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Knocked Up By My Swim Coach: A Fertile Forbidden Age Gap Instalove Short Story








These one-on-one training sessions sure are hot and hard…







It would a whole lot more sense if I could say it was a one night stand. A surprise. An accident. Because why would a promising athlete give it all up for a man twice her age? The truth is, as soon as my dominant swim coach said he wanted me knocked up I craved nothing else.





Now I’m carrying my sinfully hot swim coach’s baby. And I’ve never felt so satisfied.







This is smut with very minimal plot. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA. Tropes include: age gap, off-limits, baby-making, older man/younger woman.
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Before you Read





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





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





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





Kinks/tropes include: breeding kink, praise kink, forbidden love, pregnancy, big age gap (20 years).

















CHAPTER 1









COLE





AS A SWIM coach I see a lot of attractive women in revealing swimsuits. It’s part of the job description. I wouldn’t say the female body does nothing for me — I can still appreciate a good set of curves like any man — but you become desensitized after years and years of it.





Besides, I’m not looking for just any woman. I’ve had my share of flings. But at the age of 45, that kind of thing just gets exhausting. I want a woman who will be totally mine. A woman who will carry my children, whose life I can improve, who I can give something to.





I don’t want to be just a side fixture in the life of someone who already has everything they want. I want to be the main event. I like to be able to help and solve problems. I’ll know her when I see her, as I’ve been telling myself all my life.





And at the age of 45 I’m starting to believe it will never happen.





So I don’t react at first when I see our star swimmer trying it on with the new girl in the high performance squad. Zoey’s pretty, sure, with wide soft brown eyes and a curvy figure, but she hardly stands out from the crowd.





Mark tries it on with basically every new girl on the swim team but I’m surprised to see that he’s approached this one. She doesn’t seem like an easy conquest for him, not at all. Far too reserved. I don’t think I’ve even heard her laugh. Like she’s floating above all the usual banter that goes on between the swimmers.





I haven’t paid her much attention. She’s a triathlete, so swimming is just one of her many pursuits. She’s good but not great — built for running rather than swimming with a slim frame and long limbs.





The second she turns those wide doe eyes towards me like a deer in the headlights I feel a surge of energy through my whole body. Zoey has pulled off her swim cap and dark curls cascade down her back, shining and damp. She’s still breathing hard from the set — Mark doesn’t waste time — and her breasts rise and fall rapidly. Her nipples are pointed from the cold and they strain at the black fabric with each breath.





Seeing her like this sends a powerful ache straight to my groin. The urge to protect her grips me and before I know it I’m marching towards the pair.





My pants tighten as I stare at her. The narrow sweep of her waist. The smooth, pale skin on display in her delicate arms and legs. The round swell of her ass and her breasts. I feel like every sense of mine is sharpened as I look at her.





A perfect, precious angel who needs my help. She looks tense. Almost afraid. While Mark is relaxed, his usual jokey demeanor is a little more serious and confident than usual.





I rapidly take in the scene, the way Mark looms over her with his build and a goofy upset on his face that tells me he’s just been rejected by this perfect angel. She’s folded her arms across her chest, her body folded in on itself as though she was trying to avoid the conversation. Her wide golden-brown eyes are looking around everywhere but at Mark, like she’s looking for an escape route.





I grew up on a ranch and in this moment, she reminds me of a skittish horse. In need of a steady, reassuring hand or she might bolt at any moment.





To some she might look awkward or timid as she searches the poolside for a way to get out of the conversation. To me she looks perfect. Innocent. Untouched. All mine.






As I get closer, watch Zoey soften in relief. As though she knows that I can sort this out for her. And I understand everything in that moment, the second her golden-brown eyes meet mine.





This is who I’ve been waiting for. This woman. With the softest amber eyes and the smoothest pale skin I’ve ever seen.





This young woman was made for me to claim. I can be the calming, reassuring protector she needs.





“What’s going on here then?” I say loudly and Mark shrugs his big shoulders at me.





“Zoey doesn’t want to go out for a drink with me. Doesn’t even drink,” he scoffs, trying to save face from the rejection.





“You shouldn’t be drinking either, Mark. Not when the biggest meet of the season is coming up.” My voice is icy cold I can see that Mark is taken aback.





“But, Cole…” he’s spluttering. “We always have a big party before the meet.”





I will protect Zoey with a ferocity that scares even me. Mark, though he’s one of my best swimmers, is going to be swimming an extra punishing set for daring to proposition her. I’m known for being a hot-headed coach anyway so he’ll see it as part of that.





“Back in the pool, Mark,” I tell him, my voice simmering with inexplicable anger. “Repeat that last set. For not knowing when to leave our new squad members alone.” He opens his mouth as if he’s going to argue with me but then falls silent as though he thinks better of it and dives into the pool. Good. I would have doubled it.





Zoey just nods at me gratefully, then ducks her head shyly and turns away. The idea of letting her slip away without something more sends a pang through my chest. I clear my throat and she fixes me with that wide eyed gaze again.





“Zoey, I’d like you to come with me,” I tell her gently, nodding my head towards my office. “Once you’ve grabbed a towel we’ve got something to discuss.”





A small crease appears between her brows but she’s too scared to question me as well. She rushes over to her bag to wrap herself in a fluffy blue towel. I watch her go, admiring the way her simple black swimsuit hugs her curves and accentuates her long limbs.





How the hell had I not taken notice of her before? She’s a goddamn angel.





Zoe starts talking nervously as soon as she takes a seat in my office.“Mark wasn’t doing anything bad, Cole, he just asked me on a date and I said no. That’s all.”





I feel something unfurl in my stomach at the sound of Zoey saying my name. Her voice is soft and breathless as she leaps to defend Mark.





I stretch out and place my hands behind my head. “I know Mark’s not a bad guy, Zoey. He just thinks he’s God’s gift to Earth. But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about. Not at all, in fact.”





I watch the surprise play across her face. She’s an open book. Every expression passes across her features plain as day. She’s biting her pillowy lower lip as she waits for me to continue speaking and I feel my pants tighten at the sight. My cock is going to be painfully hard by the time we’re done here. She has the kind of mouth that is just begging to be kissed.






Control yourself, Cole.






I take a deep breath. This is where I have to improvise. I want to spend more time with this gorgeous young woman. I need some kind of pretense to see her outside of training.





“The thing is, Zoey, I’ve been busy and I haven’t been able to give you a proper welcome to the club.”





Zoe shakes her head frantically. Her damp curls bounce around her shoulders. “Oh no, Cole, I’ve been getting along just fine on my own. I don’t really like big welcome events or anything. Thank you, though.”





She doesn’t seem like the partying type. In fact, she barely seems like she dates at all. She’s one of the few older swimmers who takes the evening sessions, even on Friday nights. Good thing I have something else to offer.





“Normally for our new members you get five technique sessions. One on one sessions. With me.”





“Really?” Bingo. Zoey’s face lights up with a wide smile. Her eyes are wide and eager. “I’d love that. There’s so much I need to work on before the Interstate Triathlon Championship.”





