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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 six months into the twelve-month-long
space pregnancy, The Breeding pains—now like contractions—will
start hitting me every month. They won’t stop until Doc soothes me
in the only way he can, the same way he got me pregnant. The
problem is, he hasn’t touched me since he knocked me up, and he
barely even talks to me. I can only hope that he’ll step up and
ease my pain and need when it hits.

Warning:
This book is an erotic pregnancy
short story.

Themes include:
breeding, brat, older man / younger woman, barely
legal, pregnancy sex, 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!
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 One

Nearly six months to the
day from when I conceived a baby with Doc, I waddled around our
quarters on the SS Paradise, fully pregnant, dreading what was
about to happen at any time now.

Sure, he had tried to prepare me as
best he could, explaining what all the other women had gone through
at this halfway point in these space pregnancies. It was simply the
next part of the process of The Breeding, as this entire crazy
thing had been dubbed.

My back was sore from being so heavily
pregnant, from attempting to make my way around our little home
inside this spaceship to tidy up.

Yes, I had even gone to meet with some
of the other women who had already given birth so I could gain
first-hand knowledge of what was to come.

The only problem was, that had made it
worse. All I could think about was the fact that my body would soon
go through another bout of excruciating pain, for some inexplicable
reason, until Doc fucked me enough to make me cum so he could him
cum in me and make it stop.

The baby kicked and squirmed inside
me, fully formed, technically ready to be born, but for some reason
would still gestate for another six months. Six more months of
needing to pee every two minutes. Six more months of soreness,
waddling, and just downright miserableness.

No, I obviously was not the kind of
woman who enjoyed pregnancy. Maybe if it had been a normal Earth
pregnancy. Maybe if I was a little older. Maybe if Doc loved me
like I did him.

He’d moved me into his quarters right
after he knocked me up to stop the pain of The Breeding. I had
thought from the way he’d made love to me right after conception
that he wouldn’t look at me as a child anymore. That he wanted to
be with me to raise our baby together.

It hadn’t taken long for him to crush
those dreams.

Every time I had tried to kiss him, to
get him to make love to me again, he pulled away, almost in
disgust.

Once, I’d even heard him talking to a
friend when he thought I was sleeping. He kept going on about how
he felt so ashamed of what he’d done to me. That I was like a
daughter to him, and he had defiled me, impregnated me at such a
young age.

And that he hated himself because he
had enjoyed every second of it.

I had wanted to scream out that I was
an adult, even if I was only eighteen.

I’d tried to console him later,
telling him how I truly felt about him, about his baby growing
inside me, but that had only made things worse.

I grabbed a glass of water, waddled
over to the couch, and put my feet up on the table. This kid seemed
to do somersaults inside me. I had no idea how I could make it
through six more months of being so huge, so heavily pregnant that
if anyone didn’t know better they would think I was about to give
birth at any second, or that I should have weeks or even months
ago.

I sipped my water then attempted to
lean over to put it on the end table. Everything was a hassle with
this belly.

And my boobs were so sore. They had
grown in size too, not that they were small before. But now they
were huge and kept getting bigger by the day. It was a wonder I
didn’t topple over from all the weight I carried in front of
me.

Sitting here like this, with my belly
protruding so much, if I hadn’t known better, I would have thought
I carried twins.

That wasn’t the case, though. Doc had
run the tests himself, had displayed our unborn child’s ultrasound
on the screen in the exam room. There was only one baby Doctor Ryan
in there.

We didn’t know the gender, though.
Each time Doc had run the scans, the little sucker was in an
awkward position, like it didn’t want us to know what it was. But
Doc had said it must have been meant to be that way.

Hell, now that I thought about it, he
had never even asked me to call him Nigel in all this time, and I’d
never felt comfortable enough to try calling him by his first name
on my own. It was why I still referred to him as Doc.

I had to fight back the tears that
always came when I thought about our strange relationship, if it
could be called that.

The man had fucked me senseless to
stop the pain when The Breeding had started, then he’d made love to
me to soothe me after his seed had taken hold. He knew me
intimately. The only man who ever had.

He had taken my virginity, but he
could barely look me in the eye anymore.

I sobbed harder. All I wanted was for
him to love me. To see me as someone he could share his life with.
Fuck it, even if he simply looked at me with respect as the mother
of his unborn child. Something. Anything would have been better
than the way he ignored me when he wasn’t checking on the baby’s
and my health.

He hadn’t even allowed me back into
the lab after he’d fucked me on the table and impregnated me there.
He had even asked the Captain to reassign me to another station on
the ship. I'd been in the horticulture lab until I became too huge
to function properly with this belly getting in the way of
everything I tried to do.

I wiped at the tears streaming down my
face.

Well, Doc wouldn’t be able to ignore
me for much longer. Soon, The Breeding would take over my body
again, and he would have to step up and do his duty to ease the
need and the pain.

Just knowing I was a ticking time bomb
again, waiting to blow, had me trembling with fear. I’d barely made
it through the first time, and I still had many more to
go.

Apparently, from the sixth month on,
every month my body would be racked with more pain, become hornier,
and need to cum to stop it, even when I finally was in labor. More
like, to cum so it would make him cum, which somehow helped to stop
the pain. For some reason, the men couldn’t cum until the women did
first. That was just how it worked. And something in the man's
ejaculate triggered the end of each episode. I didn’t even
understand it all.

Simple enough to say, fuck each
other’s brains out until everyone gets their rocks off. Oh, and do
it all while going through excruciating pain.

And there were other things, too,
strange things I couldn’t bring myself to think about, but some of
them would be starting soon.

When the door to our quarters opened,
I dried away the remaining tears. Part of me didn’t want to let him
see me cry since he already hated himself for what he’d done to me.
Part of me wanted him to see it so he knew how his lack of
affection made me feel.

As usual, he just walked right past
me, not even looking my way.

I shook my head and clenched my fists.
I really couldn’t take much more of this.

Struggling with my awkward body, I
shoved myself upright, leaned on the table for support, and pushed
to my feet.

Our baby kicked in protest, but then
it always did.

I waddled my ass to his bedroom, the
one he didn’t share with me, and stood in the doorway, glaring at
him. “That’s it. I can’t take this anymore. You need to get over
yourself and start acting like a man, like the father of this baby,
and like my partner in all of it. Whether you love me or not, I
need you.” I rested my hands on my belly in the hope of drawing his
attention there.

Although, how he could ignore it was
beyond me.

He hadn’t ever tried to feel the baby
kick. Not once. The only time he’d even touched me since getting me
pregnant was during examinations.

When he didn’t look over to me or
respond, I waddled to the other side of the bed where he had
started undressing to shower.

I came up beside him, grabbed his
hand, and placed it on my belly. And his child did the rest,
kicking up a storm as if it knew he was feeling for it. I was
shocked
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