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BLURB


I agreed to be a surrogate for my boss, and now we can’t keep our hands off each other.

Spencer Thompson has almost everything he wants. And the things that this powerful older man doesn’t have, he knows how to get.

His gorgeous young assistant Abby will make the perfect surrogate. Done.

What he doesn’t expect is just how crazy he will be about the idea of her swelling with his child. Pretty soon after they make their agreement, his fertile, innocent assistant is all he can think about.

Spencer’s worries about their age gap melt away when he realizes that his assistant is feeling the same, forbidden desire as him.

Suddenly, it’s not enough to get his intern pregnant — he needs to hear her moan his name, for her to wear his ring, and for the world to know that she is his.

This is a smutty instalove short story. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA with marriage and pregnancy. Tropes include: workplace relationship, age gap, forbidden love, breeding, first time, older man/younger woman.
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ONE
SPENCER


I drum my fingers on my desk as I wait for my assistant to arrive at the office. 

Ever since this idea came into my head, I haven’t been able to think about much else. I pull up the papers for the Thelion board meeting later today, but I barely skim over them. I can’t concentrate on anything except Abby. 

This is the most nervous I’ve been since… Actually, I don’t think I’ve ever been this nervous. 

After half an hour that feels like five, Abby walks into the office.

I watch her settle into her office across the hallway from mine. She pulls off her headphones and takes a seat at her desk, folding her legs beneath her and leaning forward as she sets up her workstation.

My assistant is 22 years old and has curves that could kill a weaker man. Today she’s wearing a grey dress with a corset vest that leaves little to the imagination. With every breath, it looks like her breasts are about to burst out of the neckline. She bends forward to adjust some cables, giving me a full-on view of that perfectly round ass. 

I should be used to it, but the knowledge that I can’t have her only makes me want her more. 

If anything, Abby’s attractiveness is an inconvenience in my work. Getting aroused just because my assistant has strutted into the room carrying a tray of coffee is not ideal for business. Nor is watching the other men in the meetings ogling her and wishing that I could punch them in the face. 

To be honest, I’m surprised I haven’t thought of this plan earlier. 

I’ve wanted children for years, and Abby is one of those young women who absolutely drips fertility.

She’ll be the perfect mother. 

The only problem is, I’m pretty sure she hates me. 

When I took over as chief executive of Thelion, she was an intern. I saw her and had to have her. I gave in to weakness and hired her as my assistant, simply because I knew if I didn’t I was going to have to make ridiculous excuses to keep that perfect ass within sight every day. 

She tried to quit as soon as I offered her the job until I added a substantial pay raise. And given that she’s my assistant, she barely speaks to me unless she has to. When she does, it’s with this wide-eyed, deer in the headlights expression that makes me think I’ve offended her. Sometimes I make an effort — something that I never do with employees, as a rule — to ask about her life. All I get is one-word answers.

It’s frustrating. I’ve never struggled with a woman before. Abby isn’t just a tough nut to crack, she’s impossible. It’s like every time we have a moment alone, she shuts down.

I shrug away those thoughts. What I need her to agree to today is nothing more than a simple business deal. And negotiating business is squarely within my realm of expertise. 

I roll up my sleeves and walk across to her office, pulling the door shut behind me.

“Abby,” I say, taking a seat in front of her desk. 

“Yes, sir?” She glances at me from behind her computer display. As if it wasn’t enough for her to have mouth-watering curves, she’s pretty, too. Pale creamy skin that contrasts with her dark hair, wide brown eyes, and plush lips that send a dirty thrill right through my body. 

I clear my throat. “There’s something I want to discuss with you.”

That gets her attention. I watch a flicker of fear pass over her face. I don’t know what I’ve done to make her so scared of me. Compared to the rest of Thelion, Abby has gold-plated treatment. Hell, I even added dental cover to her employment contract when I gave her a pay raise. 

“It’s nothing bad,” I clarify. “Your job is not at risk. Nothing like that. In fact, it’s not about work at all.” 

Abby nods slowly, biting her lower lip and glancing up at me from under her eyelashes. Her soft brown eyes are filled with questions. 

Just spit it out, Spencer. You’re making the poor girl nervous.

I clear my throat. “Abby, I’ve decided I want to have a child.”

Abby’s peach-pink lips curve into a warm smile, but it doesn’t reach her eyes. I wonder why. “Congratulations, sir. I’m happy for you and your girlfriend.” 

I let a laugh out of my nose. “I don’t have a girlfriend, Abby.” 

Not since six months ago, when I accidentally called her by your name during sex…

Her brow creases in confusion. “You got married? I didn’t realize⁠—”

“No, Abby. I broke up with Eliza last year.”

“Sorry, sir? I’m confused. Who are you going to have a child with?”

I sigh. “That’s what I’ve been trying to decide, Abby. I don’t want to wait to start the family that I want.”

I slide the contract onto the desk. Abby glances down, her soft brown eyes widening and her frown deepening when she sees her name written there.

“What is this?”

“An offer. I want you to be the mother of my children, Abby.”

A blush spreads over her cheeks. Her words tumble out in a rush. “What do you mean? How⁠—”

“I’ve had my lawyers draw up these terms. So that there’s no misunderstanding. It would be an entirely professional arrangement, with doctors and clinics involved.”

I watch her face carefully. She chews her bottom lip as she thinks it over. A terrible habit, especially given how perfect those pink lips are, but one that I’ve noticed she often falls back into when she’s deep in thought. 

Her glossy black hair is swept up into a ponytail today. As she tilts her head, it falls forward over one shoulder. 

“You want me to have your baby?” Her voice is husky with disbelief. Is it just me or does she sound… excited?

“Yes.” One long beat passes, heat sparking in the air between us, and I feel the need to take a step back before I do something I can’t take back. “To be clear, I am not sexually propositioning you, Abby. I am making you an offer. It’s a temporary contract job, I suppose.”

She pulls the papers towards her and gives me a small nod. 

“I’ll read all this and think about it, sir.”

“Soon, Abby. By the end of the week. You know me… I’m an impatient man once I’ve decided on a plan.”

Her lips lift into a genuine smile, and her soft gaze meets mine for one intoxicating second. “Oh, I know, sir.”

As she returns to her work, I’m already regretting the fact that I’ve made this all so professional. The forms clearly state that there will be no physical contact between us.

All that has to happen is Abby has to be assessed by the doctors, sign the agreements, and then I jerk off in some impersonal room. In another room, my sample will be transferred into her no-doubt absolutely perfect pussy. 

And then, after a few tries, my 22-year-old assistant will be pregnant. With my baby. 

I return to my office trying to hide my obvious hard-on at the thought of it. 

Fuck. Is it wrong that this isn’t just deal-making, on my part? That some part of me is getting off on the thought of my 22-year-old assistant carrying my baby?

The way Abby ducked her head and blushed, as if I was making anything other than a business proposition, is playing through my head on a loop. 

I’m probably dreaming, but I thought for a second that she looked excited about the idea. 

Which is ridiculous.

It’s a shame that we’re doing this through a clinic, but I’m not about to fuck my assistant. No matter how much I might want to.


TWO
ABBY


The shiny black car pulls up outside my apartment block at precisely the time Spencer said it would. I push down my nerves and cross the sidewalk. 