“I’d love to help you with that Zoey. What’s your schedule like next week?”





I will cancel classes for her. I will pretend I’m wide open for one-on-one coaching sessions when really there’s never been a busier season.





Now that I’ve found this perfect angel, making her mine is the priority.









CHAPTER 2









ZOEY





“ONE ON ONE sessions? With Cole?!” Julie is squealing so loud that I’d be surprised if the entire aquatic complex hadn’t heard her. She’s toweling off her blonde hair and looking up at me with her head hanging upside down but I can see the surprise written across her face.





“Will you shut up?” I ask her. I don’t need a squad of high-performance swimmers mad that their coach is spending his time working on my shoddy technique instead of preparing them for the upcoming meet.





“I’m serious, Zoey, that’s wild. Cole never does anything like that. I can’t believe you get to spend one on one time with such a hottie.” She stands up and flicks her blonde hair back to her shoulders.





“I know. It’s terrifying.” I pull on my work uniform — a branded t-shirt and miniskirt for the diner.





“Terrifyingly sexy you mean? I would swim his endurance sets every day if it meant I got to spend more time looking at those arms.” Julie is waggling her eyebrows wildly at me.





I just shake my head. Cole is drop-dead-gorgeous. Short dark hair, piercing blue eyes, and an athlete’s build despite his age. He’s also famously impossible to pin down. Everyone knows it.





“I don’t even know if I’ve even got the time to fit it in. My work can be pretty strict about time off and I have like a million training sessions a week to get ready for interstates.”





Julie makes a face of such outrage, her mouth literally falling open, that I can’t help but laugh.





“Zoey,” she says gravely, placing her hands on my shoulders. “When a man like that - the best coach in the state and possibly the country and not to mention an absolute hottie - offers you one on one training sessions, you do not refuse. Not even if it means that you’ll be dying of starvation within a month.”





The problem with the one-on-one sessions is that I can barely concentrate on swimming when I feel Cole’s eyes on me.





Ever since that meeting in his office something has shifted between us. I feel uncertain and out of control when he’s near me. And last night I had a dream about him. An embarrassing one.





One where he literally swept me up in those thick arms and lay me down on a rose-petal covered bed while he did unspeakable things with his mouth. I mean, how cheesy can I get?





Today I can hardly look him in the eye. But I know that his stern, steely gaze is on every part of my body as I move through the water.





I stop at the end of the lane after finishing the first set, breathing hard, and he hands me a water bottle. “Looking good, Zoey,” he says, the corners of those deep blue eyes crinkling with a smile. “Really good, in fact. Let’s see if you can keep it up in the endurance set.”





The rumble of his low voice telling me I did well makes warm energy spread through my body. I can’t help the way my whole body tingles with excitement when he praises me. My desire to please him propels me through the next set.





Cole stops me by the end of the pool as I take a breather in between repeats. “Elbows, Zoey,” he reminds me gently. I nod. I know my elbows need to be higher. The more tired I get, the lower they drag.





And today is a long session. Two hours all up.





I feel privileged to be getting all this one-on-one time with Cole. He’s one of the best coaches in the state. I’ve got no idea why he’s wasting his time with me.





No matter what he said, this is not something all newcomers at the club get. He’s singling me out for some reason. And I’m grateful. But I’m also increasingly curious at what the reason is, because it sure as hell isn’t my incredible potential to be a pool swimmer.





“Show me,” he’s saying and I push off from the end and swim a few strokes while trying to focus on raising my elbows as high as I can. My arms ache from the effort. As I head back to the end of the pool to get his feedback I can already see him shaking his head.





And pulling his shirt off?





My eyes must be as wide as saucers as I stare at him. Cole is stripping off his club t-shirt and tracksuit pants as he dives into the water. I only catch a quick glimpse of his muscular torso before he’s immersed in the pool but I see enough to confirm my suspicions.





My swim coach keeps it tight despite his age. Most 45-year-olds don’t have six-packs that look like that. Or shoulders that could swallow me up entirely. He is thick and sturdy and covered with muscles. Not to mention the thatch of hair in the centre of his chest which I immediately want to nuzzle my cheek against.





I will myself to calm down, feeling my cheeks flame with embarrassment as these thoughts run wild through my head.





“You need to bring those elbows higher, especially for triathlons,” he’s telling me while I’m trying not to think about what it would be like to nuzzle against his huge solid body. “Let’s try something here.”





He places a firm hand on my waist, his fingers splaying wide to hold me in place.





“Is something wrong?” he asks with a glint in his eye. Like he knows that I’ve been feeling this inexplicable pull towards him.





My chest gets tight as I look at him and I have to concentrate fiercely to keep breathing.





“No, this is fine,” I say.





“I just want you to practice your strokes like this, so I can show you where your elbows should be.”





I start moving my arms in freestyle while he holds me still in the water, feeling like an idiot. He stops one arm with his palm and pulls it so that it’s at more of an angle.





“Do you feel that? They need to be bent higher. Especially for triathlons, you need to get those arms over all the chop from others swimmers.”





I nod and he lets me go. I breathe a sigh of relief. When I’m that close to Cole there is only one kind of thought going through my head and it has nothing to do with swimming.





“Do you have a boyfriend, Zoey?” he asks innocuously that day once our training session is over, as I’m heading over to grab my towel. He’s leaning against the wall of the pool complex, his handsome face unreadable and his arms folded across his chest.





The question takes me by surprise but I shake my head. I can feel Cole’s eyes searching my face as I turn away, blushing furiously. He makes me feel like he can see right into my soul, exposed and unable to hide.





I’ve never had a boyfriend, I want to tell him. I’ve never had time, what with the ten training sessions a week. It just hasn’t been a priority. But I’m too scared about what he would think. What kind of 23 year old hasn’t been in a relationship? Not the kind of woman that a sex god like Cole would want.





As I’m leaving the complex that day, looking forward to a free evening without a shift at the diner and mentally planning out my pizza order, he’s heading to the exit too.





“Remember those elbows,” he reminds me, bringing his palm to tap against my elbow. It should be a friendly, affectionate gesture. But it turns my legs to jelly.





I make a little surprised gasp and Cole leaves his hand there. Against my elbow.






Don’t make this weird, don’t make this weird, don’t make this weird,
 I tell myself over and over.





I try to walk away and shrug it off but Cole wraps those long fingers around my forearm. I look up at him helplessly and he’s shaking his head, his cropped dark hair brushing against his forehead where it’s a little longer.





The minute I meet that piercing gaze I feel like he knows everything. The dream I had last night. What I want. What my future holds. It’s all there in this man’s eyes, in his broad shoulder, in the way his hand is tugging my body towards him until I’m tucked against his solid chest.





It’s like every little reaction or emotion that crosses my mind, he knows about it. I’ve never felt so understood. Or so exposed.





“What was that, Zoe?”





His eyes are dark and searching as he looks down at me. I try to calm down my breathing. I ball my hands into fists so I don’t burrow against his chest like a scared little animal the way I want to. My heart is pounding against my ribs.





