

NAUGHTY FOR THE OLDER MAN


A FERTILE FORBIDDEN AGE GAP EROTICA


R. L. ROCHESTER



BLURB


My Dad’s best friend can’t resist me, even if our relationship will cause a scandal.

Spoiled heiress Mackenzie told people she wanted to travel after graduating college. Really, she has set her sights on an older man.

Chris Montaigne is a billionaire, the most handsome man she’s ever met, and he lives in Paris. Instead of caving to Mackenzie’s desires, this stern older man tells her she’s spoiled, and needs to learn what it’s like to wait.

Despite his words, Chris can’t hold out long. Not when this gorgeous young woman is pushing him further and further each day.

As Mackenzie sulks from rejection, he decides to teach her a lesson. If she can be a good girl, he’ll give this pouting twenty-two year old everything she wants.

Once she’s disciplined and well-behaved, she’ll swell with his baby…

This is a smutty short read. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA with marriage and pregnancy. Tropes include: age gap, forbidden love, breeding, discipline, spanking, older man/younger woman.
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ONE
MACKENZIE


Sometimes I feel like everything in my life has been laid out for me and I have no choice but to accept it.

Even though I really want to tear it all down. Every single thing in this house of cards that has depends on me, with no one ever asking me if it was what I wanted. 

All my life I’ve been another tool that my Dad could use to advance his business interests. My fiancé, chosen by my parents, my clothes, the college I went to, even my friends are people who my family approves of.

If I even tried to expand my social circle, my mother would refuse to invite the new person over to the house until she knew who their parents were and approved of them. As if it was unthinkable that I might want to connect with someone who didn’t come from money or a similar background to my own.

These might not seem like the most pressing problems in the world, but I feel like I’m suffocating. At the age of 22, I feel like I’ve never made a single decision in my life.

The one shining beacon was my trust fund money, which was mine to spend at 21. As soon as I graduated, I took the money and went off on an around-the-world trip.

My parents have been explaining this away as a phase that I’m going through, my fiancé isn’t taking it seriously either, but they don’t know that I’m a different person now. 

Stepping off the plane in a new place felt like freedom. The partying has been fun. Beaches, sights, six months of the best clubs that I can get into, new friends, new sights. 

But now that I’m in Paris I can admit that there’s another reason I planned this trip. It wasn’t just the parties, the travel, the freedom. 

I’m here to seduce my Dad’s best friend, billionaire Chris Montaigne. 

“I don’t think this is going to work,” my best friend Greta tells me when I announce my plan to her over a video call.

“But New Year’s—” I begin.

Two years ago on New Year’s Eve, Greta and I went to a party in the Swiss alps at an old friend’s house. My family did not attend, which meant I could actually have fun for once.

Chris was there too, with his supermodel girlfriend on his arm. It was the first time I’d seen him in years, and we hit it off more than I’d expected. 

I might have developed a bit of an obsession. The thing is, he’s not just rich. He’s hot, massive and has the jawline of a brooding period-drama hero. His thick, dark hair is black and constantly looks messy, like he’s too deep in thought to care how his hair looks. There’s this intimidating edge to him that makes me want to melt into the ground.

I hear Greta sigh on the end of the line. “He ran away, Mackenzie. You love to conveniently forget that part.”

“But before then… It was the best kiss of my life, Greta.”

I’ll never forget it. I’d planned the whole thing, of course, conveniently finding myself alone at midnight with Chris on a balcony. 

“It’s midnight,” I’d said, listening to the boom of the first big firework and the yells of the party downstairs. 

“I guess it is,” he’d replied, running a hand across the layer of stubble coating his jaw. 

I’d looked at him expectantly, his eyebrows lowering over his eyes as he seemed to consider what I was implying. When he opened his mouth, probably going to withdraw or tell me why this was a terrible idea, I stood on my tiptoes and kissed him lightly. Just a peck, really, brushing my lips against his. 

But God, did he kiss me back. 

One hand cupped the back of my head and his hand cupped my waist, pulling me closer. He kissed me in a way that let me surrender myself entirely, his lips as sure and commanding as his hands were on my body. 

I melted. This was what had been missing every time I’d kissed someone else. I’d always had to think about something, to second guess myself or take the lead. With Chris, there was no question that he was in charge, that he knew what he was doing, and that he was going to make it good — no, great — for the both of us.

Then he’d pulled away and I’d seen the flash of desire in his eyes replaced with a look of panic at what he’d done. He left so fast that if it wasn’t for my lips tingling with the sensation of his stubble, I’d have wondered if it had even happened.

I sulked the rest of the week. Okay, I probably sulked for longer than that, mainly to Greta. 

Chris is the first thing I’ve ever wanted and can’t have. But this week, I’m going to change that. 

“Just… Don’t get your hopes up, Mackenzie,” Greta says on the other end of the phone line. “I’ve had to hear you scream about that kiss for long enough to know how obsessed you are.”

Greta has every right to be skeptical about my plan. But she doesn’t know Chris like I do. In the months since, he’s become someone that I turn to for advice. The kiss wasn’t just some error of judgment — we get each other. I think he’s one of the only people who truly understands me, who sees me as a real person with desires and thoughts other than what my family has set out for me. 

I hang up the call feeling more nervous than I did before. It’s not like I have some perfect plan for how I’m going to seduce Chris. I decided to come to Paris as part of my travel itinerary and that’s as far as I’ve gotten. Now, as I sit on the train that’s taking me into the city center, I decide it’s time to shoot my shot. 

