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My Bully’s Baby: A Fertile Taboo Age Gap Erotic Romance








All I’ve ever gotten from Harris is hatred and mockery. And now he wants to knock me up?







My bestie’s older brother has always hated me. I could never figure out why. Ten years after I decided he was a monster, maybe he’s changed. In my darkest hour, he’s the one who helps. The old Harris was mean and guarded. The new Harris is caring and kind.

And when he proposes a new idea to help me recover, I’m surprised at how desperately I want it. My bully wants me to have his baby… And I think I’m going to say yes.







This is a smutty short story with an instalove romance plot. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA with marriage and pregnancy. Tropes include: age gap, forbidden love, baby-making, older man/younger woman.
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CHAPTER 1









ELLA





WOAH.





I grew up with Annabelle. She’s my best friend. I know that her family has money.





I just hadn’t processed that her big brother had done this well for himself. He does something in finance. I’ve never found out what. I don’t keep up with the minutiae of my former bully’s lifestyle.





Still, I wouldn’t have thought he had this kind of taste. I remember an angsty teenager who was burning with rage, locking himself in his room and listening to loud rock music. He always had a kind word for Annabelle but barely deigned to acknowledge my presence. If he did, it was a cutting comment about how annoying I was and how I should go home. It hurt. He was the only high schooler I knew, and it seemed like he hated my guts.





Home was not somewhere I wanted to be. That’s how Annabelle and I grew so close. I would spend my time at her lovely, calm home instead of walking into the chaos of my parents stressing about money and how to look after five kids.





When Annabelle’s parents split up, it was a shock to me as well. I hadn’t seen the chaos that lay just below the surface of their happy family. Maybe Harris was constantly mad at the world because he sensed something we were too young to see.





I ring the doorbell and step back to admire the hardwood exterior of Harris’s home. It’s expensive but not flashy. The house just fits in the natural environment. I don’t know architecture, but it looks so right that I’m sure someone got paid eye-watering sums of money to design this mansion.





The house is stunning, with views over a secluded valley down to a shimmering blue lake. The wind whispers through the pine trees, but there’s no one else around for miles. It’s peaceful. Stunning. Precisely the place I need to be as I try to quiet the raging grief that has been gnawing at me for months.





If only it didn’t mean living with my bully.





Harris Flynn opens the door and looks down at me with those solemn grey eyes and I wonder what he’s thinking. I’ve never been able to tell. That’s why it shocked me so much that he was mean to me, back when Annabelle and I were growing up together in Boulder Bay. We were kids, and I never thought a teenager would even notice me.





But he did, and it was terrifying.





“You know why you’re here, Ella.”





Harris is slouching against the doorframe, regarding me with those ice cold blue eyes. I hate that he looks this good in slacks and a white t-shirt. His eyes are narrowed as though he’s suspicious of me. I feel like I’ve plunged through ice into the water of a frozen lake. For a second, as he looks at me, I feel alive.





“This is a favor for Annabelle. She’s worried about you.”





I feel a tug at my heart as he mentions my best friend. She would be here if she could. At least, from my brief chats on the phone with her, she sounds happy. Contented and loved but exhausted, the way I expect new motherhood is making her feel.





Between me and her, I never thought that Annabelle would have kids first. Then, last year, everything changed — she graduated with her Master’s degree, acing her classes the way she always did. And within the first two weeks of starting work, she was in love with her boss.





I nod at Harris. “I know. Thank you for letting me stay. I just couldn’t be in Boulder Bay any longer. Not without them…” I try to swallow them down, but the tears rise until they spill out. My parents died in a house fire three months ago. I’m a wreck. I push a strand of red hair out of my eyes and wipe the hot tears away. My life is falling apart at the age of 22 and I’ve had to move in with my old bully. Things are not looking great.





A flicker of emotion passes across Harris’s face. Something like compassion. It’s not something I’ve seen before and I’m not sure if I like it.





I never thought I’d choose to be in a room with Harris Flynn. My tormentor. Just the sight of that handsome face, aging with a handsome grace that he doesn’t deserve, is enough to make my stomach turn somersaults.





Someone related to Annabelle must have a smattering of her kind heart.





And yet, all I’ve ever gotten from Harris is hatred.





I settle into a luxurious, quiet room with a view out over the forest. It’s an effort to leave and go face him, but I have to be polite.





I head downstairs to find him leaning against the dining table as though he’s been waiting for me. Maybe I’d be less hurt by his behavior towards me if I didn’t find him so attractive. He looks achingly good in the simple, casual clothing that hugs his muscled body. Not as though he’s trying to show off, but because his broad body is impossible to hide.





I push those thoughts out of my head. I can’t want Harris. He’s off-limits. Not only does he hate me, he’s also older than me, and it would be so hard for Annabelle… But I can’t deny that my crush on him made his taunting behavior sting all the more.





I pause in the doorway, just observing him, before I enter. There’s a dark shadow of stubble across his jawline that only highlights how wide and open his face is. He could be a friendly-looking person, I suppose, if he didn’t frown so much whenever he saw me. His muscled arms are folded against his chest, those biceps threatening to burst out of his t-shirt.





The kitchen-dining area opens out towards the valley with a view that drops away terrifyingly fast. I can see the breathtaking view through windows so expansive that I almost forget they’re there. The morning light beams in, filling up the space. There’s nowhere to hide.





“Good, you’re here.” Harris turns towards me as I enter. His voice is carefully neutral, as though he’s attempting to sound positive and upbeat and only got halfway there. I would laugh if the neutrality wasn’t covering up his deep hatred for me.





Once again, I question why I came. Was being alone worse than being with a man who hates me?





