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Knocked Up By My Possessive Neighbor: A Fertile First Time Off-Limits Age Gap Short Story






Becca is back from college and house-sitting for her parents. She’s the ripest forbidden fruit
 her neighbor Sam has ever seen.

The rich businessman
 tries to stay away from the off-limits younger woman
 but it becomes clear she is aching for him too. His habit of mowing the lawn, topless, has awoken something dormant in her needy young body.

When the silver fox divorcee
 confesses he wants another child, sweet Becca finds herself begging to have his baby
 . Sam is powerless to resist the pleas from his innocent little neighbor… Despite his better judgment, he doesn’t care what the rest of the neighborhood thinks as long as he can fill her fertile womb.








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, next-door neighbor, degradation.

















PROLOGUE









SAMUEL





MY NEIGHBORS ARE away on vacation and they’ve asked me to keep an eye on their college-aged daughter, Becca, while she housesits. Make sure she doesn’t throw any raging parties and ruin their Victorian-style home, her father said.





I thought it would be annoying. My kids are all grown up and I’m divorced, but I’ve found that I like having the space and time to myself. I didn’t expect to to enjoy having an excuse to look over the fence all the time.





I haven’t seen Becca in years and she’s a woman now. Still short and petite, but with some serious curves.





She’s obviously gorgeous enough that I don’t even feel ashamed to admit that I’ve jerked off thinking about her all month. She parades around in the tiniest shorts and tops, drawing my eyes straight to her ginormous, full titties. They’re large enough that I can be upstairs in my bedroom and still able to admire their cantaloupe shape while she sunbathes on the porch.





I would feel like a creep, but I think she’s noticed me too. And I think she likes what she sees. I don’t wear a shirt when it’s this hot out and the first day I come out to mow the lawn she stares at me like she’s never seen a half-naked man before. Those deliciously wet cherry lips part and she starts to caress one of her nipples.





She’s desperate for cock. Someone needs to give her what she craves.





But all she seems to do is lounge around in the garden, no boyfriend in sight. What are these college boys doing that they haven’t picked up a sweet little thing like her?





She thinks she’s coming down with a sickness. I’m pretty sure she’s just horny.





I hear her talk about her “symptoms” on the phone to her parents. She can’t sleep, her bod feels achy, she can’t concentrate on anything.





I haven’t been feeling good, she whines on the phone.





And who does her Dad call?





Me.





Chris Perkins asks me to help Becca with the gardening and chores if I’ve got time.





Fucking hell.





This desire is powerful enough without having to go near her. But if she needs help with chores, I suppose it’s the neighborly thing to do…









CHAPTER 1









BECCA





TODAY IS ONE of those scorching late spring days where I don’t even want to be wearing denim cut offs and a crop top.





I’m back from college and I should feel like an adult.





Instead it’s like I’ve regressed to the boredom of a long, slow summer as I housesit my parent’s place. They’re on vacation in Paris and I did not get an invite. Gee, thanks.





I guess I should be grateful to have a place to stay while I look for a job. Instead I’m just facing the prospect of a dull summer in my hometown while my friends travel or work in other cities.





To make matters worse, there’s a list of chores I have to complete while I’m here. Most of them involve gardening. My parents love their garden, but I couldn’t care less about the precious veggie patch and the flower beds. Sure, it looks nice at the start of spring when everything is in bloom, but right now all it is to me is a chore.





I look at the sparkling aquamarine pool longingly.





My temperature seems to increase a few degrees whenever I glance across at my sweaty giant of a neighbor trimming his lawn. I’m trying not to look at Samuel Andersen, but somehow my eyes keep wandering back to him.





He’s loaded, like my parents, so I don’t know why he doesn’t just pay someone to do his garden. He’s been out there a lot lately, digging out weeds and planting flower beds.





Lately I’ve been having different feelings about him. Something tugging at the top of my thighs, up into my stomach, making my blood rush a little faster when I see him out in the sun with his shirt off, covered in dirt and smelling like freshly mown grass… I assume. Not that I’ve ever been close enough to smell the guy.





His daughter, Amanda, studied in the same year as me. We were never close at school, but I saw Samuel around. Sometimes in the summer their family would come over for a barbecue, back when he was still with his ex-wife. He’s divorced now, living in that mansion all by himself.





I give up on not staring at him and take a seat next to the pool, hoping my eyes are shielded by my sunglasses. For some reason, this has become a form of entertainment for me, one I don’t quite understand. Why is watching a man my father’s age such an addictive hobby? I must be lonely.





Samuel is nice-looking, I guess. He used to be handsome in such an obvious way, like a movie star, but he’s matured past that. He was the man that my mother’s book club would have giggling, too-loud conversations about. I used to think it was so gross. I didn’t understand their obsession.





Now, I think I’m starting to get it. He’s still attractive, huge and muscled with a well-groomed beard, only now his hair is sprinkled with grey. It’s made his face harsher, more powerful. The kind of man you can imagine on a coin, or ruling over some kind of medieval kingdom.





A glimpse of his gleaming, sweaty back under the hot sun makes me squirm in the sun lounger.





I want things I don’t understand when I see him like that. Something to do with running my manicured nails over his heaving skin. Something to do with the way he pauses for a second after he’s done, on the back porch of his mansion, and shields his eyes to look over the fence, as if checking I’m still there.





He does that a lot. I’m not sure why.





I chew anxiously on the tip of my finger and try to drag my eyes away from his glistening, muscled body.





