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His Fertile Nanny: A Taboo Forbidden Age Gap Instalove








The future mother of his children is living in his house. She just doesn’t know it yet.







Tanya is a curvy college student with a bad reputation. Her naughty behavior awakens her boss’s possessive and primal wild side. When she pushes Will over the edge, he decides to put her in her place... Once she gets the discipline she needs, Tanya is going to make such a great mother.







This is smut with very minimal plot. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA. Tropes include: age gap, off-limits, baby-making, older man/younger woman.
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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, spanking, discipline, forbidden love, pregnancy, big age gap (20 years).

















CHAPTER 1









WILL





“HOW’S THAT FIRECRACKER of a nanny going, Will? You fuck her yet?” Just at the mention of Tanya my heart starts to pound a little faster and I lick my lips.





The construction industry is not exactly subtle. I may be the owner of the largest firm in town, firmly embedded in a corporate office of spreadsheets, but even at this level no one is going to beat around the bush. Especially not when it comes to drop-dead gorgeous young woman like Tanya Irving.





I huff through my nose. “I’m just about the only man in this town Tanya hasn’t slept with, Danny.”





“That’s a shame,” he replies. The quirk in his eyebrow suggests that it’s anything but. “You know, I went to high school with her. Always wanted a piece. But deep down, I think she’s not as much of a ditz as she seems.”





“Well, she’s yet to prove that to me,” I say. I didn’t hire Tanya because of her brain. I hired her because for some inexplicable reason my twins absolutely love her.





Danny shrugs in the doorway of my office. “If you say so, Will. Have a good evening.”





I will, I think. Because his comments have only increased my focus on Tanya. Maybe tonight is the right-time to start something with my fertile live-in nanny.





I didn’t want to hire Tanya Irving as my nanny. Her reputation preceded her, and not in a good way. I’m not a judgmental person normally but I want the absolute best for my children. I wasn’t sure she could be responsible.





But the second she walked in the front door, my twins absolutely loved her. I haven’t been able to deny them a thing since my wife Lydia passed away shortly after they were born. They’re too young to remember it, but old enough that they’re starting to ask questions about why they don’t have a mommy when everyone else at preschool does.





When they laid eyes on Tanya their little faces lit up and they excitedly babbled at her all about their day. They usually regard adults with suspicion but not Tanya. Straight away they both made a beeline for her.





I left the room for a few minutes and came back to to find them nestled against her breasts, sleeping as though they were newborns. That mental image, of Tanya with two children blissfully sleeping on her lap, is vivid in my mind.





I understood exactly why they loved her.





Tanya may not be able to keep it in her pants. But Lord knows she exudes motherhood and fertility like nobody else. Every inch of her body is soft, feminine curves from the round globes of her ass right up to the soft swell of her lower lip.





That day she was wearing a tight scoop-necked tee that clung to her like it was moulded to her skin. Half of her gigantic breasts were on display in a mouthwateringly deep line of cleavage. She was sitting on that couch so prettily, cradling the twins heads as they breathed deep, nestled under the pillowy warmth of her breasts.





My jaw dropped at the sight. And my balls started to get heavy. I saw it right then. Exactly what I wanted.






Tanya. Sitting on my couch, looking after the twins, just like this
 . But her belly’s swollen, her breasts are heavy and leaking, and she’s taking my cock every single night like a good girl…






“They sure like you,” I told Tara, shifting in the hope that I could obscure my full-blown erection. She smiled at me innocently.





“I’m good with kids. Always have been.” Her voice is gentle so she doesn’t wake the twins.





When I looked at her in that moment it was hard to believe all the rumors I’d heard about Tanya. She looked like an angel. Pale pink t-shirt, denim mini skirt, smooth pale skin, soft flesh all wrapped up with a cute face and a button nose. As she cradled the twins beneath her giant bosom she exuded peace and confidence.





I knew then that this young woman would have my babies. But first, I needed to teach her how to stop behaving like a slut.





Tamed brats make the best mothers.





While it’s early days — Tanya’s only been working for me for a few months — I see a spark in her that makes me think my plan to get her pregnant is going to work a treat.





Every day she gets a little more used to my presence and I’ve started to notice the tell-tale signs of arousal when I come home from work.





I shrug on my coat and head out the door of the office, turning the plan over in my mind. I’ve got the entire car ride home to consider how best to play this.





Tanya doesn’t only need to learn her place as the mother of my future children, she also needs to learn how to obey me. I need to train the brattiness out of her. I need to discipline her.





I hired Tanya based on her looks. Sure, she was qualified to be a nanny as well. She did a degree in education.





