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Risky Princess: A Taboo Fertile Forbidden Age Gap Short








The safe house was supposed to protect her. Instead, she’ll leave carrying his baby.







No one’s allowed to touch Jane Everton, heiress to a fortune. That’s why she has a bodyguard.





When disaster strikes, Raf whisks her away to a safe house where the two of them will shelter alone. To his surprise she’s content to be away from her world of champagne coupes and silver service.





For the first time, Jane can forget about the rules. For the first time, she can take a risk… And she wants Raf to show her how it feels to live on the edge.







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





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





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





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





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

















CHAPTER 1









RAFAEL





AS JANE STEPS out of the car in that dress, I feel like my job is going to be a lot harder tonight.





The sight of her makes me stomach lurch. In a good way.





Jane looks ravishing. The heir to the Everton fortune always has to wear the latest designs, I know, but I wonder if the designers went too far with this dress. The emerald green makes her creamy skin glow with vitality. Her coppery red curls are piled high on her head, showing off her delicate neck. The dress drops low between her breasts and the low back exposes the perfect curve of her spine.





So much of Jane’s petite, curvy figure is on display and not nearly enough heads are turning towards her. Maybe that’s because of me, always one step behind my princess.





I smirk at the thought.





I’m always there, lurking in the background, an intimidating silent shadow in a black suit and sunglasses. Her bodyguard. Her protector. Anything she needs, I’m there.





I always have been, since the Evertons first realized that their enemies might want to do their perfect daughter harm.





They should have realized sooner. I wish I could have protected her in those early years. From those assholes who gave her that scar on her left shoulder. Thank God my princess is such a fighter. A less feisty girl in her position never would have made it.





Jane walks ahead of me, sauntering up the red carpet alone. She’s not allowed to date. That’s one of the Everton’s rules that I can appreciate. I’d struggle not to kill any man who laid his hands on her.





Some of their other rules, I think, are too constricting. They’re worried about her, they want to protect the heir to their fortune, but surely she should be allowed to have a normal night out with friends. All through her time at college, she was barely allowed to socialize like a normal student.





Maybe they don’t trust me to protect her enough in that kind of situation. They should.





I nod to Mr Everton as we head into the gala and tap my headset. It’s my personal line to the head of the family, who is always checking in on his daughter.





I might think it was paranoia if I hadn’t seen the real evidence that people do want to kill Jane. There have been several attempts on her life where I’ve had to step in and do what I do best.





I may not be good at much but I can kill a man in less than a second. I can detect a threat in just the glance of someone’s eyes.





And I don’t like what I see right now.





Jane has walked into the gala, taking a coupe of alcohol-free cider from a waiter, but there’s a stirring in the crowd over at the other side.





Everything slows down as I see them. Heads turning. A ripple of movement makes its way across the room towards the backdoor. I’ve barely even had time to clock the nearest entrances and exits when I see them rushing in.





Four men wearing black hooded jackets are pushing their way through the crowd, guns out, yelling for everyone to get down.





They’re making a beeline for the girl in a dark green dress with choker of diamonds that may as well be a neon sign screaming “I AM THE WEALTHY HEIRESS YOU’RE LOOKING FOR”.





I don’t think. I just act. That’s what I’m paid for.





I’m just a few feet behind Jane but I launch myself at her, hooking an arm around her waist and angling my body so it’s between them and her. I search wildly for exits, looking around, trying desperately to remember what I saw when I came in.





The window.





The stained glass window.





Just a few feet to our left, with the light from the setting sun pouring in and making the whole room seem kaleidoscopic.





But to get there, I’ll have to get through them.





The four of them are fanning out, trying to surround us.





I swing Jane further behind me and continue tracking their movements as I reach for the gun in my pocket.





She’s gone silent. Too silent.





I turn my head to see a fifth goon, who I hadn’t clocked before. Fuck.





He’s wearing a suit unlike the rest of them. He must have already been in here when we entered, blending in with the crowd. And he was that much closer. Close enough to get to her.





I mentally curse when I see the gun pressed against Jane’s back.





“Jane,” I say through gritted teeth. “Do you remember what we practiced?”





I can’t see her, she taps a hand against my back in assent.





I let go of her and head for the nearest goon, training my gun on his head as I move. I don’t have time to turn around and watch her but I hear the goon grunt in surprise. I don’t have to turn to know that Jane has executed the move I taught her perfectly.





The first goon. Down. I move so quickly that he crumples to the ground without even a look of surprise on his face, as though he hasn’t even processed that he’s been hit. The second sees me coming but he turns too slowly, his gun falling from his hand as he lolls backwards onto the refreshments table.





The third guy is tough work. He aims his gun at one of the guests who’s still standing, shaking in his suit, his hands up. Little does he know I’m not here to protect anyone except Jane. I take him out with one shot, not stopping to check on the fate of the other guest. He doesn’t matter. Only she does.





But the last one could be an Olympic-level sprinter. He’s just a streak across the room, dodging expertly over the revellers sheltering huddled on the floor. I see the back door slam shut behind him as he gets away. The risk is still active, my brain screams at me.





We can’t leave through any of the obvious exits. Not while they’re probably out there, waiting for us and regrouping.





When I turn back to Jane, she’s holding the third guy’s gun with a stunned look on her face. I nod my approval. We’ve run this drill so many times in her self-defense classes that I knew she could do it. A sharp jab to his foot — those needle-like stiletto heels can draw blood — at the same time as she drops an elbow to his groin and shoves back hard.





