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Babymaking With The Older Man: A Fertile Forbidden Age Gap Instalove

The silver fox doctor next door says I’m too young for him, but it only makes me want him more.

When college student Ruby knocks on Dr. Niall Hartford’s door, she makes an impression her much-older neighbor can’t forget. She’s sensual without trying, sunny without knowing it, and he can’t get enough…

Now he’s torturing himself by making excuses to be near her, even though he knows he shouldn’t.

When Niall discovers how naughty this college student can be, his desires take over. He doesn’t just want Ruby for one night, he wants her to be his.

Soon, Ruby is begging for more as this wealthy older man takes control and knocks her up…

This is a smutty short read. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA with marriage and pregnancy. Tropes include: age gap, forbidden love, breeding, domination, older man/younger woman.
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ONE
NIALL


I’m called into work, as always, at the last minute. I’m an emergency doctor, and with staffing issues throughout the medical industry, I’m on call for shifts at multiple hospitals.

Working sixty hours a week was not in my life plan, but it’s hard to say no when the demand is this staggering. At least I can say I’m never bored.

Even if I’m a workaholic at the moment, it’s not as though anyone is here to miss me. Since the divorce, it’s been an adjustment coming home to an empty house.

I open the door, checking my phone for an estimate of the traffic time, and just about trip over the girl standing on my doorstep.

Sorry, let me make that clearer: the stunning girl on my doorstep. Her blonde hair is swept up into a high ponytail. She’s dressed in tight black activewear that leaves nothing to the imagination — the fullness of her breasts, the generous roundness of her ass, the indent of her waist.

I recognize her as one of my college student neighbors, but I can’t put a name to her face.

I’ve barely interacted with anyone in the neighborhood since I moved here. I’m not trying to be antisocial, I just don’t feel like socializing these days. If I’d known my neighbors were this hot, maybe things would be different.

Her blue eyes widen when she sees that I’m headed out the door.

“I’m sorry to interrupt! Dr. Hartford, right?”

I nod, feeling tongue-tied. My heart is pounding, my hands aching to reach for this girl and pull her inside and keep her there. In my bed. I’m worried that if I open myself to say something, it will be unhinged.

Where the fuck is this coming from? I can’t remember the last time that I — or my cock — had such a strong reaction to a woman. I’m sporting a semi. At 8am. On the way to a long day shift in the emergency department.

She places a hand on my arm. “I’m Ruby.” I pull away, not acknowledging to myself how nice it felt. How much I wanted to lean into that simple contact.

Pull yourself together, Niall.

“And I’m… in a rush.” I lock the door, head down the porch stairs, and onto the path. A safe distance from this walking fantasy and what she’s doing to my brain.

“I just live over there,” she calls, undeterred by my rude behavior.

I glance back to see that she’s pointing to the house next door.

“Our gutter is blocked and our landlord is refusing to fix it. I was hoping you might have a ladder we could borrow.”

As if that would be a good idea. I might not know my neighbors, but I don’t want to be the reason this 20-year-old breaks her arm, or worse, trying to clear out the gutters.

I turn back, sizing her up. She’s five-four, if that. No wonder she needs help with chores around the house.

I raise an eyebrow. “And do you know how to use a ladder?”

She places a hand on her hip, pouting uncertainly. “Well… I don’t, but my roommate is going to try it.”

I unlock my car and shake my head. I really am running late, or I’d just do it now.

Ruby looks disappointed, as though she’s thinking I’m going to say no. But I already know that this girl could ask for whatever she wanted from me and I’d do it in a heartbeat. Happily.

I sigh. I guess I’m going to torture myself by spending more time in the presence of this girl.

“Are you home tonight? I’ll come by with a ladder and do it myself.” Her face lights up, her smile radiant. “Really? That would be so awesome if you could.” I wave a hand at her. “Don’t mention it. I’ll see you tonight.”

“It’s a date,” she replies with a giggle.

And is it so wrong that I look forward to cleaning out the gutters of their house for the entire day? It’s better than thinking about the state of the emergency departments in this city, that’s for sure.
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After work, I change into jeans and a t-shirt and head over with my ladder. The house she’s renting has good bones, but it hasn’t been properly maintained. The paint is peeling, the hinges creaking, and part of the porch is broken.

I suck in a breath when I see what Ruby’s wearing. The tiniest set of a baby-blue crop top and matching running shorts. The spaghetti strap top can barely contain her breasts as she shows me where the gutters are blocked, the round swell of her breasts barely hidden. I can see the indent of her belly button and a tantalizing strip of her midriff, where her waist flares out to her hips.

She’s acting like I’m doing her the biggest favor in the world, but I wave it away.

“This is only going to take half an hour. It’s not the hardest chore in the world, you know.” I’m holding the ladder, and I can’t help but notice the way that Ruby’s eyes keep returning to my arms. It’s like she’s checking me out as well.

She rolls her eyes and presses her glossy pink lips together. “But we appreciate it anyway. None of us would have any idea what we’re doing and our landlord is an asshole.” “Whoever he is, he clearly doesn’t know how to clean a gutter.”

Then she stands there giggling with her two housemates as they watch me cleaning out the gutters. They are filled with several Fall’s worth of leaves, so I can see why they were having issues.

Ruby watches me the closest, shielding her pretty eyes as she calls up at me. “Are you sure you don’t need help, Dr. Hartford?” When I glance down to find her still watching me, her cleavage perfectly visible in her tiny blue singlet, I almost choke.

“That’s okay.”

I hope she doesn’t catch the note of strained arousal in my voice.

It’s a warm spring evening, and the work goes by fast, even if having an audience of college girls is making me more nervous than it should.

When I’m done, I try to say a quick goodbye and get back to my place with no more contact with Ruby.

