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The office smelt faintly of the rose air freshener I’d used an hour before. It wasn’t as refreshing as I would have liked, but it was better than the old, mothballed stench that had clung to everything. Sighing, I closed the door again.

One of my coworkers smiled and walked in my direction.

“Don’t worry. I’m sure he’ll like it,” Marie said

I shook my head and peered at the closed door as if it could reassure me, too.

“It’s hard not to worry. Emmett was so damn hard to please that I just want to start off on the right foot with this new guy.”

“Yeah, I get that. I’d like to think that HR had enough complaints about him to do things differently this time around.”

“Maybe.”

She held my shoulders—encouraging me to meet her gaze.

“Listen to me. You haven’t been in the workforce long enough to be this jaded. Leave it to old-timers like me.”

The idea of Marie calling herself an old-timer made me burst out laughing.

“You’re like 26.”

“And you’re 22, so…”

“Fair enough.”

Chuckling, I let her lead me back to my desk. Wandering around the office wasn’t going to make my new boss get here any more quickly, so I might as well try to get some work done. As I opened my inbox, though, I heard the telltale click of Helena’s heels. Nobody wore stilettos like our HR manager.

I let out a breath while keeping my eyes trained on where the hallway met the department. Within a couple of minutes, her red curls cleared the wall. A moment later, a man who towered over her came into view. My eyebrows shot up when my gaze immediately travelled over his toned frame.

Well, well.

I’d been so concerned that my new boss would be a prick that I hadn’t considered that he might be hot as hell. Then he turned to appraise the department. Since I was the closest, his startling blue eyes connected to my hazel ones quickly. I froze.

Say something.

But even the reminder from my brain didn’t spur my mouth to move. Fortunately, Helena stepped forward to introduce us.

“Daniel, this is your assistant, Willow Raven. Willow, this is Daniel Trent.”

“Hello, Willow.”

His voice was like warm honey that you drizzled on the most sinful snacks. Clearing my throat, I tried to ignore the warmth that curled at the base of my spine. This attraction reeked of danger.

“Hello, Mr. Trent.”

“I’m looking forward to working with you.”

“As am I.”

Nodding, he walked farther into the department. I turned to watch him walk away without a second thought. Groaning, I returned to my computer.

Of course, his ass is perfect.

I laughed softly to myself. Being attracted to the boss wasn’t exactly a unique experience, so I was sure it would die eventually. After all, it wasn’t like he felt the same way.
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I hadn’t expected to have any one-on-one time with my new boss on the day he came in, but apparently, he wasn’t the type to dawdle. As soon as lunch was over, he summoned me into his office. My heart clenched when I stepped inside. Given my experiences with Emmett, I couldn’t help the icy anxiety that crystallized in my chest.

Once he looked up at me, though, those blue eyes held me in their spell. Daniel smiled and rose from behind his desk.

“Willow, thank you for coming in so quickly.”

I didn’t know I had a choice in things like that. Emmett had taught me that being called to the office meant dropping everything. Would things really be that different with Daniel?

“No problem. What did you need?”

“Actually, I just wanted us to be properly introduced.”

Smiling, he extended his hand. The second my fingers clasped around his, my stomach dropped. My gaze flicked to his while I wondered if he could feel the same warmth in our intertwined hands. If he did, it didn’t stop Daniel from continuing to speak.

“I’m Daniel. The new head of PR. I like soccer and reading a good murder mystery. What about you?”

Despite the lingering sensations, his introduction made me laugh softly. It was so much like one of those weird games they do at teambuilding exercises. When he dropped my hand, I tried to pull my scrambled brain cells back together.

“Uhm… I’m Willow. I’m your assistant. I like the beach, sunsets, and a good romance book.”

Daniel chuckled. His eyes skimmed my face as if he’d find something unsaid.

“I’ve heard good things about you.”

“From who?” I blurted out. “Sorry,” I said quickly while shaking my head. “I just didn’t know anyone was talking about me.”