He nods at me with a single raise of his chin as I climb into the backseat next to him. 

I greet him, but he points at the earphones. He’s on a call. 

Right. So that’s how this is going to be. We’re not doing this together, even though I have been stupidly hoping that this was my opportunity to get closer to my boss. 

I’m going to this clinic, where everything will be done by doctors. 

I’m an idiot for agreeing, I know. Why would I be a surrogate for a man I’ve had a crush on for years? It’s a recipe for disaster. 

It only takes a few seconds sitting in the backseat across from Spencer for my pulse to race. The rich, deep scent of his cologne fills the confined space. The deep rumbling sound of him talking about business is the background noise of all my workdays.

You’d think I would be desensitized to it by now.

But no, all it takes is a few words from him in that commanding tone for moisture to gather between my thighs. 

This silly crush makes me absolutely useless at my job, but for some reason he keeps me on. I cast one quick glance at him across the car.

He looks the same as ever. Utterly irresistible.

Thick chestnut hair streaked with gray. A smattering of dark stubble across his jaw that never seems to go away. Blue eyes that can be cold as ice or as warm as the sun depending on his mood. And his size. He’s not just tall, but thickly muscled. I’m only 5’3 and I feel like he could pick me up with one hand. I’m constantly wondering whether all of him is that huge. 

Ugh.

Those thoughts are the reason I’ve tried to quit my job at Thelion multiple times. Every time I do, he offers me a ridiculous raise. I’ve stayed on for years longer than I should have. 

This pointless crush on him has not gone away, no matter what I tell myself. After three years of working for the man, you’d think my heart would have figured out that he doesn’t want me in that way. There was a time that I thought he did, but this contract is the proof. We’re never going to have anything more than a business relationship.  

Otherwise, he never would have asked me to carry his child in such an impersonal, businesslike way. It’s silly, but I can’t help but feel a little heartbroken at what’s happening today. This is the closest I’ve been to Spencer, but it also sets a clear boundary between us.

I want to have children, it’s always been part of my life plan, but I never thought it would happen in this way. 

Spencer and I enter the waiting room, give our names to the receptionist, and take our seats. The whole time, Spencer continues with his calls and ignores me.

Nerves start to flutter in my stomach. I’ve never enjoyed going to the doctor.

When they call my name, I get up to enter the room. He stays seated. 

Oh.

His brow furrows as he processes my expression. “Did you want me to⁠—?”

I shake my head quickly, tears already welling in my eyes at the rejection. 

I’m really going to go through this totally alone. 

He’s not going to be in the room with me. It will just be me and the doctors. 

I take a deep breath and pull away from him. The procedure should be quick, but the overwhelming disappointment at Spencer’s lack of involvement is like a crushing pain in my chest.

I take my seat in the chair and follow their instructions perfectly, reminding myself that I agreed, that I signed a contract. My emotions are not the priority today. Think of the money, I tell myself.

I’m about to do it anyway, holding back my tears, when the doctors look away from me in confusion.

“Stop.” The deep, commanding voice rings through the room. “She’s not relaxed. She’s not ready for this.”

It’s ridiculous, the way that just his voice makes me feel reassured. I start to sob, the tears that I was holding back welling up in my eyes. 

“Give us some privacy,” Spencer tells the doctors.

It’s not a question. They clear away, Spencer’s authoritative tone working even in an environment where he is not the boss.

The doctors and assistants leave the room and Spencer takes a seat beside me. 

“Abby,” he says, his arms tightening around me. “Are you okay, sweetheart?”

The tears start falling before I even realize what I’m doing. I’ve disappointed Spencer. 

I thought I could do this. He starts hushing me and I realize I’ve been saying all this out loud.

“I pushed you into this too quickly, without appropriate support. I’m an asshole.”

“That’s not it. I thought…”

I can’t admit it to him. How I was holding on to the unrealistic idea that if I did this, maybe he would want me. How I had this stupid fantasy about how doing this would make us like a family. That maybe it wouldn’t just lead to sex, but to a real relationship.  

“What did you think, Abby?”

I can see that his phone is ringing.

“You have a call coming in, sir.”

He tosses his phone aside. 

“I don’t give a damn right now, Abby. Stop acting like my assistant for one second and tell me why you’re crying.”

He cups my face with one huge hand, swiping away my tears. I never knew he could be so sweet. The truth is, Spencer Thompson is such a ruthless businessman that I’ve never been able to imagine him showing tenderness.

I could fantasize about him fucking me. 

But even in my wildest dreams, I knew it was unrealistic to imagine that my boss would ever love me back. 

I allow myself to admit part of it to him. The part that I think he will understand, and maybe even reciprocate. 

“I thought maybe if I did this, that you’d want me, sir.”

His hand stills on my face and for a second, I wonder if he’s going to be angry with me. If I’ve crossed a line. 

“You were wrong, Abby. This isn’t the reason I want you. I’ve wanted you for years.”


THREE
SPENCER


I can’t stand the fact that I’ve made her cry.

It’s a strange feeling, that I get when I look at Abby with her face tear-streaked, her perfect make-up destroyed. I don’t just want to fuck her, the way I normally do. It’s more than that — I want to reassure her, to do everything I can to make sure she’s okay. 

This is all my fault. The initial check-ups and assessments were perfect, the doctors confirming what you could tell by just looking at Abby: she’s fertile and more than capable of having a child. After that good news, I pushed ahead. She’d signed the forms and I thought that was enough. 

I was a selfish bastard who tried to rush her into this without making sure she was comfortable.

“I’m sorry,” I breathe, cradling her tear-stained face. Her eyes widen in surprise. 

I can’t remember the last time I uttered those words. They’re not in my vocabulary, not in business, not in my personal life either. 

Abby knows that, blinking up at me. “No, I’m sorry. I should have said something earlier when I started feeling upset today. I thought I could do this, sir.”

Something about her vulnerable admission that she’d hoped this could be more gives me confidence. 

“You know, there is another way.”

“Oh?” Abby tilts her head up at me, sending that glossy dark hair over her shoulder. 

I give in to the urge to run my hand through those strands, and it’s exactly as silken soft as I imagined it would be. I can hardly remember what I was about to suggest. 

I trail my thumb over the soft pink of her lower lip and her eyes flutter shut. 

“I think you and I might be compatible, Abby. Sexually compatible.”

She nods her head, just the slightest movement, and I watch her cheeks start to burn with heat. 

“You agree?” I ask her, wondering if it’s as painfully obvious to her as it is to me. How much I need this girl, right now.

She just lets out a sigh. “Abby,” I growl, tilting her chin up with one rough hand spread over her jaw. I can feel the delicate race of her pulse just below the corner of her jaw. “Do you agree?”

She nods her head quickly but I shake mine. “Not good enough. I need you to tell me, Abby. Has that sweet pussy gotten wet for me?”

Her face is delightfully pink now, her teeth gnawing her plush lower lip. 

I want to kiss the hell out of her mouth, but first I need an admission from her. If this whole thing is one-sided, it’s not going to work.

