
        
            
                
            
        

    
MY BOSS WANTS ME PREGNANT

(JUST LIKE HIS WIFE!)

By Brandi Black


A
drian was distracted and for once, it wasn't by my breasts.


His eyes kept drifting out of focus while we ate and he vacantly murmured "uh-huh" every few minutes while I told him about a fight I'd had with my best friend.


What. The. Fuck?


He was always, without exception, the most attentive man I knew. He was my boss, and even before we got together he always had a way of making me feel like the most important person in the room.


Not today, apparently.


"Is everything alright?" I asked, halfway through my story.


"Of course," he said, as he shoveled a forkful of barely-touched schnitzel in his mouth. "Why do you ask?"


I watched him chew. Even now, as he kept glancing everywhere but at me, he was still damn attractive. You know the type — muscles straining through his shirt every time he moved, a solid jaw with just the right amount of stubble, eyes so blue it was almost like the colour shouldn't even be real.


"It's just..." I took my uncertainty out on my salad, stabbing chunks of capsicum and cucumber with my fork, "I feel like you're not really here today."


Adrian did that half-smile I always found so sexy and gestured to his body. "Well, I'm not anywhere else, am I?"


"I guess not," I said, my shoulders slumping forward as I shoved vegetables in my mouth. And then, as if the universe wanted him to be even more distracted, his phone rang.


"Excuse me," he said, and disappeared into the outdoor part of the restaurant while I watched helplessly.


What was I supposed to do? I was already wearing one of my sexiest outfits, one that never failed to get his attention. I'd paired a low-cut wraparound red top with black pants that were so tight I could only wear a g-string under them. It was the sexiest thing I could wear to work without getting fired — although it always raised plenty of eyebrows.


Especially Adrian's.


But right now, he was too absorbed in whatever conversation he was having on the phone. He was leaning against the railing with one foot on the bar, and he'd look exactly like a model for expensive watches if he didn't keep pulling his hand over his face in frustration.


Seeing him like that made me wonder whether something terrible had happened. Had someone died? But then if they had, why wouldn't he tell me?


My instincts told me he must have been talking to his wife, and it killed me to think his attention was on her when he was with me. Wasn't it supposed to be the other way around? Wasn't he meant to daydream about my pert butt while she nagged him to clean the gutters?


Adrian came back inside and pulled his jacket off the chair.


"I've gotta go," he said.


I blinked. "But you've barely eaten anything!"


"I'm not hungry," he said, as he wrapped his jacket over his shoulders, warding off the brisk April air that made my nipples stiff.


I stroked his hand, even though I knew he hated it when I touched him in public, in case anyone from work saw us. "But I was hoping we could... you know." Everything in my eyes and voice said sex, something that usually never failed to get his attention.


"I know." Adrian pulled his hand away. "But this is important. I've really gotta go."


"Is it a work thing?"


Adrian paused for too long. He set his jaw and avoided my eyes.


"Yes."


I knew he was lying. Especially when he leaned over and kissed me, even though everyone in the restaurant could see us. But what could I say? He was my boss — it wasn't like I could tell him what to do.


I watched him leave, feeling simultaneously helpless and horny. I hated not getting my way, especially when it came to Adrian, and the more I couldn't have him, the more I wanted him.


It was the same, every single time.





ADRIAN DIDN'T RETURN to the office until after three. I sat at my desk, glancing over the partition to his office, where the door remained firmly closed. My team was working on a big project, but there was no way I could concentrate — this was the longest I'd gone without fucking him and my pussy squirmed in protest.


Finally, he returned. His coat billowed around him as he strode up the hallway and went into his office like nothing unusual had happened.


Except he didn't even look at me.


I sat at my computer, staring at him in disbelief. Clearly, something was going on and I needed to know what it was. I stood up and barged into his office without knocking, something the entire team was barred from doing.


"Hailey," he said, looking slightly shocked to see me there.


"Adrian," I replied, standing with my hands on my hips. "What's going on?"


