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My Boss’s Baby: A Fertile Forbidden Age Gap Office Erotic Romance







“You’re mine,” he growls. There’s no going back. My boss has claimed me.






Sabine never wanted anything more than a good career. Then she meets Roman, owner of the hedge fund she works for. He’s ten years her senior, ripped, and immediately knows what he wants to do to her.

The silver fox uses his power to get close to his innocent employee. He teaches her about desire, then takes her like she belongs to him. Soon Roman has Sabine exactly where he wants her: filled up and begging for more.

He won’t be satisfied with anything less than knocking up his young employee and giving her a big round belly for all the world to see.







This is a smutty short story with an instalove romance plot. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA with marriage and pregnancy. Tropes include: age gap, forbidden love, baby-making, older man/younger woman, sneaking around.
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CHAPTER 1









SABINE





 I DON’T WORK because I expect a reward. I work hard because I take pride in what I do. And it’s not like the finance industry is skimping on the pay-check. Even so, it feels damn good to be recognized for once.

 

My third quarter results were the best out of everyone at Kirwell Finance. And this is my first year working here. All the overtime, the years of studying, the long hours, the staring at a screen so long that my eyes hurt, all of it is going to pay off. I feel a wave of euphoria. Success feels good.

 

For the celebration, my work has booked out a pretty bar. It’s on a rooftop with a view out across the city, all the high-rises below us making the height a little dizzying. Supposedly, the owner of the entire hedge fund has ordered all this, though I’ve never met him.

 

Paul, my team leader, pops a bottle of champagne. He places a hand on my shoulder to make the toast and leaves it there while everyone toasts. I shrug it off. Despite the unwanted attention, it feels good to relax. Aside from Paul, the rest of my team are great people who are just as driven and ambitious as I am.

 

I haven’t unwound like this since… Graduating from college, I guess? Even then, my best friend Ashley told me I was too tightly wound.

 

“You must be Sabine,” sounds a deep voice from across the restaurant. “The one we’re celebrating tonight.”

 

Oh. My. God.

 

There’s only one person attending tonight that I wouldn’t recognize. We’re only a small office. So this must be the hedge fund’s owner.

 

I thought Roman Kirwell was an old man. He’s the hedge fund’s owner, he’s on the rich list, so it only made sense. But he’s so private, so mysterious, that I’d never seen a photo.

 

This man, though, is hot as sin. He might be in his late-thirties or early-forties. I couldn’t care less. Just the sight of those gleaming green eyes set against his deeply tanned skin has my belly turning somersaults. He strides confidently forward to where I stand, stunned, and takes my hand in a firm handshake.

 

“Thank you… sir?”

 

“Roman,” he corrects me, his eyes crinkling at the corners as he smiles.

 

“Roman,” I repeat back to him, feeling a little out of breath. Be professional, Sabine, I growl at myself. This is your boss’s boss’s boss, and it’s important to make a first impression. “Thank you for all this.” I gesture at the rooftop bar.

 

He looks around with an unimpressed look on his face. “I think we could have done something more special. Results like yours don’t come around too often. And never from a rookie. I hope Paul and the team have made you feel welcome.”

 

I let out a nervous giggle. Paul has made me feel a little too welcome. Uncomfortably so. But I will not vent about that to Roman-freaking-Kirwell. He doesn’t care about my life. He just wants to see me as a machine that produces great trading results, and that I can do.

 

“They have, they have,” I assure him. “It’s a great workplace.”

 

Roman sends me a crooked smile that makes my heart pound in my chest. “Glad to hear it. I’ll let you get back to partying.”

 

As he walks away, I feel a little disappointed. I wanted more. I wanted to feel those green eyes on me for longer.

 

The rest of the night passes in a blur of champagne, ill-advised cocktails, and congratulatory conversations with my older colleagues. I think I detect a hint of jealousy, but I shrug it off. As long as I work hard and prove myself, they can’t touch me.

 

At first, I try to keep tabs on Roman, just to look at him. There’s not much eye-candy in our office. The owner of the hedge fund might be way out of my league, but a girl can dream.

 

Kelly and Andre, two of my closest friends at work, start a dance floor and we try to turn the rooftop bar into a proper party. The boring finance bros are not interested in joining, too busy talking shop, but we’re having a great time dancing and yelling the lyrics to Taylor Swift songs. It’s the perfect way to let loose.

 

Until Paul pulls me away from the group and takes me over to a quiet corner. The room is spinning a bit after my third glass of champagne. I try to head back over to dance with Kelly, but he stops me. He’s so close that I can smell his breath. I try to put some distance between us, but he keeps stepping forward until I’m backed up against the edge of the rooftop. I fold my hands in front of my chest.

 

“Sabine, it’s so nice to have this chance to celebrate with you,” he tells me in a low voice. Once again, he places a hand on my shoulder and I have to fight with myself not to push it off. If I’m just bland and uninteresting, he’ll back off, I tell myself.

 

“Oh yeah, tonight has been great,” I say, trying to keep my tone as non-committal as possible.

 

“I really think what we have is special, you know.”

 

“It is a really talented team. I’m so glad you hired me,” I say with a polite smile. God, this job would be perfect if it weren’t for Paul.

 

“No, I mean… With us.”

 

“Us?” I repeat back to him, not processing what’s happening. He leans in for a kiss and I only just duck away in time, the alcohol making my reflexes slow.

 

It’s only then the alarm bells start sounding in my head. The way he’s a little too friendly. The way he’s always touching me. The way he always wants to talk about something other than work.

 

Does Paul, my very-much-married manager, want to sleep with me? I couldn’t be less interested in him.

 

He advances towards me, again, and I’m only saved by a deep throat clearing that makes Paul gulp and practically run away over to the other side of the bar.

 

“Are you okay, Sabine?” It’s Roman. The relief thrums through my veins almost immediately. Paul won’t try anything when his boss is here to observe it.

 

“I think so,” I say, trying to process what just happened. My head is spinning, not just from the alcohol.

 

“Was Paul coming onto you?”

 

“Oh, yeah, Paul has always been like that. I try to ignore it,” I say, flicking my hair back from my face. I’m feeling too hot.

 

Roman’s mouth twists in annoyance. “We shouldn’t accept that.”