I can’t remember the last time I had a surprise hard-on, and she’s given me two in one day. It’s embarrassing.

But she doesn’t let me away that easily.

“Thank you, Dr. Hartford.”

Ruby is beaming. She reaches up to pull me down for a hug, pressing her curves all over me. I pray that she doesn’t notice how hard I am.

Then she whispers in my ear. “Anything you want in return, just let me know.” Did she really just say that? I release myself from the hug but start to second-guess myself.

Backing away, I make an excuse about needing to get started on dinner, but Ruby gives me a knowing wink. As if she wants to reassure me that she didn’t mean her comment in an innocent way, not at all.

I rake a hand through my hair as I turn away. She knows exactly what she’s doing to me, the little cocktease.

There’s no escape from this. I’m obsessed with this college student. If her roommates hadn’t been with her, I would have brought her back here. I could be inside her right now, finding out exactly how she likes it, what it is that she wants from me.

Fuck. I haven’t been this turned-on in a long time, and the blood that’s rushing through my veins feels intoxicating.

God, this is ridiculous. I should pull myself together. The girl is half my age, in the prime of her life.

I’m not someone who struggles with self-esteem, or women. But I shouldn’t delude myself when there’s such a gulf between our ages.

Still, can it hurt to think about her?

“Fuck it,” I mutter to myself, unbuckling my belt as I head for the bathroom. This is a sign that I need to get laid. I wrap a hand against my throbbing shaft and give it a squeeze. “I hope you know this can never be real.” Then I tilt my head back and imagine it. In my fantasy, Ruby comes over wearing nothing but a bathrobe. When I let her in, she drops it to the ground.

Then she begs me to fuck her, her blue eyes half-lidded and sultry.

It takes only a few seconds of thinking about her to reach the edge. I’m throbbing with need after just a few strokes under the hot water.

This is bad. I’m not the kind of creep who imagines things that aren’t there, with women. I’ve never had issues like this before. But I’ve never had a college student throw herself at me, either.

I take a deep, shuddering breath and try to control myself. She was just being polite, because I was helping her. I shouldn’t read anything into it. Just like I shouldn’t read anything into the tiny outfit she wore, or the flirty comments she made… I give a firm squeeze to my cock and try to think about someone else. Anyone else.

But my mind keeps wandering back to the same place. Ruby.

Her perky tits bouncing out of her top as she pointed out the problem areas in their gutters. The sweet but flirty smile she gave as her eyes raked over my physique. I’m proud of my body, I’m in good shape for a middle-aged guy, but lately it’s all been feeling a little pointless.

When Ruby looked at me like that, suddenly I was glad for the punishing weights sessions I’ve been doing most days.

I think I’d do anything if it would make her give me that look again. That look that I could have sworn was saying: “If you climbed down that ladder right now, picked me up and took me inside, you could do whatever you wanted with me.” Fuck, there I go again. I try to think of other women. Celebrity crushes. Even my ex. None of it works. I’m fixated on my college-aged neighbor.

I’ve never been the type of man to lust after women who are inappropriately young, like her. She’s in her twenties, for God’s sake. It’s not as if she’d ever want someone like me.

But nothing else is doing it for me. Not even remotely. So as I stroke myself to completion, I’m imagining Ruby.


TWO
RUBY


Six months later…

I didn’t expect this to be torture.

I thought I was being obvious, that first day.

Now, six months later, I’m friends with Dr. Niall Hartford. When from the very first second that I saw him, I’ve wanted so much more than that.

The first time he waved me over to his porch and said that he wanted to cash in his favor, I was so excited. I thought he was going to at least ask for a blow job.

Instead, he asked me to house sit for him. He’s such a good doctor that he gets called out to other hospitals around the state almost every month, leaving his house empty for a week or more.

Don’t get me wrong, it’s a good deal as far as I’m concerned. I can hang around his giant house, sleep in a king-sized bed with high-thread-count sheets and still hang out with my roommates.

But the one thing I want from Niall doesn’t seem to be on the table.

“Oh no,” my roommate Maddy says when comes downstairs for breakfast and sees my face. “You have that look on your face again.”

“What look?”

“The look that says: I’m sad the hot doctor next door won’t fuck me.”

I grab some yoghurt from the fridge and flop into a dining chair. Why are my best friends mind-readers?

“But why, though? Maybe he’s gay? Maybe he’s not interested in me?”

Maddy rolls her eyes. “We’ve been through this, Ruby. A million times. Whatever the issue is, if it hasn’t happened in six months of you visiting him for dinner and house-sitting for him, it’s probably not gonna happen at all.”

I sigh. “I just want to know for sure, though.”

“Matt Carson still thinks you’re cute. If you want another option. He’s in law school, as well.” I roll my eyes. I don’t have any interest in other men right now. Not when I know they’re never gonna compare to Niall.

Maddy gives me a stern look. “You can’t keep moping around. He’s probably, like fucking a nurse at work or something.”

“You’ve been watching too much Gray’s Anatomy.”

She jabs her cereal spoon at me. “You’re not the only one who’s into hot doctors, Ruby.”

My roommates, Maddy and Cara, both think I need to move on and get laid.

But the way Niall’s gaze lingers on me when I wear slutty little outfits for him, I don’t think attraction is the problem. It’s like he’s always holding something back.

Maybe my roommates are right. Even if they are, I don’t know that I can move on. Spending all this time with our silver fox neighbor has rewired my brain. I don’t want anyone unless they have his steady and dependable energy, his hard muscles, or his huge cock.

