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My job had always been the boring part of my life. I graduated college and then got a job in marketing for this huge magazine company. Honestly, I didn't care about it one bit. All I cared about was taking my pay checks home every two weeks. I worked the standard nine-to-five, and my boyfriend John worked the same schedule for another company. Overall, we had a very simple and stable life. We were even talking about having kids. Everything was going well. Until Jason showed up.

Jason was a billionaire. He bought the company I worked for from the old man who used to run it. And Jason changed everything.

See, Jason wasn't some old man who spent his whole life selling ads in magazines. He was vital. He had earned a huge fortune online, and was now using it to buy new companies. All he did was work. No family. No time off. He just worked all of the time.

The first time I met him, I didn't know he was the new boss. He walked up to my desk, I minimized solitaire, and I looked up at him. I was used to looking at the same people all the time, so he caught me off guard. He was huge. Six foot six, at least. Broad shoulders like a football player. But he wasn't fat. He was just thick. Well built. It looked like he could be hit by a car, and the car would end up badly damaged. He wore a dark blue button up shirt that hardly fit around his forearms.

But none of that is what drew me in. It was his eyes. To this day I couldn't tell you what color they were. But when he walked up to my desk and looked at me, and we made eye contact, it was suddenly impossible for me to look away. "Hello," he said, extending his hand, "I'm Jason."

The fact that he was the new owner didn't click. "Hello," I said. His eyes just drew me in. I felt like the rest of the world faded away a bit. I shook his hand.

"So you're Brittany?" he asked

"Yes," I said. Normally I would have tried to keep up a bit more conversation, but not this time. He asked me a question and I answered. I only did what he asked of me.

"And you work in marketing?"

"Yes, I do."

"Do you have a boyfriend?"

"Yes."

"Thinking of having kids anytime soon?"

"Yes."

"Great," he said.

He patted me on the shoulder and walked away. I stayed dazed for a minute. I couldn't focus. Eventually I shook my head, and it sunk in how strange the whole thing had been. It felt the same as when you wake up early on a morning that you get to sleep in. You just lay in  bed, somewhere between awake and asleep. Comfortable. Warm. Confused.

I couldn't even remember what exactly he'd said. Something about having kids? Working in marketing? I was also worried about whether I'd been polite. Whether I'd said the right things. I still had no idea who it had been.

I realized eventually. We had a meeting, and he was at the front. From further away he had less of an effect on me. It was still there. I spent more time looking at him than at anyone else in the meeting. But I could still focus on other things when I tried hard enough.

He gave a talk about his plans for the company. Things weren't going to change too quickly. A gradual shift towards online instead of print. He said that marketers should all be setting up twitter accounts. Something about how he wants to change the atmosphere of the place. Bring everyone closer together.

When I got back to my desk, the first thing I did was set up a twitter account.

The next couple months things continued as usual. He was the kind of boss who walked around the building, keeping up with everyone. Our productivity went way up. He had a way with words, a way to convince everyone to do what he wanted. Every so often it occurred to me that it might have been his eyes. His eyes were the reason the company was doing better. But that thought never stuck around for very long. It just seemed too crazy.

He came up to my desk again eventually. I had been working on a spreadsheet about quarterly sales. But I looked up the moment he was there.

"Hello, Brittany," he said.

"Hello Jason."

"I wanted to catch up a bit," he said. He sat partly on my desk. He had a really nice ass. "How are things looking this quarter?"

He looked away from me after asking, and I felt the effect fading. "Things are good," I said. "Accounting probably has a better idea than me. Or Janet, head of marketing."

"I don't want to talk to them," he said, looking back at me. "You are my eyes and ears around here, Brittany. I trust you to tell me the truth, and to do what I tell you."

"Okay," I said. He looked away again. "Things are going well. I've sold more this quarter than any other in my career. Never get distracted any more. I'm feeling good."

"And what about your personal life?"

I hesitated.

"Your boyfriend. Have you decided to have children?"

"We're still sort of on the fence."

He glared at me. His eyes flooded me. I was under his spell. "Tonight, you are going to tell your boyfriend that you want kids. You are going to fuck him, no contraceptives. Do you understand?"

I should have been surprised that a boss would talk to me like that, but I wasn't. "Okay," I said. "I will."

"Great," he said. Another pat on the back as he walked away.

