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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: age gap, babysitter, breeding kink, pregnancy, possessive MMC, praise kink.

















1









JAMES





WHEN MY MUCH younger babysitter, Hayley, starts sobbing about her boyfriend I don’t know what to say. I’m often tongue-tied when it comes to this sexy young woman with mouth-watering curves. I am torn between wanting her with every fiber of my being and trying to act appropriately.

 

I’m a single dad, so I want to make her feel comfortable in my home. It’s late at night and my son is safely tucked up in bed.

 

I had to ask Hayley what had happened when I came home from my business trip and saw how upset she was. In her ribbed bodycon dress I could see every inch of her curvy hourglass figure, and for some reason her tears only drew me closer towards her.

 

“He cheated on me with my best friend,” Hayley says, her plump lower lip wobbling as she looks up at me. “I don’t know why.” She looks so ashamed and confused, this delicious young girl with her whole life ahead of her. I want to tell her that whoever that guy was, he was an idiot. Instead, I mumble something about how there are other fish in the sea.

 

The truth is, my mind is racing with fantasies about showing this young, vulnerable woman what it’s like to be with a real man. A man who takes care of her, who shows her the best sex she’s ever had, and can provide her with the support she needs in life.

 

What kind of asshole would make her cry? That boy doesn’t know what he’s missed out on. Hayley had been babysitting my son Will for years and I know her to be a sweet, caring girl. Not to mention that she is a walking wet dream, with her generous chest and an ass so big that it jiggles when she walks.

 

I’ve tried my best not to pay attention to her body, but Hayley is so voluptuous that it’s impossible not to stare. Every part of her drips with fertility, and the best part is, she is totally oblivious to it. Maybe because it’s new to her. She has developed into a stunning, curvy woman while she’s been away at college. It felt like one summer she came back and suddenly fulfilled every sexual fantasy I’ve had.

 

This year her figure has been particularly hard to ignore, with her newly tight clothing revealing every detail of that body. She’s petite, much shorter than me, but her body is ripe and womanly.

 

Seeing the swell of her breasts every day when I get home from work leaves my balls aching and desperate to fill her with my seed, to claim her and make sure she never leaves me. I have spent many nights imagining what she would look like bouncing on my cock, imagining how her pretty cunt would feel stretching around my thick shaft.

 

Too bad she’s half my age. Not to mention the fact that I’m her employer. We can never be together, no matter how much my cock strains at my pants when she’s this close to me. Besides, there’s no way she feels the same way that I do. I’m old enough to be her father, and what kind of girl would want that? Only a slut.

 

And yet. When Hayley looks up at me and asks for a hug, her voice breaking with a sob, I am powerless to resist the pull of my desire for this young woman.

 

As she curls her soft, small body into me, crying, a wave of protectiveness rushes through my veins. I pull her closer despite myself, my natural instincts to take care of this doe-eyed beauty kicking in. She’s so fragile in my arms, like her heartbreak has shattered the rest of her body too.

 

The sensation of holding this young woman in my arms only deepens my attraction. Through her tight blouse I can feel the points of her nipples, the soft plumpness of her tits, and the taut, delicate pressure of her arms wrapped around my back. She looks up at me, dark lashes framing her shining grey eyes, and my balls begin to ache.

 

I can barely think with her pressing herself against me like this. It's so hard to focus on what’s appropriate, on why this shouldn’t happen, when it feels like all the blood in my body is rushing towards my cock, getting ready to claim this young woman. I’m so hard now that it’s incredible she hasn’t noticed the bulge in my pants.

 

“I’m sorry, sweetheart. He sounds like an asshole.” I clear my throat and try to pull away from this hug, which has become irresistibly erotic. At least on my end. I can’t imagine that this young woman would be interested in me and my boring, homely life.

 

Instead Hayley burrows deeper into my chest. “Please,” she says. The motion, the soft whimpering sound of her sobs, and her tear-stained, shining eyes looking up at me are like kryptonite for my self-control. I feel it crumble around me.

