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Knocked Up By My Roommate: A Fertile Forbidden Age Gap Older Man Instalove








Can I tempt my grumpy roommate into putting his baby inside me?







When Maria’s family cut off her financial support, a hunky older coworker offers her a place to stay.

Little does Seth know that his intern has been craving his attention for months.

Now that they live together, her forbidden desires escalate. He says it’s inappropriate for them to sleep in the same bed, but Maria does her best to tempt him into changing his mind.

Slowly but surely she breaks down his self-control.

And when Seth finally snaps, she gets exactly what she needs: a baby with her hot older roommate.







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



















































KNOCKED UP BY MY ROOMMATE









R. L. Rochester





















































All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the author. The only exception is by a reviewer, who may quote short excerpts in a review.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locals is entirely coincidental.









Copyright © 2025 R. L. Rochester

All rights reserved.

















CHAPTER 1









MARIA





THOSE ASSHOLES.





My card declined while I was trying to buy lunch today.





I know exactly what’s happened. I’ve been cut off. My credit cards, my apartment, all of it. All because my parents think I’ve gone off the rails.





I take a deep breath and try to think through my options.





My parents have been doing this, on and off, since I graduated from college. I know I’m lucky to come from a wealthy family. But their support is never guaranteed.





They oscillate between telling me how much they miss me and wish I would come home, to cutting off all my funds and telling me I’m not welcome unless I meet their demands. Well, that’s not exactly what they say, of course, but it’s what they mean.





And my minimum-wage internship is not exactly paying the bills in New York.





I try to think about it as I make my way through a bland rye and tomato sandwich. That was all I could afford with the cash in my purse after my card declined while trying to pay for a salad. My paycheck comes today, so that’s something, at least.





I know, I know, I should be more self-sufficient at the age of 22. I should have a job that pays me enough to live on. According to my parents, the way to do that would be working for some blood-sucking corporate consulting firm - instead of a series of low-paid internships for NGOs.





“You could be a managing consultant by now,” my dad always tells me, wistful for the days when he thought I would take over the family business and follow in his footsteps. “Instead, you’re being paid nothing to live in one of the most expensive cities in the world.”





The disappointment is obvious whenever he looks at me these days. Every family dinner, they start to re-litigate my life choices. It doesn’t exactly encourage me to visit my parents more often. At least he has my younger brothers to focus his efforts on now. I’m sure they’ll turn into Wall Street bros and make him proud.





I’m just not cut out for that and my parents have never understood it. Everything they’ve done since I’ve graduated from college has been a ploy to gain control of my life again.





I didn’t follow the path they’d set out so carefully for me and they’ll never recognize my choices as the right one.





But this is further than they’ve ever gone. I pull up my banking info on my phone and stare at the measly $100 in my checking account. From the panicked phone calls from the property manager of my apartment building, she’s blindsided by their change of heart, too.





Where the hell am I going to sleep tonight? No matter how much my parents might want me to come home, there’s no way I can make it up to California with the money they’ve left me with.





And to hell with that, anyway. I can’t give them the satisfaction of crawling back and showing that I couldn’t make it on my own.





“Everything okay, Maria?”





I let out a sniffle as I look up at Seth. I can’t help having a crush on my older colleague. He’s serious, intellectual and a good listener. Not to mention that he’s tall and broad shouldered, with an athletic build that convinces me he could go literally all night.





My work crush. At least I have something nice to look at while my life turns to crap. He’s about 40, I think, but there’s something about him. I struggle to tear my eyes away from those deep grey eyes which are brimming with wisdom and kindness. And his presence is so calming. He’s exactly who I want to speak to right now.





He’s probably married or something, I remind myself as I get lost in those eyes. My heart races as he folds himself into the chair across from me, pushing his sleeves up to his elbows to reveal the corded muscles of his forearms. I’ve never been bold enough to ask about his relationship status.





I feel like he’s taken me under his wing, as though he’s my teacher. He’s my guide through the chaos that is working at an under-funded children’s rights NGO. As much as my heart flutters when he’s near, he’ll never want me the way I want him to.





His tousled sandy hair is pushed back from his face. Behind his glasses, his grey eyes are wide and serious. He has dark shadows under his eyes — everyone here survives on caffeine and not much sleep — but his bone structure is handsome.





The only thing perking me up right now is that he’s here, at work with me, every day. Even my vindictive parents can’t snatch that joy away from me.





“It’s not okay, actually,” I sniffle. “My parents have cut me off. Again.”





Seth’s brow knitted together. He nods along as I tell him all of it. How I appreciate their help but the level of control and interference with my life has gotten too much. How they’re even trying to marry me off to some asshole back home in the hope that it will get these “silly ideas” out of my head.





“That’s really fucked-up, Maria, I’m sorry. I’ve never dealt with anything like that before but is there someone you could talk to? Somewhere you could go tonight?”





I let out at a sob. It’s such a kind, caring question. “No,” I tell him, burying my face in my hands.





I’ve only just moved to New York. I could only do it with my family’s money. I have hardly any friends. And now I’m homeless.





“I don’t know what I’m going to do,” I wail, then try to quiet myself. I’ve always been a drama queen but I don’t want to embarrass myself at work.





