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Baby for My Obsessed Boss: A Forbidden Age Gap Fertile Short Story







He’s obsessed with me. And he wants to make sure I can never leave him.






As soon as I met my certified hottie of a boss, the intrusive thoughts rushed into my head. Inappropriate, exhilarating daydreams where he would lock his office door and clear off the desk. Even though he was old enough to be my father.





But when I thought about how wrong it was, my forbidden desire didn’t go away. It only got worse. What he needed from me was even spicier than my wildest fantasies.





This off-limits older man didn’t just like my youthful body; he wanted to dominate me.





I would do anything for the silver fox of my dreams. And he used that to his advantage… To give me a baby and make me his princess, forever.







This is a smutty short story with no plot. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Tropes include: boss and intern, age gap, first time, possessive MMC, light BDSM, baby + marriage HEA.
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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, pregnancy, age gap, boss and intern, domination, degradation, praise kink.

















CHAPTER 1









SASHA





OF COURSE, ON the last day of my internship, something has to go wrong.





I regard myself in the bathroom mirror. I’m a mess. My blonde hair, as usual, is sitting flat against my head. I try to give it some more volume by flipping my head upside down. There’s high colour in my cheeks that no amount of foundation can fix. I feel hot all over. I’ve been sweating all morning as I try to think about how to tell him.





Even my best friend, Carly, couldn’t reassure me. Dean Thornley is terrifying; we all know it. I’m the one intern who was unlucky enough to get into his team. He deals with exclusive, high net-worth clients. Working with him is an honour and a curse at the same time. And now, on the last day, I have to be the one to tell him about a massive mistake.





My blazer feels constricting on this hot summer’s day. I curse the fact that no designer has been able to figure out a work-appropriate jacket that can fit a sizeable chest.





I put on some mascara and lipgloss. As if that will do anything to distract from the nervous-wreck energy that I exude from every pore this afternoon.





I am surprised it’s taken this long to reach disaster-level errors. When I started this internship I predicted that these kind of mistakes would be happening on a daily basis. I predicted a total implosion within weeks.





Because not only is Dean scary as hell, a giant both in stature and in the profession, but he’s also the sexiest man I’ve ever met.





The confidence, the intelligence and the power he wields all add to it. But those qualities are dime a dozen in the legal profession. There’s something else with Dean.





Maybe it’s his salt and pepper stubble, the lines of wisdom on his handsome face, or those huge hands. The sure, easy way he moves through the world like it was made for him. It’s definitely something to do with his muscled torso and the way that he makes me, not exactly petite in height at 5’7”, feel like a child next to his massive frame.





The first time I saw him, a voice in my head said: Him. He’s the one.






Which is, of course, ridiculous.





I may have never even kissed a guy, but I know love at first sight doesn’t exist. Especially not with a man twice my age, who is already at the top of his game and not interested in chaotic 22-year-olds.





This is not Romeo and Juliet, it’s an internship, I tried to tell myself. Focus on the work, Sasha.





But my brain wouldn’t shut up. Normally that’s because of anxiety, because of the insane rat race that is completing an unpaid internship in the hopes that one day someone might offer me a paying job.





Not this time. This was all because of him.





I’ve spent hours dreaming about him at my desk. Imagining what it might be like to touch the mouth-watering chest I know lies beneath his impeccably tailored suits. He might be a lawyer but he has the body and the easy grace of an athlete. His hair is cropped short. Beneath his thick hooded brow are surprisingly expressive brown eyes. He has a stubbled jawline which is boxy and strong. And I’ve tried not to look but it’s hard to ignore the thick bulge in his pants.





When he talks to me everything else fades out, into background noise. I could listen to him for hours and watch the little expressions pass across his face. He’s funny, which I’m not sure if anyone else has noticed. The rest of this law firm is too busy running scared.





I’ve had a close look at him. All his little habits, his hand gestures, I’ve learned them. And pretty soon, once I walk out of the door tonight, that knowledge is going to be useless.





I would do anything for him. Anything at all.





And he will only remember me as the intern who made a disaster out of his biggest court case.