She’s left the fifth guy is curled up on the floor. Impressive work from someone who’s half his size. I finish him off with my last bullet.





“Raf!” It’s only the yell from her — which seems to be coming from nowhere and everywhere — that warns me that we’re still in danger.





Seven of them after us? This is worse than it’s ever been before.





I reload my gun and go back to Plan A: the stained glass window. It’s probably a piece of the town’s history or some shit but that’s not my problem to deal with. The Evertons can clean up anything after the fact.





My priority is simple: Jane, Jane and only Jane.





“Sorry about this, princess,” I tell her as I haul her around by the waist again, trying to ignore the way her taut abdominal muscles flex beneath my palm. She’s breathing hard, probably terrified by the action, but we’ve gotta get out of this art gallery.





I run as fast as I can while half-carrying, half-dragging Jane out of the room. We crash through the window. I use my elbow to do the bulk of the work and cradling Jane to my middle so she doesn’t get injured.





We fall out onto the soft grassy lawn at the side of the art gallery, shards of multicolored glass around us. The bronze statues seem to look down on us disapprovingly.





“Sorry about the window,” I call out, as though someone might hear me. Then we get the hell out of there.





I’m still carrying Jane as I jog out to the road and she’s barely scratched.





Except… The green silk fabric of her dress has been totally ripped in two, a gash almost as high as her panties right down the middle.





For a second, just a second, I am distracted by the sight of her silken, creamy skin and the slender shapeliness of her thighs.





Then I pull my head out of my ass and keep doing my job.





“Good work, Raf,” I hear come through my earpiece. It’s Jane’s father. “Safe house 1. Get there now.”





My car’s around the other side of the art gallery. Whoever this was… Whatever their end game is… I don’t want to do the obvious.





Instead, I rush out to the street and drag Jane into the backseat of a yellow cab. The driver looks at me with raised eyebrows. I’ve got cuts all over, but Jane is unscathed. That’s what matters.





“Montgomery Street, the park at the eastern end. Stat.” I hiss at him, flashing just the barrel of the gun in my jacket so that he gets the message. This is life and death, buddy.





I try to let go of Jane but I realize she’s clinging on to me, shaking in fear. I let her lean back against my chest as she takes in shaky gulps of air and pat her back awkwardly. My body screams at me to hold her tight in my arms, but I have to hold back.





“You did well, Jane,” I grunt, trying to reassure her. “That self-defense training has worked, huh?”





She nods and looks up at me with those doe-like brown eyes. The dark eyeliner emphasizing the already-long lashes only makes her eyes look wider and more terrified.





“Where are we going, Raf?” she asks.





Duh. I forgot to tell her what was happening. No wonder she’s so scared.





“We’ve got to hunker down for a while, princess.” I drop my voice in case the driver’s listening and speak into her ear. She shivers as my lips brush against her neck. ”There’s a safe house that I’ll take you to once this guy drops us at the car.”





I’m already planning five steps ahead. We’ve never had to head to a safe house before, but we’re prepared for the eventuality. We’ll get the secondary car, drive to the safe house, and stay there until Mr Everton gives the word. Could be a few hours, could be a month.





I’m running through it all in my head that I almost forget Jane is sitting in my lap. Almost, but not quite, because my body is certainly still aware of her presence.





I hear a gasp from Jane and only realize why as she shifts in my lap to turn to look at me and the movement feels so good that I have to suppress a groan.





I’m fully erect, my cock pressing against that round ass, and she’s noticed. She’s never been touched, not like this. I’d know: I’m there, 24/7, guarding her. There are no men in her life.





One day her parents will marry her off to someone they deem worthy. They don’t think their daughter deserves a choice in the matter.





And it won’t be me, I know it won’t, but when you’re with a young woman like Jane 24/7, and your only priority is her safety, you start to dream a little. Or a lot, in my case.





I tell myself that it’s good for the job. It makes me want to protect her even more fiercely.





But in situations like this, I struggle to control my attraction to her. When the adrenaline races through my veins like this and she looks at me with those big, melted-chocolate eyes, how can I not let my body respond?









CHAPTER 2









JANE





“IT’S STILL NOT safe,” Rafael tells me apologetically when he gets off the phone the next morning.





He looks like he’s been awake all night, with purple rings under those swirling dark eyes. It makes him look older, closer to his 45 years than he normally looks. Those streaks of grey through his dark hair are extra defined today.





His white business shirt from the gala is rumpled, the sleeves pushed back to his elbows and the collar open to reveal just a hint of his muscled chest. I trace the black ink of his tattoos for a moment before pulling my gaze away.





I feel guilty about how well I slept, knowing he was here to protect me.





I don’t mind that I can’t leave yet. I actually like it here, without my family. I’ve spent so little time away from their company that I relish the opportunity to look around.





This house is cute and small, next to hundreds of identical houses in a suburb. There’s a front yard that I’m not allowed to set foot it. And a porch out the back where I am allowed, but only if I stay out of sight and don’t veer to close to the fences where the neighbors might be able to see.





I like the little safe house even more because it means I can spend time with Rafael.





Of course, we’ve spent a lot of time together. He’s always with me. And yet we don’t know each other at all.





He’s always in the background, a comforting presence. He stays out of my way. The only time we really get to talk is during my weekly self-defense lessons.





I relish those moments, where I can get close to Raf. Even if it’s only for a second, as he teaches me how to get out of a tricky hold. When he wraps those arms around me tight I don’t feel scared, I just feel safe.