He sees me and meets my eyes, his expression fierce. It sends a jolt through me. This is the first time he’s acknowledged me and I like the way his eyes widen as he looks at me.





“Hey, do you need some help there?” Samuel calls over the fence, pointing at the bag of clippings and the motionless lawn mower beside it.





Yes, the grass is getting long. No, I haven’t made the effort to start the damn thing. I did watch a video clip with instructions but it seemed like hard work.





I feel a sudden rush of shame, like maybe he’s noticed how much I’m staring at him.





“Hi Mr Andersen! No thanks, I’ve got it under control,” I say with a polite smile.





If he came over here who knows what I might do. Probably something embarrassing. I tend to talk a lot when I’m nervous, and my tummy is turning somersaults at the thought of having him close to me.





But he doesn’t appear to hear me. No, instead he vaults over the fence with a surprising amount of agility. The flex and strain of his huge arms sends one of those confusing tingly feelings down between my thighs again. Not to mention those pecs.

I’m staring again.





He swings the bag of clippings over his shoulder with ease and hauls it out to the bin out front. My mouth falls open.





“Oh no, you really don’t have to,” I protest, but he just gives me a stern look over his shoulder. I watch him work, entranced.





If he didn’t know I was staring before he sure does now. He returns and raises his arm to wipe the sweat from his forehead.





“I’ll get the lawn mower started,” he says. “No offense Becca, but it’s looking a little unruly over here.” His gruff, low voice seems to rumble through my whole body.





I just nod blankly.





He knows my name. That’s all I can think as the roar of the lawn mower starts up, the sound deafening but somehow less powerful than his deep voice.





What is happening to me?





My stomach feels like I’ve just been riding a roller coaster and the rest of my body feels awake somehow. Maybe I’m coming down with a fever. The more I look at Samuel, the worse it gets. My nipples start to stand on end, pressing through my crop top, and I can’t help but let out a giggle at the ridiculous responses of my own body. I feel lightheaded and tingly.





Then my eyes slide to the fat bulge in his running shorts and it dawns on me.





Oh.





I suck in a deep breath and the air tastes sweeter than it normally does. The smell of the freshly cut grass hits my nose, mixing with the intoxicating scent of gasoline as Samuel trims the grass in a rigidly organized grid formation. Everything clicks into place with an alarming, newfound clarity, including the strange feelings running through my body.





I’m aroused.





I’m aroused at the sight of a man my father’s age. My next-door neighbor, who’s lived beside me virtually my whole life. I’ve never felt like this before, for anyone, but my body has chosen this moment to come alive.





As soon as I accept it my heart starts to beat faster. I know what I’m feeling now. I know why the blood is rushing away from my brain. But I have no clue what to do about it.





Nervousness thrums through my limbs as I consider how I might approach this. I can’t exactly ask out my next-door neighbor.





I bite my lip. My knowledge of how people proposition one another for sex is based on my friends’ experience at college, where I was happy to stay uninvolved. My impression was that it involved a lot of late night texts and alcohol.





I don’t think that’s quite how this rich older man operates.





The roar of the lawnmower quiets and I look up. Samuel is just feet away, paused by the sun lounger.





“Do you want to try it, Becca?”





“Oh, I’m not sure,” I say, hoping he doesn’t wonder why my voice is so shaky. “I’d have no idea how it works.”





“I’ll teach you,” he says, and the weight of authority in his voice is impossible to resist.





He shows me how to pull the cord to start the engine, how to clear out the clippings, but I don’t process a single thing. I’m trying to keep my eyes away from his thick arms, unsuccessfully. His biceps ripple so nicely when he pulls the cord to start the mower.





“You try it,” he says after a few minutes of instructions and a demonstration where I could not draw my eyes away from the bulge in his shorts. It looks so big already and I can’t even see all of it. I’ve heard it gets bigger when it’s hard, too. How am I meant to fit that inside me?





I take a deep breath and start to push the humming mower along the grass. My feet feel heavy, like blocks of wood on the end of my legs, and I struggle to remember how to walk.





The next thing I know, I’m on the ground, the grass tickling my nose.





Immediately, Samuel is at my side, his big hands cradling my face. “Are you okay, baby - I mean, Becca?”





I nod, reveling in the feeling of him supporting my head, and let out a giggle at the ridiculous situation.





“I think I just got too hot.” In more ways then one.





“I’ll get you some water,” he says, rising up to go inside.





“Wait,” I say, grabbing his hand and tugging him back towards me. It might be the heat, it might be my overexcited body, it might be my imagination, but as I cling onto him I think he leans closer.





Something dark shifts slowly in his eyes, like treacle melting.





“There was something I wanted to say,” I begin.





I’m improvising. I have no idea how to raise this subject, but I need to say something.





“This spring, while I’ve been home, I’ve been watching you in the garden. And, this is kinda embarrassing, but it’s made me feel things I’ve never felt before.”





His whole body tenses up at my words. There’s a definite heat in his gaze now. I love the way he’s looming over me.





“What kind of things?” he says, in a strained voice.





“Tingly feelings, almost like I’m on a roller coaster. Sometimes it almost hurts it’s so intense,” I say. He licks his lips, eyes fixed on my face as his pupils swell out.





It seems like he’s getting aroused. This is easier than I thought.





“Where?” he asks. His gruff voice is little more than a hoarse whisper.





I just look at him and he reaches a hand towards my shorts, then pauses.





