered how his face had lit up when he spoke about how they were trying for a baby.





But I know that I can give him what she wouldn’t. I know he’s sad, betrayed by his ex-wife, but I have what he needs right here.





I start to kiss his neck but he remains frozen, rigid against me. Then he sighs, a heavy exhalation of despair.





“Sophie, what you said back there about having my baby,” he says and I can feel his dick hardening against me. He pauses for a second, looking down at my face with hot eyes.





Yes. Yes. This is it. The part where we finally, finally get to do what we’ve always wanted to do with each other. I nod, looking up at him hopefully.





But then he pushes me away. He looks away from me, his broad face hardening.





“I need you to understand that can never happen. I’ve let this go too far.”





What?





His words hit me right in the chest. I cross my arms over my body as I process them. I let out a sob and Cameron’s brow creases with concern.





“I don’t think you actually want this, Sophie. I’m doing you a favor. You don’t have to make me feel better by having sex with me or… Or by having my child,” he says, stumbling over the last part. “Who would want this?” he asks, gesturing to his body.





“You don’t know what I want, Cameron,” I manage to get out as the tears continue. “I could be so much better for you than her.”





He’s rubbing the back of his hand against his jaw line as he regards me. He seems frozen to the spot, like he’s trying to decide whether he should comfort me or leave the room.





I thought we’d moved past this. We’ve spent hours together, we’ve grown so close. I’d thought it was obvious that we would be together, once Paula was gone.





But here he is, unable to even touch me. Another sob makes its way up from my stomach and I crumple to the floor, the sadness overwhelming.





Everything I’d dreamed about, my future with Cameron, he doesn’t want it. I let the flood of emotion course through me. I was wrong.













CHAPTER 6









CAMERON





SOPHIE’S WHOLE BODY is racked with sobs as she cries on the ground.





“There’s no excuse. You don’t want me,” she hiccups out between tears.





But she doesn’t seem to get it. She will not understand why it would be so wrong for us to have a child together. The tears continue to flow and flow.





She is getting more worked up the more I try to comfort her. When I tell her she’s being ridiculous, that of course I want her, she starts to bang her fists on the floor.





“Liar!” she yells, her pretty face contorted with emotion. “If you wanted me, you would want this. You would commit to me.”





I try to explain why I can’t get Sophie pregnant, why the 25 year age gap between us is too much, why people wouldn’t accept it, but it only makes her sob harder.





“Fuck you, Cameron,” she screams. “You never even cared about me. What was this all for, if you never saw a future for us together?”





She runs out of the room and slams the door to her bedroom.





I am trying very hard to take deep breaths, not to let Sophie anger me, but the absence of her in the room is hard to take.





I crack.





I can’t let her think like this. I can’t let my babygirl, the bane of my existence and the highlight of my days for the past three years, think that she’s not worthy of me, that I don’t want her, when she’s all that I can think about.





It starts to dawn on me that there might be only one way to solve this tantrum: by giving her what she wants.





My cock stirs in response to the thought. I’m far too excited at the idea, my body chomping at the bit to fill Sophie with my seed and claim her.





I’ve already defiled her, I’ve already punished her, what’s taking her virginity on top of that?





I stand at the doorway to her bedroom, the way that I have so many times without her knowledge as I watched her sleep.





But this time when I open the door she’s not peaceful and dreamy the way she is in my fantasies.





I enter the room quietly and she turns her tear stained face towards me, letting out a sob of emotions.





“Shh, babygirl,” I tell her and she looks as if she’s going to let out a cry again.





“It’s okay, Sophie, I’m sorry,” I say and she opens her arms to me. She is tired and weak from all the crying and she lets me stroke her soothingly.





All I can do is cradle her and soothe her while she gets it out of her system. I stroke her hair, I wipe her tears away, I pull her against my lap.





“I’m sorry, too,” she whispers against my neck between sobs. “I just… It’s something I’ve wanted for a long time. And I’ve lived here, knowing that you were giving it to her and not me, that she was the person who would get to have that with you. It’s been hard.”





My balls start to ache at the thought that all the time Sophie has been living here, she’s been wishing it was her instead of Paula. Because I have been wanting the exact same thing.