But the tell-tale signs of brattiness were all over her. She has a reputation as a girl who parties too much. Who goes through a boyfriend a month and isn’t satisfied with what she’s getting. And Lord knows she dresses like a slut as well.





At the age of 25, it’s time someone trained her out of all that. Someone who can show her what her purpose in life is. I watched her get aroused as soon as she saw me in the interview. Her nipples stood on end. She subconsciously pushed out her chest as an invitation to me. She squirmed in her seat like she was feeling tingly. I watched her lips part slightly as she looked at me, as though begging me to fuck her face.





I’ve got no idea why she applied to work for me. I’m well known for being demanding and ruthless as the owner of the largest business in town. She can’t have thought it would be an easy ride. It won’t be, I think with a smile on my face as I drum my fingers on the steering wheel.





There’s only one way to calm down a brat. With cum. With forceful breeding. With training that means Tara will know her place as my breeder by the time we’re done.





I’ve been good. I’ve given her time to adjust to living in my home, caring for my children, but it’s about time we went further than that.





My patience is wearing thin. I think Tanya is going to like what I’m offering her.









CHAPTER 2









TANYA





I’VE STARTED EAGERLY awaiting the times when Will gets home from work.





He’s never happy with me. Lately it’s started to feel like he’s looking for things that are wrong so he can rake me over the coals for them. Sometimes I wonder if he’s about to fire me but he seems to just enjoy fuming above me and making a bit of a scene.





“What’s this, Tanya?” Will is fuming. He sounds so hot when he’s angry.





“What, Will?” I flutter my eyelashes at him and he tries to suppress a smile. I can tell he likes my outfit. I picked it specially for him.





He gestures angrily to the spot of red nail varnish on the carpet. One of the kids must have knocked it over when I was doing my nails earlier today. I must have forgotten to put the bottle away. I’m always absent-minded with things like that. Shit.





“I guess I left out the bottle.” I grimace as I see the rage still burning in Will’s eyes.





“I guess
 you did. For the fifth time in the short month you’ve been here. How many times do you need to paint your nails anyway?” He sounds angry but I know there’s no real viciousness underlying his word.





Will is one of those giant scary-looking men with soft hearts. Despite the hulking muscles from a lifetime spent in construction, the way he looms over me, and the thick beard, he doesn’t intimidate me. He’s more like a teddy bear than an actual bear.





I glance down at my perfectly varnished, bright red manicure. I love doing my nails. “Don’t you like them, Will?” Tonight I’m feeling bold. I walk up to my grumpy boss and stroke my nails down his muscled forearm. He’s pushed his business shirt up to the elbows.





I enjoy the sight of the goosebumps appearing on his skin, following the path of my bright red nails. I lean close to his ear. “I know exactly where these nails would look perfect, Will,” I tell him.





He just stares at me with those burning hot dark eyes. Then he seems to come to a decision. “You’ve crossed a line, Tanya.” He folds his arms tightly across his chest but I don’t move away. I drop my gaze to where the movement has made his pecs bulge and place a hand on his hairy chest.





“I love crossing lines, Will.” I stroke my hand gently across his broad chest. I can feel his heart pounding. I know where all that blood is heading. His breath is speeding up as he rakes me over with his eyes. Good. I want him to look at me. It feels like a long time since we’ve really stood eye to eye like this.





My bright red activewear doesn’t leave much to the imagination. It’s skin tight. The shorts are barely even booty shorts. They just cover my asscheeks, clinging to my wide hips and finishing just below my belly button. A matching ruby red belly button piercing emphasizes my tiny waist. Then there’s the top. The bra is hardly supportive, with an intricate strappy back, and it’s a couple sizes too small. I like the way it pushes my breasts together, like they’re being served up on a platter.





That’s where Will’s eyes linger the longest, on my breasts. I watch his face carefully. I know this man has been wrestling with his self-control having me in his house.





At first, when he hired me, I was so sure it was because he wanted me. I was excited. And then, as the weeks went by, nothing happened. Despite my best attempts to show off for my reclusive, wealthy boss, he’s never made a move. I’ve made it clear that he can.





When I see him lick his lips as he stares at my cleavage I know I’ve won. “I know you love crossing lines, Tanya. That’s all you’ve been doing since you started in my house, isn’t it? Trying to tease my cock until I snapped and fucked you?”





His eyes flick back to my face and there’s something new there. He looks ravenous.





“I thought you would like my little outfits, Will.” I say in a quiet voice. Now that it’s real, that he’s actually going to do this, I feel a rush of nerves fluttering like butterflies in the pit of my stomach. My throat is tight with excitement.