Things are different in the safe house. I feel free, away from the close watch of my parents. I wonder if Raf feels it too. The opportunity that has my heart pounding in my chest at the thought that I will sleep just across the hallway from Raf, with no opportunity for my family to interfere.





We hunt around the kitchen and find a pantry full of preserved food. It’s a mystery to me, all the cans and boxes, nothing like the fresh produce and meat I sometimes see our cook Paula hauling in from the trucks that deliver to our home.





Raf cooks for me; I don’t know how. He’s surprisingly adept in the kitchen and I enjoy watching him.





“Do you always have to cook for yourself?” I ask and he nods. He seems more relaxed as he reaches for ingredients and drains the pasta.





It embarrasses me, that I don’t know. That I haven’t cared to notice what he does.





“I like it,” he says when he sees my face. “My Mom was a great cook and I like to make her old recipes.”





The meal he cooks is delicious, pasta with a spicy tomato sauce. It’s simple but filling.





I wash the dishes afterwards and it takes me a long time to figure out how to turn the dishwasher on.





There’s a jigsaw puzzle laid out on the table and we work on it together, mostly in silence. I want to talk to Raf but I don’t know how. I notice his eyes lingering on my face as though he’s constantly assessing whether I’m okay.





Once we reach for the same jigsaw piece and he practically leaps across the room to get away from me. I don’t know why it embarrasses me so much, but my face starts to burn. I head down the hallway to my small room, where I lie on my bed and stare at the ceiling.





And then, as it starts to get dark, I begin to feel scared.





I remember in flashes what happened that day I got the scar on my shoulder. How a man pretended to help me find my way to the correct location before drawing a knife and cornering me. I ran as fast as I could, but the blade was already on its way to my throat. When I turned it slashed open my shoulder and I just kept running, gritting my teeth against the pain and hoping like hell I’d find someone I knew.





When I made it to my father’s side I collapsed against him and sobbed. As the adrenaline left my veins and the paramedics arrived all I felt was tired and confused about what had happened. My head was a haze of images. I never got to see the aftermath of that incident, the white-hot anger I know would have filled my father’s face as he exacted his revenge. They tried to get me to confirm who it was. But in my head the man’s face was just an anonymous blur, his features in my memory overwhelmed by the fact that he meant me harm.





When I left hospital, there was Raf. My hired bodyguard. A 40-year-old hunk of muscle and military training. At my side, where he would stay.





“Probably forever,” my father replied when I asked him how long Raf would need to guard me. He did have it in him to look regretful as he cradled my face, telling me what would happen. I remember the bob of his Adam’s apple as he swallowed.





“There are still plans against you, my darling,” he said, sounding choked up. “I’ve tried my best to stop them. But I can’t.”





That was the end of my normal life. I got a scar on my shoulder and a permanent bodyguard.





Despite the evidence on my skin, I’ve never really gotten used to the idea that there are people out there who want to harm me. I guess it’s time to grow up and face the fact.





One day, my father is going to have to stop controlling everything. One day, he’ll have to let me be in charge. But until then he seems content to lock me away from the rest of the world.





That tendency is now quite literal, as I stare out of the window of a safe house I’m forbidden to leave.





I sob into the pillow for a minute, frustrated at the situation. They can’t lock me away from the world forever. And yet… It all felt okay this morning. It all felt okay when I was with Raf.





“Raf,” I ask when I get to the threshold of his door. I can see him in the room, his large muscled body lying on top of the covers. My heart is beating out of my chest, even as I tell myself that I just need to talk to someone.





“Can I come in here with you? I don’t want to be alone.”









CHAPTER 3









RAFAEL





WHEN I WAKE up Jane’s ass is nestled against my crotch and my arms are tight around her small frame. I can feel the movement of her breathing as her breasts rise and fall against my arms. And it feels so automatic, so natural that I don’t want to move.





God this was a bad idea. She’s half my age. Even less. Why did I ever let her get into my bed?





Because she’s the priority. She gets whatever she wants. She’s your princess, a voice in my head reminds me.





When she came into my room with her tear-stained face, those warm brown eyes liquid and hurting, I couldn’t say no to my little girl.





I shift against her and realize that, once again, I’m fully hard. These days it’s like I can barely touch her without my mind dragging me down that forbidden, dangerous path.





She’s only 22, I remind myself. And yet something about her makes me desperate to claim her.





It never used to be like this. There was a time when I purely saw myself as her protector, her rock, someone she could turn to whenever she needed something. But as she went through college, as she grew into the mouth-watering bundle of curves and beauty that I now hold in my arms, something changed.





Her father wouldn’t hesitate to kill me if he knew I’d touched his daughter. There are hundreds of bodyguards like me out there who would take a bullet to protect Jane. I am utterly expendable. But if she wants this too… Maybe it’s worth the risk.





I get up, careful not to wake her. In the bright light of the bathroom, I look myself in the eye.





“You cannot do this, Raf. You need to go back in there and carry her back to her room. She won’t even know the difference.” I growl the words out loud to myself, looking myself dead in the eyes.





But I don’t do it. I’m not sure I even could.





As I eye her sleeping figure, her curves so tantalizingly obvious as she lies on her side, I have to touch her again. I slip right back into the same position.





This may be the only time I get to hold Jane, my princess, like this and I have to make the most of it. Have to remember the vanilla smell of her hair, the soft texture of her curls, the way it feels to have her small and delicate body wrapped in my arms, how perfectly she fits against me.





