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His Fertile Brat: A Dad’s Best Friend Taboo Age Gap Instalove Short Story







Daddy warned me about his best friend Clark, but I didn’t listen.






Reclusive billionaire Clark Demeter rarely shows an interest in anything. But when his friend’s daughter goes through a rough break-up, he offers a surprisingly ripped shoulder to cry on.

Clark suggests that Emily should visit his luxury mountain retreat, where the two of them will be all alone in the snow.

But there’s an ulterior motive behind his offer.

This billionaire needs an heir to his business empire and has decided Emily would be the perfect mother. There’s just one condition: Emily has to prove that she’ll be a good girl for him.







This is a smutty short story with no plot. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Tropes include: age gap, off-limits, breeding, size difference.
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Before you Read





This is an erotic short story intended only for readers who are aged 18 or over.





The story is a high-smut, low-plot work of erotic fiction. It is entirely sexual fantasy and not intended to reflect safe or good BDSM practices.





Please read with care and be aware that this book could be triggering.





Kinks/tropes include: breeding kink, praise kink, forbidden love, pregnancy, age play, professor-student, spanking, exhibitionism.

















CHAPTER 1









EMILY





THE HOUSE IS strangely quiet as I walk in, the lights off and all the windows locked.





I wipe the tears from my eyes and let out a loud sniffle into the empty space. God, it’s mortifying to have to return home with my tail between my legs and admit that things didn’t work out the way I hoped they would.





Mike wasn’t the one, after all. It hurts to admit it. But it must be true. Otherwise, the love of my life is a cheating, conniving liar who I never want to see again.





“Dad? Are you around? Mike just fucking broke up with me. After cheating on me with Casey. I was hoping I could just crash here for a bit until I find somewhere new to live,” I call out, holding back a sob.





I’m still wearing my yoga clothes and in desperate need of a shower after teaching a hot vinyasa class. My dark curls are wild around my head. I’m a mess.





There’s no response, just my own voice echoing around.





And then, behind me, I hear an exhale of breath that sends a shiver up my spine. A sound that definitely did NOT come from my father.





Clark. Clark Demeter is here. I know it without turning around.





I know his smile, the exact way he shrugs his broad shoulders when he talks, how those big hands hang heavy at his sides. I’ve imagined, so many times, what it would feel like to have him touch me that it’s almost automatic for those dreams to rush into my brain when I see him.





My Dad’s best friend, Clark Demeter. My first crush. The reclusive billionaire who basically went into hiding after his marriage to a socialite went south. He’s standing behind me and I can feel his eyes on me.





As I turn, there he is, leaning against the doorframe between the lounge and the kitchen, at the top of the stairs. His head is tilted as he regards me with those muddy blue-grey eyes that always make me short of breath. He fixes me in his gaze and lifts a corner of that sly, knowing mouth.





“Clark! What are you doing here?” I squeak out and he walks slowly towards me with that easy grace I know so well.





I may not have seen him in a few years but he looks exactly the same as I remember. His hair has more flecks of white, his face a little more weathered and lined, but it’s still dominated by that square jaw and those hooded, watchful eyes.





A face that says: Power. Watch out. Danger. There’s an edge to his expression as he approaches, something new and hungry that I haven’t seen before.





“Craig had to go to Berlin for work. I was just checking in on the houseplants,” he tells me, rubbing his stubble with the back of his hand as he looks down at me. I only reach his chest, and he looms right over me. Even from a few feet away, I feel swallowed up by his presence, insignificant and small.





I can’t stop the tears that well up in my eyes at this news. Right now, right when I need someone, my Dad is nowhere to be found. I shouldn’t be surprised. He’s a busy man.





But Clark is here and I really need a hug. I reach instinctively for his t-shirt and press my tear-stained face against his big, solid body. He places a hand protectively on the back of my head, patting me somewhat awkwardly, like he’s holding something back.





“Shh, it’s okay, Emily,” he tells me, stroking my neck.





I relax into him and it feels so fucking right to breathe in the masculine, woodsy smell of him, the freshly laundered smell of his crisp shirt. To have his firm, warm body against me.





I can’t stop the delicious heat that starts to pool in my belly at his attention. Even if I tried, I’d have no hope of pushing these powerful thoughts away. My mind immediately starts to run through what it would feel like to have that hand dip just a bit further down, to cup my ass, to hold my waist, to slide up under my t-shirt and squeeze my breasts.





I’ve never been able to stop these dirty thoughts about Clark, try though I might. I know it’s wrong — the man is twice my age, rich and eligible. There’s no way he wants me and the mess that is my early-20s, chaotic life.