I spent the ride home very confused. I wanted to do what Jason had told me to do. I actually wanted to. Not just because of what he'd said. Suddenly it just seemed like the right thing to do. He had messed with my mind. He'd made the decision for me. But on the drive home, I convinced myself that I'd made the decision myself.

When I got home, I got naked. I waited for John, and when he got home I fucked him. I was on top. I was in control. We didn't use protection. He finished into me. It felt amazing. We were going to have children.

The next day, I sat at my desk very content with myself. But I was also working hard. I wasn't about to stop working for any reason. Jason had told me to work, so I was doing it. And Jason had told me to fuck my boyfriend bareback, so I did it.

Jason showed up at my desk just after lunch. "Could you come see me in my office?"

I stood up immediately and followed him. He had a huge corner office. A huge desk. A nice looking chair. A few plants that didn't even look fake. It was beautiful. He sat down and gestured for me to sit across from him. And then he looked into my eyes.

"You find me attractive," he said.

And it was true. A big man like him. Rich. Young. I did find him attractive. I didn't want to have sex with him, but I found him attractive. That had been true since I first laid eyes on him.

"You did what I asked of you last night?"

I nodded.

"You aren't pregnant," he said. "Not yet. And you aren't going to be pregnant with John's child. You're going to be pregnant with mine."

I stared at him. He looked away from me and I could feel however I wanted. I was confused.

I found him attractive. The idea of him finishing into me was hot. It made me wet. But that's not what I wanted. I wanted to have John's children. He looked back at me.

"I don't have time for a relationship," he said. "But I need an heir. I need someone to take over my empire eventually. And I need him to be a blood relative of mine. And I'm going to use your body to get that done. You will carry my child, and you will tell John that it's his. You will raise him with John, and I will make sure you get promotions until you're right up next to me. I'll hire our son once he's old enough, and then I will make him CEO when I step down. I am going to fuck you right here."

He was saying crazy things. He hadn't taken me out to dinner first. But somehow, my mind wasn't putting up any sort of fight. He was saying things that I should have argued with, but they all just sunk into my brain like facts. He is going to use my body to produce a child. I will say John is the father. I will get promotions. And he was going to fuck me.

I should have protested. I should have said no. But I didn't. He hadn't asked me any questions, so I didn't speak. He didn't ask me to do anything, so I didn't move. He had complete control over me somehow. That's just what his eyes could do to me.

He walked over and closed the blinds, so the rest of the office couldn't see in. Then he unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and pulled out his cock. It matched the rest of him. It was huge.

"Take off your shirt," he said, and I complied. It was a white, button-down blouse, and it was on the floor in a couple of second.

"Very nice," he said. I was wearing a bra that was a bit too small, and my boobs were practically bursting out. He started rubbing himself, and I watched as he got hard.

He walked over to me, sitting in that chair. He was tall enough that his dick was at face level. "Get me ready," he said.

Without protest - without even thinking - my hand moved up and started rubbing him. His hand gently landed on the back of my head and I knew what he wanted.

I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around his cock. He got hard almost instantly. I started bobbing up and down, flicking the tip with my tongue. I went at it with more enthusiasm than I normally did with John. And it was strange. I didn't really want to be doing thing, but it felt right. It was making me wet, at least.

He moaned quietly as I bobbed, letting him go as deep as I was capable of. I knew there was a chance we'd be caught. The office door didn't have a lock. And if we were caught, my life would be ruined. But that didn't stop me. That didn't turn me off.

His fingers gripped my hair tight. I could feel him starting to throb, but then he pulled my head off of him, with a slightly popping noise when the suction broke.

I just looked up at him. My panties were drenched. There was something so sexy about him. He was rich. He had power over me. And I was going to do whatever he wanted. And he wanted to fuck me. He wanted to impregnate me. I was powerless to stop him, but I didn't mind.

"Take off your panties."

I stood up and slid my panties to the ground. Suddenly I was glad I wore a skirt to work that day.

"Bend over the desk," he said.

I complied. I practically lay down on it, hiking my skirt high enough that he'd have easy access. I pointed my rear up slightly, so that he'd have an easy time getting in.

The next thing I knew he was between my legs. I could feel his hard cock brush against my pussy lips. Then press against them. And then slide into me all at once. He was huge. I was so wet. He was warm. Our parts fit together so perfectly. I could tell that he wasn't wearing a condom. There was no protection. And he was going to cum into me.