“I’ve wanted you since…” She pauses to think and I hold my breath in suspense, staring down at her creamy skin and imagining what she’ll look like once I’ve had my way with her. “Ever since you started work at Thelion, sir. That whole first month I couldn’t even look at you because I thought it was so obvious. That it was written all over my face. Then…”

She pauses again, gulping in air. 

“You hired me as your personal assistant. And I tried to quit right then. I knew it would be too much.”

“Yet you didn’t.” 

My pulse starts to race with anticipation. 

Her lips curve in a smile. “You did offer me quite a big raise.” She shakes her head. “Accepting was selfish. I knew I couldn’t do a good job, not when I was so overwhelmed every time you were in the room. It only got worse when I had to see you every day, sir…” she trails off again. The suspense is killing me.

“What made you stay?”

She swallows hard, her delicate skin trembling under my hand.

“One day, I was about to quit, and I walked right to your office. It was late at night, just the two of us in the building. You were touching yourself. I heard you moan my name, sir.”

Fuck. 

I can’t even recall how many times I’ve cum with Abby’s name on my lips. I wonder how long ago this was. If Abby had walked in at that moment, my self-control would have been in pieces. My cock twitches at the thought. 

“At first, I thought there was someone else called Abby that you were talking about.”

I let out a huff of surprise between my lips. 

“There’s no one else, Abby.”

“That day, it made me hope for the impossible. That maybe you did want me, too.”

Maybe.

As if there was a chance that I wouldn’t want this girl, that I could hold back from her. 

‘There’s no maybe about this, Abby.”

I bend down and kiss her with bruising force. 

When I pull back, Abby is looking up at me with liquid heat in her eyes and an expression of such hope on her face. Like she really has wanted this for as long as I have.

“Why did you agree to carry my baby? If you thought there was no chance of anything between us? That must have been hard for you.”

“I could see how serious you were, sir. How much it meant to you, to have a child. I wanted to help you.” 

Abby’s not just perfect, not just effortlessly sensual, she has a heart of gold too. She was willing to sacrifice all that, to go through the pain of thinking I didn’t want her in this way, just for the sake of helping me.

“Fuck, Abby. You didn’t have to do this.”

“I want to make you happy, sir.”

And it might be selfish, but I want to take her up on that, right now. 

I run my hands over my assistant’s curves, the dip of her waist, her flat stomach, her full breasts, and I imagine what she’s going to look like once I’ve bred her. Filling out with my seed. 

“You know what would make me very happy right now, Abby?” 

I drop to my knees, hiking her skirt up around her waist. She lets out a little shiver as I trail my hands over her silken skin.

I spread her open on that sterile medical bed and my assistant looks down at me, her cheeks flushed and her eyes glowing. Not with tears anymore, but with excitement. 

I admire the dampness that’s formed in the center of her pale blue panties. 

“Look at you, Abby. Already dripping for your boss.”

“Not the first time, sir,” she whispers. 

I trace my fingers over her panties, feeling the plush fullness of her lips and her dripping center. 

I don’t care that these doctors probably want their clinic back. They made her cry, and now I’m going to make it better. 

“Abby, can I taste this pussy?”

“Please, sir.” 

The breathy, husky tone of her voice makes my dick swell with need. I run through a catalog of the times I’ve heard that voice while she’s been my assistant — I’m only starting to realize what an idiot I’ve been. How many signals that I’ve thought were Abby’s dislike for me, which could have actually been desire.

I know it’s wrong, given the power imbalance between us. Given how much older than her I am. I just can’t bring myself to care, not in this moment.

I push down her panties, revealing the soft patch of hair above her glistening lips. She’s perfect, all creamy skin and pretty pink flesh. All I can see is her need for me, the physical evidence of her.

My cock starts to throb at the sight of it. So untouched and delicate. I let out a single, hard breath. 

“How many men have you been with, Abby?”

“No one, sir. I’ve had one boyfriend who touched me down there, but I didn’t like it much.” She wrinkles her nose. 

Fuck. Her pussy looks untouched because it is.

“Well, I’m going to make sure you like it when I do it.”

I wonder if she can tell how aroused I am, the way I’m straining to keep control.

“I believe you, sir.”

“You need to understand one thing first, Abby. As soon as I taste this fertile pussy, you’re not going to get much work done. You understand that? As soon as you let me have you, this is your priority?”

Her gaze becomes weighty, her eyes half-lidded, as I cup my hand over her pussy with gentle pressure. 

She nods. “I know, sir.”

“Good.” I take one deep breath, the intoxicatingly sweet smell of her filling my nose. “Because I can’t wait to breed this pussy, Abby. And you’re going to give it to me everyday until you’re pregnant.”

She lets out a moan at that. 

I dip my head to taste the moisture dripping from her perfect slit and Abby bucks her hips towards me. 

“So sensitive, babygirl,” I murmur against her. I nuzzle my lips against her, making my way down to her pussy. I run my tongue around the edge of her hole, then slide a finger inside her. 

“Oh, sir,” she gasps at the intrusion. She’s so tight that her pussy grips my finger as I slide it slowly in and out of her. 

“Try to relax, Abby,” I say through gritted teeth. 

My cock is threatening to burst through my pants. 

Not only am I taking my 22-year-old assistant, she’s a virgin. A virgin who’s agreed to let me breed her.

I follow the folds of her to find her nub, taking it between my lips.

“Sir!” Abby yelps, a sweet, high-pitched cry of delight, her legs trembling uncontrollably. Her clit, her helplessly trembling muscles, her soft velvety skin, all of it is perfect and totally mine.

I swipe my tongue over her clit with the gentlest pressure and her muscles slowly relax around my finger. With effort, I slide another finger into her soaked hole, groaning at the sensation of her velvety walls squeezing around my hand.

“Mmm. Feel so full,” she gasps, her voice ragged. I can tell from the way she’s rolling her hips against me that she’s starting to like the sensation, chasing more friction.

Her body slackens, her muscles pulsing like crazy around my fingers, and I glance up at her face. Abby’s cumming all over my hand. And I’ve barely tasted her. 

I don’t stop touching her. I speed up the pace with my fingers as she orgasms, determined to pull another orgasm from this sweet pussy and to taste her arousal this time.

Abby whines as I suck at her clit while my fingers stretch her open. She makes wordless, helpless noises with every single movement that I make. Every sound is music to my ears. 

Who knew my shy assistant would be such a screamer? I don’t think she’s even aware she’s making these noises. 

I suck harder at her clit and she cums hard, her hands twisting through my hair as her thighs shudder with pleasure on either side of my face. 

I inhale her arousal, sweet and fresh as the first peach of summer, and it’s a high that I’m never going to forget. 

Abby slackens on the table, her legs spread, giving me a perfect view of that glistening pink hole as I look down at her. 

My cock is throbbing with irresistible need, and looking at Abby’s pussy, I have to do it. 

I unbelt my pants in one smooth motion and position myself between her thighs. This is what we came here to do, after all. 

I push my cock against the entrance of her pussy, without penetrating her. I don’t need to. All it takes is the feeling of her heat and moisture to push me over the edge.

“Fuck, Abby,” I groan as I spill all over her. I rub my cockhead up and down her slit to spread my cum all over her sensitive flesh. 

Her eyes widen at the warm cream coating her, fluttering closed as she adjusts to the new sensation. 