As if to prove the point, almost as soon as my mind moves on to these more dangerous, forbidden thoughts, Clark takes a step back like he’s been stung.





Immediately I feel cold and alone. I hug my arms around my middle and try to suppress another sob.





Clark’s looking down at me as though he’s seeing me for the first time, with worry and something else that I can’t fully interpret.





“Emily, I don’t think you should be by yourself right now,” he says softly. His brow is creased with concern.





I meet those blue-grey eyes not by choice but because he’s staring at me so intently I can’t look away. Like some magnet is pulling me back to his face.





“I’ll be fine,” I whisper but he acts as if I haven’t spoken.





“I’m heading up to my mountain cabin tonight. I think you should come with me,” he says.





What would he know about what I need? All I want is to curl up in a ball and lie on the couch until my Dad comes home. New places, new people, all of that is what got me into this mess to start with.





I take a deep breath. “Look Clark, I appreciate that you’re trying to help me, but I think I should just do whatever the hell people do when they’ve been broken up with. Watch reruns of Friends and eat a tub of ice cream by myself.”





“Wallowing in it won’t help. You need to move on. It would be just the two of us up there.”





The two of us? I can’t help the shiver that runs down my spine at that suggestion, and I think Clark sees it too. My mind goes blank as I feel his eyes roam over my thin yoga outfit, which does nothing to cover up the points of my nipples.





“Move on… With you?!” I blurt out.





My cheeks flame with embarrassment. I shouldn’t have said that. Obviously, Clark does not mean that I should come to his mountain cabin because he wants to have sex with me.





But then he raises an eyebrow in something like amusement and says: “Yes.”





Did Clark Demeter just suggest that he could be my rebound fuck? Clark Demeter, one of the richest men in the country?





“I see the way you look at me, Emily. You can pretend you don’t want this all you like. But I see it.” His face has become totally serious and totally unnerving.





I remember what happened to Clark when his wife left. It was all over the papers, the gossip magazines, for a whole year. A messy divorce, my Dad called it.





There was a lot of talk about Clark’s sexual proclivities creating some problem for the marriage, but no details about what those proclivities might be.





And trust me, I tried to find out.





All I could think when it happen was: I bet I could give him what he wants. I think it’s because of the way he looks at me. Like there’s some hidden message on my face that only he can decipher. A sharp edge that is only intensified in the way he’s looking at me now, like he can see what’s hidden deep within me.





I don’t respond as I turn all of this over in my mind. Clark shrugs on his jacket and makes as if he’s about to walk out of the apartment.





Well, I guess there’s one way to find out what he likes in bed. And it’s now or never.





“Wait, Clark,” I call out. “I’ll come to the cabin. But… Not because of your offer. Because I think I need a free holiday right about now.”





He grins, an expression of actual happiness that I have never in my life seen on Clark Demeter’s face, and looks at me as if he doesn’t for a second buy what I’m saying.





“Whatever you say, Emily.”









CHAPTER 2









CLARK





WHAT THE HELL am I doing?





Emily’s where I’ve always wanted her. She’s come here of her own free will. And my body is telling me in no uncertain terms exactly what I should do to her, a devilish voice in my head hissing at me whenever she flicks that innocent gaze over to me.





Good God, she’s my best friend’s daughter. I could lose all my friends over this. Torch my whole life and what’s left of my reputation.





I watch her walk down the hallway, the her round ass perfectly filling out those jeans and her wavy hair swept back in an unruly ponytail. All I care about is her happiness. I couldn’t care less about anyone else. I would burn it all down for her.





I could be happy with this, just my perfect little girl and me, hiding away from the world.





If I wasn’t trying to control myself I’d have been all over her as soon as she walked in the door, groping at those curves and sucking at those delicious full lips. Even as it is, just talking to her, I’ve been aroused all afternoon.





But I’m ignoring it, forcing myself to be polite. Giving her a tour of the place and pretending I’m not rock hard just at the sight of her in my home, at the idea of her sleeping in the top-floor guest bedroom. The one right next to mine.





The thing is, it’s not as if I could ever taste her like that and let her go. It would be physically impossible. She needs to understand what it would mean if we do this.





If we do what I’ve offered her. If I become a way for her to move on, it would be much more than that.





My heart picks up the pace and I feel nervous like I haven’t in years. I want to impress her, I realize. I hope she likes the mountain retreat. It’s my happy place, and I hope it can be for her too.





I push the door open to the studio. “I thought you could do yoga here. If you wanted. No pressure.”





