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Sabrina switched off the water and stepped out of the shower, grabbing a towel on her way out. She started by drying her strawberry blonde hair, spotting her blue-eyed reflection in the mirror, while moving the towel down the rest of her body.

Once she was all dry, she wrapped the towel around her body and padded out of the bathroom. She still had another hour before she needed to be in the office, and she took her time selecting her outfit and laying her clothes on the bed.

Then she turned and saw the head-to-toe mirror on the opposite wall. She let the towel fall off her body, revealing the sexy figure of a young woman in her late twenties. Her breasts were a nice C-cup while her hips and waist were a beautiful, curvy shape.

Sabrina clutched her belly as she gazed at her naked reflection. There was nothing wrong with the way she looked, but there was definitely something missing in her life.

She shook her head and climbed onto the bed, retrieving her phone and scrolling through the morning news. Nothing really interesting had happened in the past 24 hours, and nothing that looked relevant to her job, so she opened the little folder she had saved.

She was dismayed by how expensive the various options were, not to mention how convoluted each process was. IVF wasn’t an option since she wasn’t struggling with fertility problems, not so far as she knew. Adoption was also out of the question – she wanted her own child.

That left her with finding a sperm donor, but even that option was daunting. Hundreds of dollars per insemination was a lot of money to throw at the problem, especially when she didn’t fancy the idea of having a cold syringe or turkey baster shoved up her pussy.

Sabrina locked her phone and buried her face in the pillow. All this was a lot of trouble to go through just to become a mother – and a single mother at that. At this rate, it would be cheaper and easier to just hook up with some guy at a bar.

Sabrina looked up from the pillow and saw that she needed to be in the office in the next 45 minutes. Reluctantly, she stood up again and began getting dressed, putting on her thong and then her skin-colored tights before slipping on her bra.

She had picked out a shorter-than-usual black pencil skirt and a white blouse paired with a dark business jacket. The skirt was just long enough to satisfy the dress code, although some of her more prudish colleagues might grimace at it. Most of the guys would love it.

Sabrina finished getting dressed and, last of all, put on a simple pearl necklace to complete the look. She just needed to fetch her heels, grab her bag, and head out the door. Today was their new boss’s first day on the job, and she wanted to make a good impression.
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Sabrina strutted into the office with only minutes to spare, her heels clicking on the wood floor as she made her way to her cubicle. Open-toed four-inch stilettoes were a little glamorous for a work outfit, but she liked the way it distracted her male colleagues.

She caught their glances and indiscreet stares out of the corner of her eye and smiled to herself. Her shorter-than-usual skirt completed the look, stopping only halfway down her thighs, and tempting the eyes of the men in the office.

She had picked her blouse with the same idea in mind, loose enough to show off her impressive cleavage while still being comfortable. Her male colleagues would definitely notice and not know which way to look when they addressed her.

It was actually a perfect balance. Her outfit was just barely within the boundaries of the office dress code and sexy enough to make the boys uncomfortable with their sitting posture while making them worried if they were the ones being inappropriate.

Sabrina didn’t give a single one of them a second glance. She knew them by name and position, but she wasn’t on familiar terms with them and didn’t particularly want to be. None of them were the type of men she would want to settle down with – let alone have babies with.

Sabrina made it to her desk and sat down, stretching her legs before booting up her computer. There were a bunch of work emails to catch up on, and the new CEO would be passing through this morning as he got to know the company.

No sooner had the thought passed through her head than a set of footsteps came marching over to her cubicle. They were men’s shoes, judging by the sound they made, and when she glanced down at the floor, she saw a pair of black leather loafers stop beside her desk.

Sabrina’s eyes followed the pants up the body of a tall and handsome man dressed in a tailored suit with a red tie. When her gaze arrived at his face, her breath almost left her body.

He had the chiseled jaw and elegant, almost aristocratic, features of a male model, and a pair of gorgeous blueish-green eyes. His hair was dark blond and combed in a casual but presentable manner without being overly styled.

