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The Sleepover: Taboo Seduction

First Time Instant Hyper-Pregnancy

Leith Freeman

He roughly takes her fertile, untouched hole at a naughty sleepover…

But Olivia has a big, bouncing kink to be filled... and John is about to get a naughty, taboo look at her private places.


Prologue

It wasn’t my fault, right?

When a hot 19-year-old girl showed up at my doorstep when it was raining and cold outside at night, I had to let her into my house…

The pretty girl begged me to let her in, even though I was over a decade older than her, and a guy. Somehow she trusted me instantly.

Her hair was blonde, and she was wearing just a small, wet, red tank top that was basically see through, and a pair of jean shorts.

It was impossible to miss her gigantic, big breasts in that small shirt…

And her legs looked long and sexy in her short shorts.

But no way did that impact my decision… I was pretty sure, at least.

“Well, it is late out… and I suppose it is very cold…” I hemmed and hawed a little, noticing how the young woman in front of me seemed to pout.

She was irresistibly cute, although her big boobs and that ass, when she turned to the side, revealed a mature, sexy side to herself that unnerved me and turned me on.

“It’s raining out,” She complained to me, her pretty voice a fitting complement to her hot face and body. “Please, let me stay, Mister…?”

I sighed and passed a hand over my face.

“Of course, fine,” I relented eventually. “You can come inside.”

She winked at me then, and stopped shivering, though her tiny outfit was still drenched and making her slutty shirt more see through by the minute.

“Thank you sir… Come inside,” She repeated after me in a strangely sexual manner.

I breathed out and closed the front door.

Now she was in the house; just a young, clearly promiscuous girl who was soaking wet all over…

It was my house.

I agreed to let her sleepover.

She smiled and pushed her breasts out at me when she stepped inside, discarding her wet tennis shoes next to the door.

Little did I know…

But this was about to become the hottest, naughtiest night of my life.

Chapter 1

“What’s your name?” The girl asked me as she walked inside the door. “My name is Olivia, and I’m nineteen years old… I promise!”

She laughed as I almost backed away from her as she walked towards me.

“Whoa, whoa, hey, be careful of the floor,” I said. “Why don’t you just stand there for a second while I go and get some towels for you.”

She pouted at me and stood there.

“What’s your name?” She called after me.

I went upstairs to my bedroom, calming myself down for just a minute.

So there was a hot, slutty girl in my house, and I agreed to let her in.

I had to be very careful not to make any wrong moves in this situation, or I could get in trouble…

At least that was my thinking at the time.

I grabbed a few towels from my bathroom and went back downstairs to give them to Olivia.

“I’m Mr. Black,” I said. “You can call me John.”

“Thank you, John,” Olivia said, taking the towels from me.

She was standing there in her bare feet and bare legs, water dripping down from her body.

Slowly she started to mop up her face, which remained fresh and young and pretty.

Then she moved on to toweling off each leg, so slowly, the towels going up and down each slender, toned limb…

“Do you work out?” I asked her abruptly.

She smiled at me. “Yes, I do. I love running, I totally get off from the high of it all.”

She continued to her torso, and she pulled up her shirt to dab at her stomach with the corner of the towel.

It was all so slow, so teasing…

I felt like I was being tortured mentally.

I couldn't stop looking at her body… Her stomach was flat but toned as well, showing off that young runner’s body.

“Great,” I said. “I’m a fan of weightlifting myself.”

I didn’t go to the gym as often as I should have, but I could still feel the way that her eyes traveled over my body as she looked me up and down.

I was just in a tight long sleeved shirt and some loose pants, that clung to my muscles appealingly, lucky for me.

“Thank you,” Olivia said. “But Mr. Black…”

“Call me John,” I interrupted her.

“Mr. Black,” She said, giving me a sultry stare that almost made me aroused on the spot, “I’m still so wet though… Can I borrow some clothes from you?”

She looked at me with wide, innocent eyes, such a large contrast to that pair of big, bouncing slutty tits and her pulled up, stripped down shirt.

I hesitated for just a minute.

“Sure, I guess… Let me go upstairs again and find something for you to wear.”

Olivia smiled at me and flipped her long, wet blonde hair over her shoulder.

“I’ll be waiting!” She said to me.

I went upstairs in a hurry, having her big boobs on my mind and in my head…

What could I give her to wear?

Finally I came up with a few items of clothing that might work for her, but when I went back downstairs…

I was greeted with a shocking sight.

Chapter 2

“Olivia, what the hell are you doing?” I asked her in a stern, quite angry voice.

When I got downstairs, my jaw dropped.

Olivia had taken off her shirt, displaying a huge pair of round, perky breasts that were overflowing over the cups of her bra.

Her boobs looked like they were massive and trying to escape, all of that juicy, bouncy flesh practically begging to get groped roughly by a true man.

She was now in the process of pulling down those tiny jean shorts over her round ass, and pushing them down those hot, slim legs.

“Mr. Black?” She said.

She looked back at me with her eyes large, and her body… undressed.

“I was preparing for you to come back,” She said. “I need to take my clothes off so I can get warm again… You understand, right?”

“You should go into the bathroom,” I said between gritted teeth. “I shouldn’t be seeing you like this, I’m old enough to be your--”

“It doesn’t matter to me!” She said quickly.

Her shorts were now off her body, and she was standing there… in just her underwear.

She was wearing a bright red bra and matching panties, looking like any man’s lifelong wet dream.

Her hair was blonde and wet, and her body was still wet as well, making her look ripe and ready for a nice hard breeding session with an older, rough man.

I gulped.

I pushed out a shirt and pants to her, covering my eyes with my hand.

“It’s just not appropriate,” I said to her. “I mean, what if my neighbors saw you coming inside my house late at night like this, what do you think they’d say to me? What would they think of me?”

I turned my back on Olivia while she put the clothes on.

“Who cares what they think,” Olivia said, sounding exactly like the impudent nineteen year old that she was. “I’m here, and you let me come inside for a sleepover like you said…”

I groaned. “Are you done?” I asked her.

“Yes! Turn around,” Olivia said.

She sounded happy. Suspiciously happy… Too happy.

My stomach was tight with anticipation.

I turned around and felt my heart start beating fast once again.

It was doing that a lot tonight.

It was raining and dark outside, and I could have sworn that I saw lightning flash past the window.

If anything, Olivia looked even more obscene wearing the clothes that I had given her…

“They’re a little tight,” She said. “But I think they look great on me. I mean, look at my tits!”

I was staring at them already, unable to resist the temptation.

Her boobs were big and bouncing freely as they talked in the very, very tight white ribbed tank top that I’d given her.

Her gigantic breasts had still been a little wet, I realized, because that tank top was almost see through now.

Actually, it was, the longer I stared at her, the more I realized that I could literally see her areola and nipples.

God. She was so fucking hot.

She was such a naughty slut. Because I realized…

Olivia had had the audacity to remove her bra and panties, evidently.

And those shorts…

I’d given her a pair of my old briefs, thinking they’d fit her better and be loose, but I had misjudged the power of her sexy ass and thighs.

In fact, those briefs were so tight they looked like they were panties on her, and they were literally giving her camel toe.

I felt like a huge pervert, noticing…

That I could see the full outline of her tight teenage pussy in those underwear.

I coughed. “Olivia, I shouldn’t do that. I told you, I’m at least ten years older than you are--”

Seeing that cunt outline, and those hard nipples and big boobs, only two feet away from me…

Yeah.

That did it. I was hard, and I had a huge, throbbing erection in my loose pants now.

I had done my best to stave off having a noticeably huge cock sitting in my pants all evening, but now it was out there.

And boy, did Olivia seem to notice.

I saw her eyes look down at my muscular body, older than hers by at least ten years, and then she stopped when her eyes were clearly looking at my thick, hard cock.

I couldn’t help showing it off accidentally. I had always had a huge cock, which really made shopping a problem to be honest.

She yawned. Stretching her arms above her head made her boobs bounce again, and I winced as I tried to look away.

“I’m tired now,” She said. “Will you show me to bed, Mr. Black?”

My eyes tried to look away from her voluptuous, tight teen body, but I just couldn’t.

“Sure,” I said. “You can have the guest room… It’s right next to mine.”

I was just relieved that this naughty younger tease had seemed to give up on pursuing me for the night, leaving me free to go into my own bed once I’d dropped her off in the guest bedroom.

“I’m right next door, so just wake me up if you have any issues in the night,” I said to her.

I missed the devilish, naughty look in her eyes as I said good night to her.

I went into my bed and stripped off all of my clothes immediately, feeling a huge, throbbing need in my entire body.

The lights were off but I turned my bedside lamp on and I immediately propped up a pillow behind myself in bed and started to jerk off my huge, thick cock.

I fisted it and spat on my hand, thinking about that pair of tight slutty huge tits and nice legs, and her blonde hair and pretty innocent face that was sleeping just next door.

“Fuck, Olivia,” I moaned quietly.

I wanted her to suck my cock.

I wanted to shove her down and force my cock in that little pussy that I’d seen up close the outline of.

I wanted to breed that tight younger cunt until she screamed.

“Fucking slut,” I said. “Fucking whore, take my cock.”

I was quiet about it, which meant that…

I wasn’t prepared when the door opened…

And Olivia burst in.

Her eyes went wide, and she grinned.

Chapter 3

Olivia’s pretty young eyes were fixated on my thick, huge cock and my hand that was frantically stroking myself.

“Oh my god,” She said. “Your cock is so huge…”

I scrambled to cover up, but Olivia jumped on the bed and threw back the covers entirely.

“Show it to me!” She said. “Mr. Black… I’ve never seen one as big as yours before.”

That statement alone made my cock jerk.

She was so much younger, more inexperienced than I was, that it was hot how she stared at my cock like it was the best thing in the world she’d ever seen.

Her big boobs were dangling over me as she straddled my lap and pushed my hands away.

“We can’t,” I said to her. “You’re just sleeping over, I can’t take advantage of you in this way…”

Olivia forced my hands away.

“You need to let me do what I want!” She said like a little brat. “I need to touch daddy’s cock, right now!”

I gulped, because as soon as she called me that, I knew that I was done for.

Olivia’s small hands started to touch my big, thick throbbing cock.

It was so thick and long and rigid that it looked almost like a weapon.

And her hands were so small and delicate, it was like a wonder the way that she was able to touch and stroke me.

“Is this what you want?” She asked me in a naughty voice.

Her face was so innocent and pretty, and that blonde hair made her look like a sexy angel…

But clearly she was a naughty devil slut the entire time.

“Mister, I know that you want to fuck me… You want to breed me and cum in my little pussy.”

I gasped when she licked her hands and started to stroke me faster and harder.

“Mr. Black… Is that what you want? You want this little teenaged slut to stroke your cock and ride it until you cum inside my tight little cunt?”

“Yes,” I said, roughly. “Yes, I want that… You’re a naughty little girl, aren’t you baby?”

She moaned when I finally reached out.

It was like she had broken something inside me and now it was all coming out.

My rage, my passion, my arousal.

She was the source for all of it, and I was going to put all of my aroused, angry energy back into the slut that caused it.

I reached out and grabbed her breasts through that tight shirt I had given her, groping them roughly as she kept on stroking my cock.

It wasn’t long before she was totally naked, just like me, and she was climbing on top of me.

“Let me ride it,” She said in this high, breathy voice that turned me on so damn much.

“Yeah, sit on it, slut,” I said, fully getting into my role with her.

She rode me hard and fast like a prized stallion, and my cock had never felt better than when it was getting ridden by a nineteen year old slut who was over a decade younger than I was.

She was bouncing and writhing on my lap like a hot, younger slut who needed older cock more than anything in her life.

“Fuck, Olivia,” I said. “That pussy is so tight, I’m going to breed you so hard… You want to get bred by daddy, huh?”

She moaned and started to convulse sexily and scream on my cock.

“Yes daddy… Please cum in my tight little breeding pussy while I’m cumming! Oh fuck!”

She yelled that out as her tight young pussy squeezed down on my cock and I just couldn't. Take it. Anymore.

I grabbed her hips tight and roughly, so rough it might have left bruises for later, and came inside the nineteen year old sleepover slut’s tight little cunt.

It felt amazing.

Wet and tight and so little…

It squeezed my cock like velvet sheathing.

I filled her up with cum, and then something even greater started to happen…

She started to inflate.

Her stomach rose and fell and first I thought she was just breathing.

But it wasn’t that.

“Oh my god,” I said to her, lowly. “You’re… it looks like your belly is… growing… Are you pregnant?”

Olivia’s mouth, so curvy and pretty that I wanted to fuck her mouth next with my big cock, curved up into a smile.

“I can’t believe it,” She breathed out. “I feel so full… Your cock is filling me up with semen, and I’m getting bigger and pregnant, it’s so hot!”

Her breasts seemed to grow as well, getting even bigger and rounder and juicier.

It was a miracle.

I had never been more turned on, and I fucked her at least three more times that night, until we lost count…

Her big, round belly bouncing on top of me, or swinging down with her huge swollen breasts as I fucked her in doggy style like an animalistic brute driven by pure lust.

It was the best night of my life.

After it was over, when we woke up the next morning, Olivia told me that everything had worked according to her plan.

“I’ve been watching you,” She told me, putting a sneaky look on her face.

Her body was so round and full, she was definitely hyper pregnant.

It had happened to instantly, but Olivia said that had been her plan all along.

“I’ve been dreaming of getting pregnant, so I’ve been taking, like, tons of fertility treatments,” She told me brightly. “Thank you, Mr. Black… for making my dream come true.”

I grabbed her huge breasts and squeezed them roughly, loving how they felt and how her face lit up like she’d received a present.

“No,” I said. “Thank you,”


And I meant it.


Extra Fertile: Hyper-Pregnant

at the Office Party

Instant Public Hyper-Pregnancy

Leith Freeman

Ashley’s hyper-pregnant belly swells up when she’s filled with her boss’s virile seed at the office party.

Now EVERYONE at the party knows she’s an extra fertile, naughty tease.


Prologue

My secretary, Ashley, was going to be the death of me.

It started from the first day that I met her in the interview room. She was wearing a low-cut white blouse that showed off a huge pair of pale, round tits that jiggled whenever she crossed and recrossed her sexy long legs in the interview chair.

How could I resist her? And she was qualified for the job, which only required a university degree, so even though she was young and untried, I pretty much hired her on the spot, with my co-workers’ approval.

The way that she pushed back her long, blonde hair when she talked to me in a seductive voice, pretty much showcasing her tits and ass from the moment that I met her --

It wasn’t fair. I had no chance of redemption.

It wasn’t fair for someone to have such soft, humongous tits and a small waist and smooth, glossy lips that looked perfect for sucking an older man’s cock.

I had recently gone through a divorce that left me feeling a little lonely and a lot horny. The last part of that wasn’t new, but it did make it harder - pun intended - for me to walk into work every day and see my new secretary, Ashley, stumbling into work with with her hot body on display in short, tiny black skirts.

The way she dressed was slutty and inappropriate for the office, but I had to say that all of my clients loved it - so it wasn’t hurting my deals when my cute blonde secretary flirted with them and pushed her deep cleavage together with her arms.

She was so young and flirty, it was almost like she was asking for sex in those short little pencil skirts and see-through blouses, tight and clinging to those naughty curves.

Her hot body practically screamed for being instantly impregnated.

Those big, bouncing titties, that juicy ass, and her long, toned legs…

She looked like a walking wet dream of a girl, and I wanted to fuck her more than anything. Filling her up with my powerful seed would be a dream come true.

But I was a good guy.

I wasn’t going to make a move on one of my own employees, even if she wore 6 inch heels to the office and her massive breasts spilled over onto her desk when she leaned forward to talk to me.

I was her boss, and she was my employee. It was wrong.

That didn’t make it any easier to deal with her flaunting that slutty fuckdoll body to me and all the men around her every single day.

Despite all of that, I enjoyed her company.

She was a little like a female devil in the aggressive way she flirted and showed off her extreme sexuality, but I appreciated a go-getter attitude at work.

She was seductive in addition to her natural charisma, and I was impressed by her facility with all of the duties of her job as my secretary.

Keep in mind, it wasn’t rocket science.

But that didn’t stop me from daydreaming about her in my wild fantasies, or after she left my office for the day and I closed the door and took out my erect, throbbing hard cock…

Her body was tight and young, and she was so much younger than my ex-wife and probably that made her even more fertile, ready to get bred…

My ex-wife had never succeeded at getting pregnant, but Ashley’s ripe tits and juicy ass and fertile hips were shouting out for rough male attention.

The way that her boobs clung to her filmy, tight shirts, and her little skirts almost showed off that tight cunt…

Well, let’s just say I was still thinking about her long after she left, evidenced by the streams of white cum that I dropped into a tissue at my desk multiple times a week.

She was eye candy.

I had no intention of touching her.

But at the next office party… everything changed.

Chapter 1

Ashley’s POV

“Oh my god!” I squealed to my roommate on the phone. She was out of town for the weekend. “You will not believe who I saw today. He was like, the hottest guy that I’ve ever seen.”

“Ashley, that’s what you said about the last guy… You don’t want to get in trouble again, do you?”

I pouted my glossed, luscious lips, even though my roommate couldn’t see me.

“That is like, so not fair. It wasn’t my fault that guy didn’t tell me he had a girlfriend! But no, this new guy is totally single. Perfect for me. He’s a little older, got a great bod, the whole deal…”

My friend sighed.

She couldn’t know that I was already scheming about how to make him mine. That was impossible.

I was going to tie him down in the best way that a woman can do to a man: By having him breed me on his thick, older cock.

There was nothing that I wanted more than to become pregnant, my fertile body was screaming out that I was of ripe age to get bred!

“He did his best not to look at my gigantic tits, too,” I said. “He’s such a gentleman, right?”

My friend said, “Sure, Ashley. Whatever you say…”

Whatever! It didn’t matter what she thought anyways. I knew that any guy who tried not to stare at my gigantic, soft, natural breasts was going to be a keeper.

Not to mention the way he’d tried not to notice the way that I strutted forward in front of him in my stiletto high heels and my black lacy stockings underneath my short miniskirt.

“Yeah, so I think the interview went very, very well,” I told her.

“Hey, Ashley?”

“Yeah?”

“I’m hearing a weird noise on the end… Do you have me on speakerphone or something?”