“You’re doing that thing again. Looking around like you would rather be anywhere else. If you want to leave, you can.”





I tilt my head to the side and my damp hair brushes against my shoulder. I feel tongue tied but he just looks at me with those smoldering blue eyes until I gather my thoughts enough to speak. “Training’s over. I’m on the way out, Cole.”





He places his other hand flat against my back and I shiver against it. But I’m not feeling cold. “Or you could come back to my office right now and I could make you moan my name again and again until you come.” He says it so neutrally, so casually, that all I can do is gape up at him.





Every part of my body stands on end as I process his words. My eyes widen and I can’t help but stare at him. My nipples harden against his chest. And I feel a rush of moisture between my legs that is so intense I feel weak.





How does he know that I want him? Just from my reaction to his hand brushing my arm.





As soon as he sees me frozen and hesitating, Cole drops his hands and steps back. “I’m sorry Zoey. That was inappropriate. I just can’t control myself around you.”





It’s almost funny, the idea that this gorgeous man who anyone would want is the one who can’t control himself. Not little old inexperienced me.





I don’t know what gives me the courage. I’ve never felt this tingling excitement before. I take Cole’s hand and I slide it beneath the hem of my t-shirt, placing it on my waist.





Those long fingers splay out wide just like they were in the pool today, instinctively gripping my flesh. He lets out a hard breath through his mouth. And then, before I know it, he’s whirling me around and dipping his head so he can crush his lips against mine.





Cole’s lips are firm and rough and commanding. I have no idea what I’m doing but he guides me wordlessly. He opens my mouth wide and his tongue slides against mine.





He pulls back and I let out a whimper. Without the warmth of his firm lips my mouth feels cold and lonely. Now that I’ve tasted him I need more.





“You feel this, right Zoey? It’s not just me who feels this right now.”





I respond by letting out a moan against his stubbly jaw. I don’t know what comes over me but I extend my tongue and lick my way along that masculine, square jaw line. It feels desperate and wrong but I need to taste Cole’s skin. To show him exactly how much I want him.





To my surprise he’s not revolted or shocked. A smile tugs at the side of his lips and he cups the back of my head.





“Good girl,” he tells me. Warmth pools in my belly at his commanding voice praising me. And I discover that even at the side of the pool, Cole’s rough masculine voice telling me that I’m doing the right thing is still just as satisfying.









CHAPTER 3









COLE





I DIDN’T THINK it would be today. I didn’t think Zoey would respond in this way.





But now that she’s here, in my arms, I’m not passing up the opportunity to make her mine.





My cock is aching to claim her. I should take this slow. But as we enter my office I can barely control myself. I want to hear her moan my name. I want her to beg for it just like she does in my fantasies. I want to claim her.





I lift her onto my office desk and spread her legs wide open. She’s trembling, with excitement or nerves. I don’t know which.





“Is this okay, angel?” I pause over her with my thumb hooked under the side of her panties.





“Cole, wait, no one’s ever…” She trails off and I watch her flush in shame. I wish I could stop her from feeling ashamed at her inexperience.





I’d want Zoey no matter how many people she’d been with. But I feel privileged to get to show her what it’s like to be intimate with someone in this way.





“I know, angel. No one’s ever touched you here, right?”





I cup the hot mound of her pussy through her white panties, the wet heat of her pressing against my palm. Her hips rise up to meet my hand.





“You will be the first,” she tells me quietly and my cock leaps in my pants. I like the sound of that.






The first. And the only
 .





Because once I’m inside Zoey’s sweet pussy, I’m there for good. I can feel it in my bones that this is it. I’m not going to stop loving this girl until I’ve claimed her and she is carrying my baby.





“Let me know if I’m hurting you,” I tell her and then I kiss my way down the center of her belly. “Let me know if anything I do makes you feel uncomfortable. Ever.”





I can feel her stomach muscles tense and relax as I trail my way down her midriff with kisses. “Keep going, Cole, it feels nice. Different, but good.”





I pull her panties away to reveal her perfect pink pussy, already shining and damp.





“My god Zoey, you’re perfect,” I tell her. And then I bury my face in the sweetest, wettest cunt I’ve ever tasted.





Zoey gasps in shock and then pleasure. I watch her face closely, those amber-brown eyes becoming glazed with lust as I explore her with my mouth. One slow lick with my tongue is all it takes to part her swollen lips open.





“Holy hell, Cole, yes, nnngh, yes, don’t stop that.” Her voice is husky and breathless as she squeezes her eyes tight shut. She’s overwhelmed by the new sensations. Of course she is. But I can’t stop myself from exploring every part of her.





As I suckle on her pulsing bud she starts to writhe beneath me. I hold her hips still with both hands. “I know you’re excited Zoey. Just let me do this for you,” I tell her but it’s like her clit is an electric wire. Every time I suck it or nip at it her hips jolt up against my face.





“I can’t help it Cole, it just feels so fucking good… Ohh fuck!” she cries as I thrust into her with my tongue. “God that feels so good!” Zoey twines her hands in my hair and pulls me closer against her. She comes apart beneath me, bucking her hips and squeezing herself so tightly against my face that I can hardly breathe.





I’m rewarded with a gush of her sweet nectar around my tongue. I turn my focus back to those beautiful amber eyes and watch as Zoey has her first orgasm, my tongue embedded in her sweet pussy and my thumb teasing her nub in quick circles.





The bliss washes into her face like a breath of fresh air on a hot summer’s day. Her cheeks flush a pretty pink, her curls are wild around her face, and her wide eyes shine with a new energy.





“Your pussy tasted so good, angel,” I tell her as I pull her spent body against me. I cradle her and kiss her neck. My cock throbs as her I feel her hot, wet core right above it.





I’m so ready to plunge into Zoey and take that sweet pussy that I don’t think about what I’m saying. How much I’m revealing. I just murmur all the dirty thoughts that are racing through my head into her ear as she relaxes against my lap, looking so fuckable. Looking like the start of forever.





“Your pussy was the most delicious thing I’ve ever tasted, Zoey. So damn clean and fertile and perfect. It only made me want to knock you up even more. I can’t wait to fill you with my seed, to watch this little belly swell up with my baby. You’d be such a sexy mama.”





I stroke her lower stomach as I tell her what I want. How much I’ve been longing to pump her full of my cum and keep her pregnant.





As soon as she turned to me that day — just a week ago — I knew that she would be the mother of my children.





“What?” I feel her lithe body tense on my lap and she turns her head to look at me.





“Fuck, I’ve said too much Zoey.” I cradle my head in my hands, unable to look her in the eye. Unable to find out what her response is, in case it’s not what I’m hoping for.





I’ll respect her choice, of course I will, but I want her to want this more than anything. “I mean… It’s all true. I do want that. I do. But I know you probably want me to take my time with that kind of thing.”





I force myself to bring my head up to meet her eyes. To face my destiny head on. If she’s going to reject me, I’d better find out now. Before I go even deeper into this obsession with getting one of my swimming trainees pregnant.