“Your pussy?” he asks.





I nod, embarrassed to admit it.





“Your needy little pussy,” he repeats in a sigh, almost automatically.





Samuel’s words send an ache right down through the base of my tummy and I lift my hips. He lets out a rough exhale that comes from deep within himself and pulls back, shaking his head at me slowly.





“I can’t,” he says quietly.





I feel crushed. I thought I was doing so well. I thought I was maybe even turning him on. Now I can feel a wetness, a new sensation building up in my core and I don’t know what to do with it. I stare at him helplessly.





A new idea seems to form in his head. The sensual heat in his eyes is replaced by a playfulness that lights up his face.





“You’re covered in grass, Becca,” he says, looking down at me with a crooked grin. “What do you say, shall we jump in the pool?”





The absurdity of the situation washes over me. I must be delirious. I was just about to kiss this dignified, older man who is in no way going to be interested in a messy college graduate like me. I was just about to rub myself against him. And now he’s suggesting we jump in the pool?





Another fit of giggles overtakes me. He takes it as a yes. Sweeping me up in those strong arms, he carries me to the pool and jumps in.













CHAPTER 2









SAMUEL





THE COOL, CHLORINATED water is instant relief for my aching balls. It made me rock hard to hear that Becca had been watching me, just as I’ve been obsessing over her. That she’s so inexperienced she barely knows what she’s feeling. The way her hips arced up towards my hand was almost impossible to resist.





Her body knew exactly what she needed even if she didn’t know to ask for it herself.





That’s exactly what makes it so wrong, I remind myself. The girl acts like she’s never even had sex before. She’s so much younger than me that it’s bad to think about her the way I have been all month. That’s why I need to keep it in my damn pants, no matter how torturous it may feel.





And it does feel fucking torturous. The relief from jumping in the pool is only momentary.





Because as I look down at her in the pool I am horrified to realize that I’ve only made the situation worse for myself.





Becca is wearing a white t-shirt and now that she’s soaked, every inch of her perky young tits is visible through the tight fabric.





Good fucking lord.





I fail to suppress a groan at the sight of her breasts straining at the top. They’re ridiculous on her small frame. Her delicate little nipples are hard and they’re pointing straight at me. The cropped fabric is riding up and revealing a hint of her underboob.





My raging erection returns in all its glory.





There is no getting away from this constant state of arousal, not if I want to be close to this breathtaking young woman. Even watching her from a distance, over the fence, I knew this would happen. That’s why I’ve been keeping away.





I let go of her and dive deep under the water, hoping to find a cool spot that will end this painful arousal. It’s not cold enough. Or maybe my erection is too raging hard for it to have any effect. Either way, it doesn’t work.





What I need is an icy-cold glacial lake that sets my body on fire with pins and needles of cold. A cold so deep that it empties my head of dangerous thoughts about young women who live next door.





I’m not sure temperatures that low even exist. I’d probably die of hypothermia before I stopped being turned on by Becca.





Especially when I surface to see her pulling off her soaked t-shirt and shorts to reveal the tiniest of white bikinis.





The universe is not fucking around today. I almost scream at the painfully beautiful sight of the tan-lines marking her skin. I’m trying so hard to be good, someone give me a break. It’s starting to feel like I’m not even supposed to resist this temptation.





Becca is having a proper swim now, and she seems to be regaining her energy. She dives deep under the water with me and throws her head back when she surfaces.





“Feeling better yet?” I ask, splashing her with a handful of water. She lets out a squeal and the look of joy on her face makes my balls tighten.





“Much better,” she says, smiling. “I’ve been desperate for a swim all day.”





Then she rolls onto her back and floats there, relaxed and happy. Her breasts are protruding from the water. The outline of her tight little pussy lips is perfectly outlined through the thin white fabric.





I can feel precum leaking from my cock.





At least one of us is having a good time, I think. If I have to look at that lithe body for another second I’m going to lose all of my control.





I curse the fact that I ever bought the house next door to Becca Perkins. Who knew she would turn into such an innocent little cock tease?





I mumble something incoherent about getting back to the garden and she doesn’t respond, still floating blissfully on her back. Totally oblivious to the effect she’s had. But when I push myself up and out of the pool, she’s watching me again.





Her mouth falls open as she notices the bulge in my shorts and her eyes glaze over.





“Mr Andersen?” she asks, swimming gracefully to the side of the pool. She pulls herself out of the water and stands there dripping in front of me, her arms wrapped under her breasts. I can’t help but notice that the pose makes her round tits press together, forming a line of deep cleavage.





“You can call me Samuel,” I say.





“Samuel… I was just wondering. I know you probably don’t want to talk about this kind of thing with me,” Becca begins.





I huff a quick breath out through my lips. She’s so wrong. So goddam wrong it takes every inch of my self-control not to correct her.





She continues to stare at my cock as she turns over what she wants to say in her mind.





It kills me that she’s so obvious about it, that she doesn’t know of any games of seduction where she plays coy or tries to be subtle. Her blunt inexperience and open need is the most seductive thing I’ve ever encountered.





“I’ve never really had this explained to me. The bulge in your pants looks so big and swollen, is it always like that?”





I let out a tight breath through my nose.





“No, it’s not always like this Becca,” I reply through gritted teeth.





“Is it… Is it because of me?”