 

Fine. If she wants a hug, I will give her a real hug. I squeeze her firmly in my arms, relishing the sweet, creamy scent of her skin and the clean smell of shampoo wafting up from her wavy hair. She is clinging to me so tightly, like I’m anchoring her to the world. I try to resist the urge to grab the heavy tits I can feel pushing against me. With every sob she thrusts them closer, like she’s daring me to feel them. I take a deep breath, trying to clear my head, but the smell of her only washes over me. Intoxicating.

 

I stroke her back, tracing the gorgeous sweep of her waist and her spine. I fight against the urge to bring my hands lower and squeeze the globes of her ass that strain at the tight, ribbed dress she’s wearing. The fabric is so thin under my fingers that it’s practically like she’s naked against me.

 


Stop being a pervert, James. This is your twenty-three year old babysitter. You cannot fuck her. She is not yours to claim. She does not want this.
 I shout these thoughts at my body but the fact that Hayley is so off-limits, so forbidden, only makes me harder.

 

Having that body so close and not touching it is sending my mind spinning down a depraved path. There’s so much I want to do to this girl and all of it ends with my cum gushing into her cunt. My feelings for this fertile goddess are primal and simple. To make her mine. To own her pussy. To be the only cock that gets to feel her tight, slick hole ever again. And, mostly, to get her pregnant.

  

My shaft is throbbing at the thought of taking her, of showing her exactly how I like it, of showing her exactly how a real dominant alpha male would fuck her. Something about her curves, her sweet smile, her gentle speaking voice, make me desperate to breed her. She’s been such a good babysitter that I know she loves children. I want people to see us together, her belly swollen with my child, and know that this girl was so addicted to my cock that she didn’t care if I knocked her up.

 

My attempt at self-control only makes my cock throb more. It’s been at least a few minutes now, a strangely long hug, that I’m wondering whether Hayley is getting something out of this too. Wishful thinking, I tell myself. But then she sighs with something that sounds like pleasure, her sobbing now over, and presses her hips even closer to me.

 

Game over.

 

The movement sends her right against my thick bulge. My hard-on is wedged between us, resting against her soft tummy. There’s no way she can overlook it now. Hayley lets out a gasp when she feels it, but says nothing.

 

Instead, she presses herself even closer to me, as if to make sure that it’s really there. My pants tighten painfully and I freeze.

 

“James, you’re… hard,” Hayley whispers, almost to herself, surprise in her shining eyes.

 

I wait for her to push me away, to quit this babysitting job, to tell me she wants nothing to do with me ever again. I have ruined everything because I was consumed with my desire for her.

 

Instead she reaches for my bulge, smiling. The open lust that crosses her face makes her look even prettier than she normally is, her cheeks flushing and her lips parting as she places a hand over my bulge. As if she wants it in her mouth. As if she’s a little slut who can’t resist a massive cock, even if its owner is her much-older boss.

 

“You like this, Hayley?” I say, my eyebrows shooting up. I can’t believe that she would be attracted to a man who is twice her age.

 

“God yes,” she says, her eyes fixed with wonder on the outline of my shaft as she slowly rubs her little hands over it. It’s agony, this indirect pressure, the slow pace of it, and the angel who is at the other end. I can’t drag my eyes away from her pretty face, the naked desire in her eyes as she practically drools for my big dick.

 

“I don’t know if we should do this, Hayley,” I say. My voice is almost a growl, the infuriatingly slow hand job pushing me to the limit of my self-control. If this slut makes one more move I’m going to snap and take her, rules be damned.

 

“Why not?” she asks, her eyes filling with tears again.

 

“I have certain requirements,” I say. Every word is an effort, but I need to make this clear before I scare off the girl of my dreams. “I am dominant. If we fuck, you have to do what I say. And once we do this, I’m not going to be able to keep my hands off you. This is not a one-time thing. Your cunt will be mine. You will be my little slut, forever.”

 

“Whatever you want, James. I’ll be your little slut,” she agrees, her voice a little breathless. Those wide grey eyes flick to my face to gauge my reaction. Her quick acquiescence and the excited smile on her face show me that she really is ready to be dominated.