“Entitled little brats like you are the worst, Tanya. You think you can live in my home, collect your paycheck, and finance your partying lifestyle? Without an ounce of fucking gratitude? I bet that this overpriced slutty little outfit came from the money I pay you.”





“It did, Will.” I feel a rush of guilt. I never thank Will for what he’s done for me. This was the only job I could find and he’s been a fair employer. If I behave like an ungrateful brat, that’s not his fault.





“You’re going to learn exactly what I want from you, Tanya. Why I brought you here. Why I wanted such a ditzy little slut in my home. First, though, I’m going to punish you for what you’ve been doing these past few months.”





Will takes a seat on the couch and beckons me towards him. From this angle his eyes are hooded and dark but I follow him on unsteady legs. I stand there, facing him, waiting for whatever he tells me the punishment is.





“Lie across my lap, Tanya.” He pats those thick, tree trunk like thighs, and I do as he says. I rest my arms on his thighs and wait for whatever he’s about to do.





I feel awkward and nervous in this position. I can’t see his face and I can’t judge the situation anymore. He runs a hand over my body, letting out a breath through his nose as he takes his time stroking my trembling skin.





Then he wraps his arms around my waist and shifts me a little, so my face is wedged against the end of the couch while my ass sticks up towards him. It’s uncomfortable and degrading but I waggle my ass up towards him.





There’s nothing I love more than a good spanking. I’m so excited that I’m shaking. He’s barely touched me yet but I want him to. I want him to so badly.





Will takes one hand and runs it over my ass cheeks, caressing them through the tight bootyshorts. “Oh baby girl, that ass is like pillowy soft heaven. It’s a shame that I’m going to have to punish it so hard.”





Then, so quickly that it surprises me, he slides down the palm of his hand down between my legs and cups my pussy.





“Already wet,” he breathes, almost like he’s commenting to himself. He chuckles. “I really did hire the right bratty slut.” Despite myself, despite how rude it is that this man is treating me like an object and talking about me like I’m not even here, I grind myself against his hand. I let out a moan as his fingers slip into the damp crevice between my legs, pushing so hard that the fabric of my booty shorts become soaked with my juices.





Just as quickly he withdraws his hand. “You were enjoying that too much, Tanya. This is not for your pleasure, okay? This is a punishment.”





“Yes sir,” I pout into the couch. He wraps one hand firmly in my ponytail and drags my head up so that he can see my face.





“I can see how aroused you are from that look in your eyes, Tanya. You love being treated like the naughty brat you are, don’t you?”





I shake my head but he’s touching my pussy again and he can feel how wet I am, how I’m trembling and over-stimulated just from a few brushes of his hand. He teases me with these light, flickering strokes until I let out a moan. “Fine, fine, yes, Will! I love spanking. I want you to punish me.”





“Good girl.” His voice is like a low satisfying purr when he praises me. He slips a finger into my mouth, still pulling my head back by the ponytail, and I start to suck automatically.





“So obedient. I knew that a slut like you was just searching for the right man to dominate her.” I keep sucking his finger, pretending that it’s his huge cock between my lips. The thought makes me moan.





God I want to know what Will’s cock is like. He’s a big man. I’m sure it’s in proportion to the rest of him.





Just as I’m wondering I feel his hard-on jabbing against my lower stomach. It’s monstrously big. I shift uncomfortably and he lets out a groan.





“Now, Tanya, I want you to count every stroke. Do you think you can do that?”





“Yes sir,” I tell him and he grips my chin with his hand. “Good girl.” He place a gentle kiss on my jaw before he shoves my head forward into the end of the couch again.





There’s a pause as he sits back and admires my ass, squeezing and rubbing my flesh through the thin fabric of my bootyshorts.





Then, without warning, just as I’ve adjusted to the soothing massage of his firm hands, he brings down his hand hard on my ass. “One!” I gasp out. The sting takes a while for me to process.





With every stroke, more moisture rushes down to my tingling core. Will is unpredictable. I never know when he’s about to lash me with the stinging blow of his flat hand or caress my ass softly as though it’s the best thing he’s ever felt.





After three hard blows which leave me squirming in his lap he roughly shoves down my booty shorts, exposing my stinging ass to the cool air. “Fuck, look at that creamy skin turning red, Tanya. Your round ass was made to be spanked like this.”





He strikes me again and again, until I can’t help but cry out when he makes contact with my abused flesh.





I’m writhing against Will’s solid lap. After I still, he dips his big firm hand back down to my pussy. “Look how wet this has made you, slut,” he groans. “Your body knows exactly what you deserve.”