I goddamn knew she would ask some tantalizing question like this. I have to take a long pause to consider what the best response is. I don’t want her to think she’s not desirable. But I do need to try and convey that it’s not about her. Even though it so obviously is. I’ve never been this hard in my life.





“It is because of you Becca. It’s just my body’s natural response to seeing a beautiful young woman,” I explain.





“I was wondering if I could touch it? Just through your pants? To see what it’s like?”





My mind races. Becca touching my cock with those manicured, soft hands.





I didn’t expect her to be this bold.





The blood in my veins is chanting: Yes. Yes. Yes.





“Please?” she breathes and the cinnamon-sugar scent of her breath is what tips me over the edge.





I grab her slim hips and pull her against me tight.





I want to make sure she can feel every inch of the bulge that strains at my shorts.





“Like this? You want to feel my throbbing daddy dick against you like this, little girl?” I growl. She lets out a whimper and my inhibitions fade into the background at the soft, musical noise.









CHAPTER 3









BECCA





OH MY GOODNESS.





Moisture rushes down to my panties as I feel that hot, huge thing throbbing against me through his shorts. The tingling is growing and spreading from my inner thighs all the way up to my head.





I’m his little girl. That’s what Samuel said. And he’s so, so hard for me with his python-sized cock. He’s way taller than me and his hardness rests against my tummy.





He’s pressing me so tight to his chest that it’s hard work, but I move one of my arms down and start to stroke him through his shorts with one finger, the way I would pet a wild animal. I’m not sure how all this is supposed to work but I want to please him so badly.





“Oh, baby, that’s not how this goes,” he says, half-laughing, but his breath is getting uneven as he looks down at me.





“You can tell me what you want me to do,” I say. Whatever he needs, whatever I can do to help him get rid of this painfully swollen monster, I’ll do it. Especially if it helps me understand the tingly, fuzzy feeling that is spreading around my body.





“This is so wrong, darling. We shouldn’t be doing this. Imagine if your parents find out,” he says, as I continue to stroke him like a pet. I can tell that what he’s saying turns him on because his cock leaps a little higher, the tent in his pants a little larger.





“They would think you’re too old, probably.”





“Definitely,” he says, and it sounds like a groan of pleasure, his arms tightening around me. “I’m older than your father, sweetie. And you’ve only just graduated college.”





His age doesn’t put me off. Not at all. If anything, I’m glad that I get to experience this with a man who knows what he’s doing instead of some college boy. They’ve never made me feel like this.





I am shaking with need. The warm, firm grip of his arms grounds me, but my core is aching for him like never before. I squeeze my thighs together but it doesn’t help.





“Mr Andersen, I think I need… Something more,” I whine.





He chuckles darkly into my neck. “You do, darling. You need to cum.”





Samuel takes my hand and leads me over to the wheelbarrow, where I’ve abandoned it in the middle of the lawn.





“Bend over and show me that needy little pussy,” he says.





I do as he says, resting my breasts on top of the pile of garden clippings in the wheelbarrow and raising my pussy and ass into the air. At this angle, the fabric of my bikini bottoms is moulded tightly to every curve and bump of my most private places.





“That’s right, you’re so good at following my orders,” he says softly.





Slowly his fingers trace over my skin, caressing the curves of my ass and hips. His warm hand cups the crotch of my bikini bottoms and his fingers press into me for just a moment. I blush as my body lets out a gush of hot moisture in response.





“Such a sexy next door neighbor,” he groans. “This is one hot little pussy.”





I feel his warm fingers tracing the edge of my bikini bottoms, where my inner thigh meets the crease of my hip. He pushes me further forward onto the wheelbarrow and I giggle.





Then he slides into place behind me. I feel him press his hard bulge against my bikini bottoms. I let out a long, desperate moan.





“Do you like that, little girl?”





My mind goes fuzzy for a second as I try to wrap my head around how huge it feels. Like it would split me totally in half if he tried to push inside me.





“I said, do you like that, little girl?” he asks as he rams against my hole again. The pressure is so good, stirring deep inside me.





“Yes, sir,” I gasp. He rubs against me, the friction delicious.





What was a tingle in my pussy is becoming a rush as he finds the spot where all my nerve endings meet.





I cry out and thrust back against him, needing him to push harder. He groans and it turns into a growl. The funny feeling turns into a searing pressure that needs to go somewhere, anywhere.





I’m whimpering now, high-pitched and pathetic, but I can’t stop.





“Please, Mr Andersen,” I beg. For what, I don’t know.





“You’re going to make me cum in my pants if you keep doing that, sweetie,” he says. “Here, let me give you an orgasm.”





Samuel grips my pussy with his whole hand, his thumb pushing down on my clit as his fingers press into my entrance. The breath leaves my lungs.





No one’s ever touched me like this. I’ve never even touched myself like this.





I collapse forward, panting with pleasure. Still he presses on my most sensitive spot, rubbing and flicking through my bikini bottoms, until I’m writhing and keening in the garden clippings.





I think this is an orgasm? Whatever it is, I like it. My mind is a cloud of what Samuel’s hands did to me, and my body feels heavy and sleepy.





He keeps those big hands on me as I recover. He rubs my shoulders, strokes my wrists, caresses my lower back, making his way back down to the crest of my legs.





When his thumb brushes my clit again I squeal.





“Turn over, baby, I want to see your tits,” he says. I flip over onto my back.





There’s also a new wave of energy coursing through me. He sucks in a breath as he looks at me. “You’re covered with dirt, little girl,” he says. “We’ll have to go for another swim to wash off.”