Shrugging, he clasped his hands behind him.

“Not talking about you so much as answering my questions. I was… curious.”

The way his tongue curled around the last word sent a tingle straight down to my toes. It hinted at an interest that wasn’t as professional as it needed to be.

Just my imagination.

But as I looked into his eyes again, I wasn’t so sure. Swallowing, I reminded myself of my first impression of him. My gut said he was dangerous and not in the way that wrecked lives. The way that wrecked hearts and careers.

“Okay,” I said finally. “I’m happy they had good things to say.”

“Very good.”

My lips lifted in a smile before I knew what was happening. I needed to change the course of this conversation.

“Did you want me to show you anything in the office or on the computer? I know Emmett had his own way of arranging things.”

He looked around the room and nodded.

“Yeah, I got that. I’ll give it a shot and then let you know if I need a hand. In the meantime, I’ve sent you a list of meetings for this week and the next. Please add them to my schedule, and there are a few errands that will need to be taken care of.”

“Of course.”

I let out a breath—grateful to have something to do. It was familiar territory, at least. Nothing like the static-like electricity that charged the air between us. Even if it was one-sided, it was distracting as hell.

“I have a good feeling about working with you, Willow.”

“I’m happy to hear that, Mr. Trent. I’ll do my best to ensure that you’re not disappointed.”

I hoped my smile was convincing because the reality was that I needed to stay as far away from my new boss as possible. At least until my body stopped reacting to him like a growing fire searching for oxygen.
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Even though Daniel was only in his first week, his calendar was brimming with meetings. It was obvious that he aimed to quickly learn what his predecessor was planning before his inglorious exit. That was why it surprised me when one of the items on his list was a lunch meeting with me on Friday afternoon. He’d even asked me to order my favourite thing from the restaurant we always used.

Nibbling on my bottom lip, I walked toward his office door. The meeting was only five minutes away, but I couldn’t bring myself to knock. What if I made a fool of myself? Although I’d been able to keep things together so far, we hadn’t really been alone since his first day.

It’s not like I can miss it, though.

Gripping the bag with our meals, I tapped lightly on the door. Despite my silent prayer that he wouldn’t hear me, Daniel called me inside. He gave me a broad smile when I stepped through the door. It was as if my arrival was the highlight of his day.

“Willow! Take a seat. Just set the food on the little table, and I’ll be right there.”

My eyes widened, but I nodded. Somehow, he’d managed to create a separate space for us with a small table and two chairs. As I placed the containers in our respective spots, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this felt more like a date than a meeting.

I want to get to know you better.

That was what he’d said, but what if he meant… I shook my head to clear the ridiculous thoughts before they formed. He was my boss. Attractive but off limits. Sexy but old enough to know better than to fuck his assistant.

“Okay, that’s all done. I’m all yours.”

My gaze jumped to his—searching for the humour behind those words. Maybe if I made a joke about it, he’ll realize how that sounded.

“Well, at least for the next 30 minutes, right?”

“Why stop at 30 minutes?” he asked with his head cocked to the side.

Smiling, he took his seat. I silently sat across from him.

So much for that.

“I think you’ll enjoy the spicy chicken salad. Some people won’t touch it, but I like it.”

“So, what I’m hearing is that you like things hot and forbidden?”

I almost choked on my drink. Okay, there was no way to ignore that one.

“Mr. Trent—”

“Call me Daniel.”

“Forgive me if I’m wrong, but are you flirting with me?” I asked in a rush of breath.

My heart hammered as I waited for him to say something. Anything. Finally, he burst out laughing. My stomach sank.

Shit.

“I guess I’ve been out of the dating game for too long. I thought it was obvious.”

My jaw dropped. His answer made my heart do flip-flops even as I fought to stay level-headed.

“Uhm… I should be someone else’s assistant, then.”

“No.”

His voice was low. The playful expression had been replaced with one that sent a shiver down my spine and straight between my thighs.

“What?” I asked.

“You belong to me. You’re not going to work for anyone else. Is that clear?”