It’s not just about his appearance… Although I can’t deny that Niall is hot as hell. Thick muscles, broad shoulders, tanned skin and a smile that always makes my stomach flip. His wavy chestnut hair is always a little messy, and his grey eyes have this cheeky sparkle to them. He’s masculine and confident, but not intimidating. I always feel safe around him.

And I just know that his cock is going to be as perfect as the rest of him.

But no matter how much I try to tempt him, Niall refuses to take a hint. Even when I can see how hard he is. He won’t touch me.

My only guess is that he thinks I’m too young for him. And sure, he’s way older. On paper, I’d never consider dating a 45-year-old. When I’m with Niall, none of that matters.

I’ve never been so crazy about someone. Every time I’m in his presence I go into a kind of sexual overdrive. I’ve been throwing myself at him in a way that I should be embarrassed about.

The first time he invited me over to house sit, I showed up wearing a bikini and asked him to show me the pool. Did he stare? Oh yeah. I think he was even tongue-tied for a few seconds. But then he gave me a grin and led me out the back of his house to the tiled pool.

On Valentine’s Day, I dropped some strong hints about how I didn’t have a date for the night. And he sent me a bouquet of roses with a note thanking me for being such a good neighbor.

There was the time he set up a sprinkler on the front lawn. He was out in the garden, and I ran over to him, through the sprinkler. Wearing nothing but a white t-shirt, without a bra.

I could feel my breasts bouncing obscenely, and I knew my nipples would be on full display through the wet cotton.

“Need any help?” I gave him a cheerful grin, enjoying the way his grey eyes widened to saucers and his mouth dropped open.

I could almost see his thinking patterns as he willed himself not to stare at my breasts.

For a second, as he reached up to rake a hand through that perpetually-messy chestnut hair, I thought I’d done it. He looked like he was about to reach for me.

But then he balled his hands into fists at his sides, took one deep breath, and rushed inside to grab me a towel.

Then there was the night when he invited me over for dinner. I was sure it was a date. We made gnocchi together, spending hours kneading the dough, talking and listening to Italian music.

While we were finally cooking the pasta, I squeezed between him and the kitchen counter, under the pretense of helping him with the cooking. And fuck, it felt so good to be pressed against him like that, his arms looped over my shoulders, his muscles against my back. I could feel his cock growing hard behind me.

When I leaned forward to check whether the pasta water was boiling, pressing my ass right against him, Niall swore under his breath and made an excuse about needing to go to the bathroom.

It’s not like all of this time has been spent in vain. I love spending time with him — Niall is kind, selfless and seriously smart. I just need something more than his friendship, as nice as that might be.

This has gone on for long enough. I need to make it clear that I don’t just have a silly crush on Niall — I want him, and I don’t care what anyone thinks. If he sets a clear boundary, that’s fine. But I won’t hang around any longer, throwing myself at an older man who doesn’t want to be with me.

So I’ve developed a plan. Tonight when Niall returns from his trip, I’m going to be waiting for him, in his bed, wearing nothing but my sluttiest underwear.

And if this doesn’t work, then I’m going to stay away, as much as it hurts.
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I catch up on my pre-law readings while I wait for him to get back.

I’ve done my make-up, put on my cutest matching lingerie set, and I’m lying in the center of his bed. I don’t know how he can ignore this one — the floral pink lace serves my cleavage up like it’s on a platter, while the tiny lace panties are just a scrap of fabric that barely covers me up. If not for the intricately-embroidered flowers, he’d be able to see everything.

Finally, I hear him open the front door, and toss the book aside. It’s time.

“Oh… Fuck.” Niall stands in the doorway and drops his bag, utterly frozen. He pauses for what seems like an eternity, staring at me.

I meet his gaze evenly. He shakes his head as if to clear it.

“I’m sorry for intruding, Ruby. I didn’t expect you to be here.” He turns to leave the room.

“Don’t be sorry,” I call after him. “This is for you, Niall.”

I run my hands over my breasts, squeezing them together, and his mouth drops open in a gasp.

“Fuck,” he whispers under his breath as I slide my hand down between my legs.

Niall seems unable to look away. His eyes flicker with that look of confusion and lust that I’ve become so used to when he looks at me. Like he’s looking at something he really wants, but can’t have.

Maintaining eye contact with him, I slide a hand beneath the waistline of my panties and slide my fingers through my wetness. I’m soaked just from waiting for him all evening, from the knowledge that maybe tonight would be the night he would touch me.

Niall’s handsome face contorts into something that is pure determination and instinct.

I can’t help but get excited when I realize it might be working. Niall steps closer and tosses his jacket to the floor.

The bed dips as he leans over me, as he pushes me back against the headboard, and the heavy weight of him settles on top of me like he belongs there.

“Finally,” I whisper, sliding my hands under his shirt to feel the warm, hard muscles of his chest.

And then, for the first time, Niall kisses me. His hand swallows up the back of my head, crushing me to him. His stubble rasps against my chin as he devours my mouth. Like he’s been wanting to do this forever.

He pulls back, looking a little dazed. “I shouldn’t…”

I stop him with a hand on his chest. “Yes, you should. I knew what I wanted that very first day, Niall. And here it is.” I slide a hand down the center of his torso to trace the rigid outline of his bulge and he lets out a groan.

“Fuck, Ruby. I’ve wanted you to touch me like that since you showed up on my doorstep.”

“You’re so big,” I gasp as I run my hand over his hardness. It seems to go on forever. He thrusts against my hand.

“You have been teasing me, haven’t you?” He rakes a hand through his hair, his eyes blazing on mine. “I thought I was just… Lonely. Or desperate. Imagining things that aren’t there.”

I laugh at the thought of all the obvious comments I’ve made, which Niall has somehow gaslighted himself into believing were in his head. All the times that I’ve made dick jokes in his presence, or openly stared at him when he’s working out.