Zoey looks stunning, sitting naked in my lap. She’s all my fantasies wrapped up in one. My chest aches as I think about what it would mean if she rejected me.





But she’s not running away in fear. I see her wide eyes flash with surprise and then something else. Her ample chest rises and falls as her mouth hangs open, looking down at my face as though searching for some kind of a joke.





She places a hand on my chest and the reassuring contact stills my beating heart a little. “It makes no sense,” she says after a pause. “I shouldn’t want that, Cole.”





“But you do?” My stomach lurches.





Those warm brown eyes widen as she meets my gaze, her pupils blown wide with lust. “I do,” she says quietly.





I can’t contain the joy that fizzes inside me as she says it. My perfect angel wants me to fill her up. Not only do I get to be the first one to touch her, to please her in a way no one ever has before, I get to claim her in the most important way.





I surge up and kiss Zoey deeply. She moans from the back of her throat as I tug on her lower lip, ever so gently, with my teeth.





“But Cole?” she asks as I kiss her neck, relishing the sweet vanilla taste of her smooth skin and the texture of the fine downy hairs at the nape over her neck.






All mine.






“Hmm?” I growl in the back of my throat to let her know I’m listening, unwilling to lift my mouth from the soft surface of her skin. I can feel her pulse racing beneath my lips, fluttering like a tiny bird in a cage.





“We have to wait until after the Interstates for the baby. That’s all. This is probably one of my best shots at medalling, ever. I want to make it count.”





She’s stroking my forearm absent-mindedly as she speaks. I can’t deny this angel anything.





Of course Zoey’s a competitive triathlete. Of course she has a great shot at medalling. I feel a surge of pride at this — I need to find out more about her, her ambitions, her dreams in her sport, everything about her.





I feel so strongly about this gorgeous young woman that I’m totally certain I want to spend the rest of my life with her, even though I don’t know the first thing about her. Her hobbies, her friends, her work. I’ve got so much to learn. First though, at least I can give her this pleasure.





“When are Interstates?” I ask her, my lips brushing against her velvety earlobe as I ask. I skim my hands over her naked body and she’s so alive, so responsive to my every touch, that I can barely wait to thrust inside her.





“In two months,” Zoey replies.





Two months. A painfully long time to go without claiming Zoey in the only way that matters. But I can wait two months. I would wait a lifetime for her.





The thought that I will get to breed her is enough. It will get me through.









CHAPTER 4









ZOEY





SOMETHING ABOUT WHAT Cole said has rewired my brain. As he pulls his thick, throbbing cock out of his sweatpants all I can think about is him filling me up with his cum. Fucking me so deep and hard that I get pregnant with his baby.





I was too stunned to speak for a second when he mentioned it.





Cole frowned with concern as I looked up at him, gaping. I was flushed from my first orgasm. But also from a new kind of arousal that was rushing through me. His words sent heat rushing through me. Confusing, forbidden heat.






I can’t wait to fill you with my seed.






My swim coach is twice my age. He shouldn’t even be an option in my dating life. But he wants to do more than just date me — he wants me to have his baby. It’s insane, it’s wrong, it could change the course of my entire life. It would tie me forever to a man I barely know.





While my body is screaming at me to let Cole knock me up, to spread my legs and welcome that thick veiny cock into my pussy, what he’s saying could ruin my life. Not to mention my chances in the interstate triathlon.





“It’s a big decision, Cole.” I bite my lip with nerves. Why does it feel so goddamn right to just say yes? I’ve always wanted kids.





“But you like the idea, don’t you Zoey?”





I find myself nodding, despite myself. “I love it, Cole. I love the idea of being filled up with your baby,” I confess. I hate the fact that we’re going to have to wait. But we can do it.





I enjoy the way his lips part and need glazes his eyes as I say these words. He fists his cock in one hand and I watch a drop of silvery precum slide from the tip.





“That’s a good girl,” he says, grasping my chin with his hand and placing a gentle kiss on my lips. “You like the idea of getting knocked up. Even if we have to wait for a while. We can start to practice now.”





He’s angling himself at my entrance as he talks to me and he nudges my legs open with his knee.





There’s something so sexy about it, the way that he’s taking control of my body. That he knows my every secret desire.





“Think about it, angel. These perky little tits would fill up and leak with milk. Your flat belly would get nice and round. You’d look so sexy.” I can see the lust flashing in his blue eyes as he imagines it.





He rubs his bare cock up and down my slit, mixing his precum with my juices. I angle my hips up towards him and wrap my legs around him to bring him closer.





The bulging end of his cock rests against my clit. He keeps going. I cry out beneath him.





“Please, Cole,” I tell him.





“Please what, angel? Please take your sweet virgin pussy unprotected?”





“Yes. Please. I need it so bad.”





Cole presses inside me and for a second the world comes apart as a sharp, blistering pain shoots through me.





“Shh, it’s okay, it’s okay Zoey,” he whispers against my jaw as I cry out. He pushes my curls back from my forehead. “Should I keep going?”





I nod tightly and he starts to strum my clit with the pad of his index finger. The bliss that flows through me is like nothing I’ve ever felt. I feel my muscles tightly gripping him start to unwind as he pushes deeper.





I’m so full but not uncomfortably. It’s the most comforting, wonderful sensation. I moan as I feel him start to move inside me, pushing deeper, splitting me open.





“That’s right, that’s a good girl. My sweet angel, you’re starting to relax and it feels so lovely to have that tight pussy wrapped around my cock.”





I can feel it, my muscles slowly unwinding to take him in. Opening up for him the way I was meant to.





“Me too, Cole,” I cry out as he thrusts back inside me with a slow drag. The friction makes me curl my toes. My interior muscles start to spasm as the pleasure clouds my head.





“Fuck, angel, your pussy is trying to milk the cum out of my cock. I don’t think I’m going to last long when you feel this damn good.”





Good, I think. I’m barely able to speak. The sensation of Cole’s huge cock stretching me out is so overwhelming that I don’t think I could take much more.





“Remember, I can’t get pregnant before interstates, Cole,” I tell him desperately. I’m wide open, holding my legs back to let him get as deep as he wants and he is fully embedded inside me.





“I know, angel,” he groans, his eyes fixed on the place where his cock plunges in and out of my soaked pussy like it’s the best thing he’s ever seen. “Just a few more thrusts. Then I’ll finish all over those pretty tits.”





I begin to see stars as he begins another thrust, then lets out a deep bellowing grunt. “I’m so close, baby, so close,” he groans, breathing hard against my hair.





I can feel it, the way his cock is starting to twitch in response to my pussy spasming around it. But I don’t want him to leave me. Not when I’m right on this precipice of pleasure.





“Please Cole. Just one more,” I beg him. “One more thrust and then you can cum all over me.”





I’m not going to like Cole having to pull out. But the competition coming up is so important to me. I can’t be pregnant at the triathlon.






Take it, take his cum
 , my body is chanting at me. I can’t. The interstate triathlon is in two months. We can wait until then.





He looks up at me with his eyes wild. “One more,” he says through gritted teeth.