“Mmm, sir,” she says sleepily. “I like it.”

“Don’t worry, babygirl. There’s more where that came from.”

I kiss her forehead and push her hair back from her face, admiring how well-fucked she looks. This is the way she should always look. Ruined by my cock. Filled with my cum. 

She lies back on the table, exhausted from her orgasms, my cum coating her pussy and her thighs. 

I smooth the skirt of her dress over her hips to cover her and scoop her into my arms. She wraps her arms around my neck, allowing me to carry her out of the room without so much as opening her eyes. 

Abby falls asleep in the back of the car as we drive away from the clinic.

I resist the temptation to bring her back to my house. She was so upset before. Now she’s had her pussy eaten for the first time, and I can’t help but wonder if it was too much for her.

I feel a wave of guilt at what I’ve done to her, my innocent little assistant. She said she wanted this, but have I pushed her too far?


FOUR
ABBY


Spencer calls me in for a one-on-one meeting as soon as I get into work. My clit flutters in anticipation. I was vaguely disappointed when I woke up after the clinic in my own bed, with Spencer nowhere to be seen, but surely this will be the start of it. 

I haven’t been able to stop thinking about yesterday. I hope it was as significant for him as it was for me. 

His blue eyes darken, hungry, as he watches me walk into his office. I feel his attention on me, immediately. 

If he really wanted me in this way, before, surely I would have noticed. I can’t have been so oblivious. The way he’s looking at me makes all the new sensations I felt yesterday race through my mind on a loop. 

The overwhelming flicker of his tongue on my clit… The way he groaned when he tasted my juices… The relentless movement of his hand inside me, guiding me through my orgasm even as I lost myself to pleasure…

Then he breaks his stare and wipes a hand over his face as if he’s stressed. The look that made my pussy tingle disappears. His wide jaw is tense, and I see there are shadows under his eyes. 

“I went too far yesterday, Abby. I shouldn’t have done that. I lost control, seeing you like that.”

Oh. 

He regrets it.

I stare at the floor, scared to ask what I’m thinking. Surely things can’t go back to normal, to my hopeless crush on my boss, not after yesterday…

I work up the courage to ask the question. I desperately need the answer. “And does our agreement still apply?”

I cast a quick glance at him. His expression is unreadable and stern. The way he looks in a difficult business negotiation. 

He heaves a heavy sigh. “I went about this whole thing in the wrong way, Abby. I asked too much of you before you were ready. It was… inappropriate.”

I don’t know what he means by that, but I feel too disappointed to clarify. 

The truth is, I was excited by what happened yesterday. I want more of it. I just don’t know how to tell him that.

I leave the meeting feeling confused as hell. 

My head spins as I try to match this morning’s conversation with the filthy memories of what happened yesterday. I barely get any work done. The whiplash of finally having what I’ve wanted for years, then being sent back to square one, has me stunned. 

I have to vent to someone, so I invite Kathy out to lunch. She’s not my closest friend, but she’s all I have at Thelion. 

If I don’t speak to someone about this, I’m gonna spiral all day, and she’s all I have right now. 

“You fucked Spencer?” Her jaw drops open. “What was it like?”

Obviously, I wasn’t totally honest with Kathy when I explained the situation. 

I told her we had sex, which is not strictly true. Spencer and I didn’t really have sex… it was more like, he ate me out until I saw stars and then came all over me. I conveniently left out the unprotected sex part and the fact that he wanted me to have his child.

Instead, I skim past the details of where we were or how it started and go with “I slept with my boss and now he’s being weird about it”. That explanation feels way less complicated, and yet Kathy’s face is lighting up like I’ve just given her the juiciest piece of gossip ever. 

“Tell me everything,” she demands. “I mean he’s a total sex god, Abby! Was it good?”

“Not that I have much experience to draw on… But yes, it was good.”

“Specifically?”

My face flames. Obviously, I’ve never had any experience to share like this, and I didn’t realize she’d want so many details. “He was really good with his mouth.”

She leans back, satisfied with this detail. “I’d bet. Older men have more experience with that kind of thing. So what’s wrong?”

“The thing is, he’s acting like he regrets the whole thing. This morning he said it was inappropriate.”

Kathy laughs at that. “I mean, of course it’s inappropriate, Abby. He’s your boss and he’s old enough to be your dad. But isn’t that what makes it hot?”

My face flames. I do like how much older Spencer is, but I’d never admit that so openly. 

Kathy gives me a knowing smile. “He’s probably feeling bad because HR are really pushing this new workplace relationship policy.” She makes a face. She’s been complaining about the policy for months because of her situationship with Kevin in IT. 

“What do you think I should do about it?”

Kathy thinks for a second, sipping her iced coffee. 

She purses her lips. “Look, I’m not endorsing this relationship, Abby. Fucking your boss is a minefield. An absolute recipe for disaster.”

“So I shouldn’t?”

She sighs. “Objectively, you shouldn’t. On the other hand, considering that it’s Spencer, I get it.”

I sigh. “He made it clear he regrets it.” I don’t think he wants me, not after our conversation this morning.

Kathy rolls her eyes. “Have you seen yourself? There’s no way he doesn’t want you. That man is feeling guilty as hell. He’s worried you don’t want him.”

“Okay, but he wasn’t listening to me when I said that.”

She narrows her eyes at me. “I think you need to prove it. Show him that he was wrong. I don’t think he’ll be able to resist if you show him that you do want him, Abby.”
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This is what Kathy meant, I think. She’s a million times more experienced than I am with workplace romances, so I trust her. 

Still, this feels… bold. 

I feel a wave of nerves rising in my stomach anytime I think of Spencer walking in and finding me like this. What if he laughs? What if he thinks I’m ridiculous?

The only way I can relax is when I think about what happened yesterday. Spencer’s firm touch. The way he groaned at the taste of me. When I remember his movements as he finished, he was so filled with urgency. Some part of him wants me, even if he feels bad about it. 

I want that. I want it again. The thought that I might lose a relationship like that with Spencer, all because he feels guilty, is what drives me on. Maybe if I can remind him that he does want me, that will be enough to stop whatever second thoughts he’s having. 

I slide my panties off and unbutton my blouse, then lie back on Spencer’s desk, sliding a hand between my thighs as I replay the moments from yesterday that I haven’t been able to stop thinking about.

Now he’ll see exactly how much I want him. 

I get so lost in my fantasies that I don’t even notice the door open until Spencer’s standing right in front of me. 

His blue eyes are unreadable as he looks down at me and at first I wonder if I’m making a fool of myself. I’m half-naked in my boss’s office and he hasn’t said a word about it. He just stares for a beat, his eyes raking over my body again and again.

Then I hear his voice, which is strained with desire. 

“What are you doing, Abby?”

“Thinking about yesterday,” I reply. 

“Fuck,” he sighs, staring at where my fingers press inside me, just the same way that he touched me yesterday.

“I want you to do it again, Spencer. I want your cum inside me again.”


FIVE
SPENCER


“Spencer, the new Workplace Relationship Policy is almost ready, we just need your sign-off on these document.” 

Janet, the head of human resources at Thelion, chooses a bad moment to knock on my office door to discuss the new policy. 