At the end he stops taking a break between strokes and I can barely keep up my counting. “Eight! Nine! Ten!” I moan. My breath is coming fast now as I try to absorb all this pain. “It hurts, sir,” I whine.





“That right,” he roars. “Naughty brats like you don’t get to enjoy their punishments, Tanya. They have to suffer through them.”









CHAPTER 3









WILL





THE FIRM, BOUNCY flesh of Tanya’s ass under my hands was better than I could have imagined.





As she squirmed in discomfort across my lap I rubbed my growing bulge against her lithe body. That silly activewear was all that stood between me and the hottest little pussy I’ve ever known. The pussy that will be filled and fucked by me every day from now on, until I’m sure she’s carrying my baby.





I just about came in my pants when I ripped down those slutty shorts to reveal the black thong she was wearing, just a sliver of fabric disappearing between those jiggling globes.





Once she’s been sufficiently punished, her teeth gritted in discomfort and her ass red and stinging.





I cradle her in my arms and lay a kiss on her forehead. “Good girl. You did well.” I wipe the tears from her cheeks and set her on her feet in front of the couch.





She bites her lip and looks at me, zeroing in on the giant bulge in my pants. “Don’t worry babygirl, we’re not done here. Take this off,” I say, pinging the elastic of the black thong. “The bra, too.”





Tanya is trembling with arousal as she slides the thong down her thighs. I groan at the scent of her. She’s so wet that I can see her bare pussy glistening.





“You’re so wet, you naughty girl,” I groan. My balls are swollen and pulsing to fill her up. “Did you like it when I spanked you? Hmm? Did the pain get you off?”





“It hurt, sir.” She’s looking up at me and fluttering those long eyelashes. “I did like it though,” she admits in a quiet voice.





She pulls the red yoga bra over her head I see her taut stomach strain, the creamy soft skin trembling with her rapid breaths.





Then her breasts spill out. Full, heavy mounds of flesh topped with pointed pink nipples. I reach for them instinctively, massaging the flesh until Tanya lets out a little moan at the feeling. I let them drop back to her chest.





My voice is hoarse as I look at this perfect creature. With her golden blonde hair loose around her shoulders, those gigantic tits, and the soft yet taut flatness of her stomach, she is begging for a breeding.





I pull her to straddle my lap and it feels so right to have her there. In my arms, serving my cock, where she belongs. In the time it takes to unbuckle my pants, I could thrust inside her and take her for myself. I can’t believe I’ve been letting her fuck other men when I could have had her all to myself. “Do you know why you deserved that punishment?”





“No sir.” She shakes her head, those golden blonde waves glinting in the light.





“Because you’ve been sleeping with other men. Like a bad girl.”





She nods her head, her aquamarine eyes downcast. “I can’t help it that I like to have sex, Will.”





“I know, Tanya. I don’t blame you for that. It’s the reason you wanted this job, isn’t it? All this time you’ve barely been able to concentrate because you want this cock so much.” I tilt her chin up to make her look into my eyes. She nods her head instinctively and drops one hand to stroke my hardness through my pants.





I keep talking. “I’m better than them. I’m more satisfying, I’m more experienced, and I can give you what you truly want, deep down, Tanya.”





“I’m sure those young men were better in bed than you’ll ever be, old man.” Her tone of voice, husky and aroused, doesn’t match her words. Nor does the fact that she’s still staring at me with open desire.





“Now I think you know that’s not true, Tanya.”





She’s stroking her hands reverently, automatically over the bulge in my pants. She’s trying to hide how much she want this with her words.





“Like I’d ever want to fuck a man who was twice my age. I’m sure you can only go for a few minutes anyway.” Her face transforms into a cheeky smile when she sees my frown.





I growl and grip her by the waist. “Do you want to find out?” I lay her down on the couch, my stubble rasping against her cheek.





Tanya doesn’t answer but she pulls me down for a kiss, her mouth desperate and searching against mine. She lets out the sweetest moan when I tug at her lower lip with my teeth.





“Admit it,” I tell her, pulling back from the kiss and pushing her hair back from her forehead gently.





“Admit what?”





“That you want this cock so bad you’ve been unable to think of anything else in that silly little head of yours for the past two months Tanya.”





“I haven’t, Will.” Her whiny argumentative voice is weak and unconvincing. Even more so because she’s still stroking her hands over my bulge. She dips a hand into my waistband and sets it free then gasps.





“Oh my God, it’s ridiculous,” she says, wrapping both hands around my girth. She’s right. Those bright red nails do look perfect as she wraps those small, velvety-soft hands around my throbbing cock. “It’s beautiful.” Her eyes are wide as she looks down at my pulsing cock-head, already wet with precum.