I didn’t book a hotel in Paris, so technically it’s not a lie to tell him I don’t have anywhere else to go. 

“Mackenzie?” He picks up immediately, and the sound of his gravelly voice at the other end of the lines reassures me that this is a good idea. “Are you okay?”

“Chris! Dad said I should call you.” 

That’s a lie. My father knows I’m traveling, but he has no idea that I came here with a plan, or that the plan involves seducing his best friend. 

“My accommodation in Paris fell through. So I was thinking that I could stay with you while I’m here.”

There’s a pause at the other end of the line. Chris has been trying to avoid seeing me on my travels ever since New Year’s Eve, and I can almost feel him searching through a list of available excuses. 

But at the end of the day, he’s a good man. He’s not going to leave me without anywhere to stay in Paris. 

“When are you arriving?”

“Uh, I’m actually here right now.” 

“Right now?” I hear some rustling like he’s getting out of bed. Is he with someone? I hear a woman speaking in French, but I can’t make out the question. 

“Mhmm, I just got off the train…” I’m increasingly nervous that this plan isn’t going to work out.

“Okay.” Chris sounds almost nervous. “Give me a few hours to sort out the spare room in the apartment. I’ll text you the address.”


TWO
CHRIS


This was a bad idea. Terrible, actually.

I am acutely aware exactly how bad of an idea this was as Mackenzie Roth storms into my apartment in a cloud of light floral perfume and hair products, looking stunning as she drops a bulging suitcase to the floor and whips off her sunglasses.

Her platinum blonde hair flows over her shoulders, her skin is sun-kissed from months of travel, and as always, she’s wearing an outfit that could be described as a wet dream of mine. This one makes her look like some kind of princess, with an ice blue crop-top hugging her breasts and a matching skirt that flares out over her hips. The silver body jewelry running like a harness over her chest only makes her curves more obvious. 

“Chris!” She pulls me down to her diminutive frame for an inappropriately long hug, as if she’s determined to remind me of my slip-up on New Year’s Eve. My hand rests on her lower back. My instinct is to move it lower, but I tense up completely to avoid that dangerous move. 

This is already torture enough. I can feel her perky tits and the hard buds of her nipples pressing against me through the thin silk of her top, and my cock starts to stir… Mackenzie’s body is not something I should be thinking about.

Not when Mackenzie is my best friend’s daughter and half my age. Quite literally, given that I turned forty-four.

“Thank you so much for having me. This place is incredible. I should have known that it would be insane, but still…” She keeps a hold of my elbow as I show her around the apartment.

I’m talking her through the space, how everything works, making small talk about what plans she has in the city — some friend she’s visiting — but the entire time I am entirely absorbed by the physical contact of this perfect young woman clinging onto me, pressing her body close to mine, and the stirring in my cock that’s growing more and more urgent. 

“So, any plans tonight?” Mackenzie leans forward over the bench, the low neckline of her silk cami giving me a view of everything except her nipples. 

I almost let out a groan at the sight of her breasts pressed together like that and cover it up with a cough.

“Are you okay?” Her eyebrows shoot up, but I think I catch the edge of her lips twitching into a smile. Does she know that she’s torturing me?

I make up some plans and mumble something about letting her get unpacked before I head out the door of the apartment. I’ll go to the office, check up on the business, read some board papers.

Anything to avoid being alone with her. 

The last time I saw Mackenzie Roth in person was that New Year’s Eve. About two minutes past midnight. She was looking at me with those soft brown eyes as wide as I’d ever seen them as I backed away, appalled with myself. Yes, she’d thrown herself at me, yes, she’d clearly orchestrated this so that she would be alone with me on the balcony at past midnight… But I’d kissed her. I couldn’t help it. 

I kissed her soft lips, tasted the softness of her tongue, pulled her closer and wanted so much more than those two minutes. And then I realized what we were doing, as soon as the fireworks and cheers from downstairs brought me back to reality. 

What had I been thinking? Anyone could have seen us.

Mackenzie tried to pull me back to her, tugging at the collar of my shirt, but it was too late. Regret had flooded my veins. 

I spun around, to check whether anyone had seen, but the party was continuing down below us. The balcony remained empty, the view over the valley dark and quiet.

I yanked myself out of Mackenzie’s grasp, shaking my head at her, unable to summon the words to tell her how deeply I regretted what we’d done. How it could never, ever happen again. She was looking up at me with an expression that I will never forget.

Her wide eyes were dazed but intense, her lips already swollen from the force with which I’d kissed her, and she was looking up at me with such need, as though she’d cry if I stopped touching her. 

And it almost broke me. I almost took her inside right then and stripped away that tiny sparkly dress to find out whether her pussy tasted as sweet as her mouth. 

That moment. These thoughts. This is exactly what I need to push out of my mind while she’s staying in my apartment. 
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Mackenzie is determined to make my life difficult. I don’t think I’m exaggerating when I say every outfit I’ve seen her in has involved less clothing. 

She’s up early for breakfast this morning, even though I’ve been trying to avoid her by waking early. The cream silk nightdress she’s wearing hugs her body tight, making it very clear that she’s got serious curves. Just in case I’d forgotten.

When I see her like that, just wearing a thin lace nightdress with her hair loose around her shoulders and her face bare of makeup, something stirs inside me. It feels right to have her here, in my home. I like knowing exactly where she is and what she’s doing. 

This is where Mackenzie should be, how she should look, every morning. And the way she’s looking at me right now, makes me think that I could walk up to her, bend her over the kitchen counter, and take her right now. 

