
        
            
                
            
        

    
MY BOSS'S FUTA PREGNANCY PROGRAM

By Olivia O'Malley


CHAPTER 1


I slammed my hand down on my desk and frustration. Fuck! None of this shit added up correctly. I looked down at my mess of formulas and calculations on my spreadsheet. I was sure that I had done everything correctly. But somehow, the numbers just didn't add up. What was wrong here?


I closed my eyes. My head was pounding with tension. This latest inventory report was kicking my ass. The calculation seems so easy when I was listening to my boss. But now that I actually had to do them on my own, the numbers didn't seem anywhere near as easy as she made them sound. Everything seemed to fit together, but the end result didn't make sense. I rubbed my fists against my closed eyes until I saw stars. The shapes and colors slowly faded back to normal before I opened my eyes.


Then I remembered the bills that came in the mail yesterday. I was so fucked... I was broke and owed so much money on top of it. I was ready to scream or cry. Or both. My head started pounding again. I needed a way out of my mountain of debt.


I stared at the problem again. My spreadsheet was just a blur of impossible numbers. My job here at GRLCOX seemed like a lost cause. I could feel my chances of getting a promotion slipping away. Honestly, even the hope of keeping my job felt like it was fizzling away. I thought for sure I was cut out for this job. Now I wasn't so sure.


My grades were good in school, but my classwork did not translate over to what they wanted me to do. I was feeling pretty hopeless at this point.


I couldn't stand to stare at my spreadsheet any longer. I needed a break. I thought about heading down to the cafeteria or to the vending machine, but it was so far away from my office. I grab my headphones from my desk drawer and slip them over my ears. I hit play on my phone as I closed my eyes to let the music wash away my stress. I was getting too tense. Maybe a little relaxation would help rejuvenate me.


After a few minutes of music, I could feel my tension starting to dissipate. Then a naughty idea popped into my head. I glanced over at my door. It was closed. My blinds were drawn. Nobody knew what I was doing in my office. I opened another drawer on my desk. I took one more glance around the room before reaching in. I pulled out my vibrator. I Knew my boss would have a fit if she caught me using my vibrator at work. Hell, I would probably lose my job. But at this point, I wasn't sure it really mattered. I figured the unemployment line was only a matter of when, not if.


My vibrator was a small, thin purple plastic cylinder. I didn't have a fancy one like some of my friends. Besides, even if I had a nice one, what I leave it in my desk drawer at work? Of course not, that bad boy would be on my nightstand. I pulled my skirt up and pulled my panties to the side. I guided the tip of my toy to my shaved clam. I stroked it up and down my gash, gathering some of my wetness to ease the slide in. My tight little pussy was ahead of me already. I was soaked. My vibrator slipped in with no effort.


I twisted the end to turn it on and slowly dragged it against my aching clit. I closed my eyes and threw my head back against my office chair. Goddamn, this felt so good. I loved the way every little tremble and quiver grew. They built and built and built until they became incredible pulsating spasms. Would real cocks feel this good? I hoped. I was really curious and eager to find out, but so far I didn't have the opportunity to do so. I never even seen a real dick. For now, the only action I was getting was this little toy. But it was enough. My orgasm was building. It was ready to explode. I arched my back, squeezing the toy between my gash and the seat of my chair. I grabbed the armrests of my chair with both hands as I rode the buzzing cylinder. So close...


"I see you're enjoying yourself. I didn't know they made vibrators that small."


My boss's voice echoed through the room.


I froze. My orgasm vanished in a heartbeat. What was she doing in here? As my eyes opened, they darted in the direction of the voice I heard. I stared at her in utter shock. Monica stepped towards my desk, reached down between my legs, and pulled the vibrator out from beneath me. She then sat down on my desk in front of me and crossed her legs. She held my toy with two fingers in one hand and she used her other hand to gently twist it and shut it off. She then looked down at my pussy and smiled.


"We need to talk about something, Lauren."


"Right now?!"


"Just hear me out, dear. This might be the best time to discuss it."


I looked like a deer in the headlights. Where was this going? My frustrated pussy ached for more stimulation. I felt so empty without my vibrator in me.


"I think we both know that you are in over your head with this job. There's no shame in it, but at some point the chickens come home to roost. I may have a better opportunity for you. Something that makes better use of your..." Her eyes moved back to my pussy and then followed my figure up to my chest. "assets."