“All that time when you were fucking other men you could have had this, Tanya. It’s going to do what it was made to do tonight.” Her eyes widen in surprise but I can tell she likes the sound of that.





I smirk at her. “I don’t know how I’m going to fit that thing inside of me.” She looks up at me with her shining blue eyes and strokes me up and down.





“With a needy little pussy like this you can,” I cup her hot mound with my hand. “See, you’re already wet.”





Tanya’s mouth falls open and she lets out a needy moan as I press against her clit with one finger. “Go slow, Will.”





“Before I do this, Tanya, you have to make me a promise.” I rub my cockhead against her swollen nub so she gets a sense of how good it’s going to feel. “From now on, Tanya, you’re not fucking another man. Not while you live under my roof and work for me. While you live here, this pussy is mine and mine alone.”









CHAPTER 4









TANYA





I’M STILL PROCESSING it. The sight of that giant, perfect, daddy dick that sprung free from Will’s trousers.





The thing is so thick and long that I truly don’t know how it’s going to fit. It seems like an impossible task. And yet, something inside me is desperate to find out what it feels like to ruin my pussy with such a big cock.





“That’s right, that’s a good girl.” Will pushes me back down onto the couch and pushes my legs back to my shoulders. “You’re so wet for me, Tanya. I know how much you want this.” He lines up at my entrance and looks down at me with a question in his eyes.





I nod my head. Normally I like to be on top, but with Will, something feels so good about being underneath his big strong body and just lying back.





He pushes into me with a low groan.





“Oh my God, Will,” I let out a keening cry and claw onto his back. He’s only put the tip inside me but I feel stretched wide open.





“You feel so good, Tanya,” he says breathlessly. We both stare at the spot where our bodies are joined, his massive pole splitting me wide open. “Okay?” he asks and I nod.





He pushes deeper with a huff of breath. “God yes that pussy is so tight. You’re so perfect wrapped around my cock, Tanya.”





It feels like this is as much as I can possibly take. Otherwise I’m going to explode. He is going to ruin me forever with that giant cock. But when I look down, he’s only half inside me.





“It’s okay baby.” He reaches down to strum my clit and I start to relax, the waves of arousal pulsing through my body like a painkiller that means I can take more of him.





His hands are propped either side of me as he slams into me. His thick cock makes my brain melt. I can feel every ridge and bump as he fucks me.





Just when I’ve relaxed to the size of him and I’m starting to appreciate the feeling of him plowing into me, a thought hits me.





“Wait, Will, you’re not wearing a condom!” I squeal when I process why his cock feels so damn good.





He pauses his thrusts and shrugs as if it’s no big deal. “The twins would love an older sibling, Tanya.” He places a hand on my lower belly, stroking it affectionately, as though I’m already pregnant. Inexplicably the movement makes more heat pour down between my legs.





Will can’t be serious. “What?” I choke out.





“You heard me. I want to knock you up, Tanya.” I look at him expecting to see a quirk in his eyebrow or a smile on his lips but he stares back at me with those intense, dark eyes. He’s serious.





The man is insane. But why does it turn me on so much to think about carrying his baby?





I let out a gasp as I turn it over in my mind. I can’t help that his words make my pussy pulse with need. “I’m only 25, Will. I can’t be a mother.”





“Tanya, Tanya, it’s okay to admit what you want.” He’s speaking softly, bending his head low and whispering the words directly into my ear. It should be patronizing to have this man telling me what he thinks I want. Instead it’s stoking the smoldering embers in my lower belly. “I know you’ve been craving this. I know you’re ready to be a mother. I can feel it, the way you welcomed me inside you. You don’t want that belly to be empty anymore. You want me to fill it up.” He strokes his hand against my lower stomach again as he talks.





“It feels so good, so good,” I whine as he pushes deeper. There is something about having his cock inside me like this, with nothing between us, that makes me crave something more with this man. He rocks against me with a thrust that sends a shockwave right up my spine.





“I know baby,” he whispers against my neck as his powerful thrusts shake my whole body. “You want my cum as well, don’t you?”





I let out a whine. The truth is, I want it so bad. But what would people think? If I got pregnant to my boss at the age of 25? Will is twice my age. He’s in his 50s. And as much as I love the twins, as much as I love living here with him, I don’t know that I’m ready for that kind of commitment…





“Imagine it, Tanya. If I put a baby inside you, this flat tummy would become so big and round. Your lovely titties would get full and heavy with milk. You wouldn’t just be the twins’ nanny, you’d be their new Mommy.” I can see it. I would look so hot pregnant. And Will is wealthy, he’s attractive, I already know that he’s a great Daddy.