My attention is only on Abby. Her mostly-naked body. The quiet breathy moans that must be audible from the door.

My assistant sitting with her legs spread on my desk, her white blouse unbuttoned to showcase her curves. Her short skirt is hiked up, her fingers embedded in her tight pussy. As she fingers herself, her breasts are trembling with arousal and her back arching off the desk, and I can’t think of anything except stripping her naked and having my way with her.

“Spencer?”

From where Janet is standing, I don’t think she can see Abby, who’s spread out on the far side of my desk. I rush to the door to make sure she doesn’t come inside. 

“Later,” I tell her, with no further explanation as I close the office door in her face.

I only catch a split second of her outrage, but it’s enough to tell me this conversation is not over. Even the single word was an effort because it draws my attention away from the breath-taking sight spread out on my desk. 

If only she knew that the reason I didn’t want to talk to her was because my 22-year-old intern was currently fucking herself on my desk. 

Abby starts to giggle uncontrollably as Janet leaves. 

“And what do you think of the new policy, sir?”

I think…that I wouldn’t let a firing squad stop me from having Abby now, let alone a fucking policy. 

I tried to set boundaries. I tried to do what was right. I thought I’d pushed her too far. But seeing her putting on a show for me, fingering her bare pussy while she sits topless on my desk, has dissolved every last ounce of self-restraint.

I haven’t pressured her into anything. My assistant is begging for it.

“We could have gotten in trouble for that,” I say, but I’m unable to resist the sexy playfulness on her face. Unable to deny the throbbing monster in my pants that is dictating every move from now on.

“Do you think she thinks this is inappropriate?” Abby rolls her hips, and brings her fingers to her clit. Her pussy glistens, pink and inviting. It hits me in a rush of arousal, that I’m going to be the first one to take her.

“I’m sure she does. It is inappropriate.”

The fact that I’m a good twenty years older than Abby is bad enough. I’m also her boss. I’ve already given her a series of ridiculous raises to keep her close to me. This girl is impairing my professional judgment. 

Abby shakes her head and pouts, that playfulness still bright in her innocent eyes.“What if I want to be taken advantage of, sir? What if that’s what I’ve been craving all this time I’ve been working for you?”

“You want to be the slutty assistant who fucks her boss at work?”

Abby nods, wrapping a hand around my tie and pulls me down for a kiss. Her lips taste like strawberries. “Use me, sir.”

“Then I’m not going to deny my favorite employee anything, babygirl.”

I replace her hand with my own, and that tight pussy is just as perfect as I remember it. 

“I can’t wait to put a baby in here.”

Abby starts to cum with a shudder. It thrills me, how instantly this kind of dirty talk pushes her over the edge.

She lets out a squeal as she cums, loud enough for half the office to hear. That will bring on another visit from the HR department, but I’ll risk my job, this whole fucking company, if it means that I can have her. 

I know it’s wrong, but I can’t stop.
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“Spencer,” Janet walks into the office without knocking. “Now is a better time, I hope?”

You would think the worst timing in the world couldn’t occur twice in one day. But now I’m speaking to my HR manager while Abby is sucking my cock. She slurps my shaft loudly and I fist my hand in her hair to warn her. 

By some miracle, Janet doesn’t notice, taking a seat across the desk from me. Abby is hidden beneath my desk, at least, but she doesn’t remove her mouth from my cock, continuing to suck me as Janet talks through the details of the policy. 

“The big one is prohibiting all sexual relationships between managers and their subordinates. Even the HR department won’t be able to approve such relationships, with no exceptions.” 

I almost choke at the irony, glancing down at Abby. Her brown eyes flash enticingly as she keeps teasing my cock like the good assistant she is.  

“With that said, I have to raise something, Spencer. There are rumors going around about your relationship with your assistant.”

Abby takes this as a challenge, swirling her tongue around the head of my cock, and I have to disguise my groan as a coughing fit. 

I school my face into a confused frown. “What rumors?”

“That you have been engaged in inappropriate relations with her.”

“That’s not true.”

We haven’t even had sex yet. Oral sex barely counts as inappropriate. By the end of the week, that might change. 

I flap a hand. “Abby is an attractive young woman. People will gossip.”

Abby takes this moment to bring me deeper into her mouth. I reach under the desk, fisting my hand in her hair to hold her sweet throat wrapped around me like that. She gulps around my shaft to take me further, her mouth providing sweet relief to my aching cock. 

Something about this conversation combined with the blow job is bringing me to the edge at lightning speed.

It must show on my face, because Janet narrows her eyes. “Are you taking this seriously, Spencer?”

I sigh. Thank God I have such a good little stress reliever under the desk, or this conversation would give me a serious headache. “Of course I am, Janet.” 

“You know, as chief executive you’re an example to the staff here,” she says, her tone icy. 

That is it. 

I am the chief executive of this company. “I’m also in charge for a reason, Janet. I make the rules. And the Workplace Relationship Policy has not been approved by the board yet.”

“That girl is half your age, Spencer,” she spits. 

Less than half, I want to correct her. Abby is 22 and I’m 46. 

Right now she’s starting to massage my balls while she swirls her tongue around the tip of my cock, and it’s sending me over the edge. 

Fuck, I’m going to cum while the HR department tells me that I shouldn’t be fucking my assistant. I grit my teeth as Abby sucks harder, until I simply have to let go. I feel lightheaded with relief as my assistant swallows my load. 

“Janet?” I ask as she stands up to leave, my voice strained as Abby cleans my shaft with eager licks. “I want you to stop working on the policy. It doesn’t have support at the board level.” Or at least, it won’t by the time I’ve spoken to the board. 

As Janet shuts the door in a huff, Abby brings her mouth off my cock with a loud pop. She dissolve into a heap of laughter on my lap, her soft brown eyes sparkling as she looks up at me.

I cradle her face gently, admiring the way her lips are swollen and pink from sucking me. “Such a naughty girl for continuing while she was speaking to me,” I tell her. 

She pouts. “I didn’t think you wanted me to stop, sir.”

“I never do. This is only the start, babygirl.” 

If she thinks that I’m going to keep my hands off her again, she is sorely mistaken.


SIX
ABBY


Spencer said yesterday was only the beginning, but I didn’t know what he meant… until I walk into his office to discuss the board papers.

Instantly, I can see from the look on his face that we will not be talking about work. The hunger in his eyes sends a thrill down my spine.

“What are you wearing under that blouse?”

“A bra,” I reply in a low voice, worried that someone might hear us. The door of his office is still open.

“Take it off.”

“Spencer!” I gasp, looking around. Anyone could walk past the open door.

He lets out a growl. “I’m serious, Abby. I never want you to wear a bra to work again.”

I blush. My breasts are far too big to walk around braless everyday, unless he wants the entire workplace to see them. 

“Sir, I can’t… Everyone would know.”

He thinks it over for a second. “Fine. But once you’re pregnant, you’re not wearing a bra.”

I don’t follow. “Why is that different?”

“Because then you’re carrying my baby. And everyone will know that you’re mine, Abby.”

I nod my head weakly. I can’t explain why that starts a flutter of excitement low in my stomach. 