“Look, I’ve got somewhere you could stay,” Seth tells me in a low voice. “I’m just not sure it would be up to your standards.”





“We wouldn’t have to share a bed, would we?” I don’t know why but it’s the first question that comes to my mind. I hope Seth doesn’t notice the hope in my voice.





Seth clears his throat and looks around the room. “No, of course not,” he replies. “I have a spare room in my apartment. My roommate Conor is a bit of an asshole but I’m sure you could deal with him for a few days.”





I nod my head. “That sounds great. Thank you so, so much Seth. I throw my arms around his neck and relish the feeling of his muscles shifting under my hands, just for a second. He pats my back reassuringly and for a moment, I believe everything is going to be okay.





Then he breaks off the hug and jumps back to the other side of the table. “We shouldn’t tell HR about this, Maria. I’m doing this as a favor, okay? But I don’t think they’d like it.”





I mime a zip across my lips and nod.





I don’t hate the idea of living with Seth, I decide. Not at all. Even if it’s the dingiest New York apartment, at least he’ll be there.













CHAPTER 2









SETH






ONE MONTH LATER






She’s everywhere. And I am inches away from losing my control.





Maria, Maria, Maria. Her shower gel in the bathroom. Her clothes scattered around the laundry. The carelessly sexy way she eats a bowl of muesli in the mornings.





I’m so far gone that it’s embarrassing. The last time I had this kind of unrealistic crush was decades ago, while I was in college.





I cringe a little when I think about the fact that the kind of girl I was into then was probably about the same age as Maria is now. Not my usual style, at all, to go for a woman who’s so much younger than me, but the more I get to know her, the more I want her.





Conor, my roommate who I’ve been living with since college, has no such worries. He’s tried it on countless times with Maria and she always rejects him with a polite but firm attitude.





There’s some part of me that roars with jealousy every time it happens. I’m not mad at him, I remind myself. I’m mad at myself. At the rules I imposed on myself that very first night we had together.





I told Maria I’d never want her like that. An obvious lie to anyone with eyes.





That first night together haunts me. All the things I could have done play on a loop in my head.





I went to her apartment with her to grab a box of clothes as she moved out. The property manager was there, looking deeply confused at the sudden cancellation of a tenancy that had only been running for a month.





I had to let out a slow whistle when I saw the view from the penthouse. “I’m afraid my apartment will not compare too well to this, Maria.”





“Let’s get out of here,” she’d replied once she emerged from the bedroom, shoving a duffel bag full of clothes into my arms.





I’d expected her to be more frantic and desperate. Instead, she seemed efficient and determined to get out of there as soon as possible. She’d had the rug pulled out from under her, pretty badly. I couldn’t believe her parents’ brutal actions.





God knows I’d been jealous when she showed up at the internship and barely seemed concerned about the pathetic salary our NGO pays. To have that kind of freedom, that was the dream.





Except now it’s obvious that the money Maria’s parents gave her wasn’t freedom at all. There were strings attached, strings that she has now broken.





What really kills me is what happened once we got back to my place. That’s where it all went wrong. Where this whole thing started.





I showed Maria around the three-bedroom apartment. Her room, with the fold out couch, is where I normally have my home office. I can survive using the dining table like I used to. I try not to bring my work home with me anyway.





I wasn’t prepared for our arrangement to go any further than me putting Maria up for a few nights. But it quickly became clear that Maria wanted something more.





“Seth?” Maria had purred once she had showered. She strode into my room wearing a light pink silk bathrobe that skimmed over every curve. The hem stopped halfway down her thigh, showing more than enough of her golden skin.





Her dark hair was loose around her shoulders and the neckline of her bathrobe plunged deep down her front, showing the tantalizing swell of her breasts. As she walked towards me they swayed a little with her movement and the robe rode up towards her hips.





I was frozen to the bed, where I’d sat casually, hoping to comfort Maria. Nothing more than that.





Had the hope been there in the back of my mind somewhere? I don’t think so. It was simply too far-fetched for me to consider the idea that my 22-year-old intern might want to seduce her colleague.





She’s hot, sure, but in such a blindingly obvious way that it was better left unsaid. Not like I’d ever have a chance with the drop-dead-gorgeous socialite who for some reason has decided to go into unrewarding charity work.





Except, as she walked towards me from the bathroom with a look of fiery determination in her blue eyes, it suddenly seemed that I had a chance. More than that. Something was about to happen right now, something that could be career ending if I didn’t put a stop to it. If I let it.





Maria paused in front of me, standing in between my knees and looking down at me. She placed a hand on mine, and the heat of her soft palm just about unwound every drop of self-control that was still in my body. I could smell the vanilla and cinnamon scent of her freshly washed hair.





“I thought we could sleep in the same bed tonight,” she said. She glanced down at me with need, but also a flash of uncertainty in her eyes. It betrayed her innocence. She wanted me, but she wasn’t sure about this.





I wanted to set her right. I needed to show her how much her actions made my cock ache. But the power of my need for her frightened me. I had to stop whatever she thought she was doing. I gritted my teeth and shifted the waistband of my pants to rearrange my hard-on into a more comfortable position.





I did my best to put on a poker face, making my eyes cold, pulling down the edges of my mouth and trying not to reveal how much I wanted this.