Emily lets out a breath through her lips as she steps into the room and my balls tighten at the sight of her joy.





I had the wide windows specially designed to showcase the mountain, but this room has never had a purpose. Just a panoramic window looking out at the mountain, warm-toned wood floors, the forest dropping away below the room to show that this house really is right on the edge of a cliff.





It’s a nice view, but I’ve grown used to it. Her face when she sees it is something I could look at all day.





Her face lights up into a broad smile and I want to sweep her up in my arms right then and there, tell her everything is going to be okay. And it’s going to be okay because we will be together.





“Oh Clark, this is perfect. That view is just unbelievable,” she squeals. “I’m sorry if this is rude but I’m going to get into my gear right now and try it out.”





“Be my guest,” I say, quietly chuffed, and she runs out of the room.





I make myself scarce and leave her to her yoga practice for the rest of the day. I know she wants me, but she also needs her space. I want her to be comfortable here. I want this to be her home.





The next few days pass in a blur of work calls, long walks, and fierce internal battles to control myself at the sight of Emily in her crop tops and leggings.





On the fourth night of her stay my self-control is strained close to breaking point.





Emily is looking especially delicious tonight, wearing a pink top that dips low between those full breasts and shows the outline of her areola pressing clearly through the fabric. She’s put on dark eyeliner, her wide brown eyes catlike and seductive.





Halfway through dinner — fresh caught salmon and a rocket salad — she clears her throat.





“I wanted to talk to you about the reason you ended your last relationship, Clark,” she says.





I raise my eyebrows. I’m not sure she’s ready for this, not yet. But she’s looking at me expectantly, her eyes wide and curious, and I can’t resist. I want her reaction, to know whether she’ll be scandalized at my desires or not.





“We had our differences,” I say, clearing my throat. “In the bedroom.”





“I know,” she says, her voice trembling. “But that’s so vague. It drove me crazy, when I read about it. I always wanted to know what that meant.”





I take a deep breath and remind myself that Emily has chosen to be here. She may be decades younger than me but if we’re going to get anywhere near my dark fantasies about her, I owe it to her to be honest about my past.





“So you knew, when you came here, that I might want something unconventional.”





“I did. I wanted to know what it was,” she replies. And it might be my imagination but the peaks of her nipples seems to tighten beneath that sheer fabric, sending more blood coursing to my dick.





“I like to be in control, Emily,” I say, my voice low and intense. “I like my partner to act like a good little girl who will do anything to please me.”





Something melts in her eyes at these words, softening the chocolate brown to a glowing amber and she starts to nod.





“I don’t think there’s anything wrong with that, Clark. Do you- Do you think maybe I could do that?” Her voice is soft and low, almost like a sigh. Like she’s unfurling something inside her.





“I do, Emily. I think you could be a very good girl for me.”





She wrinkles her nose and looks away, her face scrunched up and cute, as if she’s about to apologize for something. I almost groan out loud.





“I don’t think I have been a good girl lately, sir. The last few days, I’ve been touching myself.”





“Look at me when you’re speaking to me, Emily,” I say in a deep, stern voice. I’m rewarded with a mewl of excitement as she turns to meet my glare. “From now on you will only touch yourself with my permission, okay?”





She nods eagerly and I continue. “It was wrong of you to do that while you stayed in my house, Emily. You should have come to me and offered to relieve my cock.”





“I wanted to, Clark, but I was scared that maybe, you didn’t really want me. You’re so famous and rich and I’m just a little girl with a silly crush.” She hangs her head, her cheeks pink and her mouth parting with obvious arousal.





“I always want my little girl. You never have to worry about that,” I say, rising to stand behind her chair and cradle her head in my hands. She nuzzles her face against my bulge as I stand behind her chair. I feel a rush of satisfaction at how eager she is to get close to my cock.





“There is something bad you did though, little girl. Instead of helping my cock, you touched yourself. And you can feel what it’s like now, can’t you?





“It’s so hard and big,” she whispers.





“That’s right. It’s swollen, isn’t it?” I hold her face against it and rub myself against her cheek. “It’s like this because you selfishly touched your pussy instead of giving it to me. Like a naughty girl.”





My voice is growing hoarse as I revel in this feeling, of her letting me guide her head, to use her for my own pleasure.





“I’m s-sorry,” she whines. I wrap a hand in her wavy hair.





“Not good enough. You’re going to have to prove it with that mouth.”





And I don’t expect her response to be so immediate and eager but her hands are deftly unbuckling my belt before I’ve really thought it through. Before I’ve really had a chance to have second thoughts about whether this is a good idea.