“Do you like the nightdress?” 

Mackenzie twirls for me when she sees me staring. I realize I’m being too obvious in my half-asleep state. 

I clear my throat. “It’s… Nice.”

“Thanks, it’s new. I bought it from a boutique down the street. The shopkeeper asked me if I wanted to model their latest range and I said I’d think about it.”

“No.” I can’t help it. It slips out in a low growl as I pour us both a cup of coffee. 

Mackenzie tilts her head at me. “Why not?”

“Your father would kill me if he found out you’d been staying with me and ended up doing some boudoir photoshoot that will stay with you for life.”

“I think it would be fun. And you’re always dating models,” she points out.

I just about choke on my coffee. “That’s different. And they’re not lingerie models. Why do you know that, anyway?”

“Oh, I keep up to date with you,” Mackenzie replies, looking me dead in the eye. 

“You’re engaged,” I point out. “To the Prescott boy. Lawrence, isn’t it?”

“He’s not exactly a model,” is all she says, glancing at the huge rock on her finger and giggling.

I can’t help but smile at that. “But he will help the shipping side of the business grow.”

Mackenzie rolls her eyes. “You sound like my father.”

I wince a little at that.

From what I’ve heard from her family, Mackenzie is not particularly fond of her father or his plans for her pending marriage to the Prescott heir. She’s frustrated by her parents controlling her. I have some sympathy for her, knowing how regimented Paul can be… But that doesn’t mean I should interfere.

“Speaking of your father, I know he didn’t tell you to call me, Mackenzie. And I know that he’s annoyed you haven’t been updating him or Lawrence about your travel plans. They want you back in New York.”

Mackenzie is unfazed. She shrugs at me, pressing those plush lips together as she eats a spoonful of yoghurt. “So?”

“Why are you here?”

“Because I needed somewhere to stay in Paris,” she tells me quickly, as though it’s an answer she’s rehearsed. I’m not satisfied with that. 

“You have a trust fund that could get you a booking at any hotel in this city you wanted.”

“Maybe I wanted to experience real life in the city,” she replies cryptically. 

I shake my head at her. I’m starting to suspect that the real reason she’s here is nothing to do with her lack of accommodation. 

“Don’t you want me here, Chris?” She tilts her face up to mine and places her small hand on top of mine. That chaste physical contact is somehow enough to make me fully hard. 

I’m always in control of my reactions, but Mackenzie brings out a side of me that is beyond conscious thought. I’ve never had such sudden, overwhelming physical responses as I do when she’s touching me.

She’s got that expectant, innocent look on her face again. As if I could break her heart with whatever I say next.

I let out a resigned sigh. “You’re welcome to stay here as long as you want, Mackenzie.” I can’t lie to her, not when she’s looking at me like that. 

Her face breaks into a sunny smile that makes the entire room feel warmer. 

Mackenzie launches into a cheerful rundown of which tourist attractions she’s planning to visit today and which friends she’s meeting for lunch. 

In my head, I can’t stop wondering if she really did come to Paris just for me. 

I’ve given myself permission to look at the way her petite curves fill out that silk nightdress, I’ve left her hand on mine, and now my mind is fast spiraling back to a scenario where I plunge my throbbing hard-on into her tight pussy until she’s screaming my name.

Even the side of my brain that’s still capable of rational thought is replaying our conversation, wanting to go back and make Mackenzie admit why she’s really here. 

Not that it would change anything, anyway. 

If Mackenzie told me that she wanted me, that she’d come here for me… We’d still be in the same situation. 

I’d still be twice her age, still unwilling to imperil my entire business by offending her father.

There’s only one solution to this: there must be someone who can get Mackenzie out of my system. God knows there’s no shortage of attractive young women in Paris. The supermodel I kicked out to make room for Mackenzie, Clemence, was one of them, and there have been a string of women like that before. Now that I think about it, Clemence looks a lot like Mackenzie, with her blonde hair and freckles.

Somehow I think she’d pale in comparison with Mackenzie staying in my apartment. 

Other women might be beautiful. 

But they’re not her.


THREE
MACKENZIE


“Chris!” I call out as I enter the living room. “Could you help me with this top?”

It’s been five long days of trying to entice Chris. Moaning loudly in the shower with the door unlocked. Topless sunbathing on the rooftop. But no matter what I do, he refuses to come near me.

I have to create some kind of physical proximity between us — just like on New Year’s, I know he won’t be able to resist me if I hand him exactly what he wants on a platter. 

This silk scarf is my latest attempt. 

“I found it in a thrift store the other day. Cute, don’t you think?” I ask him as he approaches, holding out the scrap of designer fabric. I’m wearing just a bralette, but he’s used to that by now.

He takes the scarf in his hand, running the fabric through his hands. 

“This is not a top.”

“Duh, it’s a scarf. But I’m going to wear it like a top.” 

I show him how I want it wrapped around me, with a knot at the back.

“A little tighter,” I tell him, until it draws my breasts together. “Perfect. That’s it.”

I spin around to show him the result. 

There’s an immediate shift in the mood. 

His eyes drop to my breasts with barely contained hunger, but he’s not smiling. 

Chris’s face is stormy, his blue eyes flashing with steel.

I thought he might flirt with me while tying on the top, but I didn’t think he’d be mad about it. I wonder if I’ve offended him somehow. 

Something about the way he’s looking at me makes me freeze to the spot, like I’m in trouble. I feel the urge to fold my arms across the top, so he’ll stop staring at it like he wants to set it on fire. 