Then, as softly as though I’m imagining it, she swings her hips so that her crotch brushes against my cock. Just the slightest movement.





I breathe deep against her hair and try to ignore the sensation. She’s asleep, I remind myself. She doesn’t know what she’s doing.





Then she does it again. My cock leaps in my pants at the sensation of her pillow ass resting tight against me. I go still as a statue.





“Raf,” she breathes. “I know you’re awake.”





I shake my head before realizing what a stupid response that is. I should have just pretended to be asleep. But now she knows for sure.





“I can feel you, Raf,” Jane says, her voice soft as she grinds her hips against me with more force this time. “Just like I could feel you in the car earlier.”





I let out a slow exhale of breath between my lips. She’s tempting me with everything I’ve ever wanted just by slowly circling her hips over my cock. She doesn’t know what she’s asking for.





I tighten my arms around her, pulling her closer to my bulge and she lets out a gasp.





“Please, Raf,” she begs me. “I know we shouldn’t, but I want this so bad.”





So I slide my hands lower, pressing my bulge tight against her ass. Her curves are so full and pillowy soft that I want to trace her entire body with my hands, to memorize its perfect contours.





If I touch her… If I give her pleasure and I don’t take any for myself… It barely even counts. That’s what I tell myself anyway.





Because once I hear her gasp and feel her silken inner thigh, there’s no way I could stop myself.





“Oh God, princess,” I find myself groaning against her neck, inhaling the smell of that silken red hair. “It feels so good to touch you like this.”





“Yes, Raf,” she squeals in excitement.





I work my way up to her panties and just stroke her through the fabric for a while. She’s so excited that she’s squirming, every movement of her thighs inching her closer to my cock, but I just focus on her, not on the throbbing, pulsing need that is building inside me as I touch her slick, silken flesh.





“Play with me Raf, no one’s ever touched me like this before.” She grips my wrist as though she needs to hold on to something while she deals with these new sensations.





“You’re so wet for me, Jane. My little princess is so wet for me,” I groan as I slip one finger inside that untouched space between her thighs.





I can’t stop. Touching Jane is addictive. She’s whimpering with pleasure, weak and breathless against me, but I keep rubbing her sensitive flesh just so that I can hear those little gasps and moans that seem to emit naturally from her sweet throat.





As I touch her I can’t resist sweeping her hair to the side and laying a kiss on the smooth skin of her neck. I relish the taste of her soft skin and the tremors of her throat as she tries to resist the pleasure spiraling through her.





Jane arches back against me, her body taut as she processes what is happening. “Don’t stop, Raf,” she moans quietly. Her voice is weak and breathless and sexier than I could have imagined.





I let my other hand roam across her body, loving the way that I can cup one of her small titties with the palm of just one hand. Her nipples become hard with just the slightest touch, a brush of the fingers making her body more sensitive.





As she reaches orgasm I kiss her neck to muffle my own groans, so she won’t know how much I enjoyed this.





The sound of her scream and the feeling of her impossibly tight pussy clenching around my finger sends me over the edge too, and I cum inside my boxer shorts, the relief palpable and intoxicating.





She falls asleep in my arms again almost immediately, burrowing tightly against me. I let it happen. My little princess gets whatever she wants. Even if she has been naughty.





I should get up. I shouldn’t sleep like this, with my arms wrapped tight around my employer’s daughter, the girl who I’ve been instructed to protect. It’s wrong. It’s dangerous.





Worst of all, it could distract me from doing my job. It could put Jane in danger if I’m too distracted by this to assess the threats against her.





I stay wide awake the whole night, aroused and yet desperately willing myself not to touch her like that ever again.









CHAPTER 4









JANE





SLEEPING IN BED next to Raf after an orgasm is the best sleep of my life. I reach down to touch him in the morning — I can feel how hard he is — but he flinches away.





“What’s wrong?” I ask him. I feel alive. I feel fulfilled. I want more.





“We can’t do that again,” he tells me sadly. I’m not imagining the sadness in his eyes. It’s the same expression I have carried with me until last night. The knowledge that some things are just out of reach, out of your control, and you’ll never get to have them.





“Nothing like that, Jane,” he repeats, even as I take his hand in mine and try to twine my fingers through his. He tries to turn away but I pull him back to me, pull him closer. He lets me do it but his face remains distant and withholding.





“We can, Raf, what are you talking about? Are you worried my father will find out?” I hate how whiney my voice sounds. But Raf can’t just give me a taste of what I wanted and then stop altogether.





“You’re half my age and your father is my employer, Jane. As much as I want you, I owe him some loyalty. I’m supposed to protect you from men who want to do that kind of thing to you. I’m not supposed to do it myself.” Raf drags himself away from me and stands up, making his way over to the wardrobe to dress.





I can’t believe he would treat me like this. Not after last night.





“You just see me as a helpless little object, just like he does. I want to make my own decisions, Raf. Last night was the first time I’ve felt anything for anyone. And you want me to throw it all away?”





Raf frowns, those thick brows knotting together. “I know you always have to follow a lot of rules, Jane. But they’re for your own good.”





He sounds just like my father. “Fuck you. I thought you were different.” I huff at him.





We don’t speak for the rest of the day. He cooks lunch and it smells delicious, but I sullenly make a PB & J instead.





After lunch, an idea hits me.