“Not yet, Mr Andersen,” I whine. “That bulge is still in your pants and I want to help it go away.”





“Slutty little girl,” he says. “You want it so much.”





“If you’re not inside me, it doesn’t really count as sex, right?” I say. He nods.





“Sure, sweetie, we can make sure you stay a virgin. This is your first time, isn’t it?”





“Yes, Mr Andersen,” I say. “Yours is the first cock I’ve ever seen.”





“And you haven’t even seen it properly yet, little girl,” he says.

With that, he pulls down his shorts.





My jaw drops.





That thing in his pants is an absolute monster. The bulging head is already gleaming with some kind of fluid. He’s as thick as my fist and twice as long, at least. And his balls, hanging in the background, are so swollen that it’s kind of threatening.





I want all of it in my mouth.





He pushes a finger into my open mouth as I stare and stare some more. On instinct I start to suck, hollowing out my cheeks and tasting his masculine hands.





“Oh you’re a good little girl, Becca. You know just what to do with a cock like this,” he says, pushing me down to my knees.





I lick him all over, sucking his swollen balls into my mouth, before I take the head inside for the first time.





I can see his eyes getting more and more clouded with lust, the rational man who is worried about my age gone and replaced with urgent need.





I start off gently, because I’m not sure what the right amount of pressure is, but it’s easy to tell what he likes. Eventually I’m filling up my cheeks and trying to cram all of him into my mouth when I learn how much he likes that. As I suckle his balls and swallow his massive dick, he talks about how much he loved seeing me bent over in my bikini.





“Your sweet little clit was poking out darling, I could see it all through the white fabric. I had to make you cum like that, down in the dirt, where a needy little slut like you belongs.





“Your pussy lips were so tight together at first but when I started to rub you with my cock they started to come apart, just like magic, like I was the only one who knew the secret password to your tight little cavern. And — Oh, fuck, your mouth is so fucking good, little girl,” he groans as I swirl my tongue around the head.





“I’m so close now.”





Samuel is breathing hard, his eyes wild with lust as he stares down at me on my knees in the grass.





“I want to see that hot little cunt when I cum. I need to, Becca,” he says gruffly. He pulls his cock from my mouth with a plopping sound and yanks me to my feet. He rips down my bikini bottoms and pushes me back into the dirt of the wheelbarrow.





“Use me, Mr Andersen,” I cry out as he rubs his giant cock, staring down at my body. My legs are open and he’s staring at my exposed lips like they’re a work of art. Actual awe is in his eyes, his mouth open in wonder and all his dirty words gone.





“That’s gotta be the prettiest pink pussy I’ve ever seen, baby. Tell me where you want my cum on your body.”





“Please cum on my tummy, Mr Andersen,” I say as sweetly as I can. He loses control with a low, delicious groan. He bathes my skin in his creamy, sticky seed.





Fascinated, I rub it against my skin with my fingers and bring some to my lips to taste.





“Yum,” I moan when I taste it. He pulls me against his body again. “Such a little cum slut,” he murmurs into my hair.









CHAPTER 4









SAMUEL





THE SIGHT OF my cream coating Becca’s golden, tanned skin only dragged me deeper into this pool of obsession.





I’ve marked her with my seed. The ultimate symbol that she is mine, that I did this to her. I was the one who got to ruin her innocence, the owner of the first cock she touched, even if never lets me inside that perfect little pussy.





Not to sound arrogant, but I’m pretty sure I’ll get there. If it’s the last goddamn thing I do. She moaned when she tasted my cum, the little slut. Now I’m dreaming about getting her addicted to that taste by giving her my cum every day.





How far is too far to go with my innocent young neighbor when she behaves like a cock-hungry whore? I’ve already done the bad thing. It can’t get much worse.





“Maybe we should clean off,” I suggest, gesturing at the sparkling blue pool that matches Becca’s eyes.





Instead, she takes my hand and leads me up to the porch.





“Now that it’s cooling down, I thought we could get in the hot tub?”





I look around. The afternoon sun is low in the sky and I barely even noticed. The whole garden is bathed in a golden light.





“Why not?” I say, a wide grin spreading across my face. Cleaning off in a hot tub with Becca seems like a perfect way to spend my summer evenings, I think as I relax into the hot water and play with her round breasts.





Then I remember something. Something that, if I’m honest, makes my cock start to harden again.





And it hits me: Oh fuck. There is one thing that would be worse than taking her sweet little cherry. One thing that would make her Dad want to kill me even more.





“Fuck, Becca,” I say. It sounds more like a moan of arousal than a warning. “Was my load still on your tummy when you got in here?”





“Yes, silly, what else would I have done with it?”





“You could get pregnant. We’re in a hot tub, I think the temperature keeps the sperm alive,” I blurt out.





I’m not doing a good job at concealing how turned-on the idea makes me.





Ruining this young woman not just by taking her first time and getting her addicted to cock, but going even further and knocking her up. Tying her to me on a permanent basis. Given she’s in my lap, it’s pretty much impossible to conceal the hard-on that has sprung up as these thoughts run through my head.





“I thought that was just an urban legend,” she giggles, clapping a hand over her mouth. “Surely the chemicals will stop it.”





“I don’t know, maybe we should be more careful,” I say vaguely.





I’m overcome at this moment, with this young woman relaxing against my chest in the warm water, with how much I want to throw caution to the wind.