This is crossing a line, I know. I’m no longer just dreaming about my best friend’s daughter.





No, instead she is stroking my cock with both of her hands and looking up at me with awe as I rest on the edge of my dining table.





“Your cock is so pretty, Clark,” she tells me as she rubs it, then ducks down to take the tip in her mouth with a practiced swirl of the tongue.





Fuck. She’s a good little cocksucker. Her wet, hot lips wrap around me, tight and firm as she bobs her head along the length of my shaft.





I can feel the inside of her cheeks squeezing against me as she hollows them out to keep that delicious pressure against my girth.





“That’s right, sweetie, take it just like that,” I tell her. I’m controlling her head now, pulling her deeper and faster onto my cock.





My balls ache to unload deep in this hot mouth. My precum is leaking onto her tongue and I’m getting close already.





Emily lets out a muffled moan around my cock and I notice her hand has dropped between her thighs. Fuck. Her breasts are heaving against her sheer top and she’s rubbing her clit furiously as I push myself deeper into her throat.





My little girl is loving every second of choking around my cock. This is supposed to be punishment, but she’s enjoying it.





“Emily. What did I say about touching yourself?” I caution her. She lets out a noise of complaint, but stops. She brings her hand, wet with her juices, to fondle my balls and I let out a low growl.





“Only a few inches more. Will you be a good girl and relax your throat for me?” She lets me guide her head down, her eyes shining up at me from below those seductive lashes. I pull her down so far that my balls graze against her lips, my whole length seated in her hot mouth.





I barely fit in her tiny mouth. Yet, somehow, she maneuvers to swirl her tongue around me.





“Oh fuck yes, little girl,” I groan as my orgasm hits me, fast and sudden.





When I finish, deep in her throat, she swallows and looks up at me with a weak, satisfied smile.





I pull her to her feet and kiss her gently, tugging at her bottom lip with my teeth. Her mouth is swollen, her face tearstained, her body obviously aroused through that sheer fabric. I cup her pussy with my palm and relish the feeling of her slick wetness pushing against my hand.





“Your mouth was perfect, little girl, but you’re going to have to listen to my orders better that that. I want you to be on your best behavior. Tomorrow I’m going to punish you for this and I don’t want you to touch yourself until then, okay?”





“But Clark,” she pouts. “I really want to feel you inside me.”





I know she does. I can smell her arousal. I’m hardening again at the thought of sinking into that dripping wet cunt. But it wouldn’t be punishment if I gave her exactly what she wants.





I want to leave her right on the edge like this, clenching her thighs together as she tries not to think about my cock.





“Bad girls don’t get what they want, Emily. Bad girls like you get punished. And I have a special punishment in mind for this.”









CHAPTER 3









EMILY





MY BEST BEHAVIOR.





That’s what Clark wants from me, and that’s what he’ll get, I think as I pull on my tightest, most revealing yoga outfit. I’ve showered, put on fresh make up, and it’s only solidified what I want. What I need.





I’m already wet at the thought of what Clark is threatening to do to me. The punishment he has in store. I can barely concentrate on my yoga routine as I think about it, as I imagine that monstrous cock impaling me.





I hear a creak of the floorboards outside and I know he’s watching me. I push my hips back and up towards the door, so that’s he’s staring straight at my crotch. These yoga leggings are such a pale blue and so tight that I’m sure he can see everything, every curve and fold, maybe even the wetness that has been soaking my pants as I daydream about his cock.





We continue like this for a few minutes, me contorting myself into increasingly provocative positions and him pretending that he isn’t watching me.





By the end of it, as I sink into a low squat, I’m soaked and my nipples are poking through the thin, barely-supportive bra I’m wearing.





It’s now that Clark decides to make his presence officially known. “Good yoga practice?” he drawls knowingly, his eyebrows raised.





“Very stimulating,” I tell him, rising from the squat and moving forward into a lunge. I add in a back bend, thrusting my breasts forward so they’re on display for him.





When I tilt my head back to him he doesn’t look impressed, his mouth pressed in a firm line. “And are all your positions this provocative?”





“I can’t help it. I’m thinking about my punishment, Clark,” I tell him as he circles nearer, taking me in from all angles. “Your cock is all I could think about, all morning. It’s distracting me from my yoga.”





“Be careful, little girl,” he whispers dangerous and low in my ear. “You don’t know what you’re talking about. You don’t even know what your punishment is yet.”





