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Bred by the Doctor: The
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What happens when being in
space for too long changes the human body into a breeding sex
machine?

 


We’ve been in space, lost in the
Stelinar Galaxy for over two years now, and there have been
some...changes to our bodies and behaviors. Something in this
galaxy has transformed us, and we are now all slaves to what we
have dubbed The Breeding. With no understanding of when it will hit
or how to keep it from happening, fear has run amok, but so have
our libidos.

 


I’m Lea, and I was Doctor Ryan’s
assistant in trying to find a way to reverse these changes, but now
I’m carrying his child. At twelve months pregnant, I’ll be going
into labor at any time now. A labor and delivery that will last a
minimum of three days. Oh, and the only way I can push the baby out
is if Nigel takes care of me, easing the intense need that comes
along with the pain, the same way he got me pregnant to begin with.
Until he has to take me from behind while I’m giving
birth.

Warning:
This book is an erotic birthing
short story.

Themes include:
labor, birthing, brat,
older man / younger woman, anal, hucow, lactation.
No PI or I, but there is
daddy / daughter role play. No one is related in any way, not even
through marriage or adoption. Everyone is 18 or older.

Content Warning

This book contains sexually explicit
scenes, adult language, and may be considered offensive to some
readers. It is intended only for adults who love pushing the
boundaries.

For other books in this series, please
visit:

http://www.lorrainepearl.com/erotica.html

Love D. L. Pearl’s books?

Sign up to be notified of new
releases!

http://www.lorrainepearl.com/newsletter.html
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 One: Early Labor

I waddled around our quarters, pacing
back and forth, terrified of what lay ahead. If Nigel’s
calculations were right, and they always were, I would be going
into labor any time now. A labor that would last for at least three
long, excruciating—and sex-filled—days.

The ways our bodies had been changed
out here in space would allow us to go through the entire thing
without needing sleep. Something to do with the pheromones,
apparently. It was all just so crazy.

“Lea, you should sit down and rest
before it starts. No need to exhaust yourself already.” He strutted
over to me then ushered me to the couch.

He was the doctor after all so I
figured I should follow his orders. He was also my fiancé and the
father of my unborn baby.

I allowed him to help me down onto the
couch, my huge belly making even the smallest tasks nearly
impossible. “I hate to tell, but I’ve been exhausted for the last
six months.”

That was due to this twelve-month-long
pregnancy and the fact that I had been fully pregnant by the sixth
month, carrying this massive belly around for the remaining
six.

And, of course, there were the monthly
rounds of pain and lust caused by the condition our time in deep
space had brought on that we called The Breeding. Those began at
the end of the sixth month, and now, here we were at the end of the
twelfth.

The baby had stilled over the past few
days, a sign we had come to learn meant labor was imminent, based
on what other women had gone through before me.

Nigel sat down beside me and rubbed my
belly. I was tired of being so heavily pregnant for so many months,
but the fear of the next three days made me wish I could stay this
way and didn’t have to go through the labor and
delivery.

It wasn’t just that I would be in
labor for so long, but the fact that the delivery would take up the
last twenty-four hours or more. The baby would literally be coming
out of me, hanging out of me for an entire day or longer before it
was fully born. And it would come out feet first, the head being
the last part stuck inside me, and the hardest part to push
out.

I was downright terrified. “Are you
sure we can’t just do a C-section?” I knew the answer but had to
ask again, just in case he had miraculously figured out a
last-minute way to make it possible.

He stroked my hair and leaned over for
a kiss. “Lea, you know what happened when we tried it before. I
won’t take that risk with you and our baby.” He stilled his hand on
my belly. “I won’t lose either of you.”

I released a deep sigh. Of course it
wasn’t worth the risk of me or the baby dying just because I
couldn’t bring myself to go through a process that was apparently
quite natural out here in space. One that other women had made it
through before me.

But they were all older than me. At
only nineteen, I wasn’t prepared to deal with this. And the fact
that pain medication didn’t help in the least made it even more
terrifying.