I take a deep breath and walk into his dim, mahogany-panelled office.





“Mr Thornley,” I say, trying not to stare at the muscled forearms bulging from the rolled up sleeves of his white shirt. “Do you have time for a quick chat? I have to tell you something.”





“Take a seat, Sasha,” he says, clicking shut the lid of his laptop. “Isn’t it your last day with us today?”





I shift in my seat as he turns that laser-like gaze to me.





“It is, Dean, but I’ve got to tell you something else.”





I tell him what happened, blurting out the facts and stumbling over myself. I always feel tongue-tied in front of him.





“I’m so sorry. You might have lost months of work because of this. I delivered the files to court, I made sure they had the right numbers on them, but they’re gone. I just don’t know what could have happened to them.”





I twist my hands in my lap.





“Relax, Sasha,” Dean says. “It’s just a mix-up. I’m sure I can sort this out with a phone call.”





“What? You’re not mad at me?”





He frowns at that. “Look, I know I have a bit of a reputation, but I’m not unreasonable. That sounds like the court’s error, not yours.”

I stand up and turn to leave, but he holds up a hand.





“It’s your last day, Sasha,” he says. “Surely we should have a chat about how you’ve found the internship. A kind of exit interview.”





“Okay, Dean,” I say.





He leans back, placing his forearms behind his head.





“You know, I watched your interview for this position, Sasha. They’re all recorded. In that interview, you were put together. Eloquent. Forthright. Unstoppable.





“I chose you for my team because of that interview. I wanted someone I could spar with, someone who wasn’t afraid of me.





“And then you get here and you’re … Shy. Withdrawn. Distracted. The quality of your work has been excellent, but it’s like there’s been something else on your mind all summer.”





I try to hold back a sob. I thought I’d hidden it so well and it kills me to think that he’s noticed my mind wandering.





“So… You wish you hadn’t chosen me for the team?” I hate to have disappointed him. All because I couldn’t control my ridiculous, lusty thoughts about him. I look down at my hands.





“Not at all. I’ve enjoyed having you around, probably more than you know. I want to know why there was such a change, Sasha.”





My heart threatens to beat out of my chest. “I don’t know, sir.”





I don’t know why I call him sir. It just slips out. I glance up at him in fear.





But he gives a knowing smile in response and leans forward, as though waiting on me to say more.





“You’re right, I have been distracted. I’ve been feeling different, this summer. Tingly. Like there’s something I need…” I continue, shaking my head. As if I can clear the lust that fogs over my mind that easily. “But I don’t know what exactly.”





I don’t tell him about my daydreams. I can’t. Just thinking about my fantasies in his presence is enough to make me a total nervous wreck.





He meets my eyes and nods thoughtfully. I can’t shake the feeling that he knows exactly what I’ve been thinking about every day this summer.





Then Dean stands up, unfurling that tall, broad body, and walks to the door of his office. I hear the lock click shut.





We’re not talking about anything confidential. This is just an exit interview. There’s no good reason for the door to be locked. Unless…

I don’t even let myself think it. I can’t get my hopes up over a locked door.





He comes back and leans against the side of his desk just in front of my chair. Our ankles are almost touching.





I open my mouth to ask him why he shut the door but he gets in first.





“Tingly where, Sasha?” He’s close enough that I could reach out and touch his chest where it strains at that taut white cotton shirt. Close enough that I can see the ripple in his forearms as he tenses up.





My face is on fire and my hands start to shake. I don’t say anything for a moment.





I just let my hands brush softly against my breasts, my nipples already hard, and then drop them towards my inner thighs.





“Here,” I breathe.





I dare to look back at him, though I’m so embarrassed by acknowledging my desire for my boss that I want to sink into the ground.





But he doesn’t look disgusted or repulsed. His face is filled with an energy I’ve never noticed before, his eyes narrowing and focused on my body. Like he’s trying to solve a problem with a particularly difficult client.





Dean licks his lips. He leans towards me and cups my breast ever-so-gently with one hand. I nod and he squeezes my soft flesh through my grey dress. I gasp and can’t help but press myself into his hand.





