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Three weeks. That’s how long I’ve been letting Jason breed me without protection, caught up in our kinky fantasy of him knocking me up. Three weeks of him whispering filthy promises while filling me with his cum. Three weeks of playing our deliciously dirty game.

But now, staring at the row of pregnancy tests lined up on the counter of my bathroom, our game doesn’t feel like fantasy anymore. My period is five days late. I’ve never been late before.

“Fuck,” I whisper, gripping the edge of the counter as a wave of nausea hits me. Morning sickness or anxiety? I’m not sure anymore. The past few days have been a blur of feeling vaguely nauseated and trying to hide it from Jason. Every time he asks if I’m okay, I lie and say it’s just a summer cold.

The timer on my phone buzzes, making me jump. My hands shake as I reach for the first test. Two pink lines. I grab the second one. Two more lines. The third and fourth tests show the same result.

“No, no, no...” My vision blurs from tears as I sink to the floor. This can’t be happening. I’m still in college and possibly pregnant with my father’s friend’s baby. The same man who’s been fucking me senseless while my parents are in Europe.

The sound of footsteps in the hallway sends panic shooting through me. Jason. He can’t find out. Not yet. Not until I figure out what to do. I scramble to gather the tests, shoving them into my makeup bag. The last one slips from my trembling fingers, clattering across the floor just as a knock sounds at the door.

“Emma?” Jason’s voice carries through the door. He sounds concerned. “Are you okay?”

I snatch up the test and shove it in the bag. “I’m fine!” my voice cracks on the lie.

“Babygirl,” he says, using that dominant tone that usually makes me wet. “Do you need anything?”

“No, just...just give me a minute.” I need time to think, need to process this before I tell him. If I tell him. God, what would he even say? What would my parents say?

“Okay,” he says softly. “I’m going for a quick jog. I’ll be back shortly.”

I listen to his footsteps fade away, then collapse back against the wall, clutching my makeup bag to my chest. My hand drifts to my belly, still flat but maybe, possibly, holding a secret that could change everything. Our breeding kink was just supposed to be fantasy, just dirty talk and raw fucking. But now... Oh god, I wanted this, and now it’s happened and I’m panicking.

My hands shake as I pull out my phone and search for women’s clinics near me. Should I tell Jason before I go? The thought of keeping this secret from him makes my chest ache, but the thought of telling him terrifies me even more. What if he freaks out? What if he ends things? What if he tells my parents?

No, I can’t tell him. Not yet. Not until I figure out what this means for us, for me, for everything.

***
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I’m feeling better when I come downstairs. The kitchen smells like coffee, and Jason is at the counter in just his gym shorts. He’s glistening with sweat from his jog, and my hormones surge into overdrive. Three weeks of being with him has made my body hyper-aware of his every move, and right now, his bare chest is making my mouth water.

“Feeling better?” he asks, sliding a mug of coffee toward me.

“Much better,” I purr, deliberately brushing against him as I move past. The coffee smell makes my stomach flip, but I’m too distracted by the way his muscles flex when he reaches for his own mug.

He frowns when I ignore the drink he poured for me, those piercing green eyes studying me. “You’re not drinking your coffee?”

“I have...other cravings,” I say suggestively, stepping closer to trace a finger down his chest. The pregnancy tests upstairs can wait. Right now, I just want to lose myself in him.

Jason catches my wrist, his grip firm but gentle. He walks me backwards until I’m up against the fridge, and I gasp as his chest brushes against my breasts. “Something’s different about you,” he murmurs against my ear.

“Maybe I just want you,” I breathe, trying to kiss him, but he’s too tall and he doesn’t lean down to help me.

“Babygirl,” his voice drops into that commanding tone that makes me weak. “Tell me what’s really going on.”

I squirm against him, desperate to distract us both. “Sir, please—”

“Emma.” His tone brooks no argument. “Tell me the truth.”

Suddenly, I realize it’s no use. I need to tell him. My attempt at seduction crumbles as our eyes meet. “I...” I swallow hard, my voice trembling. “I might be pregnant.”

His eyes widen as his fingers tighten on my hips. “Pregnant?”