My cock is full-mast now and I can barely think straight, I’m so horny at the idea of filling Sophie up.





But no matter what I say, no matter how I reassure her, the stunning creature before me is still upset, the sobs coming thick and fast, her face tear-stained.





She has resigned herself to crying because she didn’t get what she wanted.





Like a sulking brat. I can think of only one way to settle her.





I clap a hand over her mouth. “You need to calm down, Sophie,” I hiss. “This tantrum has gone on long enough. You want me to prove that I want you? Huh?”





She nods frantically, her eyes wild as they search my face.





I see those sweet little nipples harden beneath the fabric of her loose t-shirt, the one she wears to sleep. It’s worn and soft and the cotton is practically transparent, especially where those lovely tits stretch at the material.





I flip her over and push her down onto the bed. She’s squirming and wriggling against me.





Then I settle my heavy weight on top of her, right over that gorgeous heart-shaped ass, and she stops struggling. She takes a choked up, strangled breath and then blows it out as a sigh of satisfaction. I feel the anger of her tantrum start to ebb away and her body relaxes, accepting my weight on top of her.





“Yes,” she breathes as I angle my cock against her panties.





I tangle my hand in those shimmering copper waves of hair and pull her head up towards me so I can growl right against her ear.





“That’s right, a horny girl like you just needs this old man to put you in your place, don’t you?”





She stills and nods her head, submissive and pliant below me. She’s face down on the bed, her face in the pillow, but even in this position I can still hear her moans of pleasure loud and clear as I grind myself against her pussy.





I love that my babygirl is a screamer.





“Sophie,” I say, low and soothing. “If you want this, if you truly want this, we have to do it right.”





A shiver goes through her and she nods eagerly. “Tell me how.”





“Well, then, babygirl, you’re going to have to listen carefully to what I say so I can knock you up,” I tell her sternly. I feel her squirm below me as I take charge, pressing her thighs together with arousal.





She’s so ready to be bred, this innocent virgin who’s lived with me for years. She’s dreamed about this, I remind myself. Just as I have dreamed about her.





“Does it make you wet to think about how I’m going to fill up that tight pussy?” I ask her. “I want you to tell me what you’d think about, when you’d imagine it.”





Sophie trembles beneath me as she considers the question.





“I would think about you coming in to my room, while I was asleep at night, and waking me up with your cock,” she says in a breathless tone. “You’d just start to touch me like it was normal, like it was what we did every night. Because sometimes, when she was away, that’s how it felt… Like it would be the most natural thing in the world to just sleep in the same bed and make each other happy.”





The blood rushes through my body at the thought. At how close I’d been to doing exactly that, so many nights.





I curse myself for all the wasted time, all the moments where I could have been showing my babygirl what it felt like to be filled up with my seed. Instead, I’d been too much of a coward, too afraid that she wouldn’t want me, that the years between us would separate us.





I’d been afraid that I was a dirty old man for wanting my innocent roommate so much. I’d thought it was wrong. And all this time, she’d been thinking the same way.





Joy surges through me. This feels right, to be straddling my roommate like this, to stroke her hair when she’s upset. To be able to give her my cock, my cum, to make her the center of my universe.





“If I’d known, Sophie,” I groan. “If I’d known you wanted that, my marriage would have been over a long time ago. It would have just been us. I would have had you all to myself.”





“Well I guess we have to make up for lost time,” she murmurs into the pillow. She raises her ass, pushing it close to my cock, and my balls tighten.





“Mmm, that’s it, babygirl, open yourself up so I can I breed you,” I tell her, rocking against her.





I feel the excitement thrum through her at these words, her neck tensing and her ass clenching.





I position my rock solid, throbbing bulge right above her center and start to rub. Those tiny white panties can hardly contain the globes of her ass, just a thin strip of fabric that disappears down between her cheeks as she sways her hips.





I let my hands roam over her back, tracing her sweeping spine, the outline of her waist, her ribs and down further to the soft flesh of her hips.





Every inch of her is soft, fuckable, and made for me.





Fuck. I caress the silken skin of her hips. The globes of her ass are even softer, fuller than I remembered. It’s ridiculous that with her petite figure she has an ass which I can literally grab a handful of. There’s no reason for it, except to emphasize that Sophie is ridiculously feminine, ridiculously fertile, to the point that every inch of her screams “fuck me”.