“Mr Thornley, no one’s ever touched me there before. That only makes the feeling worse.”





“Oh, does it?” he says, twisting my nipple and smiling darkly as he meets my eyes. I let out a moan.





His voices turns teasing. “You know why I think you’ve been acting so strange, Sasha? Why you’re so flustered around me?”





I shake my head, feeling like I’m under a spotlight in his penetrating gaze.





“Because you have a needy little pussy that wants to be filled with my cock.” He kneads my breasts with both of his hands as he speaks these words.





My stomach flips and my face burns. Does he know what I’ve been thinking about? Is it really that obvious? I find myself nodding.





“Look at me, darling,” he growls and I realise I’m staring at the floor, trying to hide my shame. My insides are squirming at the thought of what this might mean.





“You’re not in any trouble,” he says firmly.





With one strong, masculine hand he tilts my face towards his and places a kiss on my lips.





A gentle growl, almost like a purr, vibrates up from the back of his throat.





My first kiss. I don’t know what to do. Excitement, dizziness, pleasure all rises up from the base of my belly and floods my head in a haze. He tastes of salt and pine and lemon. The prickling feel of his stubble rubbing against my soft cheeks sets my nerve endings alight. I want more of this addictive sensation.





It’s only when I hear him chuckle that I realise I’ve taken his head in both hands and pulled him towards my mouth.





“I knew it,” he murmurs, stroking my fine, straight hair back from my face. This is a tender side of him I’ve never seen before.





He pins me to the ground with that intense gaze again.





“I want to hear you admit it, Sasha.”





“Admit what, sir?”





“That you have a needy little pussy.”





I can feel the flush creeping up my chest again. I would never say that to anyone else but when he says those words, I feel spikes of heat all over.





Even though I’m technically done with my internship, isn’t it wrong to want my boss like this? To be breathless at the touch of his hands?





For some reason, that doesn’t dampen my desire. It only flares up more at the thought that this man is so much more powerful than I am.





“I have a needy little pussy, sir,” I say. There’s something freeing about admitting it. Heat starts to rush through my body and the pulse of it in my veins is like a drug. I’m embarrassingly wet, feeling a gush of moisture drop through me.





“Good girl,” he says sweetly, in a way that makes me want to hear it again.





Dean pulls me onto his lap, so that I’m straddling him. He kisses me properly this time. Deeply. Hungrily. Like people kiss in the movies.





I feel so happy that I might burst. He’s pressing me so tight against him that even through our clothes I can feel the firm warmth of his muscles. His thick tongue explores my mouth, his lips rough and hot against mine.





I squeeze my thighs around his waist and he groans, coming up for air.





“How long have you been waiting for me to do that, Sasha? All summer?”





“I’ve thought about it every day, sir,” I admit. There’s no point lying to him anymore.





I want to find out where this tingly, dazed feeling will lead me.





“Well it’s just gone 5 o’clock. You’re no longer my intern. I’m going to treat you like the needy little slut you are.”













CHAPTER 2









DEAN





THERE WAS NO other way for this to go. You can’t ignore the kind of attraction that makes you hard at someone’s smell. That’s how I’m trying to justify it to myself as Sasha, my beautiful intern, gets on her knees in my office.





She pauses to admire my cock and I can’t help but smirk with pride as she looks up at me in wonder.





“You’re so big,” she says softly, wrapping her hand around my cock and stroking gently.





I love how readable Sasha is. Every emotion, every thought, every bit of arousal is so transparent on her pretty face.





And I would know. I’ve been unable to think about anything other than my intern all summer. I’ve tried to date women of my own age, tried to take my mind off it with exercise, tried to take up new hobbies. None of it has worked.





Because I have this mental image of her gasping on top of my thick cock and it has become the one thing I am driven to achieve in my life. Even if that comes at the expense of my professional reputation. Even if it ruins my life. It will have been worth it to know that she wanted me too.





I’ve known, for weeks, that she had a crush, but I forced myself to wait until now. Because it’s bad enough that I want to fuck her. But deep down, I want so much more than that.