I rush to the bedroom and search through the drawers. Whoever stocked this place truly had thought of everything.





The teal blue bikini is tacky. Gaudy. Nothing I would normally wear. It’s not exactly current fashion, but it’ll do, I think as I eye myself in the mirror.





The shimmering blue fabric hugs every curve of my body, leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. The sides of the bikini bottoms are cut high and tie together right on the widest part of my hips, the front cut low and tight over my mound. And the top is just two tiny triangle of fabric. It’s not like my breasts are huge or anything, but this bikini covers my nipples and not a whole lot else.





There’s a lot of skin on display. I think Raf will like it, whether he acknowledges it or not.





So I head out to the sun loungers on the back porch and lie down.





I silently congratulate myself when I see Raf following me out to the porch, his frown deeper than ever. He just stops and stands there for a moment, his eyes raking over me in a way that makes me feel hot and tingly and nervous.





His face settles into a stern expression, his square jaw and cheekbones making the expression harsher than it would otherwise appear. He can be scary when he wants to be, I remember.





For a second I worry that he doesn’t want me. But then I remember last night, the way he groaned and called me his little princess. I don’t think I’m imagining the desire behind the facade of disapproval he’s putting on now





“You’re pale. You should wear suntan lotion,” he frowns at me.





“I didn’t think your remit extended to skincare,” I shoot back. “Besides, it’s not like I can reach my own back.”





I throw the tube of suncream to him and he catches it in one large hand, that easy dexterity automatic.





I can feel my skin starting to flush as he steps closer. It’s not from the sunshine. It’s from him. My nipples pinch together and I’m sure he can see them through the flimsy fabric of this bikini.





Raf looks down at me on the sun lounger, taking his time and letting his eyes roam over my body. It’s as if he’s seeing me for the first time.





“Jane,” he says, and his voice sounds strained. “Did you wear this slutty little bikini just to provoke me?”





I flick my eyes up to meet his. “Yes,” I breathe.





One moment, he’s looking down me, as cool and unruffled as he always is. The next moment Raf is on top of me on the sun lounger, his large body covering mine, his tongue probing my mouth hungrily.





“I knew it, princess,” he groans against my jaw. “I’ve been trying so hard not to touch you but this made it impossible.”





I’ve never kissed anyone but Raf doesn’t seem to mind. His lips are hot and persistent and powerful as he searches my mouth with his tongue. His hands guide me exactly where he wants me.





My heart beats out of my chest as he lowers his hands to the dainty ties that hold the bikini top together. No one’s ever seen me naked before. I don’t know if I’m attractive. I take a deep, shaking breath.





But instead of untying it, Raf tweaks my nipple through the thin fabric. “You’re a horny little princess, aren’t you Jane?”





I like it so much when he calls me his little princess. It reminds me that no matter what, he is here to protect me. To take care of me. No matter what I need from him, no matter how dirty it is.





I moan as he twists one nipple hard between his fingers.





“You even like the pain,” Raf comments as he flicks the strap of the bikini. The taut elastic pings back against my skin, stinging. “Such a little fucking cocktease, Jane. This bikini… That dress at the gala… Those tiny fucking nightgowns you wear to sleep…”





“How do you even know about that?” I gasp.





I choose those nightgowns specially. They’re my one piece of sexuality, of freedom. In the outside world, I have to dress like the perfect heiress. Designer two-pieces, pantsuits and ballgowns depending on the dress code. But at night, in my own bed, I can wear whatever I want.





My nightgowns tend to be… well, they tend to be slutty. I like them to be so short that there’s no way they’ll cover my breasts and pussy at the same time. They’re still designer, of course, and eye-wateringly pricey for the scraps of fabric that are involved, but they make me feel empowered.





Raf growls his response in my ear while his hands roam across my body. “I know about them, princess, because it’s my job to know everything about you. And when your father found out you’d ordered such slutty little nightgowns, I was the one who had to find out whether you were seeing someone.”





Raf lets out a breath through gritted teeth, as if reliving a painful experience. “For a second, I thought you were, princess. I thought you were sleeping with some man who was asking you to act like a little slut for him. And it was painful.” He grips my waist hard, pulling me closer to him.





“Then, I couldn’t find anything. Not a shred of evidence that you were sleeping with anyone or even leaving the house at night. And it was then I realized that you just wanted to be a little whore, deep down, even if there was no one to see you in your slutty nightgowns.”





I blush. I had no idea that my nightgowns had created such a stir in the household. Raf sees so clearly exactly why I was wearing them.





Those tiny lacy nightgowns were my one way to control my sexuality when it felt like all choice had been taken away from me.





“I wish you could have seen the nightgowns, Raf,” I breathe and he lets out a groan, his eyes dark and hungry as his hands roam over my body.





“I could imagine you wearing them. That was enough to drive me crazy. And now you get to see what it’s done to me, princess.”





The next thing I know, Raf’s flipped me over so that my ass is up in the air while my face rests against a pillow on the sun lounger. This is it, I think. Everything I’ve been missing for all these years.









CHAPTER 5









RAFAEL





“THIS IS WHAT you get for teasing me, princess,” I growl into Jane’s neck as I mount her, shoving her face down onto the sun lounger.





The fabric of those teal bikini bottoms is all that’s between that sweet little pussy and my throbbing girth.





I’m so desperate to get inside her that I don’t even bother to pull down the bikini bottoms. I shove the thin strip of fabric that covers Jane’s wetness to the side and thrust inside her in one, long powerful stroke.