Monica had my attention in a way that I didn't expect. I tried to pull my skirt back down over my pussy, but it didn't cover up very well. I can still feel a cool draft of air against my wet folds.


"I spoke with upper management, and there's an opportunity for a woman who is willing to go above and beyond. We have a new division that is starting. Lauren, I want you to consider this. It may be a great way to earn some extra money and make a name for yourself around here. I know these weekly reports have been taking a toll on you. Let's be honest, maybe you're just not cut out to be a bookworm."


My heart began pounding. " What do you have in mind?"


Monica paused for a second as she considered what words to use. "The company would like you to carry a child to delivery."


"What the fuck? What kind of company is this?"


"Let's not get too excited yet. Hear me out. The company needs fertile young women. The company needs a surrogate. You get pregnant. You have a baby. Someone else raises the child after it's born. End of story. You would be paid bi-weekly at an agreed-upon amount. Plus a bonus upon delivery. Your new job would be to get pregnant, stay pregnant, and deliver a child. How does that sound?"


Her words made no sense. It was like something straight out of a horror movie. It sounded ridiculous. But a dollar was a dollar. My debt was an unforgiving mistress. "What do I need to do?"


Monika cracked a small smile before answering. "You just need to keep an open mind to the process. It may seem unusual. It may seem odd. But if you are willing to do some unusual things, the reward would be bountiful. We just need proof that you are... fertile enough."


"OK..."


"If you agree to the program, you would need to get pregnant as soon as possible."


Why was I thinking about this like I actually needed to make a decision? I needed that money. This was the easiest way to get enough money to make a dent in my debt.


"Who would be the father?"


Monica grinned. "Me."


CHAPTER 2


Was my boss on drugs? This was sounding way too absurd. I stared at my boss, confused as hell. This made no sense. And everyone knew that two women couldn't have a baby. Did she mean that she would raise the child? Did she mean that she would be the adoptive mother?


"What? How can you be the father? How are we supposed to have a baby together?"


"So no one ever mentioned what we do? The company, I mean. Perhaps it's time you learned what we really do around here..."


"What do you mean what we do?"


"You're so innocent, dear." She started laughing. "It's easier if I just show you." She stood up off my desk and reached under her skirt. When her hand came back out, she had a pair of her panties in her palm.


What the fuck was she about to show me? Why was my boss taking off her underwear?


While my mind was swimming with these questions, my boss was busy with her big reveal. A second later, she pulled up the edge of her dress and revealed her meaty secret.


Monica shifted her hips side to side to make her cock bounce around for me. "What do you think?"


"Holy shit! What the fuck is that?!" I blurted out.


"That's not the first time I've heard that."


I leaned in a little closer for a better look. My boss had a giant cock. I'd never seen one before. But that was the only explanation. She had a giant throbbing cock. It was pink and smooth. Huge veins ripped up both sides of it. It was so big.


I was unable to take my eyes off her cock. She walked around my desk, her cock jiggling and bouncing with each step. There was no way this could be real. Before she left my reach, without thinking, I touched it. I took her shaft into my hand and grasped it. It was definitely real, solid, and warm. It throbbed to the rhythm of her heartbeat.


"Oh, one more thing."


"Huh?" I responded, without looking up. I gently stroked her cock. Her lady dick was fascinating. I never thought I would see one up close. It was so beautiful and smooth. The thickness was incredible. How would that fit in someone's pussy? Would it even feel good?


"The company requires that the conception is natural."


"What does that mean?"


"It means that we are going to fuck repeatedly until you are pregnant."


I sucked my breath in sharply. "But..."


"But what, dear?"


"I'm a virgin."


"So? Don't you think it's time to give that up?"


I slowly nodded. Monica's hand was on my chest, pushing me against the desk. Monica's eyes burned with lust. Nobody had ever looked at me this way before. It made my stomach tighten. It made the lust in my crotch burn hotter. She gently pushed my thighs apart, and stepped in between them. She ran her finger along my pussy. I was sopping wet.


"Oh yes!" I squealed as Monica guided her enormous cock to my tight entrance. Her tip pushed against my soaked lips. I moaned like a whore as I felt her begin to push into me. I trembled as I felt her cock slide into me inch by inch.


"Looks like somebody is no longer a virgin..."