“I sure am here,” I shrug, holding my hands out and raising my eyebrows. The unspoken part is that I didn’t have anywhere else to go. He knows that. I know that.





“You know what I think you need?” He fixes me with that cool gaze again.





“No?” I’m a little frightened to find out what Harris thinks I need.





“A day out. How about a ride?” He points out the kitchen window to a helipad overlooking the valley.





I’ve never known anyone to casually suggest a ride in a helicopter before. Or to have their own helicopter, for that matter.





“In a helicopter?” My voice is squeaky, but I can’t help it. I’ve never been in a helicopter before. And I can’t believe that Harris is suggesting we spend time together.





“We can fly up there,” he points at a peak in the distance. “And then go hiking up into the mountains. I’ll show you the whole place. I think you’ll like it.”





“I don’t know.” I chew my lip, searching Harris’s face. He looks straight back, those deep eyes unreadable. He’s been kind to me, so far, but I still struggle to trust him.





“I promise. You’ll love it.” His deep voice makes me want to say yes. There’s a powerful, convincing edge to it. I don’t want to give him a win, but maybe a hike will do me some good.





“I’ve never been in a helicopter before.” I look out at the way the sheer cliffs drop away down to the valley. The mountains seem to go on forever up here. It’s a place where you could get lost for weeks without seeing another person. I wonder if that’s why Harris likes it.





“Come on, I’m not taking no for an answer,” he says. “Annabelle asked me to get you better, and this is how we’re gonna do it. Trust me, you’ll forget about anything else when you see this view.”





I want to trust him. I do. A handsome, wealthy man is inviting me on a free helicopter flight to see these beautiful mountains.





The problem is, I don’t trust him. I’ll never trust Harris Flynn again. But, if it will make me forget my grief for even a second, I’ll go on a helicopter flight with him.





I force myself to look into those unreadable blue eyes and believe, for a second, that Harris is trying to help me. “Okay.”









CHAPTER 2









HARRIS





I TRY TO keep my voice soft and kind as I tell Ella what to expect for our trip in the helicopter. It hurts me to see her flinch away with her golden eyes narrowed in suspicion as she looks at me. But I should expect that. It’s what I deserve for how I’ve treated her in the past.





I haven’t seen her in years. Annabelle never mentioned her to me. Until she begged me to support her the way she couldn’t, while she raises her baby in Paris with her new husband. “Please, Harris, be kind to her. She’s been through so much.”





I was all wrong about Ella. Unfair to her as well. I cringe as I rake over it. My inappropriate behavior was inexcusable. Other teenagers go through worse without lashing out.





That time is a haze of rage and confusion. I went away to boarding school at ten, the same school my father had attended. I only came home for the summers. The divorce sprang out of nowhere and turned my life upside down.





More than anything, I wanted our family to be the same as it always had been. Instead, it was being split in half by my parents’ divorce, and I was away at boarding school. I was old enough to feel like I should do something. I felt weak that I couldn’t.





When I came home for the summers, being shuttled between my parents’ houses week to week, Annabelle was the one person I could rely on. She was the one person going through the same thing as me.





I guess I resented her for taking my sister away from me. When I would come back home for the summers, it would just be Annabelle and Ella, giggling and whispering among themselves.





Ella was there for her as our parents split up. I didn’t have anyone there for me. I never talked about it with my boarding school friends. Any display of weakness among those children of the rich and famous would have been exploited within seconds. The thing with growing up rich is, it’s lonely. Painfully so.





Of course, I see now that wasn’t Ella’s fault. But I was young and dumb and angry.





At least now I can try to make it up to Ella. I hope it works.





I take her hand and help her up into the helicopter. Her hazel eyes widen, surprised, but she lets me help her into the cockpit and strap her in. She looks around for a second until it clicks. “Wait, who’s flying this thing?”





“I am.” I push on my sunglasses. The look of terror on Ella’s face is not a vote of confidence in my piloting skills, but I let it slide. I’ve given her so many reasons not to trust me. Now I need to prove to her she can.





“Okayyy.” She bites her lip and the sight of that bouncy softness sends a rush through me. “And you are qualified to do that, right?”





I grin. “I’ve been doing this for years, Ella. And yes, I have a helicopter pilot’s license. Just try to relax and enjoy the view. It’s supposed to be fun.”





She doesn’t look relaxed, but lets me put on her headset, tucking one of her auburn curls behind her ear. She clearly doesn’t trust me yet, but it will take time, I remind myself.





“Give me a thumbs up if you can hear me,” I tell her and she does, smiling a little. I congratulate myself. It’s the first smile I’ve seen from her since she arrived. I suppose I have myself to blame for that. I haven’t been kind to Ella. Now I want her to trust me more than anything in the world.





It’s perfect weather for flying. Sunny, calm and clear. The sky is wide open before us as I pilot the helicopter to Snowfall Ridge, the top of the mountain range.





“Wow, there’s snow up here,” Ella says, staring in amazement out the window as the landscape shifts from green to white.





“We’re a long way above sea level now.”





We land in a meadow a little below the snowline. The wind is still bitterly cold, and I make sure Ella puts on the spare jacket I’ve packed.





“I’m not sure fluorescent orange is my color.” She twirls in the jacket anyway and I try not to ogle the curves that her activewear does nothing to hide.





“It’s for safety, not fashion. If a storm came in, we’d need rescuers to find us. I’ve got a locator beacon right here. Besides, I get to wear the matching jacket.” I pull on the bright yellow coat with its reflectors.





“We look ridiculous.”





“Ridiculous, but safe. That’s kinda the point.”