When he finally speaks, it’s in a low growl that sends heat coursing between my legs. “Do you think this is an appropriate way to behave when you’re a guest in someone’s home, Mackenzie?”

He knows I don’t care about what the appropriate way to behave is. It’s not like we’re strangers. I don’t have to walk on eggshells around Chris.

“Umm… No?” It seems like the only correct response that I can give.

I eye him from under my lashes. His face doesn’t soften one bit. God, his jaw is so square when it’s tensed like that…

“You think I don’t know that you’re teasing me?”

I shrug my shoulders. I notice everything Chris is doing, every single movement. Every time he looks at me is its own little thrill — is it really so wrong that I want him to notice me even more?

I’ve definitely got his attention now. His steely blue gaze is unrelenting, but I don’t flinch.

He’s talking fast now, under his breath. 

“At first, I thought you didn’t know you were doing it, Mackenzie. I thought I was just being driven crazy by having you so close to me.... Then I realized you knew exactly what you were doing. It was calculated. Every single thing this week was an invitation.”

I tilt my head and run my hand through my blonde hair, pushing it away from my forehead while I pout up at him. My heart is pounding with nerves. I think this might be it. I might have finally gotten to him, but I can’t celebrate just yet.

“I thought you might like to see more of me, Chris. To do more with me than just kiss.” 

As I remind him of New Year’s, I place one hand on his chest. He’s solid and warm, just like he was that night. So much taller and more solid than me that he feels like an immovable object.

Just as I’m working up the courage to push him even further, he cages me against the wall with his thick arms either side of me. I inhale a deep breath, his woodsy scent making me feel safe even as his words crackle with danger.

“Fuck. Don’t push me, Mackenzie.” His eyes flicker down to my face. “You’re a stubborn girl, aren’t you? You think you know what you want?”

I reach for the bulge in his pants, palming his rigid flesh through his pants, and he lets out a breath. He’s huge. 

I raise my eyes to meet his. “I do know what I want, Chris.”

He lets a stream of air out between his lips. “You don’t know what you’re asking for…” For the first time, this whole conversation, he seems unsure, pressing into my touch even as he frowns, his dark brows dropping over his eyes.

I soften my tone. “Please, Chris? Just once. Just sleep with me once, and I’ll leave you alone. I just need to get it out of my system.”

“Let me be clear about one thing, Mackenzie. If we do this…”

“When,” I correct him. 

There’s no way we’re not going to. Not now, when I’ve got him here, right where I want him.

But he shakes his head, still looming over me, with my back pinned against the wall. 

“Not when, Mackenzie. If. If we do this, it will be on my terms. It will not be because you decided to flash your tits at me. Even if you do have perfect fucking tits.” 

He runs his hand over my breasts as he speaks and I arch into his touch. “Or because I heard you moan my fucking name every night for a week as you fingered this tight cunt.” 

He toys with the hem of my skirt, his fingers grazing my inner thigh, but slides his hand back to my waist. 

“If we do this, it will be because I decided to teach you a lesson. Do you understand?”

I’m melting at the thought of what lesson Chris wants to teach me. “Yes,” I nod eagerly. So when he growls out an instruction: “Get on your knees,” I drop to the floor in an instant. 

“That’s right.” He nods his approval. 

But just as I think he’s going to let me take him in my mouth the way I want, he pushes my hands away from his belt.

Looking down at me with those piercing blue eyes, Chris cups my face tenderly with his hand. That motion alone is enough to make my clit flutter.

Fuck, I’m so ready to finally see his cock. 

“I love the sight of you on your knees for me, Mackenzie, but I don’t let spoiled brats suck my cock.”

As I kneel there, my mouth hanging open for him, he walks away and I hear the door of the apartment click shut.

Asshole.


FOUR
CHRIS


I go home fully intending to put a stop to this madness, to take things back, only to find Mackenzie in my bed.

Her pale pink lingerie set is embroidered with wildflowers. It’s made of mesh and silk, and so tiny that only the skin surrounding her nipples and her pussy are covered. Every other inch of her toned, petite body is entirely on display for me.

Mackenzie looks like a debauched fucking angel, her blonde hair loose around her shoulders in messy waves, her freckled cheeks flushed pink, and her skin glistening with sweat.

She’s obviously been touching herself. The room smells intoxicatingly good. The sheets are a mess around her ankles, a hot pink vibrator sitting on the nightstand, and her skin flushed with pleasure.

Every thought of stopping this has left my head. If the whole world was watching right now, it wouldn’t stop me from giving this little slut what she deserves. 

“You’re back,” she smiles when she sees me. “How was work?”

I have no appetite for small talk right now.

The thought that Mackenzie could be waiting for me like this every day runs through my mind. If I was to let her have what she wants. If she could prove that she’d be able to satisfy me, which is almost beyond question already. I already know that this woman is the embodiment of my fantasies, everything I’ve been searching for in the string of supermodels I’ve dated.

I pull off my tie and stand at the end of the bed, taking in the sight of Mackenzie where she’s propped herself up against the headboard in the centre of the bed with her legs spread. I stare at her with an evaluating gaze, narrowing my eyes.

“How many times did you cum?”

She giggles in response to my stern tone. “Only twice.”

“Only twice? You little slut.” 

“Your little slut… if you want me to be,” she leans forward to pull me onto the bed beside her and flutters her eyelashes at me.

This close to her, I can smell her arousal.