“I just thought you were really oblivious.”

Niall’s eyes darken. “Do you know what you’ve been doing to me, Ruby?”

The soft, sensitive doctor is gone, replaced with a man who’s nothing but pure desire.

I shake my head slowly, biting my lip. He pins me to the mattress with a growl.

“I’ve been unable to think about anything except you. And I keep you around, house-sitting, making up things for you to do, because I can’t bear to let you go. Even though it’s fucking torture. Even though I’m walking around with a semi half the day, just from you being here.”

With me pinned to the bed between his knees, he shoves his hand into my panties and runs a finger through my wetness.

“You know, I didn’t want to think that you were such a slut that you’d been teasing me the whole time.”

That shouldn’t turn me on… But I have been acting like a slut in the hope that Niall would snap and fuck me. I just didn’t think he’d noticed any of it.

“What’s got you so wet, huh?”

I let out a moan at the feeling of his fingers roughly stroking my lips, the friction exactly what I need.

“I was thinking about you, Niall. Hoping that you would fuck me like this.”

“I’m forty-five, Ruby. More than twice your age. Are you a little slut for older men, huh?”

I squirm as Niall shoves a finger inside me. “Only you, sir,” I gasp.

“Just a little cocktease who’s begging for this older man to fuck her right? Is that you?”

I gasp as he starts to roughly fuck me with both his fingers.

“Yes, sir. I’m desperate for you to fuck me. Have been for months.”

“You’re so wet for me, Ruby. I’m going to love using you the way that you’re craving.”

I let out a strangled moan, grasping his wrist as he stretches me open with powerful strokes. His fingers are so thick and powerful, I can’t imagine what it’s going to feel like to be stuffed with his cock.

“Don’t come yet, baby. You can hold on a bit longer, can’t you? After waiting all these months?”

He’s stroking his cock with his other hand, looking down at me with his gray eyes searing in their intensity.

I can’t drag my eyes away from his veiny girth, the shining purple head already slicked with precum. His breath is coming faster as he fingers me, his eyes roaming over my breasts, waist and pussy as I breathe harder and harder.

“Look at you. You’re perfect. You can hold on for another minute, can’t you?”

Then Niall spreads my legs open and attacks my clit with his mouth while he continues to fuck me with his fingers.

Oh my God.

I’ve had ex-boyfriends do this before, but Niall’s mouth is something else. He knows exactly what he’s doing, glancing up at me to gage my reaction to every new movement. His lips, his tongue and even his teeth devour me until I’m wrecked with pleasure, my legs shaking.

I’m making desperate, needy whines with every sensation, grasping at his head as I try to control myself.

He looks up at me, his eyes dark and determined. “That’s the sweetest pussy I’ve ever tasted, Ruby.”

I try my best to hold back, but my muscles are already spasming around his hand.

“Please, Niall, can I come?” My voice is barely audible, husky and gasping at the same time.

“Give it to me, Ruby,” he groans, kneeling over me again. His cock is drenched with precum now.

I arch my back off the bed. He keeps thumbing my swollen nub through my orgasm, fisting his cock with his other hand and looking down at me.

Niall shoots his load over my chest, coating my breasts with his cum as my orgasm hits.

My orgasm keeps coursing through my body until finally, I collapse back to the mattress, spent and boneless.

“Wow,” I sigh.

He chuckles to himself, looking infuriatingly put together.

“You’re telling me. We’re not done yet, baby.”

Baby. Dr. Niall Hartford just called me baby.

“We’re not?” I blink up at him innocently, propping myself up on my eyebrows.

I don’t want to get my hopes up, but after getting that much pleasure just from his hands and mouth, I am desperate to feel his cock inside me.

Niall just shakes his head at me. “I’m not strong enough to resist this pussy now that I’ve tasted it.” I pout at that. We could have been doing this all along.

“Well, you did manage to wait six months.” He lets out a groan.

“Then I guess we’re making up for lost time.” He slides my panties off and tosses them aside.

I gasp when I see he’s at full mast again, positioning his cock at my soaked entrance.

“Already?”

He nods.

“That’s how crazy you drive me.”


THREE
NIALL


The second I’m inside Ruby, I know that sex is never going to be the same again. I almost lose control the second her hot pussy wraps around my cock, at the heavenly sensation of her.

I’m so much bigger than her that I worry that I’m going to damage her in some way, but when I look down to check in, there’s nothing but pleasure on her face.

“More, please,” she gasps, her manicured fingernails raking at my back to pull me closer. I push further into her, thumbing her clit and feeling her relax around me.

“Fuck, you were made to take this cock, Ruby.”

It’s true. She’s taking it so well, every inch of my cock pressing tight against her velvet-like walls. I grip her hips tight as I drive deeper inside her, grunting with exertion.

“That’s it, baby. You’re doing well, just a few more inches, okay?”

Ruby nods up at me, her eyes unfocused with lust and her blonde hair already a mess. She’s lying on the bed, with me standing at the edge of the bed to enter her. My cum still coats her perky tits, but she still wants more.

“Mmm, I’m so full, Niall. Your cock feels so good.”

When I start to thrust inside her, she loses words altogether. The only sounds she makes are little gasps and whines of pleasure. Her tits bounce on her chest, her pink nipples peaked.

The sounds she’s making; the way she looks; the flush that’s coloring her cheeks. It’s all sending me rapidly towards my release.

Ruby tilts her hips up to take me deeper, lifting her ass off the bed, and without thinking, I close my hands over her hips and impale her on my cock. Her eyes widen as she sees what I’m planning and she nods.

I lift Ruby’s hips up, pulling her on and off my cock. She’s not in control, but neither am I.