I don’t think she’d believe me, but I think Ella could look good wearing a sack. Even with a hoodie, black leggings, her hair back in a simple ponytail and no make-up in sight, I’m still more attracted to her than I have been to any of the girls I’ve dated in the last few years.





She shrugs off her jacket as we climb higher. With every step, her round, peach shaped ass bounces in those black leggings. Her long red hair swishes with her graceful movements as she climbs up the ridge with sure-footed grace.





I thought I was doing this for Annabelle’s sake, to look after her best friend when she couldn’t. But maybe there’s an ulterior motive at play, I realize as I admire how good Ella looks in her activewear.





Right now, I’m cursing how my younger self has ruined any chance I could have had of something more with this stunning woman.





“Ella, I wanted to apologize. For the way I treated you.” I tell her when we stop for a break, handing her a water bottle from my pack. From this angle, I have the perfect view of her cleavage where she’s unzipped her running top and my cock is aching. Her perky, round breasts are pushed together as though they’re begging for me to kiss that creamy skin. She’s out of breath and with every gasp her tits threaten to burst out of that top.





Her pretty face is glowing with exhilaration from the hike, but that doesn’t stop the flash of pain that passes across at the mention of my cruelty. She pauses for a moment, looking at me with her hand on her hip like she’s trying to decide whether she wants to have this conversation. I’d understand if she didn’t.





“I thought you hated me.”





I shake my head. What I feel right now is so far from hate that it’s hard to explain it to her, to remember what I was feeling all those years ago. “It wasn’t about you. It was about our family.”





“The divorce?”





I nod. “Kids at boarding school were old enough to understand what happened. That Mom left Dad for his best friend. It was splashed all over the papers, with everyone knowing who we were and that our home was being sold and that was the reason.”





Ella looks up at me, her eyes soft. “I don’t think I really understood what was going on back then.”





“Those days, Annabelle was all I had. And instead of talking to me, she talked to you. Of course I didn’t want you around. You took my sister away from me. That’s how it felt, anyway.” I tear my eyes away from Ella, scared of revealing how upset thinking about that time makes me. I keep walking up the track towards the ridge, my eyes fixed on the horizon as I try to push down the tears.





“But it wasn’t just while we were kids, Harris.” Ella’s voice is stony and distant as she calls after me. “Don’t you remember Annabelle’s party two years ago?”





My blood runs cold. I stop in my tracks. I’d forgotten that comment.





Just two years ago. At Annabelle’s twentieth birthday party. Ella had been walking around in a champagne-colored silk dress that revealed every inch of her heavenly curves. It flashes back to me in perfect detail.





I was consumed with need. I had to feel her. I had to touch her. I had to taste her. I took her hand without a word and led her off the dance floor. I can still remember the way hope surged through me. Hope that things could be different between us, now that we were older.





On instinct, I’d put my hands on her waist and pushed her against the wall. I knew what I wanted and I hoped she’d feel the same.





Only, when Ella looked up at me and narrowed those wide hazel eyes, there was a flicker of fear. I realized she still hated me. The wounds of everything I’d done all those years ago hadn’t faded. And I had absolutely zero chance of seducing this perfect angel.





And instead of bending down to kiss those pillowy pink lips, the way I wanted to, what had come out of my mouth was a jab. “Still hanging around here, Ella? What’s wrong with your own family, anyway?”





I can remember how my mouth twisted into a smirk, as though what I was saying was funny. It was almost automatic to revert to that walled-off teenaged bully. As though it was my reflex to hurt her instead of laying my feelings on the table and giving her the chance to reject me.





Ella hadn’t replied. I remember that. She’d blinked as though clearing away a fog from her mind. Then she looked at me evenly, as though what I’d said hadn’t surprised her at all. Within a second, she’d ducked away silently, arranging her gorgeous face into a blank mask, and walked back to the dance floor.





Later that night, I had to watch her dancing with another man, looping her arms around his neck, whispering something against his cheek. Smiling, comfortable, joyful. I don’t know why I couldn’t even try to apologize.





I pause on the track. Ella tries to push past me, but I stop her and place my hands on my shoulders. “I’m really sorry, Ella. That was… I was such an asshole to you. You did nothing to deserve that.”





“I know. I just didn’t get why, Harris. I still don’t.” There are tears in her eyes as she looks up at me now. “God, it’s stupid to cry when there are so many worse things in my life. But that really hurt me.”





Her words are like a jolt of freezing ice to my hopes. I have so much work to do if I ever want this angel to trust me again.









CHAPTER 3









ELLA





I WAKE UP sweating to a knock at the door. I untangle the twisted blankets and pull them over me. My heart is racing, no matter how deeply I breathe. Judging from the light peeking in around the curtain, it’s morning. I haven’t slept so long in months — since before the house fire that killed my parents — and I feel disoriented.





“I heard you screaming, Ella,” Harris says as he enters. His brow is creased with concern, and there’s a smattering of stubble along his jaw. He’s wearing running shorts and a faded t-shirt advertising the Boulder Bay half-marathon. It reassures me to see him looking so much less polished and crisp than he did when I arrived. I sneak a glance at his thick thighs, then push this silly crush out of my head again.





“Sorry. I didn’t realize I did that. It was just a bad dream.” I’m aware of what a mess I must look. I can feel that my hair elastic has moved down to the end of my hair and I pull it out, combing a hand through the tangled mess of curls.





At least I slept. After our hike on the ridge, I slept more deeply than I have in months, feeling exhausted in a good way, instead of tossing and turning.





“Here.” Harris hands me a bowl of cereal. “I was making breakfast, anyway.” To my surprise, he takes a seat at the end of the bed and watches me. He must be seriously concerned. I wonder if he’s reporting back to Annabelle on my wellbeing.