If only The Breeding hadn’t hit me
twelve months ago, then Nigel never would have needed to impregnate
me to make it stop.

I leaned my head back, trying to rest,
to relax so I could prepare for the inevitable. There was no way
out of this. The baby had to come out of me, and there truly was no
other way than through three days of hell.

“It’s okay, baby girl. You’ll get
through it just like you have all the rest.” He rubbed my belly
with one hand and stroked my hair with the other. “And daddy will
be right here to help you through it all. We’ll deliver this baby
together.”

I turned my head to glare at him.
“It’s not like there’s any other way. I literally can’t give birth
without you.” I wondered what would happen if the father couldn’t
be there for the delivery, but I was too afraid to ask what he
thought the answer might be.

So far, nobody had needed to find
out.

Others had tried soothing their own
libidos during the labor and delivery, fingering themselves as best
they could around their huge bellies, but weren’t able to make
themselves cum no matter what. Not even with toys.

If the father didn’t help, didn’t make
the woman cum, didn’t cum inside her at some point during the
labor, repeatedly, then she literally couldn’t give birth. There
was even more to it than that, but I didn’t want to think about any
of it until I had to.

In the beginning, some of the women
had been in labor for a week or more before figuring all of this
out. The shortest and most consistent time had been the three days
I was planning for. Any longer than that, and I doubted I could
make it.

After a few more minutes went by,
Nigel looked at the clock. “We should probably head to the birthing
room so we can be ready when it hits. It will be much better for
you that way.”

I knew he was right, but I felt so
relaxed that I didn’t want to move. “Can we wait another minute or
two, please? I’m too comfortable to get up yet.”

He stared at the clock and shook his
head. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea, but I do want you to be
relaxed. Let me know the second you feel anything starting. Okay,
baby girl?”

“I will, daddy.” I knew he loved it
when I called him that. I leaned over as best I could and kissed
him then went back to relaxing.

My heavy breasts had begun to ache,
had even started to increase in size this morning as they filled
with milk like they did every month since the sixth one. But Nigel
knew about this already.

Part of me wanted him to start
suckling them, milking them to make the ache stop, but I knew they
would just fill up again like they always did. I was surprised they
hadn’t started leaking yet.

Nigel went back to rubbing my huge
belly and stroking my hair, and I sat there taking in all of his
love and affection.

I cupped the bottom of my belly. On
one hand, I was glad I wouldn’t be pregnant for much longer. On the
other, this baby had been inside me for so long that I knew I would
feel empty without it.

I still couldn’t wait to find out if
it was a boy or a girl since the little sucker had always been
turned in an awkward position every time Nigel performed the scans.
It apparently wanted to surprise us.

I took in slow deep breaths, calming
my mind and body as much as possible.

“That’s it, baby girl. Relax. Daddy’s
here.” His voice was so soothing, so deep and gentle.

I wanted to snuggle into him, not an
easy task being so heavily pregnant. Still, I had to try. “Hold me,
daddy.”

He helped me turn sideways so I could
rest my back against his chest. He moved so I could sit between his
legs, pushed tightly against him as we did sometimes. Spooning
while sitting up. His arms wrapped around me from behind, and he
cradled my belly. I put my feet up on the couch then leaned my head
back and turned up to kiss him.

It was pure bliss. It was exactly what
I needed to calm my nerves.

The kiss deepened quickly, became
passionate. He rubbed his hands all over my belly the way I liked.
I covered his hands with mine, urging him on. There was something
strangely erotic about it, and it always turned me on.

Apparently it did for him,
too, because his hard cock pressed against my ass now. He shoved
his hips forward a few times, increasing my desire.

His tongue swept into my mouth, and I
released a long slow moan. My core tingled with need. It wasn’t the
crazy need brought on by The Breeding. Just normal human
desire.

In between the times The Breeding had
flared up over the last six months, he had made love to me so
gently.

It was what we both obviously wanted
right now, but there wasn’t time for it.

No, the next time he made love to me
would be after our baby was born.

I wished he could reach
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