I can’t think straight, can’t focus on anything except the blissful sensation of getting as deep inside Ruby as possible. Using her like my personal toy. I can feel that I’m raking over that rough spot inside her and with every stroke, she’s moaning a little louder.

“Such a good girl, letting me use you like this.”

I don’t know where these filthy words are coming from but I can feel Ruby responding to them, shuddering around me and biting her lip.

With her hips lifted up to meet me, I can impale her fully with every stroke. I’m bottoming out with each thrust, my full balls slapping against her.

That’s when I lose control. Ruby isn’t just taking my cock, she’s submitting to me. She’s letting me use her.

And it makes my mind run wild with fantasies about what I could do to this young woman.

I start to go at it harder, ramming my cock in and out of that tight pussy, and I know I’m not going to last long. Ruby’s muscles are squeezed around me in a tight grip, intent on milking every drop of cum from me.

“I’m going to…”

“Do it. I want to feel it, Niall.” She’s so eager. She’s been so eager for months, and now there’s nothing she wouldn’t let me do.

Ruby nods up at me and I stop holding back. My fingers dig into her hips as I feel the urgent heat of release rushing through my cock.

I finish inside her and the sensation is pure bliss. I cum like a fountain, my release going on for longer than I thought possible.

To my surprise, Ruby seems to like the feeling too.

“There’s so much,” she gasps, her muscles rippling around me in another orgasm, her back arching off the bed, pushing those perfect breasts up towards the ceiling.

I can’t resist bending forward to capture one of her pretty pink nipples in my mouth, the silken texture of her skin just as perfect as I imagined. She’s trembling with the force of her orgasm.

I kiss her all over as her orgasm wracks through her, worshipping her curvy, youthful figure with my mouth.

The dip of her collarbone. The pale mound of her breasts. The smooth curve of her waist.

When her pleasure subsides, I pull out to admire the sight of Ruby’s well-fucked pussy leaking with my cum.

I can’t resist pushing my fingers inside her and feeling the creamy mess that I’ve left there. She feels slick and hot and addictive.

“Do you like that feeling, baby? You like being filled up with cum?”

“God yes.” She sighs with satisfaction as I push my load back inside her.

Something about the sight of her pussy glazed with cum grips me and won’t let go.

I don’t just want one night with Ruby. I want to make her mine. I want to do this night after night until she’s carrying my child.

I almost groan as I think about it.

God, I want to knock her up. I don’t just want to fuck Ruby. I want her to be mine.

“What is it?” she asks, blinking up at me sleepily.

I just shake my head and lie on the bed beside her, pulling her into my embrace. This is too crazy to share with her. She’s twenty-one, for God’s sake. She’s not ready to have children.

But I can’t shake the thought. I’m half-hard again as I think about it, while Ruby falls asleep in my arms. She fits so perfectly nestled against me, like this is where she belongs. In my bed. In my home.

It’s ridiculous, I try to tell my cock. But however irrational it is, I can’t resist the thought. I find myself absentmindedly stroking her flat lower belly as she falls asleep in my arms.

The image of Ruby pregnant with my child flashes through my head. The way that her perky breasts would grow heavy and swollen, how her flat belly would round out. And I could do that.

The thought that she’s already leaking with my cum, that every day could be like this, seizes me and won’t let go. She was so eager, so responsive, that maybe she would want this.

This is bad. What would the neighborhood think? What would my colleagues think?

I can’t be that guy, who divorces his wife only to shack up with a woman half his age. No matter how much I want to be right now.
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After a fitful, horny sleep, I wake up early with a hard-on. Ruby is sleeping peacefully, nestled in my arms. A perfect angel.

While she sleeps, she seems innocent, even if I know that she’s been lusting after me for months. She’s hardly a blushing virgin — but with her blonde hair, her wide blue eyes, and her big smile, she seems innocent. Corruptible.

And I am being destroyed by guilt because of it.

I roll away from her and jump out of bed to jack off in the bathroom. Ruby reaches for me in her sleep and I almost turn around. It would be so easy just to go back to bed, to fuck her again, to discover yet another tantalizing moan or position that will drive me crazy. But I’ve made a decision.

This girl has awakened a monster inside me and I can’t let it continue.

I go through the motions of my morning routine, heading down to the gym, making my granola. By the time Ruby comes downstairs, I have rehearsed what I’m going to say a hundred times.

Just seeing her is almost enough to break my resolve entirely. I stand frozen in the kitchen when Ruby comes downstairs. She looks cheerful, giving me a flirty grin. Her blonde hair is pulled into a high ponytail, just like it was the first day I met her.

I’ve always been attracted to her, but now that I’ve touched her, it’s so much worse. Now that I’ve confirmed she wants me, everything feels like an invitation.

She’s wearing another one of her cute matching sets, a singlet and a pair of tiny shorts in mint green. It’s a physical effort to pull my eyes away from her breasts, the peaks of her nipples visible through the thin cotton, the curve of her ass and soft thighs barely covered in the booty shorts.

Ruby hasn’t noticed anything’s wrong. “Morning, Doctor,” she says, her voice low and flirty. “Did you get up early for a reason?”

She stands on her tip-toes to pull me into a hug, her soft floral scent flooding through my whole body in a rush of arousal. I could just let this happen… I could push her to her knees and fuck that tantalizing mouth, give her what she’s begging for…

Instead, I pull away quickly, hoping she hasn’t noticed how hard I am.

Ruby tilts her head at me, her blonde hair falling to the side as her brows come together in confusion. “What’s wrong?”

I keep my face unresponsive. I don’t let myself look at her — afraid that if I do, I’m going to pull her into my arms and keep her there instead of doing what I need to do.

“This can’t happen again.”

I glance at her and then look away just as quickly.