The first brush of Sasha’s pillowy lips my cock sends a shudder through my veins to every part of my body. After weeks of trying to keep my hands off my perfect little intern, letting go is a relief.





She opens up wide and takes my cock deeper into her wet, tight mouth. I can tell she’s trying hard, her full lips taut as she strains her jaw to take more of me inside.





“Look up at me. Make eye contact. Good girl,” I say, groaning, as she swirls her tongue around my head.





Those blue eyes, which have always looked at me so searchingly, as though asking a question only I can answer, are filled with lust and concentration. Her lips are somehow tight yet soft at the same time, her wet hot mouth a desperately needed salve around my raging erection. I sink into her mouth, grabbing her ponytail and pushing deeper.





To my surprise, she likes it. She reaches down and starts to touch herself while I take control of her mouth. I feel her moan vibrate through the length of my cock.





“Such a pretty little whore,” I groan as she bobs her head below me. She watches my face intently to gauge my reaction to each new move she tries.





God. Sasha. I have the urge to claim her as my own. It arrested me as soon as I laid eyes on her, as soon as I saw how perfectly we would fit together. I’ve been trying to fight it, to tell myself to stop this madness, but I can’t let her go.





I’ve got to take it easy. I want to dominate her. I want her to need my cock like she needs food, water, air. But I need to bring her with me on this journey.





Based on her shy, blushing behaviour as I let her know that I knew about her “secret” desires, she’s innocent too. Maybe even a virgin.





The thought sends more blood whirling down to my cock and my balls tighten.





Because I want to make her mine. To show her what she’s been missing all summer. To make sure she can never leave me.





Most of all, I need to breed her.





It’s inexcusable and I know it. She’s just 22. Less than half my age. Her life is hers to live. But God, I need to claim her and make sure that my cock is the only one that touches her from now on.





She bobs her head, sweetly, taking about half of my cock in her soft mouth, still staring up at me through her long eyelashes.





“I’m close, darling,” I tell her and she sucks me even more enthusiastically. The fact that she has no idea what she’s doing but is trying so hard is adorable.





I imagine pumping her sweet little pussy full of my seed. Breeding my intern on her first time. It’s so wrong and yet it’s the arousing obsession that has been driving me up the wall, all summer long.





“I’m going to fill you up, sweetheart,” I say. Her mouth yes, but later, her tight cunt.





The thought is enough to send me over the edge.





“Yes, princess, swallow that cum, that’s right,” I tell her.





She looks up at me with those wide, pale blue eyes, and I watch her pale throat move as she swallows my hot load.





“Did I do okay?” she asks a moment later, as I pull her to her feet. Her pale pink lips are swollen but her eyes shine.





“You did, princess. You looked exquisite with my cock in your mouth. Did you like it?”





She nods. “Your cock tasted so yummy.”





I feel another jolt straight to my cock as she speaks. “I’m glad to hear it.”





“I feel so tingly, sir,” she says, standing closer to me.





“That’s okay, sweetie. I’m going to help you with that,” I tell her. “Take off your dress for me.”





Sasha obediently pulls the grey dress over her head, messing up her long blonde hair.





I let out an involuntary groan just at the sight of her. I’ve just filled her throat with my cum but my dick is instantly hard again, throbbing uncomfortably against my pants.





Her perfect young body feels like it was designed specifically to turn me on. So supple. So soft. So fertile.





The lingerie she’s wearing leaves everything on display. Her full, teardrop-shaped breasts are pressed together in a tiny, demi-cup bra, as though they’re being served up on a platter for me. Her flesh spills over the top and her protruding nipples press through the fine mesh. The panties are just a scrap of lacy fabric, and I can see clearly the outline of her labia.





“You’re so pretty, princess. Did you wear that underwear just for me?”





She nods, blushing. “I thought you might like it.”





“I do like it.”





More than like it. The baby pink, intricately lacy underwear is cute, but it’s nothing compared to her creamy, soft skin. From the hollows under her collarbones down to the smooth, long sweep of her waist, every inch is like eggshell coloured silk. She seems to glow with a faint sheen of sweat.