“Oh God, Will!” I can’t help it that his words push my body over the edge. The orgasm hits me in a sudden wave. I feel dazed and blissful and more aroused than I ever have in my life. I can feel every bump and ridge as his thick cock splits me open again and again.





Will kisses me deeply as my orgasm washes me away. As I lie there, spent and weak from my orgasm, he keeps rutting inside me. “That’s right baby. Get ready to take it.”





My natural reaction is to pull him closer, to spread my legs wider and take him deeper, but I have to be rational about this. I know it’s not likely I’d get pregnant from fucking my boss once. “Will, I don’t know,” I say, anguished.





“It’s up to you, babygirl. Tell me to pull out again and I’ll do it.” Will rocks deep inside me with his powerful thrusts. I’m speechless, clinging onto his back, needing to bring this powerful man closer and deeper inside me.





The last thing I want is for him to stop doing this. I want every inch of him inside me for as long as is physically possible.





The words that I need just won’t come out. I need him to stretch me open. I need more. I pull him deeper inside me and that giant cock, damp with precum, feels so good that I can’t speak.





“If you do that again, pretty girl, I’m going to lose control. I’m going to explode right next to your fertile womb.” The words send a shiver down my spine but release another gush of moisture.





“You like it when I say that, don’t you?” Will takes one of those big hands and pushes my hair back from my forehead gently. “I’m starting to think that’s what you want. For me to lose control and fill this tight little pussy.”





Yes, I want to scream. Paint my walls with your creamy cum, please Will. But I can’t. I’m not ready to have a child. Not even if it is with this strong provider.





I let out a cry of frustration. “All you have to do is say it, Tanya, and I’ll pull out.”





I nod weakly. “Pull out, Will. I’m not ready to be a mother.”





With his teeth gritted, he pulls that monstrous cock out of me. Immediately I feel his absence and crave him back inside me. He sees my helpless face and raises his brows as if to say, “this is what you wanted.”





If I move a muscle I’m going to open my legs again and milk every drop of cum from that gigantic cock. Instead, I lie back and watch as he roughly rubs himself, his cock wet with my juices.





It only takes a few strokes for him to paint my belly with what feels like gallons of cum.





“Such a waste. This would have felt so good inside you, Tanya,” he whispers as he kisses my cheek and leaves me on the couch covered in his seed.









CHAPTER 5









WILL





“TANYA,” I GROWL when I see what she’s wearing. Those perfect tits are on display, spilling out the sides of a tiny little bikini top. It’s Saturday, her day off, and she’s been at the pool. The kids are with my sister, so it’s just the two of us home.





“You’re home from the baseball game early,” she smiles, dropping the towel wrapped around her to reveal the rest of the tiny string bikini. Her hips and ass swell out the sides, barely contained by the flimsy white fabric.





So breedable. The picture of youth and fertility. Her whole body is just begging to be filled up with my cum. It’s all I can do just to put it off for a few minutes, just long enough to get her aroused enough to admit to me that she wants this too.





“I hope you didn’t fuck anyone at the pool.”





“Of course I didn’t,” she says, smiling innocently. I can see the diamond points of her nipples straining at the thin fabric of her bikini.





“And why is that?” I advance towards her and pull her close, running my hands up and down her body. Her soft skin is like silk under my palms.





Tanya stills in my arms and looks up at me with those wide eyes, tossing her blonde hair. Her perky breasts jiggle against my chest. “Because this is your pussy, Will,” she whispers and then lets out a giggle.





She thinks it’s a joke. It’s not.





My balls swell at the sound of my nanny admitting that she is mine. I will be the only one who fucks this angel from now on. And sooner or later, I know she’s going to cave to my demands and let me fill that fertile pussy.





I just hope that I can make it happen today.





My balls surge at the thought of breeding Tanya. I rip open the ties at the sides of those little white bikini bottoms, tossing them to the ground in my frantic desire to bury my face in her sweet pussy.





She spreads her legs for me. I get on my knees and lick from her asshole all the way up to her clit.





“You taste good today babygirl. I think you’re ovulating,” I groan as her sweet juices coat my tongue. She’s melting against me as I tease her with my mouth, exploring every crevice of that pretty pink pussy. Her lips are bare and smooth except for a trail of soft hairs up the top.





As I tease her with my tongue her lips part open for me. She lets out a sweet helpless gasp and grips my head as I push my tongue inside her. “Oh God, Will, that feels so good.”





I replace my tongue with my fingers. “You know what would feel even better, Tara?”





