

Contents

Chapter 1 
Curtis
Chapter 2 
Evelyn
Chapter 3 
Curtis
Chapter 4 
Evelyn
Chapter 5 
Curtis
Chapter 6 
Evelyn
Chapter 7 
Curtis
Epilogue 
Evelyn



Knocked Up by the Billionaire: A Fertile Forbidden Age Gap Erotica

Self-control has never been an issue… Until this silver fox billionaire meets an off-limits college student.

Billionaire Curtis Lawson thought he was happy fooling around with supermodels.

Then college student Evelyn takes a job working in his gardens… Stunning, twenty years his junior and totally off-limits.

But this dominant older man can’t bring himself to care about the consequences.

He needs Evelyn. Not just her body or her submission, but her future. Her womb.

Nothing will satisfy him until he’s given her a big round belly to show everyone she’s his, forever.
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CHAPTER 1


CURTIS

THE COLLEGE STUDENT hired to help out in my gardens doesn’t look like a gardener.

No, she looks like she was designed in a lab to drive me crazy with need.

Creamy skin.

Glossy red lips.

Dark hair so shiny it’s iridescent as it cascades down her back in a long ponytail.

This girl is like a fairytale princess come to life and I can’t get enough. A fairytale princess with breasts and hips that are making me salivate like an animal. The forest-green cotton jumpsuit was not designed to make anyone look good, but somehow they hug her in all the right places.

She’s 21. Half my age. The gossip magazines would have a field day if I — Curtis Lawson, the cut-throat self-made billionaire — started dating a woman like her. But my cock does not care what the gossip magazines think.

I groan internally as I make my way over the lawn towards my home office.

Where did Monroe find her? She bends over to pick up a bag of clippings and I can’t help stopping to admire the view as her round ass strains at the fabric. It gives a jiggle when she finally stands up holding the heavy bag of clippings.

Focus, Curtis. Lawson Corp is at a critical point in the deal to acquire a new electronics factory in China and my sign-off is going to be needed on important documents throughout the day.

Having a vixen like this prancing around my garden, in direct sight of my office, is going to distract me from all of that. Especially with the way her hips sashay from side to side as she hauls that bag of clippings.

She’s struggling with the weight. In fact, she doesn’t look like she’s done a day of manual labor in her life. It’s like they found this girl on a website for models posing as gardeners. Or maybe Monroe hired her based on her tits rather than her skills.

I could take her right now, have her sign an NDA and pay her an eye-watering sum of money just to spend the night with me.

I briefly consider it, just to get this out of my system before the big meeting. Somehow I know it wouldn’t be enough. Part of me wants to claim this girl, to ruin her for any other man, rather than just fucking her.

It’s uncharacteristic for me. Normally a quick fuck with a supermodel, no matter how beautiful, is enough to satiate my desires.

“Are you alright?” That voice. Husky and melodic all at once. Her clear blue eyes are on mine, searching and intent.

She’s tilting her head curiously at me, probably because I’m standing frozen in the middle of my own lawn while I stare.

I’m not alright. I’m fucking dazed.

And I’m not the kind of man who is ever flustered. I am in perfect control of my reactions, every muscle of my body. I have a perfect pokerface.

And this random college student we’ve hired to do the gardening has me stammering.

“Who are you?” I demand in a rough voice, trying to hide my arousal. “I’ve never seen you here before.”

Those clear blue eyes flicker down and away from me. She extends her hand formally. I close my hand around hers, noticing exactly how soft and warm her palm is in my grip.

“Evelyn. I’m the new gardener.”

“Curtis Lawson.”

I’m no expert — being a billionaire means I don’t have to worry about how menial tasks like gardening work — but this girl is pale and soft in all the right places and smells like vanilla and cookies. She looks nothing like a gardener.

I take her hand and examine the immaculate French manicure.

“And how are my plant beds going, Evelyn?”

“They’re… Going well.” She seems flustered. “Although, I’m new, and I haven’t had a proper opportunity to assess their condition, so if you’ll just let me get back to it now…” Her eyes dart away and out over the garden.

Fine. If she wants to lie to me, I’ll accept it. But I’m keeping this girl within my sight.

“Focus on this area,” I direct her, pointing to the roses that line the windows outside my office.

“Monroe said…” she begins, referring to my head gardener.

“I don’t give a damn what Monroe said. I’m the one paying your wages, and I’m saying those roses need work.”

She nods her head, looking over at the roses apprehensively. “Okay, sir.”

My cock twitches at her agreement, the softness of her voice.

“Good.” I turn on my heel. “Now, I have a meeting to get to. Don’t interrupt me.”


I WATCH EVELYN work in front of my office windows all morning, my cock like an iron pole in my pants.

Just when I’m out of a series of calls and meetings, seriously considering heading upstairs to rub one out, I notice that she’s gone.

I can hear raised voices in the distance. The gardeners are the only ones working here at the moment, which means one of the voices must be hers.

I slide open the French doors and head out across the garden.

Around the corner, against the garden shed, I see Monroe. He’s leaning over Evelyn and shouting, his hands making angry jerky motions as he furiously talks down to her.

Evelyn’s crystal blue eyes are wide and tearful. She meets my gaze as soon as I appear. She looks terrified, leaning away from Monroe and trying not to make eye contact. If he was yelling loud enough for the sound to reach my office, he must have been giving her a real dressing down.

As I watch, he takes a step towards her and she cowers away. He’s not exactly a tall man, but Evelyn is five-foot nothing, despite her curves. He’s on a power trip, terrorizing this young woman about orders that I specifically gave her.

Too close, my body screams. He’s too close to Evelyn.

I’m seeing red as I approach them, thinking about only one thing: getting him away from her. I push my sleeves up my forearms and swing into action, striding across the garden.

This man is going to pay.

“Sir,” he calls out when he sees me. “This incompetent ditz doesn’t know what she’s doing. I asked her to focus on the gardenias and then I found her beside the roses outside your office. She’s up to no good.”

Incompetent ditz?

No one says that about this girl in my presence.

Evelyn flinches away as I approach, but it’s not her I’m aiming for.