“Y-yes?”

“Good.” He leaned forward in his chair. “I don’t share.”

He might not have been clear when flirting, but there was no way to misunderstand him now. Daniel wasn’t just talking about the workplace. Heat filled my cheeks.

“Mr. Trent—Daniel, didn’t Helena tell you that company relationships weren’t allowed? Especially between a manager and his subordinate.”

Clearing his throat, he stalked over to my side of the table. Before I even knew what was happening, he held the back of my neck and kissed me. At first, I froze. Then the warmth of his soft lips cut through my confusion. Instinctively, I cupped his jaw and parted my lips for him.

Daniel sighed with satisfaction as his tongue found mine. We slowly explored each other’s mouths—our lunch forgotten on the table. If I’d doubted his intentions before, there was no question what he wanted when he deepened our kiss. At this rate, the only thing he was going to devour for lunch was me.

He groaned softly and broke our embrace. Resting his forehead on mine, he smiled.

“It doesn’t seem like you really care about company rules right now.”

“I just don’t want to get in trouble or lose my job. I’m not like you. I don’t have years of experience that can get me something else quickly.”

“As if I’d ever let anything happen to you.”

I took a deep breath—terrified of how badly I wanted to believe him. But the small rational voice in my head told me that was stupid. He barely knew me. Wanting to fuck each other silly was not an excuse to be reckless.

“Maybe we should eat our lunches. After all, we don’t want to get caught like this.”

Instead of moving, Daniel dropped his hand to cup my breast through my shirt.

“And how would you prefer to be caught? With my tongue on your nipple or your clit? Maybe with my fingers inside your pussy?”

My face grew hot.

Holy shit.

This definitely wasn’t the reaction I’d expected. And yet, my pussy pulsed at the idea of him doing all those things in his office.

“Daniel…” I whispered.

“Okay, fine. I’ll behave. For now.”

He rose but didn’t move away. Licking my lips, I stared at his erection. The bulge in his slacks made me rethink everything I’d just said. Daniel chuckled and returned to his seat.

“I’ve wanted you the moment I saw you, Willow, and nothing’s going to stand in my way now that I know you want me too.”

I had nothing to say to that, so I speared a piece of my chicken. Though I knew he should be off-limits, the desire to indulge in everything Daniel offered was too tempting to ignore.
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Rubbing my eyes, I dropped my keys on the tiny table in my studio apartment. Thanks to Daniel’s kiss, I’d spent the rest of the day dripping into my panties every time I thought about it. Now that I was home, I still didn’t want to think about it.

Maybe it was the way he made me want him like no other guy before. Maybe it was the way he looked at me like there was nobody else in the room.

“God, I’ve got to get a grip,” I grumbled.

Maybe it was because I hadn’t been touched since losing my virginity one drunken night in college.

Sighing, I marched into the tiny kitchen. I wasn’t exactly a chef, but putting a meal together always settled my mind. Just as I piled a bunch of everyday ingredients onto the counter, my cell phone rang. It got to the third ring before I decided to answer.

Daniel.

“Hello?”

“Hey.”

“Is everything okay?”

“Where are you?”

“I just got home.”

“I’ll be there in 5 minutes.”

“What do you mean?”

But the line was already silent. Did I even want to think about what he told Helena to get access to my personal file? Could she tell what he was really thinking while he wove his story? But I didn’t have time to think about any of that. My boss was going to be here any minute.

Dropping the phone, I looked around the tiny space. Clothes were strewn across the only chair in the room, and I hadn’t spread my bed since the week started. Daniel’s little office fantasy might not survive the reality of this mess.

Fuck me.

With my mouth dry, I peered at the food in the kitchen. What the hell could I do in five minutes? Cook? Clean? Shower? I rushed to toss the clothes into the closet. By the time I returned to the kitchen, there was a knock on my front door. My hands shook as I opened it.

Without a word, he pushed inside and pulled me in for a kiss. He kicked the door closed while ravishing me.