Ruby’s face is heartbreaking. Confusion and disappointment wash over her pretty features. Her eyes are shining, her plush mouth twisting into a frown. Her lower lip wobbles.

If she cries… Fuck, I don’t think my resolve would survive that.

“And why not?”

To my relief, she’s rearranged her face into a pout now, her hands coming to her hips. She looks more angry than sad, but in a cute way. Like a kitten with its claws out.

I grit my teeth and say the words I’ve rehearsed. “It’s not appropriate. You should be with someone your own age, Ruby.”

And so should I.

She narrows her eyes, the crystal blue blazing into me as I continue my speech. “I kept inviting you around here. Even though I knew this wasn’t healthy for either of us. I shouldn’t have done that. I’m sorry.”

Ruby’s lips press together in a hard line. She tosses her blonde hair over her shoulders and turns to walk upstairs.

When she comes downstairs, she’s carrying a duffel bag of clothes. She slams the door behind her, and the sound echoes through the empty house.

I ball my hands into fists as I try to resist the urge to follow her, blowing a breath out between my lips.

I can’t get caught up in some kind of fantasy of getting this 21-year-old pregnant. She’d never want that.

I need to move on from whatever these past six months have been. Even if every cell in my body is screaming at me to follow her and take it back.


FOUR
RUBY


I think you should be with someone your own age.

Well, fine, Niall. It’s not hard to find a date — especially not when my roommates have been begging me to do anything except sulking about Niall. Last year, this was me every week, carefully curling my hair and applying lip gloss in order to experience some mediocre small talk and average sex.

Niall has ruined all of that.

This time, I can’t even bring myself to hope for much. I know that Matt Carson, a friend of a friend at college, isn’t going to compare.

I glance over the lawn to his house. The Edwardian villa is as silent as always, but Niall’s car is parked in the driveway. I know he’s home.

Good. This is what he wanted. He should see that I’m going ahead and doing what he told me.

Matt pulls up outside in an obnoxiously red sports car. He might be boring, but at least his parents are rich.

He greets me at the doorstep with a kiss on the cheek. “You look… wow.” He takes in my outfit with a slightly dazed smile.

I do look wow. It might be too much for a first date, but that’s kinda the point. The pale pink mini-dress hugs every part of my figure. The square neckline leaves a lot of my cleavage on display, while the skirt barely finishes below my ass.

I hope Niall is enjoying his evening. I bet his view isn’t as good as this dress. That’s what I’m thinking about as Matt drives me into the city, chattering away about some mutual friends of ours. He seems nervous, but he’s not actually a bad guy. He’s just not Niall, and unfortunately for him, I’ll be comparing the two in my head all night.

We order from the menu. It’s a cute little Italian place with checkered tablecloths and delicious pasta.

Mid-conversation, while we’re waiting for food, Matt’s face shifts to confusion. He stares at something over my shoulder.

“Ruby… I think your dad is here?”

I look up to see Niall standing with his arms crossed at the end of the table.

I burst out laughing. I can’t help it. He does look intimidating, tall and muscled, with his arms folded across his chest. Matt looks at me with alarm.

“That is not my dad. What are you doing here, Niall?”

“I’m taking you home, Ruby.”

He says it with unshakeable confidence. As if I don’t have a choice. When really, he has no right to be here after what he said last night.

“I’m on a date.” I take Matt’s hand and turn back to Niall. “I thought you wanted me to be with someone my own age.”

Niall’s face is stony, a muscle ticking in the side of his square jaw as he stares at our joined hands. “I changed my mind.”

Matt yanks his hand out of my grasp, looking alarmed at Niall’s expression. “What’s going on, Ruby?”

The next thing I know, I’m being lifted out of my seat. Niall’s thick, muscular arms loop around me like bands of steel as he physically carries me out of the restaurant.

“What are you doing?” I gasp, reacting far too late. I’m too surprised to even protest. Honestly, I’m kinda impressed at how easily Niall swept me up into his arms.

I knew Niall would be jealous, but I didn’t think he would show up to interrupt my date. I didn’t think he cared enough that he would be unable to hold onto his resolve for even one day.

He sets me down in the passenger seat of his car, pulls the seatbelt across me, and drives away from the restaurant without a word.

He has no right to do this. Breathless and confused, I start to explain. “I didn’t want to go on a date with Matt. But you told me to, Niall. You told me it wouldn’t work out between us.”

He blows out a breath, his eyes fixed on the road. His jaw is tense. “That was stupid, Ruby. I don’t want you to be with anyone else. Ever.”

“Ever?”

He nods as he takes the exit from the highway, still not turning towards me. “You’re mine. I’m not letting you go. I couldn’t let you go out with that asshole.”

“I promise you, I’ve survived dates with assholes before.”

“But you won’t have to do that again.” There’s no hint of a joke in Niall’s tone.

I fold my arms across my chest. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“That you’re mine, Ruby. I’m the only man who’s going to touch you from now on.”

“I’m confused. This is the exact opposite of what you said last night, Niall.”

He pulls over the car in a rest area beside the river and lets out a sigh.

Finally, he turns those steely grey eyes to me, giving me his full attention, and I see the regret painted across his handsome face, the shadows beneath his eyes. Maybe Niall has been hurting as much as I have today.

“Come here and let me explain.”

I climb across the console onto Niall’s lap and he wraps his arms around me. Immediately, I feel a sense of relief as his big, solid body wraps around me. He strokes my back tenderly.

“What I said last night… That was stupid. And it wasn’t even true, Ruby. I didn’t mean it. I’m just scared that I’m going to lose you.”

I look up at him, this handsome man who inexplicably thinks that I’m too good for him. I run my palm over the rough stubble coating his jaw and up to his dark hair.