 

I shrug. “I’m used to it, at this point. College was full of guys like that. And when you’re one of the only girls in the finance course, well, you get a lot of unwanted attention.”

 

“You never wanted the attention?” Those eyes are gleaming with curiosity again.

 

“No.” I shake my head. “Not my kind of thing, dating. All I’ve ever wanted is to work somewhere like this place, do a good job, and be respected for my work.”

 

“And you shouldn’t have to put up with anything else while you’re trying to do your job.”

 

Then a thought occurs to me. And, as the third glass of champagne hits me, I decide it might be a good idea to say it out loud. Because I can’t remember the last time I felt so excited to be in a man’s presence. Maybe never.

 

“It’s not that I have a problem with the power dynamic. It would be different if it was someone like you.”

 

Roman flinches, his whole body tensing as though I’ve punched him. He stares at me and for a second, those deep eyes feel vulnerable. Then he seems to collect himself. “Oh?” he asks disinterestedly.

 

“You know, someone attractive.”

 

“That is usually a basic requirement,” he replies drily, but I can see the corner of his mouth twitching.

 

“Someone who knows things.”

 

He snorts through his nose and it’s like I can see the expressionless veneer of Roman Kirkwell crack open, getting a glimpse of the man who laughs and has fun. “What kind of things would those be, Sabine?”

 

“You know,” I say, fluttering my eyelashes in what I hope is seductive.

 

“I think we should get you home.” He nods to a dark-suited man in the corner, some kind of guard, who calls the lift for us. It’s the gentlest rejection in the world.

 

Roman cracks another smile when I ask for the aux cord in the car on the way home, queueing up some more Taylor Swift.

 

“Good night. And congratulations again,” he says as he walks me into the lobby of the apartment building. “You’ve got this last bit all on your own, right?”

 

“I think I can manage,” I say, calling the lift. “Thank you, Roman!” I call out as he leaves. He throws a casual wave over his shoulder and doesn’t look back. But the car stays idling outside until the doors to the lift slide shut, as though he’s making sure I’m home safe.













CHAPTER 2









ROMAN





ONE BRIEF CONVERSATION with Sabine Moore has sent me over the deep end.

 

Her laugh. The cute way she wrinkled her nose when I asked her about Paul. Her disbelief that he could have been coming onto her. She’s practically radiant with beauty, all golden-brown hair and doe-like amber eyes that have me wanting to protect her from any harm. But all she wants is to work.

 

Am I just as bad as him, for being so obsessed with her after just one conversation? The thought keeps me up all weekend. So do other, dirtier thoughts where Sabine repeats that conversation and I don’t brush her off. Instead, I do what I wanted to do – I kiss those soft red lips and take her back to my place, instead of dropping her at her apartment building. I let everyone see that I’m the one taking her home.

 

Somewhere it all gets mixed in a confusing, messy orgasm. I have power over her, I have her trust, but the things I want to do with her would tear all that to shreds. She’s so much younger than me and I want to show her pleasure for the first time. She’s already had to reject her manager for coming on to her, and it just makes me want to let him know she’s my territory.

 

On the other side, is the fact that she said it was different with me. That she wouldn’t mind if it was me. Does that make it okay?

 

After a sleepless weekend while I wrestle with myself, I can’t resist seeing her again. There’s so much that she didn’t say that I need to know. Answers that I can only get from her. It’s inappropriate — I am her boss’s boss, after all, but the way she talked that night, she sounded so sure of herself.

 

Even if I’m being an asshole, I’m past the point of caring. I need to know if Sabine meant what she said on Friday.

 

“George,” I ask my assistant as soon as I get to work on Monday. It’s 6am, but he knows I like to get started early. “Get me everything you can find on Sabine Moore. Her personnel file, CV, any other records we hold. I want to see it all.”

 

I rarely type my own emails, but I send the lunch invitation myself. Just one line. If she wants to be there, if she meant what she said on Friday, she’ll show up.

 

I settle in for a morning of learning everything there is to know about Sabine and her record at Kirwell Finance. Pictures of her at company events, details of her trades, the extra committees she’s joined, the volunteering she does at a local hospital. This girl is something special.

 

If I wasn’t such an anti-social asshole, if I actually attended events at the company I’ve founded, I could have met her sooner. I curse myself for that.

 

I get distracted every time there’s a new photograph of her to look at. Her golden hair tossed back on a yacht as she laughs at last year’s Christmas party. She’s undeniably beautiful, but funny too. Intelligent. Driven. Her trading record is astounding.

 

I picture it, for a second, the dinner-table conversations we could have together. I almost let out a groan as I think about what it would be like to come home knowing she was there too. Knowing she was mine.

 

Sabine’s file paints a picture of a hard-working employee. The perfect employee, for a hedge fund like ours, really. Looking at her file, you’d never know that she’s also got half the men in the office lusting after her. She’s so diligent, so focused on her work, that I half-wonder whether she has the time to date, anyway. No one filing that much overtime can socialize as much as a beautiful young woman like her should be.

 

My dick stiffens and my pants grow uncomfortably tight as I recall our conversation, for what must be the fiftieth time. This is going to be a problem throughout our lunch. When she’d said there were things that I could show her. And then giggled and blushed. She was drunk, but maybe she meant what she said. I hope she did.

 

I would like nothing more than to show Sabine what she’s been missing out on.













CHAPTER 3









SABINE





I DON’T KNOW what to make of the invite. It’s so concise that there’s nothing to read into.

 

“Lunch, today at 1pm. I’ll pick you up.”

 

Despite its brevity, I turn the email over in my mind all morning. I don’t get any work done, just staring out the window and thinking about Roman. I’m nervous, I realize. I can’t remember the last time I had butterflies in my stomach. Maybe never.

 

How it’s phrased, like Roman is telling me rather than asking me, makes my stomach flip. I’m sure I could say no and he would respect it. But I like that it’s not a question. I don’t have the chance to talk myself out of it, to tell him I’m too scared of what I felt the other night. I can just go along with it.

 

I’m standing outside the office when his car pulls up. It’s the same one from the other night. I smell the deep leather and the spices of his cologne when he opens the door. I take a deep breath and it calms my nerves a little.

 

“Well?”