I watch a pink flush spread up her chest as I stare at her for a minute or more. Time passes slowly as I drink in the sight of her body.





I only realise that I’ve started caressing her skin when she starts to tremble in my arms.





“Please, sir…” she begs, looking up at me with need in those wide eyes as I stroke her inner thigh.





I push her down onto the desk and she squeals with pleasure, lying back and kicking her feet.





I kiss her deeply, enjoying the quick pace of her breath tickling my ear while I move my lips down her delicious body.





I want to taste all of her. She relaxes in my arms I use my knee to spread her legs further apart.





When I take a nipple in my mouth, teasing it with my teeth and my tongue, she grips my shoulder tightly.





“Please, please,” she asks me.





“Be specific, Sasha. What is it you need?” I go back to sucking on her sensitive nipple.





“I need… My needy little pussy needs attention, sir.”





I reach down and feel the hot dampness of her panties and she lets out a whimper as I press my thumb against her clit.





I trace my tongue down her torso, relishing the clean taste of her smooth skin.





When I reach her panties the smell of her sweet sex fills my nose, irresistible and cloying.





I whip off her panties in one quick motion.





Now that I’ve decided to break all of my rules I’m going to show her why she should never leave me. It all starts with giving her the best orgasm of her life.





Her cunt is already wet with moisture. I trace my fingers over her soft folds, lightly, but she is impatient. With every stroke she lifts her hips up to my fingers, trying desperately to increase the pressure.





With my tongue flat and wide I lick all the way up from her ass to her crest. At the tip of my tongue I find her clit, a small bump nestled in her folds.





I take the swollen nub into my mouth, massaging with my lips and tongue and she gives a breathless moan. I use a hand to hold her down on the desk as she starts to writhe and buck her hips with pleasure.





As my tongue enters her she starts to squeeze my face with her soft thighs.





I look up at my gorgeous intern as I fuck her with my tongue, taking pleasure in the sight of her flushed face, her back arched and her eyes closed as she lets the sensations run through her body.





It’s time.





I take a deep breath, trying to calm my raging erection at the intoxicating scent of her pussy, and tell her what I’m going to do to her.

















CHAPTER 3









SASHA





PREGNANT. CARRYING DEAN’S baby. I feel dazed as I turn it over on my mind.





His tongue is sending me to places I’ve never been before as I keep thinking about it.





The thought makes me feel warm and safe and happy.





But I shouldn’t make a spur of the moment decision to start a life with this man… Even if I have been crushing on him, hard, all summer.





He pressed two fingers deep inside me as he talked about how he would like to fill me with his cum and keep me as his wife. And neither of us could ignore the moisture that soaked his fingers in response.





“I’ve never been so sure of anything, Sasha. I feel like you were made to bear my children,” he told me before he went back to work on my pussy.





As he pushes into me with his thick tongue I can no longer control the sensations. A shockwave runs through my body as he spreads me wider and continues to press my clit with his tongue.





My breath starts to come in ragged, burning gasps. Every new touch of his mouth on my most sensitive places fills me with a new sensation, each one building on the last, until I can’t hold it in anymore. I clench myself around his tongue and finally, let go.





“Yes, sir, fill me with your cum, I want to carry your baby,” I moan.





I come apart as his relentless tongue pushes my sensitive clit again and again.





With just one large hand, he pins me to the desk as the pleasure washes through my veins in an electric haze.





The satisfied smirk on his handsome face, looking down at me, tells me this was his plan all along.





To plant the idea of breeding me right when I was on the edge of a powerful orgasm, to embed it into my desires. And it worked.





The pleasure that pulses through me now hisses with a purpose: to take this man’s seed into my womb, to have him so deep inside me that we are forever bonded.





He looms over me as I lie back on his desk, breathing hard as I come down from my orgasm.





“Beautiful, darling. Your orgasm is the best thing I’ve ever seen.”He lays a hand on my tummy. “We’re going to put a baby inside you,” he whispers in my ear.





Then he steps back.





Dean is still fully clothed, a business shirt and a tie.





He looks put together. He could have just walked out of a business meeting.