I haul Monroe forward with one hand looped under the strap of his overalls and pull him forward with my left hand at the same time as my right hand connects with his face.

A shower of blood explodes from his face and he cries out, dropping to the ground. I follow him down, kneeling over him as I take another swing.

Evelyn steps back, covering her mouth in shock.

I haul Monroe’s face close to mine. “If you had checked with me, you would have found that tending the roses was a special assignment I’d set for Evelyn. But you didn’t. Instead, you gave her a dressing down for following orders.”

I release him to the ground and he lands with a grunt. “Well, there was no way for me to know that —”

I’m standing up, brushing the dirt off my clothes and walking away.

“Save it, Monroe. You’re fired,” I throw over my shoulder. He begins to protest, but he’s too late. I’ve already tapped the necessary buttons on my watch.

Two dark-suited security men advance silently and each grab one of his arms, pinning them painfully behind his back as they drag him back along the edge of the garden.

Now my only problem is finding out why this beautiful woman, who is definitely not a gardener, is posing as a gardener.

I soften my voice as I turn to her. “I don’t have tolerance for that kind of thing in my own house,” I explain to Evelyn. She’s frozen in surprise, her wide blue eyes following me as I move closer.

I keep my voice relaxed. “If I’d known he was a misogynist asshole, I never would have hired him.”

Evelyn looks confused, staring between me and the security guards. “I— Thank you. He wasn’t listening to me, at all, when I said that you’d asked me to tend the roses.”

“And how are the roses? I guess you’re in charge now that Monroe’s gone.” I raise an eyebrow at her.

She glances down at her clothing as though surprised to find that she’s still wearing the gardening uniform.

“They’re going well. I, uh, pruned them back.”

I chuckle softly and tuck a strand of her dark hair behind her ear. I can’t resist touching her.

God, her dark hair is just as silken and soft as it looks. I bet all of her is.

“I don’t know who you are, sweetheart, but you’re no gardener.”

Her mouth drops open in shock.

I incline my head.

“Come inside and we can talk about what you really want.”

“You…” She trails off, then squares her jaw. “I am a gardener. You just fired a man for disrespecting me… I…”

“I don’t believe a word you’re saying, darling. You might be a liar, but that doesn’t mean that I’m going to let one of my employees act like a sexist pig.”


CHAPTER 2


EVELYN

THE IS NOT going how I’d hoped.

Day one and Curtis Lawson, CEO of Lawson Corp, one of the richest men on the planet, has called me inside to interrogate my gardening credentials.

My entirely false gardening credentials.

The man who hired me on the basis of those false credentials has been fired. I’m pretty sure I’m next.

If there’s one thing I know about Curtis Lawson, it’s that he’s a monster who has no regard for the people he or his companies employ. The most cut-throat of cut-throat businessmen. You don’t get to be a billionaire living in place like this mansion without making life a living hell for everyone below you.

I should be terrified to enter his lion’s den.

That should be the reason my pulse is racing and my thoughts are clouded right now.

Instead, my pulse is thrumming for an entirely different reason.

I’m replaying the moment that the easygoing smile dropping from his face as some kind of fury took over every inch of his toned body. His corded forearms tensed as his fists balled up and he hauled Monroe towards him, the punch so quick it was like lightning.

And I got butterflies.

Why, in all my research and preparation, did I never realize that Curtis Lawson was this attractive? He’s built like some kind of Norse God, all thick muscles and powerful movement coiled in a massive frame. The man is at least 6’3, towering over me as he leads me inside.

I try not to inhale the clean, sharp scent of whatever expensive cologne he wears, but it’s irresistible.

His green eyes flash with mischief as he gestures for me to take a seat in a deliciously soft leather armchair. He doesn’t take a seat himself, just leans against the couch and stares down at me. At this angle my eye-line is level with his chest, so I have to raise my head to look at him.

“Are you going to be honest with me now, Evelyn?” He gently tilts my chin so that I’m facing him, spotlighted by those intense green eyes. I try to ignore the way his gaze makes me melt, or the way his hand brushes against my chin, rough and firm all at once.

I swallow. I can’t let him know why I’m here. “I am being honest with you.”

He smiles and shakes his head, brushing a strand of his thick chestnut hair away from his brow. “You’re not a good liar.”

“I’m a gardener. I was hired to do the gardening here.”

“Don’t want to tell me?” he quirks one dark eyebrow, his green eyes flashing with amusement. “That’s okay. Maybe there’s something else you want.”

It’s lightning quick, but I catch the way his eyes drop to my body. I’m used to men leering at me. Something about this feels different. Because I’m feeling equally heated when I look at him, I realize.

I press my tongue against my teeth. I do not want this man. Or, I shouldn’t. But just his eyes are making me fucking breathless. He’s not even touching me and I have goosebumps in anticipation.

“I’m a gardener.” I insist. “You should let me go back to my work.”

Curtis heaves a sigh, folding his arms over his chest. God, they look so good like that, the muscles of his thick forearms splaying out.

“Fine then.” He nods his head towards the door. “Go back to the roses, if you want, darling.”

Darling?! I suck in a gasp.

This man has no fucking right to call me darling.

But it makes my head spin with need. Curtis takes what he wants from everybody and everything. But he’s just given me the option to leave.

Now I’m the one who’s choosing to stay. I stay in the armchair. I can’t believe I’m doing this.

This man is evil. I’ve hated this man for years, since he ruined my father’s life. I’ve planned all of this for years, too. And somehow, all of it is going sideways because he’s looking at me like I’m the only thing he wants in the world.

“No? So you do want something else.” He taps a finger against his stubbly chin, looking at me in mock curiosity.

Fuck it. I nod, swallowing my nerves.

“Well, I don’t have all day, darling.”

The butterflies in my stomach are growing dangerously hot. He takes a step closer to the armchair.

“We have exactly forty minutes before my next meeting,” he says, looking down at his watch. “I figure that’s enough time to make you cum all over my hand.”

Then Curtis Lawson, a billionaire, a man I hate with all of my heart, gets on his knees in front of me and unbuttons the front of my jumpsuit.