“Yeah, is that an issue?” I said.

My mind was still fixated on the hot older guy. If he didn’t choose me to be his slutty secretary, I thought I would die…

“No, just sounded like some weird breathing.”

I laughed to myself, shifting my weight on my bed.

My roommate had no way of knowing, but I was currently fucking my little cunt with a dildo while I sat on her bed.

Oops!

“Don’t worry about it,” I said, frigging my swollen clit while I thought about squeezing my big fucking titties around the older guy’s cock. “I should go now soon anyways…”

“Yeah,” She said. “Talk to you later, bitch!”

“Later, bitch.”

I hung up my cell phone and started full on moaning in my roommate’s bedroom.

It felt so good to rub my clit and fuck my hot pussy with a dildo while my big breasts jiggled around with the frantic motion.

“Yes, Mr. Smith, please cum inside me… I’ll fuck you better than your ex-wife ever did,” I moaned.

It never took me a long time to cum when I imagined my boss’s big cock inside me, fucking me hard.

I had seen his bulge in his jeans and it looked huge, especially on the days when I totally flaunted my big, juicy breasts at him all throughout the workday like a naughty bitch.

He was going to fall for me…

He was going to give me his seed, right in my tight young pussy…

He just didn’t know it yet.

Mr. Smith’s POV

It had been a rough day at work. First, we’d had a visit from a major potential client, but he hadn’t seemed to like what we were offering to him.

After that, I came back to my office to see my secretary bending over my desk, her ass wiggling in the air as she looked for something on the floor, and I felt my cock get hard from annoyance as much as desire.

She acted like such a little whore in front of me, but I was not going to give in to her.

Even though I wanted to fuck my sperm into her and make her instantly pregnant, I couldn’t do it.

Not when I was her boss.

I knew how it would go - she would sleep with me and then blackmail me or report me to HR, and I would lose my job.

But that ass was just so juicy, so tight and round and irresistable… I couldn’t stop my cock from reacting, and my breath quickened.

What man wouldn’t want to shove his cock into a hot, younger, submissive slutty ass?

Ashley straightened up, finally, slowly, reaching over as her ass seemed to swell up and bounce, making me just think about whether she did anal or not.

My ex-wife had never done anal with me, but Ashley seemed like the kind of slut to beg for it in her backdoor.

“Oh! Hello, Mr. Smith, I didn’t see you there,” She said in an innocent voice, as if she wasn’t just begging to be bent over and reamed out hard.

“Hi,” I said curtly, not in the mood for any bullshit after the horrible meeting I’d just had.

Ashley pouted at me, and her blonde hair was tied back in a ponytail, bobbing up and down as she shook her head.

“You need some serious vacation time…” She said. “Is there anything I can do to make it better?”

Nasty, dirty thoughts flashed through my mind.

I want you to hide beneath my desk and suck my cock with those blowjob lips while I facefuck you and pull on that slutty ponytail.

Bend over the desk and spread your cheeks, pulling up your skirt.

Lie on my desk with your legs wide open, letting me breed you like the hot fuckdoll you are.

I cleared my throat.

“Coffee,” I said. “I know I don’t usually ask for that, but it’s a special occasion.”

Ashley smiled at me with her rosy lips, her pretty face lighting up.

“I think you need more than coffee,” She said, bending over my desk so that her cleavage was on display.

Those big boobs looked so juicy and tempting, I wanted to squeeze that pale flesh in my hands right here in the office.

“What do you suggest?” I said, trying as hard as I could not to look at her big breasts and failing, overall.

It looked like she was begging to be impregnated and filled up, that flat stomach ballooning out to show her pregnancy.

She straightened up, leaving me wanting that hot, naughty view of her breasts back in my face.

“Coffee I can do,” She said. “Are you going to the company party this Saturday, as well? You can blow off some steam there…”

“Not sure,” I interrupted her, almost knocking a stack of papers off of my desk when she winked at me and squeezed her tits together between her arms.

Her unrepentant flirty moves were having an effect on me, I just didn’t want her to know it yet.

“You should come,” She said, emphasizing the last word in a way that just made me think of how her pretty, seductive face would look with my white sperm all over her cheeks and lips.

I sighed, signing onto my computer again.

“Maybe I will…” I said. “Sure. I’ll try to show up.”

“Trust me,” Ashley said, and the secretary licked her lips, opening her mouth like she wanted a cock in there right now. “You will want to see what I’m wearing, Mr. Smith… You had better come.”


I swallowed.

“Coffee. Please.” I told her, and I was almost relieved when she finally went to go to her job.

Still that didn’t stop me from watching her ass swaying back and forth like a whore as she walked away in her tight skirt and sheer stockings…

I knew that I’d be at that office party on Saturday, one way or another.

Chapter 2

I didn’t usually attend these corporate parties that the office held quarterly to celebrate our returns, so I had to dredge up a suit from the back of my closet to find something to wear.

I was pleased that I filled it out better than when I’d first bought it; my biceps and shoulders looked great, and the cut was flattering to my profile.

Sure, I was older now, but I looked better than when I first paid for this suit; my ex-wife had always said that I looked hot in it, anyways.

The party was held at the CEO’s gigantic mansion of a house, and when I drove up a valet parked my car for me.

It had been a fucking long time since I attended one of these, practically years… I didn’t remember there being multiple swimming pools, one indoors and one outdoors, or a huge veranda decorated immaculately.

I walked inside with my hands in my pockets, determined to stay relaxed about the expanse of filthy wealth all around me.

I was offered small, tiny cookies and sandwiches inside that tasted delicious and were served to me on a silver platter by one of the many butlers.

My choice in dress had been apt; most of the people from the company were dressed up just like I was, women in fancy cocktail dresses, a nice parade of hotness, and the men in suits.

I didn’t know many people here, because it was a large company, so while I was accepting a small champagne from a waiter I was almost shocked when someone came up from behind me and hugged me around the waist.

I nearly dropped my champagne glass.

“Whoa!” I said, and I turned around.

Of course, it had to be the last person I wanted to see right now: Ashley, my secretary.

She had not been joking about it being worth my time, though, because she looked smoking hot.

Her face was made up to look perfect, like a slutty model who needed cum all over her face, and her dress was so short that her ass and tight, long lean legs were showed off optimally.

But the thing I noticed at once, in her strapless dress, was what was holding it up.

A pair of bouncing, huge boobs.

They were so round and so massive it seemed impossible that they were real, but when she bounced up and down on her high heels and started talking to me, they jiggled like a perfect pair of natural tits.

My traitorous mind drifted to the thought… How big would her tits get when she was pregnant?

Even bigger? Filled with juicy, delicious milk?

She looked up at my face and seemed to like the expression I was making.

I could see the other men in the room trying not to look at us, and a couple of the wives looked disapprovingly at their husbands, who were trying to keep their eyes off of the gigantic rack on the tiny blonde secretary who was currently talking about… something that I wasn’t paying attention to.

Ashley looked at me and I realized that she had asked me a question while I was preoccupied with the thought of breeding her fertile, busty young body.

“Sure,” I said. “Yes, definitely.”

Her eyes lit up and she took my hand, causing a spark of electricity to travel through my body.

I was caught off guard, but she seemed to know what I was thinking, so sexy and seductive that I had to follow her.

“You have to see the huge rooms here,” She said. “There are like, twenty guest rooms! They’re ginormous!”

I finished my champagne off and dropped it on a waiter’s tray as I allowed myself to be led through the giant hallways, beautifully furnished, in this house that was almost like a maze.

Until I realized where I was going.

Ashley had said it herself, I just had not registered it while I was staring at her wiggling, round ass as she walked slightly in front of me in her red, tight strapless dress.

What kind of panties and bra could she be wearing, because I didn’t see any kind of visible lines under her dress?

I started to feel nervous when we started peeking into the guest rooms.

Most of them were empty, but a few of them had couples making out on the beds, which was basically assumed at these parties, from what I had heard from my other coworkers.

We walked into another guest room and Ashley said she was tired.

“I just need to sit for a minute, this was so exciting!” She said. “I’ve never been to a big, fancy house like this, and it’s just like, so cool!”

I sighed with relief and sat next to her on the bed.

If we were just here for exploratory purposes, it was okay, right?

Suddenly, Ashley turned to me, though.

“Mr. Smith…” She said. “I need your help with my dress. It keeps falling down, and I just can’t pull it up with my weak strength.”

I blinked at her, feeling the luxurious mattress of the bed and the rich, purple covers beneath the palms of my hands.

I looked at Ashley, and she was pulling up the corners of the strapless dress over her large boobs.

“My boobs are just too big!” She complained. “They’re making the zipper try to split and fall off of me…”

“Ashley, that wouldn’t be appropriate…” I said to her.

She pouted at me. “Mr. Smith, what would be inappropriate is if someone walked into this room and my dress had fallen down so my big breasts were just naked…”

She had a point, right?

“Sit behind me,” She ordered me, and I felt my cock hardening, thickening with arousal as I positioned myself behind her on the bed.

The door was open, just ajar, and I felt nervous about someone walking in, but I wanted to do what Ashley wanted… She was just too fucking sexy, too breedable to resist.

“You need me to touch the zipper, right?” I said.

My hand was warmed by touching her pale back, with the masses of blonde hair falling down her back.

I pulled up the zipper, but Ashley wiggled back on the bed, her ass colliding with my hard cock.

“Unngh!” I gasped out as I felt the first contact of her young, slutty ass on my older, divorced cock.

“Mr. Smith, please pull up my dress now,” She ordered me, and she took my hands in hers…

Her hands were so much smaller and feminine than my rough, older masculine hands.

She put my hands on her breasts. “Now pull up my dress,” She said, turning her head over her shoulder to look at me seductively.

I couldn’t breathe.

My hands were on her breasts now, and that milky, juicy flesh was tempting me beyond all reason.

My secretary had teased me for months and weeks in my office, showing off her deep cleavage in those slutty outfits and her ass in those tight skirts, and I had full access to both of them now.

Maybe I wasn’t perfect after all. I was just a man, and I needed to touch the girl in front of me.

“I dare you to do it,” Ashley said to me, whining like she wanted a big cock in her young pussy. “Touch me, Mr. Smith, do something daring and risk your job, all for this young slut grinding on your cock like a whore… Do it!”

I groaned into her ear, and I fucking did it.

In a fast motion, I stripped that slutty red dress down to her waist, fully revealing her big, gigantic boobs and squeezing them in my large, rough hands.

My hands were larger than hers, sure, but they couldn’t conquer the full expanse of her gigantic breasts, all of that silky flesh making my cock harder than anything I’d ever done before.

“You naughty slut,” I told her in a low voice, right in the secretary’s ear. “You’ve been gagging for this older cock, haven’t you? You really think you can handle it if daddy starts to breed you, right here in a stranger’s house?”

Ashley seemed to grind even harder against my cock, making a face of pure pleasure that made me want to fuck her so hard, harder than I’d ever had sex before.

“Yes, sir!” She cried out, so loud that I thought, almost hoping, that someone else would hear the younger secretary whore begging for older cock. “Please fuck me, please risk your job for me and put it into my little cunt right now… I’ve been preparing for you, and I need your seed to breed me! Only an older man can do it, and I’ve wanted you since I first saw you!”

I growled and then pulled up the hem of her tight red dress, forcing it up and over her ass, so she was barely wearing anything at all now.

“You slutty girl,” I said to her angrily. “You didn’t even wear any panties today, and I can feel your cunt is so wet already you’ve probably been dripping on the floor of this fancy house… Get ready for my big cock now, you fucking dirty girl!”

Without any other words, I pulled my thick cock out of my suit pants and shoved it inside Ashley, my secretary, as she sat on my lap.

I had been overcome by my baser, animalistic instinct, and I couldn’t do anything but succumb to my innate human desires to take and breed a hot woman right now.

I pulled her down onto my cock and lay back on the bed as I started to fuck and shove my cock back up into her as hard as I could.

I could feel her tight cunt stretching out and accommodating to take my entire length.

It was a tight fit. It took a few minutes before I could feel myself bottoming out inside her, but it was all worth it.

Nothing mattered anymore, not the reactions of HR when they would find out I fucked my secretary, not the reactions of my ex-wife, if she ever found out, the only thing in my mind and bodily instincts was to fuck and claim and breed.

“Please take me,” Ashley said, doing her best to bounce up and down, those massive tits jiggling like an earthquake with the hard force of my cock sliding up into her little cunt. “Take me, make me take your big, older cock!”

“I’ll give it to you,” I growled. “Going to breed you, fill you up with my seed as many times as it takes… to get you full and pregnant with my seed!”

With a shout, I started to unload into that tight little younger cunt.

My load was forced into her, all the way inside her womb, making sure that she got pregnant instantly.

Her pussy clenched around me and I wondered if she was cumming too, but I didn’t ask her for right now, not at the peak of my orgasm.

This was about my own pleasure, this was about shooting my load so hard inside this office secretary whore that had teased me for so long.

I fucked her so hard until all of the cum had gotten milked out of my body, but my cock remained hard…

Because something was happening to the secretary’s young body.

Her belly was swelling up.

Chapter 3

We could barely believe it.

I had fucked my cum into Ashley so potently, so perversely, that her belly was filling up and swelling.

It was a sweet, dirty hyper pregnancy.

“Fuck,” I said, and I felt my cock surging again inside her, that pregnant belly filling out as I grasped it.

“Babe,” Ashley said, and I didn’t even mind the term of endearment. “Oh my god, what is this? Am I really pregnant? Oh my god… It feels so good, please, you have to keep fucking me, fuck me again right now!”

She hopped off my cock and we repositioned ourselves on the bed in the cowgirl position, so that she was straddling and riding my cock.

I was overcome with arousal and desire.

This had never happened to me before. Ashley was so much better than my ex-wife, she had gotten instantly hyper-pregnant on the first try!

What a young, fertile slutty whore… I could see her swelling belly perfectly in this position, lying back in the guest room onto the soft, luxurious pillow as I watched Ashley’s body show the signs of pregnancy perfectly.

It was like a naughty transformation as she rode my hard cock, her tight pregnant cunt sliding up and down like the perfect cocksleeve.

Her belly was growing as I held it, but that wasn’t the only thing.

Her boobs were getting bigger too, and her thighs were getting thicker, even hotter, and her ass jiggled more when I spanked it.

Her boobs were already gigantic, but now they were almost unspeakably humongous.

There was more, too…

Her sexual appetite had changed, and though she had always been a teasing, horny slut, now she was like a goddess of sex as she rode my cock.

She easily made me cum at least two more times before we remembered that we were at the office party.

I knew that I was done for now, that I was bound to her forever by the hot, slutty fucking that she’d just given to me.

“Oh my god, my dress barely fits me now,” Ashley said as we cleaned up using the bathroom in the guest bedroom we’d taken over with our fornicating. “I’m so hungry… Let’s go back to the party so I can eat, and then fuck some more!”

“I couldn’t agree more, sweetheart,” I said to her, kissing her on the mouth.

When we walked back into the main party hall, everyone’s jaws dropped.

Men were looking at her like the hottest piece of fuckmeat they’d ever seen, and women were glaring at their husbands or looking at Ashley jealously.

Ashley was like a walking pornographic image now.

She’d always been teasing, irresistibly hot, but now…

Her belly was bulging out of the tight red dress, which was so short it almost showed off her cunt that was dripping with my white cum.

Her boobs were basically falling out of her dress now, jiggling and moving around so furiously that several men were craning their necks to try to glimpse her nipples in the massive expanse of milky titflesh.

“I have an announcement,” Ashley said. “Mr. Smith and I are getting engaged!”

I looked at her shocked for just a moment, before I smiled in resignation.

I wasn’t going to get fired, miraculously.

Instead I was going to fuck and cum inside my new fiancee as many times as I could every day, right in my own office.

We were going to start a family together, and it all started today, on the very day that I got her hyperpregnant and bred her the way that she always needed to be.

The room clapped for us tentatively, but I heard it all like applause in my own head, as I watched my new fiancee, Ashley, beaming and wiggling around in her high heels so energetically that her big boobs almost flopped out of her dress.

Everyone knew.

It was so hot. They all knew that I was the man who had fucked the hottest girl at the company, getting her hyper pregnant, instantly swelling and gorgeous, on the first try.

I’d propose formally to her on another day, with the brightest ring that I could find. That was what she deserved from me for being my breedable secretary.

Yeah, everything was going to be okay.


Making Him Stay: Fertile Pregnant Seduction

Leith Freeman

I needed him to stay, so my fertile, juicy body instantly swelled and got pregnant…

I’m going to get hyper-pregnant after he’s plugged me up with fresh white fluid and I’m already bursting with life.


Prologue

Christina

My boyfriend John was everything to me.

So when I found out that he was thinking about leaving me for another woman, I was furious.

At first, I didn’t know what to think. I was an attractive 19-year-old, so why was he chatting online and on the phone to some dumb bimbo who wasn’t nearly as hot as I was?

I stared at myself in the mirror incessantly, wondering how John could be tempted to give up his naughty habit, but I just couldn’t see anything to improve…

Was it time to use my secret weapon?

I took inventory of my hot, slutty body.

I had a big pair of juicy breasts that I was very proud of, and I loved to show them off in low-cut tops and tight sweaters.

Guys were always staring at me when I teased them like that.

And I had a fertile, wide pair of hips that looked perfect for breeding. John had told me so himself!

What was the matter with him?!

My face was pretty and innocent looking, pale skinned, and I had long blonde hair that I took good care of, making sure to brush it and condition it religiously every day.

I frowned at myself in the mirror, wrinkling up my pretty face just a little.

I looked down at my long, toned legs from years of running cross country, and then back up my lithe, slender body that was blessed with huge, basketball sized tits and a nice round ass.

My stomach was flat and toned, but not too muscle-y like a guy’s would be.

Wait.

Maybe… maybe that was the problem. Or the solution, I always got those words mixed up in my brain.

I looked at myself in the mirror with my flat stomach and imagined what I would look like if my belly was full with semen, round and pregnant…

My boobs would get even bigger, and so would my ass and thighs.

I imagined how happy I would be if I were pregnant right now, with John standing behind me as we looked in the mirror.

His hands around my body, resting on my round, pregnant stomach.