“Oh god, princess, that tight pussy feels so good,” I groan as I feel her resistance give way for my cock.





“It’s so big Raf,” she cries out and I just about cum right then and there. Her pussy is so fucking tight it’s almost impossible to move inside her. I have to take a second to control myself.





Jane goes limp beneath me and I realize that she’s orgasming, her hands gripping the striped pillow on the sun lounger. She clenches and releases around my cock, over and over, and then she slowly begins to relax.





An orgasm on her first time? I’d thought she would be in pain, that I’d have to go slow, but instead, my princess is cumming just from the feeling of my cock stretching out her insides. I push further inside her.





Finally she seems to reach a point where she can make words again, taking a deep breath and moaning my name over and over. “It’s so good, Raf, so good,” she sobs, the emotions rushing through her at the sensation of my cock claiming her.





“You like my cock, don’t you, my slutty little princess?” I ask her and hear that gorgeous moan as she responds to my words. I slap her ass just to watch her flesh ripple as I drive deeper inside her.





I look down at my little princess, shaking with pleasure as I fuck her. Her slim waist, her rounded ass in the air, those coppery curls just begging to be pulled. And my cock buried deep inside her pretty pink pussy as I take her virginity.





I’ve never even let myself dream of this moment. It seemed like an unrealistic fantasy. But all it took was a safe house for me to claim the girl of my dreams.





The way that her whole body is moving, her muscles convulsing around my cock, I worry that this all might be too much for her. “It’s okay, princess, you’re being such a good girl right now,” I tell her soothingly as I slide my cock a little deeper.





“Yes Raf,” she nods her head and lets out a little moan. I’m noticing that she always does when I tell her she’s my little princess. I fuck her shallowly for a few strokes, just letting her get used to my girth.





With one hand I reach down to her clit, still pulsing with pressure from her orgasm, and massage her gently. Jane lets out a sigh of pleasure and then relaxes around me, a gush of moisture wetting my cock.





That hot, wet heat of her sex is addictive. I have to embed myself further inside my perfect little princess.





I lean down and kiss her neck gently. “Jane, I know it’s big. But I want to fuck you properly now, okay?”





“Mmhmm, Raf,” she whimpers as I circle her clit faster and faster. She’s already on the edge again. She’s ready for this.





“Can I fuck you a bit harder now? Do you think you can take it? Hmm?”





I don’t wait for her response this time. Her pussy pulsing with eager squeezes around my cock is enough.





I flip Jane onto her back and spread her wide open. I want to see her face when the next orgasm hits her. When we finish together. She’s such a picture of ruined innocence. Her skin is flushed, her eyes half-lidded, her curls wild around her face. It’s one of the most beautiful sights I’ve ever seen. I yank down that infuriatingly tiny bikini top so I can see her breasts in all their glory.





I just about cum when I see them for the first time. Perky, full and high on her chest, the nipples right on top and the perfect curve of her underboob below even as she reclines back on that sun lounger, looking up at me helplessly. I can’t resist dipping my head to take her nipple into my mouth.





Then, with a groan at the sensation of her tight hole gripping around me, I enter her again.





With Jane’s eyes on me, with every thrust deeper sending a new expression of lust and satisfaction across her pretty face, I’m at the edge of my control within seconds.





“Fuck, princess, you’re making it hard for me to last,” I tell her as I bottom out, my twitching balls right against her pussy and aching to release.





I pull her legs up over my shoulders and thrust in deep as I finish, roaring in animal pleasure at the feeling of claiming my little princess with my seed. There’s so much that her tight little pussy can hardly contain it, the cum dripping out of her as my cock softens.





“Raf, that feels so damn good,” she squeals as the orgasm hits her again, my thumb relentless on her clit as she sails through her arousal.





When she comes down, her hips calming down, her breath slowing, Jane closes her eyes in pleasure. Her pale and silken skin glows with fulfillment.





It’s only then that it hits me: we don’t have any protection. Jane’s not on birth control. She could get pregnant from this.





And as I lie there, holding her in my arms, I drop my hands to her lower stomach and stroke that taut, silken skin slowly. I imagine her petite body swollen with my baby, her perky titties becoming heavy with milk.





She would be radiant. Cuter than ever. Young and stunning and fertile and all mine.





I groan at the mental image of my pregnant princess.





It felt so fucking right to fill Jane with my cum. To finish inside that tight, untouched little hole between her legs until she was flooded with it.





The need grips me to do it again. To tell her what I’m going to do to her this time and make her beg for it.





“Jane,” I whisper against her neck. “Princess, you haven’t found any condoms here, have you?” She shakes her head sleepily, not really processing why I’m asking the question.





“And you’re not on any birth control, are you?” I ask her, like I don’t already know. Like I don’t know the contents of every suitcase my little princess has packed.





Jane shakes her head and turns towards me. I see the realization dawn in her eyes this time. She flutters those dark eyelashes as she processes what I’m saying.





“Oh Raf, you could get me pregnant,” she says. And she doesn’t seem worried. No, as her eyes widen I see excitement.





“I know, princess. I’m sorry I didn’t think of it earlier,” I tell her.





“But it felt so good when you came inside me,” she says, biting her lip.





“For me, too, princess,” I say. I don’t tell her how good, how much I want to keep her filled with my seed, pregnant with my children and always by my side.





“I want you to do it again,” she says. “I don’t want you to have to pull out. I liked it, Raf.”