Slowly, he began the thrust. I could tell how much he was enjoying it. He would twitch. Every fifth thrust would be a bit off time, his body overwhelmed with pleasure. I could feel him gradually getting even harder.

I started to moan, and he immediately said, "Cover your mouth."

My hand snapped onto my face, and I suppressed the rest of the noises I wanted to make.

My whole body began to shake. It felt so good. He was reaching parts inside of me that John never did. Hitting spots that John rarely did. And hitting them over and over.

Slowly, because his eyes were out of sight, I started to come back. I was no longer under his control. I became aware of my surroundings. But that didn't change anything. The mind control had gotten me into this situation, but the taboo of it kept me there.

My boss was fucking my brains out. He hadn't asked for permission. He was just overcome with animalistic desire. He didn't care that I had a boyfriend. He didn't care that you weren't supposed to sleep with co-workers. He just needed to fuck me. Needed to impregnate me. Needed an heir for his empire. And I was going to let him.

He started pumping away faster, and that feeling started building up inside of me. Slowly, all of the muscles in my body began to tense up. On his desk I started to convulse. He just kept hitting that spot, and I could hold back. It was going to happen. I was going to finish. I held it back though, because I wanted it to be good. And it always felt best when it had built up for a long time.

I could feel that he was going through the same thing. I could feel him building up inside of me. His hands were on my hips, and I could feel his grasp getting tighter. I could hear an occasional noise escaping from his lips, things that he couldn't possible keep inside.

The rest of the world began to fade away again. Not because of hypnosis, but because of pleasure. Everything other than the feeling between my legs started to disappear. It didn't matter that we were in an office. I didn't care that I had a boyfriend. All I knew was that there was a throbbing cock buried deep inside of me. And that it felt good.

Eventually his grip tightened almost too far. I heard him let out a breath, and then he picked up the pace. I could feel it was about to happen. My muscles seized up, and I felt him grow harder one last time. Then it began.

His cock started throbbing, stretching me open wider than before. He was so big - and going so far - that it almost started to hurt. But then he started to cum. I could feel it. I could feel his cock pumping his cum deep into me - impregnating me. He was breeding with me. And that was enough. That pushed me over the edge.

Suddenly a shiver spread through my body, and every muscle that had been tensed became deeply relaxed. My eyes rolled back in my head.

He gave a few more strong thrusts, making sure that every drop was deep inside. Then he pulled out and left me lying there on the desk. Exposed. Completely aware. But I wasn't sure my jelly legs could support me, so I lay there for a while longer. I heard him walk around the office, cleaning up, and then his zipper went up and he buckled his belt. He had had his way with me. He was done. I was almost definitely pregnant.

Eventually I rolled over, and our eyes locked. "Put your panties back on," he said. "Then go to the ladies' room and clean yourself up. Never tell anyone what just happened. Take a pregnancy test in two weeks. If it's positive, then celebrate with John. Tell him he's the father. If it's negative, let me know and we will do our best to fix that."

I just nodded. What else could I do? There was no turning back now.

"Please, don't worry about what has happened here. It will change our working relationship, yes. But only in a good way for you. You will be promoted to every single position you're eligible for. I will give you large bonuses every chance I get. And in return, all I ask is that you carry my child."

I nodded. It all seemed reasonable, strangely. I didn't have any problem with it.

"I will take care of you, no matter what happens. You never need to worry about anything ever again. Understand?"

"Yes," I said.

"Great," he said, touching my shoulder. "You can go now. Don't worry about working too hard. I have billions of dollars. I can afford one employee who slacks off and enjoys herself."

I stood up and left the room. I went to the washroom and cleaned up. I should have been disgusted with myself. Mad at myself. But that wasn't how I felt. Not at all.

I now had one of the most powerful men in the country looking out for me. There was probably life starting to grow inside of me, and I was going to give birth. John would get to be a father like he'd always wanted. I would get to be a mother. And I'd never have to worry about my job again. Everything felt perfect. Everything felt serene.

I went back to my desk and played some solitaire. Two weeks later I took a pregnancy test, and it was negative. I was so excited. But then it came up negative. I wasn't pregnant. I let Jason know, but he wasn't mad. He just smiled at me, looked at me with those incredible eyes, and said, "Can I see you in my office?"
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