Of course, Spencer doesn’t mean that we’ll actually be together… but he clearly feels possessive over me, he clearly wants other people to know that we’re sleeping together, and some part of that makes me excited. 

I tell him about the meeting that was the whole reason I walked into the office, then turn to leave.

“Where are you going?” His voice is a low growl.

“To do my job?”

Spencer lets a low laugh out of his nose. “That is not your priority anymore, babygirl.”

“You said I still have a job here.”

“Mmm. But I think I require something different from my assistant right now.” He pats his lap. “Come here.”

My legs tremble with anticipation and I cast a nervous glance to the open door. Surely he doesn’t want to touch me, with the whole office working out there. Where anyone could see us. 

“Should I close the door?”

“This is my company, Abby. We can do whatever we like.”

“People could hear us,” I complain, but my heart isn’t in it.

I can’t believe we’re doing this again…but I also can’t believe how wet it’s making me.

“Then you’d better come here, because I’m only going to get louder as I lose my patience.”

I do what he asks, unable to deny the heat that’s gathering between my thighs. 

He grips my waist to lift me onto his lap, pulling my back tight against his chest. He’s so much taller than me that my legs dangle, unable to reach the floor. Sitting on top of his huge thighs, I find that his touch relaxes me. 

The nerves about people hearing us are forgotten as his hands dip lower. I let out a moan as he traces a hand down to cup my pussy through my dress. 

“Did you think I’d let you go back to your usual job, now that you’ve shown me how much you want this, Abby?” He murmurs in a low voice against my hair. “Now that you’ve agreed to let me breed you?”

I can feel every flex of his arm muscles as his hands roam over me, tweaking my nipples, gripping my waist, stroking my hair. 

There’s a growing bulge of hardness directly beneath my pussy. It’s so huge that it’s almost uncomfortable. I shift myself on top of him and he lets out a chuckle when he realizes what I’m doing. 

“That squirming will only make it worse, babygirl,” he says in a warning tone. He slides a hand over my thigh and pushes the hem of the dress up my thighs. We’re seated at his desk, so my lower half is covered by the desk, but even still… I’m in no position to stop someone from seeing everything if they walked in.

“What are you going to do to me?” I ask with a trembling voice, hardly able to hide my excitement.

He shakes his head. “I’m going to get you very, very ready to take my cock,” he murmurs in my ear. “Because otherwise I think I would split this tight pussy in half.”

“Okay,” I agree in a shaky voice. I can’t wait to take him, but he feels so big that I’m worried it won’t fit.

He traces his hand over my mound. “Are you already wet for me, Abby?”

I nod, my face flaming. I’ve been constantly wet at work.

He slides one hand under my waistband and pulls off my panties, then holds them in front of my face. 

“Open,” he tells me. I like the way it feels to do exactly what he says, to feel the way he murmurs his approval when I respond. He stuffs the panties in my mouth. 

“You’re the one who was worried about being heard, Abby. And those pretty moans are what’s going to give us away.”

Now that I’m naked, my bare pussy rubs against his bulge with every movement. I grind myself against him and he lets out a low hiss. “That’s it, babygirl. Get yourself off on your boss’s lap.”

What I don’t expect is for Spencer to focus on other tasks. He keeps going with his day, checking and replying to emails, all the while he’s playing with my pussy with his other hand.

I keep shooting nervous glances at the door as he slowly unbuttons my blouse, until I’m sitting half-naked in my lap, gagged with my panties. Totally exposed if anyone walked in.

His hand occasionally dips beneath my skirt, stroking my clit for a few seconds, playing with my dripping wet entrance, but never doing enough to send me over the edge. 

The whole morning passes like this, my arousal heightening with every too-gentle touch, until I’m whining in the back of my throat. 

A smile touches his lip when he sees the wet patch I’ve left on his pants.

“The next time you cum, it’s going to be with my cock stuffed in that virgin hole. Are you ready for that, babygirl?”

I nod wordlessly, grinding myself against his bulge again. I need him inside me. I can’t think about anything else.

“I should be taking you in a bed, like you deserve. Do you really want your first time to be right here, bent over your boss’s desk like a slut?”

I nod my head. I don’t care where we are. I just need him inside me, as soon as humanly possible.

He pulls out the panties. “If you want that, babygirl, the whole office should hear, don’t you think?”

“Please, Spencer. Please take my virginity, I need it.”

I rock my hips against his shaft and watch his eyes darken with desire. He won’t be able to wait, not if I keep doing this.

He hisses in pleasure. “Fuck, Abby. Only because you’re begging for it. Who knew you could be a virgin and such a desperate little slut, huh?” 

He pushes me back so that my ass is resting on his desk. I watch him unbelt his pants and pull out that deliciously thick cock. He rubs it in a few gentle thrusts against my pussy, coating himself in my juices. With his thick, long cock lined up next to my pussy, it seems far too big for me to take.

He presses at my entrance and the blunt head of him stretches me so wide that it takes my breath away. “Oh my God, sir,” I cry out.

Spencer brings his face down to mine, kissing me ravenously as he pushes into me with another powerful thrust, breaking through the resistance. His lips are just as sweet and gentle as his hips are persistent and rough.

He pulls back with a groan and looks down at his cock. “I’m only halfway inside you, babygirl.”

He’s right. It feels so impossibly big, but half of his shaft isn’t in me yet. 

“Is it going to fit?” I ask nervously. I already feel so full of him. Can I really take more?

A smile touches his lips and he pulls my hips to the edge of the desk.

“It’ll fit, babygirl.”

He grips my hips and guides me down further, letting out a hiss as another inch of him slides inside me.

“That feels unbelievably good.”

I dig my fingernails into his shoulders and he presses a kiss to my cheek.

“Almost there, babygirl. It’ll feel real good soon, I promise.”

With one final grunt, he pushes all the way in.

I whimper as he bottoms out inside me. I never knew that I could feel like this, uncomfortably full and so desperate for more at the same time. I feel like I can barely move, impaled on my boss’s huge cock. I can feel it all the way in the bottom of my stomach. 

“Okay?” Spencer asks me, his hands gently tilting my face down to meet his. I meet his eyes to see how absolutely consumed by pleasure he is. 

I feel a wave of pride that I can make him feel like that. 

He rolls his hips and the friction makes me cry out. If the office didn’t know, they definitely do now. 

“Sorry, babygirl, I got too excited⁠—”

“No, that felt good. Do it again,” I gasp. 

Spencer lets out a hiss of relief and bounces me in his lap, his hands tightening on my waist. In his powerful grip, I can barely control anything. All I have to do is surrender to the way he fucks me, his hands dropping lower to cup my ass, his lips finding my nipples and roughly sucking at them.

The pain is subsiding and turning into something addictive, an instinct to bounce on his thick cock. I roll my hips and let out a sob of pleasure, the orgasm hitting me from out of nowhere. 

Spencer catches me against his shoulder with one muscled arm as I collapse forward, the release making my body loose and pliable. 

The pace of his hips doesn’t relent. He holds me tight against his chest as he pushes into me, again and again, until I feel that bubble of pleasure spreading through my insides again.

“I thought I could take this slow, babygirl, but that tight pussy is just too good.” He pushes me onto my back on his desk, so that he’s standing while I lie back and take him.