The lines that came into my head were lies and I was afraid it would be blindingly obvious. “You think that’s why I made this offer? Because I wanted you? Maria, I felt sorry for you. I wanted to support you.”





I lied through my teeth as I pushed her away gently. The way her face fell at the rejection is burned into my mind. Tears welled up in those clear blue eyes. On what had to be one of the worst days of her life, here I was twisting the knife further.





“You’re in your 20s but your life has never been your own. You need to grow up, Maria.”





That was partly true, at least. What kind of future could I have with a woman who couldn’t cook for herself? No matter how pretty her face was, that kind of inexperience was bound to create issues.





The way her face fell, though, I didn’t see coming.





Immediately I felt cruel. Immediately I wanted to scoop her up in my arms and hold her, this broken young woman who just wanted to find a new home.





The attitude I developed that night, defending myself against her obvious, inexperienced but tempting desires, is the one I’ve kept until now. Like a wall built around me. I pretend I don’t care about Maria. It’s better that way.





Because if she ever approached me like that again, I wouldn’t be able to stop myself from touching that silken skin or finding out what those pillowy pink lips feel like. Tasting the sweet lip gloss she wears, finding out what her moans sound like.





These are things I dream of but can never have.





Now, I act like I hate Maria. It’s safest. I hear her in the lounge and kitchen area of my apartment, joking around with Conor. I don’t like the way he looks at her. I want to pull her away from him, command her to come with me, and do all the dirty things to her.





But I can’t.









CHAPTER 3









MARIA





I’VE GIVEN UP on the idea of seducing Seth. My crush on him has faded into the background of my life. I put it out there, but he rejected me, and now it’s just a fact that we both have to deal with.





That doesn’t mean I don’t like my life here, with him and Conor.





I’m definitely not short of attention when Conor’s around. I’m not attracted to him but he’s one of those harmless guys who is always pining after girls he can’t have.





Not like Seth. I can’t imagine Seth has ever pined for anyone. I’m not sure he even knows what emotions are.





I can’t believe how wrong I had him, back when I started in the office. He’d seemed, not sensitive exactly, but like there was a deep well of emotions behind those light grey eyes. That all seems closed off now and I can’t figure out why.





There are moments when I see flashes of it.





There was a flash of anger in his eyes one evening when he came home to find Conor and me on the couch, watching a movie, Conor’s arm slung loosely over my shoulders.





I’m not ashamed to admit that I leaned into it, giggling at something Conor said, pressing myself a little closer. All because Seth’s eyes raking over my body felt so good. Finally, finally, he was giving me the attention I was craving. All because he was jealous.





It felt so much like that first night together, before this wall crashed down and he started treating me like a stranger.





Conor makes me laugh. For some reason, I want Seth to see that. I want to shove my happiness in his stony, unemotional face.





I start really leaning into the idea of making him jealous. It feels like the only way I can get the attention I crave from Seth.





When Conor and I hang out in the evenings, I only wear my lingerie. It’s hot enough in the middle of summer that it seems like a reasonable thing to do.





Seth hates it.





“Hey, you shouldn’t walk around like that,” he calls after me in the hallway, late at night after one of these movie sessions.





I’m wearing a matching pink lace lingerie set. It’s cute but impractical, all delicate lace and bows. The balconette structure of the bra lifts my breasts a little higher than normal and I can feel them jiggling as I walk around. And the thong doesn’t contain my ass, but that’s kinda the point.





I whirl around to face him. “Why? Does it make you uncomfortable?” I sway my hips a little and Seth stares, drinking in my figure hungrily.





“It’s not me I’m worried about,” he says darkly, ripping his eyes away from my body.





“Conor’s harmless!” I laugh when I realize what he means. “Seriously, we’re just playing around. You’re being so uptight about this. I hope I’m not offending you by flirting with someone else under your roof.” I flip my hair flirtatiously. If Seth felt that possessive about me, I would love it.





And maybe he does, I think, because he steps closer in the dim hallway until I’m looking up at him. I can smell the woody scent of his cologne.





“I don’t like the way he looks at you, Maria,” Seth says, raking a hand through his hair. He pauses as if he’s about to say something else. Then he turns away, heading back to his office in one of those stormy moods of his.





I don’t think there’s anything to worry about. Sure, Conor makes a dirty joke about me from time to time, and he stares at my chest far too much for my liking, but I don’t think it’s anything he would act on.





Besides, it’s not like I’m incapable of looking after myself.





Seth seems to have formed this impression of me as some helpless, spoiled brat. I’ve had boyfriends in the past, I’ve gotten myself out of sticky situations… Mostly with the help of my parents’ money, I suppose, but I’m not the clueless girl he thinks I am. I want to prove that to him.





I decide to tell him all this. I follow him into his bedroom to find him reclined at his desk and breathing hard. His eyes are half-closed, but I don’t process what he’s doing until I’m in the door and halfway across the room to talk to him.





Seth is jerking off.





In his hand is the most perfect cock I’ve ever seen. Thick and meaty and painfully hard. The thought that it might be because of me makes me bolder. He doesn’t notice me come in. He only looks up when I’m on my knees in front of him.





“Please let me do this for you.” I don’t care how desperate it is, to beg him like this.





“Maria,” he groans. His eyes flutter open in surprise. “Fuck, we shouldn’t.”