With one powerful grunt, Cole drives himself all the way inside me again, burying himself to the hilt. My orgasm hits me and I have to control myself. What I want is to bring my legs around his hips and hold his cock around me when he cums. My body screams at me to keep that thick cock inside me.





Instead, he pulls out. I let out a whimper at the emptiness. He shoots his warm cum all over my tits and I watch that thick cock coat my body in his seed. There’s so much of it, a creamy mess, that some of it hits my chin and I lick it up.





“Fuck angel. I’ve never cum so much in my life.” Cole is looking down at me with something like awe, propped up on his hands above me.





“I know Cole. I wish it could have been inside me.” I pull his face down for a kiss.





“It will be soon, angel, don’t you worry about that. And until then, there’s a lot of other fun we can have, don’t you think?” He squeezes one of my breasts, coated in ropes of his cum.









CHAPTER 5









COLE





I’M WORRIED ABOUT Zoey.





This is the third training she’s had to skip to work at the diner. A talented high-performance athlete like her shouldn’t have to skip training for a shitty minimum-wage job.





She told me about it at one of our one-on-one training sessions. It was one of the rare occasions that we were actually out in the pool instead of fooling around in my office — and even that was only because Zoey insisted on setting boundaries and doing some training during these training sessions. She’s far more diligent and responsible as an athlete than I am as a coach.





Zoey was frustrated that day, not hitting the times she wanted. It hurt me to read the numbers off the stopwatch and tell her each time that she was still behind.





“I’d be closer to my goals if I could actually follow my training roster instead of working half the time,” she said through gritted teeth, still breathing hard as she pulled off her swim cap and let her curls cascade around her shoulders.





She’s going to go far. But not if this damn job keeps holding her back.





Herb — her boss at the diner — expects her to cover everyone’s shifts. She’s been working there since high school, when she needed to save up money so she could come to a sports center like this and pay for all the training and equipment that triathlons involve. But lately when she’s asked for time off, he’s been getting more and more unreasonable about it. She’s reliable and he knows her well. I guess he feels like she is a necessary part of the diner these days. But to her, it’s holding her back from her goals.





The thought of Zoey not getting the time she needs to train because she has to wait tables makes my blood boil.





She works her ass off for that diner, hasn’t had a pay raise in years, and now that job is the biggest thing standing in the way of my girl and her dreams.





That is not okay with me. She tries to laugh it off but I can see the concern in her eyes when she talks about it.





Whoever this guy is, he clearly doesn’t respect her or her talents. I want to punch some sense into him. The only thing holding me back is concern for Zoey’s job.





Athletes, particularly early-career athletes in niche sports like Zoey, aren’t exactly being paid enough to survive without extra work, or family help. And it shouldn’t only be the rich kids who have a shot at succeeding in sports.





After talking to her coach over at the triathlon center, Zoey is clearly one of the most promising young athletes they have. She shouldn’t be working in a diner which barely pays her enough to live on — and even if it does, it’s only because I’d put money on the fact that Zoey’s pretty face brings in a hell of a lot of tips.





I knock lightly on the door of the triathlon office and Paula pulls me into a hug immediately. The triathlon coach is one of those middle-aged women who is just overflowing with motherly affection for everyone. She put this sport on the map back in the day and I’m sure she can be cut-throat when she needs to be, but when it comes to her athletes she’s a kindly supporter rather than a hard-ass coach like me.





“What a surprise Cole! We never see you around here. No problems with our trainees I hope?” She bustles around to fix me a cup of coffee and a piece of fruit without asking whether I need anything.





I tell her about Zoey’s situation and she clutches a hand to her chest. “That’s awful, Cole. And it’s nice that you’re taking an interest in one of my athletes for once,” she jokes with a lifted eyebrow.





I keep my face neutral as she waits for an explanation. Of course, this is unusual. The triathletes are normally, if anything, a mild annoyance for me in the high-performance swimming squad. They’re not as fast as the swimmers and they’re always complaining. Paula wouldn’t have been expecting me to check in on the welfare of her athletes.





Right now, I don’t care if it raises her suspicions. What I care about is giving Zoey the time and space she needs to be in the best shape she can be for interstates.





“What about a coaching position?” I ask Paula.





“For Zoey? If she’s interested, I’m sure we could sort something out,” Paula says. Her face lights up with a wide smile. She clearly dotes on her favorite athlete. “The youth squad has an open spot.”





Sure, this is partly out of self-interest. If Zoey took on a coaching position we’d be in the same area all day, every day. And I wouldn’t have to worry about her not coming to training. But Zoey’s smart, and talented, and could have a great career coaching if that’s what she wants.





***





“I’ve got something to tell you,” I tell Zoey at our next training session.“Paula said there’s a spare coaching spot on the youth squad. For an assistant.”





Zoey hooks her elbows over the side of the pool and looks up at me. “I don’t get it, Cole. You already coach the high performance swim squad.” That cute little crease of confusion appears on her brow.





“The gig isn’t for me, sweetie. It’s for you.”





“What?” Zoey’s surprised, but not in a bad way. A slow smile of amazement is spreading across her face. “You landed me a coaching gig? Are you for real?”





“Yes, angel. That diner wasn’t treating you right. I had to sort something out.”





“Oh my God! Thank you thank you thank you.” Zoey pushes herself out of the pool and launches herself into my arms in one quick movement. She’s soaking wet but I don’t care. I’ve made her life better. In the most minor way. But it feels incredible to be able to provide this for her.





“It is paid, right?” She looks up at me hopefully from below my chin and I have to hold back laughter.





“Of course it’s paid. Greenfield may be suffering from budget cuts but all our staff are paid enough to live on.”





Then her face falls as though she’s just realized something. “How many strings did you have to pull to get this?” she asks quietly, stroking the buttons of my shirt nervously.





“Barely any, sweetie.” I squeeze her shoulders tightly against me. “In fact as soon as I mentioned your name to Paula she jumped at the opportunity. You can go see her to sign the paperwork tomorrow.”





“I’m hardly even qualified. I don’t have a degree in sports science, or anything,” Zoey says, worrying her bottom lip between her teeth the way she always does when she’s nervous.





“Hey, stop that,” I tell her, taking her chin in my hand and tilting her face until she’s looking me dead in the eyes. “You’ve got to stop thinking that you’re not good enough. You’re one of the best triathletes in the state and that’s all thanks to your own hard work. Not many people can say that. Paula knows you’re qualified and I know you are too.”





Zoey pecks me on the lips. It’s the lightest, most chaste kiss but just the brush of her lips against mine sets my cock stirring again.





“Oh hello,” she giggles as she feels it pressing against her stomach.





I let out a groan. “You have no idea how much I’m counting down the days, Zoey, until I get to knock up that sweet pussy of yours.” I murmur against her neck. It’s late at night and there’s no one around to see us. Still I can’t help but worry about how this would look, if someone walked into the pool and saw me cradling a 23-year-old athlete in my arms.





I lead Zoey over to my office again.