“What were you dreaming about?” His deep voice is surprisingly soft, like he’s trying to show me he’s not a threat. I appreciate it. Despite everything, I open up to him.





“I can’t remember all of it, but it’s them. My parents. They’re trapped in the house, and I can’t… I can’t save them.” I don’t want to talk to him about this, but I have no one else to tell.





Harris rakes a hand through his dark hair. “I’m sorry, Ella. You know none of that was your fault, right?”





I nod. “I know it. But I don’t believe it. Or, at least, some part of me doesn’t.”





My parents died in an electrical fire. A freak accident. Only, I was supposed to be home that night. Instead, I was out with college friends. Some part of me believes it would have been different if I’d been home. That’s the part of me that wakes up screaming and wrecked with guilt every night.





“Well, we have to work on that. Can’t have you waking up like this every night.” Harris’s throat bobs as he swallows. He invites me on a run with him, but I shake my head. All I want to do this morning is curl up with mindless reality TV — once I’ve showered and gotten rid of the sense of this nightmare on my skin.





It’s weird that Harris is acting nice. It doesn’t feel like he’s pretending on Annabelle’s behalf anymore. He seems concerned for me and that throws me off a little.





I’m realizing that he wasn’t a monster. He was a teenager trying to process his parent’s divorce and wanting to hold on to the one stable piece of joy in his life: Annabelle. My best friend.





Because my subconscious won’t shut up, this becomes our routine. I wake up screaming early in the morning and Harris brings me breakfast. He sits on the end of my bed and lets me tell him about the dreams until I feel safe again.





One night I wake and it’s still dark. Fragments of the dream flash through my mind. I wrap my arms around myself. I’m half-hoping, half-dreading the idea that I’ve woken Harris up. Talking through my dreams with him over these past few weeks has been helping. It helps calm the panic that tells me, however irrationally, I should have saved my parents.





The dreams are always a variation on that theme. My parents are drowning and I go to throw a life ring to save them, but it drifts away in the current. They’re about to drink poison and I try to tell them, but they can’t hear me. And on and on it goes, the different ways my subconscious can hold me responsible for this pain that rips through my body.





To my relief, I hear a noise outside and Harris appears in the doorway, rubbing sleep from his eyes.





“Are you okay, Ella?” His voice is husky with sleep.





“I’m sorry I woke you up.”





“Don’t be sorry,” he scoffs as he enters the room. “I’m supposed to be looking after you, remember? I need to know when you’re hurting like this.”





In the night, the rules are different. He doesn’t just sit on the end of the bed. He climbs in beside me and pulls me to his chest. I inhale his warm firewood scent and let myself relax in his arms. I only realize I’m sobbing when he wipes away my tears.





“Shh, it’s okay, just relax,” he tells me and in this moment, his deep, gruff voice is the balm I need. “You didn’t do anything, Ella. You just had a bad dream. You’re safe.” He murmurs against the top of my head, one hand stroking through my curls, until I relax against his solid torso. I can feel the rise and fall of his broad chest in a steady rhythm against my back, and it calms me.





The tension inside me uncoils. He traces his hand lower, down the centre of my back, and warmth starts to roll through my muscles. Like something unfurling within me.





“Is this okay?” he asks, his breath tickling my neck.





I just nod, not wanting to break this spell. The steady feeling of his strong hands splayed against my waist makes me feel secure.





This is a different Harris from the teenager who bullied me. The doubt in my heart melts away. Back then, he was unpredictable. Now he’s stable and trustworthy.





Harris pauses with his hands on my hips. I don’t want him to stop. I let my legs fall open, just a little, and he lets out a low groan against my neck.





“Are you sure, Ella?” His voice is husky with sleep. He sounds incredulous, like he can’t believe that this is happening. I feel the same way.





“Please. Don’t stop.” I feel lighter and less stressed than I have in months. Even if I don’t fully understand why, I need this to continue.





As Harris slides his hand under the waistband of my panties, nothing else matters. I let the breathless pleasure spread through my body until I feel like I’m floating as he presses my clit in a delicious circle.





“Fuck, angel, you’re already wet for me.” He traces his fingers over my sensitive skin and kisses my neck.





I melt against his chest as he explores up and down my slit with those thick fingers. A trail of heat follows every touch and pretty soon I’m sighing and grinding myself against his hand.





As he pushes his fingers inside me, he lets out a soft grunt.





“God, you feel good.” His voice is a low growl as he pulls me closer and places a kiss on the top of my head. At his words, my pussy clenches tight around his fingers. “That’s right, baby.”





Then he withdraws his hand and pushes me onto my back. I scramble to cling to his arm and let out a whine. “Don’t stop, Harris.”





“It’s okay, angel. I’m just going to taste you now, okay? I have to know what you taste like.”





Harris arranges a pillow under my ass, and traces his hands down my hips as he pulls my panties down to my knees.





He starts by just kissing each of my thighs, his stubble rough against my soft skin. He makes his way towards my centre, teasing me with the gentle pressure of his lips. I need more. I lift my hips towards his face and he chuckles.





Finally, he opens me up with a slow lick and groans at the taste. “Ella, you taste better than I imagined. I could do this all day.”





I half-hope that he does. When he finds my swollen nub, teasing it with his tongue, I twine my hands in his hair and hold him close. I feel him let out a chuckle at my desperation.





With that hot, hungry mouth, he feasts on my pussy like he’s a starving man.





I’m trembling with need as Harris makes me cum, not stopping until the waves of my orgasm have receded and I’m panting, relaxed, on the bed.