Adrian glanced nervously out of the glass wall that separated his office from the rest of the floor. "Stop being dramatic, everyone's gonna think there's something going on."


"Well, there is something going on," I said, without changing my pose. "And I need to know what it is."


My heart thumped. I'd never challenged him this directly this before and I felt like I was doing something dangerous. I half expected him to fire me on the spot, but to my surprise, he sighed.


"You're right... there's something going on." He rubbed his eyes and stared at me, and looked like he hadn't slept in weeks. "But I can't talk about it here."


I was about to argue, thinking he was going to blow me off again, but he stood up and collected his bag.


"Let's go somewhere private."





BUT THERE'S THE THING: When Adrian and I are alone, we never talk.


It doesn't matter what the circumstances are — as soon as we're together, alone, our voices dry up and all we can do is rip each other's clothes off.


Today was no exception.


He led me through the building to a floor that was being renovated. It was eerily silent as we walked between empty desks covered with drop sheets and building equipment that sat idle, waiting for the working day to end so the rest of the floors wouldn't be interrupted by the sounds of construction. There was an office right at the end of the corridor that was almost identical to Adrian's, except it had a solid wall instead of a glass one.


It was perfect for us.


Adrian led me inside and pulled the door closed.


"So what's..." I began, but he pulled me close and kissed me before I could finish my sentence. His cologne was intoxicating and, as usual, he knew exactly how to kiss me to make me wet. I felt his erection stiffen through his pants and press against my stomach.


I wanted him so badly I gasped when he pulled away from me. Without saying a word, he reached down and unzipped my pants while watching my eyes.


What was I saying? I didn't care anymore, even though I knew I should. All I could focus on was how incredible his hands felt as they explored the bare skin of my ass and how much I wanted his cock inside me. I pulled myself up on the empty desk, sitting with my legs apart, and pulled him to me so his erection pulsed against my eager pussy.


Adrian's hands wandered over my waist and up my chest, squeezing my nipples through my shirt as he kissed me. I eased my g-string off, shimmying my hips until it fell around my ankles.


We'd become experts at the quick fuck, our skills honed through months of practice. We knew exactly which pieces of clothing to remove and didn't bother taking anything off that wasn't completely necessary, so we were back at our desks before anyone even noticed we were gone. He unzipped his fly and his thick hot cock fell out, unrestrained, its tip already glistening with pre-cum.


At least I still made him horny, I realized with more satisfaction than I'd expected, as he nudged it against my pussy, rubbing it up and down until I felt my clit swell.


"I want you so badly," he growled into my ear, and it was exactly the encouragement I needed to slip off the edge of the desk and lower myself over his massive shaft.


We never used protection — the first time we hooked up, he told me he'd had a vasectomy. He already had two kids and didn't want more, so he'd gone to the doctor and had the snip. Maybe we still should have been careful, but I figured what's the point? It felt better when his uncovered cock slid inside me, his skin against mine, especially when he filled me with his cum. Besides, if he'd had a vasectomy, nothing could go wrong, right?


I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him inside me, clutching his shoulders so I could grind my body up and down, impaling myself on his cock. His strong butt clenched and flexed under my ankles as he fucked me even deeper.


It didn't take long.


We were both so wound up that it only took a few deep thrusts for me to start feeling an orgasm swelling inside me. Adrian could tell it was happening — he grunted and held me tighter as my pussy convulsed around his cock. He supported my weight as he slammed his cock further into my body, as deep as it would go. His balls swung up and slapped my thighs as I gripped his shirt in giant fistfuls and buried my face deep against his neck.


Even though the floor was empty, we still tried not to make any noise. Security guards still patrolled sometimes, and you never knew who might be wandering around. His neck muffled my moans as my pussy quivered around his cock, and finally exploded.


I pulled him into a vice-like grip and the muscles in Adrian's neck bulged as he came inside me, my pussy convulsing around his cock, milking it dry. My entire body was filled with the most intense pleasure and I fell against his sweaty shirt, feeling his cock soften inside me.