“What?” I reply in shock. My mind had been racing with a plan to breed her that would last however long we had in the safe house. I hadn’t expected her to agree so quickly.





“Breed me, Raf,” she asks me, her voice needy and pleading. “We don’t know how long we’re going to be here. This might be the only chance we get to be together without my family always around. I want you.”





“Princess, it’s so wrong. What would your father say?”





She shakes her head. “I don’t care what he would say. It’s my life, Raf. And I want you to claim me as your own.”





I can’t resist it. Not when Jane is begging me for it.





The thought of filling this fertile woman with my child is unbearably hot. If Jane will let me have that perfect, unprotected pussy again… There’s not a single part of me that can resist the temptation.





I take my cock in my fist and pull down those ridiculous little bikini bottoms so I can get a proper look at her. Her pretty pink pussy is glazed with ropes of my cum.





Time to fuck it back into her.









CHAPTER 6









JANE





RAF PICKS ME up with one smooth, effortless motion. Like it’s nothing to just throw me around and use my body for his own pleasure. And yet, for some reason, I feel so safe and desired when he takes control of me like this.





He shoves me roughly down onto his cock, which is rock hard again. “Fuck,” I cry out, digging my fingernails into his back and holding on tight.





I wrap my legs around his hips and he thrusts up into my pussy. His thick cock slides in easily this time, lubricated by his cream already oozing out of me. I see stars as his thick veiny girth pushes against every sensitive pleasure center within me.





“You like that, don’t you princess? You need this cock stuffed inside you again and again,” he asks me softly.





I nod in a daze and Raf chuckles at my zoned-out face as my brain tries to compute how he feels so big. How it feels like there’s no room for anything in my mind except this great big cock and the babies he’s going to put inside me.





In this position there’s no choice but to sink lower and lower onto Raf’s shaft. Then he grips my waist and starts to bounce me up and down on his dick, bottoming out each time.





“Yes, yes, yes,” I squeal, gripping so hard onto Raf’s broad muscled back that I’m pretty sure I’m leaving claw marks. He doesn’t even react to the pain, just continues to thrust into me like he’s spurred on by my excitement.





I can’t believe how good it feels to be used like this. To be so out of control of my own body and yet getting everything I’ve ever wanted. Raf’s cock, his cum, his big muscled body wrapped around me.





I cling onto him for dear life as he lifts me on and off his cock. When his thumb brushes my clit, as gently as possible, I absolutely unwind, gasping and moaning against his solid body, my walls pulsing around his shaft still embedded deep inside me.





“That’s right princess, give it to me,” he growls as my tiny muscles vibrate along the length of his shaft. “God I’m so close.”





He sits back down on the sun lounger with his cock still deep inside me. I feel tiny in his lap, his tree trunk thighs a stable base.





This time I’m riding him, but he is still in control, his big hands guiding my body up and down while his thumb relentlessly teases my nub. All I can do is gasp and tremble and moan on top of him, every part of my body on edge as I await his load.





“That’s right, my princess likes that, doesn’t she?” he asks as I throw my head back in pleasure. He places one hand around my neck and squeezes, yet another sign of his control. I nod enthusiastically as he chokes me for just a few seconds. Just to prove that he owns my fertile body.





“Yes, Raf,” I moan, placing my hands on his thick abdominal muscles to steady myself as I become lightheaded with pleasure.





Somehow Raf’s perfect, thick cock feels even better when I’m sitting on top of it. He stretches me out so well that I can barely even think around the size of his throbbing cock.





He holds me steady, his long fingers splayed out over my waist, and I bounce up and down on top of him.





If I rock forward, I feel a tingling kind of pleasure. If I rock back, I feel stuffed full of him. I settle on circling my hips so I can feel it all at once, that rock solid pole the center of my orbit through dizzying sensations.





I love Raf’s eyes as he looks at my body. Hungry and dark and needy. He is transfixed on my breasts bobbing up and down with my movements. Occasionally he leans forward to nip at the sensitive skin of my breasts or to swirl his tongue around my nipples, which inexplicably sends a jolt of pleasure to my clitoris.





“Such a sexy little princess,” he growls as I ride him. “You’re going to take every last drop of cum from my balls, aren’t you?”





I nod my agreement and he grips my waist harder. He brings me on and off his cock like I’m a sex toy.





“Oh you take it so well, little Jane, like you were made to ride my cock like this,” he tells me. “Like you were made to be my fucktoy. My breeding slut.”





That’s what I feel like, as he lifts me up and down on his huge cock. I don’t have to do a thing, just spread my legs and look pretty and let him fill me up.





“You want it nice and deep inside you, don’t you, little princess?” he asks and I nod excitedly. “You want all of my cum.”





I’m so horny for Raf’s cum that I can barely think. I take his hands in mine and nod, looking down at his hungry face as he grunts in exertion.





“Yes, you want it so deep that you can’t help but get pregnant, don’t you, my little breeding princess?”





“I want you to do whatever it takes to fuck a baby inside my body,” I cry and he pulls me down to his chest, wrapping his arms tight around my back as he thrusts into me hard. My body bucks with every thrust of his hips, thrown about by the force of his exertions.





I let him use me, pound into my pussy however he wants. Whatever it takes for another load of that creamy hot cum filling me up.





I start to cum again, but it doesn’t matter, because Raf is doing all the work. He fucks my limp, spent body as the orgasm courses through me, my pussy getting more sensitive as the pleasure electrifies my nerves.