“Thank you, Harris,” I whisper. I can’t believe that just happened. And I’m worried that it might be addictive.





“That was the best cunt I’ve ever tasted, Ella.” Hearing his low, serious voice saying such dirty things sends a thrill through my body.





“I don’t think I’ve ever come that hard,” I say, still a little dazed from the shock of Harris Flynn making me orgasm.





Harris’s blue eyes turn serious for a moment. He strokes my hair back and pulls the covers back up over my naked body. He looks at me as though he’s about to say something, but seems to decide against it.





Instead, he just rests his heavy hand against my forehead for a moment, as though he’s making sure that I’m okay.





Then the old Harris comes back and his mouth twists into a grin again, as though he’s just pulled a great prank. It gives me whiplash, how quickly he shifts into a totally different person.





“Do you think that will help with your nightmares?” he smirks as he pulls the door shut. He can’t resist making an asshole comment like that. I throw a pillow after him, but I’m smiling.









CHAPTER 4









HARRIS





ELLA’S WORRIED ABOUT something. Her nightmares kept her awake for hours last night. I woke to find her shaking and drenched in sweat. She went hiking alone this morning and came back with that storm cloud still hanging over her.





There’s pain flickering across her delicate features again, just like when she first arrived here. I thought I’d been doing a good job of helping her through it, but it’s returned now.





While I’m making lunch, she finally tells me what’s on her mind.





“I have to go back to Boulder Bay tomorrow. Something to do with the will. The head of the estate needs to talk to me.”





“I’ll come with you,” I volunteer. It’s automatic to want to help her through what is an arduous task for her. Maybe it’s too quick, because Ella looks at me with surprise. “How will you get to sleep otherwise?” I tease her to defuse the speed of my response.





That wins me a smile. She tucks her hair behind her ears and nods, her cheeks flushing.





“Fine, you can come. Only if you’re nice.”





“I promise. In fact, I think I’ve been pretty nice lately.” I raise my eyebrow and Ella blushes even more. She’s gorgeous when she has a bit of color in her cheeks. I couldn’t have imagined this shy, lovely, joyful expression on her face when she first arrived here.





“Plus, it’s a good excuse to take out the helicopter.”





“I can’t arrive at Boulder Bay in a helicopter, Harris.”





“But I can. There’s a helipad at Dad’s new place.”





“Fine.” She rolls her eyes. “One day we’re going on a road trip like normal people.”





I like the sound of that. Going on a road trip. That there’s a world where Ella and I can do things together like normal people.





The next morning we’re ready to, our overnight bags packed for a quick trip back to Boulder Bay. Ella doesn’t want to stay there long. I’m glad I can be there for her while she goes through this.





Through the meeting with the estate lawyers, Ella grips my hand the entire time, her fingernails making half moons on the back of my hand.





“I didn’t realize I did that. Sorry Harris,” she gasps when I show her after the meeting.





“Now who’s the bully?” I joke and Ella rolls her eyes.





“I just hate dealing with all this stuff.” She sighs sadly and I want to wrap her in my arms right there until she feels okay again.





We explore the beach for a while, enjoying the afternoon sunshine.





Then we go for dinner with my father and his new wife. Their home looks right out onto the bay, but there’s something sterile and unwelcoming about it. It’s nothing like the home I grew up in before the divorce.





“Oh, Ella,” my dad says when he sees her. “Back in Boulder Bay and at our place again. I see you’ve found another of our children to latch onto.”





I hope this is some kind of weird joke. But Ella looks like she’s been slapped in the face, her hazel eyes wide and her expression blank with shock.





“Dad, what the fuck?” I hope there’s an explanation for this.





“Well, I’m sorry I offended you, Harris, but that’s always been Ella’s style.” His lips curl into a smile. “She’s been after the Flynn money since she was just a little kid.”





“That’s ridiculous.”





I reach for Ella’s hand, but she’s already getting up from the dining table, tears filling her eyes.





“You have to watch out for social-climbing girls like her, Harris. I thought you knew that.”





I turn to see Ella racing through the dining room towards the front door, her red hair streaming behind her.





“Ella, wait,” I call after her. I hear the door slam. I head inside to pick up our overnight bags.





Loaded up with the bags, I head back out to the balcony.





“That crossed a line, Dad. You ever wonder why Annabelle’s staying in another continent and I never visit? This is why.”





His face is neutral, as though I’ve made a comment about the weather. He opens his mouth like he’s going to say something, then closes it again.





“Yeah, that’s what I thought. Get in touch when you’re ready to apologize.”





“Harris, you’re being unreasonable,” he calls after me, but I’m already out the door. I find Ella making her way down the street and jogging to catch up with her.





I go to hug her, but she flinches away. Fuck. I curse my father. Back to square one with the girl of my dreams because of his asshole behavior.





She gives a weak, apologetic smile. “Sorry, Harris, it just reminded me so much of the way you used to act towards me. That was exactly what you sounded like, you know.”





“Like father, like son.” That’s it then. Everything is ruined.





Then, to my surprise, Ella grabs my hand. “No. Not anymore. I don’t believe you’re like that anymore.”





“I’m trying not to be, at least.”





I find a hotel where we can stay instead of my dad’s place. We’re lucky to snag one of the last rooms available because of some convention on in the town centre.





“I’ll take the couch,” I tell Ella when we get there and discover there’s only one bed.





“You don’t have to, Harris. It’s not like we’re unfamiliar with each other, anyway.” She’s blushing again, and I resist the urge to kiss her.





She might be okay with me now, she might tolerate my presence, but she’s still hurt from earlier today. I should take it slow.