Every part of me is screaming at me to flip her onto her front and fuck that juicy pussy until she can barely think, but I want to make good on my promise. 

Mackenzie is a brat who deserves to be taught a lesson.

I take a deep breath, settle myself against the headboard and pat my lap. She straddles me, her perky tits pressing right against my chest and her hot core enticingly close to my hardness.

I allow myself to place one hand on Mackenzie’s waist, feeling the way her abdominal muscles tremble at my touch. I make her more nervous than she lets on.

“Tell me why you touched yourself.”

“I was just… so horny after our talk this morning. I couldn’t help it.”

“And you just couldn’t help doing it in my bed?”

Mackenzie nods her head, at least looking a little sheepish at that. “It smells like you…”

I wonder if she can feel the way that makes me throb with arousal. Mackenzie likes my scent the way that I’m being driven crazy by hers. Because she was made to take my cock. 

“Bad girl.” I’m so aroused that my voice comes out lower and rougher than usual. “And what were you thinking about?”

“You… Your cock… What kind of lesson you were gonna teach me…”

I tut my tongue. “Naughty. I’m happy to enlighten you on that.”

With my hands on her waist, I guide Mackenzie to the side and push her face into the pillows, so that she’s laid across my lap with her ass up.

I run my hand over the seam of her asscheeks, along the thong she’s wearing and over her pussy, feeling how damp she is with arousal. She’s so ready to be fucked.

“If you want me to stop, the safe word is pineapple. Got it?”

“Got it,” comes her muffled response.

At first, I just let myself admire Mackenzie’s perfectly round ass. She must have some kind of workout routine, because a girl her size has no right to have an ass so lush. Next to the sharp indent of her waist, those round ass-cheeks are obscene. I stroke her flesh slowly and tenderly, massaging her ass, sliding my hands up to cup her perky tits, and taking my time to get her worked up before I begin.

“When are you going to start?” she cries out, squirming in my lap.

“That’s not for you to decide. Stay still.”

She quiets down, but another minute later I can feel her frustration building again. 

“Chris…”

I bring my hand down on her ass, hard, and she lets out a yelp. “Is that what you wanted?”

Mackenzie lets out a whine that’s a mixture of pleasure and surprise.

I do it again. Her ass practically bouncing with the impact.

“It hurts,” she moans, but I can tell how aroused this is making her. She’s starting to grind her pussy against the edge of my thigh, seeking friction. 

“You know the safe word,” I remind her. “If you want me to stop…”

Mackenzie stays quiet for another blow. And another. On the fifth, she lets out a delicious whimper, her body starting to tremble in my lap. 

“Your ass is so red, darling.” I dig my fingers into the plush red flesh of her asscheek. “Does that hurt?”

Mackenzie nods her head and gives another pretty whimper as I squeeze her abused flesh.

“And do you want me to stop?”

She shakes her head. 

“Why not? Why don’t you want me to stop if it hurts so much?”

“I like it.”

I spread her asscheeks open to look at the glistening flesh of her pussy. “Fuck darling, this is making you so wet. You’re such a little slut, enjoying your punishment.”

I plunge a finger into her soaked pussy and Mackenzie lets out a strangled moan. Her muscles tighten around my finger. I add another finger, stretching her wider, and she responds by pushing back against my hand. She wants me to fuck her so bad. But I’m going to make her wait.

“Why do you like this so much, darling?”

“Mmm. Because it’s you, Chris,” comes her pain-drunk response. 

“Because you’re a brat who needs to be disciplined, by a man twice her age.”

I hit her ass again, watching the plush flesh ripple from the impact, then go back to fucking her pussy with two fingers.

I continue alternating between spanking her abused ass and fucking her with my fingers until Mackenzie is whimpering in my lap. She’s left a wet patch on my trousers, her nectar drooling all over my fingers. 

“You’re making a mess of my lap, darling.”

“I’m sorry, Chris.”

“I don’t think you are, really.”

She giggles at that and I tap her ass, pulling her back up so she’s straddling me. I wipe away the tears from her cheeks, admiring the glow that’s spread to her cheeks.

“I think you deserve a reward for being so obedient.”

“A reward?” Mackenzie blinks up at me from under her eyelashes. 

“How is that pussy feeling, darling?”

“Like it needs your cock in it, Chris.” 

Such a little slut. She looks me directly in the eyes as she says it with an innocent expression and I just about lose control right then. I could just unbelt my pants and slam inside that tight hole right now, stuff her full of cum.

Instead I take a deep breath. The strength of my desire for Mackenzie is mind-addling — if I want to follow through on what I want from her, we need to have a conversation, at least. 

I pull out my cock and give it a few strokes in my fist. I’m almost ready to finish just from that. Mackenzie looks hopeful, reaching for my cock, but I shake my head. 

“No hands, darling. You can grind on me until you cum.”

She pouts like she wants to argue but thinks better of it. 

I unhook her bra, cupping her soft breasts in my hands and playing with the silken skin of her nipples as she grinds her hot pussy against my cock.

“That’s a good girl. You know your place now. You’re not going to touch that pussy again without asking for permission.”

Mackenzie nods her agreement as she gets into a rhythm, rubbing herself along the length of my cock. Her panties are soaked with arousal, her thighs trembling with effort as she rubs herself on me with her hands on my shoulders for support.

“That’s right, make yourself come, darling. You deserve it.”

It’s watching her come apart that pushes me over the edge.