“Four positive tests,” I whisper, watching his face carefully.

A sudden change comes over him, a primal intensity that darkens his eyes to a deep forest green. 

“Mine,” he growls, his voice barely recognizable. 

His hands grip me tighter, picking me up and setting me onto the counter in one swift motion. His mouth crashes against mine, teeth and tongue clashing in a hungry, desperate kiss.

Whoa shit, okay. I’m down with this. I moan into his mouth, wrapping my legs around his waist, feeling the hard length of him pressing against me. He breaks the kiss only to trail his lips down my neck, biting and sucking as if marking his territory.

“You’re mine, Emma,” he rasps, his hands rough as they tear at my clothes.

He rips my shirt open and the buttons scatter across the floor. A zing of illicit pleasure makes my pussy buzz. Mmm, I’ll be his any day of the week if it gets him to act like this. I love this feral side of him.

His large hands cup my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples until they’re hard and aching. I arch into his touch, crying out when he leans down to take one into his mouth, sucking hard. His other hand moves down, pushing my skirt up as his fingers delve past the wet cotton of my panties to stroke my clit. When he plunges two fingers inside me, I gasp and my head falls back against the cabinet.

“So wet,” he murmurs, his voice vibrating against my skin. “So ready for me.”

He withdraws his fingers, making me whimper at the loss, but then he’s lifting me again, setting me on the floor and turning me to face the counter. His hands grip my hips, pulling me back against him. I hear the rustle of his shorts being pushed down. He doesn’t bother removing my panties. He pushes them to the side and thrusts into me.

“Jason!” I scream, my hands scrambling for purchase on the smooth countertop. He doesn’t slow down, pounding into me with long strokes. Each thrust sends waves of pleasure coursing through me, as the pleasure builds quickly.

“Come for me, babygirl,” he demands, one hand snaking around to rub my clit. “Let me feel you come all over my cock.”

His words push me over the edge, and I come hard, my body convulsing around him. But he doesn’t stop, doesn’t even slow down. He fucks me through my orgasm while the room spins from pleasure.

Suddenly, he pulls out and hauls me over to the kitchen table and lays me down. He tugs my ass to the edge and folds my legs up to my chest as he sinks back into me. This time, the angle is different, deeper, and I moan in bliss. His eyes never leave mine, and there’s a wildness in them that matches my passion for him.

“You’re mine,” he rasps as he fucks me hard. “I’m going to breed you and keep you pregnant all the time.”

Oh god, what would it be like to just be his breeding fucktoy? When I imagine my breasts always being full and sensitive, it skyrockets me into another orgasm. My eyes practically roll into the back of my head as a blissful euphoria wracks my body. But he’s not done with me yet.

He drags me to the floor, yanking my hips up so I’m on my knees, ass in the air. He kneels behind me and plunges back into me. He’s hitting a spot deep inside me that makes me see stars, I sink my head to the floor and moan continuously as he fucks me with renewed vigor.

“This is where you belong,” he growls. “On your knees, taking my cock. I’m going to pump you full of my cum, breed you like the little slut you are.”

Another orgasm builds quickly as he hammers away at me. One of his hands snakes around to rub my clit, the other grips my breast, pinching my nipple. I’m a moaning, writhing mess, completely at his mercy.

“Please,” I beg. I’m so far gone, I don’t even know if I care whether I come again or not. 

“Please what, babygirl? Please fuck you harder? Please fill you up with my cum?”

“Yes,” I cry out. “Please!”

I rest my head on my arms and take whatever he does to me. When I come again, I’m almost shocked at how strong it is. I scream as an intense bliss ripples from my fingertips to my toes. As my pussy spasms around him, he groans and explodes. His cock pulses inside me, filling me with his hot seed. Another strong surge of pleasure makes me convulse as I milk him for every last drop.

When I come down from my high, I slump onto the ground, limp. I swear I blink and the next thing I know I’m in his lap and he’s sitting in one of the kitchen chairs. He’s stroking my side as I lean against him, floating in a haze of pleasure.

He kisses the top of my head and whispers, “Mine,” again, as his hand
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