“Please, Seth, please.” I beg him. “Just a taste.”





I watch his Adam’s apple bob as he swallows and then he nods his head. “Just a taste,” he agrees, but I can feel how hungry his eyes are on mine. I replace his hands with mine and his cock twitches against my palm.





I spit on his cock until that thick, veined beast is wet and gleaming with my saliva. Then I rub him in slow strokes until his breathing gets faster.





At first I just touch my lips to his crown, kissing him gently. He sighs with something like relief as I take him slowly into my mouth, taking my time to feel every ridge, tracing the line of his mushroom head with circling swirls of my tongue.





“Oh God, Maria, that mouth,” he moans. I enjoy seeing how quickly this man’s self-control has evaporated into thin air.





He wanted to be appropriate. He wanted to set boundaries. But finally, finally, I’ve made him admit how much he wants me. And now he’s going to find out that this connection between us means so much more than our ages.





I bob my head and take more of him into my mouth. I taste the salty precum coating his cockhead and relish the fact that he’s already getting close.





“You little tease,” he groans affectionately, twining his hand in my hair. “Take some more of it.”





He’s in control now, pulling me on and off his cock. He shoves further back in my mouth, his rhythm picking up.





With each stroke now, he’s responding with those powerful hips, thrusting a little deeper into my mouth. His grip on my hair becomes tighter, more determined, but this proof of his desire only spurs me on.





I can tell he wants release, but I’m not done tasting him yet. I pull back and lick my way along the underside of his throbbing cock, tracing that long vein until I reach his balls.





“Ohhh yes, that’s it, good girl,” he sighs as I suckle on his taut balls one by one. “Can you feel how close I am? That cum is all for you Maria, it’s all going down that tight throat.”





This time, I do what I know Seth wants. I take him as far back in my mouth as I can. He brings me deeper still until he’s thrusting into my throat in a steady rhythm.





“Here it comes, baby,” he groans right before he explodes.





Seth looks down at me as that pleasure washes him away and I don’t stop. I want this to be so good that he never forgets it. I keep sucking and swallowing until he’s totally drained. “Fuck, that felt good, Maria.”





With the taste of him in my mouth, I feel like I’ve finally accomplished what I wanted to when I moved here.





“Thank you, Seth,” I tell him as I rise to my feet. He takes my hand and loops his fingers through mine. My pussy throbs for attention from him as I feel the touch of his long fingers.





“I didn’t hurt you, did I?” My eyes are tearful from taking his gigantic cock down my throat.





I shake my head. “I loved it, Seth,” I reply. “I want to make you feel like this every day.”





“Be honest, Maria. Have you been wearing this lingerie around the house for me?”





My face flames. There’s no point denying it. Now now that he’s seen how much I want him. I nod my head.





He lets out a groan. “That’s going to drive me crazy. I think you deserve a reward for that, Maria.”





I squeal with pleasure as he sets me down on his desk, pushing my knees apart. “It’s your turn, naughty girl.”





He unhooks my bra with practiced ease. “You won’t be needing this. Or these delightful panties.” He cups my pussy with his hand.





“So hot and wet, my princess.” My heart flutters as he calls me that pet name. His
 princess. “Is that all for me?”





I nod my head. “Good girl,” he whispers into my hair, sending another rush of arousal between my legs. He hooks a finger under the side of my panties and I raise my hips so he can slide them off my legs.





“Look at that,” he groans after he pulls down my panties. “You’re glistening for me, Maria. Did you like sucking cock that much, huh?”





I gasp as he presses against my clit with his thumb, teasing my swollen flesh with flickering circles. “You tasted so good, Seth,” I tell him.





“I know just from the scent that you’re going to taste delicious too, princess,” he groans as he ducks his head between my thighs.





At first he just nuzzles his cheeks against my thighs, his stubble rough and satisfying against my aroused skin.





“Such a pretty pink pussy,” he remarks to himself, his breath hot against my sensitive skin.





He spreads me open with his fingers and groans. “Deliciously wet,” he says, pushing deeper inside me. “And you’re so tight that you squeeze around my finger, Maria. You’re not a virgin, right?”





His grey eyes are serious on mine as I shake my head. “No. But I’ve never had anyone as big as you,” I say. I hope I will, I want to say. If he skipped the foreplay and just fucked me right now, I wouldn’t mind.





Then he licks an agonizingly slow path from my asshole all the way to my clit. As if pulled by an invisible string, my hips rise to meet him, to offer myself up to him.





Then Seth suckles at my clit as though he’s feasting on a delicious meal and I moan. I don’t stop, because he doesn’t stop. I just let out a long whine as Seth devours my pussy.





Pretty soon I’m dizzy and light-headed as heated pleasure spreads like wildfire through my body.





“Oh my God, Seth.” Tingling warmth spreads through me and I squeeze my thighs around his face.





My fingers tangle in his sandy hair, pushing his face closer. I need more of this. Desperately.





“That’s it, princess,” he chuckles as I ride his face, coming up for breath. Then he dives back down and continues his exploration.





My back arches off the table and he pulls my hips closer, his face locked against my pussy as he delivers touch after touch that sets me on fire. As I orgasm he continues to fuck me with his fingers, his tongue relentless on my clit, until I’m totally spent with pleasure. I am a whimpering, soaked mess, lying on his desk and dripping.