I squeeze her ass cheeks with my hands like a stress ball as I grind against her pussy.





With just a few strokes of my throbbing bulge against her pussy, Sophie’s breathing calms down.





“Yes, my darling, you’re not crying anymore are you? I think there’s only one cure for your upset. But you have to ask for it.”





I slip my cock out of my sweatpants and ram it against Sophie’s white panties. The wet patch at her centre is growing, and I can tell from her breathy moans that she’s getting excited.





“Please,” she moans as I start to target my cockhead against her most sensitive places, dragging it up and down. I make it agonizingly slow for her, to keep her on edge.





“Please what, Sophie?”





“Please fuck me, Cameron,” she repeats. Her voice is husky and strained from her tantrum and the words come out in a rushed cry. “Please, please, I want you to pin me down and fill me up with your delicious cum. It would make me feel so much better.”





As she speaks she raises her hips closer to my cock, the outline of her pussy lips clearly visible through the damp fabric of her panties. Those tightly closed, swollen pussy lips that I long to penetrate deep inside.





Sophie wiggles herself up and down my shaft, begging for it. I can feel the hot, wet pulsing of her lips as she saturates those panties with moisture.





The longer I stare at her, grinding herself against my cock like a little whore, the harder I get until my cock is leaking precum.





She’s my babygirl. And she’s desperate for me to knock her up. My 21-year-old roommate wants to have my baby. I feel dizzy, unable to fully wrap my head around the thought that Sophie is going to take my cum, but my body knows exactly what to do.





Before I’ve had a chance to second guess myself, to activate that rational part of my brain that knows I shouldn’t get my young roommate pregnant, I’ve pulled her panties to the side and embedded myself inside her with a long powerful stroke.





I’m not thinking about the fact that she’s a virgin, I’m not trying to go slow, I am a ruthless caveman ready to claim the sweet hole that she has teased me with for hours.





“Gah,” she cries, collapsing forward onto her face. “Too big. Cameron. Too much!” She lets out a squeal and wiggles her ass as though trying to shake my cock from her.





There’s no way I’m slowing down. Her pussy pulses around me, impossibly tight, every inch of those walls squeezing against me as I push in deeper. She starts to chant “Yes, yes, yes” as I break through the resistance of those tight walls.





I grip harder against her plush, pillowy ass. I use her curves as leverage while I stuff my cock deep inside her wet pussy.





There’s nothing in my mind but the need to cum deep inside Sophie. With every inch more she’s letting out a wilder cry of ecstasy, her head thrown back.





Finally, with effort that shunts her whole body forward on the bed, I manage to fully seat my cock in her hot, wet depths. My balls rest against that gorgeous ass.





Sophie can’t speak. She can only let out a series of long, slow moans. One after another after another. Her whole body is tensed, her hands wrapped tight against the sheets as though she’s holding on for dear life.





“Yeah you can feel that big cock all the way in your belly, can’t you Sophie?” I ask her and she just nods, sucking in a lungful of air and relaxing her head on its side against the pillow as though to prepare for what’s to come.





All it takes is the subtlest shift of my hips to butt against her g-spot and she comes apart, letting out a piercing cry of pleasure.





Like a woman possessed. It’s Sophie’s first orgasm and I feel it rip through her insides in a shockwave. She starts writhing and babbling beneath me, her hands twisting into the sheets and her tiny muscles relaxing and tensing around me as the pleasure courses through her.





I thought I could wait for her orgasm to pass before I finished but it’s like her pussy is trying to suck my cum deep inside her. I simply have to fuck her while she pulses like that.





While she continues to squirm beneath me I pick up the pace, riding that incredible pussy from behind as she twitches around me.





“Oh my god, oh my god, Cameron,” she moans into the pillow as I slam myself home inside her, again and again.





I lean forward so my lips brush the shell of her ear when I speak. “Yeah you fucking like that, don’t you, Sophie? You like it nice and deep, because you were made to be bred like this,” I hiss against her neck.





Her eyes swivel around to me, wide and lustful. “God yes, Cameron, knock up my slutty little pussy. Put a baby inside me, I deserve it,” she moans.