“Come shower with me,” he whispered against my lips.

I only pulled away long enough to point him in the right direction.

“Good girl.”
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Lifting me so that I could wrap my legs around his waist, Daniel stalked to my bathroom. It was hard to pull away from each other, but we managed to get our clothes off. We climbed into the shower. Though it was small, we fit well enough.

“How do you manage with such a small shower?” he asked with a chuckle.

“It helps that I’m not six feet tall.”

“Probably.”

Laughing, he pressed me against the wall for another kiss. While moulding his body on mine, he turned the tap on. The shower spit out cold water, and he yelped. The shock on his face made me snicker.

“There’s hot water. You just need to know how to get it.”

“Uh-huh. That settles it. You’re moving in with me.”

I snorted and reached for the tap. Within moments, the water’s temperature started to climb. Reaching for my loofah and shower gel, I started to lather up. It didn’t take long for Daniel to join me. Once we were clean, he cupped his hands to get some warm water and then ran it over my neck.

He gently tilted my head to the side to kiss the soap-free spot. Licking up to my ear, he ran his fingertips along my soapy breasts. My skin tingled with anticipation—hardening my nipples before his fingers even found them. Nibbling my ear, Daniel stroked my sensitive buds.

“Do you know how badly I’ve wanted to do this since I met you?”

“As badly as I’ve craved it?”

“Fuck, I hope so.”

Getting more water, he rinsed the soap from my body slowly. He kissed every spot that the warm water left naked. By the time he cleared the lather from between my thighs, I could feel my pussy throbbing for him. When he slid his fingers between my folds, a soft whimper dropped from my lips.

“Oh, you want me, don’t you?”

“Yes. Please.”

“Fuck,” he whispered.

He shut the water off and bent me forward. Bracing my hands against the wall, I waited for him to slam into me. Instead, he spread my thighs to slowly stroke my clit.

“So fucking beautiful. So fucking mine.”

With one finger on my clit, he spread my aching pussy with two fingers. My breath caught as he curled his fingers inside me to stroke my soft ridges. It was like each touch sent the heat between my thighs to a higher level. Soon, my legs were shaking.

But that didn’t stop him from finger-fucking me harder and faster.

“Oh, fuck,” I mewled.

When my climax weakened my knees, he held me closer.

“Let’s get you out of here before you hit your head.”

“Mhm.”

Holding me carefully, he brought me back to the bedroom. If the unmade bed bothered him, he never said a word. His only focus was on claiming my lips again while guiding his cock into my depths. My inner walls ached from the stretch of accepting his thickness, but it only made me moan.

“God, it should be impossible for you to feel this good. You’re going to drive me fucking crazy.”

And yet, it was his deep fucking thrusts that were making me lose my mind. I couldn’t even find the words to tell him what he was doing to me. Each time he bottomed out in my pussy erased more of my vocabulary. Finally, I settled on moaning his name. It was all that was left in my head.

Groaning, Daniel gripped my hips to fuck me harder. Crying out in pleasure, I dug my nails into his back and kissed him again. I desperately needed to feel every inch of his body on mine. We came together—our moans intermingling and wrapping around each other in ways our bodies couldn’t. Daniel’s cock twitched inside me as I was filled to the brim with his cum.

On some level, I knew letting him fuck me without protection was probably a bad idea. But it felt too right for me to think about it too much.

“You’re gorgeous when you come,” Daniel muttered against my cheek. “I can’t wait to do it again.”

“Me either.”

Lifting his head, he looked around my room.

“At my place because this is too small for everything I want to do to you.”

I laughed softly.

“Prove it.”

“Challenge accepted.”
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A little ping on my computer dragged my attention away from checking hotel prices.

If only this weren’t business-related.

Tapping on the notification, it brought me to Daniel’s calendar. My brows furrowed. I might not know every single item on his calendar by heart, but I was pretty sure that he was free right now. The notation made me snicker.

Meeting with Willow.

“Naughty,” I whispered.