Afterwards he kisses me silently, his hands roaming over my body, squeezing my breasts, and I love the taste of myself on his tongue.





“We should do this more often,” I say flirtatiously after we’ve untangled ourselves.





Seth seems to wrestle with himself. I watch the conflict pass over his face until that wall comes down again. He backs away.





“I shouldn’t have done that, Maria,” he breathes, looking down at my still flushed skin as I try to process why he’s saying this.





It’s whiplash. To get everything I’ve been longing for and then have Seth yank it away again. Maybe I was too pushy. Maybe he doesn’t want me the same way I want him. He seemed to enjoy himself, he didn’t ask me to stop, in fact he responded with such abandon that I thought he’d gotten over those concerns about appropriateness that have been holding him back.





“Don’t you want me?” I whisper, raising my eyes just enough to look at him. I fold into myself, suddenly feeling ashamed of my naked body. He stripped my clothes from me like he was finally tearing down the wall he’d built between us. But now it’s back up, his eyes distant once again.





He won’t look at me.





“Seth,” I whisper.





“No.” He says it as if he’s talking to himself, like he’s decided and that’s final. Then he repeats it. “No. Maria. We can’t do this.”









CHAPTER 4









SETH





MY LATEST STRATEGY to deal with the Conor and Maria situation is to pretend it’s not happening. It’s gotten so much worse since that day where I lost control and had to taste her.





It was only fair. It would have been rude not to give her that pleasure, after a blow job that was the stuff of my wildest fantasies. I still haven’t processed the fact that it was real. It wasn’t just the way it felt — though that was mind-boggling — but the way she begged for it. The way she acted like she needed to taste me. It reminded me of the way I feel about her. Resisting the urge to touch Maria feels like denying myself something that is good and right and pure.





But it’s crazy to think that way. It won’t help anything.





She’s not your girlfriend. She’s your roommate. I remind myself over and over, but the words don’t really sink in. I can think it, but I never feel the truth of it.





And the way Conor looks at her has got on my nerves more and more this past week. I’m being paranoid, I’m getting angry about it, and it’s all because I feel irrationally protective of Maria. She’s nothing to me, I remind myself. Just some girl from work that I’m helping.





But when I get home from work I find Conor acting shifty in the hallway. He jolts when he sees me like I’ve just delivered him an electric shock.





“What’s going on, man?” I ask.





Then I see the open door of the bathroom.





I smell the wafting scent of Maria’s shower gel.





I am gripping Conor’s collar before I’ve even put two and two together. Like my body knows exactly what’s been going on before I do.





“I didn’t do anything, Seth, let me go! She left the door open,” he protests, unconvincingly.





“I don’t believe you,” I yell. Before I realize what I’m doing my fists are balled up and I’ve punched Conor squarely on the nose.





“Ow, what the hell, man?” I release him and he cups his injured face. “You think this bitch is worth it? After all these years of friendship?”





I hear the shower stop as Maria hears what’s happening but I can’t contain my rage.





“How long had you been standing there watching her, you perv?” I snarl at Conor.





“I wasn’t, I wasn’t,” he sobs, one hand covering his nose.





“You know what, I don’t care what you have to say. This is my apartment. Get the fuck out.” I shove him back and he stumbles, looking up at me with his eyes wide. Still trying to protest his innocence.





Maria’s standing at the door of the bathroom, her eyes wide as she absorbs what’s happened, Conor limping away and me shaking out my fist which is coated in his blood.





“He was standing at the door. Watching you shower,” I explain to her.





Her face drops in horror and she wraps her arms tighter around herself.





“I’ve kicked him out.” I tell her, cupping her face with my hands. “I’m really sorry this happened, Maria. I was the one who invited you here. And I didn’t make sure it was a safe place for you.”





I think she’s going into shock. Her blue eyes seem to take up half of her face and her breathing is shallow. “I trusted him, Seth. I told him things I haven’t told anyone. I don’t get why he would do something like this.”





“I know, you were friends. It doesn’t make sense. It wasn’t okay. But it also wasn’t anything to do with you, Maria, you have to understand that. This is Conor’s problem, not yours.”





“Thank you,” she whispers, looping her arms around my neck. “I should have listened to you.”





“It doesn’t help to think of that now,” I tell her, stroking her back lightly.





I can’t resist taking care of Maria. It’s as natural as breathing.





After our conversation, she’s soaking wet from the shower and shivering. I put her back in the shower and rub her back as she warms up, then give her a clean bathrobe to wrap around her.





“I don’t understand, Seth, how many times has he done that? And why?”





“Would it really help to understand? I don’t think there is a good reason, Maria.”





I think of all the times I’ve feared that Maria would make me lose control. Nothing could make me do something like Conor did. I want Maria, yes, but I want her to want me too. I could never satisfy myself without knowing that she was getting something out of it too, without telling myself that I was pleasing her.





I order us pizza and make sure Maria is cosy underneath a pile of fluffy blankets on the couch. She wants to talk about what happened, so we go over and over it.





“Do you want to tell the police?” I ask her, but she shakes her head.