I suckle at her clit as I wait for her response. Her thighs start to tremble with need. Perfect.





“No, Will, what would feel better?” I love the sound of her musical voice getting husky with arousal and need.





“My cock, exploding deep inside you. Imagine it baby, the hot rush of my cum right next to your fertile womb…”





Tanya cries out as I slip another finger inside her, stretching her out with my hand. Her pussy pulses with need around my fingers. I go back to sucking at her clit and she starts to ride my face, those wide hips gyrating desperately.





I come up for air. “If you don’t want this, Tanya, why does your pussy do that every time I mention getting you pregnant?”





As if on cue, her pussy pulses around my fingers again. Just like it did when I fucked her yesterday. “Oh fuck, Will, your fingers feel so good,” she moans.





“That didn’t answer the question, Tanya. If you want to orgasm, Tanya, I want you to admit it. That you want me to knock you up.”





Tanya looks down at me. Her golden hair is a mess and her eyes are desperate with lust. I’m going to enjoy breeding her so much.





I tease her clit with featherlight brushes and she moans in anguish. “Please, Will.”





“Admit it, Tanya.”





“Fine! I want you to fuck a baby into me, Will. It’s all I can think about, it’s all I want, it’s all I— Ahhhh,” she finishes with a scream as I start to properly finger her, my thumb pulsing on her clit as I curl my fingers against her g-spot.





“That’s a good girl, Tanya. See? It’s okay to be honest about what turns you on.”









CHAPTER 6









TANYA





MY HEAD IS spinning as Will takes my hand and leads me to his bedroom. Because it’s crazy, but I have to admit that I love the idea of Will filling me with his cum. Making sure that I can never leave him by giving me his child.





He strips off his clothes to reveal that broad torso and stands proudly in front of me. He could pick me up with one hand with those corded arms and ridiculously thick thighs.





I look down at his girthy cock, the purple head already damp and leaking precum. In just a few seconds, he could thrust inside me, fill me up, and there’s nothing I could do to stop him.





“Will, I’m just not sure if I’m actually ready.” That’s all I can bring myself to say. I sit on the edge of the bed. I desperately need that naked cock inside me, stretching me out and filling me up.





He walks over to join me, placing one firm hand on my waist. “Why don’t you ask me to put on a condom then?” I can feel his cockhead rubbing at my entrance. He’s claiming me, making sure my skin is coated with his precum.





I squirm against him and open my legs wider. He rubs the spongy head against my clit and the sensation makes me gasp with pleasure. “I just think it feels better without one.”





“Oh I know it does, Tanya. I love the feeling of your pussy wrapping tight around me. But I think you like the risk of it too. The knowledge that we’re not being safe, that I could knock you up at any second, I think you love it.” I want to feel it. The sensation of his cock twitching inside me as he tries to last a little longer. The knowledge that any second he could burst and change my life forever.





My heart starts beating rapidly in my chest. He rubs his cock along the length of my slit, from my pussy right up to my clit. I let out a moan. He’s right. I love that I can feel every vein and ridge of his thick cock.





“Please, Will, I want you inside me.”





“With no protection?” He’s playing with me now. My already sopping wet pussy is so sensitive that I let out a little squeak as he traces up and down my slit with that fat cock.





“Yes,” I breathe. “Take me raw.”





Will doesn’t need to be told twice. There’s a dark hunger in his eyes as he pushes me back on the bed and lines his huge body up above me. I spread my legs and watch as that thick veiny cock spears into me once again.





Fuck. His girth feels even better than yesterday.





“Does it feel good, babygirl?” Will asks.





“Yes, Will,” I moan, screwing up my face in concentration as he drives deeper inside me.





“Do you want to get pregnant today, baby?” He tweaks at my nipple as he asks the question. A pang of pleasure floods my centre. When he pulled out yesterday I felt empty. I yearn to keep this cock inside me for as long as possible.





I wrestle with myself. Desire, confusion, need, and lust rush through me in a confusing mix. I need him to keep going. “Don’t stop, Will.” I throw my head back as he pistons his hips into me in a steady rhythm.





I can feel my pussy gripping his cock like it never wants to let go. “Your pussy is begging me to cum deep inside, right next to that fertile womb, Tanya. All you have to say is ‘pull out’ and I’ll do it.”





I let out a moan of frustration. “Pleeeease, Will.”





Will pause his thrusts, half out of my pussy. “Please what, Tanya? Pull out? Because I will. I’ll pull out and shoot my load all over your gorgeous titties if that’s what you want.”





It’s the last thing I want him to do. But I can’t admit what I really want. What kind of 25 year old wants to get pregnant to her 50 year old employer? I feel ashamed of my desires.