 

“Good girl. And call me sir,” I say, gesturing for her to unzip my pants.

 

“Sir,” she breathes, nodding her head. As if she’s testing out the word, to see how it feels on her tongue.

 

I don’t tell her about my desire to breed her. That can come later, when I’ve shown her what it’s like to fuck a real man. She will be so addicted to my cock that she will want my seed too, I’m sure of it.

 

Even now, she’s staring at my bulge with such hunger that I know this babysitter is going to be my perfect cumslut.













2









HAYLEY






SIR. YES, SIR
 . It turns me on just thinking those words and remembering what James said. He will own my pussy. I will be his slut. Those words in his deep, husky voice sent a gush of moisture straight to my panties.

 

From the first day I started working here I’ve wanted him. James McKinnon. The bigshot corporate lawyer whose wife tragically died of cancer, leaving him alone with his young son William. Everyone knows him around here. The biggest house on the fanciest street. The law firm in the big city. The sports cars.

 

I was surprised that he chose me, out of the many girls who wanted the babysitting job. We all knew that James McKinnon would pay well. I vividly remember the interview, when he told me I was the only one who seemed nurturing enough to take care of Will.

 

Speaking to him in that meeting, one on one, redefined my desires. Suddenly I knew what a real man was. I never wanted to go back to the boys in my classes at college. I wanted men who wore suits, who had money, who knew how to please a woman. Something in my body screams at me to lock him down as a provider, to tie him to me in a way he can’t deny.

 

The way he takes control of every situation makes me feel safe and protected. He is so much bigger than me, with broad shoulders and huge hands.

 

James is not quite a silver fox, but he will be one day. Right now, his thick hair is sprinkled with grey but still mostly chestnut brown. The crinkles next to his piercing blue eyes give his face a dignity and wisdom. Other than the lines on his face and the hair on his chest he could be much younger. Once I saw him mowing the lawn, shirtless, his corded abs dripping with sweat and his arm muscles flexing with power.

 

But this god of a man has been nothing but infuriatingly professional towards me. Until now.

 

I’ve been so obvious about my attraction to him, so desperate. Being near him, in his house, always sends me into a kind of heat.

 

I’ve never felt desire like this. Late at night, when he was away on a business trip and I had to stay at the house, I would crawl into his bed and masturbate at the thought of him. The sheets smelled like him and his manly scent was as addictive as a drug to me. I hoped he would somehow find out about it, so I could confess my lust for him, but he never did.

 

I thought that I was such a freak for wanting this older man. Let’s face it, I told myself, there’s no way that he would be interested. He’s so hot and so eligible, with his mansion and his designer suits.

 

I will admit, I’ve doubled-down on my attempts to seduce him this past year. I invested in a sexier wardrobe, one that showcased my curves with tight, low-cut dresses. I started wearing lip gloss and mascara. I just never thought it would actually work. I thought he would see me as a girl with a silly little crush on him.

 

If I’d known that crying about a break-up was all it would take I would have been working on my acting skills for years. I’ve never felt so safe and protected as when he hugged me close tonight.

 

Now I’m kneeling down and his massive bulge is right in front of my face, throbbing and hard. And it’s all for me.

 

I moan as I pull down his boxer briefs and finally see his cock in all its glory. It is the giant daddy dick of my dreams. His erection is standing straight up, almost hitting his stomach. The shaft is thick and textured with pulsing veins. The head is shiny and bulging, the end already glazed with pre-cum. Behind it, his balls are swollen and huge, almost threatening. I stroke them with my hands and they feel so tight.

 

“Does my little slut like what she sees?” he asks, resting the shaft against one of my burning cheeks. He rubs his hard cock on my cheek, the skin velvety and soft. A smear of his precum spreads over my skin.

 

“Yes, sir,” I lick my lips and open my mouth for him.

 

“Good girl. You are the reason my cock is hard. Keep your eyes on mine,” he says.

 

I want to drink in the sight of his perfect cock for a few seconds more but I need to do what he says. The commanding tone of his voice makes me look up. I meet his intense gaze and see a half smile playing on his lips as he looks down at me, on my knees with my mouth hanging open for him. Just like he told me. “You are so pretty with my cock next to your face darling.”