“Fuck, these tits,” he groans as he slides a hand inside the heavy-duty cotton to cup my black lace bra. I shrug out of the sleeves, helping him undress me. Making myself complicit in this madness. This is not how I thought the day was going to go.

As he slides the sleeves off my shoulders he pauses briefly, his dark brows narrowing in thought. “I’m not wrong, am I? You do want this?”

I nod quickly, my face burning with confusion. If there’s one thing I know, it’s that I need Curtis to continue touching me.

“Don’t stop,” I whisper. I feel a rush of shame at the fact that I want this man, who I’ve been taught to hate for years, to touch me, but the look of pure lust on his face erases every other thought.

“That’s what I thought, Evelyn. You have a needy pussy, don’t you, darling?”

Then, Curtis stops holding back. His hands are all over me, exploring every inch of my skin, leaving a fiery trail of pleasure in their wake.

Oh God, oh God, oh God. I’m soaking wet for this man and the way he takes what he wants without question.

He taps my hips and I raise them so he can slide the lower half of the jumpsuit off me. Then he tosses the jumpsuit aside and I’m just in my bra and panties. I let out a sharp moan as he tweaks my nipple.

His hands are moving lower and I’m opening my legs for him.

“I’ve been watching you all morning,” he admits in a low voice. “It’s why I asked you to tend to the roses. So I could keep you in sight.”

Why am I enjoying this?

This man is a monster. His company run workers into the ground. I know so much about the faults and wrongdoing of Lawson Corp, all the misery this man has inflicted on the world.

But fuck, I had never considered how it would feel to be touched by him.

“Maybe this will help you tell me the truth,” he murmurs as he shoves my panties aside and slides a finger into my slick depths. He brings my juices up to coat my clit, the rough pad of his finger touching me infuriatingly lightly.

“Taste yourself,” he demands, bringing his fingers to my mouth. My lips part seemingly of their own accord and then he’s pushing his slick finger into my mouth.

I suck eagerly until his finger is clean, the tang of my own pussy juice in my mouth.

“You’re good at that,” he murmurs in a low voice, patting my cheek before he brings his hand to my pussy again. “But you’re a bad liar.”

With a thumb roughly circling my clit, Curtis shoves two fingers roughly inside me and I can’t suppress my moan. This man is taking exactly what he wants from my body.

As he fixes me with that penetrating stare, his green eyes piercing, I think that maybe he already knows why I’m here.

My orgasm is building, coiling tight in my core. I buck my hips against him.

“Please,” I beg, so close to the edge now that all it would take is another circle over my clit with his thumb.

But he smiles that wicked smile again and shakes his head. “You want it? You have to tell me the truth.”

He pulls his hand away and my pussy screams at the emptiness. I need him inside me, curling his fingers deliciously against my inner wall again.

“Please, Curtis,” I let out a whine as he places his hand flat against my mound, denying me any friction as I try to buck my hips against him.

“One truth is all it takes, darling. I know you’re not a gardener. So who are you?”

I can’t help it. I’ve never been good at secrets.

“Just one of the many people fucked over by your company,” I mutter quickly.

“Now we’re getting somewhere,” he replies, his eyes utterly calm and unbothered as he fucks me with his hand again.

He brings me to the edge so quickly it’s like I’m in free-fall, the orgasm ripping out of my centre while he holds me firmly against the chair.

“That’s it, give me all of it. Scream if you want to, baby, I want to hear it,” he groans as he watches me lose control.

As if I could suppress the pleasure when it feels this good.

When he’s finished extracting every last drop of pleasure from me, I’m spent, sliding down the back of the armchair. He withdraws his hand and brings it to his mouth.

He meets my hazy, orgasm-drunk eyes as he sucks every one of his fingers clean of my juices. “You taste like heaven, darling. Want to know what I taste like?”

Even in my spent state, arousal tightens in my core at the thought of tasting Curtis.

As languid as ever, he strides across the room to take a seat in another armchair and removes his belt.

Like a magnet, I’m drawn to Curtis’s cock.

His monster-sized cock that I can’t even imagine fitting inside me. I’m no virgin but this thing is unfathomable.

One of his hands is wrapped firmly around the base. I trace my eyes from that thick root all the way over its pulsing length to the reddened tip which is already slicked with precum.

Curtis clearly liked fucking me with his hand. A lot.

“On your knees, Evelyn,” he commands, his eyes flashing darkly. “C’mon, you know you want to.”

I obey without thinking, kneeling before him and placing my hands on his thighs. With his hard-on so close to me I realize that this thing is bigger than my head.

I lift my eyes to meet his dark, hungry gaze.

“Do you know why I’m so hard, darling?”

I stare up at him, unsure if I’m supposed to answer. He wraps a fist in my hair and nods my head for me. “You do, don’t you?”

I swallow the nerves in my throat. “Because you liked touching me.”

“Mmm. I did, Evelyn. And I’m going to like watching you choke on my cock even better.”

I kiss the end of his cock gently, getting him wet with my spit. Then I take the tip of him into my mouth, opening wide to accommodate his girth.

“There’s a fucking good girl,” he groans in relief as he slides over my tongue. He feeds his cock into my mouth inch by inch.

The taste of him is intoxicating. Masculine and solid and clean, filling my mouth and nose.

He fists my hair as I take his tip into my throat, letting out a hiss of pleasure as my throat muscles grip him. He thrusts again and I gag, reflexive tears filling my eyes.

He wipes my tears away softly, the tender motion not something I would have expected, but he doesn’t stop pushing into my throat.

“What a good slut, gagging on my cock. You look so pretty with those blue eyes all glassy,” he tells me, his hands soft on my face while I choke on his cock. His eyes flutter shut in pleasure as he fucks my mouth.

When he finishes, pouring a stream of hot cum down my throat, his groan goes straight to my core. I swallow his salty load and suck him clean and he gives a satisfied grunt.

He pulls me to my feet, his hands around my waist the only thing holding me steady as I sway with light-headed pleasure.

Curtis kisses me like he’s ravenous. He lets out a low groan when he tastes himself on my tongue. This man is not just kissing me. He’s searching out every inch of my mouth like he’s trying to memorize the shape.