If you got this young, fertile woman pregnant, she would be all yours, whispers a dark, twisted voice in my head.





I kiss her forehead, conjuring up an image of her as my pregnant wife, her belly rounded and full of my seed, her large breasts even more swollen. I take a deep breath of her cinnamon and soap scent and it feels right.





“I have always wanted more kids,” I say. Really I’m just thinking out loud. I don’t mean anything by it. It would be ridiculous to ask this 22-year-old, with her whole life ahead of her, if she’d like to have my babies.





But the words do something to Becca. She tenses against me and lets out a gasp. Those full, cherry colored lips part and I feel my balls swell. I’m giddy at the thought that she might want this too.





And then, right when I’m working up the courage to ask Becca if she’s ready for round two, if she’ll let me in that tight pussy without protection, a courier comes waltzing onto the property.





He sees us in the hot tub and his mouth falls open at the beautiful sight that is Becca’s full breasts floating on top of the water, swaying softly with the motion of the jets.





Fuck off, buddy, she’s mine.





I don’t say it but the instant I see him look at her that way, rage starts to cloud my mind.





“Miss Perkins? We need someone to sign for this, it’s an important delivery for your father.”





“Oops, I forgot that was arriving today,” she giggles as she rises from the water, revealing her white bikini. It’s been cleaned by the water, but it’s almost transparent again.





The courier lets out a smirk at the sight of her, his eyes fixed on her body.





I want to wipe that stupid expression off his face as he leers at this angel.





A taut string of tension draws my eyes to their interaction and I can’t pull away. Any other man who sees her in that bikini is going to be aroused and I can’t stand the thought of it. Not right now, not when I’ve just started thinking about making her mine.





It’s as if the cum that was filling my balls for her is being transformed into anger at the sight of another man talking to my little girl.





Becca is oblivious to his attention. She skips across the lawn to where he stands stunned, the clipboard and pen falling to his side as he watches her breasts bounce with every step. She leans over him to sign her name on the papers and he takes the opportunity to get a real good look, his mouth handing open like a dog.





“C-could I get your number?” he asks as he takes the clipboard back.





“What for?” Becca asks, her eyebrows drawing together. “Did you need it for another delivery or something?”





“Something like that,” he says smoothly. I can see the jerk’s eyes light up as he realizes how naive and innocent she is.





“Sure,” she says, flashing him a big smile.





I cannot let this one slide.





Becca’s about to write down her number for this creep.





I can’t stand it. I can’t let her be manipulated like this.





“Hey asshole,” I call out from the hot tub, standing up to my full height. “I think you should leave now.”





I stride across the lawn to where they’re standing, Becca staring at me in confusion, but her body responds to the primal rage that I’m giving off. Her nipples form little peaks and the guy simply cannot look away, even as he starts to back up in fear.





“Don’t you dare try to take advantage of her,” I snarl, moving my body in between the two of them.





“She-she wanted to,” he stammers.





Becca has written half her number down on the clipboard. I tear the page from it and snap the clipboard in half across my knee.





“Bullshit. You told her she needed to.”





I grab the delivery driver by the collar and slam him against the fence. The mixture of arousal and anger I’m feeling is a powerful, dangerous cocktail and he is in the way.





“I- I-” he can’t even think of a defense for his actions.





I knee him in the balls, hard, and he doubles over, groaning.





“You chose the wrong fucking girl to leer at. Get the fuck out of here and don’t come back.”





I’m breathing hard, my fists balled at my sides as the asshole slinks off down the side of the house. The tension roars through my veins. I’ve never been physically violent in my whole life. But my blood is boiling, my instincts roaring at me from some deep and primal place to keep other men away from my girl.





My perfect little girl next door. Mine.





Just a few hours of touching her, being near her, and already I can’t stand the thought of another man having her.





Becca slides her little hands on to my shoulders and starts to massage them. The stress ebbs away slowly and I let out a groan.





She’s mine. She’s safe. She’s here with me, touching me.





It scares me how much I need that to be the case, forever.





“I’m sorry, Samuel,” she whispers into my neck, sounding ashamed. Like she thinks that creep’s response to her body was her fault.





I whirl around.





“You have nothing to apologize for, sweetheart,” I say, taking her delicate chin in my hands and tilting her face so her gaze meets mine.





“I can be so gullible. I feel like a total idiot sometimes, like everyone can see something that I don’t,” she sobs, her eyes filling with tears.





This angel really doesn’t know what a perfect, beautiful soul she has.





“It’s not stupid to trust, Becca. You see the best in people. That’s a wonderful, rare quality.”





“Really?” she asks, hope creeping into her voice.





“Of course, darling. I would never lie to you.”









CHAPTER 5









BECCA





I WANT TO make Samuel feel better.





I know what happened wasn’t my fault, but still, he was so tense about it.





“Your shoulders are so tight,” I say.





“I know. I was really angry at that man, sweetheart.”





“I liked watching you defend me,” I say in a small voice. “I liked that you wanted to keep me safe.”





He groans and whispers into my shoulder, “I’ll always keep you safe, little girl.” He still seems upset.





“What can I do to make it better? I’ll do anything,” I offer.





That intense, crazed look comes back into his eyes. “Let me taste that wet pussy,” he says.





Oh. I blush. He’s kind of seen it already, but only through my bikini. It’s another thing to let him bury his face in it.





Just feeling the brush of his fingers against his clit was enough to make me cum. His mouth is another thing entirely.