When Ella slides into bed beside me wearing a blue lacy nightdress, my resolution crumbles away. Through the thin fabric I can’t ignore the swell of her breasts and the curve of round ass. I can’t forget how good it feels to hold her in my arms, to squeeze those perky breasts, to hear the breathy moans she makes as she gives in to pleasure.





The words slip out before I can think them through. It may be unwise. But I don’t regret them.





“That nightdress would look even better on the floor, angel.”





Ella looks at me with her gorgeous hazel eyes aflame with desire. She places both hands on the covers and crawls over to my side of the bed.





“Maybe you should take it off me then, Harris.” Her voice is breathy and low. I keep my eyes on hers as I slide the spaghetti straps down her arms, exposing those perfect breasts. Her pink nipples harden and she straightens her spine a little, pushing her chest forward to me.





I bring my hand between her legs to find that she’s not wearing panties. “Were you planning to tease me with that bare pussy all night, angel? Or did you know I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands off you for a minute?”





“I just needed to know whether you really wanted me, Harris.”





Her cheeks burn as I trace my hands down her waist, sliding the silky fabric down to her knees. Ella is naked in front of me now, on all fours on the bed.





I take her chin gently and plant a kiss on her lips, unable to stop my hunger for her. She was perfectly designed to tempt me. Her smell, her figure, her soft touchable skin all calls to me, irresistible.





Her lips part and I hear her breath hitch in her throat as I take her bottom lip between my teeth and tug it.





“And what do you think now, Ella?” I ask her as I pull her forward, situating that hot pussy right over the bulge in my briefs. “Do I want you?”





“I think so, yes,” she breathes as she grinds against me. Her wide eyes flutter shut in pleasure as I rub myself against her.





“Well, if you only think so, I’d better prove it to you.” I murmur against her neck before I suck at her silken skin.









CHAPTER 5









ELLA





HARRIS’S LIPS BRUSH against my neck until he’s sucking at my flesh so intensely that it’s like he wants to swallow me whole. Every touch sends moisture rushing between my legs. He’s going to leave a mark, for sure, but I don’t care. I want him as close as physically possible.





He brings his hands to my breast, rolling my nipples between his fingers as he continues to grind his steel-like cock against me.





It’s too much. I let out a cry of need and reach for his briefs. I slide the waistband down to set free his thick cock. The feeling of his swollen flesh against my damp pussy eases some of my need.





“Not very patient, are you angel?” he groans as I stroke his length, bringing him to my entrance.





“Not at all. Please,” I beg him. “I want it, Harris.”





“We don’t have any protection, baby,” he reminds me, stroking my sensitive clit until I’m shuddering over his hands.





That should worry me. I can’t bring myself to care. Not when I can feel his big, throbbing cock right against my slit. Not as I bring my hands to his balls and feel how swollen and taut they are. He needs this. I need this.





“Oh God, but I need you inside me. I can feel how hard you are, Harris.”





Harris pulls me towards him with one of those huge hands flat on the back of my head and kisses me deeply.





“I could get you pregnant, angel. You know that, right?” From the way he’s looking at me, I don’t think he hates that idea. No, there’s a new intensity in his eyes. I feel his cock twitch in my hands.





I just nod and lower myself onto that thick cock.





Harris grips my waist to steady me. The sensation of that massive cock makes my body go limp with pleasure. He touches every nerve ending inside me. Warm relaxation and pleasure flows through me as he splits me open.





“It’s so big,” I cry out, steadying myself with my hand on his chest. Slowly, I relax, circling my hips around him as I lower myself to take more.





“Oh fuck, fuck Ella, that’s right, bring that tight pussy down onto me,”





I bounce a few times as he grips my waist to support me. I rotate my hips, grinding on his cock to find new sensations. He’s so big that he fills me up entirely, hitting all the spots where I need him.





“Make yourself cum on my cock, Ella. Make yourself cum and then, when you’re spent, I’m going to fill up that sweet pussy with my cum, okay?”





I like the sound of being filled up by Harris.





It doesn’t take long to do exactly what he wants. Harris fondles my breasts with his big hands, rolling my nipple between his thumb and forefinger, and I tilt my head back in pleasure.





The sound echoes off the walls. “That’s right baby, let everybody know how good this cock makes you cum.”





As my orgasm rushes through me, I can hardly hold myself up anymore. The sensation is so intense. My pussy pulses around his thick cock, squeezing tight. Harris pulls me down to his chest and thrusts up, his breath becoming more and more strained as he reaches the edge.





I’m limp with pleasure as he impales me again and again with that massive cock, sending shockwaves through my body every time he hits the end of my channel.





He doesn’t stop bouncing my body on top of him. Those powerful hips piston in and out of me with determination. The friction builds and builds between us again. I whimper as another orgasm rushes through me, even more powerful than the last.





“Fuck, that pussy is trying to draw every drop of cum out of me, angel.” I can feel it too, the way my walls are closing in around him.





Finally, with a long groan, he bottoms out inside me and I feel that rush of deliciously hot cum fill me up.





“Oh baby, fuck, I could do that all day,” he groans, holding me still as he plugs the cum inside me. My body is vibrating with pleasure as he crushes me against his muscled body, covering my face with kisses as his cock softens inside me.





This is risky. But I can’t bear the thought of him pulling out yet. As Harris kisses me gently, keeping his cum plugged inside me with his cock, I feel safe and warm and protected. We lie there for minutes, breathing together, and Harris strokes his giant hands up and down my spine.





As he pulls out, I feel a rush of cum dripping out, overflowing, and coating my inner thighs. He brings me a glass of water and stares at me with reverence for a few seconds. I feel self-conscious, thinking I must look like a mess, and then I realize Harris is rock hard again.