 

Roman steps out of the car and lowers his sunglasses to look at me. His white linen shirt is open at the collar, just open enough to reveal a patch of tanned skin covered with dark hair. Those deep green eyes set my insides fizzing. One of his dark eyebrows is lifted as he waits for me to answer. My throat constricts with nerves. Everything I said the other night, I meant, but my alcohol-induced boldness is nowhere to be found today.

 

“You didn’t reply to my email,” he rumbles as I continue to stand there, mute. He rakes me up and down with his gaze.

 

“I didn’t think I needed to,” I reply, finally finding the words. “There wasn’t exactly a question involved.”

 

He chuckles darkly at that. “I can be too concise sometimes. Abrupt, even. Does that concern you?”

 

I shake my head, my pulse quickening. “Not at all.”

 

“Good.” He offers me his hand and helps me up into the SUV.

 

“Where are we going?” I ask once we’re safely inside and I can pretend he’s not still staring at me. Not still turning my insides to jelly with this mysterious lunch invitation.

 

“You’ll see,” he says mysteriously.

 

A Michelin-starred restaurant. For lunch. On a random Monday.

 

But Roman doesn’t seem interested in the food at all. No, the entire purpose of this meeting is to interrogate me, it seems. Where did I go to school? Where do I see myself in ten years?

 

I barely get a word in edgeways. Roman is such an excellent conversationalist, he makes me feel so at ease, that it’s not until we’re back in the car that I realize I’ve found out nothing about him.

 

What was this lunch even about, I wonder, my head spinning.

 

Then, as I’m about to step back into the SUV, he places his hand on mine. My heart skips a beat.

 

“I have to know. Did you mean it?” Roman’s green eyes are serious on mine. I can feel myself blushing.

 

He takes a step closer to me, where I lean against the car. From the look in his eyes, I think he already knows the answer.

 

“Did I mean what?”

 

“What you said on Friday,” he replies, as though it’s obvious. As though it meant as much to him as it did to me.

 

I don’t have words to respond. I’m too overwhelmed. His presence, just inches away from me, is too much. I can smell his richly spiced cologne. I can feel the heat of his solid body. I have to ball my fists at my sides to stop myself from touching him.

 

Every hair on my body is standing on end, my skin sensitive and aching to be touched as Roman closes the gap between us. At first he just brushes his lips against mine, soft and feather-light.

 

“Oh,” I sigh. That’s what it’s like to be kissed. Not the awkward jumble of teeth clashing and hands fondling I experienced on my prom night, my one and only proper date. But a caress, a promise of something more to come, a teaser that sets my blood pumping.

 

Roman chuckles, a deep rumbling sound that sends heat pooling between my legs. I’m craving something more. I didn’t know that my body could want so much.

 

Before, I was jittery. But when Roman touches me, a calm washes over me. I feel safe with him. Safe and supported and excited, all at once.

 

He deepens the kiss. I feel almost lightheaded with pleasure. The way he pushes his tongue deep into my mouth, lightly tracing my own, as though he’s trying to memorize the shape, is blissful. I can feel the blood flowing through my veins, sensual and languid, as though every part of me is slowing down to make the most of this moment. Yet my pulse is racing.

 

“If you keep moaning like that, you’re going to make me finish in my pants, babygirl,” he groans as I take in another shaky breath. I didn’t even realize I was moaning but the sounds keep flowing out from the back of my throat, almost involuntarily as he explores every inch of my mouth.

 

Then he seems to freeze, looking at me to assess whether he’s gone too far. “I can’t help it,” I say. “It feels too good. It makes me kinda dizzy… Oh,” I let out a new sound as Roman sucks on my neck, grazing me with his teeth and then soothing the sore spot with his tongue.

 

“You drive me so crazy. I just want to mark you, make sure everyone knows that you’re mine and no one else’s,” he mutters in my ear before he goes back to sucking at my neck. I can feel the over sensitized skin, the way it’s swelling under his mouth. He’s going to leave a red trail of kisses all over my neck.

 

His mouth drops lower, over my collarbone, and I need more. More of his mouth on me. More of his hands moving over my skin. My body knows what to do before I’ve thought about it. I wrap my leg around Roman’s waist, bringing his bulge into contact with my pussy.

 

The friction between us makes me lose all control, all dignity. We’re leaning against the car on a public street, but I’m trying to get Roman’s hard cock as close as possible to my pussy.

 

“Oh god yes, grind that needy little pussy against me.” I gasp as he rolls his hips so that his bulge presses against my centre. I can feel all of him, throbbing and hot and hard, even through his pants.

 

“Do you want me to help you with that pussy? Do you want to be a good girl and cum all over my hand?”

 

I nod and Roman slides his hands up under my skirt to cup my ass. “Well, we’d better get you out of these panties then.” He hooks his thumbs under the sides and deftly whips the fabric off as he lifts me up into the backseat of the car.

 

No one’s ever seen my pussy before. But I need Roman to touch me so much that I don’t hesitate. I just let him strip me bare.

 

He follows me into the backseat of the car. He slides himself on top of me and pulls the door shut behind us. His heavy weight on top of me, his arms caging me in, with no escape from his lips and his hands and his solid muscled body, it feels so right.

 

“Look at that pretty pussy,” he groans as he looks down at me. “You’re so juicy and ready for me. Were you dripping for me all lunch, Sabine?”

 

I’m shocked at how dirty he can be. All the same, I want to admit it. I nod my head slowly.

 

“Tell me what you were thinking about,” he instructs me in his raspy voice. He’s taken his cock in his fist. I take a second to understand just how big he is, that thick blunt head, glistening and red. I can’t imagine him ever fitting inside me.

 

“At first, I was wondering if you had called me there because you thought what I’d said the other night was inappropriate.” With his other hand, he’s tracing a path over my inner thighs. “Then I started to wonder if maybe you’d been thinking about me, too.”

 

“Have you been thinking about me, Sabine?” I’m looking down at his hands where they’re brushing closer and closer to my pussy. I have been thinking about him. He’s all I’ve been thinking about.

 

I nod my head. “Yes. A lot.”

 

Roman grips my chin with his fingers and turns my face towards him. My cheeks are burning with shame. “Whenever you think about me, Sabine, I want you to let me know. If this pussy is getting wet for me, it’s practically a crime not to tell me.”