Maybe it was time for me to unleash my potential as a breeding slut…

After all, I had a secret weapon in my realm.

I knew something that John didn’t.

I was one of the special girls that had the ability to become… instantly, swelling…

Hyper-pregnant.

But that was my last resort.

I had a huge number of other cunning ideas to try first.

Chapter 1

Christina

It was the little things that started to add up.

John and I had been dating for six months, and everything was going well until I noticed that sometimes his attention wasn’t fully on me, which I just totally hated.

How could he push me aside when I was wearing new lingerie, just for him?

I was wearing a baby-blue slutty lingerie set that time, with little pink bows on the bra and panties.

My ass was covered by the lace panties, see through and enticing him to put it right into my young little pussy.

My big, heavy breasts were almost splitting the bra with how tightly it fit to my hot curves, and yet somehow he told me that he had to work that night on his laptop.

The sheer audacity of it all…

But I figured he was just tired that time, or he was working hard for his promotion at work.

You see, John was ten years older than I was, at twenty-nine as opposed to my little nineteen-year-old sex drive.

I pouted and let him work, that time…

But soon I had to ramp up my efforts, and that was when I really noticed the problem.

No matter how sexily I dressed or how teasing and slutty I acted, John started to turn me down for sex… Half the time!

I just could not accept that at all. No way.

I would be wearing my hair in pigtails and pouting with cute, pink lips at him and he’d tell me that he had to take an important phone call.

I would sit on his lap while we watched the news and grind my pert ass on his cock, and even though I could feel his big, thick cock hardening up, he would still push me off so he could “pay attention”!

This was completely, irrevocably unacceptable.

Finally, I had to resort to my last option:

Listening in.

And I fucking heard him… I heard him talking to another woman!

He was talking on the phone about how he needed to wait for his girlfriend - that was me - to be out of the room before he could answer.

And okay, it didn’t sound like cheating to me… But I still didn’t want any of that happening, not in my own relationship!

I deserved his full attention.

I bet that I had bigger titties than the woman he was talking to.

I bet that I had a rounder, juicier ass.

And I knew - I had to be the younger, tighter pussy.

John had told me himself that I had the hottest, wettest cunt that he’d ever fucked.

I just needed to remind him of why he wanted me in the first place…

But all of my attempts at seduction had failed!

I’d already used up all of my efforts.

That meant that there was only one thing left to do, something that I had promised myself that I would never do to a guy…

But dammit!

I would not be ignored anymore.

I would make John finally commit to me.

He would be mine forever…

I just needed to get pregnant.

Not only that…

I was going to get instantly pregnant, using my own secret designs.

Chapter 2

Christina

You see, it was shortly after I first got John to be my boyfriend that I went to the doctor for a visit.

It was embarrassing, almost.

I had to tell the doctor that I was feeling weird cramps in my stomach after I had sex with John… Okay, after we had done blowjobs, we still hadn’t progressed to actual sex yet.

Partially because I was worried about those weird cramps, okay?

The doctor did a full examination of my big, juicy breasts, my little tight pussy, and my flat stomach.

He seemed to be breathing hard by the end, and I wondered if he was getting enough exercise in his daily life.

You know how doctors usually are… Maybe it was true.

His face looked a little red as he stood over my hot, naked body.

“I have to inform you… We’ll run tests to confirm, but you appear to be suffering from a rare condition.”

My eyes opened wide, I’d asked him what that meant, my big breasts shaking up and down as I shook my head,

“You see, I’m afraid that you seem to be the type to get very easily pregnant, almost like a breeding specimen…”

I blinked at him, feeling my pussy starting to get hot and wet just listening to him say that to me.

I was meant for breeding? Me?

He continued, “Not only that, but more seriously… If you have unprotected sex, you are likely to get pregnant immediately… And in fact…” He said, seeming to not want to say anything more, but continuing. “You would probably suffer from a condition, extremely rare, that is called hyper-pregnancy.”

“What is hyper pregnancy?” I said dumbly, feeling like I was lost in all the complicated conditions he had described.

“It means that you would essentially go through a pregnancy in half or less the time of a typical pregnancy of nine months. So you might see some of the physical symptoms right after you had finished…”

“Finished?” I said, feeling lost still. “You mean, after he cums in my pussy?”

The doctor turned even more red.

He was an older man, with a slight beard that I found a little hot.

“Yes, after the man… ejaculates and impregnates you,” He confirmed finally.

I had a funny feeling that he wasn’t out of breath from lack of exercise now.

“You can put your clothes back on,” He said hurriedly. “I have taken the samples that we need.”

After that visit, it had only taken a few days before the test results came back to confirm…

I was one of the rare few females in the world who had the hyper-pregnancy condition, being predisposed to it, I mean.

I thought about that for like, weeks afterwards, it was a huge, big deal!

I didn’t tell John, but we did agree to use condoms when we first started dating… John had had a few pregnancy scares before, and he wasn’t keen on the idea of more.

Back then, I didn’t think it was anything of an issue. If anything it excited me!

I could get pregnant whenever, however I wanted to…

It hadn’t seemed relevant until now though.

Because flash forward and right now, in the present time, I needed to get pregnant as fast as possible.

I had to keep John’s big, thick, throbbing cock all for myself.

He had the biggest, thickest, hottest dick that I had ever seen.

He filled me up so well, even when we were using a condom, it was like he possessed the essence of manliness when he grabbed and fucked me.

Or at least, when he used to… Before he started talking to some mysterious slutty woman on the phone and computer all the time.

I was going to pull out all the stops, using my hottest moves and my sluttiest looks, all to get John to fuck me again…

And this time, it would change both our lives.

Chapter 3

John

I had had a long day at work, and my boss was totally on my ass about the deadline on our major client project.

Yeah, my boss Angela kept on calling me, on both my personal and my work cell phone, and she was incessantly instant messaging me on my computer whenever I logged on…

Hey, just because she was a workaholic didn’t mean I had to be, too, right?

Wrong. If I wanted to keep this job, and it paid so well that I just couldn’t turn down the promotion that resulted in this, I had to do what she wanted.

If she wanted to keep flirting with me sometimes too, I mean… I wasn’t going to turn it down.

Someone like Angela was older, even if she didn’t have Christina’s young, bouncy tits and ass, she was still a hot, older woman who knew how to use what she had.

At least until this project was complete.

So even though Christina was being really sweet to me at dinner, cooking up my favorite meal of lasagna with red wine, I had to turn her down when she started trying to initiate sex.

And I mean, she was a little clingy, to be honest.

She was great in bed, she was hot as hell, but we’d only been dating six months and she seemed to want all of my attention.

It was great to fuck someone who focused only on how hard and rough I could slam her ass into the mattress, but if I had to complain…

She was kind of high-maintenance.

I didn’t know if I had the attention span or the obsession level that she was looking for.

But what the hell.

It had only been six months, so I wasn’t going to overthink it too much.

Although…

I had to admit, I was feeling guilty that I had resorted to jerking off in the bathrooms at work, but work was just too damn distracting.

I didn’t want Christina to get the impression that I was more serious about her than I actually was.

So when she started snuggling up to me on the couch while we were watching TV, I tried to dissuade her… right up until she made that pretty impossible for me.

“John,” She said in one of her highest, whiniest voices, the kind that I just couldn’t resist. “Look what I wore, all for you…”

And then she started to strip down.

Before I could do or say anything, her big, gigantic creamy breasts were in my face, and she was wearing a beautiful white lingerie set underneath her clothes that barely contained her bountiful assets.

I felt myself starting to get an erection despite my best efforts not to.

I had such a huge, thick cock that I knew that Christina could immediately feel it and she started to react.

It was impossible for me not to react, though…

Just look at her. She had on a pure white lingerie set, as if she were an innocent bride, and it had just the smallest trimming of lace at the sides.

It looked shiny and satiny, and her skin glowed with life and sexuality next to it.

“Christina, I don’t know if this is a good idea…” I said helplessly as she straddled me and started to rub her clothed pussy against my jean-clad cock.

“Of course it is…” She whispered in my ear. “I know you’ve been stressed lately, so just lie back and let me do all the work, I promise that I can make it good for you, babe…”

I heaved a sigh and tried to push her off, but she just kept grinding on my lap, making my cock engorged and throbbing.

God, she was just too sexy to resist any more… I had to try, but it was so difficult when she had her big juicy breasts in my face and was pushing my face into them, muffling any protests that I had.

I knew that I was physically stronger than her… But not when she had my cock beneath that tight little pussy.

I couldn’t help it. I was older and stronger, but she had me under a seductive spell.

I started to motorboat her big titties just the way she liked it, feeling those massive globes of flesh smothering my face.

I felt her tight little cunt so wet over me, that I just couldn’t resist her.

“Baby, get the condoms…” I told her.

“It’s okay,” She said, and I felt a foreboding shiver go down my back. “I’m starting my period tomorrow, so it’s my safe time… I need to feel you bare today, John.”

To emphasize her point she ground down her pussy again and unzipped my pants, drawing my thick cock out of my jeans and underwear.

She then got on her knees in front of me as I sat there, dumbfounded, on the couch.

“Christina, you know how I feel about pregnancy…”

She just smiled at me and licked up and down my cock that was already wet with precum.

My cock throbbed in her face, clearly emboldening her to do whatever she wanted, judging by the smug, sexual look on her face.

She started to gobble down and deepthroat my cock like there was nothing else in the world that she wanted more.

“Fuck, Tina,” I said, using my special nickname for her.

She was such a voracious, slutty young girl, at just nineteen years old she was more sexually confident and aggressive than any woman twice her age. Like my boss for example…

I could hear my phone ringing in the other room.

 

“Oh god, Christina, I really need to answer that, I do--”

I was cut off mid sentence when Christina winked at me and started to shove my big, thick cock, now fully engorged with blood and monstrous looking, down her throat.

My cock slipped into her mouth and I felt her start to bump her soft, glossy throat against the head of my thick cock.

It felt so fucking amazing that couldn’t move an inch from my spot on the couch.

“I need to answer that--” I said faintly, but Christina was gagging herself on my cock now, her eyes wide open and begging for it. “Okay, come on--”

Christina took my cock out of her mouth and I started to get up, moving towards the room where I’d left my phone on the table, but she utterly cut me off and forced me to sit down…

When she went back to straddle me and suddenly her little white slutty innocent panties were pushed to the side and her bare cunt was engulfed with my huge, bare cock.

“Oh my god…” I said. “Fuck, we forgot the condom! Christina!”

“Shhhh,” She told me, putting a small, delicate finger over my lips.

She started to bounce up and down on my cock, her huge breasts heaving up and down in my face while her little cunt squeezed me hard.

I loved how it felt so much, I couldn’t stop her…

But I had to keep trying.

“Please, we have to stop… I can’t do this bare, oh fuck... “

I couldn’t help it. It felt too amazing.

“It’s our first time without condoms,” Christina said. “It feels soooo good, please keep fucking me like this!”

She moaned and her cunt squeezed and gripped me like a living fleshlight.

Her slutty, fuckdoll body was like a wet dream as she bounced on me, riding me cowgirl style until I could barely take it anymore.

“Pull off,” I told her, gritting my teeth like crazy. “Pull off baby, I’m going to cum… I’m going to cum, pull off and I’ll cum on your tits!”

My boss could get screwed. She was probably sitting at working fingering herself at her desk, and I was fucking the hottest blonde fuckbunny right here on my living room couch.

“Get really close,” Christina told me, breathing in my ear. “Just get close, and then you can cum all over me, just like you want… Tell me and then I’ll pull off!”

I could feel her cunt spasming at the thought of me cumming all over her, as she started to cum all over my cock, her little cunt squirting everywhere.

She was so fucking sexy.

Those loads of blonde hair draped over my shoulders, the tight little cunt squeezing down on my thick, hard older cock, and her big, gigantic breasts…

With her rhythmically clenching down on my cock I stood no chance.

“Pull off,” I gasped out. “Pull off, baby, I’m going to cum, going to cum, oh god, please pull off, oh baby--”

My breath was taken away when Christina instead pushed her pussy all the way down on my cock to the hilt and squeezed even harder, and I was past the point of no return and started to cum.

Fuck!

My cum was spurting out of me, breeding Christina bare.

“Feels so good, doesn’t it baby…” She said seductively in my ear. “Give me all of that cum now, make me pregnant on your cock… Give me your seed, make me your breeding slut…”

Those words were hotter than anything I’d ever heard before in my life.

I couldn’t keep it in, and my cum just kept shooting, pushing into her deeply, that tiny little fertile young cunt.

I breathed heavily as I started to come down from my orgasm, realizing that my cock was still lodged deep inside her and her cunt walls were milking out every last drop.

“Shit,” I said. “Shit, shit shit we have to get to the store… We need to get you the plan B pill, we need…”

Christina shushed me once again, looking flushed and entirely too happy.

But why would she look so happy?

I thought we both didn’t want to get pregnant right now…

“I’ll run and get it later,” She said to me.

I got the strange feeling that something was weird about her, though…

We’d only been dating for six months, but Christina could sometimes be just a little clingy.

“Okay,” I said, and I playfully kissed one of her extremely large breasts.

Which… speaking of her breasts… something was different about them.

Right now.

It was almost like… they were starting to get even bigger, right there in my face as I sat there with my cock plugging my slutty girlfriend full of cum.

And wait… was her stomach also getting bigger?

What the hell was happening?

Chapter 4

Christina

“What the hell is going on?” John asked me, as we sat there together on the couch, me still impaled on his thick, hard older cock.

“What do you mean?” I asked, but…

I could already feel the excitement and arousal starting to boil in my body, down to every cell that I was made up of.

“Your tits…” He said. “Sorry, your breasts… they’re getting… bigger?”

I could feel it, too.

My breasts were starting to swell up, thick and full with creamy liquid and milk, ready for my pregnant body to make full use of it.

“Is there anything else?” I asked innocently, with my eyes wide open in my pretty face.

As if I had no idea what was going on.

“Your stomach, oh my god…” He said.

He sounded horrified, but anyone could have seen the arousal on his face; it was bare and clear as day.

His cock, still wedged in my tight little fertile pussy, was throbbing again, and hardening up in my wet cunt.

His body knew what was going on even if his mind hadn’t caught on yet.

I could feel a rush of pride and pleasure going through me, and something also triumphant struck me in my heart, like a feeling of pure wonder.

Is this what it felt like to be truly, wonderfully pregnant?

My belly swelled up, for sure, it was getting rounder as I sat in my older boyfriend’s lap…

He didn’t want me to get pregnant.

But here I was.

“Do we need to go to the hospital?” He asked hurriedly, but his body wasn’t moving at all.

Yeah, even if his mind said no…

I knew that his body, his relentless animalistic drive, wanted and needed to breed.

He was just a man, and I was a hot, beautiful slut that belonged to him.

“We’ll need to go to the hospital all right…” I said seductively. “But not for about nine months… or should I say three or four?”

He gawked at me. “What do you mean?” He said.

He couldn’t help it but I started to bounce on his cock again.

I could feel all of that hot, fertile cum inside me, and I couldn't resist just going for it once again, bouncing and milking his cock with my tight little cunt.

“It means… That… I’m pregnant,” I said, using large pauses to make sure he got the full impact of my declaration.

His jaw literally dropped, even while I started to milk his cock even tighter and harder.

He said, “How’s… what… how is that possible? Oh god, that feel so good, baby…”

I just smiled at him sweetly, knowing that I had an innocent look on my face, and yet I was totally filled up with an older man’s seed.

He was so stuck with me now…

I calmly explained to him about my condition…

Hyper-pregnancy.

It was real.

The doctor had told me all about it, and now I was here, telling my older boyfriend about it.

We were now irrevocably pregnant.

John was now mine forever.

I could see the look in his eyes.

He was smitten, happy despite his denial of it, and fearful at the same time.

I had him in the palm of my hand.

We’d only been dating six months…

But I knew that he’d never leave me now.

Not when he knew all about the wonders of hyper pregnancy that I had brought to him with my slutty fuckdoll body.

I smiled at him and rode his cock even harder.

I couldn’t wait to start the rest of my life with him, starting right now.


Hyper-Pregnant Nanny:

Fertile for Her Boss

Leith Freeman

Hayley’s dominant, rough boss seeds her teasing nanny holes.

She’s instantly round, fertile and ready to pop.


Prologue

When I first met our new college nanny I instantly knew that I was in trouble.

She was simply too damn sexy. Too hot to let go. Too curvy and fertile. I had to fuck her and impregnate her.

Only one month later, she’d convince me to leave my wife for her younger, tighter little pussy. Hayley would wrap her slutty little pink lips around my cock and suck me off, and I’d make her my bride…

But that isn’t the story of how it all started.

It was a total surprise. I remembered how she had looked in her interview, wearing her college sweatshirt and a plain pair of loose jeans.

Sure, she had been pretty back then, but in an everyday kind of way.

Not like she was dressed now, showing up to my front door looking more like she was going out to a hot, slutty swingers party than a nannying job.

She had a big pair of breasts and a tiny little waist in that tight little spaghetti strap tank top.

She was also wearing a tight pair of short shorts that hung low on her hips, exposing a belly button that was pierced.

Just like all of the hot, horny sluts that I’d had sex with in college. Not at all like my current wife.

Now, she was here at my front door looking like she had an appointment to give me a fucking hot blowjob.

“I’m so nervous for my first day,” She said to me.

I blanked for a second as I stared at her pretty, sultry face as she winked at me.

Her cardigan was barely covering her body, practically see-through and not detracting at all from her massive boobs, and it was a distraction.

Only for a second did I forget her name.

Soon, I’d never forget it again.

Her name was Hayley.

And I was going to impregnate her.

Chapter 1

“You have microwave dinners in the refrigerator, and all of the emergency numbers, and please, please call me if anything comes up. You have my number, you can call me for any reason.”

I finished up my speech to Hayley quickly, knowing that she was an experienced, qualified nanny despite her hot, teasing appearance.

“Any reason at all?” She said to me, winking.

Damn, that made my heart race for a second.

I was in my late twenties now, not that much older than Hayley but older enough for it to make a difference.

I wanted viscerally to impregnate her, just like all older men want to fuck and cum inside the hot younger ladies that they see every day in public… or in my case, at my own house.

I was more experienced, I was hiring her because I needed her services as a nanny since my wife and I were going out on a date, and I was her employer, officially.