“I don’t know…” I say. I am already embarrassingly wet for him.





“Please, little girl,” he asks. “I can tell you’re still horny. Your little nipples are hard as pebbles,” he says, flicking one of them with his finger.





I can’t deny it. I am aching for more of him. I sit up on the side of the hot tub, spreading my legs open.





“Like this?” I ask, watching his face closely.





“Good girl,” he murmurs as he traces his lips down the center of my torso, untying the sides of my bikini and tossing it into the pool.





The first brush of his mouth against my sensitive, swollen lips sends a shiver all the way up to my neck. I roll my hips up with pleasure as the sensation courses up my spine.





Samuel holds my waist with both hands to stop me from squirming around.





I had no idea I could feel so much in so many different ways. He sucks, licks, flicks, bites, nibbles every inch of my pussy.





“You taste so fucking good, little girl, so sweet and tight and perfect,” he mumbles into my pussy.





The waves of pleasure quickly become overwhelming. I let go of all sense and start to babble the craziest things. Saliva pools in my mouth for some reason. The world seems to spin.





Multiple times, I hear him look up at my face, as I drift around on another plane of existence, and tell me that I’m a cock-hungry little slut. It brings a smile to my face every time.





“Yes, sir,” I say before he goes back to his relentless crusade against my most sensitive spots.





Even when he licks my thighs, his tongue flat and wide, it makes me buck my hips. I didn’t think legs could be so sensitive.





Just when I thought I’d felt everything, he shoves his thick tongue inside my most secret place.





“Oh my God, oh my God,” I cry out, squeezing my thighs around his face. “Mr Andersen! It’s too much!”





I’m so full of him as he starts to move his tongue in and out of my hole. But the shocking stretch mellows into a mind-boggling amount of pleasure. I want, no need, more.





I start to ride his face, his nose against my mound and his tongue pushing still deeper into me. His thick, powerful tongue unwinds the pressure that has been building up inside of me.





The waves of pleasure unmoor everything inside me. Every door is flung open. I can’t hide my desires from the man who has done this to me.





“I want you to make me a Mommy, sir. I want you to change me forever with your seed. I want to have your babies, Mr Andersen. I want to be your little girl, forever,” I say before I trail off into a whining, bucking mess as he licks me relentlessly.





I think of his huge, perfect daddy dick filling me with cum as I let go. I’ve never felt so satisfied.





I explode, soaking his face and gripping his head.





I don’t know where one orgasm ends and the other begins. Maybe it goes for hours. He slides me back into the hot tub when I go limp, draping me against his wide chest and kissing my neck.





“That was so hot, little girl. When you said all those things, I came in the water.”





“So I could be getting pregnant right now,” I murmur, still a bit delirious.





“Yes baby,” he says, raising an eyebrow. God his face is so handsome. I can’t believe he would want me. “Would you like that?”





“I would love that.”





Samuel hands me a towel and we cuddle on the sun loungers, watching the sun slip below the horizon.





“I think there’s something more I need,” I tell him when the ache starts up again. I guess he was right about my needy little pussy.





I feel empty, somehow, like there’s something I’m missing.





“Well, baby, the great thing is that I live right next door. If you need anything, you can let me know,” he says, cupping my pussy with his palm and slapping it gently.













CHAPTER 6









SAMUEL





A TENTATIVE KNOCK at the door wakes me up. It’s past midnight, the night air fragrant and heavy with humidity. I’ve been sleeping well, spent and exhausted from two sessions with the lovely little cum slut next door.





I open the front door to find Becca dripping with pool water and wearing just that tiny white bikini. I have to blink to make sure this isn’t a dream.





She rushes forward to curl against my chest, twining her hands into the fabric of my t-shirt. She’s shaking.





“I was feeling so funny and hot again, like when I fainted earlier. I thought maybe a swim would help. I just couldn’t sleep. And I wanted to see you,” she confesses.





I take in her slim, vibrating body, the way her nipples are eagerly poking through the thin fabric of her swimwear. She’s still aroused, I realize. Virtually on the edge of an orgasm, based on the way she’s shuddering against me.





I wrap my arms around her and inhale her fresh smell. My balls tighten. She turns me into such an animal.





In a state like this, a little slut like her would fuck any man who was near to her. Thank God that I’m the man who lives next door, that I get to see her in this state. It’s a risky thing, this need I’ve awoken inside her.





“What was keeping you awake, darling?” I ask her, making her a cup of hot tea and grabbing a towel from the linen cupboard.





I pretend that I don’t already know the answer. I need to hear her say it.





She sits in my lap and takes a sip of the tea, now wrapped in just a fluffy bathrobe. I can’t help but place a hand on her knee, just to feel that soft skin again.





“I kept thinking about what you said, about wanting to have more kids. I was thinking… What if you had them with me? I’m young, I can probably have quite a few kids. If you wanted.”





Sweet Jesus. She asks this so delicately, in such a quiet and breathy voice, as if it hasn’t been running through my head all night. As if it’s not my deepest desire, the reason I’ve been watching this young woman for the past month.





“I thought that was just something that made you horny, sweetheart. I wasn’t sure it was serious.”





Becca bites the tip of her finger, looking up at me from under her long lashes. “No, sir,” she says quietly. “I meant it.”





“Then I would love that, Becca,” I say.





She smiles widely, breathlessly and kisses me with hunger.





“Let’s start now, sir,” she says, grinding her mound against me.