He presses his pulsing, impossibly hot hardness against my hip. I can feel every shockingly solid inch of it through the thin fabric of my yoga pants. He pulls me tight and that throbbing dick indents against the soft swell of flesh on my hip. I let out a whimper.





“That’s right, you feel it now, don’t you? It would split that tight pussy of yours in half,” he whispers, his voice ragged and his stubble rough against my neck. He kisses my throat hungrily, his lips hot on my skin.





One of his hands slides down to the centre of my thighs, cupping my pussy where it presses against the tight fabric with a firm, steady grip.





“You’re soaked already, aren’t you?” he asks.





I nod, unable to stop heat from rising in my cheeks. All morning I’ve been excited just at the thought of him watching me.





Quick as a flash his hands are pulling the stretchy fabric away from my skin, rending the leggings in two with a loud ripping noise.





I gasp at the cool air hitting the pooled moisture and heat between my legs and clench my thighs together.





He inhales my scent and looks at me in something like disbelief.





“You know what I think about little girls who are this desperate for cock? I think they have to wait,” he grunts, pushing me away and turning to leave the room.





“No, please don’t go!” I yelp.





I can’t wait any longer. I have to know what it’s like, I have to feel him inside me, I have to please him however I can.





“Please, Clark, I’ll do whatever you say,” I plead, pouting at the sight of his flinty, unmoved eyes.





I have to convince him. I have to play his game. Bad girls don’t get what they beg for… Which means I need to convince him otherwise.





I summon all the things he wants from me, the little girl who tried to disobey him by teasing his cock. I squeeze my breasts together, feeling the hard peaks of my nipples straining taut at the fabric of my strappy, revealing top. I twirl a hand in my wavy hair. I pout my lips, freshly glossed, and stand for him with my tits thrust forward and my pussy bare.





He clocks the change in my posture instantly and I watch a smile dance on the edge of his mouth.





I let my lips drop open with a breathy sigh as I saunter towards him and place a hand on his chest.





“I didn’t know you had such a problem with my yoga practice,” I whine at Clark, fluttering my eyelashes. “And I can’t believe you ruined my best yoga pants. They were my favorites.”





I watch his eyes come unshuttered at the complaint in my voice, drinking in my every curve on display for him. His mouth sets in a firm line and something like playfulness flickers into his gaze. He catches my wrist, encircling it easily in his hand.





“If you were a good girl instead of a naughty slut, do you think I would have had to do that to your leggings?” He chuckles darkly as I transform my face into a mask of shocked offense.





Clark winds a hand in my ponytail and drags me back over to the yoga mat. I let out a squeal and in response, his breathing quickens, rough and excited.





“Look at what a mess you’ve made,” he says, pointing at the slick patch on the yoga mat where I was sitting, at the torn remnants of my baby blue leggings.





“And you try to tell me that you weren’t trying to tease me?” Clark raises an eyebrow and pulls me close, so that my face is tilted up to meet his gaze, just below his stubbly chin.





“I wasn’t, I wasn’t,” I insist breathlessly, squirming in his arms.





“I see right through you, Emily. I see you for the little whore you are. Feel what you’ve done to me, how hard you’ve made my cock.” His bulge presses against my bare wetness and we both gasp.





“I’m going to have to teach you a lesson. And you know how I’m going to do it? I’m going to fuck you right here on the floor. In this room I so kindly provided for you, until you started to be an ungrateful little brat,” he growls in my ear.





“I’m going to fill you up with my seed. You’ll have to be a good girl once you’re a mother, won’t you?”





I whine, mostly out of eagerness, and he takes it as a yes. He pushes me to the floor and positions himself between my legs.





“Now, when can you finish, Emily?” he asks me, stroking my face, patronizing and sweet.





“When you tell me I can, sir,” I say.





“That’s right. Not before, not after, but when I give you permission.”





Clark yanks my thighs wide apart, then dips his face down to taste me.













CHAPTER 4









CLARK





EMILY’S SOFT, WET opening tastes of berries and cream. At the touch of my mouth she leaks more of that delicious juice and her smooth thighs squeeze around my face.





I’ve been thinking about these thighs all morning. Knowing that her ripe, lush body was just one delicate layer of clothing away from me. Knowing that she would open her legs like this for me, allow me to taste her and leave her wanting. Knowing that she would beg me for it, in the end, once we’ve played these forbidden games where she acts like it’s punishment.





I’m supposed to be teaching this brat a lesson but instead her sugary, intoxicating taste takes over my mind. I need more, need to claim this tight pussy that tastes like nothing I’ve experienced before.