Which made the crush that I developed on her, so, so wrong.

So taboo and inappropriate.

But how could I help it, when she kept showing up at my door wearing less and less clothing?

On Saturday, she showed up wearing a lacy white dress that was almost see-through.

She had on a bright pink bra and white panties, and I jerked myself off in the bathroom of the restaurant where my wife and I had a date, thinking only about the slutty little nanny at my house.

The week after that, Hayley came to my house wearing a short plaid skirt and a tight, white button-down shirt that barely covered her big, massive boobs.

She looked fertile and ripe and ready to get bred by a thick cock like mine.

She looked at me wickedly as I tried not to stare at her big eraser nipples poking through while I counted out a wad of cash to pay her with.

The next week, she wore a short, tight dress that had a zipper on the front. The dress was black and made her look so slutty and hot, like she was going to go out to a club and fuck a boatload of guys after she finished her nannying duties.

The zipper on the front of her dress went all the way down to her pussy.

It made me want to instantly impregnate her.

I creamed my load inside my wife early that night, thinking about the nanny constantly and not my boring, starfish wife who barely let me have sex with her anymore, always claiming she was tired or sick or just didn’t feel like it. Ever.

Something was going to break in my household, and I had a feeling that it might be me…

Or Hayley, the tight little slut who served as the official nanny.

My wife appreciated that Hayley did her job as a nanny well, but she hated something else about her…

“I just don’t understand why she has to dress like that,” My wife complained to me one night.

“Girls like her just want to dress however they want. You remember college, right?” I told her as we sat in bed, reading our books.

Totally chaste. I wished that Hayley was in bed with me, riding on my cock.

My wife frowned.

“I don’t remember dressing like that. You’ll say something to her, right?” She asked me.

I shrugged my shoulders, my heart racing.

I couldn’t imagine not giving Hayley anything she asked for, as long as she kept wearing those teasing slutwear.

“Sure, I’ll talk to her,” I said.

My wife leaned over and gave me a kiss, but when I tried to cup her breasts she turned over and went to sleep.

I groaned.

But Hayley’s breasts were younger, perkier and bigger anyways.

I resolved to talk to Hayley the next time I saw her.

It did not go how I was expecting, but in the best way possible…

I didn’t know yet, but I was about to impregnate the nanny, the girl of my dreams.

Chapter 2

Hayley came to my house the next time wearing something so undeniably sexy that my jaw dropped, and I tried to hide my pervy reaction from my wife.

Hayley was wearing a completely sheer top and a tiny short skirt. Through her shirt, I could see she was wearing a pink lacy bra, just the lightest innocent pink color, which lifted up her big, sexy tits and pushed them up for me to enjoy.

Her skirt was also an innocent white color, in contrast to how short and tight it was, emphasizing her tiny waist and her long, toned legs.

She was also wearing a thin, long white cardigan like when I’d first met her.

She had her first aid kit with her, and her notebook where she took extensive logs of all the events that happened while she was nannying.

Yeah, she was good at her job.

But that only made me want to impregnate her even more.

Make her bear my seed, prove how good of a caregiver she would be…

I shook my head and waved goodbye to her on the way out.

On our date, my wife and I talked about work, the weather, sports (well, I did) until there wasn’t anything else.

My mind was full of Hayley, the slutty nanny and her big tits and tight ass, and how I wanted to make her flat stomach round and sexy.

“You’ll talk to her after we get back, won’t you honey? About her inappropriate clothing?”

My wife said to me, her eyebrows raised.

“Yes, of course,” I said to her automatically.

My wife yawned in response.

She didn’t bother to thank me, only telling me, “I think I’ll go to bed when we get back. I’m bushed.”

I gritted my teeth and asked for the check.

Once we got back to the house, my wife did as she said she would and went upstairs to bed.

Meanwhile, I went into the living room to find the nanny sitting there, alone, already having done the bedtime routine…

And she was lying there playing with her wet, mossy cunt.

My jaw dropped.

“Hayley?!” I called to her.

Her face lit up in shock that I was standing there.

Her thin, small young fingers were flicking her clit and rubbing her pussy.

Some of her fingers were inside that tight cunt.

Instantly my cock was rock hard.

I could feel the tension in the air building so heavily that I thought my heart might give in from all the blood rushing to my big, thick cock.

All because of the slutty nanny that was currently lying on the couch that my wife had picked out, fingering her tight, young cunt.

I growled and stalked towards her like a lion meeting its prey.

“You wanted me to find you like this, didn’t you? Teasing me all the time in front of my life like a little slut.”

Hayley tried to protest, but I could see in her eyes and the way that her big boobs swelled up even more and her tight pussy dripped down her fingers --

That she wanted it just as much as I did.

She was a dirty little homewrecking nanny and I was going to fuck and impregnate her on the couch in my living room while my wife slept upstairs.

Chapter 3

It only took fifteen minutes inside her tight pussy before I knew that I wanted to be with her, the hot, younger nanny, and not my wife, for the rest of my life.

“Going to fill you up, make you pregnant on my big thick cock,” I told her viciously, fucking up into her like I owned her now.

“Yes, please!” She yelled so loudly I thought she was almost trying to wake up my boring wife. “Daddy, fuck me harder, I need your load in my fertile cunthole.”

I groaned and shoved my hands around the hot whore’s waist, pulling her down onto my cock like nothing else in the world mattered except impregnating that tight pussy as fast as possible.

“I’ll cum inside you right now,” I threatened. “Knock you up, make you moan and gag for my cock every day once you’re mine.”

Hayley loved that, holding onto my strong, masculine shoulders as her younger body quaked on top of mine.

“Yes, please cum now, I need your seed to impregnate me!”

I was her boss, which made it feel even naughtier, more taboo, and hotter when I started to cum inside her tight nanny pussy.

My cum streaked out quickly from the tip of my thick, hard, long cock, pushing all the way into her cervix and making sure that my sperm reached the intended target.

Her womb.

I had to make her pregnant right now with my creamy load, and I kept fucking her quickly but with shallow strokes as I unloaded so deep inside her it felt like my cock might get stuck with how tight and hot she was.

Hayley’s big boobs bounced up and down as she moaned.

“Oh my god, something’s happening to me! My stomach feels so hot and weird!”

I put my hands on her stomach and a miracle started to happen.

Her belly began to expand.

This was the true marker of her fertility:

She was instantly pregnant and starting to expand with the cock and semen that impregnated her, still inside her tight little young pussy.

I groaned and my cock surged to full hardness again, ready to keep making her feel the effects of being impregnated.

She squealed like a whore and begged for more, and I put my hands on her stomach, keeping them there to continue to feel the taboo, sensual effects.

Chapter 4

My older cock couldn’t stop thickening and hardening inside the nanny despite the fact that I had just cum in her.

Her little pussy was tight and felt so fucking good as I pumped my big cock inside her, but it was her rapidly expanding belly that truly made me hornier than ever before in my life.

The nanny was evidently more fertile than my wife.

Which meant that I needed to fuck Hayley, and only her, forever more.

Her stomach, which had been totally flat, was now round and swelling like she was at least three months pregnant.

Not to mention…. Her breasts.

They were swelling up huge, from their big size they had become a massive, milky pair of knockers, ready to produce milk at any moment.

Her big breasts were heavy and juicy and I wanted to stick my cock in between them to fuck the young, pregnant slut even more.

But for now her pussy was way too fucking slick and tight and distracting to think about doing anything besides continuing to inseminate her.

In fact, I must have cum inside Hayley at least three more times that night before she started sucking me off and forcing me to give some of my thick tasty cum to her mouth and face as well.

It was the hottest night of my life, and I was going to make sure it never ended.

Epilogue

Six months later, I had divorced my wife and married my nanny.

My entire household was much happier and satisfied with Hayley around.

I was the only one that she slept with, of course, but she was the hottest fuck ever.

Between her big, pregnant stomach that grew every time I dropped another load of semen in her, her pretty face, her big, swollen pregnant tits, and her nice, round pregnant ass, it was everything that I could possibly want in anyone.

Of course she needed to be my wife.

Both of us were so happy together, and never more so than when I was cumming in her precious, pregnant pussy.

It was meant to be.


Fertile Present: A Very Pregnant Christmas

Leith Freeman

Noelle needs a bursting hyper-pregnant belly for her Christmas present. 

Her belly will INSTANTLY SWELL while she’s still being filled up for the very first time!


Prologue

It was the most wonderful time of year, and I couldn’t keep my hands off of her tempting, overwhelmingly fertile younger body.

I had lived next door to Noelle for years, but it was too much for me to take when she came back from college and started to tease me with her big breasts, her full, fertile hips and ass, and that flat stomach that was just meant to be impregnated…

By my thick, older cock.

She was irresistible now, as she rode my cock, and there was one big difference that she was presenting to me that turned me on more than anything else…

Her bouncing, pregnant belly, which heaved up and down as she tried so hard to please my older cock with her little pregnant pussy.

She had just gotten instantly pregnant, and she was still inflating now…

I could not believe my luck.

It all started only a couple weeks ago…

Chapter 1

A few years ago, Noelle moved into the neighborhood when she was nineteen, and I wanted her from the moment that I saw her.

Her blonde hair, that innocent, perfectly teasing face that made me want to shove my cock between her lips, and that body…

It was really her body that caught my attention.

Noelle was wearing tight, tight jeans that made it look like she wanted to show off the curvature of her pussy to every man that watched her.

But she’d never had a boyfriend before.

Those jeans made her wide hips impossible to miss, even from a distance, like the steps from my front door to hers, just next door.

They were breeding hips.

I needed to take her, but I had no hope of that ever happening.

I was older than her, I liked to tell people that I was in my early thirties, but in reality I was even older than that, although I could still pass for 31.

I worked out regularly, building up my body so that I could try to go on dates, but I usually just came back to my own house alone and jerked off to chicks like Noelle.

She was so damn hot, I could not resist her.

But she was gone most of the time, busy with attending college and working for her living, I gathered from the sparse conversations that I had with her and that I overheard from next door.

It was only this fateful Christmas, in her last year of college that I got to know her, and it was this year that my dreams of her slutty, teasing body all found their way to come true as the ultimate present.

It was a Friday when she came home, and I saw her bringing her suitcases from school to the door.

But she seemed upset.

Even in the cold, snowy weather, she somehow managed to catch my attention with her bursting, bouncy ass that looked like it could tear the tight tight jeans she was wearing.

Her sweater, too, could not hide the big boobs that rested beneath it.

Her green knit sweater only accentuated the curvy shape of her body even more.

I felt my body reacting uncontrollably even as I just watched her from my own heated front porch, where I was reading a mystery novel.

“Everything all right over there, Noelle?” I called over to her.

“My boyfriend broke up with me…” She said, sadly. “It’s for the best, but I’m just a little sad because it’s the holidays and I wanted to spend it with someone, and I thought he was the one.”

“Other fish in the sea,” I said lamely, wondering what kind of advice an older man like me could give to a twenty-one-year old hot younger woman like Noelle.

She beamed at me and winked.

“That’s right Mr. Tyler… Now do you have any plans for Christmas? That guy wasn’t going to give me what I wanted
 anyways.”

I wondered what she meant by that, scratching my head.

“Not particularly. Watch some TV, see a few friends, hang out with my family while they’re in town. But they sleep early and we do Christmas in the afternoon, so I don’t have any plans for the evening. Why do you ask?”

Noelle smiled at me mysteriously, which looked strange on her innocent face with her blonde hair and big blue eyes.

“I have a present for you…” She said. “And I hope that you have a present for me. I’ll see you on Christmas!”

With nothing else said, she walked into the house, her big, fertile butt swaying hypnotizingly as she strode away.

I shook my head clear of the vision of the temping young minx.

I walked into my own house to take my cock into my hand and furiously masturbate as I thought about Noelle’s fertile hips and tight, teasing ass.

I could barely stand to wait until the next time I saw her, which would not be very long…

Chapter 2

As the day approached, I could barely stop myself from constantly masturbating over the thought of actually having Noelle, the hot, teasing slutty girl from next door over in my place.

I cleaned and vacuumed, and I made sure that the holiday decorations were in their clear, rightful places.

I put on a nice sweater and a pair of snug jeans of my own that really showed off my thick, hard package.

I was packing a large cock, and I wanted to make sure that Noelle had the opportunity to check it out without being creepy.

The doorbell rang.

Breathing in once, long and deep, I walked to the front door.

It was the day of reckoning for me and Noelle, where I would have the chance to be alone with her in private, see her slutty younger body sitting on my couch.

I opened the door and there was Noelle, looking so hot that I could feel my cock twitch from only looking at the younger babe.

Noelle was wearing a pair of plaid boxer shorts, blue and red, looking very festive and cold at the same time.

Her long, toned legs looked like a model’s stemming down from those tiny teasing shorts of hers. They looked like she had stolen them from a previous boyfriend.

And above her shorts, she was wearing a tight, teeny crop top, pale blue, and her stomach was exposed.

It was so flat and toned.

I could not help my pervy side and wondered what she would look like with a huge load of semen in her, filling up a very pregnant belly.

That would be the ultimate Christmas present, and I prayed for it to someday become real.

To top it all off, on the top of her long blonde hair, she was wearing a Christmas Santa hat, lying slightly askew on her head.

“May I come in, Mr. Tyler?” She asked me sweetly.

Her big breasts were impossible to look away from as she bounced through the door, her big boobs heaving up and down. It looked like she wasn’t even wearing a bra, the hot teasing minx.

I wanted her more than anything.

“Come in,” I told her, rolling my shoulders back authoritatively, releasing the tension upstairs.

I led her into the living room, where I had set up a nice, green Christmas tree.

“How are you feeling after your break up?” I asked her.

We sat on the couch, and she tucked her legs up underneath herself, showing off that flat midriff that looked ripe for impregnation.

She looked like she was thinking for a minute, during which she put her finger into her mouth and bit her nail, and sucked on her finger.

I just wanted to replace it with my cock in her little sweet pink pretty mouth.

“I’m not that sad anymore… I just wish that he would have given me what I really wanted,” She told me seriously.

She took her finger out of her mouth and it was glistening with spit.

I looked at her high, big breasts and her fertile hips and waist, and I thought about pushing her down on the sofa and taking her.

I cleared my throat. I needed to concentrate.

“What do you mean, what did you really want from him?” I said, feeling almost a little like her therapist or something.

The younger woman bit her pouty lip and stuck out her chest at me.

She was such a little tease.

“I wanted something from him that he wouldn’t give me… It’s kind of embarrassing,``she told me.

I could feel the tension in the room rising. The heat was on, and I was starting to sweat in my winter sweater.

“You can tell me anything. I promise I won’t tell anyone,” I told her, thinking about how innocent but sexy her face looked in the evening light of the candles.

Her Santa hat bobbed up and down as she nodded.

“Ok… Mr. Tyler, promise not to tell. But he wouldn’t even have sex with me! Can you believe that? How crazy is that?”

My mind shorted out, going utterly blank.

Noelle’s body was hot and curvy, like the perfect slutty young college girl.

And to hear that she was an innocent bimbo, a young virgin too…

It seemed unbelievable that her boyfriend would have rejected her.

I flashed back to watching her in front of me.

“Pretty crazy,” I grunted out, feeling the difference in age between us.

There was no way that any healthy man would turn down a hot young slut like Noelle.

She sighed.

“So we broke up… I never felt satisfied by him, not sexually or like, anything. He couldn’t give me what I wanted... I feel so neglected…”

She turned to face me, looking extremely excited.

Before I could move or say anything, Noelle pounced on me.

She straddled me, throwing one leg over my lap and sitting on my lap where my cock filled out to extremely hard in seconds flat.

She put her soft, small hands on my chest.

“Mr. Tyler,” She said to me, narrowing her eyes. “Will you please help me? What I need more than anything is for your put your seed inside me and impregnate me.”

My cock felt like it was going to shoot cum all over her instantly, and my jaw dropped.

“Anything,” I said roughly, quickly trying to strip the young whore of her clothing. “Anything to cum in your slutty pussy.”

Chapter 3

Half an hour later, I was breeding Noelle in doggy style next to my fir evergreen tree adorned with ornaments.

“Fuck me, please put your semen in me,” Noelle cried out, her fertile, wide hips shaking back and forth as my cock pounded into her little hole.

She was so fucking tight, incredibly so, and she felt amazing squeezing around my cock.

“Going to give it to you, you little breeding slut,” I told the younger woman, feeling my cock so rigid and stiff inside her it had felt like I could cum for the last fifteen minutes.

Her breasts did look incredible swaying back and forth while I shoved my cock inside that tight fertile hole.

All I could think about was the feeling and look of Noelle when she got fully bred.

“Take my cum - Oh yeah, milk it out of me with that tight pussy!” I yelled at her as I came inside her, hard.

My semen gushed out of my cock, filling up the young slut’s tiny little pussy as she felt an older man’s semen inside her for the very first time.

She flung her head back, the Santa hat falling off her head as she screamed with ecstasy and triumph.

“Thank you, thank you, like, so much!” She said, her tongue lolling out of her mouth. “I love it, please keep taking me like this… it feels so naughty to have so much cum inside me, Mr. Tyler…”

I grinned as my cock spurted deep inside her womb, making her pregnant for the very first time.

As I continued to pump my cock in and out of her, it was covered in so much white semen that it looked creamy and so taboo.

Something started to happen as I pushed my cum deeper and deeper inside the young former virgin…

“My belly feels weird,” Noelle said, and she shifted in doggy style so she could press one hand to her flat stomach.

But was it flat any more?

Because I saw her hand moving out from her slim silhouette…

And she wasn’t moving it.

Her rapidly expanding belly was.

“Oh my god,” Noelle said. “Oh my god, I’m pregnant!”

Her swiftly expanding stomach was getting rounder, and it was no longer flat.

The round shape distended pleasingly like a balloon, becoming fuller and fuller until it was unmistakable.

She was pregnant. At least three or four months, and her stomach was still expanding even while I pushed my cum further into her.

My huge load had made her rightfully, truly hyper-pregnant.

I growled. My cock responded immediately to the thought that I had claimed her for the very first time, put my seed into her and made her get pregnant.

She was mine. Her belly was my property now, and I had to show her what it meant to me that I had gotten her instantly, totally hyper-pregnant on my thick, older cock.