“Need to watch that little pussy drink all this cum, babygirl.”

I nod helplessly, looking up at Spencer’s muscled torso rippling with every thrust as he fucks me. My heart beats a helpless rhythm of joy at the pleasure I see on his face. 

I’m the reason for it.

My boss could have anyone he wanted. And he’s chosen me. From the way his eyes are fixed on me, the way he keeps tweaking my nipples and squeezing my breasts, I’d say he’s enjoying it. 

His voice turns to a growl, the thrusts of his hips becoming brutal and urgent. 

“Tell me what you want, babygirl.”

I can hardly speak while he fucks me like this, with strokes that vibrate through my core and steal the breath from my lungs.

“Your cum, sir. Fill me up. Please.” My voice is a breathless, needy moan. He doesn’t relent for a second.

I watch his face shift into a look of serious determination as he approaches releases. He leans forward over me, pressing my back against the desk, his muscles heavy and warm on top of me. His mouth finds mine in a messy, urgent kiss.

As he loses himself to pleasure he murmurs a stream of curses against my mouth, “fuck yes, fuck yes, babygirl,” in a chant that I’m not even sure he knows is happening.

When he cums, I melt below him. He pumps his load deep inside me with intentional thrusts, pulling my hips towards him to take him deeper. My back arches off the desk at the pleasurable feeling of his warm cum filling my pussy.

“Fuck, baby, you like that, don’t you?”

I can’t answer, too swept away by the sensation to even nod my head. Every roll of his hips prolongs my orgasm. 

With one hand, Spencer lifts me to his chest and places a rough kiss on my mouth. The rough brush of his stubble against my cheek and the deep masculine smell of his cologne reminds me what I’ve just done.

I let my boss cum inside me. I gave him my virginity.

And instead of regretting anything, I feel safe and desired. He cradles me on his lap and tells me how good it felt, soothing the soreness between my legs with gentle strokes of his hand.


SEVEN
SPENCER


After taking Abby’s virginity, she’s all I can think about. I don’t bother trying to hide the fact that I’ve been fucking her every day in my office. 

The sooner my staff know Abby is mine, the better. The HR department has taken the hint that the new policy is not getting approval, not now that my assistant is riding my cock every day at my desk. Even the panties stuffed in Abby’s mouth are not enough to muffle her cries of pleasure. 

She has no idea that everyone in the office knows about us, but I’m getting jealous looks from every hot-blooded man in the building. All the more reason to get her knocked up and out of the workplace as soon as possible. 

My fertile assistant is going to be absolutely irresistible when she swells up with my baby. I can’t even imagine how her round titties can get bigger when she’s filled with milk, but watching her flat stomach balloon out with my seed will be satisfying as hell.

Last night, I wasn’t done with her after the day at work. I brought her home to my apartment, and it felt so right to have her there that I don’t want to let her leave. 

I make breakfast for us both and return to the bedroom. Pausing at the door, I take a moment to admire the sight waiting for me in my bed. 

My assistant’s nude body is better than it was in my fantasies. I particularly like hickeys that I’ve left all over her full breasts and waist, in a trail down to that sweet pussy. Her glossy dark hair is swept into a messy bun, her lips are swollen from a night of being kissed and fucked. I can’t think of how many times I’ve dreamed of having this young woman in my bed just like this, stuffed full of cum and naked, with just a bedsheet over her mouth-watering curves. 

But she’s biting her lip — she turns to me with worry in those wide eyes when she sees me standing there. “Spencer, there was so much cum inside me this morning.”

I let out a chuckle and arch an eyebrow at her, setting the tray down on a table and settling beside her with an arm around her waist. Just the feel of her silken skin is enough to get me hard. “And you think that’s a problem?”

“I don’t know,” she looks down. “I wasn’t sure if it was normal.”

I suppress another laugh. Of course it’s not normal, babygirl, I’m cumming bucketloads every time you take me inside that tight pussy.

“Do you want me to breed you, Abby?”

She nods, her eyelids coming lower over her eyes in a look of arousal. “Of course.”

“Then you should only be worried when my cum is not inside you, babygirl.”

I pull her onto my lap, the breakfast tray forgotten. The tension in her shoulders unwinds the way it always does when I take control of her perfect body.

“I do like the feeling,” she admits quietly, ducking her head.

“What feeling is that?”

“Being full of your cum. That warm, sticky feeling between my legs. Feeling it drip out of me.”

Fuck. I was already hard, but the way she says this, like it’s some kind of dirty confession instead of my fantasies come to life, only confirms to me what I already knew. 

Abby is my dream woman.

She moans her assent as I pull down my briefs and enter her in one quick thrust, spreading those smooth thighs wide open for me. 

Her pussy is already a creamy mess, just like she said. 

Probably because I fucked her twice last night, waking her up just so she could take my cock again. I can’t sleep in bed next to my perfect assistant without waking up with a hard-on at least once. And when I know her cunt is right there and dripping wet for me… Well, my self-control is only so strong. 

“Spencer, I’ve been thinking…” she starts just as I’m on the edge of filling her up. It takes all my strength to pull back from the edge.

“Yes, babygirl?”

“How many times are you going to breed me?”

I don’t know what to tell her. There’s no way I’m going to be able to stop, not now that I know how good it feels to fill her pretty little pussy with so much cum that she’s overflowing with it.

“Many times,” I grunt, rolling my hips deep inside her until I bottom out. A shudder runs through her body. “I’m going to keep you pregnant Abby, pregnant or so filled with my cum that you will be soon.”

At first I worry that it’s too intense for her, that she’ll be overwhelmed. The truth is, I want forever with this woman.

Then I realize that the way her pussy grips my cock is the beginning of another orgasm. Abby wants me to breed her just as much as I want to do it.

“I just want to make sure that you’ll still want me when I’m pregnant.”

The fact that she even needs to ask…

“The idea of you pregnant, babygirl…” I wonder if she can feel the way that my already throbbing cock twitches with arousal at the thought. I let out a grunt as I push deeper into her, stretching her out to communicate to her how much it turns me on. “I’ve been fantasizing about the way you’re going to look. Your cute little waist becoming round and swollen. Your breasts becoming fuller and heavier with milk. You’re going to be divine.”

“Oh,” Abby gasps, her face turning pink at the dirty talk. She’s still getting used to it. How much I want her. How long I’ve wanted her for. What I want to do to her. “I hope it happens soon, sir. I can’t wait to feel your baby growing inside me.”

I press a kiss to her lips, excitement building at her words. She rolls her hips, a jolt of pleasure squeezing the full length of my shaft. 

I’m trying to be gentle, trying to show Abby the love that I feel for her…but no matter how slow I go, it always ends this way, with my hands pulling her closer with bruising force, thrusting like a madman until I’m bottoming out inside that pussy and she’s gasping for air, her eyes fluttering shut in pleasure.

“Fuck,” I groan as I fill her with another load, her slick pussy gripping me with pulses of arousal.

When her orgasm subsides, she looks up at me with a lazy smile on her face. “I like it when you lose control like that, sir. I love the way that you can’t hold back when you breed me.”