I lower myself down so my full bodyweight is pushing her into the bed.





I can feel her trembling with need as I press my belly against her back, pinning her down. She sighs with satisfaction and scoots her hips back, trying to bring my cock even deeper inside her.





Fuck. With my whole body pressed against her like this her body feels tiny and breakable beneath me. So easy to position where I want her, like an obedient doll.





I wrap my hands around her delicate wrists and pin her down to the sheets.





With every thrust I can feel her spasming beneath me until she screams out in bliss. The bed squeaks in protest as I piston my hips deep into Sophie with every ounce of effort left in me.





“Here it is, Sophie, your reward for being a good girl,” I tell her.





My release detonates inside me like a bomb. I erupt with a low growl of pleasure.





I’m gushing cum into her tight, swollen hole, ropes and ropes of it. Her whole pussy is bathed in it, the mess leaking out and running down the sides.





It would be impossible for her to contain the bucketloads I’ve just produced in that tiny hole. Her young body can only take so much.





“Holy heck, Sophie,” I groan when I feel it start to leak out of her. “I’ve never cum so much in my life.”





When I finally finish filling her up, my body feels weighty with satisfaction. I heave myself off Sophie’s spent body and lie to the side. She nestles herself into my chest.





“That made me feel so nice, Cameron. Just like I always knew it would,” she says, tilting that sweet face up to land a kiss on my lips.









CHAPTER 7









SOPHIE





CAMERON HAS JUST filled me up with his yummy sperm and I lie at his side, playing with myself, pushing the cum in and out of my sore pussy hole. Everything is slippery and sensitive and coated in liquid.





“I hope this gets me pregnant, Cameron,” I tell him.





He chuckles as he looks at the amount of cum he’s produced. “I think it will, baby. I hope so, anyway. Then we can get married and you can be my pregnant wife forever.”





I smile hugely at that, wrapping my arms around his neck and kissing him deeply. Just the rasp of that stubbly beard against my face is enough to set me on fire again.





“I love you, Cameron,” I tell him when I come up for air, tracing a finger down the centre of that barrel chest that was crushing me into the bed just a few minutes ago.





“Oh, babygirl, I love you so much. I’ve loved you for a long time,” he replies, pulling me tighter to him.





The physical proof of that love is leaking from my pussy right now. I’m so grateful that he’s given me this gift. So much of it, too.





Why can’t I just be satisfied with what he’s given me? This is everything I’ve ever wanted, after all.





But as I lie there, cradled tightly against his hairy chest and listening to his heavy breathing, I start to ache for him again.





“Cameron?” I ask softly, trying to keep the needy whining out of my voice. I don’t want him to think I’m too demanding, but now that we’re finally together, it’s overwhelming how much I need him.





“Yes, Sophie?” he replies, opening his eyes.





“I want to do it again,” I say, blushing. It’s been ten minutes at most and already I want him to fill me up with another load.





My womb is greedy for more of his cum. My thighs are clenching together with need.





“Oh really?” he asks me, his eyes going dark with lust again. I silently congratulate myself. I thought older man didn’t have stamina, but it seems that for me, Cameron can keep going all night. “Was that not enough for you?”





He cages me in with his arms above me on the bed, looking down at my swollen pussy lips, smeared with his cum. His nostrils flare as he stares at me and lets out a whistle of amazement.





“You know what I see?”





I shake my head. “What, Cameron?”





“I see a cum slut whose pussy must be sore, but who wants me to breed her again. Who wants me to drain my balls inside her, again and again, until she gets pregnant with my baby.”





I know he’s trying to humiliate me but I love it. That is precisely what I want. I nod and smile up at him sweetly.





“Make me your little cum slut, Cameron,” I tell him, pulling my legs back as far as I can. He positions his cock above my sticky entrance and pushes inside.





I gulp. It doesn’t hurt as much this time, but I still feel the stretch of that thick shaft all through my insides, hitting all the sensitive places within me.





“Oh sweetie,” he breathes as he wraps his arms tight across my shoulders, holding me still on the bed below him while he stretches me out painfully with that monstrous cock. “You already are my little cum slut.”





Then he starts to stroke into me furiously with his hips, mindlessly fucking my pussy until I’m crying out with pleasure.