All of the lust and breeding want that I’d had for Noelle over the past 2 years came pouring out of my and my cock surged to attention inside that tight little pregnant cunt.

I started to pump her again, grabbing hold of her belly with both of my hands, laying them on top of the one hand she had pressed to her stomach as well.

It was so round and delicious looking, perfectly fertile.

Evidence of the rough, hot breeding that she’d just taken part in like a little young whore.

I pumped my cock into her and could practically feel her raging pregnant hormones infusing the air, making both of us so horny that I could barely stand it.

The winking lights of the Christmas tree shone down on us as I cupped her breasts next.

They were huge to begin with, but now they were gigantic, still perky and full but with an even rounder, hotter shape, and breast milk filling them up like water balloons.

I couldn’t stop myself from giving her the roughest fucking of my life.

I pumped my cock into her, hard and wet with her little cunt clenching down on my thick older dick.

“You like being a hyper-pregnant breeding slut?” I asked her, more like ordered her in my low, deep voice.

“Yes, I love it,” She breathed out. “Thank you for giving me the greatest present of all - thank you for taking me, oh my god it feels so good! Fuck me, breed me again!”

“I’ll keep breeding you until you have twins,” I groaned into her ear. “Going to implant my semen so deep inside your pregnant belly that it never comes out, you’re always going to be bred and pregnant on my cock…”

I couldn’t take it anymore, the sight of her big, inflated breasts and large belly was too much to take.

With a huge shout I started to stuff her pregnant cunt full of my cum again, imparting all of my repressed rage on the neighbor’s round, fertile pregnant body.

My cum sloshing around inside her, there was so much of it now.

Her belly was so round and it showed no signs of stopping now.

As we both came down from the high of the hyper-pregnancy, her belly remained full and fertile.

“Going to take care of you,” I told her, as I felt my eyes growing a little sleepy from the extreme effort I’d put forth to impregnate and satisfy my neighbor. “I’ll do whatever it takes to keep breeding you, forever.”

Noelle cradled her pregnant belly, looking flushed and excited, pumped full of new hormones and hope.

“Thank you Mr. Tyler,” She said, beaming at me. “For giving me the greatest Christmas present of all time.”


Fertile Yoga: Hyper-Pregnant at the Gym

First Time Instant Rapid Pregnancy

Leith Freeman

Natasha’s fertile, hot yoga curves are seeded roughly at the gym by the much older man… and her belly expands instantly!


Prologue

Getting older was a bitch.

My older bones ached in the morning, and it took days to recover from hangovers now. It was nothing like the days of my twenties, or when I was in university and my fraternity held ragers all weekend.

Now, I liked to settle down and take things slowly… I grew out my facial hair and let my body settle into my late thirties.

The consequences were understandable though, and I started to feel it when I let my time at the gym lapse a little.

Yeah, so I was developing a little bit of a gut. So what? It wasn’t like I suddenly became an unattractive ogre.

But when one of my coworkers made a joke about my “dad bod”... despite the fact that I wasn’t a dad… I knew that I had to take action.

“You know, my wife does hot yoga now,” He joked. “Why not try that out?”

I scoffed at him. “That’s way too girly, man. Get a grip.”

“No really,” He said. “Maybe I was kidding, but it got her body back in shape in no time at all. Something about all of that hot air makes it shake off all the extra fat, you know the deal.”

I shrugged my shoulders, noticing the way that my dress shirt pulled out of my pants, exposing the extra layer of fat over my still strong abdominal muscles.

All right. Maybe I’d try this thing out.

It turned out to be the best decision of my life.

Because it was at yoga that I met the most attractive woman I’d ever seen in my life: Natasha.

Her tits were held up high and sexy in her tight sports bra, and her ass bent over in those tight, tight pants…

Who knew that I’d end up impregnating a total, young hottie at the gym just by trying to lose some weight?

Getting ahead of myself there.

It all started when I decided to try something new for once in my life, and sign up for a yoga class at the gym.

Chapter 1

When I rolled up to the gym with a brand-new yoga mat I’d ordered online stuffed under my arm, I felt a little self-conscious.

It was my usual gym, but usually I found myself in the weights room along with all of the other men, doing our best to out lift each other.

Today, instead, it was my first day back at the gym in way longer than I wanted to admit, and I was there to take my very first yoga class.

I checked in with the receptionist, who was a hot young thing with glasses and pushed-up, exposed cleavage, and she directed me down the hall to a room that I’d never been in before.

I was a little early; it was one of my habits.

So when I walked in, wearing a tight T-shirt and normal running shorts, I only saw a young woman.

Instantly, I felt my cock take an interest just looking at her hot younger body.

She had big breasts that were strapped to her body tightly in a sports bra.

Her legs were incredibly toned and long, like an athlete, even though she was below average height.

Her ass was just so hot that it couldn’t be described one hundred percent accurately with words. It was round, toned, muscular, the epitome of a bubble butt, or a PAWG ass, as I’d heard younger people call it these days.

She made something stir in my loins, with the perverted older want that I’d come to associate with aging.

“Hi,” I said, wanting to be polite. “I’m here for the yoga class.”

“Great,” She said. “I’m Natasha. Nice to meet you.”

She turned a winning smile on to me, and I realized that I was truly fucked, because she was beautiful.

Her mouth was pert and pink, and her face had minimal makeup on but looked so innocent and full of health and youth.

She was one of the hottest women that I’d ever seen, just looking at her face alone.

I said, “Hi, Natasha.”

“I’ll be your instructor for today,” She said. “So, have you been coming to yoga for a long time? It’s one of my first classes, I just became certified!”

Her voice was so bubbly and cute, in comparison to that hot, strong body, it was a huge turn-on.

“No, it’s my first time,” I told her.

I saw that she was looking me up and down with a little interest, probably noticing how despite my older age, at least fifteen years older than she was, that I still had the muscles all over my chest and shoulders and back, even if I wasn’t as fit as I had been ten years ago.

We made small talk until a couple more people came in. It was like a smorgasbord of hot women.

So this was where to meet hot women at the gym… in yoga class.

I positioned myself in the front of the room, close to Natasha. Directly behind her, in fact.

Women were wearing bright colored clothes, spandex and leggings and tight, tight, tight clothing.

It was like looking at a parade of slutty exercise junkies, their hair tied back in ponytails and asses clinging to the material.

When class began, I was the only man in the room.

I was also about a decade older than most of the women in the room, which made it even more difficult to hide my desire to stare.

However, as soon as the class started, I soon realized it would not be difficult at all to keep my mind on the class.

Because it turned out, apparently, that yoga was hard.

I started to sweat it out within a few minutes of holding my first “downward dog.”

I did notice, of course, the way that Natasha’s camo-print pink and army green leggings clung to her ass and shaped her pussy outline as she was right in front of me.

It was like a tease and a torture at the same time.

The instructor was so hot, so young and fertile that I knew that I needed to take her, to hold her and to impregnate her instantly.

My muscles were also straining, my body sweating, and my tendons stretching to impossible lengths.

It was funny, if I hadn’t been sweating so much.

I felt my shoulder muscles strain as I lifted one hand and stretched it to the ceiling, my calf muscles holding in a firm pattern as my spine attempted to stretch and twist in ways it never had before.

So I wasn’t that flexible. Especially not when compared to a whole cohort of university-aged, hot younger women.

I was the older dude with the former athlete body type, so I was getting a lot of attention.

I saw Natasha turned around to face the class and I quickly turned to face her again, trying to emulate her movements.

Damn.

She was now folding her hands into a prayer position over her heart and bending down, her back in a straight line as she faced the class.

I got a choice look at her big boobs while she bent over towards me before I scrambled to follow her posture, my back audibly cracking as I bent over.

I heard several of the younger women giggling a little and I hoped they liked the view of my strong, older back.

Natasha rose from the position and I followed; this time she stayed bent over and I could swear that she grabbed her tits and bounced them while looking at me.

Wow. She was such a little tease, the yoga instructor, and that solidified my idea of her.

She loved to tease older men, but she wasn’t prepared for the consequences.

Because it was plain to me that despite her slutty exterior, her tight clothing and flexible young curvy body, that Natasha was a virgin.

I had to confirm this assertion as soon as possible.

It felt like torture - mental and physical - as I struggled through the class with my clumsy older male body.

I had to admit that my work buddy had been right, though.

The class was definitely kicking my ass in a good way, and I knew that if I kept at it that it would get me into shape again, fast.

But by the end I felt my shirt was soaked with sweat, and when we reached the final deep, cleansing breaths of the class, and I heard the calming music shut off as I stared at Natasha’s hot, tight yoga ass, I felt a sigh of relief take me over.

I lay on the floor for a second, recovering.

Feeling the floor vibrate as the other younger women left the class, I was surprised to see Natasha walking over, and leaning over me.

Her breath smelled sweet, her lips so cherry-red and young, and her tits were so big in that tight little sports bra of hers.

“Sir, are you all right?” She asked me.

I pushed myself to a sitting position, now on the same level as her, as she was kneeling next to me, which gave me ideas about exactly how I could use her plaited pigtails.

Naughty girl.

I pulled off my shirt and was gratified to see that Natasha’s eyes were immediately glued to my torso.

Yeah, so I was a little out of shape, but I knew that I had the appeal that only an older man does to a younger woman.

“It’s important to stretch after class…” Natasha said in her high, young teasing voice. “Will you help me stretch, mister?”

There was no one else left in the room now.

I was exhausted, but at the same time I had never felt more alive.

It was my time to show this hot yoga instructor how I, an older man, treated a slutty-looking virgin at the gym.

Chapter 2

Natasha lay on her back and told me to lift one of her legs and press it up, as she kept it straight.

It was so incredibly hot to be this close to her. Her legs were toned and perfect, and her stomach was flat, exposed by the small fabric that constituted the pink sports bra she had on.

I was pretty much in missionary position above her, using my upper body strength to hold myself up as I used the weight of my older, male body to press her leg back.

Her slender, toned leg reached a 90 degree angle, held up pointing in the air, straight at the ceiling.

My crotch was pressing against hers, and I could feel the warmth of her young pussy through the tight fabric of her leggings and my loose shorts.

My cock was aching.

I continued pressing her leg back, helping her stretch, and it went back further and further until it was almost at her head.

And with the way my weight was pressed, I had to lean further and further into Natasha’s young yoga instructor body to do so…

Until I was basically on top of her.

Natasha giggled.

“That feels good, mister.”

Her hair was plaited into two brown pigtails, making her look impish as she wiggled underneath me.

“That was a great class,” I told her. “You’re clearly very skilled. You’re going to get a reward if you keep stretching like that, you know, baby…”

Natasha smirked at me, a mischievous glint lighting up her eyes like a lantern.

“Please, mister… I can feel it on me, right there… I need it.”

I groaned as she worked that tight, covered pussy against my cock, which was now ragingly hard against that sweet young female body.

I wanted to take her as hard as possible.

“You don’t know what you’re asking for,” I said. “Do you want me to treat you gently or roughly?”

Natasha said, “Please… it’s only my first time, but I know I need it roughly… I need you to breed me!”

It was like a flood bursting a dam when she said that.

I needed to ruin the hot little mix whose body was pressed against mine, right there in one of the many rooms of the gym.

The mirrors were positioned perfectly so that I could see her body when I said, “Then I’ll give it to you… rough,
 just like a virgin like you needs it.”

And I ripped open those thin, tight little leggings and pushed my shorts down to reveal my thick, older masculine cock.

Her pussy looked pink, tight and wet, almost dripping against the yoga mat as I pushed myself inside her without a second thought.

“Oh my God,” Natasha moaned, her head falling back against the soft yoga mat. “Please, take my virginity sir!”

“I’ll give it to you, all right,” I growled at her.

My cock immediately started to pound her pussy at a rough pace.

It was almost punishing, the way she had been teasing me causing the harsh treatment I was giving to the tight younger virgin’s cunt right now.

She needed it, and I was giving it to her exactly the way that we both wanted. I just had to make sure she realized it.

I fucked her hard and fast, until she was moaning and writhing against the yoga mat.

I looked in the mirror to see the slutty, pornographic sight that our two bodies made together.

I had her in doggy style now.

My older, male body, with the hair on my chest and legs, was fucking a girl who was the polar opposite of me:

She looked young, hot, sexy, and begging for it with those big tits swinging back and forth in the mirror.

The view from my position was amazing as well, as I watched her ass slapping against my lower abs as I forced my huge cock into that tight, virgin pussy.

I grabbed onto that taut little waist with both hands and prepared to seed her fertile virgin womb, concentrating as hard as I could.

I needed to fertilize her eggs.

I was going to cum in her and make her pregnant, instantly, just like she deserved.

Her young body was so epically fertile, I couldn’t hold back any longer.

With a loud roar, I grabbed her waist hard and pulled her back onto my cock, forcing her to stay there while I came deep inside her tight virgin pussy.

“Take all my cum,” I gritted out between my teeth, my voice deep, low and commanding. “You’re getting bred on my thick older cock right now, and your virgin pussy is mine.”

Natasha moaned, her mouth dropping open into a sexy, overwhelmed look as her eyes rolled back into her head.

Her plaited pigtails shook back and forth with the force of my enormous orgasm, flooding her little womb with huge amounts of older, male sperm.

What happened next was one of the hottest, most erotic moments of my life.

As I rubbed Natasha’s clit, making sure that she started to cum as well, her pussy contracted and contracted with the euphoria of her own orgasm… and then…

Her stomach began to inflate.

I sensed it even before I saw it.

The young virgin had been impregnated by my older cock, and she was expanding right now, in the gym.

Chapter 3

I watched with awe and arousal as Natasha’s stomach expanded, looking between the mirror and the hot, round image in front of me with surprise.

My cock was still plugged into her fertile hole.

Its fertility had truly been proven now, as she was instantly pregnant.

And rapidly expanding.

It was the most incredible thing I’d ever seen, and I was immediately seized with the desire to keep fucking her, pushing my cock into that tight hole that I had just de-virginized.

She whimpered, her pussy clenching down on my big, older cock.

Natasha was pregnant now, on her very first time experiencing the wonders of sex, and it was my decades-older cock that had granted her this pleasure.

I flipped our positions so I was lying on my back, and she was cowgirl on top of me.

Now I could plainly see her full pregnant belly as it expanded.

And oh, the size was getting rapidly larger.

Already she was clearly showing, her athletic gear no longer able to contain the swelling of the pregnancy that I’d imparted into her younger body.

My cock was hard, and I used my strong, older hands to bounce the yoga instructor up and down on my thick, throbbing cock.

It felt so good, so taboo and naughty to have this younger woman that I’d just met squirming on top of me like my cock was the best thing that had ever entered any of her fertile, young holes.

“Please,” She begged me. “Please keep fucking me, now that I’m pregnant, don’t stop for any reason!”

“I won’t, baby,” I promised her in a low voice, pressing my cock deep into the pregnant womb that I’d already seeded here in the gym.

The hole in her leggings was getting wider as she stretched and expanded, the smooth skin of her formerly flat stomach getting wider and rounder and bigger.

I loved seeing how fertile, how amazingly ready she was to bear the fruits of my seed.

Her breasts were expanding as well, bursting out of the tight, tight sports bra that she’d been teasing her hard nipples through.

Now those same nipples were leaking with pregnant milk.

Her breasts were expanding, huge and round.

The size of them was amazing, looking so fucking heavy and juicy on her smaller frame.

All the while, she kept bouncing up and down on my cock.

For a virgin, she sure knew exactly how to please an older man like me.

The yoga class was all but forgotten except for the cushioning mat that helped us feel more comfortable as I worked us both towards the next orgasm, and even higher.

My cock pushed into her pregnant pussy as I groped and felt up her pregnant body.

The round stomach.

The full, heavy, milky breasts.

Her face, euphoric and incredibly aroused with the pleasure that only a pregnant young woman would know.

Seeing that pregnant belly juicily yet carefully bouncing as she rode my cock, I couldn’t help but fill her up with another thick, creamy load from my older cock.

Natasha smiled down at me, saying something about how she’d have to teach yoga to expecting women now.

Modifying it for her pregnant, fertile young body.

I spurted all of my cum into that pussy for the second time and smiled back at her.

“You’re a wonderful instructor,” I told her. “I’ll attend your next class, no matter what.”

As long as I got the privilege of creaming inside that young, tight pussy that I’d just taken and impregnated for the first time, again.

And again. And again.

Private Massage: Korean Secrets

Leith Freeman

Korean tease Hani relaxes on the naughty massage table…

While her white massage therapist uses his hands and his thick, hard tool to get her insta-pregnant!

Prologue

I rubbed my large hands together as I washed them in the sink, preparing for my next client at my massage practice.

I was a little frustrated today, because my last client had requested a few extra services during the last massage I gave, and then had the nerve to tell me he wasn’t going to pay for him.

Just another day in my life as a male massage therapist in the richest district of Seoul, South Korea…

But, all of that faded into the background when I saw my new client walk into the room.

She was beautiful, but the real draw was her amazing body.

She had this amazing pair of round, high breasts, big and bouncy as she walked into the room in a low cut top.

Her top was cropped to show off a toned stomach with just traces of abs showing through, and then her shorts looked like they were glued to her body, they were so tight.

It showed off every curve of her plump, round ass, and the fertile width of her hot hips.

“Hello,” She said, peeking behind the doorway before entering the room, and she gave me this gorgeous smile and winked. “Am I early?”

I maintained my professional composure, but my body was screaming at me to breed my newest client… Immediately.

I was going to enjoy massaging her naked body immensely.

My cock was perking up in anticipation.

There were perks on the job, to being a guy massage therapist.

“No, no,” I said. “You are right on time, Hani.”

Chapter 1

I was one of the few American massage therapists in Seoul, and it had definitely taken me a few years to build up my reputation until Koreans actually started visiting my practice.

At first, I mostly had foreign clients, but soon rumours spread about my “magic hands”... What could I say?

I really had worked hard to get where I was, and I knew that my appearance as a strong, foreign man in my early thirties was useful sometimes.

Now, I had all kinds of massage clients showing up at my office, and I had raised my prices to be able to provide a truly relaxing environment.

I was certainly proud of it now, when I was first meeting Hani.

“Hello,” She said in Korean. “Should I… take off my clothes?”