 

Then he thrusts into my mouth, wrapping my ponytail around his hand to guide my movements. To control me.

 

I can’t believe this is happening. I can’t believe this powerful, wealthy older man is about to claim my mouth with his massive dick.

 

His hot, throbbing cock pushes into my mouth. I swirl my tongue around the head, tasting the delicious saltiness of his precum and feeling him twitch with pleasure as my tongue bathes his cock.

 

I start to feel lightheaded as he pushes deeper into my mouth, and I can see that there’s so much more of his shaft to go. I’m barely even halfway and I feel like he’s impaling my face. The girth is so wide that I can barely get out a noise around his cock.

 

“Fuck, such a tight little throat,” he groans, almost to himself.

 

The deep sounds of his pleasure motivate me to keep going, to relax my throat and let him claim it. I’ve never sucked such a huge dick before, and I’ve never trusted anyone enough to let them fuck my face. With James, I trust him enough to let him have total control of my body. I want him to use me however he needs to get off.

 

“You’re doing so well, sweetheart. Such a good little cockslut,” he says as he pulls my mouth off his cock for a second, giving me just enough time to take one desperate breath before his cock is crammed into my mouth again.

 

Drool drips down my chin as he plunges back into my throat. I keep my eyes on his, watching his eyes glaze over and half-close with lust as he fucks my face. He’s getting rougher now, less worried about whether he’s hurting me. I don’t break eye contact, enjoying the sight of this man losing control.

 

My eyes water as he hits the back of my throat again and again, but I like it. It gets me wet that I am just a means to an end for him right now. My throat is just a sleeve for his cock. I am nothing but pure pleasure for him, a tool that he can use to cum. More saliva pools in my mouth as he thrusts deeper.

 

I can taste the salt of my own tears, mingling with the spit and precum. He is getting close now. I feel his cock twitch against my tongue.

 

“Fuck yes, slut,” he cries out as he picks up the pace again. His fat balls slap against my chin.

 

I gag, my throat constricting, and it sends him over the edge. He grips my head with both hands, forcing his cock deeper into my throat, and lets out a loud groan as he floods my throat with his seed.

 

I can feel the huge load of his hot cum slide down into my stomach. Stars cross my vision as he holds his cock deep inside me until he’s finished dumping his load, making sure my throat gets every last drop.

 

I lick around him with my tongue to make sure I’m not missing any cum, cleaning the head as he pulls his cock from my mouth. Then I suck in a huge, gasping breath and wipe the spit from my face.

 

“Such a good girl. You did so well.” He releases my ponytail and smooths some stray curls back from my face. “What do you say?”

 

“Thank you, sir,” I reply, my voice croaky and sore. He pulls me to my feet and kisses the tears from my cheeks.
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JAMES





THESE ARE THE kind of tears I like to see my sluts cry. The sign of a good face fucking.

 

Hayley looks so beautiful as I pull her up, her mascara smeared under her eyes and her lips swollen from my cock. Her throat was so silken and tight around me, milking my cum. She did so well. I think face-fucking will have to become a part of our daily routine.

 

But right now it’s her turn to come. She’s still wearing her blue body con dress, but I want to see that curvy body. Watching those fat tits jiggle as I fucked her face has made me desperate to see her naked. I am so excited to see her pretty cunt.

 

I grab the hem of her dress. “Arms up, slut,” I say. She complies immediately.  

She’s so obedient already. I can’t imagine her denying me anything. I really did pick out the perfect slut when I chose a babysitter. There’s something gentle and nurturing about Hayley which I think will make her a great mother. Those same qualities make her my perfect, submissive little slut.

 

I throw the dress to the floor and take a second to admire Hayley’s gorgeous figure.

 

“I can’t believe I’ve been letting you wear clothes, slut,” I say, almost breathless as I take in the work of art that is her body. “You’re unbelievable.”

 

I don’t think my fantasies even came close to the beauty that is standing before me right now. Every part of her radiates health and fertility, like she’s some nymph sent here specifically to tempt me. The sheen of sweat on her body from our activities only adds to it.