“I think I have some idea,” she says, sliding my cock out of my sweatpants. Her soft hand wraps around my shaft with just the right amount of pressure.





“At least this gives me an excuse to do one of my favorite activities,” she teases, getting to her knees.





When Zoey decided a few weeks ago that blowjobs were one of her favorite new activities, I couldn’t complain. The sight of her kneeling in my office, her hair loose around her shoulders and her little black swimsuit still on, is like a fantasy come to life.





I have the perfect view down her neckline to those perky titties as I thrust into her mouth. The warm, wet sensation of her tongue swirling around my head is relief for my aching cock.





I’m still longing to get her pregnant. But until then, the sensation of her mouth around my cock is more than enough for me. More than anything, I love Zoey’s enthusiasm and how eager she is to please me.





“Oh that feels so fucking good, angel, just like that,” I tell her as I gently guide her mouth on and off my cock with a hand fisted in her hair.





She looks up at me with those liquid brown eyes shining and lets out a little moan that vibrates around my cock.





“You like that, don’t you angel?” I ask her and she lets out a garbled “yes” around my cock. I watch her hand travel down her midriff and slip under the side of her swimsuit so she can touch herself as she takes me in her mouth.





“So pretty, angel, with my cock stuffed in your mouth.” My voice is strained now, my breath speeding up as she swirls her tongue around my shaft.





With one hand she starts to rub my balls in a gentle massage and my cock leaps with arousal. I picture her pregnant with my baby, still struggling to believe that this angel wants the same thing I do.





“Are you going to be a good girl and swallow?” I ask her and she nods her head slowly.





I finish with a grunt deep in her mouth and she lets out a moan of satisfaction after she’s swallowed my cum.





“Good girl, Zoey.” I pull her to her feet and kiss her deeply with my hands around her waist.





“I know it’s hard to wait, Cole. But only one month to go.” Just that reminder is enough to set my dick stirring with excitement again.









CHAPTER 6









ZOEY





I’VE FINALLY ROPED Julie into coming for a run with me. It must have taken about ten different lectures about the benefits of cross-training before she finally agreed.





“See? Running’s not so bad,” I tell her as we round the final corner. The smell of chlorine from the pool hits us as we make our way back towards the entrance.





Julie’s normally golden, tanned face is bright red. She lets out a huff and shakes her head as we walk through the entrance and swipe our entrance cards. “It is worse than so bad. It is seriously the devil’s sport, Zo. I don’t know how you do this every damn day.”





“It’s no worse than one of Cole’s endurance sets,” I reply, making a face. “Those are punishing.”





“At least with swimming I’m already in the water and I don’t have to deal with all this sweat
 .” Julie looks comically appalled as she shakes out her arms. “I just want to jump in the plunge pool now.”





“That can be arranged,” I grin, jingling my new set of keys. There are perks to my new position on the coaching staff at the sports center and one of them is having keys to all the facilities after hours.





“Thanks coach.” Julie mock salutes me.





We leap into the cold plunge pool after stripping down to our underwear.





The cold water is blissful relief for my tired muscles. I just float there for a few seconds, feeling the tension leach away in the icy water.





“I’ve never been so happy to be in a pool,” says Julie, floating next to me.





“It wasn’t that bad, Julie. Only five miles. Normally I run double that.”





“Pfft. You and your masochistic tendencies.” She splashes me with the icy cold water. I hop out, shivering, to grab my towel.





“Zoey?” The low rumble of Cole’s voice echoes around the complex. I watch him approach, his relaxed stroll as he paces along the edge of the pool towards me.





“I’m here with Julie,” I say loudly. Willing him to get the message.





“Oh! Hi, Julie,” Cole says neutrally, pausing in his stride only momentarily. “I wanted to talk to Zoey about our training session tonight.” He stands beside me somewhat awkwardly. We’re not touching, but he’s closer than he would be otherwise.





Julie looks between us for just one second and then says, “Oh, sure you do.” I can see a gleam in her eyes.





“He does!” I insist.





“Mmhmm. And I loved going for a run this morning, Zoey.” Her voice is dripping with sarcasm as she hops out of the pool. “You will
 tell me all about this tomorrow before training.”





“There’s nothing to tell,” I insist, but I don’t even need to glance at Julie’s face to know she doesn’t buy it.





“I’ll leave you guys to it,” she grins as she towels off her hair, her eyebrows waggling.





“Oh god, she totally knows something’s up.” I bury my forehead against Cole’s chest he second the door clicks shut behind Julie. “That’s going to give her gossip fuel for weeks.”





Cole stays silent. He looks worried, his brows knitted together. “Is something wrong?”





“I’ve been thinking, angel,” he says, stepping closer and placing a hand on my waist. “We should probably tell people like Julie about us. You know, before something happens and everyone finds out.”





I shrug. “I’d be fine with that. It would be a bit of a shock if we only told them once I was already pregnant.”





The triathlon squad is small. The swimmers might be surprised, but I only care about Julie’s opinion anyway. The main hurdle will be telling Paula. I can imagine her frowning in disappointment.





Cole’s deep blue eyes turn dark and lustful the way they always do when I talk about being pregnant with his child.





He’s a sinfully attractive man, I think, as he swoops down for a kiss. No wonder I was so quick to agree to carry his babies, no matter how insane the idea might be.





“You know I like the thought of that.” He pulls back from the kiss and swipes his thumb over my cheek.





“Of me being pregnant? I might be aware.” I slide my hand down to the throbbing bulge in his sweatpants that is proof of how much even just talking about breeding me turns him on.





“Well, yes.” Cole’s voice is low and husky as I start to stroke him. “But also being able to show you off to the world, Zoey. Everyone knowing that I was the one who knocked you up. I like that part of it too.”





Cole has a possessive streak. It surprises me sometimes, given he’s such a laidback person. When it comes to me, he can start fuming over the smallest threat. He always has been, ever since that first day when we barely knew each other and Mark asked me on a date.





I turn it over in my mind. Carrying my swim coach’s baby is the ultimate way of saying that I don’t care what other people think about our relationship. Some people will disapprove because Cole is twice my age. Their disapproval will mean nothing if I’m carrying his baby.





When I’m pregnant with Cole’s baby, none of that will matter. It’s the irreversible, permanent proof that our love is real and stronger than their disapproval. That I love him enough to change myself, forever, for him.





Once I’m pregnant with Cole’s baby, I am his.
 I have a part of him inside me. And no one can change that.





Cole brings one of those devilishly skilled hands down between my legs and I let out a moan. “Hmm, I guess you like the idea too, angel? You like the thought of me claiming you with my cum? Of being tied to me forever?”





I nod and grip onto his arm desperately as he sends these waves of pleasure through me. I need it, and I need it soon. Next month can’t come soon enough.









CHAPTER 7









COLE






ONE MONTH LATER…






I’m so proud of my angel as she breaks through the finishing line ahead of everyone else. She doubles over and grasps at the water bottle I hand her, but she’s grinning so wide that she barely looks tired.





Interstate champion Zoey Moore.