Mackenzie’s glossy pink lips part in a moan of pleasure, her head tilting back as she brings herself to orgasm on my cock. Her eyes flutter shut with pleasure. With a low grunt, I coat her pale pink thong in my cum, desperately wishing I was inside her. 

I hold her tight as her body slackens and tenses in my arms. 

It feels so right to have her in my arms, leaning on me for support, that I realize I don’t only want to fuck her.

I want something more permanent… I want to put a baby inside this fertile young woman.


FIVE
MACKENZIE


I wake up in Chris’s bed, my ass aching from the spanking last night. He’s cuddling me from behind, his body pressed against my back, and even with my aching ass I’m horny. In fact, the reminder of last night is almost making it worse. 

I don’t know why his stern, disciplining demeanor was so hot, but I loved the way he took control of me. I never knew that I craved pain, that I craved consequences, until he made me feel the pain of exactly what I’d been doing to him when I teased him all week.

When he wakes up, pulling me tighter against him, I try to grind against him, but he chuckles and rolls out of bed.

“Later,” he promises, holding me tight as I let out a whine of frustration. “There’s something we need to talk about first.”

He takes his time with his shower and morning gym routine, leaving me increasingly desperate for him.

“Okay, let’s talk,” I demand as soon as we’re at the table. He’s toweling his dark hair and tosses the towel aside when he sees the look on my face. 

He raises his eyebrows playfully. “So impatient. Are you still horny from last night, darling?”

I pout at him. He knows I’m still horny from last night. 

“Still sore from last night, more like.”

“Oh darling,” he bends down to kiss me sweetly, cupping my jaw and tilting my chin up to him with his huge hands. I can’t stay mad at him when he kisses me like that.

“I’m sorry that you’re sore, Mackenzie. Sometimes naughty girls just have to be taught a lesson so that they can learn to behave.”

Heat floods my core as his voice takes on that stern tone again. I kiss him again, deepening the connection between us, pressing myself against him, and I can feel how much he wants it…

But he stops abruptly once again. 

“Fuck it, fine.” I fold my arms across my chest and take a seat across the table from him. “Talk.”

Chris’s face turns serious as he stares out the window for a second. I watch his throat bob, like he’s preparing for a big speech.

“Mackenzie, if we do this, I’m not letting you go.” 

I blink at him. “What do you mean?”

Chris turns those steely blue eyes towards me. “I feel too strongly about you for this to be a one-time thing. Already I’m getting carried away, Mackenzie. Fantasizing about things that you have a right to know about.”

“Like what?”

“Breeding you. I want to get you pregnant, Mackenzie.” 

He says it matter of factly, as if we’re talking about the weather, his blue eyes steady on mine as he assesses my reaction.

I’m stunned. My mouth actually drops open as I process what he’s saying. “I don’t want to use protection, Mackenzie. I don’t want you on birth control. I want to fill you up, I want to track your cycle, I want to use you again and again on your most fertile days until you’re carrying my baby.”

My stomach flips with a mixture of nerves and excitement. 

I’d expected that Chris would want to say the polar opposite of all this. That he’d want to keep things casual, to hide our relationship because he was so much older. I was prepared to agree to all of that.

This, though, I didn’t see coming.

“And is this something you’ve done before? I thought you didn’t have kids…”

He shakes his head. “I don’t. This isn’t something I’ve wanted before, Mackenzie, but it’s all I can think about, with you.”

“Chris, I want to, but I’m engaged to someone else,” I whisper. 

He chuckles. It’s not the reaction I expected — Chris knows what my family are like. He knows that my engagement is a serious business deal to expand the shipping arm of the business. So why is he laughing? 

“I’m pretty sure they’ll call that off once they find out you’re pregnant with my baby.”

“You think… We should tell them? Afterwards?” I wonder if he can hear the rising panic in my voice. 

Sure, I’ve gone AWOL from my family, but I haven’t actively lied or cheated before. With the exception of the kiss on New Year’s. “Shouldn’t I break off my engagement before you try to knock me up?”

Chris lets out a groan at that, pulling me out of my seat and squeezing me against him. 

“Do you feel that, Mackenzie?” It’s impossible to miss. He’s hard. He’s had a hard-on this whole conversation. “It’s urgent,” he growls in my ear. “I can’t be bothered waiting for Paul and Lawrence and the fucking Prescotts to try and convince you to continue with the wedding. Once you’re pregnant, with my baby, it will be the end of the conversation. You’ll be mine.” 

He sounds so sure of himself, and his hands are traveling over my inner thigh, inching their way towards my panties. I’m so close to getting what I want.

It’s so tempting, such a simple solution. Of course they can’t argue with our relationship once I’m already pregnant.

I take off my engagement ring and place it on the table. Chris nods his approval and places a line of kisses along my jaw.

“That’s right, darling. I’ll get you one to replace that. From now on, everyone’s going to know that you’re mine and no one else’s.”

Chris’s arms tighten on my hips, pinning me in place against him as he starts to kiss my neck so hard I’m pretty sure he’s leaving a hickey. With him behind me, I can feel every inch of that hard cock, ready to burst through his briefs. 

Now that we’ve agreed, his hands are rough, urgent as he strips away my clothes and shoves down his own briefs. I’m reminded once again of how strong he is as he picks me up to guide me onto his cock, lifting me into position. It’s the easiest thing in the world to just go along with it.

“Ready?”

I nod my head and Chris guides me onto his tip. I sink onto his shaft with a moan of ecstasy. Every inch stretches me wider apart with delicious friction.

I’ve never had sex without protection before. I didn’t know it would feel so much better — or maybe that’s just Chris. 