Still, I grabbed my notepad and marched to his office. Even though nobody knew about us, I needed to be cautious. The last thing we needed was for office gossip to get to Helena. My hands shook when I knocked.

“Come in.”

Daniel was already halfway across the room when I stepped inside. Taking the notepad from my grip, he pushed me up against the door. His lips found mine while he tugged my shirt out of my pants. I moaned when his thumbnail scraped over my hardening nipple through my bra.

“I thought we were going to behave,” I rasped.

“How am I supposed to behave when you’re right here every day? Just looking at you makes my cock hard.”

I giggled and wound my hands around his neck—intent on making him even harder. Then a familiar voice wormed into the office.

Helena!

My eyes widened as recognition dawned in his.

“Fuck,” he hissed while snatching my notepad from the floor.

Moving away from the door, I rushed to tuck my shirt back into my pants. I only hoped my hair and makeup weren’t as dishevelled as I feared. We got into place a mere second before she knocked.

“Come in,” Daniel said.

I tried not to laugh at the strain in his voice. Something told me that his erection was still throbbing and begging to be set free.

“Hey, Daniel!” Helena said, her heels clicking against the tile. “I just wanted to check how things were going.”

“Uh… It’s going great. Everyone has been helpful in getting me up to speed, and Willow has been integral to running a seamless schedule.”

Helena turned to look at me as if she hadn’t noticed me sitting there all along. Her green eyes lingered on me long enough for me to confirm Daniel’s story with a nod.

“Okay, that’s good to know! I’m looking forward to hearing your updates at the next meeting.”

“Of course!”

Giving him a slight nod, she waltzed out of the office—closing the door with a soft click behind her. Daniel let out a sigh of relief.

“Holy shit. That was close,” I muttered.

“Very.”

I narrowed my gaze.

“Then why are you looking at me like it turned you on?”

“As if you’re not dripping into your panties right now.”

I folded my arms instead of replying. He was crazy if he thought fooling around in the office was a good idea.

“I’m pretty sure you have a meeting with the head of sales in five minutes.”

His lips curled into the kind of smile that made me think he would be fine with rescheduling. Shaking my head, I held my notepad close to my chest.

Dangerous.

If I weren’t careful, I’d risk everything for this man. Fortunately, his shoulders slumped in resignation.

“Fine. I’ll go to the meeting. Just know that I’ll be thinking about being balls-deep in your sweet cunt the whole time.”

Heat filled my face, but I rose quickly to return to my desk. One close call was enough for today.
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My jaw dropped as I looked around Daniel’s living room. When he’d said his home had more than enough space for me, I’d envisioned something twice the size of my studio. Right now, I was looking at a house that could probably swallow my little place whole.

“How the hell did you afford this?” I blurted out. Almost immediately, I slapped my hand over my mouth. “Sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.”

“No, no. That’s a fair question. It was just plain luck. A friend of mine knew someone who was in a hurry to sell because he’d accepted a job overseas. I got a pretty damn good deal.”

Nodding, I admired the high ceilings again. I tucked my hair behind my ear and wandered into the kitchen. Although I didn’t enjoy cooking, something about dancing around this room felt right.

“Like it so far?”

“I do.”

“Do you want anything? Wine? Water?”

I rubbed my stomach.

“No, thank you. I couldn’t have another bite. That restaurant has clearly never heard the term ‘serving size’ before.”

Daniel chuckled and pulled me into his arms.

“Sounds like we need to burn off some of those calories.”

“You were going to do that, anyway.”

“Mhm.”

Taking my hand, he led me through a hallway to a bedroom that put mine to shame. A king-sized bed rested against the back wall while arched windows adorned the right side of it.

“Something tells me it would take us a lot longer to fuck on every surface of this room.”

“It would be fun to try, though.”

“Does that mean we’re starting now?”

“Abso-fucking-lutely.”