 

Her fat tits are enormous. If anything, her slutty wardrobe has been hiding them from me. I growl with lust as I grab them both in my hands, squeezing them roughly. She isn’t wearing a bra and honestly, I’m not sure they even make bras in this size. Each breast is about the size of my head, the swollen creamy skin topped with the cutest pink nipples.

 

I can’t resist suckling on one of her nipples and trying to imagine how these swollen tits would grow even larger if – when – this fertile young girl gets knocked up by my seed. She moans at the feeling of my lips brushing against her nipple.

 

Her waist is almost impossibly narrow underneath those massive mounds. Her skin is supple and soft as I grab her waist, kissing her bellybutton. She’s not skinny, but I can feel the tension in her abdominal muscles underneath that pale, satin skin.

 

Then her hips flare out wide. They’d have to be wide, to support the massive globes of her impossibly round ass. Her panties have disappeared between those ass cheeks, and once again I can’t imagine that it’s easy for Hayley to find underwear that could contain them. Luckily for her that doesn’t matter. She’s not going to be needing clothes for what we’re doing. It’s like she was built to fuck and bear children.





I can’t resist spanking each of her cheeks, just to see how they ripple and redden at the stinging touch. She whines when I spank her. I’ll have to think up a reason to punish her, just to feel those round ass cheeks twitching under my hand and to hear the beautiful sound of her pain.

 

I strip down her panties and attack her pussy with my mouth. She’s dripping already, the taste of her sweet juices so fresh and flavorful. I shove my tongue into her, growing hard again at the feeling of her slick, tight hole.

 

She’s already getting desperate, trying to ride my face to increase the friction. We can’t have that. I move to her clit, where she will be most sensitive. Her swollen nub slides around under my tongue as I lap at it, relentlessly.

 

“Don’t come yet, slut,” I tell her as I feel her start to buck her hips. She needs to learn that this is my cunt, not hers.

 

She lets out a long whine at that, and I slap her pussy to teach her a lesson. She gasps and I feel another gush of moisture wet her already lubricated folds. So she likes pain. Something to remember for future.

 

“Please, sir,” she says, trying to grind against my tongue. I lift my head to look at her face and shake my head. She is desperate, her mouth open, her grey eyes glazed, her blonde curls wild around her shoulders.

 

I go to town on her swollen little clit, feeling it twitch and jump as I suck it into my mouth. “Please, James,” she cries out.

 

I continue to suck, loving the feeling of her whimpering and trembling beneath me as I send these sensations to rock through her body. She is powerless and I am in control of her body.

 

When I feel her getting close I shove a finger into her cunt and start to fuck her, roughly. She cries out, a wordless and high-pitched moan.

 

I stuff her with another finger, pounding them deep inside her until her pussy makes squelching noises that are music to my ears. My cock strains at my pants when I see how pink and swollen her slick pussy lips have become from this abuse.

 

My face is soaked with her sweet honey and I lick my lips before diving back down to torment my little slut some more. She is writhing on the couch now as she struggles to contain the strength of her pleasure.

 

Her little nub is protruding so far now, so sensitive, that she’s moving and crying out with every tiny flick of my tongue. Her eyes are squeezed tightly shut and her huge tits are shaking with effort as she wills herself not to come.

 

“What a mess, little slut,” I say as I lick up more of her sweet juices. She’s so wet that she’s creating a puddle on the couch. I curl my fingers inside her to hit her rough G-spot.

 

“Come now,” I command her.

 

Then I watch her explode, my tongue on her clit as she shakes with the force of the orgasm that ripples through her body. She cries out, and I take hold of her hands to ground her as she screams.

 

I think maybe I’ve gone too far, as I look down at the dazed, panting slut before me. She’s still bucking with her orgasm, and she looks so confused, as if she couldn’t really form a coherent sentence.





“Are you okay, slut?” I ask. She just clings to my arm, nodding. I kiss her softly, enjoying the slick, hot feeling of her well-fucked mouth against mine.