“Ella, your pussy looks so fucking sexy like this. There’s so much cum everywhere. You’re glistening with it.”





He can’t resist touching it, sliding his cum up and down my slit.





“Fuck, Harris, there’s so much cum.” I moan as he pushes it back inside me with two fingers. “That feels so good.”





He slaps my pussy, and it makes an embarrassingly wet sound. I can’t resist moaning. When I see he has taken his cock in his fist and is jerking off as he fingers me, another gush of heat makes its way between my legs.





“That pretty pussy looks so hot, baby. God, I just want to do this to you all the time.” Harris finds my swollen clit with his thumb and swirls it in relentless circles until I’m crying out desperately.





I grip his muscled forearm and plead with him, not caring how pathetic this is. I think he wants this too.





“Finish inside me again, Harris.”





I can’t believe I’m asking for this. After being so full of his cum already, after he pushed it back into me, I crave more. I crave Harris exploding with that warm rush deep inside me again, the feeling of those velvety balls slapping against my pussy as he stuffs me with that giant cock.





I find myself hoping that I do get pregnant.





“Are you sure, Ella?” He rakes a hand through his hair as he looks down at me.





“I know you need to cum again.” His cock is leaking precum already, swollen and thick. It’s so beautiful and veiny, standing to attention against his stomach. I lick my lips as I look at the drop of precum oozing from the head.





“Be careful, angel, or I’ll think you want me to get you pregnant.” Harris positions himself over me, dragging his cock in agonizingly slow strokes over my filled-up pussy.





I blush. “Is it that obvious?”





Harris’s eyes go dark with desire. “Angel,” he groans as he pushes into me. I’m so slick with his cum that he slides in easily. “If that’s what you want, I’ll keep you filled with so much cum that you’ll always be leaking into your panties.”





My stomach flips with pleasure at the sound of that. I let out a needy moan.





“Is that what you want, baby?” He asks, that intensity growing in his eyes as I nod eagerly.





“God yes.”





There’s no restraint this time. Harris is fucking me hard. He pushes my legs back to open me up so he can bottom out inside me each time. I just offer up my pussy like a vessel to be filled with his seed.





He lets out a breathless growl as I let him rearrange me on the bed so he can get as deep as possible. “That’s a good girl. You’ll do whatever I want if I fill up this pussy, won’t you?”





“Whatever you want, Harris.” I claw at his back to pull him closer, as he pumps in and out of me with aggressive thrusts.





“So deep, so deep,” I gasp. It’s all I can summon the breath to say as he rearranges my insides with powerful thrusts.





“Take it, take my cum inside that needy little pussy, angel,” he groans as he finishes inside me for a second time. He fills me up so much that my pussy can’t contain it. Cum flows out onto my thighs and his cock.





“Fuck, your load feels so good inside me,” I cry out, relaxing onto the bed. I feel satisfied. I feel full. And, despite everything, with my bully’s cum soaking into my womb, I feel hopeful for the future.









CHAPTER 6









HARRIS






ONE WEEK LATER…






I don’t know when Ella decided she trusted me. Maybe one of those nights, when I held her shaking body as the nightmares faded away, some switch flipped.





I’m grateful as hell that it’s happened.





Because now she trusts me enough to get her pregnant. To stay with me forever. And I’ve somehow got everything I want.





Ella is still napping under the blankets when I come back from my morning run. Those nightmares have gone away this week.





Mission accomplished, Annabelle, I think. Not only have I cured Ella’s nightmares, I’ve given her something more than that.





“Ella, baby, are you ready to get knocked up?” I growl, and she lets out a giggle as I peel off her silk nightdress.





“That’s right baby, show me that pretty pussy.” She spreads her legs for me and shows me how wet she is.





“Naughty girl, Ella, have you been touching yourself this morning?”





“Maybe,” she pouts. “You went on a long run this morning, and I was excited about our breeding session.”





Her pale skin glows with excitement, and her hazel eyes are shining brightly as she looks up at me. “I guess that means you don’t need me to taste you this morning,” I smile, reaching down to play with her swollen bud anyway.





“I thought I could taste you this morning instead,” she says in a husky tone, crawling on all fours to slip down the waistband of my shorts.





She takes my cock in both hands and wets it with her spit until it’s gleaming. Then, ever-so-gently, she kisses the tip with those pillowy lips.





“Fuck, you’re a little tease, Ella.” I place one hand on the back of her head to guide her deeper onto my cock. She opens her mouth wider and bobs her head to swirl her tongue around my cock.





“That’s it baby, that feels damn good. Do you like getting to taste this thick cock? The cock that’s going to get you pregnant?”





She moans around my cock as I tell her what I’m going to do to her.





“I won’t finish in your mouth, angel, that would be a waste. When I tell you I’m close, I want you to bend over the bed and spread your legs for me.”





She nods her head and lets out a moan. I push deeper into her mouth and relish the excitement of exploring another one of her wet, tight holes. Ella trusts me now. I can do whatever I want with my angel as long as I keep her full of my cum.





Feeling those pillowy lips wrapped around my cock is bringing me close to the edge. “Okay, baby, I’m close,” I tell her.





Just like I told her, Ella bends over the bed and spreads her legs for me. That glistening pink pussy is on display for me.





As I push inside her in one quick stroke, she cums with a shuddering moan.





“You like it nice and deep, don’t you, Ella?”





She’s gasping, gripping at the blankets, still a little dazed from her orgasm. Nothing makes her cum harder than when I talk dirty to her about how much I want to get her pregnant.