Biting my bottom lip, shrugged off my coat. The second I turned my back to Daniel, his fingers were on my dress’ zipper. Each brush of his fingertips against my heated skin made me shiver. Laughing softly, he peeled the fabric away from my body and let it drop to the floor. My bra and panties were next.

He devoured me with his eyes when I turned around, but he took his own sweet time getting naked for me. Taking in a deep breath, I let my gaze roam over every inch of him. His cock jumped to life under my scrutiny.

“Someone’s horny,” I said with a grin.

“I’ve been thinking about breeding that sweet pussy all day.”

My eyes widened. He hadn’t said ‘fucking’ like I expected. He’d said ‘breeding’, which was something else altogether.

“Really?”

Groaning, he reached out to stroke my nipples.

“Yes. I’m going to keep you in my bed all weekend. Fucking you until you’re nice and bred.”

I licked my lips. Thinking about him fucking his cum into me shouldn’t make me as hot as it did. But my pussy pulsed with need for it.”

“Okay,” I whispered. “Breed me.”

“Fuck.”

He pulled me close to kiss me. Even as his tongue plunged into my mouth, his hands were exploring my curves. When he lifted me, I let myself get lost in him while he took me over to the bed. Feeling my back hit the welcoming mattress, I spread my legs for him. Fuck everything else, I wanted him inside me.

My sexy boss slid his cock into my dripping wet pussy as if he could read my mind. I gripped his girth like I never wanted him to leave. And maybe I didn’t. Things had happened so quickly and naturally with him that it was hard to imagine letting him go.

“Daniel…” I whimpered.

“I know. Just take my cock, Ava. Take my cum. Let me fucking breed your pretty little cunt.”

“Oh, fuck.”

I didn’t know if it was his words or his thrusts that brought me to the edge. It didn’t matter. Writhing beneath him, I cried out in ecstasy. That didn’t mean Daniel was done with me, though. He only slowed his strokes until my shaking calmed. Then he started to fuck me hard again.

Moaning, I clung to him. The sounds our bodies made as his rock-hard cock plunged into my pussy were indecent and fucking delicious. I never knew I could get this wet for anyone—let alone the one person I shouldn’t even have spread my legs for. But now he was balls-deep in my needy cunt and talking about breeding me like it was the most normal thing in the world.

Fucking dangerous.

And I fucking loved it. As he slid his hands under my ass to lift my hips, a new wave of pleasure swept over me. His cock was hitting exactly where I needed it, and my eyes rolled black from the mind-searing bliss of it all. While his name bounced around in my head, I had no idea if it ever left my lips.

Still, Daniel kept fucking me like our lives depended on it. Like the whole world was holding its breath, waiting for us to crash into each other. And then we did. Panting and moaning and holding on to our sweaty bodies until I screamed and he filled me with his cum. Once again, I wrapped my legs around him to take in every drop.

Fuck common sense.

Nothing about this was rational, so wasn’t it time that I stopped pretending that it was?
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I shot upright in the bed—my brows furrowed. It took a moment for me to realize that I was in Daniel’s bedroom. And that it was Saturday. Letting out a sigh, I dropped back beside him.

“Bad dream?” he asked, his voice slurred by sleep.

“Nope. Just not used to waking up in a strange bedroom.”

“It won’t be strange for much longer. You’re moving in.”

I scoffed while curling against him.

“Right.”

Turning, he held my gaze. The way it burned into me set loose a barrage of butterflies in my stomach.

“Did you think I was kidding when I said I was going to breed you and keep you forever?”

“I didn’t know what to think.”

Daniel shook his head and flipped me over on my back. A little moan slipped from my lips when he settled on top of me. I was suddenly aware of his cock hardening between my thighs.

“Then let me make it very clear. You’re moving in with me. I’m fucking you every chance I get and filling that sweet pussy with my cum. I’m going to breed you, Willow. I can’t wait to watch your belly swell with my baby. Again and again.”

My heart hammered while my pussy grew wet. This wasn’t just a fling. This man meant to build a life with me.

“Okay.”

He chuckled before ducking his head to kiss my neck.