I'd expected Adrian to be ecstatic, but when I pulled away, I was shocked to see him looking like he was about to cry.


"What is it?" I asked, suddenly remembering why we were here.


"I shouldn't have done that," Adrian said. He stepped back as though I was breathing poison.


"Why not?" I asked. "Adrian, what's going on?"


Adrian's face crumpled and I could tell he really didn't want to tell me. "I wasn't supposed to say anything for three months..." He paused and the silence was almost as painful as the words I instinctively knew were coming. "But I recently found out I'm going to be a father again. Linda's pregnant."


My heart stopped, and I'm pretty sure it dropped through my body like a free-falling elevator in a horror movie.


"What?"


"I don't know how it happened," Adrian said, not looking at me. "I had the vasectomy last year but now my doctor's saying that sometimes these things don't take."


My mouth hung open. It was the worst thing he could have possibly said — I instinctively knew this meant the end of our affair. And there was nothing I could do about it. I started shaking.


"I would have told you earlier, but..." Adrian's voice faded out of my hearing as I realized all the weird events of the past few weeks added up — the unexplained absences, the distracted look in his eye, his reluctance to bring me here and fuck me.


"This isn't fair," I said through tears that sprang up out of nowhere. "We're over, just like that, and I don't get a say in it?"


"We're not over," Adrian said quietly, although he still avoided my eye. "It's just going to be different now."


"How could it not be over?" I glared at him. After everything we'd been through, I thought... actually, I didn't even know what I thought yet. All my thoughts were tumbling over each other in my head.


Maybe I'd been wrong. Maybe he didn't really care about me at all. Maybe he never had.


Adrian was still talking, trying to touch me, stroking my arm. I stepped backwards. I didn't want to hear any more lies. And that's what he'd been doing these past few weeks — lying to me.


"Hailey," he murmured, in the voice that usually made me melt.


"I can't..." I gasped, and ran out of the office.





MAYBE THAT SHOULD HAVE BEEN the end of it, the end of me and Adrian, but I've never been good at letting things go.


I tried to focus on my work, but the words swam on my screen. All I could think about was Adrian and how he'd lied to me.


How long had he known Linda was pregnant?


How many days had we said good morning, or chatted about our weekend, when he knew about this massive grenade he was about to throw into our relationship?


An email came into my inbox and I only noticed it because of the sender: Adrian Baxter. I minimized the screen without reading it and stared instead at the file I was supposed to be working on. He was the last person I wanted to speak to, and I didn't want to hear any of his excuses. Still, I couldn't stop thinking about it. All afternoon, I kept turning it over in my mind, remembering every conversation we'd had, trying to find clues I might have missed.


And then I realized, what if I was pregnant too? Who knew how many times we'd had unprotected sex, thinking it was completely safe. We'd fucked at my house, his house, in that empty office and in his car on the side of the highway.


The idea filled me with a feeling I couldn't even name. It wasn't good, it wasn't bad, it was just... overwhelming. I stood up and grabbed my bag, muttering about being sick to whoever might have been listening, and ran down the corridor.


"Hailey," a man's voice called after me, and I knew without turning around that it was Adrian. "Hailey!"


I rushed to the elevator and pressed the button, bouncing from one foot to the other as I waited for it to arrive, wishing it would turn up faster. It finally turned up, and I hurried in. The doors were almost closed when Adrian shoved his hand between the doors, forcing them to open again.


He stepped in beside me and his breathing slowed as the lift slowly descended.


"Where are you going?" he asked.


"None of your business," I said, although the truth was, I planned on buying a pregnancy test.


"No, really, where are you going?"


I turned to face him. "You haven't been honest with me, so I'm not being honest with you." I pulled out my headphones and slipped one into each ear. "Leave me alone."


Adrian touched my arm. How could he be so gentle when I hated him so much?


"Hailey, please."