 

“Okay,” I reply, my voice trembling as his fingers slide up and down my slit. He pushes gently against my entrance and then pauses.

 

He kisses my cheek and murmurs the next question in my ear as his fingers push deeper still against my entrance. “Do you touch yourself when you think about me, Sabine?”

 

“N-No,” I reply, my voice shaking. My face is burning furiously now, but he holds my gaze evenly. “I don’t ever. I’ve never felt that way about anyone before. Maybe there’s something wrong with me.”

 

“Oh, babygirl. There’s nothing wrong with you. I think there’s something wrong with me, because it turns me on so much that your sweet cunt has never had anyone touch it, even you.” He’s swiping his hand faster along his cock now as he speaks, and I watch a bead of creamy fluid spurt from the end.

 

I don’t think he’s done, because he’s still hard. It’s fascinating to watch. I resist the urge to touch him, because I don’t know what I’m doing, but I’m hypnotized by the way he’s gripping himself, by the size of him, by how that massive shaft looks painfully swollen.

 

“Tell me more,” he says, dipping his fingers in the top of my slit until he finds a sensitive spot that makes me squirm. With his knee, he pins me down to the leather car seat and relentlessly passes his fingers over that delicious spot of nerves at the top of my slit.

 

I grip tighter to Roman’s thick forearm as he plays with me, pushing me closer and closer to an edge I didn’t know existed.

 

The pleasure is clouding my brain. The things that I want to tell him are not things that normally cross my mind, not even when I’m all alone. Only this past weekend. Only since meeting him have I let myself dream about any of this.

 

“I’ve never touched myself like this. But this weekend, after meeting you, I wanted to. I thought about what it would be like if you had come up to my apartment instead of dropping me off.” He lets out a huff of pleasure and kisses my forehead. “I thought about… Giving myself to you. For the first time.”

 

It hits me then, how close we are to that scenario. How what I thought was an impossible fantasy might be real. This dominant, older man might actually want me.

 

I feel a rush of moisture so intense that it flows onto my thighs as I say it. Roman’s eyes widen. He’s staring at my increasingly slick flesh. “Oh god, babygirl, tell me I can push these fingers inside you?”

 

“Please,” I breathe. I feel like I need it. I gasp as he moves deeper inside me, that blunt force splitting me open but giving me such a satisfying feeling of fullness.

 

“Fuck,” he groans, his eyes fluttering shut with pleasure and his hand a blur over his cock as my muscles squeeze tight around his finger. “Fuck, I don’t think I could get another finger in there if I tried.” He jiggles his finger gently inside me until I’m crying out, holding his arm. His thumb continues to tease my clit until it feels like something bursts inside me. I let out a cry of pleasure and Roman doesn’t stop, he keeps thrusting his finger in and out of me until I’m a dripping, moaning mess on the backseat of his car.

 

I look up at his handsome, chiseled face, almost overwhelmed with pleasure as he looks at my naked body, tensed with pleasure, his hands embedded deep inside me. My legs start to shake and he loses it.

 

His eyes flutter shut and he lets out a grunt as he finishes, his cock twitching in his hand. He paints me with his seed, over my belly, and looks down at my body as though it’s a gift just for him.

 

I feel euphoric. I feel like I’m floating. scoop some of it up with my fingers and lazily bring it to my lips. My limbs are heavy and spent but I want to taste this.

 

Roman watches me with awe, his eyes darkening with lust again. “Babygirl, how did you know to do that?”

 

He tastes salty, deep and rich. I bring more to my mouth and he raises his eyebrow. “I just wanted to try it,” I reply before I lick off another drop of his cream. “You taste good.”

 

Roman kisses me deeply, as though checking that his own taste has marked my mouth. “How is such an innocent girl so naughty?”













CHAPTER 4









ROMAN





THE SURGE OF anger that bubbles up as I read Paul’s latest performance review of Sabine might give me a heart attack. My vision is practically turning red as I read the words he’s written about my babygirl.

 

“Get Paul on the phone, now,” I tell my assistant as soon as I read the words. Under-performing.

 

Ridiculous. I might have only known Sabine for a week, but it’s plain as day that she is nothing if not hard-working. To the point where she’s sacrificed her own social life for this job.

 

I think I know what this is about. I picture last Friday, when Sabine ducked away, an expression of shock on her face as Paul advanced towards her. Like he was about to kiss her. He’s not good enough to lick the soles of her feet.

 

“Hey Roman,” Paul drawls, answering the phone casually. He sounds like he’s out and about instead of in the office.

 

“Do you want to tell me why our best-performing trader has just received a low grade from you in her performance review?” I’m trying to keep my voice even, but I’m seething. I wonder if he can hear the rage simmering under the surface.

 

If I recall correctly, Paul is married and has young children. I wonder what his wife would think of her husband making a move on one of his employees. I make a mental note to ask my assistant to look into it.

 

“It was a fluke. She lucked into perfect results for one quarter, Roman. It’s not like she’s some kind of wunderkind. I just don’t think she’s been putting in the effort. That party you threw for her last week didn’t help. She’s got an ego now.”

 

“Bullshit.” I can’t help it. I force myself to take a deep breath, otherwise this phone call is going to turn into a yelling match. I don’t normally have a temper; in fact I’ve built my career on having a poker face. But this is pushing me over the edge. “Her results go right back to when she started. She’s never put a toe out of line. Her results are 10% better than some of your longest standing traders. And you’re not recommending her for a raise?”

 

“What, have you been reading her file?”

 

“I have, actually,” I reply, balling my hand into a fist. I regret not making this an in-person conversation so I could punch Paul’s lights out.

 

“Stop micromanaging, Roman. I know a decent employee when I see one, and I think we were wrong about Sabine.”

 

“It wouldn’t have anything to do with her rejecting you the other night, would it, Paul?” I keep my tone light, but the iciness is clear.

 

“I don’t know what you mean by that.” He scoffs, as though this is all one big joke.

 

“I think you do,” I repeat through gritted teeth. The images flash before my eyes. As I remember that night, I never want another man to look at her. The rush of possessiveness is so strong that it almost knocks me off my feet. My blood boils. “When I interrupted you coming on to her? An advance she clearly didn’t want?”