“I want you to taste like this every day, darling,” he hums as he moves his mouth down to the pulse point on my neck, where he swirls his tongue over my skin.

Surely he can feel my nerves coursing through me.

The shockingly good sex is not enough to suppress my racing heartbeat and the anxiety coursing through me as the reality of this situation dawns on me.

Now I’m not just lying to this man… I’m fucking him, too.

“I have to tell you something,” I gasp when he pulls back for air.

“Yes, you do, darling.”


CHAPTER 3


CURTIS

MY HAND SKATES over Evelyn’s back, tracing her soft skin. I’m missing a meeting for this, but it’s worth it. Just the feeling of her responding to my touch is worth more than all the electronics factories I could acquire.

She looks up at me, her cheeks reddening.

“I’m not a gardener,” she admits nervously. I chuckle.

’Tell me something I don’t know. So my company screwed you over? How?”

She shakes her head, tossing her dark curls over her shoulder. “Not me, exactly. But it affects me.”

“A family member?”

She nods, biting her lower lip. Her lips are still swollen from me fucking her mouth and still, the movement manages to make my cock twitch again. Whatever she says next, I’m ready to fill her pussy until she can’t walk without leaking my cum.

“Five years ago, my father was injured in an accident at Lawson Corp. They won’t pay him a cent of compensation. I came here because I wanted to steal information about it. Information that would prove company was in the wrong.”

I start laughing right there.

God, here I am daydreaming about making this girl mine and all this time she’s been worrying about some insignificant detail.

The truth is, I don’t give a damn what the reason is that Evelyn came into my life. I don’t care how many lies she told me.

Because there’s nothing inauthentic about the total vulnerability that coursed through her body and into mine just now.

Of course she has something she wants from me.

People always do.

At least she wasn’t going to fucking bother me about it. Instead she was going to use her own initiative and take what she wants.

I can appreciate that.

And now, the fact that she wants something from me means that I have something to offer her. I have the perfect way to get her on my side.

Evelyn’s turning away, her teeth worrying her lower lip. “I’m sorry. I should have told you earlier. Before...”

I hold her tighter, taking her delicate chin in my hands and turning her to face me.

“Before you came all over my hand?” I quirk an eyebrow and snake a hand around her waist. “Or before you let me cum down your throat?”

She giggles in surprise, a musical sound that only makes my cock harden further. “Either, I guess.”

“You’re not getting rid of me that easily, darling.”

Her brows shoot up. “I just told you that I’m trying to steal information from you, Curtis. I came here under false pretenses. You could have me arrested.”

I shrug. “I don’t care. You can have the information. Whatever you want.”

She shakes her head, her eyes swirling with confusion. “No. You’re paranoid about liability. You never release information like this.”

“If you want it, you can have it,” I tell her.

Then, realizing she might misinterpret my meaning, I let go of her waist and step back. “No strings attached.”

It’s physically hard to let go of her but if this girl is going to be mine — and I have every intention of making her mine — it needs to be her own free choice.

I stride over to my laptop and tap in the password, gesturing for Evelyn to come close.

“All of our databases. Everything. You have access. Take whatever you want. Sell it. Make yourself a millionaire with insider trading. I don’t give a fuck about the money, Evelyn.”

She shoots me a sidelong glance as she leans closer to the screen.

“And what do you want in return?”

“Well, I want you, darling, but that’s not part of any deal. And given you quite willingly came all over my hand, I think you might be okay with that too.”

I can’t resist pushing a dark curl behind her ears where it’s escaped her hair band.

She pulls out a USB drive and starts searching through files, dropping into the office chair.

I should join the call that I’m missing… Instead I’m entranced just watching her, in her lacy black bra and panties, searching intently through my laptop as if it’s her job. Her eye make-up is smeared from the blowjob, but if anything she looks more perfect, sultry and half-lidded.

Fuck, this delay is torture for my cock. Watching her has me rock-hard all over again. But it’s going to be worth it.

She turns back to me when she’s finally found the file she needs. Finally. My cock twitches in anticipation.

“You’re really just going to let me have this information? My father could sue your company into the ground.”

I scoff. It’s cute that she thinks that.

“Your father could win a $100 million lawsuit against my company and it would be a drop in the bucket.”

She raises her eyebrows at me as I drum my fingers on the side of the chair in frustration.

“Now, if you’re done with the formalities, I’d quite like to taste that sweet pussy again.”


CHAPTER 4


EVELYN

CURTIS IS LOOKING at me with open hunger in his eyes. Like I’ve kept him waiting for far too long. It took maybe half an hour to find the files and I could feel his lustful gaze on me the entire time.

He doesn’t look at me like he wants me; he looks at me like he needs me.

My mind is still spinning with the fact that he knows what I came here for and it doesn’t bother him at all.

I should leave. I’ve done what I came here for. But I don’t.

Because I need to know what this ruthless man is going to do to me, how he’s going to tear my body apart with that burning lust. I would say that he’s hate-fucking me, but he seemed so unbothered by my request that maybe it’s not that at all.

There’s something hypnotic about the intense, all-consuming look in his eyes.

The man must be fucking insatiable — because he just came buckets down my throat and already that monster cock is tenting his pants again.

He advances towards me, dropping to his knees in front of the office chair. He doesn’t say a thing, just tugs my panties off and lifts my knees so one is looped over each arm rest.

Then Curtis dives in.

His thick fingers were one thing but this man is an artist with his mouth. He begins by nuzzling his face between my thighs, his lips tracing up and down the length of my pussy lips as his stubble grazes my sensitive skin. He teases me like that until I’m whining with need.

“Be patient, darling,” he growls when I lift my hips to his face, wordlessly begging for more friction.

Then he opens me up with his tongue, tracing the line of my slit from my clit all the way down to my asshole, which he tongues softly.

He lets out a soft grunt of pleasure as his tongue swipes all the way through my wetness.

“Fucking delicious, Evelyn,” he groans. I bring my gaze down to him, watching the rapid movement of his shoulders as he touches himself while he feasts on me.