His shaft keeps going and going, stretching me open until I’m sure there can’t be more. 

“Oh God,” I gasp as I adjust to the size of him. “You’re so big.”

He lets out a groan of agreement. “That pussy is so tight it’s unbelievable, Mackenzie.”

It feels like his cock is embedded all the way in my stomach. I can’t imagine how I’m going to bounce on it, not when there’s already so much of it.

“You’re doing such a good job,” he murmurs in my ear, his lips brushing against my sensitive skin. 

I’m already overwhelmed, unable to form sentences as I try to adjust to the sensation of fullness inside me.

Intense pleasure and intense need make me gyrate my hips around Chris’s cock, not quite bouncing but squeezing him inside me.

Then Chris brings his thumb forward to push my clit in gentle circles and I lose it, letting out a moan as my orgasm hits me hard. The thought that I’m finally where I want to be, riding Chris Montaigne’s cock, and it’s the first of many times, makes it even better.

My body slackens with pleasure, but it doesn’t matter. Chris tightens his grip on my waist and thrusts, bouncing me on his cock like it’s nothing to pick up most of my bodyweight.

As his thrusts become harder he grunts with effort, finally bending me over the kitchen table so that he’s taking me from behind.

In this position, his cock impales me with every thrust. He slaps my ass as he fucks me. It’s still tender from last night, and I let out a yelp. 

“That’s for being a little slut who was so desperate to be bred she broke her engagement off in five minutes.”

I probably should, but I don’t feel ashamed. It’s true. And as Chris claims me with commanding thrusts, I don’t regret my decision for a second.

He might have been the one to introduce the idea, but I love the thought of him breeding me.

I grip the edge of the table and steady myself so that he’s bottoming out with every thrust and summon the words to beg him for what I want.

“Please knock me up, Chris. Please fill me up with your cum until my pussy is overflowing. I want to feel you finish inside me.”

He angles himself to get deeper inside me, pushing my upper body flat against the table as he covers me, pinning me down with his hands on my shoulders for leverage.

“Take it nice and deep inside that tight pussy like the good little slut you are, Makenzie.”

“Yes, deeper, feels so good,” I sigh in response.

With each stroke, I’m convinced that his giant cock might somehow split me in half. And yet, I still crave more.

My nipples rub against the wood of the table with every thrust. It’s rough, and intense, and everything I wanted my first time with Chris to be like. 

“That’s it, darling.” Chris’s lips become ravenous on my neck, his voice low and strained with his arousal as he chases his release. “Take all of it like a good girl.”

With a loud grunt of satisfaction, he finishes inside me.

I feel the warm ropes of his load hitting my cervix, sending a shiver of pleasure down my spine. I shudder beneath him as his load keeps going and going until there’s a sticky pool of cum between my legs.

“Oh, you love being bred,” Chris chuckles next to my ear. 

I feel boneless from my orgasms, collapsed forward on the table. Chris picks me up in his arms and I feel his cum trickling out between my legs. Everything about it feels so right.

I’m sleepy and relaxed, but he’s not done. 

When he lays me down on his soft mattress in his bedroom, he spreads my legs to take a look at the creamy mess he’s left in my pussy. 

He’s already wrapped his hand around his cock and starts stroking himself to hardness again as he stares hungrily at the sight of my swollen, well-fucked pussy.

“Ow, go slow,” I whine as he pushes inside me again. 

As blissful as it feels when Chris is inside me, I’m not used to a cock of his size, and I’m definitely not used to taking it raw twice in a row. Even with the slick mess we’ve created, I have to will myself to relax and take him.

“Shhh, it’s okay, baby,” he reassures me, stroking my clit until the pleasure replaces the pain and my tense muscles unfurl around him. “Just lie there and let me fuck all that cum back into this juicy pussy. Is that okay?”

Now that he’s inside me again, I need more.

I nod my head and sigh in contentment, lying back on the pillows as Chris pumps me full again.

When he’s finished and I’m literally stuffed full of his seed, he keeps his cock inside me and rolls us to the side, plugging all the cum inside me.

He strokes my lower belly absentmindedly. “I can’t wait until you’re full of my baby. You’re going to be such a sexy mother.”
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We’re in the kitchen trying to master the perfect tomato tart for summer, when an idea strikes me. I don’t second-guess it, I just go with the impulse, no matter how crazy it may be.

It’s better to rip off the band-aid, right?

Chris’s eyes widen as he realizes who I’m calling. He shakes his head at me, but it’s too late. 

My dad is already answering the call.

“Mackenzie? How are you finding Chris’s place?”

I pull Chris into frame on the video call. “We have something to tell you.”

Dad takes one look at the way we’re standing, with Chris looping an arm around my waist, and his eyes narrow. “What’s going on?” His voice is dripping with suspicion.

“Paul… I didn’t want this to be the way I told you,” Chris says, shooting me a look. 

Dad’s eyes narrow on the other end. “Tell me what?”

“I’m pregnant,” I announce.

Chris shoots me a look. “She—” he begins, but I cut him off. 

I will be soon, I mouth at him. 

“To Chris.”

He goes so still that I think the call is frozen. 

“To Chris?” he repeats. Then anger clouds his face, his brows drawing together. 

“Chris, you’ve got to be kidding me. Mackenzie stays with you for one week and you knock her up? She’s engaged, as you well know.”

“She’s an adult who can make her own decisions, Frank.”

“Mackenzie! Think this through. What about Lawre⁠—?”