I stroke Abby’s lower stomach once I pull out of her, holding her tight against me. “All of this is mine, babygirl, but when you’re pregnant, that’s the living proof of it. That we did this. That you let me breed you, not caring what anyone thought, just needing to follow your instincts and take my cum the way you’re meant to.”


EIGHT
ABBY


Spencer has been waking me with his cock, and it’s become something of a routine. Now I’m turned on every morning, just waiting for him to claim my pussy.

“Spencer?” I yawn sleepily as he presses inside me just before dawn.

“Shh, babygirl. No need to get up, I just had to fuck you before I went to work this morning.”

Work. 

Fuck. 

Today is Monday. Panic clears my head from the haze of arousal.

“I forgot to set an alarm!”

He lets out a chuckle. “Relax, Abby.” I gasp as he changes positions, pushing me down into the mattress on my front with one powerful thrust. “You don’t have to come into work today.”

I let out a moan as Spencer’s cock stretches me open. His knee pushes between my legs to spread me wide open and he slips a little deeper. 

My muscles are still adjusting to the routine of taking him, day and night. When we fuck overnight, it’s wordless, pure need coursing between us. He likes that I’m always wet and ready for him, but it’s only because sleeping beside him turns me on. Especially the way he absentmindedly runs his hands over my curves, and I just know that he’s dreaming of what I’ll look like when I’m filled with his child.

His hands tighten on my hips as he approaches release. His thrusts are rhythmic and gentle, and for a second I think I’m still dreaming.

Then one powerful thrust fills me up totally, knocking the breath from my lungs, and I let out a breathless moan. I’m definitely awake now.

“Wait, I do still have my job, right?”

“If you want.” He chuckles into my hair, pressing his lips against my neck. “Babygirl, if you want to work, I’ll employ you. If you don’t want to, you never have to work another day in your life.”

He presses me deeper into the mattress with his big hands splayed on the small of my back. 

“This is all you need to worry about Abby. Right here, right now, taking my cum like a good girl. Becoming the mother you were meant to be.”

Pinned beneath him on the mattress, I gasp with pleasure as I let go. It should be uncomfortable, or too much, the way that he uses me like this. Instead, it turns me on more than anything has.

With a final, deep thrust, he finishes inside me, pulling a sudden orgasm from me as I feel his cum hit my cervix.

He collapses on top of me, his cock still deep inside. With a few rolls of his hips inside me, he prolongs my orgasm further, until I feel like I’m melting through the mattress. 

Spencer tugs my head back with his hand fisted in my hair. “What do you say, babygirl?”

“Thank you, sir. Thank you for breeding me.”


EPILOGUE
ABBY


EIGHT MONTHS LATER…

“Yes, they’re twins!” I force a smile after Janet corners me in the shopping mall. I have a massive craving for sugar, but can’t stand the smell of coffee right now, so Spencer has headed into a coffee shop while I wait outside. 

The former HR manager from Thelion was one of the last people I wanted to see. She left the company months ago, after she confronted Spencer about our relationship. She never accepted that we could actually love each other.

We make awkward small talk for a minute before she finally asks the question, gesturing at my pregnant belly. I’m carrying twins, so it’s absolutely impossible to hide and has been since I entered the second trimester. 

“Congratulations, Abby. Who’s the lucky father?”

I have to clap a hand over my mouth to stop from bursting into laughter. Clearly she can’t contemplate the idea that Spencer and I could have a lasting relationship.

The irony that Spencer is taking me lingerie shopping, and we happen to meet our old HR manager in the mall. I look around for Spencer, not wanting to have to explain the situation alone and he wraps an arm around my shoulders before I can open my mouth. 

I relax instinctively against his touch, breathing in the clean scent of him. He presses a kiss to the top of my head and pulls me tight against his side. There’s no way anyone would think this was a friendly relationship. 

“Hello, Janet. How’s the new job going?” Spencer gives her a warm, if slightly smug smile, and Janet just glares at him. I watch as her eyes drift down to the matching gold rings on our fingers and puts two and two together. 

Yes, Janet, I married my boss who you said was taking advantage of me.

Without a word, she turns away from us and storms off. 

I shake with silent laughter against Spencer’s side. “I don’t think she likes me very much.”

Spencer snorts with laughter. “Luckily for you, her opinion means absolutely nothing.”

He pulls me in for a hug, pressing my breasts against his chest, and that’s when something weird happens. 

I pull away from him, and my nipples start aching, my breasts suddenly heavy and sore. 

“Spencer, I think something’s wrong.”

He glances down at my top and his eyes darken with an unreadable expression. He closes a hand around my wrist and pulls me back to the high-end lingerie shop, explaining to the shop assistant that there was one last set we wanted to try. 

I’m confused by what he’s doing, raising my hands to let him pull off my top and bra, right up until the point that he kneels in front of the chair in the fitting room, his hands going straight to the aching, heavy flesh that is demanding all of my attention.

“Ow, Spencer, that hurts—” I stop talking as the sudden jolt of pain is followed by immense relief.

“Oh my God,” I breathe as my husband cups my breasts, gently squeezing from the swollen side of my breasts right to the tip of my nipples.

A stream of liquid spurts from my nipple, and Spencer lets out a low groan of satisfaction.

“Your milk is coming in early, babygirl.”

He closes his lips around the peak of my breast and begins to suck, hard.

At first it’s pure, sweet relief that courses through my veins as he drinks from me. His warm tongue soothes my aching nipples, and every drop of milk he takes from me makes my breasts feel a little lighter. I arch into his mouth, a wave of gratitude washing through me. He always knows what to do.

“Thank you, Spencer. That’s so much better.”

“Babygirl, your milk tastes like heaven.”

It’s only when I hear Spencer’s rough, strained tone that I realize this is turning him on. I trace one hand over his hardness, shockingly large and insistent, and start to stroke his shaft. He groans in appreciation.

It always surprises me, exactly how obsessed with my pregnant body he is. No matter how awful I might be feeling, one look from Spencer is all it takes to make me feel sexy and desirable.

I clutch his head to my breast, pressing him closer to my cleavage, and his mouth grows greedier, more urgent. The hot relief of him drinking from me is stoking another fire, deep in my belly. 

I can’t suppress a moan as he finishes with one breast and moves to the other, sliding one hand under my skirt so that I can ride his fingers while he drinks from me. 

His lips grow hungrier on my breasts as I ride his hand. All the while, he’s thrusting into my hand with his thick cock, throbbing with arousal.

But I know my husband. We’re not going to make a mess of this lingerie fitting room.

There’s only one place his cum belongs.

Deep inside me.

With a satisfied groan, Spencer drinks his fill and drags his mouth away from my breasts. He rises to his full height and his piercing blue eyes sweep over me. I’m reclined in the fitting room chair, my swollen belly, breasts and my bare pussy all on display for him.

“Look at you, babygirl. All pregnant and spread open for me. But it’s not enough, is it? You want to be bred again?”

I gasp with pleasure as his cock stretches me open, his hands stroking my swollen belly as he fills me up. 

“Yes, sir. Please give me your cum. Use your pregnant little slut.”

Want an extra scene?

Abby and Spencer have some sleepy fun in this bonus breeding scene!

Get your exclusive free copy, plus updates about my latest stories and other smutty freebies, when you join my email list.
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