Only then, when my thighs are already trembling and I’m dripping all over his face, does he attack my clit. He sucks it into his mouth until I’m squirming, my hands fisting his thick hair while he teases my clit with his teeth and lips until I’m dripping.

Then, right when I’m on the edge, he spears my cunt with his tongue, fucking me hard and fast with his tongue while his thumb circles my clit.

“Fuck,” I cry out. “Curtis, that’s so good, fuck.”

It’s too much. The fullness of his tongue inside me, curling deliciously against my inner wall, combines with the exact right amount of pressure on my clit.

I soak his face with my cum and he doesn’t stop until I’m gasping for air.

When he rises up from between my legs, pressing down on me with his huge muscled body and kissing me so that I can taste him on my tongue, guilt twists my stomach.

I’m feeling guilty about Curtis Lawson making me cum all over his face without asking a single thing from me in return.

“What is it?” he asks languidly when he’s done kissing me senseless, finally looking as disheveled as I feel with his golden brown hair tousled and messy.

“I don’t understand what we’re doing here.”

“Well, I guess we’re fucking. Or not fucking yet. But soon, we will be fucking.” He drops his hand to my pussy again and quirks an eyebrow playfully. “If that’s okay with you.”

I clench my thighs together with need, my body already responding to the thought of Curtis’s monster cock stretching me open. “But… Why?”

His green eyes meet mine, his brows coming together in confusion.

“Why do I want to fuck you?”

I nod. “I lied to you. I came here to steal from you. And you haven’t tried to do a single thing about it.”

He chuckles, the sound simultaneously dark and warm. “I’ve done worse things than steal information from people, Evelyn. Besides, you were being resourceful. Trying to help a family member. I don’t hold it against you.”

“I’m just trying to understand,” I tell him, my head still spinning. “You’re not known for being a generous person. So why are you being kind?”

“Besides the fact that you have the sweetest pussy I’ve ever tasted, darling, maybe I’m not the soulless monster you think I am.”

I shake my head. “You are... You don’t care about anyone other than yourself.”

He huffs a sigh. “I’m a ruthless businessman, Evelyn. You don’t get to where I am by being nice to your competitors or your employees. That means nothing about my personal life.”

“I just don’t think I can trust you.”

“You want to leave, don’t you?” His face falls.

This man is a monster. He has no fucking right to look so hurt. He has no right to be able to pull on my heart strings like this.

I brush a hand softly over his face.

“Curtis… This can’t happen. This is crazy.”

His eyes shutter and he turns away, crossing the room to his desk again.

“How much?” He asks, opening a drawer.

“W-what?”

“You want this settlement. Don’t go through some fucking hack lawyer, Evelyn. I’ll do it right now.”

I walk over to the desk. He scoops me up so that I’m sitting on his lap, his thick thighs beneath me and his cock pressing at the small of my back.

Fuck.

I can’t focus on anything when I’m in his arms like this.

He’s signing a piece of paper on the desk. I don’t look at what it is, too distracted by the sensation of that monster cock hardening beneath my ass again.

I circle my hips and he lets out a moan, his free hand tightening on my waist.

“There,” he says finally, handing me the piece of paper.

A check.

A blank check.

“You can leave right now with exactly what you came here for, Evelyn. Drain my bank account. Ruin me. I don’t care.” He loosens his grip on my waist.

I turn to face him, straddling his lap fully now with my pussy angled directly over that deliciously hard bulge in his pants.

I am going to leave. I’m going to walk in the door and deliver that settlement my family has been trying to get for a decade.

But first… I’m going to ride the cock of the worst man in the world. Because, for some inexplicable reason, I need him to keep touching me the same way that I need to breathe air.


CHAPTER 5


CURTIS

IF EVELYN’S ABOUT to walk out that door, she’s a cocktease.

Because the way she’s straddling me now, as she turns to face me, has my rock-hard erection positioned exactly against her tight pussy, the friction is unbearably good.

“There is something else I want,” she admits. Her hot breath fans against my face, her blue eyes clouded with lust as she looks up at me.

I breathe a sigh of relief. I think, if I hadn’t been able to fuck her, I would have spent the rest of my life fantasizing about her. I need to get her out of my system.

“Are you finally ready to admit that your pussy needs my cock inside it, darling?”

She grinds herself against me, already lost in pleasure.

“Yes,” she gasps, trailing her hands over her own torso until she unhooks her bra at the back, releasing her heavy breasts. “Please, sir, this slut needs to be fucked.”

“That’s right,” I groan. “You’ve been teasing me with this perfect body all day, begging for it like a little slut.”

My cock twitches at the sight of her tits. I bring my hands to cup them, kneading my fingers into her soft flesh. She’s so fuckable. So touchable. The heavy weight of her breasts fills my hands perfectly.

I dip my head to catch her nipple in my mouth while she grinds against me and she lets out a moan of bliss. Her skin tastes just as good as I imagined, all vanilla and coconut and cream. Ready to be devoured.

As I tease her nipple with my teeth I discover that she likes a little pain, her fingers tightening on my head and her breath quickening in pleasure as I tease and twist her sensitive flesh.

I’m going to cum in my pants if she keeps this up.

And that is most definitely not where I want to cum. Not when her bare pussy lips are already slick with moisture as she grinds herself along the bulge of my cock, each movement making my balls pulse with need.

I’m going to pump Evelyn full until her perfect cunt is a dripping mess. Until she’s so brainless from her orgasm that all she can think about is the next time that I’ll fuck her, the next load of cum that I’ll give her.

It’s time to show her who’s in charge here, I decide as she makes another torturously slow tease along the length of my shaft.

I stand up, taking Evelyn with me, and she yelps in surprise.

With one hand, I remove my belt and unleash my hard-on, pressing her forward against the desk.

“Are you going to be a good fucking girl for my cock?”

She nods eagerly. “Yes, sir. I need it so bad.”

From this angle, her perfect pussy is fully exposed to me, every inch of it dripping with arousal.

I’m not going to take this slow. Not when my cum-slut is this soaked. She can take me hard and fast from behind and love it like the whore she is.