Her eyes were twinkling, and she looked very excited to be massaged.

The environment certainly helped. I mean, I was playing relaxing music, with sounds of nature in the background. There were wind chimes outside that I could hear from just outside the window.

There was a mini waterfall, both out here and in the waiting room outside, and there were natural plants as well that littered the floor and shelving units.

It was a luscious, green scenery that made all my clients feel at ease.

The lighting was low, mood lighting as they say, anything to help people relax as much as possible.

“This is wonderful,” Hani said.

I cleared my throat. “Yes, there are plain robes that you’ll wear during the massage --” I went to grab one from the closet, and I returned with the white robe in my hand. “There’s a private changing area, just through that curtain.” I pointed it out to her.

I was thrown off guard completely by her reaction.

“What if I brought my own robe?” She asked me, seeming to be teasing me almost.

“That’s fine,” I said to her, taken off guard. “You can change in the room.”

Hani smiled at me and clasped her hands behind her back, which had the effect of thrusting out her big breasts towards me.

“Thank you, oppa,” She told me, using the term of endearment that a younger woman in Korea uses for an older man.

I had to admit… Hearing that was kind of a turn-on for me, and I felt my chest rising and falling as my breath quickened.

When Hani emerged from the room, I couldn’t believe how hot she looked.

Her hair was straight and flowing down her shoulders, which were covered only by a thin, sexy robe, her own personal one.

The robe that I had offered her was a plain white one, but the one she was wearing now couldn’t be any different.

It looked like it was expensive, made of silk, but so light and almost see through that the entire shape of her body was visible through it, and boy, was it a view.

Her breasts were exactly as curvy as I’d expected, their round, full shape pushing out the robe’s capabilities until it was stretched over her massive titflesh.

Her waist was nipped in by the robe’s tie, and she had a clear, slim hourglass shape with curvy ass and tits.

Her legs were bare, and so were her feet.

“Should I get on the table now?” Hani asked me, twirling a strand of her long, dark brown hair around her finger like a little tease.

The robe was a pale pink with accents of black and lavender lace on it, and it looked like she had bought it at a lingerie or sex shop, it was so slutty.

“Erm, yes,” I said.

But the only things I could think of were my insane desires to touch and breed her, and at least to massage her creamy skin if that was all I was going to get today.

I gestured her to lie flat on the table, which was made of comfortable material with soft layer of hypoallergenic foam to cover it and make the client more comfortable.

As I approached her legs from the side, getting ready to begin the massage, I took a deep breath to steel myself.

This was going to be a long hour…

Due to the huge erection I was sporting in my pants.

Chapter 2

I started out with Hani’s legs and feet, giving them good, long, tissue-deep squeezes with my strong hands.

She was on her back, just in that thin robe and her underwear underneath it (I could see the visible panty and bra lines, which was a temptation).

I soothed each place that I touched on her, loving how easily she seemed to relax into the touch.

“That feels sooooo good,” Hani said, almost moaning as if I was fucking her right now, rather than just giving her beautiful, slutty body the deep attention she needed.

“Tell me if there is anywhere you would like worked on in particular,” I said to her, just like I did to all of my clients. “This is a custom massage, and I want you to get the full benefits, so please tell me.”

For a few minutes Hani was silent except for her small erotic moans, as I worked on her body.

Her skin really was soft and stunning up close.

She had said in her entrance form that she was a dancer, and I could tell from her tense calves and hamstrings that she was fairly active.

I did my best to use my strong, warm, oiled hands to massage her all over those thick, toned thighs and her calf muscles, enjoying myself a little more than I usually did…

The candles in the room were lit, something like cinnamon and spruce and other relaxing, yet invigoratingly spicy scents.

I was so attentive to my clients’ bodies, but especially the female ones, that I could physically feel and hear when Hani’s breathing slowed, and she truly began to relax.

Her eyes were closed now, but she was not sleeping at all, instead starting to moan just a little more as I crept my hands up her thighs.

Staying professional - of course - I made full use of my years of training and muscled upper body to really dig in and make her feel the relief in her body, that my hands could give her.

She looked so pretty and hot, with that porcelain doll like face, her creamy white skin and the long dark hair and that slutty, sexy lingerie robe.

“Um, oppa…” Hani said.

Her eyes were open now, piercing and stunning.

“Yes?” I said, never stopping my work on her hot legs.

“Can you please do my back now? It’s a little sore too. From all of my dancing recently.”

“Of course,” I said. “Just turn over and make yourself comfortable on your stomach.”

Hani turned over, but she also started to take off her robe, and her bare shoulders could be seen.

“Hold on,” I said, putting a hand on her leg. “You can keep that on.”

Hani blinked at me innocently, her sultry eyes telling me a different story than the innocence of her younger face.

“But… I want to feel your hands on me, on my bare skin, oppa,” She told me. “Didn’t you say that I can tell you what I want?”

Cautiously, I nodded.

I wasn’t looking for a lawsuit, even if they were more lenient in this country than other locations around the world that I’d worked.

“Sure,” I said. “Whatever makes you the most comfortable.”

Hani smiled at me and untied her sexy robe fully, the small, light fabric dripping off her body, where she threw it over to one of the tables on the side.

She was briefly sitting up before lying on her stomach, and I got a thorough, full-on look at her big, sexy breasts.

Her bra and panties matched the robe that she had been wearing…

They were both pale pink, or pale purple, the color so enticing and the black and purple lace setting off her skin tone immaculately.

Then she lay down on her stomach, and I almost audibly gasped when I got my first good look at her ass.

Her butt was round, a true bubble butt that only a dancer would have, and she seemed to arch her back up to accentuate her slutty, juicy ass even more.

Hani was wearing skimpy panties, that barely covered it as well, the lacy curves of it making her ass even hotter, and making me so horny I could barely concentrate on the massage.

But I had to.

It was my job.

So I put the oil on my hands, freshly warm and wet, and started to massage her back, which was lithe and taut.

I took a deep breath.

I could do this.

I massaged Hani in peace for a while, my cock definitely raging hard in my trousers, until she spoke again…

With an even naughtier request.

“Oppa,” She said, turning her head to the side in the sexiest glance, like she was just begging me to fuck her. “Please… I need more.”

I gulped, my mouth going completely dry.

“What do you want?” I asked her, barely getting the words out through my gritted teeth.

Hani winked at me, and gave me those bedroom eyes that were making me so, so fucking horny.

“Oppa… Please massage my ass now.”

Chapter 3

I couldn’t believe what I had just heard.

I was trying so hard to be professional, and Hani just… outright asked for an ass massage.

There was nothing more that I wanted than to touch and feel and grope her butt, and it was true that certain clients did agree to this beforehand…

So there was nothing wrong with it if I did it to Hani, too?

Right.

The fact that I found her to be the hottest Korean woman that I’d met in all my travels, it was just incidental…

“Yes, Hani,” I said, and I moved to massage her ass.

The first touch of my rough, masculine large hands on her ass made her yelp as if I had just shoved my cock into her ass.

And then, as I worked, I could just feel the tension start to dissolve.

As I kneaded and pounded her ass with my hands…

All of that taut, shapely flesh, such a hot, jiggling quality to it as I almost spanked her with my horny frustration.

“Oppa,” Hani said. “I need to feel it more… My panties are in the way, right?”

Then she reached down and her small pale hands started to inch her panties down her legs, with me just standing there in shock.

I had to stop her.

I needed to stop her.

It was my job to stop this, put an end to it right away…

But just when I was about to say something, tell Hani that this was inappropriate and the massage was over, her pussy came into view.

Fuck.

Her pussy was small and pale and hairless, and so pink.

But mostly, it was just…

Glistening wet.

Fuck. I realized that Hani was breathing hard, and I thought it was from the massage, but now I realized that Hani was horny, too.

It was like a fire had been unleashed inside me, telling me what to do, what I had to do to this young, hot Korean slut.

I climbed onto the table, my muscular legs and torso certainly making an impact, but the table could hold at least four times my weight over.

“You want this massage?” I asked Hani, though I knew I didn’t need to make sure.

She was clearly a horny, experienced Korean slut.

“Yes, oppa!” Hani moaned, and I didn’t need any more confirmation than that before I pulled down my pants and pulled out my hard, rigid, huge cock.

And shoved it into that tight, wet, glistening little Asian pussy.

“Here it comes,” I groaned. “It’s time for your internal massage, Hani… How does it feel?”

Hani’s arms came out to grip the sides of the table, and she was moaning as I started to fuck her hard, in earnest.

“It feels so good,” She said, barely able to talk with the force that I started to pound her at.

She had teased me for too long… and now I was going to take what was mine.

I slid so easily into her tiny wet pussy, it was like velvet the way that her wet walls were slickly gripping onto me.

The way that the Korean horny slut was moaning, and with the time that we had left, I still wanted to get some massaging in…

So true to my word, I plunged my cock in and out while my hands massaged her sore, toned shoulders, loving the feeling of massaging her while I fucked her.

It wasn’t long before I knew that I had to drop my seed in this fertile bitch, she was so hot it was like she was begging for it in her little tight Korean pussy.

“Fuck, take all my cum Hani… Here it comes! Take it you breeding slut! Fucking take my cock and cum in your slutty pussy!”

“Yes oppa!” Hani yelled out, and I thanked myself for soundproofing this room as I started to unload my huge cock into her pussy.

My semen sprayed her so deep inside it was hitting her cervix and traveling straight to her womb, the little slut loving it and moaning for more the whole time.

Yeah… She wanted to get pregnant from a foreign man’s cum.

And then something miraculous started to happen.

Her belly was…

Inflating.

Her bra strap snapped off, and went flying across the room.

“Oh god,” Hani said, and she cursed in Korean. “Is this… What’s happening to me?”

Her tight wet cunt was still clamped around my cock like a vice, and I started to fuck and massage her even harder when I realized what had happened.

“Hani,” I said, grinning as I spanked her round, fertile ass. “Surprise… You are pregnant!”

Epilogue

Of course I had to fuck Hani after that, again and again, until we were both sure that my cock had indeed made her…

Hyper pregnant.

She was now showing, her formerly flat abs displaying a hot roundness, that glow of fertility upon her pretty, sexy face.

Hani was overjoyed when she realized, and she demanded that I take full use of her hot Korean body…

So I fucked her in her tight cunt, in her little ass (where she said she never let a Korean guy cum before), and I unloaded my cum in her mouth as well…

Hey, it was supposed to be good for the pregnancy.

I canceled the rest of my appointments for today, citing an emergency patient that required my attention, and honestly I wasn’t lying.

Hani was a handful… And she needed a series of thorough internal massages if she wanted to stay in top shape for taking my cock throughout the length of her short, hyper pregnancy.

I massaged her loosely, just moving my hands warmly and gently over her pregnant belly, those big, round tits that had swelled up with milk.

It was like heaven.

Hani had been perfect when she walked in with those round tits and ass, and now…

Well, she was even more perfect. If that was possible.

Her face glowed with pregnancy, and her round belly tethered to me forever…

But hey, I wasn’t complaining.

Full access to a hot Korean slut who was hyper-pregnant and loved massages…

Yeah, I could deal with that.

As I encouraged Hani to sit on my cock and ride me on the massage table, I couldn’t have been more glad that I decided to move to this country.

I smiled and threw back my head and moaned as Hani rode my thick, foreign cock.

This moment was perfect, and I knew that it was only getting better from here on out.


Forbidden Fertile Gymnast: Hyper-Pregnant by Her Coach

Leith Freeman

Emilia’s lithe gymnast body fills up with her coach’s fertile seed, knocking her up immediately.

Her pregnancy has to happen FAST.

Her older, tough coach takes her rough, giving her the prize she wants the most… a bouncing, growing belly.


Chapter 1

Emilia

As I looked at my slender, curvy athletic gymnast body in the mirror, I was strangely dissatisfied.

I was nineteen years old and at the top of my game.

My body was a little unusual for a gymnast, considering the fact that I had C-cup breasts and defined curves, but no one could deny the progress that I had made.

My handsome coach told me every day that I was getting better and better, and I couldn’t help but fawn in adoration whenever he praised me.

It didn’t matter than my breasts bounced up and down while I ran up to vault, or that my ass jiggled when I struck my arabesques on the beam.

It didn’t matter that I knew that I had a lot of male fans who followed me to watch my tight body in skin tight leotards and costumes as I did the splits, thinking naughty thoughts about what they wanted to do to my young fertile body when their wives weren’t around…

I welcomed the attention. Anything that made me more of a prize, even if I sometimes came off as a little slutty or brazen, was worth it to me!

All that mattered was that I was a winner, and I’d do whatever it took to get to the top.

I frowned at myself in the mirror, worrying my pretty face.

My hair looked great today; I had it up in a ponytail as usual, holding up the blonde waves that I took immense pride in.

My stomach was flat and you could see the outline of my abs, which led down to a tight little mound and pussy.

That’s right - I liked to examine my body naked.

It must have been a problem with my stomach. Maybe it was just, like, too flat?

My breasts were high and full and round, bouncing nicely when I shifted my weight from foot to foot.

I knew that they were one of my best assets, because my coach, who was only in his late twenties, kept trying to look away from my big, bouncing boobs when I accidentally flashed him backstage in the waiting rooms while I changed.

Back to my stomach…

I’d been feeling a craving recently that nothing would satisfy. Not food, not resting, not even masturbating…

It was like a feeling of being empty inside. Too empty. Like when I ate food, my stomach filled up but it just didn’t bulge out.

As I looked at my tight body in the mirror, I knew what it was in a lightbulb moment.

I needed to be pregnant.

It might have sounded strange to an outsider, but I was competing for a lot of things simultaneously - gymnastics was my life, but my fertile, young female body had a lot of other biological cravings that needed to be satisfied, right?

As soon as I thought about how I would look with my belly bulging out, my tits big and my nipples dripping full of milk, and my ass even rounder and juicier, I felt an arousal go through my body.

Yes. This was exactly what I needed, and I knew exactly the man who would do it…

My older coach, Steve.

He was perfect material for a breeding partner!

He was older than I was, he was in great shape, and he knew a lot about gymnastics, lots more than I did.

All I needed to do now was seduce him.

I needed a plan. But right now, I needed to take care of my dripping pussy, which started to get wet as soon as I thought about Steve’s big older cock in my tight cunt.

I threw myself down on my bed and started to rub my clit and fuck my fingers inside myself.

Steve… Please breed me… Make me pregnant…

I didn’t need a regular pregnancy, though.

Remember what I said about having competing interests? I needed to be in top shape in less than two months, so I needed the pregnancy to happen today, and I needed to finish it in a couple months…

I needed to be hyper-pregnant.

After I came hard, making my bed wet with my cunt juices, I started to look up the latest fertility treatments.

For hyper-, instant, rapid pregnancies.

I started to rub my clit again, smiling as I found the perfect product.

Steve wasn’t going to know what hit him.

Chapter 2

Steve

“Great work, everyone!” I clapped my hands, signaling that practice was going to be wrapping up pretty soon.

The girls circled back from the equipment and started to jog around the gym, doing their cool-down laps and then moving to stretching once they finished the run.

I beamed, feeling proud of all that I had accomplished at my own gymnasium.

I was coach for a specific niche: Adult gymnasts, all over 18, who were still competing in the field at either the university or professional level. University was more common, since most gymnasts faded out of the field at this age, but I had a few shining stars that had great prospects for continued rankings.

“Thanks, Coach!” Emilia said to me as she ran her lap past me.

Unless I was going blind, she was barely wearing a small white sports bra and a pair of tiny, tiny white shorts today, and it had made it very difficult to concentrate.

I was her coach, so I wasn’t going to be a weird older guy and stare, but she sometimes made it really, really hard with her big, bouncing boobs and nice tight ass.

To complicate matters even further, Emilia was one of those shining stars, the absolute best gymnast at my gym and with the confident attitude to match.

She loved attention, especially male attention, always posting to her social media accounts pictures of her with her cleavage almost in the lens of the camera, or her juicy ass sticking out, or bending over to show off the outline of her young tight pussy…

I assumed it was incredibly tight.

Today, Emilia had been particularly flirty, bending over almost right in front of me to expose her ass, or doing squats while asking me to come up behind her and adjust her form.

Then, she had backed her butt and hips up into me so that her ass was rubbing on my crotch, and I was only wearing athletic shorts today.

I’d excused myself from that horny, teasing situation, wondering if there was anything I could do to punish the naughty tease of a gymnast I was training.

By now, most of the other gymnasts had wrapped up their practice, and I gave them all high fives as they headed off into the showers to clean up and head home or back to their dorms for the day.

There were a few stragglers though, and one of them was Emilia, her high blonde ponytail shaking back and forth while she jogged in those tiny white shorts.

Her ass was mesmerizing as she ran, swaying back and forth like she was trying to entice older men to breed and fertilize her.

I shook my head and sat down to review the results from today on my phone, grilling the numbers.

I lost track of time while I ran the preliminary results, nodding my head, pleased with that I saw.

“Coach? Could use your help over here.”

I looked up in surprise, because I thought that everyone had left the gym.

What I saw was Emilia, sitting down in a straddle position with her legs splayed to either side of her, almost in a middle splits as she stretched her lithe, sexy back forward.

We were the only ones left in the gigantic, echoing gymnasium now.

“Of course,” I said, closing the app on my phone. “What do you need?”

“Can you push my back down? I just can’t get that deep stretch
 that I need by myself,” She said, winking at me.

It was so unfair, I thought as I knelt down to push her forward into the splits stretch. Emilia was not only funny, smart, and a top gymnast, she was also extremely pretty.

“I need more,” She almost moaned, causing my cock to take attention and almost start filling out.

I tried to think un-sexy thoughts, but Emilia started to beg me to sit right behind her and push her forward….

And I would do anything for my gymnasts, as their coach, so of course I had to, but that forced my cock to sit right between her ass cheeks.

I tried to back away, but Emilia used her small hands to pull me forward again.

“Coach,” She said. “I don’t care if you get a hard-on,” She purred, which just made me even more aroused. “I need your help…”

I gave up on not getting a boner, not caring anymore when there was no one else around.

Emilia was a tease, but this time she was going too far.

Pushing me over the edge, not knowing exactly who she was dealing with…

And this close to her, I realized that she had an intoxicating smell, it was like a heady fragrance that went right to my cock.