“It might be the right thing to do, but I just don’t think they’d take me seriously. And do we even have enough evidence? You only saw him in the hallway, after all. I doubt it would stand up for that kind of serious investigation.”





“If you want to, or you’re even considering it, I’m happy to make a statement.”





“Thank you.” I can’t help but notice that she inches closer to me until she’s curled up at my side.





If that’s what she needs for comfort, I’m happy to do it, but we need to set boundaries.





I heave a sigh. “I don’t want to be like him, Maria.” I indicate where my arm is wrapped around her shoulders and start to pull away.





“You could never be, Seth.” She shakes her head and clings tighter to my arm.





We watch a movie in silence and I beg myself not to read into the way she cuddles up to me. She’s just an affectionate person, I tell myself. You’re misreading the signals.





But as she goes to bed, she takes my hand. “Stay with me?” she asks. Her blue eyes are wide and innocent. “I just can’t be alone tonight.”





That pleading look in her eyes is impossible to resist. She’s vulnerable. She needs this, I tell myself. That’s the only way I can convince myself that it’s okay to sleep in the same bed as Maria. For her sake.









CHAPTER 5









MARIA





THERE’S A SILVER lining to every situation.





Conor was a creep, but it’s brought me closer to Seth. Close enough that I now get to sleep in the same bed as him. Every night.





Close enough that I’m hoping he might admit he wants me. I think I’ve made it pretty clear what I want. If Seth decides that it’s too career-damaging, so be it.





That’s his choice. But for my part, I’ve made myself crystal clear. The ball is in his court.





When I’m least expecting it, Seth finally makes his decision. I’m lying on my side in bed, reading a book, when he gets home after working late.





I’m so used to sleeping in the same bed as him now that I hardly even look up. I still wear my sexiest nightdresses to bed, but I’ve given up the hope that I used to have.





Not until I feel a hand on my waist, pulling me closer to him.





I glance back to see that look in Seth’s eyes. “Princess, it’s time,” he tells me softly. I can feel his hardness pressing against the small of my back. He’s bigger than I remembered, and my stomach flutters as I imagine him stretching me out.





“Time for what?” I tease him.





“Time to show that tight pussy who’s in charge,” he tells me, running his hand down to cup my the wet panties under my silk nightdress.





I spread my legs to give him easier access and he lets out a groan. “Is it really that simple, princess? Don’t tell me I’ve been such an idiot that I haven’t seen what’s right in front of me.”





“You know I’ve always wanted this, Seth. I’ve been desperate for this cock since day one,” I tell him. “I was just waiting for you to come around to the idea.”





“Well then, we’d better make up for wasted time.”





He pulls down my panties with urgency, then swipes his thumb across my slick flesh. I cry out with pleasure as he focuses his attention on my swollen nub. “I forgot how much I like that sound you make.”





“Which one?”





He rolls my clit between his thumb and forefinger. I let out a sound somewhere between a sigh and a moan.





“That one.”





He leans forward and covers my mouth with his. As our tongues mingle, he continues to explore me with that practiced ease I’ve been dreaming about. As though we’ve been doing this every night. As if no time at all has passed since I begged him to take me and he rejected me.





A shiver rolls down my spine as he drops his mouth to my breasts, pulling them over the edge of my nightdress. “Such pretty pink nipples,” he groans before tasting each of them.





He sucks until I’m moaning and pressing him closer. As his mouth teases my nipples, he slides another finger inside me. I ride his hand.





“That’s it, princess, get nice and wet for me,” he says, still placing sloppy kisses on my nipples as he fucks me with his fingers. “You’ll need it for later.”





“What’s later?” I gasp, my voice breathless with need.





“Later I get to fuck you for the first time,” he tells me, pushing his cock against my back a little harder, and I come apart with a silent scream.





Seth keeps going, elongating my orgasm with his touch, until I’m a panting, sobbing mess. “That’s a good girl. You came so hard,” he tells me as he pushes me onto my back and positions himself above me.





He kisses me gently, tugging my lower lip between his teeth. I’m so overstimulated from my orgasm that even that draws out a desperate moan.





“You have a needy little pussy, don’t you my princess?” He asks, slapping my sensitive flesh.





I buck my hips beneath him and nod my head. I’m too into this. I should feel ashamed of how easily I’ve let Seth get past weeks of not speaking to me. But all I want is that thick cock inside me, stretching me open. “Please, please, fuck me now Seth,” I beg him.





“I suppose I’d better give that needy pussy what it wants.” He teases me for a minute, rubbing his cockhead between my clit and my entrance without giving me what I need. Just toying with me to prolong my frustration. I cry out with need.





“What’s wrong?” He teases when he sees my face.





“I’ll do anything, Seth, I just need that cock inside me.” I don’t care how desperate I sound. All my thoughts are on this handsome man and what his enormous cock is going to do to me.





His face goes serious, and he places his hands on my hips. “This might hurt, princess,” he cautions.





“I don’t care,” I tell him.





Then Seth stuff that giant cock inside me and I ball the sheets in my fists as he splits me open. It’s overwhelming. I can only pull him closer and beg him for more, silently, as he hits every nerve ending inside me.





“Fuck,” he lets out a choked cry as his cockhead slips inside. “You’re so hot and tight, princess. It feels amazing. I’m going to push in further, okay?”





I nod shakily.