I grip those soft, round ass cheeks and spread her apart. Each globe takes the indents of my fingers. She’s bare, open and slick for me.

I notch my cock against her entrance and press inside.

“Fuuuck.” I let out a low groan of satisfaction as I enter her.

I might not be able to get her out of my system at all. The opposite, in fact. I’m unleashing a new addiction. Because Evelyn’s cunt wrapping around my cock is absolute bliss.

She might be soaking wet but her hot pussy is tight, every inch an effort as I drive inside her. She gasps with a mixture of pleasure and pain.

I slow down, bringing my mouth to her neck and kissing her until she relaxes around me.

“Shh, baby, it’s okay, it’ll fit,” I reassure her, pushing with my hips again and feeling her stretch to take me. I let out a groan when I look down to where we’re connected, where her glistening smooth flesh is spread apart around my shaft.

“Oh God,” she whispers as I finally make it all the way inside. “That feels so fucking good, Curtis.”

I know exactly what she means. We fit together so perfectly that it’s like she was made to take my cock. She’s taking me so fucking well.

Evelyn shudders around me as her orgasm hits, sinking her face to the desk and letting out a helpless whine. I don’t stop fucking her. Can’t stop fucking, not when her cunt is strangling my dick like this.

Finally she relaxes again, turning her head to look back at me with cum-drunk eyes. She’s so messy, her curly dark hair wild around her shoulders and her eyeliner smeared in dark streaks. Just like a good little cum-slut, letting me absolutely ruin her.

I flip her onto her back so I can crush my lips against hers while I claim her cunt, dragging my teeth against her lower lip until I feel her muscles pulsing around me again.

I lift my lips from her mouth. “Do that again and I’m going to cum inside you, darling.”

As soon as the words leave my mouth I feel her tense around me. Like her pussy is trying to milk every last drop of cum from me.

Evelyn bites her lip, looking up at me, her pillowy breasts swaying with every thrust. I bury myself to the hilt each time, ready to blow at any moment. “I should warn you… I’m not on the pill, Curtis.”

That’s what does it. Knowing that Evelyn is unprotected, that my cum is going to pour straight into her fertile womb, sends me over the edge. I place a hand on her lower stomach and flatten my body over hers to get deeper.

“Such a good fucking breeding slut, letting me inside this fertile pussy with no protection,” I grunt. Her pussy gushes around me, her orgasm coiling inside her as I treat her like a breeding slut.

“Oh fuck, Curtis,” she cries out. “Why does that turn me on so much?”

I smile wickedly as I grip her hips for better leverage. I stroke her clit in tender circles even as I pound her cunt.

“Because this body wants to carry my baby,” I say in a growl.

Evelyn bites her lip but she can’t stop herself from crying out with pleasure as I sink in deeper. Knowing that she could get pregnant from this is sending me over the fucking edge.

I can’t stop. Don’t want to stop. And Evelyn is wordlessly moaning, her tits arching up towards me, her legs wrapping around my hips to squeeze me closer to her, to take my cock deeper.

“That’s it, darling, you take me so fucking well.” My words are a low, strained, grunt. But I can’t hold back any longer.

It’s time to do what we’re both craving. I moan in satisfaction as I finally allow myself to let go.

I see stars as I find my release in her depths, driving home with powerful strokes that bury my cock inside her, right to the hilt.

As I finish, deep inside her, I bend forward to kiss those plush lips. I taste her sweet breath, her gasp of pleasure as she feels my hot seed filling her up. She is so mine.

“Oh fuck, that feels so good,” she cries out when our kiss finishes and she’s full of my cum. Her hips tilt up to make sure my load stays deep inside her.

“Even now, darling, you’re relaxing that tight pussy to take my cum as deep as possible.”

“I can feel it. There’s so fucking much, Curtis.”

I can’t wait to see it. She whimpers as I pull out of her, my cream leaking over her smooth pussy lips.

I spread apart Evelyn’s trembling thighs.

She’s a mess.

A beautiful, sticky mess.

Her pussy is swollen from the battering it’s taken, and she’s still shaking from her orgasm. Her smooth skin is glistening with her juices and globs of cum that have leaked out of her.

I let out a low groan as I part her pussy lips to reveal her pink interior. As I open her up a stream of cum starts to leak from her, the thick liquid oozing out slowly.

Fuck, she’s right, I’ve stuffed her full of cum. I can’t resist dipping a finger inside her to feel how slick and warm she is, pushing the thick cream back into that fertile pussy. Her tiny muscles are still shaking, her walls feverishly hot from all the action.

Evelyn lets out a moan, her eyelids fluttering shut, as I push two fingers inside her and start to push my cum deeper in.

I don’t want to waste a drop. Not when it looks so fucking right just like this.

“Wait here,” I tell her and she whines in protest as I bring my fingers out of that needy, trembling pussy. But she won’t be empty for long.


CHAPTER 6


EVELYN

CURTIS ARRANGES A driver to take me back home with the check, where I have a lot of explaining to do. “I want you back here in two hours,” he growls as I leave. “Two hours tops. I’m not sure I can even wait that long.”

Even for that short period of time, he makes sure that I’m plugged full of his cum while I’m gone.

The man clearly has a breeding kink.

What shocks me is that it feels good to be plugged full of his seed. To know that he’s so obsessed he couldn’t let me out of his sight without knowing that I was stuffed full of him.

He’s impatient, and dominant, and possessive, and all of that should terrify me.

Instead I find my heart racing as I wonder what he has in store for me next.

I’ve been gone barely an hour, just enough time to give the check to my parents and explain that they’ve basically won the lottery ten times over, when there’s a knock at the door.

It’s Curtis.

I open the door and he strides inside, looking every bit the smug asshole I’ve been taught to hate for years.

He loops an arm around my waist and presses a kiss to the top of my head, meeting my eyes with that possessive-yet-playful gaze. “I missed you,” he whispers, and my stomach flutters. It’s ridiculous, but it feels good to see him. I smile, looking up at his handsome face.

“Evelyn, no,” my father says, his mouth opening in horror as he looks between me and Curtis. “You can’t be serious. This man? The man who ruined my life.”