From this angle, I can admire the soft indent of her spine and the juicy flare of her hips. Every inch of Ella is so soft and welcoming and begging to be impregnated.





“You’ll make such a fucking sexy mother, Ella.” I push my way even deeper inside her, groaning at the warmth of her pussy. That tight cunt wraps around my cock with just the right amount of pressure.





Ella lets out a sweet little gasp as I bottom out inside her. She twists back to look at me as I grind my hips in a tantalizing circle. Her eyes go wide, her full lips parting, and a silent orgasm hits her. She braces herself against the bed, bucking her hips back to take me deeper.





I lean forward to kiss and suck at her neck. She squeezes her eyes shut with pleasure but I can feel her pulsing around my cock, her thighs trembling.





It feels dangerously good. We’ve barely been going a few minutes and already I want to pump in and out of Ella until she’s full with my load. I could do it, and then do it again, I remind myself. We’ve got all the time in the world.





I flip Ella onto her back so I can watch her face as I fill her up. “Are you ready for me to fill you up, baby?”





“Yes, please, Harris, give me your cum,” she begs, pulling her legs even further back. I slide an inch deeper.





I look down at my cock, where it splits her open. That tight pussy is dripping with moisture. Every move increases my delicious need for her.





I place my hand on Ella’s taut lower belly. “Soon my baby’s going to be in here, angel. Your belly will swell up nice and round, those perky breasts will get heavy and full, and everyone will know that I’ve claimed that sweet little pussy.”





Ella looks up at me with helpless need. “I can’t wait, Harris,” she tells me breathlessly. “I can’t wait to carry your baby.”





She’s so desperate to get pregnant that she begs me like this every day. As I bottom out, those velvety pussy walls pulse around me like they’re trying to milk every last drop out of my cock.





I groan loudly as I finish inside her. “Take it, angel, take all that cum inside that tight pussy.”





As I pull out of her, I admire the thick load that slips out of her pink, swollen folds, glazing her with my seed.





I want to keep Ella like this all the time. My pretty little cum dump, claimed with load after load of my seed.









EPILOGUE









ELLA





THE RECEPTIONIST AT Harris’s office gives me a knowing smirk as I make my way up to his office once again.





This week has been a new level of crazy pregnancy hormones. Luckily, there’s a very comfortable couch in Harris’s office where he can give me what I need.





I don’t care if I’m being unreasonable and demanding. I crave my husband’s cock so desperately now that he’s knocked me up.





His face breaks into a smile when he sees me stride into his office and lock the door behind me. My pussy tingles with anticipation at the possessive look in his eyes as he rakes his eyes up and down my pregnant body.





“Well, well, well. Look who couldn’t stay away for a few hours, hmm? I might have to work from home for a while to keep that needy pregnant pussy satisfied.” He pulls me in between his legs where he’s sitting at his desk, grabbing the flesh of my hips. I kiss him with aching need.





“Oh, just shut up and fuck me, Harris,” I tease him and he slaps my ass.





I strip off my dress in front of him. He runs his hands over my swollen stomach before squeezing my aching breasts. He pulls me onto his lap to straddle him so he can have easier access to my heavy tits.





“You like it when I tease those nipples, don’t you, baby? Before you get this cock, I might have to taste you again.”





He dips his head to take one of my sensitive nipples into his mouth. The wet warmth of his mouth is welcome relief and I find myself moaning as he swirls his tongue around me.





This is all new to us. My breasts have only just started leaking this past week. But Harris is already obsessed with draining my milky titties. And I have to admit that I love the sensation of giving him what he craves.





“These pregnant titties are so sexy, baby.” He nuzzles his face against my breasts, deep in my cleavage.





I arch my back and press deeper into his mouth and he sucks at me again. “Fuck, that’s right, feed me that delicious cream.”





I’m soaking my panties from the sensation of my husband draining my pregnant breasts. He sucks greedily at my swollen breasts until I’m moaning and cupping his head to my chest.





“Thank you, baby,” he groans with satisfaction. “Your tits are only growing more and more gorgeous.”





Harris reaches between my legs to find me trembling and dripping wet. I let out a whimper at the feeling of his rough fingers stroking my sensitive bud.





“Show me how wet and ready for me you are, baby.”





He pushes me forward so that I’m braced with my hands on his desk as he spreads apart my asscheeks to look at my soaked pussy.





“Look at that. You’re dripping for me, angel. How much do you need this cock right now, hmm?”





I blush. “Please, Harris, I need it so bad. I’ve been thinking about this all morning. Please give me what I need.”





“Because you’ve been such a good girl today, baby.” I feel him position the blunt head of his cock at my entrance.





“Thank you, Harris,” I say and it turns into a drawn-out moan because he pushes all the way inside me in one long stroke. His cock rules my life right now and Harris knows it all too well. He’ll fuck me on his own time until I’m helplessly begging for his cum.





As he rails me from behind, circling his hips the way he knows drives me crazy, my husband uses that filthy mouth to remind me I’m his pregnant slut.





“You need a reminder of the cock that put that baby in you, don’t you, darling? Every second of every day, your body is telling you to find me and make sure that I’m satisfied. Well, I don’t think I’m going to get enough of sinking into this pussy. Or drinking from those titties.”





Harris rests one possessive hand on my pregnant belly as he finishes inside me with a low moan. The gush of his hot cum inside me brings on my orgasm, too. I brace myself against his desk as my husband pumps me full of his seed.





He pulls out carefully and gently pulls my panties up. I will be leaking with him for the rest of the day, and it’s one of my favorite feelings.





There’s a look of wonder and pride in his eyes as he kisses my swollen belly.





“You look gorgeous with my baby inside you, angel.”
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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.
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