 

“I’ve never come so hard before, sir,” she whispers to me. “I almost blacked out.”





“You did so well, my darling.”

 

I just cuddle her for a while, holding her twitching body in my muscled arms and listening to her breathing calm down. It feels good just to wrap my arms around her and know that she is mine.





But we have forever to cuddle. Right now, my need to claim this woman properly is increasing by the second.

 

Eventually, when she sighs and relaxes her spent body against me, the feeling of her hot slit against my raging hard-on becomes too much. My balls are about to explode and I need to unload my seed into this fertile young woman. To make sure she can never leave me.

 

It’s wrong but our age difference makes me want to breed her even more. If I get her pregnant now, while she’s still in her early twenties, we’ll be able to have seven or eight children. I’ll be able to keep her constantly pregnant through her sexiest years, a housewife whose only purpose in life is to serve my cock and raise my children.

 

I look down at Hayley’s perfect body. Her fat tits are rising and falling as she pants, exhausted, on the couch. Her little waist is so narrow, and her belly so soft. The perfect hourglass figure.

 

I picked the right girl for the babysitter job, I think, congratulating myself. Though I’ve never admitted it to myself before now, maybe this was in the back of my mind all along, when I chose the sweetest, sexiest girl in the world to babysit my son.

 

At Hayley’s petite height, a huge, pregnant stomach will look obscene. People will talk when they see this young woman hanging off my arm, swelling up with my seed. Let them, I think. Other men will seethe with jealousy when they see my young, fertile wife.

 

She’s already drained my cock so well, swallowing my first load deep into her stomach. She’s cum so hard that she almost passed out in my arms. Now, her little pussy will be ready for my load. She’s slick and ready to be bred by my huge cock.

 

“My good little slut,” I say to her. “I want to put a baby inside you.”
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HAYLEY





I HADN’T THOUGHT about having kids anytime soon. But as soon as James mentions that he wants to knock me up, my already sensitive pussy gushes with moisture.

 

I trust him so much, I feel safe with him, and raising his children is the only thing I want to do in the future. He can support me, whatever happens, I think, looking down at the gold watch on his muscled wrist.

 

This man is a provider. I’ve watched him be the best daddy to Will. If my own children could have that life, I’d be happy.

 

I nod my head before I’ve really thought it through.





“Please, sir, give me your cum,” I ask him. “Make me a mommy.”

 

James looks emotional at that, bending down to kiss me deeply. His salt and pepper stubble bristles against my skin, setting me on fire.





“On one condition,” he says. “Hayley, when I knock you up, we are getting married. Okay?”

 

I nod, throwing my arms around his wide shoulders.





“Yes, sir.”

 

As I say the words I imagine swelling with James’ seed, having a piece of him growing inside me, my breasts filling with milk, my body changing all because of him. Letting everybody know that this is the man who my pussy belongs to.  

 

The thought stirs something deep within me. I want to milk this older man’s cock. I want him to claim my womb. I don’t want him to just fuck me, I want him to mark me forever as his.

 

“I think I’ve wanted to do this since I first saw you,” he murmurs. I look up at him, this man with his muscled body, his masculine hairy chest, and those sexy streaks of grey in his hair.  

 

“Me too.” It makes me feel so much better to know that this older man has always felt the irresistible connection between us as well.

 

He rubs his head on my wet slit and I grind my clit against it. That huge cock is going to split me in half. I can’t wait. There’s a hot ache forming between my legs as I try to imagine what his cock will feel like.

 

Nothing could have prepared me.

 

As he thrusts into me all the air leaves my lungs. I will my pussy to relax around him. I look down to see that it’s only the tip of his cock that he’s pushed in so far, though it feels like I am already full to the brim. I can’t imagine how he’s going to fit it all in.

 

“I know it’s big, slut, but you can take it,” James tells me, his voice soft and encouraging. He starts to rub my clit, which is still so sensitive from before. The sight of his big hand playing with my little pussy brings me to the edge just as much as the sensation of his thumb against my nub.

 

“That’s it, baby.” He slides deeper into me, the pain of his impossible size slowly morphing into overwhelming pleasure.