“I’m tired of waiting,” Curtis addresses me, ignoring my father. “Are you coming?” His smile is wicked, devilish as he makes sure I know that he meant the double-meaning.

He turns to address my parents. “You’re welcome for the money, by the way.”

My father totally ignores him, shaking his head at me as I loop my fingers through Curtis’s.

He can disapprove of this all he wants, but the fact is, the settlement is sorted.

Yes, he was screwed over by Lawson Corp, but Curtis didn’t hesitate to make it right. I struggle to match the monster that I’ve hated for years with the warm, loving man at my side.

I’ve delivered exactly what my family wanted. I executed our plan, and my parents have got more than they ever dreamed. For years of my life, we’ve been planning this.

But the risk was all on me. I was the one who had to go to Curtis’s, to risk being arrested, to steal the information.

I’ve done my part for them. Now I’m free — of the obligation to help, and of the hatred that I’ve felt towards Curtis for years.

“I did what you wanted,” I tell my parents. “Now it’s time to do what I want for a change.”


CURTIS HAS NO intention of sitting still on the car ride home. He tells the driver to drive in circles until told otherwise. Then he pushes me onto my back in the backseat of the car, crawling over me.

I gasp at the feel of his bulge tracing over me, strong and insistent. “You know what’s happening here, darling?”

I nod. “I’m ready, Curtis. I don’t want to wait another second.” I spread my legs for him. “I want you to fill me up.”

With a low groan of satisfaction, he covers my mouth with his. He wants to get me pregnant, right here, in the backseat of this car while the driver makes his way through the suburbs.

I changed out of the gardening jumpsuit, figuring there was no point maintaining that lie anymore. He appreciates the easy access that my wrap dress provides, sliding a hand up my inner thigh immediately.

He pauses, raking a hand gently through my hair. “Did you like being plugged full of me this afternoon?”

I bite my lip. I can still feel his seed inside me now, and I love it. “I felt… Safe. And fulfilled. Especially when you were right there with me, knowing that we had our little secret, plugged inside me, made me want you.”

His eyes darken with pleasure. “Good,” he nods, his hand going to my lower belly. “It made me fucking crazy for you Evelyn. I couldn’t wait at home, I had to find you, had to be with you again.”

His hand roams up to my panties, which he yanks down impatiently. I know what he’s looking for.

He groans when he finds the plug he placed in my pussy still in place, stuffing me pleasantly full. He tugs it out and I gasp at the sudden emptiness.

“It’s okay, baby, there’ll be something to replace that soon,” he murmurs against my neck while he roughly spreads my legs apart.

I sigh with pleasure at the movement — because when my legs open, all the seed he plugged inside me starts to move. The cum spills out in a rush, the creamy liquid running over my pussy lips and pooling on the seat of the car.

“Oh God, there’s so much,” I gasp as it keeps running out of me.

Curtis’s dark green eyes are hungry as he stares at my leaking cunt. “That pretty pussy is so full of cum, Evelyn.”

He dips his fingers inside me and bringing them out covered in a mixture of our cum. He paints my inner thighs with the liquid, making a mess of me.

I look up at him, this beautiful older man who is looking at my cum-filled pussy like it’s the best thing he’s ever seen. “You really like seeing your cum inside me, don’t you?”

“It’s a sight I could get used to,” he tells me, his green eyes flashing with desire. “How does it feel for you?”

“Satisfying,” I reply, my face heating. Something about Curtis being determined to breed me makes me feel safe and warm.

I bring a hand between my legs to join his, running my fingers through the thick cream that coats my skin. My lips part in a moan, it feels so good. I thumb my clit in rough circles, the tension coiling at my core.

“Fuck, keep going, darling,” Curtis grunts as he shoves down his pants, fisting his cock above me while he watches me play with his cum. Another jolt of pleasure hits me when I see the way he looks at me, his intense eyes clouded with lust.

“Push my cum deeper inside you… Just like that,” he groans as I take two fingers and fuck his cream into me.

My fingers slide inside so easily, sliding through the thick seed. I keep my eyes on Curtis, rubbing that thick cock right above me while he watches me play with myself.

My pussy is a slick, cum-coated mess by the time he notches his cock at my entrance. I tilt my hips up to take him and his cockhead slides into my hot depths with a soft grunt.

“I’m not coming anywhere other than this hot pussy from now on, Evelyn,” he promises me. His eyes are dark with pleasure as he traces the tip of his cock over the slick mess we’ve created.

I’m right on the edge. I could let myself orgasm right now. But I need him to be inside me when I do. I want to cum with Curtis inside me, sending him over the edge to spill into my depths.

He grips my hips and slams inside me in one long stroke that makes me breathless. I claw my fingernails against his back as the overwhelming pleasure carries me away. I need him closer to me, deeper inside me, using those powerful hips to claim me.

He grunts in need as he pushes my legs back, spreading me so wide open that he’s burying himself fully in my pussy with each thrust.

There is nothing gentle about Curtis right now. He’s using his size, his strength and his position on top of me to take what he wants from my body.

And I love every second of it.

I’ve never felt so safe, so loved, as when this older man is using me, flattening his body against mine to fuck me deeper and claim me harder. He loses himself to the act of mating with me, becoming a monosyllabic animal with a filthy mouth — instead of the polished, ruthless businessman the world knows.

“Gonna get you pregnant. Right here. In the backseat of the car, like a little slut,” he grunts. I feel his cock twitch inside me.

“Do it. Use me as your cum dump, fill me up, please Curtis.” My voice turns into a squeal as I say his name.

He’s close to the edge and I’m about to absolutely lose it as well. I’m breathless, legs shaking, tits bouncing with every thrust as he fucks me like a man possessed.

When he finally slams himself home, I lose it. My back arches up, my tits rubbing against his chest, and he takes my breath away with a rough, searching kiss that only makes me squeeze his cock tighter.

As I cum, shuddering and writhing my hips as he impales me on his cock, he lets go too. I feel his cock jerk inside me and then that satisfying rush as he fills me with hot, sticky cum.

I can barely move without feeling how full of him I am. Not one but two loads of cum.