My pussy quivered as she slid deeper and deeper into me. She began to pump against me. Her breathing became faster and harder. Her huge shaft slid in and out of me. It hurt, but not as bad as I was expecting. The feeling of fullness was intense. My boss's cock was enormous. And more and more of it was sliding into me. Inch by inch by inch, it disappeared deeper and deeper into me. My eyes rolled back in my head as I felt the intense pleasure that her cock delivered. I was so full, so incredibly full. My pussy grabbed her shaft and clenched tight. I couldn't control it. My body quivered excitedly as it convulsed along the thickness that was in me. All the built-up lust in my life was being released all at once. My pussy had been starved my whole life. It was now getting fed.


I wrapped my legs around Monica's waist, my hands clawing at her back. My body shook. How deep could she go? She was in so deep. I felt like she was crushing my insides. "Oh, Monica!" I whimpered and moaned as she pounded her thick cock into me. Monica grunted and panted as she thrust her enormous member into me.


I couldn't believe how good this felt. It was so much better than that pathetic plastic little dick that I bought. My body was alive, playing and trembling as Monica skillfully stimulated me. Her huge cock slid in and out of me, each thrust building on the ripples of pleasure from the previous one. Tears filled my eyes as I realized I was about to really cum for the first time in my life. Every other orgasm I had before this paled in comparison to the explosion that was cumming. I was finally a woman.


I cried uncontrollably as I realized how much I had missed in life so far. Monica was already teaching me. With a gasp and a whimper, my body finally gave in and exploded. Ecstasy flooded my brain. I orgasmed on my desk as Monica continued to pound into me. I collapsed against the desk, my limbs losing any strength. That was incredible. I almost forgot about the giant cock pumping in and out of me. Suddenly, Monica grunted and released a huge spray of jizz inside me. I gasped as the enormous member pulled out of me. An aching empty feeling soon took over.


Monica pulled her dress down over her softening member. It was still slick with my arousal. She bent over and kissed me on the forehead.


"Good job, sweetie. Take the rest of the day off, go home, get some sleep. You will need your rest."


My relaxed body struggled to sit up as she left. Monica shut the door behind her. What had just happened?


My mind began swimming with more thoughts. I was no longer a virgin. I had just had unprotected sex. With a woman. I let her ejaculate in me. I just signed up for a breeding program. What the hell was going on with me?


With the last sparks of my orgasm fizzling, I looked down between my legs. Monica's thick, sticky load oozed out of my used hole. Thick globs of her seed fell onto the desk as I moved. I was sure a lot more was still inside me.


As I stood up off the desk, a thought hit me. I was trying to be a mom! I couldn't believe it! I might have gotten knocked up on my first try...


CHAPTER 3


I woke up late the next morning. I had slept so peacefully that I didn't hear my alarm. Something had come over me. I felt much more relaxed. Like everything was finally falling into place. I didn't think about the mountain of death that I was trying to pay down. I didn't think about the fact that I was about to be a single mother. Or that I can never tell anybody who the father was. Who would believe me? Yep, that's how it happened. My boss sprouted a dick, stuck it in me, and here we are. They would all think I was crazy if I told them that. It was the opposite of a restless night. I woke up bright-eyed and bushy-tailed.


I couldn't stop grinning as I ran down the stairs to get my day started. Breakfast tasted better. My milk was nice and cold. An agreeable satisfied sensation flowed through my body from my pussy.


There was a knock at the door. Who could that be? I headed to the front door and opened it. My boss Monica was standing in front of me. She had come to my house.


"Hi"


"Oh, hey Monica. what brings you over here?"


"I figured I would drive you to work. But first we have something to take care of."


"Now?"


"Yes. Come here. Take off your panties and bend over."


I felt a surge of heat through my thighs and the burning in my pussy began. "Are you sure?" My voice cracked with anticipation.


"Do I need to repeat myself?"


Monica sat down at the table and waited for me to slide my already soaked panties down. I put my hands on the wood table and laid flat across too. I pulled the edge of my skirt back, revealing my naked body.


Last night, I trimmed my pussy and made a nice little landing strip right above my gash. My plump, wet lips were now on full display. Monica's hard cock throbbed as it pushed against her dress. She stepped behind me, letting it slide out from its hiding place. She gently stroked it as she squeezed my ass cheek.


I gasped as my boss's hands kneaded my ass cheeks. She ran the tip of her massive cock up and down my slip. I trembled and rounded my back in anticipation, but she placed her hand on the small of my back and pushed me flat against the table. The tip of her thick cock pressed into my slippery pussy. I moaned as the enormous cock forced its way into me. My hands clenched into fists as I felt the pressure building.