Meanwhile I am naked except my bra. My skin is red and sweaty from my orgasm.





He looks at me with naked lust in his eyes, but goes to his laptop and runs a hand through his hair. “I should really sort everything out with the court before we do this.”





I pout. “But I don’t want to wait, sir. I want your cum now.”





“I don’t want to wait either, princess, but I think it’s best if I resolve this now.”





“Okayyyy,” I whine.





“I knew you were a desperate little whore. You can grind against me while I sort things out. But no cumming, okay slut?”





He raises his eyebrows and pats his lap. I wrap my hands around his neck and climb up to sit on him.





He puts on his headset and starts to make a call.





I squirm around in his lap until I’m spread over one of his thighs, facing him. He reaches for my pussy and rubs me tantalisingly slowly.





I’m so overstimulated from my orgasm that just the gentlest touch on my clit makes me shift uncomfortably. I need more.





“Hello? Mandy? Yes, I thought you might be able to help me with a situation down at the county court.”





I start to grind on his leg, making eye contact with him and tweaking my nipples.





“No, you can’t come to my office, Mandy, I’m handling a very important client at the moment.”





He’s transfixed. Staring at me like I’m a work of art, something impossible to tear his eyes away from. I can feel my juices trickle down my inner thigh as I rub against his pants.





“No, no, it’s not Rory again. He’s still off in the Caymans.”





The rough fabric of his pants is friction but it’s not enough.





I squeeze my thighs around him, trying out new angles in frustration, rubbing myself on his thigh faster and faster to no avail.





“I was wondering, do you have a contact who could handle that? You did have that contact at DOJ a while back.”





Dean absentmindedly strokes my clit, ignoring my pleading glances.





The way that his hands roam over my body like I’m a stress ball or a toy send me back into a pleasured haze.





At a certain point I simply cease to hear what he is saying.





All I’m thinking about is the fact that he wants to breed me. To fill me up with his baby and claim me as his own. Forever.





I stroke my flat stomach and look down at it. I’ve always wanted to have kids in the abstract. I just never thought the opportunity would come along so soon.





I see an image of myself in Dean’s arms, pregnant, cared for, safe and happy. His princess, his whore, nothing to worry about except his pleasure.





I’ve made up my mind.





I may have never had sex but I know how it works… In theory.





I reach for the swelling bulge in his pants and start to rub him through the fabric. He lets out a hiss and starts to breathe harder. His eyebrows knit together as he sees what I’m about to do.





I unbuckle Dean’s belt and his gorgeous big cock springs out again. That thing is going to split me right open and I can’t wait.





I just rub myself against his bulging cockhead for a while, enjoying the feel of him on my clit.





The stunned expression on his face makes me want to surprise him every day.





I gently lower myself onto his velvety shaft, keeping a firm grip on his cock and lining it up with my pussy. I’m dripping wet from all that grinding.





He stares at me, his eyes glazing over and going unfocused as I tease his cockhead against my entrance.





Just the tip of his dick at my entrance is enough to feel a sting as I am stretched out. I push further.





Determinedly, I move my hips down until the head slides right inside. I hear him gasp. He stops talking, briefly, and squeezes my breast. Hard.





I start to ache for more.





But he takes control.





As if in revenge, he slams himself all the way in one quick thrust that feels like it might rip me in half.





I lose control of myself.





That thick, beautiful cock knocks the wind out of my lungs. His whole, girthy shaft is embedded within me.





I can feel him filling me up as I suck in a desperate breath, like there’s no room for air in my lungs while his cock is sheathed in me. Every vein, every bump of his cock, I can feel it all against the spasming walls of my pussy.





And I love it. Or at least, I know I’m going to love it.





There’s an uncomfortable sting at my entrance, but beneath it lies an irresistible undertow of pleasure. I can’t help but let out a long moan at the incredibly full feeling that is being stuffed with Dean’s massive dick.





“Fuck, that’s so good,” I cry out.





“What was that?” I hear the person on the other end of the line ask him.





Dean is staring at me with his lips parted, his eyes wild with lust. I feel a surge of pride that I can make this professional, put-together man turn into a possessive, primal creature.