Her legs were spread out to either side, and my cock was getting harder and harder between her ass cheeks…

I could barely move with the way that I was sitting behind her, and Emilia started to wiggle her slutty ass on me in a way that was undeniably sexual.

Fuck.

This was bad… She was clearly showing me that she wanted it, pretty much begging for it.

She was nineteen, I reminded myself, but that was still ten years younger that I was.

Her scent was so overwhelming, I had to do something, had to force the situation to go one way or another, those tiny pieces of fabric on her body almost wet with her own sweat and showing off her hard nipples and tight pussy.

I decided to man up and do it, as if I really had any choice with the unbearable eroticism of my gymnast pupil.

I pushed her forward into the stretch and then even further than usual, so she was almost facedown on the ground in the center splits, and my cock was rubbing against her ass.

I thrust my clothed cock against that tight little teasing ass.

She was such a slut.

She needed it.

“Is this what you want?” I growled at her in a low voice. “You’re gagging for this thick cock, aren’t you?”

Emilia’s voice was so loud and high when she spoke, “Yes, Coach! I need it… I need it more than anything! Please take my tight little pussy right now, right here in the gym, and fill me up with your seed!”

When I heard that voice, like a prey waiting for its predator, I lost all control.

I pulled down those tiny white shorts from her body and saw that she wasn’t even wearing any underwear, that naughty slut!

I quickly pushed down my shorts, not bothering to undress as I pulled out my cock.

My cock was throbbing, huge and hard and intimidating. It felt so arousing to have it out in the open, no longer constrained by my boxers.

I didn’t know if Emilia would have let me put it in if she saw how big it was, because she was so small and her pussy looked so little, but I didn’t give her a chance before I pushed her shorts down, pulling her ass up so I could shove my cock inside her.

She immediately moaned with pleasure when I sunk my cock into the hilt inside her.

Of course she was already wet and dripping like a whore from teasing me the entire practice session.

And it felt so overwhelmingly good for me.

My cock was in pussy heaven.

That tight, gymnast pussy was squeezing around me tighter than anything before, and she had these slutty moves like rhythmically moving her body back onto my cock, fucking herself back.

It was so hot to see her legs staying in the splits, all of her gymnastics training paying off as her flexibility turned me on, her older coach, her leg muscles clenching and beautifully displayed while I bred my pupil.

“You love it,” I groaned. “You little slut, you’ve been teasing me for weeks, and now you’re going to get all of my hot cum inside you… You have no choice but to get bred by your coach now like a little whore.”

Emilia moaned in agreement with me.

“Yes, Coach, please breed me, it’s what I need… I need your seed inside me more than anything else in the world, I want you to make me pregnant right now!”

She squeezed her pussy down on me and I felt myself give a jerk into her little tight gymnast cunt.

She was like a fertile goddess, because that quickening of her pussy left me pumping all of my seed directly into her womb.

She was so small and tight, she looked absolutely speared on my monster of a thick cock as I shoved it into her, all the way, so that I could be sure my cum made it into the deepest part of her cunt, past her cervix, into the womb.

I breathed heavily as I felt the aftershocks of my orgasm go through me.

Fuck, that had been the hottest sex of my life, with my young whore of a gymnastics pupil. I had no idea that she had all of that slutty breeding talk in her…

I mean, I assumed she was on birth control, just like I assumed most of the gymnasts were, because pregnancy would definitely put a stop to their training for at least nine months to a year.

I pulled Emilia back up from her splits so that she could sit on my lap, all without moving my cock from being lodged in that little pussy.

Now she was just sitting in my lap, cuddling with her back against my strong, masculine chest.

I wondered if we would go for another round… Now I could see her pretty, huge tits staring me almost in the face as I looked forward, that enormous cleavage almost begging me to do something about it.

And below her breasts, that tight stomach was one of the sexiest things I’d ever seen, knowing that I had pumped her full of cum.

But then I noticed something start to happen.

Her stomach was starting to grow.

It wasn’t so tight anymore, although she didn’t lose any of the muscle.

It was almost like…

It was almost like she was becoming pregnant, right before my eyes.

My cock twitched inside Emilia. Yeah, her stomach was definitely growing, and now her boobs were filling out too, almost bursting her tight white sheer sports bra.

What the hell was going on?

Chapter 3

Emilia

Oh my god.

Did it really work?

I was sitting on Coach’s lap, wiggling around and showing off my big boobs and tight ass while I basked in the feeling of having that thick older cock inside me.

Coach had bred me sooooooo well. His cock had made me cum just by how rough he was being, barely taking off any of his clothes while he fucked my almost naked, slutty, fertile body.

It was exactly what I had needed, begged for, almost forced him to fuck me.

He was totally the best Coach in the world, and I was going to repay him, like, forever.

As I sat on his lap, loving his thick, hard cock inside my tight little pussy, rubbing against my walls, I felt something start to change inside me.

It was almost like there was new life being breathed into my body, and the first visual, noticeable signs that I saw was that my stomach was changing.

I saw it slowly start to fill out my stomach.

My stomach was stretching and growing, and it felt so heavy and full now.

My boobs were changing too, and they definitely felt super heavy… almost juicy, and starting to get full of a creamy liquid…

I was in such fit shape that the sexy, fertile changes had to be noticeable by Coach, too, right?

I felt a sudden jolt in my tight little pussy, a rough little thrust that got him even deeper inside than I thought was possible.

Yeah, Coach had noticed…

And he clearly liked the hyper-pregnancy that he saw!

This was so perfect, I felt my juicy, heavy breasts start to feel hot again, aroused by what was happening to my newly pregnant body.

“Emilia, what’s… What is this? Are you not on birth control? What’s happening” Coach said to me, and I heard the rough arousal in his voice.

Even though he asked if I wasn’t on birth control, I knew that secretly, he was glad.

He was a man, and I was a sexy young gymnast who had begged for his cock until it shot a huge load of fertile cum into my slutty womb.

His cock knew what was happening even if his brain hadn’t caught up yet, and I felt myself rocking back and forth over his sexy, older cock as I explained.

“It worked!” I said triumphantly. “I’m pregnant.”

I felt my chest growing, my boobs getting rounder and bigger.

The fabric of my tiny, white sports bra was really thin, and it stretched and stretched and stretched over my growing milky tits until finally…

My white bra started to rip in the middle, where my cleavage was falling over the hemmed edges.

It ripped neatly, my big, humongous boobs no challenge for the fabric, and it fell to my waist where Coach then picked it up and put it on the ground beside us.

“Fuck…” He said in a wondering voice, thick with arousal. “Instantly pregnant… it’s all happening so fast.”

Without warning, he seized my juicy boobs in both his hands and started to maul and grope them.

He squeezed them together and pulled them apart, then shaking them up and down.

We could both hear the milk sloshing around inside them, and it made my pussy feel so horny and slutty that I started bouncing on his cock, still sitting in his lap, while he bounced my tits around all over the place.

“Oh, that feels so good, Coach!” I said, loving how he was rubbing my nipples with his rough thumbs.

“You’re going to keep the pregnancy,” He said, asking me a question that sounded more like an authoritative order said in his deep, older voice.

“Yes I am!” I said. “That’s why I wanted it to be a hyper-pregnancy… it will all happen so fast, I’ll be done before Nationals, and I can compete as the hottest, sluttiest gymnast mommy with my Coach beside me!”

He groaned and started fucking his cock up into me faster and faster, harder than before, loving how absolutely sex-crazed and pregnancy-crazed that I was as a slutty nineteen-year-old teenager gymnast.

“Going to knock you up again right now,” He growled. “Fucking take my cum again Emilia… take it in your tight pregnant teen pussy!”

He was looking down at my pregnant tits and belly and his breath was coming in fast and hard, so quick I knew that his orgasm was imminent.

I moaned and almost screamed at the top of my lungs in pleasure as he grabbed my tits, hard,
 with his hands and thrust me down onto his thick cock that started to spurt thick white cum inside my little pussy once again.

I felt my orgasm start the instant that the next wave of cum captured my pussy, and I squeezed down onto his cock to make it cum even more, like magic, forcing as much of his seed into my little cunt as possible.

I rode the waves of my horny orgasm for as long as possible, looking down at my hyper-pregnant, round and full belly and nice juicy tits while Coach continued to move me up and down on his cock like his obedient fucktoy.

“Thank you, Coach…” I said to him, winking at him and giving him a big, sloppy kiss. “For making all of my dreams come true.”

He looked at me like he wanted to eat me alive, and rubbed his big, strong hands over my hyperpregnant belly, knowing that he was the older man who had impregnated the tight teenage gymnast.

I grinned and started counting down the days until Nationals.


Forbidden Pregnancy: Innocent and Fertile Slumber Party

Leith Freeman

Becca and Eloise double team an older man at their sleepover, coaxing him to fertilize their sexy flat stomachs.

Two busty younger beauties compete for Mr. Johnson’s big thick rod, wanting their mouths and bellies to be instantly implanted with seed.


Prologue

“Please, Mr. Johnson, can my friend sleep over on Friday?” Eloise begged me, pushing her cleavage up by squeezing it between her arms.

I let out a sigh, but tried not to show it.

“Of course,” I said. “You’re at university. This is your home too, even if we’re not related, feel free to invite whomever you like over.”

Eloise squealed and gave me a hug, pressing her large, bouncing breasts against my arm while I tried not to react, clenching my jaw.

You see, Eloise was the forbidden, unfairly hot foreign exchange student currently staying at my house. She was only nineteen years old, and very precocious.

Oh, and I was losing my mind living with her. I was in my early thirties, and I wasn’t immune to a young, pretty thing living under my roof… and doing her best to tease me for entertainment.

She had platinum blonde hair and a pair of the bounciest, jiggliest tits that I had ever seen. They were all totally natural, just like the curvy, juicy rear end that led down to her slim, long legs.

Her face was the kind that an older man looks at and just imagines sticking his cock into, she was so damned pretty.

I looked at her and had to hide my naughty, errant desires.

How I wanted to push my thick, older cock into her little pussy…

Or facefuck her while she laid down on her flower-patterned bed…

Or breed her ass with my long pole, pushing it inside until she screamed for more, in so much pleasure that her tongue lolled out of her mouth.

“Thank you!” She said to me, and I snapped back to reality, a reality where she was wearing a low-cut short minidress and heels.

I wondered what the college boys she went to class with thought about her slutty clothes and teasing attitude.

She never brought any of them home to fuck, though, thankfully, but I could hear her little vibrator buzzing in the guest room sometimes, and I would jerk myself off frantically in my own, master bedroom.

Little did I know that I was about to be tested beyond belief.

The sleepover that she asked me permission needlessly for…

It was going to be the hottest, horniest night of my life, speaking as a man.

But for now, I just watched Eloise’s tight little ass as she walked away in her short dress, trying my best to look up and see her lacy panties that I had seen in the washing machine and dryer so many times.

I wouldn’t have to wait long before I got myself a taste of the slutty young student that I had the fortune to be hosting at my home…

Chapter 1

I returned home from work on Friday tired and beat and ready for a cold drink and maybe a night of watching television or jerking off to some premium porn, only to be shocked by the sight that greeted me when I stepped inside the front door.

Two younger women were sitting on the floor of my bedroom, painting each other’s nails while they wore only skimpy tank tops and little pajama shorts.

“Eloise,” I said faintly.

My heart felt like it was going to pound out of my chest.

“Mr. Johnson!” Eloise said, and she waved an acrylic-nailed hand at me. “Thank you so much for letting me have my friend over, this is my friend from my Philosophy class, Becca!”

Becca smiled at me, and I couldn’t believe that Eloise had somehow become friends with a woman who was just as hot and sexy as she was.

Becca’s hair wasn’t platinum blonde like Eloise, more of a dirty blonde or strawberry blonde color, but it was also wavy and trailing down her back, which was mostly naked except for that tiny little strappy tank top…

And her tits were just as big and exposed as Eloise.

Both of them had on matching pink tank tops with little flowers on them, and their tits were round and bulging out of the top.

I felt myself start to react in my business pants, my cock starting to harden as I looked down at two slutty young women on the floor of my own bedroom…

I held out my hand to shake before awkwardly taking it back when I realized that Becca’s hand was wet with varnish.

“Is there a reason you needed to be in my room and not your own bedroom?” I said. “And I told you, you don’t need to ask permission… I’m not your dad or anything like that, you’re on a foreign exchange here.”

Eloise smiled at me with those perfect pink lips.

“Well, Becca told me that here, you guys do sleepovers, and I never had that experience but she said that part of it is doing something very, very… naughty during the night.”

She winked at me when she said naughty
 like it was a promise of something more, and I gulped.

I put a hand up to stroke my chin, bristly with five o’clock shadow, and just let myself go with the flow.

It was already at least 8pm at night, and I was exhausted from a long work week, so I just pushed past them into my ensuite bathroom and washed my face, then changed into my lounging clothes while I listened to them giggling.

I took my clothes into the bathroom to change as if I was in college myself again, although I was over a decade older than both Eloise and Becca, assuming that Becca was also a freshman in college…

When I took off my pants to change them, I saw that my cock was partially hard, and I thought about jerking off right there in the bathroom.

I had plenty of jerk-off material to work with, from their bare feet with the painted toenails, the big, slutty display of cleavage, and the way those tight shorts clung to their pert little teenage asses…

But I was stronger than that.

Even if my cock was fully hard now.

I took a deep breath and looked at myself in the mirror.

I looked good, and those hours at the gym had paid off, especially in the white muscle shirt and gray sweatpants that I’d chosen to wear tonight.

I knew that the girls in my bedroom didn’t actually intend to follow up on their teasing, they were just young after all…

I swallowed hard and left the bathroom.

What I saw was shocking, and I felt the blood rush to my cock once again…

Eloise and Becca were making out on my bedroom floor, their tongues visibly thrusting in and out of each other’s young, slutty feminine mouths.

Chapter 2

Eloise and Becca’s arms were wrapped around each other, their sexy blonde hair merging together as they sucked on each other’s lips and pink tongues.

I saw that Eloise was groping Becca’s big, massive tits through her tank top, and neither of them were wearing bras, so their big pointy nipples showed through.

My jaw dropped and I felt breathless.

I couldn’t even speak, I was so turned on by the sight in front of me of the two young minxes teasing on my own bedroom floor.

“Excuse me,” I said in my deep, masculine voice, wanting to make sure they didn’t think I was perving on them even though I definitely was.

They barely broke apart, their pretty faces still staring into each other’s eyes.

“Mr. Johnson…” Eloise said. “You don’t have to leave, if you don’t want to… It’s okay with me and Becca.”

Becca nodded, even though her disposition was a little slower and calmer than Eloise, she still had that big pair of tits and juicy ass in her shorts, and she said, “Yes, Mr. Johnson! It’s your room, we don’t want to kick you out.”

I swallowed, knowing that this went against all of the regulations that I’d accepted when I agreed to host a foreign exchange student from another country.

On the other hand, who could blame me?

Becca’s breasts looked like they were about to swell and rip her top, while Eloise’s tongue was licking over Becca’s mouth and neck, like she wanted to fuck her college friend right there.

“I’m nineteen, if you were worried,” Becca said to me slyly, and I noticed that she, too, had a devilish side just like Eloise.

“Please, Mr. Johnson,” Eloise said to me. “Sit on your bed… Just relax… You don’t have to do anything.”

Her voice sounded so feminine, young and soothing… What could be the harm in just watching?

“Sure,” I finally responded. “But only because you girls could use some supervision,” I said, half joking and playing along with them.

Except their reactions were to moan audibly and start taking their clothes off, which made me think that they were actually into the idea of me as an authority figure…

My cock was so hard in my sweatpants, which did shit for hiding my huge erection.

I saw Eloise, at least, looking at my cock throbbing in my sweatpants while she pulled off her sweet little tank top to reveal a massive pair of big, round tits.

Becca did the same, and her tits, which were only a little smaller than Eloise’s, still looked heavy and juicy like big watermelons on her small, little frame.

They pressed their tits together, which bounced and moved as they continued to make out for my own benefit.

I wanted to jerk off so badly watching them, but I held onto my self control for now and resisted the two slutty younger teases in front of me.

Eloise whispered something in Becca’s ear and they stood up for a second, only to relocate…

Only a few feet from me, sitting next to me on the bed.

“Whoa,” I said sternly. “Isn’t this a little much? If you’re just playing around, you can go downstairs to do that.”

Eloise’s pretty, sultry face looked over at me while Becca started licking and sucking on her pert eraser-like nipples and big, bouncing boobs.

“No way!” Eloise said. “We’re playing a game, and it’s my turn to go, and I have to be here in your bedroom for it.”

My cock was throbbing, leaking precum and rubbing against my soft sweatpants.

Becca was moaning and gripping Eloise’s tits like a lifeline while she sucked on them, and her cunt was dripping onto my nice, expensive bedspread.

I swallowed.

“What game?” I asked, finally.

Becca lifted her pretty face from Eloise’s tits just to say, “Truth or Dare!”

Eloise smiled at me and stuck out her tongue like a tease. “It’s my turn to go!”

I couldn’t take it anymore, and I palmed my cock in my sweatpants, not jerking off, just relieving some of the hot, insistent arousing pleasure as the girls put on a show at their slutty, forbidden sleepover.

“Becca…” Eloise said. “I dare you to give Mr. Johnson a nice, sloppy blowjob.”

Chapter 3

I had been a fool to think that I could resist them.

I was lying back in my own bed while two young sluts sucked on my thick, older cock, jerking me off and begging and moaning for my cum.

Sure, Becca had taken the lead at first, as the recipient of the dare that Eloise had given her, but Eloise came back strong and her tongue was dancing just as sluttily, just as teasingly next to Becca’s now.

The two college girls were making out around the head of my thick, big, older cock, like it was the best thing they’d ever tasted.

Their big breasts jiggled and bounced while they sucked me off, sloppy and wet.

Their asses, round and tight, wiggled in the air as they leaned forward to suck me deeper and deeper into their younger, feminine slutty throats.

I moaned and pushed their blonde heads together, making them slurp up all of my precum and swallow it down.

“Eloise…” Becca said, pausing for a second.

Eloise just kept sucking me, trying to gag herself on my cock, coughing up the deep ropey spit that made it easier to slide down her throat.