I pulled one headphone out.


"I don't want to talk to you."


Adrian grabbed it as I was about to shove it back in my ear.


"I Know you're jealous," he said. "I get it."


I blinked at him. Where could he have possibly got an idea like that from?


"I'm not jealous," I snapped back, although part of me wondered whether he might be right. I'd never really seen a future with Adrian, but I at least saw Linda and I being on a level playing field, being equally deserving of Adrian's attention. Now that she was carrying his baby, where did that leave me?


Adrian took my hands. "I want to have a baby with you too."


I stared at him in shock. Was he crazy? But Adrian kept talking, his words getting faster and faster as we fell closer to the ground floor.


"When I had the vasectomy, I thought I was done. But you... you've made me feel things I haven't felt for a long time. Hailey Parker, I want to fuck you harder than I've ever fucked anyone before."


Something jolted through my stomach. It was such a ridiculous idea, but still... my pussy ached as he gazed into my eyes with sincere earnestness. My body wanted it.


"Are you sure?" I whispered.


Adrian gave me that sexy half-smile and nodded.





I'D NEVER USED the emergency brake on an elevator before, but it turned out to be surprisingly simple, and we stopped between levels two and three. I licked my lips, wondering whether I'd trigger a full-scale siren situation, but instead the lift simply stopped and a bored sounding voice crackled over the intercom.


"What's your emergency?"


"I'm not sure," I said, as Adrian nodded encouragingly. "The lift just... stopped."


"I'll send someone out to look at it," the voice said.


"Do you know how long it'll be?" Adrian said, his voice surprisingly light after such a heavy conversation.


"Uh..." The voice paused, "We might have someone there in an hour?"


"Perfect," Adrian said with a smile as he pulled me close. "We'll make ourselves comfortable then."


He kissed me as the intercom crackled into silence. My heart hammered in my chest as our tongues played together. We were really going to do this!


We'd fucked a million times before, but somehow, this was different. Adrian was more tender as he slowly untied my shirt and gently pulled it down my arms. I pressed myself against his erection, suddenly feeling it throb with new potential. It wasn't just a fun sex toy anymore — well, it was — but it was also going to meld our bodies together in the most intimate way possible.


Adrian eased my bra down and squeezed my nipple. I arched my back, feeling twinges of pleasure flow through me, like my breast was directly connected to my clit.


I grabbed blindly at his crotch, squeezing his penis, searching for that delicious cock so I could play with it.


There it was.


It filled my hand through the fabric and I pulled his fly down. Adrian still smelled like sex and it drove me wild as I remembered everything we did that morning.


"I could already be pregnant," I whispered.


"I know," Adrian said. "I was going to pull out but I just couldn't help myself. You were so damn sexy."


I smiled and played with his cock, teasing it with my hand, feeling it stiffen against my palm.


"To be honest, I like it that way," I said. "I like knowing you can't resist me."


Adrian laughed. "And you thought you had something to worry about."


Now that he said it like that, with one hand playing with my nipple and the other in my pants, it sounded ridiculous. Of course I had nothing to worry about! No matter what happened between him and Linda, what we had was special. We knew each other's bodies inside out and knew exactly how to drive each other crazy.


Adrian seemed to have the exact same thought — he unzipped my pants and crouched in front of me, watching me as he probed my underwear with his tongue.


I moaned and held his shoulder to steady me as my clit swelled with desire.


Spurred on by my pleasure, Adrian slid a finger beneath my g-string and pressed it into my greedy pussy.


"Oh that's good," I panted, as I leaned against the elevator wall. My knees were losing strength and my legs were beginning to tremble as he moved his finger inside me. "Just like that."


He added another finger and slid them in and out, all while rotating the tip of his tongue over my clit. I was so wet now, I desperately wanted his cock. I could see it protruding out of his zipper, straining against his abdomen, the tip bright red.


It wanted me as much as I wanted it.