There was never any doubt in my mind that she could do it. Zoey is focused. Driven. I’ve never met anyone so determined to get what she wants. Up at five to go cycling, then squeezing in miles-long runs and hours of swimming on top of that. She’s been keeping a punishing schedule. But it’s all worth it now.





And it won’t be for nothing. We’ve talked it through, how she can keep competing even after we’ve had a baby. She wants lots of children.





I can’t deny that when she said that I breathed a little sigh of relief when she said that. I know that as soon as I’ve planted my seed in her I’m going to want to do it again. And again. At the same time, I don’t want to take a single opportunity away from her. She deserves the world.





“Aren’t you worried about competing?” I asked her, as we went over our plan again. We’ve talked about it countless times but I need to reassure myself that I’m adding to Zoey’s life, not detracting from it. This is what I want. I need to be sure that it’s what she wants as well.





“I don’t see the issue,” she said, that cute little crease appearing on her forehead. “In triathlon I’m going to be able to compete right into my thirties. It’s an endurance sport. If anything, it makes sense to have kids young while it will be easier on my body.”





“I’m not complaining angel,” I said, stroking her belly with my palms. “If it’s okay with you, it’s more than okay with me. I just don’t want to hold you back from your dreams.”





“The thing is, Cole, sports is always a gamble. Any day I could be injured, or I could hit a peak and not be able to push past it. I want something that I can fall back on, something that I’m proud of no matter what. Our family will be that.”





I kissed the top of her head and held her tight. I don’t know how Zoey can be so wise in her early 20s. She knows far more than I did at her age.





Once Zoey’s collected her medal I hang by her side as other athletes pass on their congratulations. She squeezes my hand tightly and leads me towards the door the second the post-competition fervor dies down.





The other athletes are heading towards the changing rooms and then a party. As I watch them congregate, a swarm of young, fit people ready to have a wild night, I can’t help second-guess myself. Here I am about to cart the women’s winner off to a hotel room and have my way with her. Her 45-year-old swimming coach. Surely she wants to have more fun than that.





“Are you sure you want to leave?” I ask Zoey, squeezing her hand. “I don’t want to rush you.” I’m worried that I’m stopping her from proper celebrations.





“Cole.” She places a hand on my chest and tilts her face up towards me as we pause in the doorway of the Allendale Events Center. “There is only one place I want to be right now and it’s in bed under you while we finally do this.”





That reminder is all I need to hear. I’m dying to rip Zoey’s tracksuit off her right now and claim her in front of everyone.





I can’t believe this is real, I think to myself . I’d mostly given up on love before I met Zoey. In just two months, everything has changed.





I’ve made preparations for when we get back to the hotel. I’ve thought of everything. A carb-filled dinner is on the way from a cute local Italian place. I’ve got bath salts for the giant tub. And then, I’ve planned a massage.





While I’m ready to get going, Zoey’s going to need some serious rest and relaxation after her big race. I run the bath and call her in when it’s ready.





“You know, you could get in here with me,” she says when she sees the size of the tub. She tugs at the hem of my t-shirt and I let her undress me.





In the bath she sags against my chest while I stroke her hair gently. I can feel her slowly unwinding from the stress of the race.





I love this feeling, of being able to support her in her most difficult moments. Of being able to absent-mindedly run my hands all over her perfect body, knowing that in just a few hours, my angel is going to be completely mine.





“How’s my angel feeling?” I ask her after a few minutes, as her breathing slows.





“Tired. But good-tired, you know? Like I’ve done what I was meant to do.”





The doorbell rings and I pull on a bathrobe and cart in boxes of pizza and pasta.





“Holy heck. That is a lot of carbs, Cole,” she says, giggling, as she emerges from the steamy bathroom.





“We’re gonna need it,” I say, grabbing her waist and pulling her closer to me.





We both have a feast in just our hotel bathrobes. “Margarita pizza has never tasted so good,” Zoey says. “It’s almost like you’re trying to butter me up for something…” She quirks an eyebrow.





“And you know what, we’re not even done yet. How about a massage?”





“You sure you don’t just want to get started?” She grins. “Not that I’ll say no to a free massage. I just know that you’ve been waiting for this.”





“We have all the time in the world, angel,” I remind her. “Plus, I want this to be enjoyable for you.”





Tonight, the night that I get everything I ever wanted, my only job is to make Zoey feel good.





I lie her down on her front and pull away her bathtub. “That’s okay, angel. You don’t have to do a single thing.”





I get to work helping Zoey relax her muscles after all her hard work today. No matter how professional I try to keep these rub-down sessions, I can’t help responding to the feel of my angel’s skin under my palms or the sight of her naked body.





By the time I’ve finished massaging her sore muscles and listening to her moans of relief my cock is fully hard.





I climb on top of Zoey, straddling her, so she can feel it too.





“You know, while I was watching you today, all I could think about was what we were going to do tonight. About how the best-looking girl at the whole competition was about to be well and truly mine.” I stroke my hands over her shoulders and she wriggles beneath me.





“Was I not yours before this?” she giggles, pressing her ass against my hard on.





“Oh you were. But pretty soon everybody’s going to know it, angel.”





“Oh yeah? Why is that, coach?” I flip her over and revel in the sound of her delighted squeal.





“Because tonight we’re putting a baby inside you, angel.” I cover her mouth with a kiss and love the feeling of her vibrating with excitement beneath me. Tonight, I don’t have to pull out. Tonight, I get to fuck Zoey’s fertile pussy the way I was always meant to.









CHAPTER 8









ZOEY





COLE IS THE most caring man I could have asked for. He’s thought of every little thing, rubbing me down, bathing me with muscle relaxants, making sure we’ve got enough food to fuck for days.





As soon as we got in the door I wanted nothing but him.





Now, finally, I can feel him the urgency of his movements. He’s quick and almost desperate for me as he tosses his bathrobe to the ground. He’s been holding back so much for me.





He brings his mouth to my breast and sucks my nipples hungrily, squeezing my soft flesh and circling his tongue around my areola. I grasp at his head and hold him tight to my chest.





I know what he’s saying, wordlessly, as he worships my breasts. It’s time that my body did what it was made to do. We’re both imagining the day when I’m leaking milk and he’s tasting me for the first time.





Finally. We don’t have to worry about a thing anymore. It’s going to feel so good to just let go. We can finally do what we’ve both been dying to do since that day two months ago.





Cole is all business as he spreads open my legs and dips his fingers inside me. “Oh God, angel, you’re already so wet.”





How could I not be, when I’ve been thinking about this perfect man getting me pregnant all day? While he rubbed me down with those powerful hands?





“I don’t think I can wait, baby,” he groans as he starts to rub himself up and down the length of my opening. He angles his cockhead right against my clit, rubbing in circles. I can feel his precum mingling with my juices.





“I don’t want you to wait, Cole, I need it now.” Since that first time I’ve been craving his cock. But now that want has transformed into a need. If I don’t have him inside me I won’t feel complete.





Cole doesn’t need to be asked twice. He grabs my hips and pulls me to the edge of the bed while he lets his bathrobe fall to the floor.