“That was so good,” I moan when he finally pulls back from my mouth, looking down at me with a mixture of pride and awe. He smirks when he sees my cum-drunk eyes, how absolutely ruined I look. He smooths my curls back from my forehead.

“There’s more where that came from, darling.”


CHAPTER 7


CURTIS

I WAKE UP to Evelyn squirming around my morning wood. It’s early, and we finished late last night, but I’m ready to go again. I’m practically bursting with need for her, every movement of her hips blissful agony.

I warmed my cock inside her pussy all night, keeping her nice and full of my cum, but I know she wants more. The way her slick walls are pulsing around my cock tells me all I need to know.

My breeding slut can’t get enough of my cum inside her.

“Morning, Evelyn,” I murmur against her neck. I slide my hand over her hip and down to her pussy, where I find her trembling and soaked already. She grinds her clit against my hand, letting out a whine that tells me she’s close to the edge already.

I roll on top of her, and she lets out a satisfied gasp. She loves it when I take her from behind, we’ve discovered over the past week. She likes being covered by my body, feeling safe and submissive below me while I take control and ride her.

Besides, it gives me the best view of her gorgeous, full ass. I spank her just to watch those beautiful round globes ripple from the impact. Her cunt squeezes my cock.

“More,” she gasps, her voice a needy whine. “Spank me again.”

I bury my cock to the hilt inside her, bringing my hand down against her ass cheek again. On her ivory skin, the imprint of my hand glows red. I stroke my hand softly over the reddened skin and she moans in a mixture of pleasure and pain.

It’s still dark outside but we’re wide awake, the excitement building between us as we both approach our release. I hook my legs under hers to spread her wider and feel my cock slide deeper inside her tight cunt.

I lean forward, pressing my chest against her back, and slam myself in with long thrusts. “Are you going to take my cum this morning, Evelyn?” I ask her between strokes.

She whimpers with need. “Please, sir. Breed me and make me yours. Please fill up my needy pussy with your load.”

“And what if you get pregnant?” I ask her as I start to pound her, my orgasm rapidly approaching as I fuck her deep and rough.

“Then I’ll be completely yours,” she moans. “Your knocked-up breeding slut. And everyone will know that I let you put a baby inside me, not caring that you were twice my age.”

“That’s my good fucking girl,” I groan as I feel her start to cum from the dirty talk, her pussy spasming around my cock. “Take my seed in that unprotected pussy like the perfect breeding slut you are.”

With one last stroke, I explode inside her, spurting hot ropes of cum. As always, my finish prolongs her orgasm, sending her over the edge. I kiss her neck as I collapse on top of her, satisfied.

“Shouldn’t we get up?”

“Later,” I murmur sleepily. In the morning, I’m going to clean Evelyn’s swollen pussy in the bathtub and serve her breakfast.

For now, I’m going to fall asleep with her in my arms, my cock in her tight pussy, keeping her stuffed full of my seed. And she’ll take it like the good girl she is.


EPILOGUE


EVELYN

EIGHT MONTHS LATER…

I wake up with an ache throbbing in my breasts. There’s always something that wakes me up at this point in my pregnancy, but this is new one. It’s different. In fact, I don’t hate it.

The ache in my breasts is painful but arousing. Curtis is holding me, his arms slung loosely over his shoulders. I feel safe in the world with my husband holding me at night, never wanting to stop touching my heavily pregnant body.

As I shift position, my hardened nipples rub against his hand. A shiver runs through me. The pressure feels so nice.

As if on instinct, he squeezes my breast and pleasure jolts through me. I need him to touch my breasts.

“Curtis?” He groans sleepily behind me.

“My nipples are so sensitive right now,” I whisper, confused about what’s happening.

He shifts as he wakes up. He pulls me tighter against him, where I feel his hardening cock nestle between my asscheeks.

One hand kneads my breast and I can’t help the needy moan that escapes my mouth.

God, that feels so fucking good. The way he tweaks my nipples sends pleasure straight to my pussy. I press my ass against his cock, while he kneads my tits with his hands until I’m a dripping mess.

“Let’s see what’s happening with these breasts, darling.” He arranges the pillows so that I’m comfortable, propped up on my back.

Then he tugs down the neckline of my lacy nightdress. My breasts spill over, my flesh heavy and aching.

“Fuck, baby, they’ve grown so much.”

I blush. My breasts were already too big for my frame, but since getting pregnant they’ve become enormous. Curtis tells me I’ve never looked sexier but I don’t know.

He weighs my flesh in each hand, then dives in with his mouth.

“Oh, God,” I gasp as he ravages my nipples with his tongue. His hands squeeze my aching flesh while he swirls his tongue gently around my peaks.

A rush of relief clouds my head, mixing with the arousal tightening between my thighs.

“Curtis,” I moan, and he drops his hand between my thighs while he explores my newly-sensitive breasts with his mouth. He knows that I can barely reach between my legs over my swollen belly, and he’s happy to help.

He raises his head to smirk at me, his face handsome and cheeky at the same time. “Is that pussy getting needy while I play with your milky breasts? Of course it is.” He delivers a slap to my pussy that makes me whine with need while I try to process what he’s saying.

Milky? Of course. I hadn’t even thought… That’s why I feel so much relief when Curtis swirls his tongue around my nipples. My milk is coming in.

As I process what he’s saying, he starts sucking my nipples in earnest, the scratch of his stubble over my swollen, sensitive skin. I feel a sharp jolt of relief as the liquid flows out into his mouth.

He grunts in the back of his throat as he drinks from me, fingering my soaked cunt while he drinks from my milky breasts.

“I love knowing that I’m the reason your body is changing like this, darling. This is the sexiest you’ve ever looked.”

He pulls me on top of him to ride his cock so he can finish in my pussy, his hands caressing my swollen belly and my heavy breasts as I bounce on top of him.

I feel ridiculous, but the way he looks at me makes me feel like the most beautiful woman in the world.

When he unloads in my pussy, his groan of satisfaction sets off another orgasm for me.

I love being my husband’s breeding slut.

Craving more breeding smut?
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