I claw my fingernails into his back. He’s touching places so deep inside me that I didn’t know they existed. I let out an ugly, high pitched whine as I cum, unable to put this pleasure into words.





Cameron grunts above me. “Yeah, you like that, don’t you Sophie? You like it hard and deep and rough.”





He is relentless. He is using me as a place to drain his balls. And I want all of it.





This time, he kisses me lovingly while he pumps his load deep inside me, his hands on my face as tender as his hips are brutal. His lips seal in my squeaking cries as he rams home inside me.





When he’s finished spurting an unbelievable amount of cum inside me, so much that it overflows out of me again, he doesn’t remove his cock.





He carefully rolls us to the side and stays deep inside. “Stay still and relax, Sophie, I want to plug this cum inside you while we sleep,” he says, wrapping those thick arms around me so I stay wrapped around his cock.





I fall asleep as he murmurs the kindest, dreamiest things in my ears. About how much he loves me. How he’s never had better sex in his life. And about how our children are going to have the best mother in the world.









CHAPTER 8









CAMERON





I SLEEP PEACEFULLY with my cock plugging my cum deep inside Sophie. She’s a good girl, letting me stay inside her all night.





As she starts to shift around in the morning, though, I am rock hard again. I run my hands over those soft curves to let her know I’m awake and ready to fuck my load back inside her again. She sighs with satisfaction.





“Good morning babygirl,” I murmur into her neck. “Time to breed you again.”





She lets out a gasp and squirms against me in excitement, her hand dropping between my thighs to cradle my balls.





It feels so right to hold her in my arms while my cock hardens inside her. She’s my babygirl now. And no other man is going to touch her. No other man is going to get to experience the joy that is taking this delightful young woman.





Once she’s pregnant with my baby she will truly be mine forever. I can’t wait. My balls twitch as I realize that Sophie could already be pregnant, right now, her fertile young body accepting my seed.





The sooner the better. Once Sophie’s filled up with my baby, I’ll know that she can’t leave me.





I let my hands roam across her lovely young body as I imagine it. My doe-eyed, innocent roommate, carrying my baby. It’s incredible to think that her round, heavy tits could get any larger but they will as they fill up with milk. And with a big, protruding belly on her tiny frame, she’s going to look so obscene, like one of those young mothers from reality TV.





Just a slut who let an older man put a baby inside her.





But she’s lucky. I’ll be good to her. I’ll look after her. I’ll look after our baby. And when she’s ready, I’ll knock her up again.





Sophie gasps as I roll her nipple between my index finger and thumb and I feel the gush of moisture around my cock. I start to roll my hips against hers.





That tiny pussy responds immediately, quivering with need as I push my cock deeper into the sticky mess we’ve created.





I fuck her deep and slow, loving the squelching sound of my load already inside her.





Her orgasms are almost too powerful for her to cling onto consciousness, but the noise she makes when she cries out with lust is music to my ears.





“Please fill me up Cameron, claim your babygirl with your cum. Make me a mommy,” she says drowsily, angling her thigh so that I can get deeper inside her.





“Yes, babygirl, this big cock is all yours from now on. I’m going to try to fuck a baby inside you whenever I can,” I tell her as she squirms around my erect cock.





And I mean it. Sophie is not going to go a single day without a giant load of my cum dripping down her thighs, my cock keeping her satisfied and pregnant for the rest of her life.





As I feel myself nearing completion I rest my hand against her flat, taut tummy and splay my fingers wide.





“You’re going to look so fucking sexy with my baby inside you, Sophie.”





“I know, Cameron, I can’t wait,” she squeals.





With both of us picturing how she will look once she’s pregnant with my baby, I finish inside her, fucking her with deep strokes to make sure my load takes.





Afterwards she’s excited and energetic but I hold her to the bed. “Shh, shh, Sophie,” I chide her. “Just stay here and let the cum soak in. It’ll work better that way.”





I arrange her in the position I want her in, with a cushion under her ass and her hips tilted up so the cum drains towards her womb. She pouts when I say she needs to stay like this for the next half hour.





“I thought you wanted my baby, Sophie.”





“I do, Cameron, but I’m going to get bored if I have to stay like this for such a long time,” she says.