“I don’t want that.” I admit. “I need you to keep going, Will.” He responds my rocking right against my g-spot, building up that irresistible pressure inside me.





Will’s voice is low and dangerous as he continues to fuck me. “I think you love the idea that I can trap you with my baby. That while I’m inside you, I’m in control. One day I might forget to pull out Tanya. Or maybe your pussy just feels so good that I can’t hold it in anymore. And what would happen then?”





“I would get pregnant,” I tell him breathlessly.





“That’s right, baby.” He places a hand on my lower belly where his cock is so big that the bulge of it ripples under my skin. “This flat tummy would swell up nice and round with my baby.” He move his hands to my breasts, tweaking my sensitive nipples. “These perky titties would get heavy and full with milk to nurture my baby.” He twists my nipples until I gasp with arousal. As he talks I wriggle my hips to take him deeper, inch by inch. “And you wouldn’t have any control over it. I could do it right now, Tanya. Lord knows your pussy is pulsing around me like it wants me to explode deep inside.”





I can feel it. The way my body welcomes him in, practically begging for his cum. I know it would feel so damn good to have him explode inside me.





“You can last longer than this. I know you can,” I tell him, hating how obviously aroused my voice is.





“Can I?” he asks. “How much longer do you think I can last?” I feel his cock twitch inside me. The threat of him cumming deep inside me is right there. He could do it.





“Come on, Will. One more minute, at least.” I slide myself to the edge of the bed so I can feel that cock stretching me out. He looks down at me with an intense expression on his face and pushes inside until he’s bottoming out. I can’t help the waves that rush through me as his cockhead rests right against my cervix.





I shimmy my hips just a little more and with a low grunt, Will is fully sheathed inside me. He’s so big and so rock hard that I can barely move. I’m impaled on his cock.





He lets out a breath through his nose. I can see from the concentration on his face that this is difficult for him. It’s not just a game. “Fuck, baby, I’m bottomed out inside you,” he says.





With effort he pulls all the way out and then slams back in, letting out a grunt of effort as he embeds himself deep inside me again. This thrust is so powerful that it knocks the air out of my lungs. The slap of it rings out through the room.





“Nnngh, yes, just like that, Will,” I tell him. “You can do another one baby. Please. For me.”





His eyes have turned bright and dangerous. “Tanya, if I do another one I’m going to finish. I’m going to finish deep inside that tight little pussy and fill it up until it’s overflowing with my cum. Is that what you want?”





I’m nodding before he’s even finished talking, my legs wrapping around his asscheeks and pulling him back to me. “Do it, Will. Fill me up.”





“Yes, Tanya,” he moans. It’s a sound of relief. I watch joy break across his handsome, bearded face as he thrusts inside me with abandon. “It’s going to feel so good to let go, babygirl.”





He pushes me hard against the headboard as he slams deep inside me. “Here it comes. Good girl. Just stay still and take it.” His voice is hoarse as his orgasm approaches.





Will lets out a loud grunt and embeds himself deep in me. I feel his cock explode right against my cervix, coating my walls. He thrusts in again and again to stay as deep as possible as he continuously cums.





“Oh yes,” I cry out as the warm fulfillment of his cum sends me over the edge. I claw at his ass, wanting him deeper, wanting more cum as I pulse with an orgasm around his still-hard cock.





He grips my chin with his hand and kisses me forcefully, like he’s claiming me. Like he owns me. All the while I feel his cock twitching and bathing me in the last of his cum. Finally he slumps down on top of me, his big muscular body making me feel warm and safe.





“Good girl,” he coos, stroking my face. “I’m not pulling my cock out. It’s going to stay inside you all night, baby. And if I get hard? That means it’s time for another round of breeding. This is what we're going to do every night from now on, Tanya. Until you're my well-behaved pregnant wife.”





Will grips me tightly in his arms as he rolls to the side. I feel his massive cock soften inside me, but it still plugs me tightly. I’ll be full of his cum, soaking in it, all night long, until he wants to breed again. My stomach flips with excitement. If we do this every night, I'm going to be pregnant within a month. If it was anyone but Will, the thought would scare me. But I know he's going to be the best Daddy for our baby.





If this is how Will wants to discipline me, by using my need for his cock and his cum to keep me in line, I think I can live with that.







Before you go, want a bonus age gap breeding kink short story?
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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 bonus copy here!
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I’ve got two Kindle Unlimited series out at the moment and more in the works. If you’re a fan, get yourself on to my email list
 and you’ll be the first to know about my weekly new releases, as well as extra scenes which are exclusive for my subscribers.
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