“Someone, ah, spilt some coffee,” he says slowly, gripping my waist. His cock twitches inside me as his eyes roam over my body.





My tight muscles start to relax around him and the pain subsides.





This new sensation building inside of me demands more.





I can’t think about anything except this throbbing, rock hard cock inside me and this man who has turned my world upside down in barely an hour.





I reach back to loop a hand around his neck and start to move up and down on his cock, learning to love the way his thick shaft stretches me out. The sound of Dean’s balls slapping against me becomes a new rhythm for my life.





“I’m going to have to go now, Mandy, something important’s, ah, come up. Can I— ah, leave this with you?”





I don’t even notice that his phone call has ended until he leans forward and growls in my ear. I’m too busy exploring this new, rich feeling that consumes my whole body.





“Such a desperate little slut. You couldn’t wait five minutes for me to get off the phone?”





I shake my head. “No, sir. I want you to fill me with your cum as soon as possible.”





He kisses my neck, sucking and grazing me with his teeth as if he’s trying to leave a mark. “My naughty little breeding slut. You’re going to be such a good Mommy.”













CHAPTER 4









DEAN





SASHA’S SOFT MOANS and whimpers are music to my ears. I knew she was innocent, even naive, but I never could have guessed how sensitive she was.





Every little twitch of my cock or change in pace of my hips seems to resonate through her entire little body.





I can’t believe my cock is embedded balls deep in this young, fertile woman. I can’t believe she’s agreed to let me breed her.





My balls want to explode just at the thought that this stunning creature will soon be swelling up with my seed, my baby forming inside her.





“You’re such a good girl,” I coo as she rides me. “Such a stunning little slut.”





I am hypnotised by the sight of her riding my cock, her face tight with concentration. Her eyes slowly becoming unfocused as the pleasure rises through her.





It’s amazing that she wants this as much as I do. Our forbidden relationship doesn’t terrify her, it turns her on.





I squeeze her breasts as they jiggle above me and suck her precious nipples, loving the vanilla and honey taste of her skin.





I reach down to thumb her clit as I see that she’s nearing the edge of another release.





“Time to fill you up properly, slut,” I tell her.





I sit up, my cock slipping from her pussy. She gasps in outrage and I chuckle.





“Don’t worry, it won’t be for long.”





I take her shoulders and push her onto her back. She lets me move her into position. It’s a stunning picture, her breathing hard, lying back on my desk among the papers and books and looking up at me. I stare down at her and her pupils widen with need.





I put one hand on each knee and push them apart, positioning myself between her thighs. I dip a finger inside her and I am rewarded with the slick silk of her juices coating me.





“Yes, sir, take me,” she moans.





I push my dick into her, exhilarated at the feeling of her silken young pussy around my shaft. I slide in so easily this time, like her pussy has learned already how to take my huge shaft. Not like the painful but delicious first thrust into her while I made a phone call. That felt like she was almost too tight to take me inside her.





Sasha arches her back at the feeling of my cock entering her again. I push into her slowly, sensuously, lifting one of her thighs so I can get deep inside her.





“That’s a good girl,” I tell her as she spreads herself as wide as she can for me. I want to make sure I’m right up against her womb when I pump this load into her.





I stroke her soft lower stomach, between her hip bones. Her skin is supple, her tummy flat.





I imagine how she would look as she gradually swells with my child, her already fat breasts filling with milk, her tummy growing to match.





“I’m going to fill you up, princess. And then I’m going to do it again, and again, until there’s a baby in that tummy.”





I thrust into her harder, letting my instincts consume me. I use her thighs for leverage as I slam in hard, past the resistance of her tight, clenching entrance which grips my cock again and again.





She whimpers beneath me.





I am no longer concerned about her pleasure. Her wet, hot pussy has told me all that I need to know in that regard.

These are the responses of a slut who wants my cum no matter what the cost, not a virgin who needs to be handled with care.





I ram my cock home, hitting her cervix and start to pound into her. She lets out a sweet cry as I bottom out inside her, digging her fingernails into my back. I feel her body tremble with the impact of every thrust.