“Well, Sophie, sometimes we have to make sacrifices for the things we want.”





I kiss her forehead as I leave the room to make breakfast. When I re-enter, she’s found a way to entertain herself.





Sophie is rubbing herself furiously, her face tilted back and her eyes practically glowing with lust. She has the dazed and mindless look of someone who’s made themselves cum too many times in the last 20 minutes.





I’ve never seen anything so beautiful as my babygirl playing with my cum in her perfect tight hole.





“I’m sorry,” she says breathlessly when she sees my face. “It’s just so fun to play with all this cum.”





She spreads her legs apart for me and I groan at the sight of her. Every inch of that lovely pink pussy is glistening with my cum. As I stare at her another glob of my cream makes its way down, leaking towards that delicious asshole.





I feel a surge of pride that I’m the one who did this to her. A few days ago Sophie was a virgin with an untouched pussy. Now, she’s begging for me to knock her up and playing with her cum-soaked slit.





And it’s all because of me. Because she’s my babygirl.





I lean down to kiss her, tasting the delicate sweetness of her mouth and feeling my cock harden again. We’re going to have so much fun getting her pregnant.









EPILOGUE









SOPHIE





PAULA IS COMING back to pick up her stuff from Cameron’s house today.





It’s been months since he kicked her out and she’s finally worked up the courage to show her face in this house again after calling me a whore and throwing herself at Cameron.





“It’s go time, Sophie,” Cameron tells me, pulling me to straddle him on the couch. He needs the courage to see her again. I’m so glad that I can give him that.





Cameron traces a hand over my baby bump and bends down to kiss my skin where it’s swollen and tight. I got pregnant that first time we had sex, when he showered me in his lovely cum.





We’re fully in the nesting phase now, buying new furniture and painting the baby’s room — the room where I used to live — a lovely shade of yellow.





I’m not wearing panties and I lower myself down onto his cock. He grips my waist and starts to bounce me up and down, my swollen tits flying out of the silky nightgown I’m wearing.





“You look so goddamn beautiful Sophie. I want her to see your sexy pregnant body,” he grunts, driving deeper into me.





I let out a squeaking sound. I can’t help it. Even after months of making love every day, my body is not yet used to the giant size of him.





“She’s going to be so jealous, Cameron. I bet she misses this giant cock,” I moan as he bounces me harder. Cameron impales me with that cock, over and over.





He nods, leaning forward to bury his face in my full pregnant titties. “I want her to see my perfect babygirl carrying my child she never did.”





Cameron runs his hands all over my body. I worried that he wouldn’t like the way my figure has swelled out, my breasts spilling over my old bra and my belly straining at my clothing. Instead, my pregnancy only brings out something more possessive and primal in him.





Today he’s extra determine to make this something special. As he bounces me on his lap I feel dizzy with pleasure. There’s something so satisfying about getting to show Paula exactly what she’s missing out on.





After he stuffs me with that cock and fills me with another load of hot cum, we cuddle together on the couch. I relish the delicious, warm feeling of his cum leaking out of me.





Paula doesn’t knock. She just strides in like she owns the place and stops short when she finds us on the couch, in our post orgasm haze. My pale pink nightdress clings to every inch of my heavy, pregnant breasts and my round belly.





I sit on Cameron’s lap, my arm looped around his neck, but the diamond engagement ring is right there for her to see.





“Hi Paula,” I smirk.





I’ll never forget the stunned look on her face as she walks in to find us together, with Cameron’s hands holding me tightly on his lap.





Her mouth drops open and for once, she seems absolutely lost for words. Cameron chuckles and kisses my neck.





I don’t think she’ll come back here again.











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





His Fertile Student: An Age Gap Breeding Short Story




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


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

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

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

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

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



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

 

Get your bonus copy here!









Looking for more smut?


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






Novellas



The Baby Deal







Forbidden Babymaking



Professor’s Fertile Intern



His Fertile Brat



His Fertile Princess



His Fertile Darling



Innocent Roommate



His Fertile Fixation







Fertile and Fresh



Knocked Up by the Single Dad



Knocked Up by the Grumpy Professor



Knocked Up by my Swim Coach



Baby for my Obsessed Boss



Knocked Up by my Possessive Neighbor
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