"I'm going to fuck you like this every day until you conceive. You'll be getting dick regularly. Sometimes once. Sometimes twice. If you come to the office, I'll make sure you get dicked before you leave."


She pumped in and out of me. I groaned as I felt my body jiggle from the force of her thrust.


"Do you understand now how this works?"


She forcefully shoved her talking to me again.


"Yes..." I whimpered.


"Your new job is to learn how to effectively pleasure a cock. By the time you're knocked up, you should be able to blow my mind. We're going to take our time. No more quickies."


My boss continued to pound me. She fucked my pussy faster and harder. My tits slapped against each other as I bounced across the table. Monica's thumb found my clit. She rubbed it and she stopped me. I close my eyes as I let my orgasm take over. My pussy clenched and my body shivered. Seconds later, Monica let out a grunt and she dumped another load in me.


"Don't move." Monica began to dig around in her purse. After a moment she turned around and had a small cup in her hand.


"What's that?"


"This is a menstrual cup. But seeing that you won't be having another period anytime soon, I'm going to load it up with some of my swimmers and that will keep my jizz right against your cervix..."


She held the cup under my hole until enough of her load ran out. Then she squeezed the cup in half, inserted it into me, and pressed it into place. Her cum was now trapped against my cervix. She was pulling out all the stops to get me pregnant.


I silently bent over and pulled my panties up. The cup made an odd sensation in my pussy. I wasn't used to anything being up there, let alone something that was going to stay in for a while. Today was going to be interesting.


CHAPTER 4


All day, I was distracted at work. I could barely pay attention to my tasks. All I could think about was the sensation of the cup in my pussy. It was a constant reminder of what I had signed up for. When I walked back and forth from the copy machine, I swore I noticed people looking at me. There was no way they could tell yet, right? Was it that obvious that the boss was having her way with me? Did I suddenly have a limp or drag my leg from the colossal pounding I took?


The seconds crawled by. Time had stretched into endless monotony. When my day was finally over, I got up to leave. Monica was waiting for me at the end of the aisle. Her cock-bulge was subtle but visible beneath her dress.


"Step into my office, dear. Take out that cup so I can top you off."


A minute later, I was bent over the desk moaning like a whore as Monica slammed her cock into me again and again. I came twice before Monica finally threw her head back and gave in to the pleasure. Her release was just as voluminous as before. When she was done coming, she pulled me to the floor, got me over on all fours, and continued to slam her enormous cock into me. Her strokes varied between long, slow thrusts and short, fast pumps. When we both had cum several times, I left her office filled with another batch of her girl-cum.





This became our routine while I was still not showing any signs of being pregnant. Monica dropped by to pick me up for work, we fucked hard, we went to work, we fucked hard, she dropped me off. Most of the time it was over my kitchen table and her desk. Sometimes it was with me flat against the wall. Sometimes it was in the basement bathroom of our office building. No matter where it happened, I had a fresh dose of futa-jizz in me at all times.


When Monica dropped me off at home, she came in so that we could fuck again. Sometimes it was a quick pounding that left me in a sweat. Sometimes it was a long and drawn-out session that had me ready to pass out by the end. No matter what happened, I learned. I learned how to stimulate her cock by tightening certain muscles. I learned when I needed to gyrate my hips and grind against her, or when to stay still and take it.


After a few days, I was addicted to my boss's cock. Just as the fun had begun, Monica showed up one morning and handed me a plastic bag with something inside. It was a pregnancy test. We had just started... Was I already pregnant?


I knew what she expected me to do next. I took the test kit with me into the bathroom. My heart began racing. Not with excitement for the future. Rather, with dread for our new arrangement to end so soon. If I tested positive, did that mean that she was done with me? Would I not get to feel her immense cock in me anymore?


The seconds seemed like hours as I waited for the test to change colors. Slowly, a blue plus sign appeared. I was knocked up. Officially.


I threw the bathroom door open and saw Monica standing right out, waiting for the news. My heart was pounding. This was so exciting!


"So?"


"I'm pregnant!"


"Now the real fun begins. Do you want to get passed around the office while you're pregnant? There's other ladies in the office with similar endowments..."


Thoughts rushed around in my head. I was already pregnant. I couldn't get any more knocked-up, could I?


The End.
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