“Oh God, princess, I’m about to explode,” he groans as my walls milk his cock. “Let’s turn you over and I’ll finish deep inside that tight pussy.” He flips me down onto my back and pushes my legs back over my shoulders.





I want Raf’s cum deep inside me, so deep that it floods my womb and gets me pregnant. The thought of it makes me giddy. Raf’s going to fuck me so hard that I have his baby.





With a grunt he embeds his dick deep inside me again, lowering his hips closer as they brutally piston in and out of me. He grips my shoulders for leverage, his huge muscled body heavy and inescapable on top of me.





“Here it comes, princess,” he groans, his voice strained. He covers my mouth with his as I gasp at the sensation. I feel his cock start to jerk inside me and he lets out a bellowing grunt, forcing my legs further back so he can stroke deeper inside me.





The cum feels so good as it hits deep inside me, creamy and hot. I kiss Raf back hungrily as I feel it leaching into me, deep and hot and sticky.





This is the best thing I’ve ever felt. Raf’s cum filling me up so we can have a baby. I feel a sense of achievement as the cum overflows from my pussy again.





I did it. I made Raf cum deep inside me. I kick my feet and smile, hoping that I will get pregnant soon.





“Yes, fuck yes Jane,” he groans as he pulls his cock from me and looks down at the pool of white liquid glazing my hole. He slowly strokes my lower belly, as though he’s imagining what I’ll look like once he’s knocked me up. “You’re so full of my cum, baby.”





Then he kisses me tenderly, wiping my curls back from my forehead. I know that no matter what happens, my life has started in this little safe house.





And I have a new need that I never had before: a craving for Raf’s cum soaking into my womb.









EPILOGUE









JANE





MY FIRST NIGHT alone with Raf since having our baby. Ellie is beautiful, and healthy, and the new favorite in the Everton family.





Our life as new parents has been such a time of change. But no matter what, I know that Raf is there for me, the father of my children, the love of my life, my husband.





After our time in the safe house — which lasted more than long enough for me to be sure I was pregnant with Raf’s baby — we had to have some serious talks with my family. Ones where we set out the ground rules that would apply from now on, where I would be free to make my own decisions and Raf would support me no matter what. My father no longer controls my life.





So here we are, using my trust fund money to take a well-deserved honeymoon. We should be relaxing, drinking cocktails. But everything I want to do is right here in this hotel room.





It’s too soon to make another baby. I know that, I do, and yet… I don’t know if I can resist the feeling of Raf filling me up again. It’s been so long.





The thing is, I can’t bear to think of fucking Raf with protection. Not when I remember so well what it’s like to have that thick cock stretching me out, filling me up in the best possible way.





“Please Raf,” I tell him. The post-partum hormones have made me so horny. “I need it. Just the thought of it and I’m…” I bring his hand to my panties so he can feel just how wet I am.





“Are you sure it’s not too soon, Jane?” he asks, his brow creasing with concern. But I can see the excitement deep in his eyes.





We’ve talked about it and I don’t know if we’ll ever be able to stop breeding like this. Not when it drives both of us crazy with lust.





I reach down to feel his cock and it’s throbbing hard at the suggestion of breeding me again. No matter how gentle and lovely Raf is in our normal life, I know that when I want it, he’ll treat me like the little slut I am.





I nod my head and flutter my eyelashes at him, just how he likes it. “Pretty please,” I pout and he groans.





“Such a needy little slut,” he whispers as pulls me close, so I can feel how hard I’ve made him. “And this is what needy little sluts get, isn’t it princess?”





I nod my head eagerly, grinding my hot pussy against him through our clothes. “Needy little sluts get bred,” I tell him.





“Needy little sluts get bred,” he repeats, looking down at me with those dark eyes alight and hungry.





Then he kisses me desperately, that passion between us renewed at the thought of what tonight might mean. I can barely wait. I start to unbuckle his trousers and slip my panties of under my skirt as quickly as I can.





He thrusts into me standing up, pushing me back against the wall, and I cry out loudly into the hotel room. Raf’s cock never fails to set me on fire. I can feel every part of that pulsing mushroom head and its veiny broad girth as he thrusts into me again. His raw, thick daddy dick is irresistible.





“Princess, be quiet, other people might hear us,” he chuckles as I whine at the sensation he’s creating with those thrusts of his hips.





“Sorry Raf,” I pout. In a breathy whisper I tell him how good it feels to have his cock inside me again.





He lifts one of my thighs over his hip to drive into me at the perfect angle. “God, you’re so wet for me, aren’t you? My princess loves to be bred,” he says, bringing a finger to my mouth so I can taste my own wetness.





He’s getting close now, his thrusts becoming more aggressive, more primal as he nears his goal. I pull him tight against me, wanting him as deep as possible when that seed starts to pour into me.





“Here it comes, here’s your prize, princess,” he groans and as soon as it hits I come apart. I start shaking with a powerful orgasm as my husband breeds me, his cum filling me up and oozing down my thighs.





I can barely stand upright as the power of my orgasm sweeps me off my feet, but it doesn’t matter. Raf is there to catch me in his arms and carry me to the bed of our hotel room.





I know this won’t be the last breeding session tonight. For some people it might be too soon, but we can’t keep our hands off each other. And with these raging hormones only enhancing my fertility, I can’t stand to be away from Raf’s perfect cock.





Whenever I’m not pregnant, we’ll be itching to breed again. My big protector and his little princess.
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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.
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