 

“I don’t know why you’re getting so worked up about this, man. She’s hardly been working here a year. I’m a loyal employee.”

 

“Not anymore, you’re not.”

 

“What? Roman, c’mon man.”

 

“You’re fired, Paul. You have until the end of the day to pack up your things.”

 

He keeps talking on the phone but I’m done listening to this crap. I hang up.

 

This is not just about Paul’s inappropriate behavior. I can admit that to myself. It may not be a rational decision, but I can’t stand the idea of Sabine continuing to share an office with that creep.

 

***

 

I’ve set up a meeting with Sabine to give her the good news. She’s taking Paul’s old job as the leader of the team.

 

“What?” she replies, stunned, when I pull her into a meeting room to tell her. “But I’ve just started working here.”

 

“But you’re the best performer. It makes perfect sense.”

 

“Am I even qualified?”

 

“In my eyes you are. That’s all that matters. Our clients will accept whatever I tell them. I’ve gotten them the best results so far. They trust my judgment.” It’s my own damn fund and I’ll do what I like.

 

“Roman, seriously.” Sabine’s eyes are wide with shock. “Is this just because we… Because you…”

 

“Because I’m obsessed with you?” There’s a flicker of something in her eyes and then she nods. I mull it over. “Partly, Sabine. But I also think you’re the best choice.”

 

“I just… Wow. I didn’t expect this, when you called me in here. I thought you were going to fire me or something.”

 

What? Fire Sabine? It never even crossed my mind. “Why the hell would you think that?” I growl, pulling her onto my lap. “Paul was the problem here. Not you.”

 

“I just wasn’t sure if we went too far, too fast or something. I never know what you’re thinking.” She looks up at me, chewing on her fingernail, and I stroke a stray strand of hair back from her face. She looks worried. “I thought maybe I’d scared you off.”

 

How can I make her understand that in my mind, this is forever? We’ve known each other barely a week, but I have no intentions of letting Sabine go.

 

“Sabine, if this is making you uncomfortable in any way, I will change things. If you don’t want me to be your boss, you can run the whole thing.”

 

Sabine’s mouth falls open into a perfect o-shape. Then she rearranges her features into an eye-roll, as if to laugh it off. I love how clearly I can watch these emotions pass over her face. “Right, Roman. You’d give a 23-year-old junior employee control over one of your best-performing funds.”

 

“I would.”

 

She shakes her head, fiercely. “No, you wouldn’t. That’s ridiculous. What would people think?”

 

“Why the hell would I care about that?”

 

I turn Sabine to face me with an arm around her waist. “I care what you think, Sabine. Not what anyone else thinks. So if you want me to gift you the company, say the word. I’ll restructure this whole damn business if it would make you more comfortable with our relationship.”

 

“You don’t mean it,” she replies, but I can see it dawning in her eyes. She’s realizing what I’m giving her. The whole damn world. All the power over me she could ever want.

 

“How can I make you understand this? I’d burn down the whole world for the chance to be with you.”

 

Forever, I add silently. The chance to keep you, forever. The chance to be the only man who gets to touch you like this. The only one who gets to see the way you look when you’ve just cum so hard that you can barely breathe. The only one who gets to have the sweet delight of that tight pussy wrapped around my cock.

 

My cock starts to ache as I think about the way she felt squeezing around my fingers. That delicious hot flesh is going to be all mine.

 

She swipes her tongue over her lower lip. “This is crazy, Roman,” she says. “I don’t understand why you’d do all this for little old me.”

 

Isn’t it obvious? I think to myself. I’ve never felt so much for one person. I’ve never fallen so hard, so fast. It’s amazing that she hasn’t noticed it, that she doesn’t notice the intensity in my eyes when I look at her.

 

But all that is too much. I have to reveal only the tip of the iceberg that is my obsessive desire for Sabine. I have to take it slow.

 

“Well, it’s not like I get nothing out of this,” I remind her, grazing the tip of her ear with my lips and sliding my hand beneath the neckline of her blouse. Her nipples are standing on end and she lets out a shiver of pleasure as I cup her breast with my hand, leaning back against my arms.

 

Sabine lets me take what I want from her. It’s almost like she gets something out of this, too.

 

That’s too much to ask, I remind myself. It’s enough that Sabine will be mine. That I have the means to make her mine and keep her that way. It’s too much to ask that she will enjoy this as well.

 

But I can satisfy myself as long as she’s happy. As long as there’s no one else that she’s dreaming about, as long as I’m not keeping her from a great love. It flashes through my head how wrong it is that I need to keep her from loving anyone else. It’s not enough to have her — she has to be mine alone.

 

“There’s not someone else, is there?” Sabine tilts her head in surprise and looks up at me.

 

She shakes her head, looking confused. “I don’t want there to be anyone else,” she breathes.

 

A rush of adrenaline pounds through me and my cock grows painfully hard. She must be able to feel it beneath her. Now, my body screams at me, claim her now. She’s yours.

 

Never has my blood rushed through my body with such primal, animalistic need. I let out a growl and rip open the buttons on Sabine’s blouse, my lips marking her neck.

 

“Roman,” she giggles. “What are you doing?”

 

Those brown doe eyes meet my own and widen when she recognizes the primal determination that she sees there.

 

“That sweet virgin cunt of yours is going to be mine. Now.”

 

Her lips fall open in a perfect o-shape, but she can’t disguise the flush in her cheeks or how her nipples are pressing into my palms, insistent and aroused. I knead her perky breasts with my hands and she lets out a mewl of pleasure.

 

This perfect creature is about to be mine. I’m going to ruin her for any other man. I’m going to take everything she has to give me. I trail my hungry lips down her torso and she shivers at the sensation. “But you know, once I’m inside you, Sabine… You’re all mine.”

 

She nods her head slowly, tossing her silken waves behind her shoulder. She places a hand on my chest, running her fingers over the buttons. “I told you the night we met, Roman. I want to be yours.” She loosens my tie softly and I take a moment to admire her.

 

Sabine’s slim thighs spread on either side of me, her breasts looking ready to burst out of her thin lace bra. Her golden brown hair is swept to one side, spilling over her shoulder. She’s breathing fast, a pretty flush spreading to her cheeks as she unbuttons her shirt.