He slides himself deeper. I look down to see that, unbelievably, though I feel like I’m as full as I could possibly be, he’s only half inside me.





Seth huffs a breath through his mouth and rocks back and forth inside me. He’s not even thrusting in and out, just grinding in one spot, and still the sensation is enough to make me scream.





An orgasm hits me out of nowhere, wiping me away, and I hear Seth let out a moan as my walls pulse around him.





“Oh my God, Maria, I have to start fucking you properly. I’m sorry if this hurts,” he groans, but I am too far away with my orgasm to care. As he plunges in and out of my soaked pussy I feel another orgasm building on the last one.





“Harder, harder,” I cry until Seth is pounding into me, his balls slapping against my entrance, my body rocking against the mattress with every thrust. He no longer seems worried about any pain and I love it. Now he’s using that thick cock to the max, stretching me around him and bottoming out inside my pussy until I hear his grunting become strained.





“Princess,” he groans. “I’m close. Do you want me to pull out?”





I can’t stand the idea. I’m not on birth control, but I shake my head. “Please don’t, Seth. I need you to fill me up.”





This is crazy risky, but there’s something so hot about the idea that Seth could get me pregnant.





“Oh fuck, princess,” he groans and I feel his cock jerk inside me. “Say that again.”





“Fill me up, Seth. I want you to explode inside me.”





He does and I orgasm so hard that I can barely process a thought. Something about this is rewiring my brain. My body freezes in ecstasy and Seth fills me with so much cum that it overflows from my pussy, dripping down my inner thighs. When he pulls out of me, I automatically squeeze my legs together to keep his load inside.





The warm satisfaction of being so full spreads through me like a drug. I think I just found a new favorite hobby: getting pumped full of my roommate’s cum.









CHAPTER 6









SETH





IT DOESN’T TAKE long for Maria to admit what she really wants.





“Seth,” she asks me one morning over breakfast, after I’ve cum inside her twice already. “Have you ever thought about starting a family?”





“The timing’s just never been right, princess,” I sigh, thinking back to my previous relationships.





“I think you’d be a fantastic dad,” she says, then looks away, blushing.





Then, suddenly, it all clicks into place. Why Maria doesn’t care if I cum inside her. Why she never asks me to wear a condom. Why I have seen no birth control pills around.





My cock stirs as I realize Maria has a breeding kink.





This beautiful young woman has been begging me to impregnate her for weeks and I’ve been too worried about the appropriateness of our relationship to give her what she wants.





She’s only 22, I remind myself. So it won’t take a lot to get her pregnant. She could be pregnant right now, I realize as I think back on the past week. I’ve cum inside her at least ten times since the first time we slept together.





Last night, I even kept my cock inside after we were done. Plugging a huge load of cum inside her. Increasing the risk, I realize with a jolt of desire. And it felt so right to keep my cock warm inside that tight pussy all night long.





“Does it turn you on to think about that, Maria? Getting pregnant?”





She blushes and looks away. “You know, there are ways I can check,” I growl, stepping closer towards her and sliding my hand between her legs. She trembles as I find her flesh wet with desire.





“I didn’t want you to think that I was using you for something,” she admits. “But I love it when you cum inside me.”





I can’t resist toying with that sweet little pussy, slipping a finger in and rubbing that rough spot inside her until she comes undone, right there at the breakfast table.





“You want this too, right?” She’s clinging onto my arm, looking up at me with those innocent blue eyes. Now I know that behind her sweet sighs and moans, there’s a purpose.





As crazy as it might seem, hearing Maria admit her desires has only made me desperate to fulfil them.





I imagine Maria’s flat stomach growing bigger and bigger as she carries my child; her round breasts growing heavy with milk. My cock twitches again. I need to make this happen.





I need this, I realize, as I tear her nightdress over her head and shove my boxers down. I’m going to get Maria pregnant right here, right now, and make sure she knows who that fertile womb belongs to.





“Yes,” she moans as I push her forward onto the kitchen table, spreading her round asscheeks apart to enter her soaked pussy.





“I never want you to pull out, Seth,” she moans as I slide inside her, lubricated by this morning’s load of cum. “This is your pussy. This is your fertile princess who’s going to carry your babies.”





“Babies?” I ask her, raising my eyebrows.





“At least three,” she replies, deadly serious. “In my fantasies, you keep me pregnant. All the time.”





“Is that right?” I growl, nipping her ear as I split her open with my cock.





My 22-year-old intern is begging me to knock her up. Not once, not twice, but three times.





Maria letting me into that tight pussy with the express purpose of knocking her up has me raging hard. I tug on her ponytail as I rail her from behind, surprising myself. This is not the gentle treatment I normally give my princess.





“You’ve never fucked me this hard before,” she gasps, looking back at me with surprise in those deep blue eyes.





“Well, now that I know my princess has a breeding kink, I’m going to show her how it’s done.” I slap her ass and she cries out, soaking my cock with another wave of moisture as her pussy trembles around me.





When I feel her nearing the edge, I flip our position.





I push her ankles behind her head so that her petite body is on display and ready to take my cock. That glistening pink pussy stares up at me, begging to be filled with another load.





“Do you know what this is, Maria?”





“The mating press,” she replies, gasping with excitement. I watch her perky breasts rise and fall and love the idea that I will be the reason they swell up with milk.