I can’t resist licking her all over, admiring how sweetly her swollen lips part open for my tongue, how she gasps in shock when I tongue her firm asshole. My tongue is everywhere on her silky skin, heating it up with forbidden, probing pressure.





“God you taste good, princess,” I tell her, the words muffled by her flesh. She grabs at my head in response.





Already, her movements are blindly desperate as she searches for the pleasure that she needs. Her hands comb through my hair, grasping for something to hold on to. Her hips rise up closer to my face. She humps herself against my tongue desperately.





I’m carried away by her sweet taste, by the hot wet sensation of her tight folds parting for my tongue. I’m drinking her in almost as eagerly as she’s taking my mouth. She’s getting too much out of this. It’s meant to be a punishment, goddammit.





I ease off.





Bad girls don’t get to finish that quickly. Bad girls have to make amends for their whorish cock-teasing actions. And Emily has been a very, very bad girl, wearing this slutty little yoga outfit to try and tempt me into giving her what she wants…





I nuzzle against her smooth thighs and she keens at me, the wordless sound rising from her chest and deep within her body. Desperate for release.





“Please,” she gasps out.





I’ve barely started.





I rise up and take her slutty yoga top in both of my hands. I hate the thing, the way I can see the nubs of her nipples pressing at the fabric, every swell and curve of her flesh perfectly visible and yet not. Watching her tits strain at the fabric all morning brought me to the edge of my self-control several times.





But in the end I had to wait for her to start this. My little girl needed to prove how much she needed my cock.





“This ridiculous top,” I grunt as I start to pull the fabric apart. “This ridiculous top makes me so damn jealous of any man who’s attended your yoga classes, Emily.”





I rend the top in half with all my strength. The idea of other men seeing her breathtaking body on display in tight yoga clothes sends anger surging through me, but she’s here with me now. Naked before me. No other man is going to touch her perfect little body from now on.





At the sight of her pretty, perky breasts exposed and sitting high on her heaving chest, I bring my mouth down to her nipple. I suckle at her and she trembles beneath me, arching her back to press herself closer to my mouth as I swirl my tongue gently. I push her down to the floor and she seems to relax.





“That’s right, darling, don’t try to tempt me. You need to calm down and let me take my time with this gorgeous body,” I say, stroking her hips and resting a hand in the center of her chest to pin her to the ground.





With her delicate frame it only takes the slightest touch to bring her under my control. She stills, finally slackening into obedience.





I trail my tongue down the center of her belly, luxuriating in the delicate tremors that race after my mouth.





Emily looks down at me with lust-glazed eyes, accepting that I’m going to leave her right on the edge until I want to taste her again.





I turn my attention back to her breasts, enjoying how easy it is to make her excited when I graze my teeth against her aroused nipples. I pinch one of the hard nubs between my fingers and she gasps.





“Oh god, Clark, please, I need it,” she moans.





“Shh, little girl,” I tell her, rolling the sensitive flesh and starting to pinch at the other breast. She grits her teeth and looks at me with wide, desperate eyes as I spread my hand wider and squeeze her soft flesh as harshly as I can. I watch her suppress the shudder that runs through her body in response.





“You’re trying so hard. That’s right, good girl,” I tell her, landing a soft and romantic kiss on her lips as she tenses below me, trying to stay in control of the sensations that rush through her.





“Not yet,” I growl in her ear.





Emily’s whole body is rigid on the floor. She’s trying so hard to obey me, but she’s not going to last long.





I dip my head back down to her hot, sweet wetness and she cries out in anticipation, squirming on the floor before I’ve even touched her.





I am going to make this impossible for her. I am going to win this game between us and show her that I’m in control of her body.





I suck at the tasty little berry at the top of her pussy and feel a shiver rack through her whole being. She moans and whimpers involuntarily. A gush of hot liquid wets my chin and I feel her thighs twitch.





“Just a little longer, darling,” I tell her as her hands roam over my head and tug at my hair. She’s not going to make it, but I want her to try her best. I want her to show me how much she wants it.

I slide my tongue inside her and her hot walls clench around me. Her tightness is constricting, trying to draw my tongue deeper inside her. I bring my thumb to roughly tease her slick nub and hear her breathing become uneven.





As I curl my tongue and flick it against that rough spot inside her she comes undone.





“Fuck, Clark,” she sobs as I keep filling her with my tongue. Her whole body shakes and her head tilts back, her lips open in a wordless scream.





Disobeying me again. Like the perfect, desperate slut she is. I grab her waist with my hands and feel her abdominal muscles twitching as I run my teeth along her sensitive slit.