 

This is her first time, I remind myself. I should treat her carefully. I should take it slow.

 

But I’m overcome with need for her. I pull my half-unbuttoned shirt out from under her hands and yank it over my head, tossing it to the floor. Sabine places her delicate manicured hands on my chest, raking her fingers through my chest hair and sliding down to the edge of my pants. She touches me curiously, like she’s learning something new.

 

At the waistband of her skirt, I pause, and she nods her head. I yank her skirt down, past her knees, and admire the white lace panties that cover her mound. “Are you already wet for me, Sabine?”

 

I cup her panties and feel her hot dampness. So ready for me. Like she’s been expecting this, like her body knew that today was the day she would give herself to me in a meeting room. She grinds against my hand with a cry of need. “That’s it. That’s my favorite employee.”

 

I should take my time. Ease her into it. I know this in my head, and still I can’t slow down my body as I frantically unbuckle my belt.

 

My movements are determined and rushed. My body is taking over and driving me to enter Sabine now. Without delay.

 

My cock springs free and now it’s just the thin fabric of those panties between me and her pretty pink pussy. My cockhead finds that swollen nub of hers and she lets out a moan that throbs through my entire being.

 

I’m past words, past thought. Only need fills my mind. I’m greedy to take Sabine, to claim her.

 

I shove her panties roughly to the side and pull her down to me.





The second that the head of my cock nudges into that slick warmth, my universe changes.













CHAPTER 5









SABINE





I AM HIS.

 

I feel my pussy stretching, opening, straining to fit his girth and then, in a jolt of pleasure that’s so intense, I feel it throb through my body. My interior muscles mold around him. I can feel every single inch of that thick veined cock inside me and it feels so right.

 

“That virgin cunt is going to be the death of me.” Roman has paused mid-thrust, his dick half-embedded inside me, and he looks as though he’s fighting a battle. He strains to get deeper and I have to breathe through the intense sensation as he pushes inside me. He’s touching parts of me I didn’t know existed.

 

I take a deep, shuddering breath and try to relax. My hand on the rise and fall of Roman’s broad chest tells me he’s doing the same. I shift my hips a little and he gasps, his face going almost slack with pleasure. I do it again, enjoying the sight of his reaction.

 

“Babygirl. Fuck! Babygirl. If you do that again, I’m going to cum inside that tight little pussy before we’ve even properly done this.”

 

I meet his eyes as I slowly circle my hips again. His pupils are so dark that his eyes don’t even look green any more. They look dark and possessive and desperate. He’s seen me lose control. I want to know what he looks like when he loses control.

 

“Oh god, that’s torture,” he groans as I bounce on his cock slowly. Just to watch his face, I unhook my bra and shimmy my breasts in his face.

 

“Fuck, that’s my pretty little girl.” His deep voice is raspy and strained, his pupils totally blown out as he stares at my chest. “Those titties are so perky and perfect and just begging for me to suck on them.” He dips his head to take my nipple into his mouth, the swirling hot feeling of his tongue only lifting the need inside me to the next level as he rocks his hips inside me.

 

I lift myself off his cock completely and just tease him at my entrance. “This is a dangerous time to play games with me, babygirl,” he rasps.

 

His hands splay wide across my waist, digging into my flesh. As he holds me tight, I realize I’m not in control anymore.

 

I don’t have time to prepare before I’m slammed down onto his cock. It’s the first time I’ve taken his full length and I let out a yelp. He’s stretching me in every direction, that hot and throbbing shaft unbearably large.

 

“God, you’re so deep, Roman.” My voice is weak with pleasure. “I can feel all of it stretching me out.”

 

“Fuck,” he hisses. “It hardly fits inside you, babygirl, look at that bulge in your belly.” I can see the outline of Roman’s giant cock through my stomach. He’s rearranging my insides with every thrust, and I want more.

 

Instantly, I crave that rough force of him again. I need it hard. “Again,” I beg him and he obliges. After the third thrust, he is losing all control, all sense of propriety, just the way I want him to. I’ve let go for him. It’s time to make him do the same.

 

I don’t think Roman could do it any other way now, the way that he’s grunting, controlling my whole body with his hands, roughly positioning me exactly where he wants me. This man is in a frenzy and he’s going to take what he needs from me. I’m still on top, but I have no control over what’s happening. I’m on a rollercoaster of pleasure but I’m nowhere near the driver’s seat.

 

He pulls me forward against him, his stubble rough against my neck as he marks me again, sure to leave another trail of red hickeys. The way Roman is fucking me now is unthinking, pure instinct. He slams himself up into me at the same time as he bounces my waist down to take him.

 

He bottoms out inside me with every stroke, faster and faster, until he whispers in my ear: “I’m going to finish, babygirl. I’m going to fill that little pussy with cum.”

 

I don’t know why his words send a throb of pleasure through my body, but I claw my fingernails against Roman’s chest with desperation. I want that. I want it now.

 

“Tell me whose pussy this is, babygirl. I want to hear you scream it while I make you cum harder than you ever have in your life.”

 

As Roman brings me down onto his thick cock one more time, everything breaks free. The force of pleasure that’s gathered up inside me is set loose and I scream it.

 

“Yours, yours, it’s your pussy Roman,” I sob as my body stiffens and spasms and Roman keeps fucking, fucking, fucking me with his thick shaft. With one final groan, he bottoms out inside me and I feel his cock paint the walls of my pussy with his seed.

 

I collapse forward against Roman’s chest. He runs a hand down my spine and pulls me tight against him. “That’s right, babygirl. You’re mine.” I can feel the mess we’ve made leaking out of me, but he leaves his cock inside. “And you’ve been such a good girl by taking that massive load of cum with no protection.”

 

It flashes through my mind then, how risky it was not to ask him to wear a condom. I’m not on birth control. If I didn’t have such a deep-seated trust in Roman, I’d be concerned that he might abandon me with his baby. But I know he would never do that. If I get pregnant, he’ll look after me. Better than anyone else would.

 

As I shift on top of him, ready to move off, he holds me still. He holds his cock inside me. I can feel him harden again and he rolls those powerful hips.

 

“God yes,” I let out a sob of pleasure and pain at the same time.