“You’re not going to lose me, Niall. I only want you.”

He nods. “I believe you. It’s just, that terrifies me.” He toys with a blonde curl that’s fallen across my face.

“Because what if you don’t want the same thing as me?”

I tilt my head. I can’t imagine that being the case. “Why don’t you be honest about what you want and then we’ll find out?”

He nods, his throat bobbing. I feel his hands tighten around me as he works up the courage to speak. Like whatever he’s about to say, it scares the hell out of him.

“There is this one thing.” I can feel Niall hardening beneath me, and I shift in his lap.

Oh. So whatever it is that Niall wants, it’s to do with sex.

He blows out a breath between his lips, as though trying to control himself.

“Mmm?” I ask him innocently, batting my eyelashes at him as I settle myself right over his bulge.

“I have a breeding kink, Ruby. For you, specifically.” Niall’s voice is strained with arousal, his grey eyes dark on mine as he reveals his desires. His hands settle around my waist and hot pleasure zips down my spine. “I can’t stop thinking about putting a baby inside this stomach.”

He runs his hands over my waist and cups my breasts. “And these pretty tits becoming swollen with milk. I want to change you, Ruby. I want to fill you with my cum every day until it’s obvious to everyone that you’re mine. I’m going to knock you up and then I’m going to take care of you better than anyone else ever could.”

His words land in my lower belly in a confusing rush.

I’m twenty-one. I can’t seriously be considering having a baby… But with Niall it makes so much sense. He’d make such a good father. He’s rich, he’s protective, he’s the kindest man I’ve ever met.

And God, it felt so good when he came inside me last night. If he wants to do that every day, I’m not complaining.

I don’t even realize that I’m grinding against his bulge until Niall chuckles and raises and eyebrow at me.

“You like that idea, huh?” He brings a hand to cup my chin. “You want to get pregnant today, baby?” I find myself nodding as he presses a tender kiss against my lips. It feels right.

I’ve made myself a part of Niall’s life, I’ve practically moved into his home, and I crave his cock more than anything. If I had his babies, we could do that forever.

“Put a baby inside me, Niall.”

Those words make him shift gears immediately. I can physically feel the change in him. His hands become rougher, more possessive. He stops being careful with me.

Niall crushes his lips to mine in a possessive, needy kiss at the same time as he pulls my hips down to seat his bulge directly against my pussy. He’s throbbing with hardness already, just from a few minutes of talking about this and holding me.

This is Niall truly letting go, I realize. This is why he’s been holding back. Because he didn’t just want to fuck me, he wanted to claim me forever.

Niall pulls my dress over my head and his hands go straight to my naked breasts. “I can’t wait until these perky tits are heavy with milk.”

The words send moisture between my legs in a rush.

I’m only putting together how much I want this, why the idea of getting pregnant is so intoxicating, but all I know is that I need him inside me, right now.

I fumble with his belt and release his thick cock, gripping his rock-hard shaft.

I’m already soaked.

I shove my panties to the side and sink down on top of him. He groans his approval as he splits me open with that huge, rigid cock.

We’re pulled off to the side of the road in a rest area. Anyone could see us. But I can’t bring myself to care as Niall bounces me on his shaft, pushing every other thought out of my head.

The only thing I can think about right now is being filled up with Niall’s cum.


FIVE
NIALL


I was on my way to take it all back when I saw that she was heading out on a date. Wearing a pink minidress and stilettos, with every inch of her curves on display.

I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t bear the thought of her on a date with another man. The thought of another man touching what was mine, what had been mine for months, if I’d been less of an idiot.

The poor guy she was leading out the door looked like he’d won the lottery, his tongue practically hanging out of his mouth.

Bad luck, buddy. This one’s mine.

Now she’s riding my cock in the passenger seat of my car, taking it all the way inside her tight pussy, her breasts bouncing with every thrust. It’s probably not how she thought her date would end.

It’s hasn’t even been twenty-four hours, but it’s a relief to have her back in my arms. Ruby’s hair falls down her back in perfect blonde waves. Her lips are pink and glossy, her cheeks flushed with arousal, her eyelids sparkling with makeup.

This stunning girl could be with anyone. And here she is, letting me undress her in the passenger seat of my car, letting me stuff her pussy with my cock. I watch her with a strange sensation of pride as she rides my cock, her hips moving in an addictive rhythm.

“You’re riding that cock so well, baby.”

Ruby knows where this is going, she knows what I want to do to her, and yet she’s not screaming and running. She’s here, taking me deeper, moaning with pleasure as I thumb her clit and tweak her nipples.

I’m still processing the fact that she wants this too.

That when I told her my fantasy, the fantasy that terrifies me as much as it excites me, she responded on instinct. She surprised herself with how much she wanted this, I could see it in her face.

But she’s young, and fertile, and she couldn’t hide her arousal at the thought of being knocked up by an older man.

Maybe that’s why I felt so instantaneously attracted to her — I could sense on some level that she wanted this as much as I did. My body knew that this girl was made to have my babies.

Instead of fucking some college guy her own age, here she is, riding my cock without any protection.

I graze her nipple with my teeth and she gasps in a mixture of pain and pleasure.

“That’s for going on a date with another man, Ruby. From now on you’re only wearing these slutty little outfits for me.”

She nods her head in agreement. “Yes, sir. I shouldn’t have let another man near me.” I like it when she calls me that.

“That’s right, Ruby. You’re my breeding slut. Built to take my cock, built to bear my children, and this pussy is mine.”

Ruby gasps with pleasure, her hands tightening on my shoulders as I talk dirty to her.

“I’ll be such a good slut for you, sir.” I’m not holding back as I fuck her.

I cup the soft globes of her ass as I bring her on and off my cock, the tight grip of her pussy irresistible.