The tiniest ghost of a warm smile was visible on his lips with an almost cheeky glint in his eyes, like a mischievous bad boy who’d grown up and matured. Sabrina also couldn’t help but notice the outlines of a muscular physique under his silk shirt.

“I’m Leon Nielson,” he said, extending his hand, “your new boss.”

“Nice to meet you...sir,” she replied, “I’m Sabrina Schulz.”

She shook his hand nervously, wondering how formal she should be. His gaze flitted back and forth between her exposed cleavage and her face, and while she didn’t mind the attention, she found herself second-guessing her decision to dress the way she had.

“Pleasure to meet you, Sabrina,” Leon responded, “I don’t think the dress code has much to do with how well you do your job, but try to cover up a little more tomorrow.”

He said it in a casual, offhanded way, as if it were just friendly advice, but as he walked away Sabrina felt a wave of self-consciousness wash over her. She rarely admitted it to herself, but she saw the men in the office as beneath her. It didn’t matter how they felt about her appearance.

Not Leon Nielson. He liked what he saw, but his opinion mattered.
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It was seven at night when Sabrina finally got home, and all she wanted to do was eat dinner, take a refreshing shower, and climb into bed. By the time she had devoured her lasagna, she was feeling much more awake again, and a shower didn’t seem so necessary.

She stripped off her clothes and walked around the apartment naked, for no other reason than because she could. Even with no one to show off to, her body was well worth flaunting, which made it funny that she wanted to ruin it with pregnancy.

Sabrina returned to her bedroom and flopped down on the bed. She rolled over onto her back and brought her hand to rest on her flat belly. As she stared up at the ceiling, imaginary scenes danced in her mind of a baby sleeping in her arms or giggling as she tickled her.

She sighed aloud as her yearning weighed on her. She really wanted to become a mother, and she had long since given up on the idea that marriage was necessary first. But she still needed a male party to contribute his DNA to her desire.

What about Leon?

Sabrina shivered with embarrassment as she remembered her brief first meeting with him. She cringed at how slutty she must have looked with her cleavage on show and her office skirt short enough to be a miniskirt. She couldn’t care less how her male colleagues felt about it, but her newly minted boss was another matter.

Was he actually angry about her choice of attire? He didn’t seem so. Would he reprimand her if she showed up in the same sexy outfit tomorrow? Did she really want to risk it?

Her thoughts shifted away from her own appearance to his. Leon was absolutely gorgeous. He must have started out as a model or something before getting to where he was. Sabrina began undressing him in her mind, picturing his muscular chest, his toned limbs, and the bulge below.

She was already naked, and before she knew it, her fingers were already between her spreading thighs, seeking her folds and fondling them with sensual care. In her mind’s eye, Leon was on top of her, his naked body exposed in all its masculine glory.

Sabrina bent her knees and arched her chest upwards. Leon was kneeling between her legs, his hands massaging her belly and breasts with the care of the most attentive lover, his erect penis poised at the gates to her precious pussy.

She rubbed her clitoris in tight and rapid circles, her breath growing short as the pleasure grew. She felt her vagina constrict as an orgasm approached, and she massaged her clit harder and faster, imagining Leon thrusting his penis into her.

He was like a god of love in her mind. His strokes were forceful yet gentle. His sexual exertions displayed his loving dominance over her body, while his sensual touch made her skin tingle. It wasn’t long before her galloping climax was too powerful to contain.

Sabrina squealed through gritted teeth as she came. A little squirt of vaginal juices soaked her fingers as she bucked her hips up into the air, her orgasm making her body shiver and spasm. She sighed deeply and rested, the warm afterglow of her climax bringing a smile to her face.

Leon was totally worth fantasizing about. She had met him less than 12 hours ago and he was already at the top of her list. She wondered what it would be like to make love to him. They would make the cutest babies together.

It was farfetched to think that Leon would risk his newly acquired position by dating one of his female subordinates, let alone sleeping with her. He was so drop-dead gorgeous he could



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