“This is your first time, sweetheart. I have to make sure you’re ready,” I say. I pull the tie of the bathrobe and it falls open, revealing her naked body to me.





Her smooth skin is hot to touch, her nipples already standing on end on top of those heavy tits. I take one nipple in my mouth and tease it with my tongue. She hisses.





“I’m completely ready, Mr Andersen. I think I’ve been ready all spring, since I saw you shirtless for the first time. I just didn’t know it back then.”





Becca is not kidding. I reach down to her hot little pussy and the crease parts for me so perfectly. Her folds are already slick with moisture, the sensation of my finger gliding against her almost unbelievably frictionless.





“Little girl, have you been touching yourself?”





“I tried to, but it didn’t work,” she pouts. “It wasn’t the same as when you touched me. Especially not the same as your mouth.”





“That’s right,” I growl. “That’s because this is my pussy.”





Becca is so tiny that I can lift her onto my cock like she’s a toy.





With one hand, I pull apart her slit. With the other, I hold her slim waist and guide her slowly down onto my throbbing shaft. When I push into her, as gently as I can, she whimpers.





Her pussy pulses around my cock, the velvety tightness clouding my head. I want to slam into her. I want to empty my balls into this muscular hot channel as soon as I can. I hold back and try to be tender.





“Are you okay, sweetie?”





She takes a deep breath and I can feel it as she squeezes the tip of my cock. “Keep going. It’s stretching me, and it kinda hurts, but I need it so bad.”





I push a little deeper, and she cries out in pleasure. Her hands grip my arm. “Okay?” I ask and she nods, her eyes squeezed tightly shut.





I put both hands on her waist and start to bounce her up and down with the force of my thrusts. With every move she relaxes a little more. The view of her jiggling breasts is exquisite and I am panting at the thought that they will soon be filling up with milk for our child.





But if we want to do this properly… Her being on top is not the best idea.





“We’ve got to go upstairs to my bedroom, sweetheart. There’s a particular position I want to use to give us the best chance of knocking you up, okay?”





I stand up from the chair. Simply with the force of gravity, the move slides her further down onto my cock.





I let out a groan at being fully inside her velvety hot depths.





Becca comes apart at the feeling of my cock taking her virginity. Her face goes slack. Her mouth forms an O-shape, her full lips perfectly rounded. She lets out a cry that comes straight from her throat and claws her fingernails into my back, clinging onto me like a koala bear. I feel the beginning of her orgasm shudder through my cock.





“So massive,” she sobs into my chest. “But so good at the same time.”





Each step up the staircase jolts her again, bringing her closer to the edge. Her face is flushed and her breath is ragged as she tries to adjust to my cock, now fully inside her. Her pussy squeezes me desperately and I have to steel myself not to explode as I get to the top of the staircase.





Through gasps, she tells me that she feels like my cock has gone all the way into her stomach. Like it’s pushed the air out of her lungs.





As I lay her down on the bed, shifting the angle of my cock and pushing her legs behind her head, another orgasm hits her.





The pulsing of her tiny muscles around my cock makes my balls swell with arousal. Every part of my body is leading me to this one point. It has been for weeks, knowing that this sweet little girl was living on the other side of my fence all by herself.





And now, it’s ending the way I always wanted it to, with my cock buried to the hilt in the most perfect pussy I’ve ever encountered.





I use my weight to push her down into the bed with every thrust, ensuring I’m as far inside her as I can get. She’s whimpering every time now.





“You’re so deep inside me, sir,” she moans. “Your big cock fills me up so much.”





My balls slap against her entrance, heavy with cum. “I was made to fill you up, little girl,” I groan.





I only last get to pound into that tight pussy a few more times before I explode. Her muscles know exactly what to do, massaging and gripping my cock like a fucking machine designed to extract all of my cum. I pump her full of the biggest load I’ve ever produced.





When it’s over, when I’ve told her how well she did and kissed her tenderly, a deep pleasure washes over me at the sight of my seed oozing from her hole. Her pussy looks so well-used.





My neighbor is not a virgin anymore… All thanks to me. She may even be getting pregnant right now, as I look down at her lithe body.





I hope so. Because once she is bred, she’s mine. No other man is going to touch that pussy or grab her gorgeous tits. She will be my breeding slut, my little girl, my neighbor.





“We should try to keep that cum inside you, Becca,” I say. She moans as I scoop up the drops of cum and deposit them back inside her, by pushing two fingers back into her pussy. “Good little girl,” I coo as I press against her g-spot.





My cock is already stirring again as I push my first load back inside her, running my fingers around the sides of her hole to make sure none of it is being wasted.





“Baby, I think I need to be inside you again,” I say. “I really liked seeing my load dripping out of you.”





“Please, Mr Andersen. Give me another load of your yummy cum,” she squeals, tilting her hips up and holding her ankles back to allow me direct access to her tight pussy. As she opens herself up for me I can see my creamy mess already inside her.





The squelching sound that her pussy makes when I enter her makes my balls swell with pride.





If I wasn’t supposed to fuck a baby into this young woman, her used-up pussy would not feel this good wrapped around my cock.





“Fuck, my perfect little girl. We are so getting you pregnant today,” I groan as my mushroom head stretches her out again.





“I’m going to be such a good Mommy,” she sings, watching in awe as my massive cock plows into her cum-soaked hole.





I think my sweet, innocent neighbor is going to love her new life as my breeding slut.
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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.
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