Her breasts bounce wildly as I chase my release, fucking her hard enough that she’s letting out a moan with every stroke. Her crystal blue eyes are clouded with lust, her breath coming fast.

“Please, fill me up, Niall.”

“Here it comes, baby.” I let out a groan as I finish inside her, impaling that tight pussy deep on my cock and making sure she takes every last drop.

Ruby collapses forward against my chest as her own orgasm hits and I wrap my arms tight around her, kissing her cheek as she shakes with pleasure and need.

She’s so wrecked and trembling that I stay like that for a long time, my cock softening inside her, until finally I gently lift her off my cock and admire my work.

“Look at what a mess we’ve made, Ruby.”

The sight of Ruby’s pink pussy oozing with my cum sets me on fire all over again. I don’t know why I cum bucketloads every time I’m with her. It’s like my body knows that I need to breed her.

“Seriously, Niall, I’m not on birth control,” she tells me, biting her lip. As if she thinks I might take it back.

I chuckle to myself. “Good. I was serious about knocking you up, Ruby. We’re starting today.”


EPILOGUE
RUBY


Seven months later…

The thing about being pregnant is that I have no idea how anyone does this alone.

Niall is my rock, my support system, my entire world. It’s almost indescribable, how much I need my husband right now. How much I crave him even when he goes out to work.

Morning sickness hit me hard, making my life a misery for months. Through it all, he was the best support person I could have asked for.

Thankfully, the worst is over. Lately, I’ve been able to actually enjoy being pregnant, even if the hormones are making me seem a little insane.

Today it’s my breasts that are irritating me, my nipples grating against even the softest fabrics. The aching sensation is uncomfortable and arousing at the same time.

I’m desperate for Niall by the time he arrives home from work.

I’m only wearing a bathrobe and I drop it to the floor the second the door closes behind him. His eyes darken as he takes in my naked body, my baby bump, my swollen breasts. Since I’ve started showing — which didn’t happen until the past month — Niall has been insatiable around me. He keeps telling me how beautiful I am, even when I don’t feel it at all.

“Did you miss me?” He chuckles as I walk towards him. “Again? Those hormones are really doing a number on you, huh?”

He pushes me forward and I brace myself against the console table. I hear him unbelt his pants behind me.

But it’s not his cock that presses against my aching, needy pussy. It’s his tongue. Niall is cupping my swollen lower stomach and opening me up with his mouth, teasing my clit and fucking me with his tongue.

“Oh fuck, you did miss me. You’re soaked, Ruby.”

I whine my agreement. “Please fuck me, sir. I need it today.”

But Niall isn’t going to rush things. He teases me with his tongue and his fingers until I’m literally begging for his cock. I need more, right this second.

“Niall, I’m so serious, I need you to fuck me right now.”

“That pregnant pussy tastes better every day, Ruby. I’m just enjoying my favorite meal.” I can hear the smirk in his voice.

With one slow lick, he finishes eating my pussy and stands behind me again.

He notches his cockhead at my entrance. “Is this what you want, my pregnant slut?”

“Yes, sir,” I gasp as I move my hips back to take him deeper. “My needy, pregnant pussy has been dripping for your cock all day.”

Niall lets out a groan of approval as I take him deeper, his massive cock splitting me open. I’m so slick that he slides in all the way on the first try, bottoming out inside me.

God yes.

This is what I’ve needed all day.

At first, Niall stands still as I fuck myself on his cock, moaning with needy gasps of his name.

Then he takes control with swift thrusts, pounding into me with animalistic grunts. As he fucks me, he cups my swollen breasts with his hands. They’ve become more sensitive throughout my pregnancy, and the sensation of Niall’s hands massaging them sends a tingle to my lower stomach.

It doesn’t take long for both of us to finish. Me, because my hormones are insane right now, and Niall because he’s only growing more turned on by my pregnant body with every passing day.

But even once I’ve orgasmed, my nipples go on aching, standing on end. Niall plays with my breasts absentmindedly as we lie on the couch — he’s obsessed with the way that they’ve changed throughout my pregnancy.

My nipples have never been this sensitive before, but right now it’s like Niall is on a direct line to my clit. He rolls my nipple between his thumb and forefinger and I let out a moan. The aching fullness in my breasts relents a little.

“Do that again, sir.”

This time, a drop of moisture beads at my nipple. Niall looks at it with amazement, then starts to knead my breasts with his hands.

“Ruby, your milk is coming in. No wonder you’ve been so hormonal lately…” He digs his fingers in deeper, squeezing my full, heavy flesh.

The ache in my breasts turns to a mixture of relief and arousal as Niall starts to milk me.

“That feels… incredible.” His hands are squeezing my breasts roughly, but it seems to be the only way to get rid of this tight, full sensation that I’ve been carrying around.

I start to overflow into his palms, making a mess, but I can’t bring myself to care. Not when it feels this damn good.

The stream of liquid turns into a torrent when Niall brings his lips to my nipple. I just about sob with the sweet relief of his warm mouth, equally soothing and arousing as he drains my breasts of their cream.

When he’s done, and I’m feeling much more sane, he tilts my chin up to his for a tender kiss. I taste the sweet vanilla flavor of my own milk on his tongue.

“I think I’m going to have to do that every day, Ruby,” he tells me. I can’t wait.

Craving more breeding smut? 

You can claim a bonus copy of my age gap story Good Girls Get Bred, exclusive for my newsletter subscribers, here. I release erotic stories every two weeks on Amazon — they’re focused on age gap, milking, and breeding kink, but always end with a HEA and a touch of romance. Join my email list and you’ll be the first to know about new releases and promotions. 

Good Girls Get Bred
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