“I’m glad we’re on the same page.” Daniel placed soft kisses along my collarbone. “Since we don’t need to get out of bed any time soon—” The kisses trailed down to my breast until he slowly licked my nipple. “Do you think we should get some more rest or—” He moved to my other breast to suck my nipple into his mouth. “Should we get started on the breeding?”

Even before I replied, my legs were spreading of their own accord.

“We should definitely get started.”

Daniel laughed softly and crawled upward to kiss me. As his tongue slipped past my lips, he sank his cock inside me. I hooked my ankles around his waist to take more of him. When we were like this, it was impossible to understand why I hesitated in the first place. We fit together like this was where we were supposed to be.

It might have taken my mind some time to accept it, but my heart and body knew immediately. Sometimes, it could pay off to step into forbidden territory.
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Epilogue

Six Months Later

My coworkers broke out into a chorus of ‘awwws’ when Daniel placed a smoothie on my desk. Smiling, I took a sip.

“Worth the wait?” he asked.

“Absolutely. But you know you didn’t have to take the long route from your meeting for me.”

“Anything for the two of you.” He flicked a glance at our small audience and smiled. “Can I see you in my office for a moment?”

“Of course.”

The snickers we left behind only confirmed how ludicrous our little show of professionalism was. Were we really going to pretend as if I didn’t have his ring on my finger and his baby in my belly? Still, he escorted me to his office as if I were only his assistant.

I sipped the smoothie while he closed the door. Smiling, he sauntered toward me. With his hands on my belly, he kissed my cheek.

“Have I told you how beautiful you are?”

“Only every day,” I said with a giggle.

“Still doesn’t seem enough. Did you get a chance to eat lunch? Remember the doctor said you might not be gaining enough weight.”

Snorting, I tapped my stomach.

“I’m pretty sure she’s going to change her tune when we go in next week.”

Daniel rolled his eyes and crossed his arms.

“I still say I’m not overdoing it. You look perfectly healthy.”

Smirking, I placed my half-empty cup on his desk.

“You just like seeing me curvy.”

“I like seeing you, whatever you look like.” He stepped closer to cup my aching breasts. “But I won’t deny that pregnancy has certain… perks.”

“Naughty.”

“With you? Always.”

Licking his lips, he started to stroke my nipples through my shirt. Moaning, I shifted from one foot to the other.

“You also like making me wet in the office.”

“Wet. Needy. Dripping. Full of cum.”

“Which is how we ended up in this position,” I joked.

Daniel lifted my skirt to skim his fingertips along my inner thigh. My panties were drenched and he hadn’t even touched me yet.

“I don’t remember any complaints when I had you bent over the desk. Or riding me in the chair. Or on your knees, taking my cock like a good girl.”

I moaned and leaned back on his desk. It shouldn’t surprise me by now how my body moved on its own for him.

“Even now, you’re spreading your sexy thighs for me because you just want me balls deep in your pussy until you’re cum drunk.”

“Do your clients know how dirty your mouth is?”

“That’s only for you, Willow. Only for you.”

“Forever?”

“Fucking forever.” He kissed the tip of my nose while stroking my clit. “Now, get back to work before I spend the rest of the day fucking you.”

I groaned.

“Oh, come on. Just a little more. You know how easy it is to make me come these days.”

“Uh-huh,” he said while taking his hand away. “Which is why I’m going to make you wait. When we’re home, I’m going to make you come until you can’t even think.”

I bit my lip. As much as I wanted satisfaction right now, his suggestion was enticing. Finally, I grabbed my smoothie and headed for the door.

“Fine. I’ll hold you to that.”

“You know I never disappoint.”

And he hadn’t. Not even once. Giving in to my possessive boss’ temptation was the best thing I’d done in years.

END

Thanks for reading! If you like age gap boss stories, check out my first series. Now, if you’re looking for darker stories with pregnancy, then you should definitely have a look at my extra spicy fertility books. Get FREE books when you sign up for my newsletter.
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