Adrian's tongue moved faster and he crammed a third finger into my pussy. His fingers were almost as wide as his cock and I felt like I was stretched to my limit — there was no way he could possibly fit a fourth finger in there too.


But then he did.


I moaned and squirmed and clutched my breasts as he expertly played my body like an instrument. I was helpless to resist as the orgasm rocketed through me, bathing me in waves of pleasure that turned me into a trembling mess. I fell against the wall, completely unable to stand now, the handrail the only thing supporting my weight. My eyes lost focus and, as it slowly returned, I saw Adrian still crouched below me, his hand glistening with my juices as he started stroking his cock again.


"Did you like that?" he asked.


I nodded.


"Well, you're gonna like this even more."


He stood me up and turned me around so I was facing the wall. I gripped the handrail with both hands and let him nudge my hips back so my butt was sticking out behind me, exposing my pussy to him.


"That's beautiful," he murmured, stroking it with one finger while he played with himself. "Bright red and happy."


I parted my legs further, silently begging him to hurry up and take me.


Adrian pulled his hand away and replaced it with his cock, slowly stroking it up and down my labia. I tilted my hips back, trying to steer him inside me, but he pulled away.


"Please," I begged.


"Are you sure?" he teased.


"Yes." I pushed my hips back further.


"Do you want me to fuck you?" he asked.


"Yes." I couldn't physically push myself back further — my shoulders were aching as it was.


"Do you want me to come inside you?" he whispered, straight into my ear.


"Yes please!"


"Do you want to have my baby?"


Was that his pulse I could hear, or mine? My pussy felt like it was about to explode now — it craved his cock with a fierceness I'd only ever imagined.


"Yes!" Maybe everyone on levels two and three could hear me, but I didn't care anymore.


"Let's do it then," Adrian growled. He pressed his cock into my folds and slid it all the way in. My body gave him no resistance — it opened to him like a tunnel.


"God, you're wet," Adrian moaned, as he plunged inside me. "You really do want to fuck me."


"I told you so," I said, holding the rail tighter as his thrusts gained momentum. His thighs slapped against my butt and I knew that if I looked later, they'd be red.


But I didn't care.


All I cared about was his cock burying itself deep inside me, plunging further and further, until his head struck my cervix.


And that's when it hit me — this was real. He was about to come inside me and we weren't using any protection. It was arousing and terrifying and thrilling all at once. My pussy began to quiver with pleasure — almost like it knew exactly what was happening and wanted to make sure I enjoyed it. Sure enough, a wave of pleasure followed and an orgasm stronger than any I'd ever had before.


Adrian grabbed my hips and burrowed his cock deep inside me, pumping me full of hot strings of cum, while I moaned and felt like I was floating away.


We stayed connected for what felt like ages — him holding my hips, me holding the rail — even after the spasms of pleasure subsided. Eventually though, he softened, and he let his cock fall out of me.


"Do you think it worked?" I asked.


Adrian shrugged. "I dunno. I guess we'll have to wait."





IT WAS AN AGONISING FEW WEEKS, but at least Adrian stopped being so distant. He still disappeared for doctor's appointments and on days when Linda needed help, but when he was at work, he was more attentive, and we found as many opportunities as we could to keep fucking.


"Have you done a test yet?" he'd ask, almost every day.


"It's too early," I said, swatting him away with my hand. "It won't show up yet."


Still, I had the feeling that I was already pregnant. I couldn't explain exactly how I knew, but I had the feeling that it happened after our afternoon in the elevator.


Sure enough, one Monday, I burst into Adrian's office without Knocking and he sat up, looking excited.


"I'm late," I stage-whispered, trying to restrain my excitement so the whole office didn't find out. Adrian beamed — he looked like he wanted to give me a massive hug but was trying to hold himself back.


"Are you serious?"


I nodded. "I've got a test in my bag and I want you to be there when I do it."


Adrian locked his computer and stood up. "Well, what are we waiting for?"


cover.jpg
BRANDI'BLACK