“That’s right. What a good little breeding princess,” I praise her. “At this angle, all of my cum is going to go straight into that hungry womb of yours. Do you like that idea?”





Maria nods enthusiastically as I angle myself at her entrance. I can see how desperate she is for this. Her petite body is practically trembling with excitement as I prepare to fuck her deep.





I slide into her slowly and she sighs with pleasure, her blue eyes fluttering shut. “It’s so deep,” she gasps as I slam all the way home, my entire length sheathed in her tight pussy.





“That’s the point, baby,” I tell her as my rhythm gets faster and faster. I look down at her pink pussy stretched obscenely wide around my cock. I’m ruining this spoiled brat for any other man and I love it.





Her eyes are rolling back in her head as I fuck her, her chest heaving, and I think she’s past words. This breeding kink has fried her brain. She’s never going to get this kind of pleasure unless she’s having raw, risky sex with me.





I don’t mind that idea, I decide, as I push even deeper into that tight pussy. Not at all. She welcomes me inside with a sweet moan, wrapping her legs tight around my ass to pull me deep inside and keep me there.





Maria claws desperately into my back, screaming as her orgasm hits her and I cum with a deep groan. That tight pussy massages out every drop of my seed.





We just lie there for a while, Maria still spasming around me with her orgasm. When her body finally goes limp beneath me, I see the dazed look in her eyes.





“Thank you, thank you,” she whispers against my neck as I stay inside my princess, plugging her full of cum.





I can’t wait for the day she gets a beautiful round belly. It’s what my princess deserves.









EPILOGUE









MARIA





“BABY, NO,” I groan as Seth’s alarm goes off.





I love the fact that my husband is older than me… Except when it means that he enjoys getting up at 5am to plant out the veggie garden.





He kisses my cheek. “Go back to sleep, Maria. You deserve it.”





“I can think of something better to do,” I tell him, and he cocks an eyebrow.





I smooth a hand through his hair, which is getting a speckling of grey woven through it. He looks dignified, I think.





And we’ve just reached a point where we can finally spend the night together and enjoy it. Our youngest, Andre, can finally sleep through the night. Most of the time, at least.





As much as I’ve been enjoying my beauty sleep, the trials of having a newborn haven’t stopped me from being desperate to breed with Seth again.





“Is my princess looking to make a baby again?” Seth whispers, running his hands over my body and I nod.





I loved being pregnant. I don’t know how to describe the feeling of need I have right now. Maybe the only word to describe it is emptiness. I need a piece of him inside me. It’s like I’m hungry for it.





“Are you sure you’re ready?” He murmurs against my ear. “It didn’t take long last time. Baby number two won’t be far away once we start this again.” Even as he says it, I can feel his cock growing hard at the thought of getting me pregnant again.





“I need it, Seth. Please. For me.” I soften my voice and twirl my hair.





Seth can never resist it when I use my manners like a good girl.





“Okay, princess,” he sighs. I giggle as he pulls me on top of him so I’m straddling him. My body’s changed since my pregnancy, my curves growing fuller and softening. I don’t mind it though. Not when my husband looks at me like he needs me wrapped around his cock like this.





“First, I think I need to try that milk again,” he groans, pulling my heavy tits over the neckline of my nightgown. He massages my sensitive flesh until I’m grinding myself on top of him with pleasure, then swirls his tongue around my nipple and latches on.





The sweet relief of him draining my milk flows through me like a drug and I hold him tighter to my swollen breasts. The warm, satisfying sensation of my husband drinking from me, consuming the milk that he put in my breasts, only gets me more desperate to breed.





By the time he turns his attention to my pussy I’m soaked through from my milking.





“That’s my girl,” he groans as he reaches down and feels how wet I am for him. Ready for him to plunge that thick cock into me until he’s fully encased in my pussy.





I’m not wearing panties under my nightgown. I spread my legs and he has easy access to feed that thick cock into my pussy.





“Yes,” I cry, gripping his shoulders for support as that familiar stretching sensation opens me up.





Seth’s not going slow. He knows I can take it all. I sink down on top of him until he’s embedded to the hilt and he grabs my waist to hold me in place.





I let out a loud moan as his hips lift to meet me. Making sure that I’m taking every single inch.





“Fuck baby you look so ripe and fertile like this, with those big milky titties hanging out and that wet pussy stuffed full of my cock,” he groans. “We’re going to put another baby inside that fertile womb, aren’t we?” He places a hand on my lower stomach as I bounce on him, my heavy tits flying with every thrust.





“Put a baby inside me, Seth,” I cry. I rub my clit as he bounces me on his cock, those powerful hips and tree-trunk thighs doing all the work.





“Oh fuck, baby, here it comes. That fertile pussy is gonna get knocked up again, I hope you’re ready,” he grunts as his orgasm hits him.





I feel dizzy with satisfaction as that delicious cum fills me up again. The look of satisfaction in Seth’s eyes as he leaves his softening cock inside me is wonderfully familiar. It’s how he looked at me the first time he realized I had a breeding kink. I know that this will turn into a breeding frenzy again.





One load will not be enough for today.
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His Fertile Student: An Age Gap Breeding Short Story




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


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

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

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

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

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



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