I look down at her as she continues to tremble with pleasure, her body extended and her toes curling. She’s so beautiful like this, her body exposed and writhing on the floor below me.





I wrap a fist around my cock which feels like it could explode at any second. My balls are aching to fill her pretty little pussy.





I trace the head of my cock over her flat belly, wiping my precum on her trembling, glowing skin.





“You couldn’t wait, could you, Emily? Because you’re a bad girl who deserves to be punished. And do you know how I’m going to punish you?”





Emily shakes her head, her dark silky hair spread on the hardwood floor. She looks at my cock with wide eyes. “How?”





“I’m going to fill you up with my seed. Once you’re pregnant, you’ll have to be a good girl for me.”









CHAPTER 5









EMILY





CLARK’S GOING TO make me have his baby. He’s going to pin me down and pump his hot seed into me. I’m going to get pregnant at the age of 21, to my Dad’s best friend. A man I’ve known all my life.





Why do I like the sound of that so much?





“Be a good girl, that’s right,” he tells me as he roughly strips his own clothing away. I can’t help but drink in the sight of his thick, manly torso above me, the thatch of hair on his chest, the ripple of his muscles as he shifts my body into position like it’s nothing.





His fingers are hot and rough against my legs as he bends my body to his will. The pleasure of my orgasm makes my limbs so weak and pliant that it’s easy for Clark to take my ankles and push them back behind my head.





“You’re so ready for my cock, Emily,” Clark purrs, looking down at the wetness between my legs.





I look doubtfully at his cock. No matter how wet I am, he’s huge. The throbbing, thick purple head is leaking pre-cum already and I can’t imagine fitting it inside me… Let alone the rest of his thick shaft.





“What if it doesn’t fit?” I ask nervously. I just can’t see how this is logistically possible.





“Oh, it will,” he groans, his eyes fixed on the spot between my legs where he’s lining up to enter me. “That little pussy was made to take my cock. Wasn’t it?”





“If you say so,” I say apprehensively, nodding. He nudges the bulbous tip right against my entrance and rests it there for a second, looking down at the spot where our flesh meets.





“I do say so. This is such a perfect virgin pussy, darling. But not for long,” he chuckles with satisfaction and thumbs my clit. I enjoy the throb of pleasure that runs through me, combined with the gentle pressure against my entrance.





Then, with a grunt, he pushes into me.





The powerful sensation of him splitting me open jolts through me like an electric shock. I hear a strangled cry and realize I’m the one making the sound.





“Fuck, Emily,” he groans as I clench around him, feeling his thick shaft seated inside me for the first time. “I can hardly move you’re so tight. This feels so damn good darling, I’ll try to go slow.”





I can’t speak. I can’t breathe. His cock has pushed all the air from inside me. It feels like it’s filled up my whole torso.





Nothing has ever felt so overwhelming. He doesn’t stop. Based on the crazed, determined look in his eye, he can’t stop. He continues to slide into me and the drag of him against my walls becomes too much.





He thrusts harder, letting out something between a groan and a growl. “This pussy is so good, little girl. Like nothing I’ve ever felt before, so tight and wet and hot,” he says in a voice strained with exertion.





I start to whimper as he pushes deeper, clawing at his back as the pleasure ripples out from that center where his cock is driving deeper still into me.





“Good girl,” he says soothingly as I start to relax around him. “That feels good, you’re getting the hang of this.”





I feel the slap of his swollen balls against me, the obscene sound echoing around the room.





Out of the blue, an orgasm hits me, sudden and powerful. I grip desperately onto his back and he slides further into me as I twitch and contract around him.





I slump back to the ground, exhausted, and let him continue to slam into me as I drift, satisfied and limp with pleasure. Every stroke sends a new throb of ecstasy to my brain.





Sometimes he reaches down for my breast, or my clit, or my throat, and all of it builds up to a wonderful haze of sensations. But he never stops the rhythm of thrusting in and out, relentless in the reminder that he wants to fill me with his seed.





If this is punishment, I want more of it. I’ll behave like a bad girl just so Clark will do this to me every day. I’ll tease his cock with little outfits, start spats over nothing, just so he will put me in his place and show me who’s in charge.





I only realize that I’ve started pulling him tighter, closer to me and begging for more when he tries to calm me down. He’s already bottomed out inside me, and still I need him to thrust deeper and harder.





“Shh, darling, just relax and lie still while I breed you,” he tells me as I start to shake with my need, right on the edge again. “I’ve got you, it’s alright.”