 

I look at his eyes, and they’re still dark with lust. Once was not enough. He fucks me slowly, gently as I whimper in his lap. “Shh, it’s okay, Sabine.”

 

I’m tender from my rough treatment, but he’s carefully avoiding the sore spots. Pleasure pools in my belly again, helped by the slick mess still inside me.

 

Roman brings his rough fingers to circle my clit with the lightest touches and I gasp. I don’t understand how he knows exactly what my body needs before I do.

 

“Whose pussy is this, babygirl?” He asks me again.

 

“Yours, Roman.” My voice is husky. I can barely summon the breath, still shaking with pleasure and heat.

 

“And what does that mean?”

 

“It means-” I gasp as he places his thumb against my over-sensitized clit. Before today, I didn’t know something could hurt but feel good at the same time. “It means you can do whatever you want with it.”

 

“That’s right, babygirl. If I want you to cum ten times in a row, I’ll make you cum ten times in a row. If I want to cum inside that little pussy so that your fertile womb will soak up my seed?”

 

“You’ll do it,” I reply in a whisper.

 

That is what he’s done, I realize. I could get pregnant. I’m shocked by how much it turns me on. Giving myself to Roman in this way. Giving him power over my body. Letting him claim me irreversibly.

 

“Mmm. That’s right, babygirl.”

 

He pushes me forward off the chair so that I’m bent over the meeting table and pins my arms behind my back. “I’m going to breed you, Sabine. I’m going to make you mine, forever, by putting my baby inside you.”

 

“Yes,” I gasp as he enters me from behind, the position giving him access deep inside my pussy.

 

Some part of me sings with joy when Roman tells me he wants to get me pregnant. While starting a family has always been in the back of my mind, it wasn’t seriously on my radar. With him, it makes sense. With him, it becomes a craving, a desperate need deep inside me. “Breed me, Roman.”

 

I could ask him to wear protection, but I don’t want to. I want Roman to satisfy himself with my pussy until I’m overflowing with his seed, until I’m so full of him, so claimed by him, that there’s no way to avoid pregnancy.

 

One hand pins my hands to my back, pushing my nipples forward against the table. His other hand caresses my ass. He bottoms out inside me, sending a shock of force through my whole body. All I can do is brace myself against his powerful thrusts as he angles himself over my body.

 

“Oh babygirl,” he groans. “I should have known that your ass would be just as perfect as the rest of your body.”

 

He strokes my ass cheeks and nudges a finger inside my asshole while he fucks me. “Do you like that, huh?”

 

My moans of ecstasy are answer enough. I think Roman could do anything to me and I’d beg for it. His finger in my ass while he breeds me with that giant cock gives me a sensation of fullness and satisfaction that I didn’t know was possible.

 

“My dirty little babygirl. You’re gonna be such a good breeding slut.” His hips piston in and out of me with powerful thrusts, the loud slap of his balls against my entrance filling the meeting room.

 

I can hear his breathing becoming ragged. He’s reaching that frenzied point where he loses all words, even the dirtiest ones, and simply needs to finish inside me.

 

Roman releases my hands and pins me down with his torso, flattening himself on top of me as he fucks me hard and fast against the meeting table. My breasts flatten against the smooth surface, my body prone under Roman’s weight.

 

The loud groan in my ear is the only warning as Roman tenses and jerks on top of me with the force of his orgasm. As I feel the hot jet of his cum hit my cervix, I am pushed over the edge as well. My tiny muscles go wild with pleasure, sucking every drop from his cock.

 

“That’s it, babygirl. Fuck, it’s so sexy to see you dripping with my seed. ” He spins me around and kisses me deeply. “For the next few weeks, this is what we’re gonna do. I’m gonna keep trying to knock you up, until we see those two pink lines on a pregnancy test.”













CHAPTER 6









ROMAN





ALL IT TAKES is a text. Sabine sends me a message with just emojis and I know exactly what she wants. She’s been needy lately and I love that she’s as addicted to me as I am to her. Finally, it feels like our relationship is on equal footing.

 

Ever since I started talking to her about my breeding kink, she’s run with it. Sometimes, during the workday, she’ll send me a photo of my cum pooling in her panties from our morning session. I get hard, every time.

 

Nothing gets me more aroused than knowing Sabine is full of my cum. That she goes about her day with my load still inside her, filled up and used. When other men look at her, she’s already satisfied. Already claimed.

 

I don’t wait for my driver. I jump in my sports car and head down to the office. Maybe I break the speed limit. I don’t care. That’s not my focus. My focus is satisfying my babygirl. If Sabine craves me, if she wants to be filled up again, I’ll be there to do it.

 

The good thing about owning the fund is that no one’s going to question it if you want to fuck your fiancée in her office. Or use the budget to install privacy screens in your fiancée’s office to facilitate said fucking.

 

I can see how excited Sabine is when I arrive. I slide the privacy blinds shut immediately.

 

Today she’s wearing classic office wear, but with her curvy frame it’s irresistible. Her full breasts look like they’re about to spill out the neckline of her white blouse and her navy skirt hugs her hips tightly.

 

I can’t wait until she can’t fit those pencil skirts because of her baby bump. I’ve been picturing it more and more lately. How sexy Sabine’s petite yet curvy body will swell out. How there will be no hiding her slim waist bulging out into a round baby belly. How her perky breasts will become full and heavy with milk, all because of me.

 

I feel so lucky that I’m the one who gets to change her forever.

 

I can’t wait to have my pregnant wife on my arm at corporate events, when we travel, even just when we run errands around the city. Yes, this is the most beautiful woman you’ve ever seen. Yes, she’s 15 years younger than me. Yes, that is my baby growing inside her.

 

She’s on a phone call in her office but I approach anyway, leaning casually against her desk, as her eyes zero in on the bulge in my pants. She makes an excuse and hangs up early.

 

“Good afternoon to my favorite employee.” I raise my eyebrows and she comes rushing up to me.

 

Sabine stands on her tiptoes to kiss me. “Good afternoon, boss.” She brushes her hands lightly over the bulge in my pants, just to tease me, and my pants tighten even more.