“Eloise!” Becca said. “It’s my turn for a dare… And I dare you to make Mr. Johnson cum in your tight teenage pussy.”

Eloise moaned around my cock, and when she finally pulled off I wanted to fuck her throat like it was a new cunt for my big cock to live inside.

But now it was time for something else…

“I accept!” Eloise said happily. “Mr. Johnson, get ready for the best and tightest pussy in your life… No offense Becca.”

Becca smiled and just jiggled her tits up and down, loving the way that my eyes immediately zoomed in and focused on her slutty, big beachball titties.

“Oh my god…” I said. I was so overwhelmed by the sensation of the two women competing for my attention that I could barely speak.

I had never had a threesome in my life, much less with two nineteen-year-olds over a decade younger than I was.

Eloise was straddling me now, and all of our clothes had made it to the floor right next to their nail polishes.

Her cunt was bare and shaved and she looked so tight and wet down there…

My cock was quite the contrast, like a thick, long pole, ready to fuck and impregnate her on the very first time.

She positioned her tight little pussy right above my cock and slowly started to sink down…

It felt so amazing, so arousing and hot and wrong.

My foreign exchange student’s little cunt was now fully sheathed around my cock and she really was the tightest thing that I’d ever felt.

Like a slutty living fleshlight with gigantic tits bouncing up and down in my lap.

She started making out with Becca again while bouncing on my big cock, begging for my cum as they jiggled and groped each other’s large breasts and tight stomachs.

It wasn’t going to take long, not with both of the young co-ed’s blonde hair all over my face, their mouths sluttily making out with each other and their round asses ready for me to spank.

“You want my cum, you little slut?” I asked Eloise roughly, starting to finger her ass and spank it, hard, like I really meant it. “Teasing me for all these months, parading around my house with your big whore tits out… You need to get bred, right now!”

“Yes, Mr. Johnson!” Eloise cried, as Becca kissed and licked her tits. “Please cum inside me… impregnate me with your big older daddy cock!”

I roared with the strength of my arousal and started to cum in her.

My cock pumped shot after shot of white cum inside Eloise’s tight little younger body.

It was like heaven as I pushed my cum so deep inside her I could practically feel her getting pregnant, instantly.

But I wasn’t done yet.

“Becca, sit on my cock,” I said hurriedly, knowing that I had such a big load shooting out that it could keep spurting and shooting even longer.

They quickly switched places like a good set of college sluts and Becca’s pussy was, oh god, just as tight as Eloise, and I was firing off my orgasm into her now, pushing my cock into her cervix directly.

Becca moaned at the huge stretch she felt and the feeling of my cum filling her up, white liquid thickly pouring into her little cunt.

I laid back on my bed breathing hard.

Fuck.

I had just fucked and cum inside my foreign exchange student…

And her sleepover best friend.

They started to kiss each other lazily, their big tits swollen with arousal and I could have sworn, starting to even inflate a little.

Their bellies, too, looked a little rounder, like I’d filled them up with more than just a simple load of my semen…

It was like they’d instantly gotten pregnant and were already starting to show.

“This was a super successful sleepover, right Becca?” Eloise said, patting her stomach full of my cum.

Becca’s big tits jiggled and bounced while she started to move on my cock, making me hard again.

“Definitely, Eloise,” Becca said. “And the best part about sleepovers is that… They can go all night!”

She started to ride my cock, her gigantic tits in my face this time while Eloise bent down to lick Becca’s cunt where my thick cock was fucking her.

I groaned, but I was looking forward to the rest of the evening…

It was going to be a long night, and I had no regrets.

Epilogue

Eight months and a few weeks later, Eloise and Becca had another sleepover at my house.

This time, there were a few differences…

Eloise had made her stay in the country permanent, because, well…

How could I not lock down a tight, young, hot piece of ass like her while I could?

There was another piece of information that spurred us to finally get her visa finalized, and that was the fact that Eloise was pregnant.

Yeah, I had gotten her pregnant almost nine months ago, on that very first time, and she was sporting a huge, bouncing belly that looked wonderful with her platinum blonde hair, teasing attitude, pretty face, and round ass, now even rounder and juicier.

She wasn’t the only one, either.

The doorbell rang, and Becca came inside using her spare key.

Her dirty blonde hair was up in a ponytail, and she wore a sports bra…

Which barely contained her massive, pregnant titties.

I had gotten both of the college girls pregnant on their very first sleepover.

They had matching sets of round, fertile stomachs and big, pregnant, milky tits now.

I was the luckiest man in the world.

“Hey, Mr. Johnson,” Becca said to me, bending over so I could see her ripe, fertile ass. “Ready for another sexy sleepover?”

I grinned at her, proud of my accomplishment of impregnating two slutty, fertile teenage college students.

Fridays couldn’t come soon enough every week.

“Always,” I said.

And I truly meant it.


Fertile Brat:

Doctor’s Hyperpregnant Patient

Leith Freeman

Maybelle’s fertile body gets instantly pregnant at the doctor. Her luscious belly inflates right before the older man’s lustful eyes.

Her boyfriend couldn’t impregnate her, so she needs the doctor’s help!


Prologue

This is the story of how I, a reputable doctor well-established in my field, discovered the miracle of hyperpregnancy.

The rapid impregnation and expansion of a fertile woman’s pregnancy, progressing more rapidly than usual.

It was all thanks to a younger woman, just nineteen years old but more fertile than anyone I’d ever met.

Her name was Maybelle, and she was a fertile brat.

She had the biggest breasts, the most soft, luscious belly, and the roundest fertile ass and hips that I’d ever come across in my medical practice.

Her face looked innocent and kind, but she had this hidden side to her, a naughty, dirty one that I was able to discover by a combination of luck and experience…

As a male fertility doctor, I’d seen a lot of women in the past two decades of my practice, but no one compared to her.

The instant that she walked into my office I knew that something was different about her, something that perked up the monotony of my profitable but monotone days of work.

First, I have to start from the beginning.

Chapter 1

Like I said, I knew when I saw Maybelle that there was some special quality to her.

As a doctor, I was used to impartially examining all of my patients who came in for fertility treatment.

But as a man…

I couldn’t stop myself from my eyes lingering over her body.

She had a pair of the biggest tits I’d ever seen on a woman, and she wasn’t even pregnant yet!

The sexy brat had a tiny little waist, and round, expansive fertile hips.

It almost made my cock instantly hard to just look at her, the way that she was clearly showing off for older men’s attention.

I couldn’t believe she went out in public in that tight, slutty pink dress that clung to all of her curves and showed off massive cleavage.

Maybelle smiled at me, looking almost a little shy.

It was a stark contrast from her display of her slutty, nubile body.

“Doctor, I’m here today because I have a problem. I think that I might be infertile.”

My jaw almost dropped, but I managed to control my reaction through years of practice when women would come in and say things based on folklore, or old wives’ tales.

It was almost laughable, what she had just said.

Just looking at those hips, the first word that came into my mind was breedable.


Fuckable. Fertile. Only nineteen years old.

There was no way that this fertile little slutty brat couldn’t have children.

“Why do you think so?” I asked the patient.

I clasped my hands behind my back, towering over the patient’s smaller, feminine body.

She looked up at me with a certain respect and awe, impressed by my masculine stature.

I knew that what she needed was going to be here in my office just by the way that she was staring at me and ogling my body.

It didn’t matter what I looked like, to some extent.

Women were often turned on just by the power and authority that I managed to project as the head doctor of my wing of the hospital.

Maybelle sheepishly lowered her eyes and started to explain her little dilemma.

“Um, my boyfriend and I, we’re like trying to get pregnant but it’s just not working.”

I put my pen to paper, as if I was taking rigorous notes on the female patient’s fertility condition.

“Please,” I said, giving my voice an edge as if I was actually ordering her. “You need to give me as much detail as possible. What have you been trying to get… pregnant so far?”

The patient’s big tits were bulging out of that tight pink dress she was wearing.

I couldn’t believe what younger brats were wearing these days, exposing their cleavage and long, toned legs on the streets like they were just begging to be taken by men’s rock hard cocks.

I decided that Maybelle was a stiffening cock tease, and she probably knew it, as well.

Her arms pushed her tits together while she talked, and I kept my gaze cool but professional.

I still had to let her know she was desirable as a woman, of course. To pretend otherwise would have been offensive to her sexy body.

“Okay, so…” Maybelle began. “We’ve been trying for months, and it just… isn’t working.”

She spread her hands, making those big, heavy breasts jiggle enticingly in her dress.

I imagined my cock between those ripe tits.

“Like… Okay, so it’s a little awkward but. What we’ve done is basically having sex every week and he cums inside me each time? And I started to lie there with my legs up recently, but nothing changed. It’s kind of getting us both down.”

I nodded at her, watching her pretty face making a frown, as if she were so confused as to why she wasn’t pregnant.

Maybelle continued, putting her hands on her thick, but toned and exposed thighs beneath her pink tight dress.

“And I’m just so, so, so… Anxious now, I’m experiencing some serious anxiety that my… body just isn’t ready to have children. But it’s everything that I want in the world! So if there’s anything you can help me with doctor…”

She trailed off like she was uncertain of herself for a moment, those hands squeezing the hot flesh of her tanned thighs.

“Mmm,” I said. I cleared my throat, the low noise seeming to startle the younger women. “Maybelle, first of all, I want to examine you, but it will be a perfunctory examination.”

Maybelle frowned, her pretty, thick lips creasing. God, it was all I wanted to just shove my fingers down the brat’s throat, or my cock between those plump dick-sucking lips.

“Per...func…?” She asked me.

I smiled at her. It wasn’t her fault that she couldn’t understand bigger words.

Her body was meant for bigger and better things, like breeding.

“I can tell from my considerable experience that you’re likely very, very fertile,” I said in a slow, low and deep voice. “But I will examine you, if that would help soothe your anxiety that you described. And after that, I have a fertility treatment that should - if you cooperate - make you instantly pregnant.”

Maybelle’s face lit up, her face shining with a gigantic smile the more and more that I kept talking to her.

“Yes, doctor! I want to be pregnant so badly, I want to feel my breasts full of milk and my stomach swelling up… I’ll do whatever it takes!”

I nodded at her, finishing writing up my notes.

“Up on the exam table you go then.”

Maybelle hopped up there with no hesitation, flashing me a pair of slutty white panties as she did so.

I licked my lips.

Chapter 2

With Maybelle on the exam table, I put on my gloves and got her feet up and knees bent so I could get in between them.

As I leaned in, I was so fucking horny that I had the opportunity to remove her little white panties.

They had some lace at the top, and I felt emboldened by the fact that it was me, the older male doctor, who got to remove them this time, not her weak boyfriend.

I pulled those white panties down her toned, thick thighs.

I could smell how ripe she was.

“Sorry…” Maybelle said. “I’m getting wet, I don’t know why!”

I knew that it was likely the slutty brat’s hormones responding to the touch of an older man who was ready to stud, full of testosterone.

“That shall not be a problem,” I reassured her.

I felt the folds of her soft pussy with my fingers.

Fuck, she truly was wet.

Her pussy made my blue gloves glisten with her fluids as I dipped my fingers inside her.

Maybelle’s body shook with apparent pleasure.

My cock was so hard inside my trousers, I thought I might explode.

“Maybelle, it was exactly as I suspected. You are fertile, perhaps one of the most fertile women I’ve ever seen. It must be your boyfriend who is failing to impregnate you, and that is a shame.”

Maybelle gasped a little, from surprise and pleasure.

“Oh my god, really? But he’s into sports, and stuff, and he exercises… You mean that he has like a low sperm count?”

I kept running the tips of my fingers over her soft, pink pussy.

God, she was nineteen and so tight.

“That is one of the reasons, I believe that your boyfriend would be unable to impregnate you ever, though. Since you have been trying for many months, he’s probably never going to be able to do it. I have a solution, though, if you are open to it.”

Maybelle moaned with pleasure as I felt her pussy with my gloved hands.

“Doctor, I want it! Please, give it to me! I need to be pregnant right now
 or I’ll go crazy!”

I felt the edges of my mouth curve up into a smile.

“Lift your dress,” I instructed her.

She started to pull the tight, pink fabric of her dress up around her waist as I took off my shoes and climbed up onto the exam table with her.

“I’m going to do a heavy implant of sperm inside you today,” I told her, my cock already rock hard and throbbing as I took it out of my pants.

Maybelle was busy lifting her dress, but her pussy was so wet and ready that I couldn’t stop myself and my animalistic, masculine drive from pushing my cock into her in one smooth, deliberate motion.

Maybelle immediately moaned with pleasure.

“Doctor, is the sperm treatment supposed to feel so… good?”

I lifted her legs over my shoulders and pulled her hips up so I could use the brat’s body like a little fucktoy, made to be clenching around my cock almost like a tight human fleshlight.

“Yes, Maybelle,” I grunted out. “You’ll feel some spasms of pleasure, and throbbing inside you, like a rough cock pounding you. And then, you’ll feel the creamy sperm forcing its way deep into your vagina, hitting your cervix like the fertile woman that you are.”

Maybelle smiled up at the ceiling, her face a total mask of pleasure.

She only looked like an innocent slut like this, totally made for men to use and breed.

“Your boyfriend made a huge mistake,” I told her. “He’s not worthy of using your body - your fertile, slutty body - you were just made to be pregnant, you little brat!”

Maybelle moaned at my words and her pussy started to clenche hard and tight, convulsing around my cock as I noticed she was having an orgasm.

Her tits bounced and shook, so big that they were jiggling up and down like an earthquake.

“Your tits, your hips, your little waist, it’s all undeniable proof that you are fertile, just meant to be bred,” I said roughly. “Cumming while you’re getting bred with this sperm treatment proves it even more, and you’re going to get pregnant right. Now.”

I pushed my thick, hard cock deep inside the fertile brat’s tight younger pussy and started to cum hard.

The ropes of sperm shot deep inside the female patient.

This was my personalized treatment for women who had the fortune to be as fertile and sexy as Maybelle, filling them up with my hot, thick cum.

I knew that she was instantly bred on my cock by my powerful sperm.

The sperm was making its way inside her, fertilizing her until she was incredibly pregnant.

I felt my breathing slow down and my shoulders relax, letting her legs easily and comfortably slip down back onto the table.

“Now, you should see the results of your pregnancy within the next three months. Your first trimester beings now,” I told her.

Maybelle’s mouth was lying open, her slutty lips showing how her mind had been totally blown with the pleasure she experienced.

It was something that only an older, experienced man could provide to her, and I was an expert in this area.

The little brat had been begging for it and now--

My thoughts were cut short.

Maybelle’s eyes went wide suddenly.

“Doctor, what’s happening to my stomach?”

And for the first time, I saw something miraculous that I’d never seen before.

Before my very eyes, Maybelle’s stomach was slowly but surely starting to inflate.

Chapter 3

Maybelle’s pregnancy was no ordinary one.

It was a hyperpregnancy.

With my big, thick cock still lodged inside her, I watched as Maybelle’s stomach started to inflate slowly.

It was a natural type of expansion.

It seemed to be coming along the schedule that I’d just described to her, of the first trimester, but happening on much more rapid - in fact instant - schedule.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

Maybelle said, “Doctor, what is it?”

I took a deep breath to relax myself, feeling my cock start to stir with interest.

“Maybelle. I didn’t know that this was possible, but it looks like you are going through a rapid, hyper-pregnancy.”

Maybelle’s eyes were wide.

“What’s that mean? I’m pregnant? Is everything okay, doctor?”

The brat was so innocent looking, even with her fertile, curvy body bred on my cock and rapidly expanding into pregnancy.

I groaned and my cock twitched.

“It means that a woman as fertile as you, and the high quality and volume of sperm that you experienced today for the first time ever - because your boyfriend was clearly unable to step up - You are able to become rapidly pregnant, and your pregnancy will safely and healthily come to term in much less than nine months.”

Maybelle looked at me, almost with tears in her eyes from happiness.

“Oh doctor, you mean that I’m pregnant! Finally!”

Fuck. That was the final straw, my cock was now fully hard again and lodged in that tight, younger pussy.

There was no way I could pull out.

When I tried to, just to pull my cock out a little bit, her fertile, pregnant pussy clamped down on me.

I could see that her flushed body was also experiencing the wonders of pregnant arousal at the same time.

That was likely the cause of her little pussy refusing to let me go.

“You have to get bred again, don’t you,” I said roughly.

I was overcome by the sexy, fertile display of her pregnant belly, still rapidly inflating with my seed, my fertile creamy white seed deep inside her.

Maybelle said, “Yes! Oh my god… My body feels so hot all over, I need another sperm treatment I think… My belly feels so good, I can’t believe that I’m pregnant. Oh! It’s happening to my tits, too!”

I couldn’t pull out, but I could certainly start to fuck into her with small thrusts, dislodging my thick, older cock from its static position and pushing into the brat.

“You need it,” I said, as I started to fuck the pregnant brat again.

I had just impregnated her, and I was going to fuck another deep load of sperm into her pussy.

It was exactly what she deserved.

I grabbed onto her tits this time, ripping the pink dress from her breasts.

Her big breasts were inflating in my hands, becoming full of milk, some of the cream starting to leak from her nipples all over my hands.

“Yes,” I said. “You need this treatment again. You need to be bred constantly, and not by that loser boyfriend of yours. I’ll be your doctor, and help you carry to term, as long as you keep coming back.”

“I can’t stay away,” said Maybelle. “My pregnant cunt feels so good right now doctor, and I need to stay pregnant. All the time! I’ll finish this pregnancy and then go right into the next one, always staying bred. With your help doctor, I can finally ditch my boyfriend and be the pregnant slut that I’ve always wanted to be!”

I almost swore as I started to cum inside the pregnant brat’s tight little cunt yet again.

Her hyperpregnant body, though she’d started out the day with a flat stomach, was now gloriously impregnated with my fertile seed.

She’d probably have twins or triplets.

I shot another hard load into the pregnant slut’s pussy, feeling her tight inner walls milking it all out of me.

She was now definitively the most pregnant woman I’d ever seen in my office.

And I knew that we had a bright future together, that I was going to take advantage of at every step.

I pushed my cock deep inside the milky, pregnant brat lying on the medical exam table, and I smiled with triumph.
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