“Tell me how much you want this, princess,” I tell her.





This is not Peter Thornley, corporate lawyer. This is a wild animal who wants to claim his mate’s fertile womb.





Sasha is moaning with every stroke but her body wants more. She wraps her thighs around me and pulls me close. She’s panting and gasping but her hips angle up to allow me deeper.





“Fill me up, sir. Give me your cum. Put a baby inside me. I want it so bad,” she moans, her voice strangled and breathless. “Breed your slutty little intern.”





I crush my lips against hers and pin her to the desk with my weight. Her hips are tilted up towards me, her legs behind her head, and I’m so deep inside her that I can feel my swollen balls slapping against her ass.





All I can do is grunt and groan above her now as my balls tighten with a huge load.





Sasha wraps her thighs around my back, pulling my cock deeper inside her. As if I wasn’t already going to fill her with the biggest load of sperm I’ve ever produced. As if I would let my cock slip out of the tightest, wettest pussy I’ve ever felt before pumping a load of cum deep inside.





The simple, primal need to mate with this beautiful young woman consumes me and I let the cloudy satisfaction wash into my brain.





I let go, a deep sound bursting forth from my chest as I claim her. Mine.





I feel her spasm around my cock as her orgasm hits her at the same time. Her head is thrown back, her eyes squeezed shut as I cover her mouth with mine, kissing her hungrily as she takes my load. Her needy little pussy tries to drain every last drop out of me, the muscles milking my cum.





As my cock stops twitching I relax on top of her, just lying there for a second as we breathe together, as one. She strokes my back with her soft hands, her limp and spent body beneath me.





“Thank you, sir,” she murmurs.





I stand up and look down at her half-lidded, satisfied crystal blue eyes. She lies back on my desk passively, her breasts rising and falling with her quick breaths, her legs spread and my seed coating her pink pussy.





I have ruined my innocent young intern.





“That feels nice,” she says sleepily as I scoop up the cum which is leaking out of her and push it back into her pussy.





She falls asleep as our mess soaks into her.





My little intern, naked on my desk, with my cum slowly making its way into her womb. I take a mental picture of this sight.





As she naps, I send an email and finish off some work.





Then I scoop her into my arms and carry her out to my car.





Our next attempt to knock her up will be in a bed at my house, I decide. The first of many more.









EPILOGUE









SASHA





THE WARM, CLEAR water of the Pacific Ocean is a balm to my pregnant body. I dive down into the cool depths and surface, tossing my long hair back.





Dean is right behind me. His weathered, stubbly face is tanned and happy. He kisses me tenderly as I stand waist deep in the healing aquamarine ocean.





Tahiti was the perfect spot for our month-long honeymoon. But as it happened, we didn’t even need that time to get me pregnant.

The day we stepped onto the plane was the day the two lines finally appeared on the pregnancy test.





As soon as I saw the lines appear it felt right. Like I already knew that today was the day.





In a rush of packing swimwear and cleaning the house I struggled to find the right time to tell him.





In the end I just placed a hand on his chest when we were about to head out the door.





“Dean,” I said.





He looked at me seriously for a second and then his eyes lit up like a young boy on Christmas morning.





“Congratulations to the future Mrs Thornley,” he whispered in my ear and slid his hands under my t-shirt to cup my sensitive breasts.





We were so busy celebrating the news that we almost missed our flight.





Six months to the day since we first had sex in Dean’s office. Since he showed me a world of pleasure I’d never known before.





My life has changed so much since then. There’s so much to look forward to — a wedding, a baby, and all the babies after that.





He is going to be the most caring, wonderful husband and father.





Of course, some of our friends and family were disapproving of our age gap. My father in particular.





With his salt and pepper stubble and that weathered, intelligent face, it’s clear that Dean is no longer a young man. But once he saw how happy we made each other, he came around.





After all, I wouldn’t be having this man’s children if I wasn’t sure.





As we stand on the beach together in the bright sunshine, his hands resting on my gently swelling stomach, I long for the day when Dean can breed me again.
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