I only catch a glimpse of his hard-on standing proudly between his legs. That thick, veiny cock never fails to make my mouth water.





Then he’s inside me, his mouth covering mine for a hungry kiss again as he drives deep between my legs. Cole is not holding back today and it shows.





His thrusts are powerful, deep and almost frantic, as though his body is telling him to claim me and do it well. My body jolts on the bed with every thrust but the rough treatment is nothing compared to the pleasure that is unfurling in my belly.





He brings one of those big hands to my clit, making slow circles with the pad of his finger which draw a moan from deep in my belly.





“Cole, yes, keep going,” I tell him, desperate to spur him on.





He lifts one of my legs around his hip to angle deeper and the new position makes me cry out. Every stroke rubs deliciously against the rough patch inside me.





I spread my legs wider, needing more, and he pushes deeper until we can both feel that he’s fully embedded inside me. His thumb circles faster on my clit, relentless, and my walls start to spasm around him.





“Fuck, I’m going to finish, angel,” he tells me.





I can hardly speak as my own orgasm floods my mind. All I can do is wrap my legs tight around his waist and welcome him deep inside me as he fills me with his hot seed. His cum deep inside me makes me feel comforted and safe.





“Oh yes, angel, hold it inside of you just like that,” he groans as I grip tighter around his waist with my legs. He’s still buried deep inside me, holding me tight against him with his arms looped over my shoulders.





“Fuck yes, baby, fuck yes,” he says triumphantly, speaking against the side of my neck. “It felt so fucking good to fill you up.”





As he rolls to the side off me, I immediately want his warm weight back on top of me. The second his cock leaves me I let out a whimper. I want him back inside me.





I feel the mess he’s left inside me. A trickle of cum makes its way down to my inner thigh. “There’s so much of it, Cole. But I want even more.”





My body is exhausted. But some deeper drive is telling me that I need more of Cole’s seed inside me, filling me up.





Cole’s blue eyes are filled with surprise and lust as I climb on top of him. “Are you sure you’re up to it?” he asks, but I can already feel him hardening beneath me.





“I need more, Cole,” I tell him.





He brings his hand to my lower belly. “Your womb is hungry for my seed, angel. I can’t wait to see you pregnant with my baby,” he growls as I line him up with my entrance.





I let my weight fall and slide down his thick shaft. He slides in easily, that huge cock still stretching wide but lubricated by his own seed.





I ride him slowly for a few minutes, circling my hips and rubbing my clit until he lets out a strained groan. He looks up at me with eyes that are aching to fill me up again.





Cole circles my waist with those huge hands and slams himself into me until he’s bottomed out inside me.





“Oh my God, Cole, I can feel you all the way in my belly!”





I start to pulse around him as my orgasm hits. The only reason I don’t collapse forward is because Cole is holding me tightly with those strong hands.





“Angel, I can’t wait until you’re dripping with another load of my cum,” he groans as he lifts me on and off his cock.





I watch as his eyes become nothing but primal lust and determination. He’s not worried about how tired I am or how I’m feeling now. He’s just bouncing me on his cock as I am swept away with an orgasm, my muscles automatically milking the cum out of him.





I cry out as I feel his cock start to jerk inside me, then the warm reassuring rush of his seed against my cervix. He lets out a low, primitive groan as he finishes.





He pulls me down to his chest, holding me tight on his cock as he plugs the cum inside me. His breathing slows from that frantic determination and I pull the blanket over us, letting the tiredness wash over me.





Cole rolls me onto my side so that we’re spooning, his big body cocooning me with warmth and safety.





“I guess I am now,” I whisper to Cole, wondering if he’s fallen asleep.





“You are what?” he replies groggily.





“Well and truly yours.”





He tightens his grip around my waist and strokes my lower stomach. “Well and truly mine,” he says in that rumbling deep voice. I can feel his happiness and satisfaction as he snuggles against my back and falls asleep holding me tightly against him. With two loads of his cum deep inside me there’s no denying our love.





I am safe. I am claimed. I am his
 .









EPILOGUE









ZOEY





THERE IS NOTHING like the feeling of crashing through the finishing banner to see my husband and kids supporting me — unconditionally. Little Conor is sitting up on Cole’s shoulders, the twins are napping in the stroller. Cole’s face breaks into a proud smile as I launch myself against him.





I’m soaked with sweat but I’m riding high on adrenaline and the feeling of winning. I kiss Cole maybe a little too enthusiastically, given there are cameras watching. As a world champion the local news likes to follow whatever I do — even if it’s just a charity triathlon like this one.





“You smashed it, Zoey,” he says, pulling back gently as I moan against his jaw. The edges of those deep blue eyes are crinkled with laughter and the promise that there will be more to come later.





“Go Mommy!” says Conor, kicking his feet against his Daddy’s shoulders.





Some husbands like to control their wives when they’re pregnant. Thank God we live in the twenty-first century and Cole understands athletes.





He understands that I can’t sit still. I need something to work towards. And raising funds for cancer research through a short triathlon was an easy decision to make for me. I’m not showing yet, no one will have to know that I’m pregnant. Just me and my husband, who has been watching a little closer than usual as he cheers me on from the sidelines.





When I told him how important the charity triathlon was for me, he didn’t question it. Didn’t suggest that I stay home. “We’ll be there,” he said.





The local TV station wants to know how I did it, whether I’m gearing up for another world championships.





“Not this time,” I say, shaking my head. “But maybe the next.” Cole stands next to me with his arm looped around my shoulders, grinning broadly with Conor still sitting up there on his broad shoulders.





I feel exhausted, but I know that on race day, Cole will look after me. Dinner, childcare, and long bath with muscle relaxants — he’ll have organized everything.





I couldn’t have chosen a better man to be the father of my children. The first time, I was a little nervous to tell my family that I was pregnant to a man twice my age.





I expected judgment. I expected disapproval. My Mom just shrugged her shoulders and laughed. “Well you always were unconventional, Zoey. I should have known you weren’t going to settle down with your college sweetheart like everyone else.”





To her, Cole is a “nice young man”. Even though he’s barely five years younger than her. It makes him laugh every time we visit.





Any questions about whether I was ready to have a child went away the second my parents met their first grandchild and saw what a wonderful father Cole was.





Not only is my husband successful, a stone-cold hottie and a great father. He’s obsessed with me, when I’m pregnant, when I’m not, and he understands me better than anyone.





I feel like the luckiest woman in the world.





Whatever impulse told me to have my swim coach’s babies was totally right.







Before you go, want a bonus age gap breeding kink short story?
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Claim your copy at the link <3




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







Begging For His Baby



Innocent Roommate



Risky Princess



Greedy Cutiepie







Forbidden Babymaking



Professor’s Fertile Intern



His Fertile Brat



His Fertile Princess



His Fertile Darling



His Fertile Nanny







Fertile and Fresh



Knocked Up by the Single Dad



Knocked Up by the Grumpy Professor



Baby for my Obsessed Boss



Knocked Up by my Possessive Neighbor
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