 

I move my hips, grinding against him, suddenly soaring with pleasure again. His cock is so big in my sensitized pussy that I can feel his every thrust rocking against my clit, bringing me closer to an orgasm.

 

I grip his back as he thrusts again, digging my fingernails in. I have to hold onto him to stay grounded to something as my mind becomes foggy with pleasure.





The feeling of this cock opening me up, stretching out my most sensitive places, is overwhelming. My mind goes totally blank. This is all I can focus on, the feeling of this cock somehow short-circuiting my brain. All I want is to feel this gigantic cock unload inside me.

 

I hear a distant whine and it’s only when James speaks that I realise I’m making the noise.

 

“My little slut likes that, doesn’t she?” He thrusts into me, hard. “Hmm?”

 

I can’t speak, I’m teetering so intensely on the edge of a great cliff. He keeps talking and all I can think about is how much I want his cum inside me. How good it will feel to be filled up by this giant cock.

 

He squeezes my tits as he thrusts deeper into me, pinching both nipples. I cry out and he lets out a low groan at the sight of me squirming under his cock. The pain melds with the pleasure in my mind, coursing through my veins.

 

“I think you’re a dirty little slut and you like this so much that you can barely speak right now. I think you’re desperate to cum. I think my big cock has broken your brain. Is that right, slut?”

 

My walls contract at his words. I’m trying to hard not to cum but everything he says sends another gush of hot moisture through me.





“Whose pussy is this?” he asks.





“Yours,” I moan, only just managing to form the words. “It’s your pussy, sir.”





He starts to pound into me hard, his face a mask of pure lust as he stretches out my pussy.





“This tight little cunt is mine. Mine, slut, do you understand? And once I cum inside you it will be mine forever.”

 

I nod frantically as he pounds into me. He grabs my ankles with his hands and forces them far apart. I’m spread so wide now that he can finally slide his entire length inside me. He’s so deep inside me that I feel his balls slap against me with every thrust.

 

“Please,” I gasp, finally summoning the words to ask for permission to come. If I don’t, I feel like my ovaries might burst from denial.





“Please, sir, please I need to cum. Please let me cum.” I’m babbling now, my pussy squeezing his cock with every word.

 

James meets my gaze with those icy blue eyes, assessing how far gone I am. He bends down to press a kiss to my lips before whispering, “Come,” in my ear.

 

I let myself go, my mind drifting away from my body on a cloud of pure pleasure as my muscles contract around his thick shaft, squeezing him until he can’t help but give me the cum my body so desperately wants.

 

Nothing I’ve ever felt can replicate the safe, calming feeling of James pumping me full of his hot seed and grunting on top of me.





As his cum bathes my cervix in warmth, he places a hand gently on my lower stomach. Right on the spot where our baby will soon be growing.

 

“I’m going to knock you up, slut,” he growls in my ear. He pins me to the couch with his weight as he drains the last of his cum inside me. He leaves his cock to soften in my cunt, plugging in the sticky juices of our coupling to soak into my womb.

 

“I hope so, sir,” I say, panting.

 

We roll carefully onto our side, him spooning me from behind with his cock still inside me. He kisses my neck gently. “There’s more where that came from, Hayley. And it’s all for you. All of my cum is going straight into your womb until you’re pregnant.”

 

I remember the size of this older man’s giant balls and smile. He has so much more cum to give me and I can’t wait to take it. “That sounds perfect.”

 

I fall asleep sated and full, with James’s cock stuffed in my pussy and his strong arms wrapped around me. My protector. My provider. My family.





I dream of this rich, older man knocking me up and making me his. I’ll always be ready to take his seed, from now on.
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His Fertile Student: An Age Gap Breeding Short Story




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


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

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

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

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

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



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

 

Get your free 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.






Forbidden Babymaking



Professor’s Fertile Intern



His Fertile Brat







Fertile and Fresh



Knocked Up by the Single Dad



Knocked Up by the Grumpy Professor



Knocked Up by my Daddy’s Best Friend



Baby for my Obsessed Boss



Knocked Up by my Possessive Neighbor
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