This time it’s the feeling of his strong hand on my face, pushing my hair back from my sweaty cheek that sends me over the edge. I scrunch my eyes shut as the pleasure washes through me, bringing with it a sea of hazy stars that overtake my vision.





I can feel my walls tighten around Clark’s dick, massaging his shaft, and he lets out a groan at the sensation.





“Okay, this is it Emily, here it comes,” he warns me and I feel his cock twitch right before the surge of warmth hits me. He keeps pumping into me as he releases, letting out a groan of pleasure as he fills me with his seed. His cock is driven deep inside me as he fills me with his load, right next to my womb. “Feel that, little girl? You’re going to carry my baby.”





He covers me with his body when he’s finished pumping me full, kissing me gently. His thick, muscled torso is heavy and relaxing on top of me.





“You milked my cock so well, princess,” he tells me. “My little girl is going to be such a good Mommy.”





I moan in agreement and he rolls me to the side, still wrapped tightly in his arms. Clark places a hand spread on my lower stomach, over my womb.

















EPILOGUE









EMILY





CLARK’S HANDS ARE fisted around my pigtails as he guides my mouth exactly where he wants it. I’m on my knees, looking up at his face as the lust blooms in his swirling blue-grey eyes.





I’m nude, as usual around the house. It’s what Clark wants. He likes to see my pregnant belly and rapidly growing breasts on display as a reminder of what we’ve done. And I love to show them to him.





Our secret, forbidden baby is growing inside me but our need for each other is as strong as ever.





A groan emits from somewhere deep inside him as I take him further into my mouth, rumbling through his body. I see his abdominal muscles tense in pleasure as he looks down at me, my face stretched to take his thick girth.





“You’re doing so well, Emily, only a little bit more now,” he says gently. He pulls my face deeper onto his cock and lets out a soft exhale as he slips into my throat. He sounds almost relieved.





I can barely even moan around it. My mouth is full to the brim with Clark’s cock and it’s perfect. I reach down to touch myself. I’m already slick just from tasting him, from giving him this pleasure, but as he fucks my face I’m getting closer and closer.





“Oh that’s right, little girl, I forgot how much you love it when I fuck your face. I bet you’re soaked right now, aren’t you?” His voice is teasing but kind.





It is
 ridiculous how much it turns me on to gag on him, to swallow down his load and feel my lips graze against his velvety balls. I’d never understood the appeal of blow jobs before I met Clark but his cock is so delicious that it’s almost like an addiction for me.





I let out a garbled noise of agreement and he chuckles to himself.

Clark releases my pigtails and bends over to cup my cheek with his hand, feeling how taut and full my mouth is as his cock stretches my cheeks. He brushes my skin gently, tracing a finger over the bulge of his cock.





“You’re always breathtaking, Emily. You’ve always been a pretty girl. But I think my little girl always looks her best when her eyes are running with tears and her face is stuffed full of my cock.”





He takes out his phone and snaps a picture, turning the screen so I can see it.





“Don’t you agree, little girl?”





I let out a moan of agreement, slipping a finger inside myself. In the picture I look desperate. Naughty.





The make up I did so carefully this morning is streaked across my face, my cheeks blackened with mascara and my baby-pink lips obscenely swollen. But my eyes shine with an eagerness and energy that is still new to me. It’s something I’ve only ever felt for Clark and his thick, heavy cock.





“My horny, pregnant little slut,” he mutters, stroking my cheek.





My swollen belly rests on top of my thighs and my breasts feel more pendulous every day. The crazy levels of hormones surging through my veins have made me crave Clark even more than I normally do. I wake him up in the middle of the night with my mouth, we shower together, even if we go for a hike we have to stop for a quickie along the way.





I am so consumed by my need for him that I barely recognize myself. And this baby inside me is the proof.





I needed this forbidden older man so much that I let him claim my womb, claim the rest of my life. And I wouldn’t change it for a second.
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His Fertile Student: An Age Gap Breeding Short Story




I’m such a brat in piano lessons that my teacher had to give me a special punishment...


I’ve had a crush on my piano teacher for years. I used to be such a good girl for him. I thought that was what he wanted.

Then I realized that I got to spend way more time in piano lessons if I was naughty.

I might not be the teacher’s pet anymore but every week Mr Charlesworth gets a little more furious at my taunting.

One day he’s going to snap. I can’t wait.

I hope that when he does, he’ll decide that the right punishment is to pin me down and make me carry his child.



This is a smutty short story with no plot. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Tropes include: teacher-student, age gap, off-limits, breeding, first time, size difference, pregnancy.

 

Get your free copy here!
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