 

I pull her tight against me so she can feel exactly how throbbing and hard my cock is in anticipation of this moment. “Well hello,” she giggles, instinctively rubbing her pussy against me. She’s ovulating at the moment and craving my cock.

 

I feel almost light-headed from how turned on this woman makes me. She turns me into an animal, she turns me into a freak who can only think about getting her pregnant every second of the day.

 

And by some divine gift, she wants that too.

 

I throw her onto the desk and shove her pencil skirt up around her waist. Sabine wastes no time unbuckling my pants and stroking my cock. She doesn’t need to bother. My erection is already full height for her.

 

“Now, now, now,” she begs me, almost giddy with excitement for my cock. I don’t bother taking off her panties, I just shove them aside.

 

Sliding inside that tight little cunt feels like coming home. “Yes!” Sabine squeals. I push her flat against the desk and huff with pleasure at the sensation of her velvety walls squeezing me for all they’re worth.

 

Sabine’s back arches with pleasure against her desk as I pound into her. I find my rhythm to the sound of her moans. One. Two. Three. Four.

 

She spreads her legs wider for me, just like I’ve told her to do. “Good girl, you’re taking it so well,” I tell her, stroking her taut lower stomach where she ripples with every thrust.

 

I pull her hair gently to bring her head up so she can watch my cock splitting her in half. Every time I enter her, it still amazes me that I can fit in her tiny hole.

 

“Babygirl, look at how tight you’re squeezing my cock.” If I’d taken all my sexual fantasies and combined them, I still could never have made anyone as perfectly molded to me as Sabine.

 

I push her legs back to open up that tight pussy even more. One thing we both love is the feeling of stretching her out. On days like today, my babygirl is so excited that she’s wet enough for me to take her rough and ready.

 

I drive deeper still, until Sabine is yelping with every thrust. I love taking her hard. “That’s it, babygirl, I’m right against your cervix, aren’t I?” I stroke her pretty face as her eyes flutter closed at the overwhelming sensations. “I’m about to flood that fertile little womb with my cum.”

 

The breeding kink is like a jolt of straight pleasure to her system. A gush of her nectar wets my cock. “Do it, Roman,” she moans. She wraps her legs around my waist, her thighs flexing and squeezing me deeper inside her.

 

My cock jerks as her walls pulse around me. I feel my balls tighten right before I explode inside her.

 

We lie like that, panting together, satisfied, sticky, as one. It’s the second load of the day and I feel it drench my balls, dripping out of Sabine’s pussy and creating a mess on her desk. I kiss her cheek and ease myself off her.

 

“Good girl. I’m just going to keep cumming inside you until you’re pregnant, okay?”













EPILOGUE









SABINE





ROMAN LOOKS VULNERABLE when he’s asleep. I like it, how his dignified, handsome face looks a touch more innocent. I think that’s what our baby boy will look like once he’s born. Roman, but softer.

 

He’s still fiercely protective of me — even more so now that I’m carrying his baby and we’re married. He takes our vows seriously.

 

I gently lift his heavy arms from where they’re wrapped around my belly.

 

Instinctively, Roman growls and pulls me closer against him.

 

“Shh, babe, it’s okay. I’m just going to the bathroom,” I whisper. He grunts his assent.

 

When I get back, he’s rubbing his eyes and stretching, though it’s still dark outside. “Breakfast?”

 

I look longingly back at our bed with its rumpled covers. Roman may like to get up early, but with all the bathroom breaks I’m having trouble sleeping through the night. Plus, my breasts have been aching so much lately, it’s hard to find a comfortable sleeping position.

 

Roman sees the look on my face and gets the message, pulling me down under the covers. His warm arms make me feel safe. “Or I could have something different to eat this morning,” he murmurs in my ear. He traces his mouth down over my collarbones, heading for my sensitive breasts. He’s obsessed with the way my body is changing in pregnancy.

 

As his lips close around my nipple, something happens. Normally, I feel pleasure, a race of tingles spreading down my torso. This is something different, something like release. Roman lets out a deep groan from the back of my throat and sucks harder.

 

“Your milk is starting to come in, babygirl. Does that feel good when I drink it?”

 

“God yes,” I moan. It feels better than good. It feels right. I pull Roman closer to my sensitive breasts and he drinks deeply. I feel the roll of his hips against the bed and reach for his throbbing cock. Apparently, this is just as hot for Roman as it is for me.

 

This is excitement I didn’t know was possible. Somehow, when Roman drinks from my nipples, every part of my body wakes up. As he closes his lips greedily around one nipple and then the other, I writhe with pleasure under his hungry mouth. My pussy tingles with need.

 

When he’s had his fill, he kisses me deeply, and I can taste the new sweetness of my milk on his tongue.

 

I flip myself onto all fours, and he knows what I want. He shoves my silky nightdress up around my waist and caresses my ass as he positions that big blunt cockhead against my sensitive flesh.

 

My pussy is dripping. “Mmm,” he groans as he enters me in one long stroke. “Your pussy knows this is the cock that got you pregnant.”

 

And it’s true, the pregnancy hormones have been crazy. If Roman doesn’t fuck me twice a day, I lose my mind a little bit.

 

I grasp at the sheets as he drives deep inside me.

 

He knows not to hold back now. I like it hard and rough and I like to feel the entire length of him. The stretch and drag of him filling my hole, a finger or two in my ass as well.

 

I like to feel completely stuffed by Roman. He rails into me, every thrust powerful enough that my sensitive breasts slap against my round stomach.

 

“That’s it, babygirl, you love to take it while you’re all swollen with my seed, don’t you?”

 

His dirty talk pushes me over the edge and my scream of pleasure is answer enough.

 

He cums with a loud grunt, one hand supporting my swollen belly. “Take my cum, babygirl,” he groans, kissing my neck. “There’s a good girl. It wouldn’t be right to start the day any other way.”

 

The way things are going, we’re going to have a big family in no time. Because I can’t ever imagine asking my husband to pull out. Not when it feels so good, and so right, to take his cum deep inside me.
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I hope that when he does, he’ll decide that the right punishment is to pin me down and make me carry his child.



This is a smutty short story with no plot. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Tropes include: teacher-student, age gap, off-limits, breeding, first time, size difference, pregnancy.

 

Get your bonus copy here!










OEBPS/Image00000.jpg