But Chris has tapped the end call button as my dad’s face turns redder and redder, mid-protest. 

He loops one arm around my waist and pulls me to stand between his legs. With him seated and me standing in front of him, we’re about the same height.

I let out a laugh of nerves and relief. “I can’t believe we just did that.”

Chris smiles at me, tucking a stray strand of hair behind my ear. “Now that we’ve told him you’re pregnant, we’d better make it true.”


EPILOGUE
CHRIS


Seven months later…

God, I love France. Being able to take Mackenzie to the beach where she can wear just a pair of bikini bottoms is the perfect way to spend the summer. 

People don’t blink an eye over here. Not at our age gap, or Mackenzie’s pregnancy. Even the sight of her naked breasts, which are obscenely huge on her petite frame now that she’s pregnant, don’t turn heads.  

I love every second that we can be together in public. 

Something about Mackenzie’s age, her relationship to me, her father’s disapproval, makes it so much hotter for me to show her off in public places like this. She’s my forbidden prize, and now that her baby bump is obvious, it’s even better. I get to meet the eyes of strangers as my wife massages sunscreen into my back, pressing her perky breasts against me, showing off her round belly that’s full of my child.

Mackenzie’s changing body is the proof that she’s mine, that no one else is going to fuck that juicy pussy except me.

She’s been cooling off in the water, and when she gets out she saunters over to me, shooting me a flirty smile as I lower my sunglasses to watch her approach. 

With her naked breasts, the sky-blue bikini bottoms highlighting her golden tan, her long blonde hair flowing down her back, and her hourglass figure, she looks like some Greek fertility goddess. 

Mackenzie perches next to me on the sun lounger, and I place a protective hand on her baby bump. She looks radiant in her pregnancy, her cute baby bump and her heavy tits only making her sexier.

“Oh, hello,” she giggles when she feels how hard I am. “Is this for me?”

“No one else on this beach is remotely interesting to me.”

I’m not just saying that to reassure Mackenzie. It’s true — my need for her is all-consuming. Pregnancy looks good on her, and once she’s had the baby, I’m going to knock her up again.

I let my hands roam from her belly up to cup those weighty breasts. To tease her, I pinch one of her nipples. She’s been loving nipple play recently, as her breasts become ever more sensitive.

This time, though, she lets out a sharp cry. 

I look at her, alarmed. “Sorry, darling. Did I hurt you?”

Her face flames. “No… That felt good. Really good.” Her teeth indent into her plush lower lip.

I do it again.

Mackenzie sighs with pleasure this time, her eyelids fluttering closed, and I develop a theory about what’s happening.

I roll one nipple between my thumb and finger, squeezing the swollen flesh of her breast with my other hand, and my suspicion proves true. One perfect bead of milk crests at her peaked nipple.

Mackenzie is full-on moaning now, her lips parted and her back arching to push her breast into my hand. 

We’re on a public beach. Anyone could see. 

But I’m not passing up the opportunity to milk my wife’s breasts for the first time. 

I push Mackenzie back on the sun lounger so she’s comfortably propped up and kneel beside her. Her baby bump and tits look huge in this position, sticking up in the air, with her small body so obviously in the third trimester of pregnancy. 

Her wide-eyed gaze flicks over to me uncertainly, but I can tell from the dazed look in her eyes that I’ve already got her turned on. When Mackenzie’s in this state, she’ll do anything until she reaches orgasm.

“Your tits need to be milked, darling. Are you going to be a good girl and let me give you what I need?”

Mackenzie nods and places my hand over her aching breast. “Please, Chris.” 

I lean forward and capture one of her pink nipples in my mouth, swirling my tongue around her sensitive flesh. She lets out a whine and tangles her hands in my hair to pull me deeper. I suction onto her nipple and she lets out a moan of relief. The sweet, light milk starts to flow over my tongue and I drink it greedily.

“How does it feel, darling?”

“So good,” she sighs. “Like there’s been this pressure building up inside me and — ah,” she trails off as my teeth graze the edge of her nipples. “Your mouth is the only thing that’s relieving it.”

I look up at her blissed-out face, flushed from the sun and her arousal. “You taste like heaven. So sweet and fresh, darling, just the way I thought you would.”

I drain her breasts until she’s empty, but it only makes her more needy. Her moans grow desperate as I slide a hand between her legs. 

Checking that the beach is clear, I shove her bikini bottoms aside to fuck her. My wife might be pregnant, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to stop filling her up, not when that juicy pussy is just begging for cock.

Craving more breeding smut? 

You can claim a bonus copy of my age gap story Good Girls Get Bred, exclusive for my newsletter subscribers, here. I release erotic stories every two weeks on Amazon — they’re focused on age gap, milking, and breeding kink, but always end with a HEA and a touch of romance. Join my email list and you’ll be the first to know about new releases and promotions. 

Good Girls Get Bred

Her ex couldn’t give her what she needed... But his father can.

College student Cassie has always harbored a crush on her boyfriend’s dad. She thought it was a well-kept secret.

But Mr Carter has been unable to take his eyes off her since she started dating his son. 

This silver fox has figured out exactly what Cassie is craving. She wants a man who can please her, praise her and treat her with the care she deserves. 

Now Cassie’s bent over the kitchen counter while her boyfriend’s dad claims her… And Mr Carter’s not going to be done with her until she’s carrying his baby.

This is a smutty short read. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA with marriage and pregnancy. Tropes include: age gap, forbidden love, breeding, domination, first time, older man/younger woman. Get your bonus copy here!
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