

    
        
          The Venture Capitalist

        

        
        
          Bred by a Billionaire, Season 1, Volume 5

        

        
        
          Fergie Breede

        

        
          Published by Fergie Breede, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE VENTURE CAPITALIST

    

    
      First edition. February 19, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Fergie Breede.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232565428

    

    
    
      Written by Fergie Breede.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Fergie Breede

	    

      
	    
          
	      Bred by a Billionaire, Season 1

          
        
          
	          The Movie Star

          
        
          
	          The Rockstar

          
        
          
	          The Prince

          
        
          
	          The Fashion God

          
        
          
	          The Venture Capitalist

          
        
          
	          The Casino King

          
        
          
	          The Rancher

          
        
          
	          The Surrogate

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Breed Me, Boss - Season 1

          
        
          
	          Breed Me, Boss, Season 1 - Complete 10-Book Bundle

          
        
          
	          Bred on the Boardroom Table

          
        
          
	          Until It Takes

          
        
          
	          The Billionaire's Heir

          
        
          
	          The Doctor Will Breed You Now

          
        
          
	          Mile High Breeding Club

          
        
          
	          Bred in the Boss' Penthouse

          
        
          
	          The Breeding Clause

          
        
          
	          His Breeding Masterpiece

          
        
          
	          Owned by the Lighthouse Keeper

          
        
          
	          Bare & Pregnant on a Billionaire's Boat

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Breed Me, Boss - Season 2

          
        
          
	          Breed Me, Boss, Season 2 - Complete 10-Book Bundle

          
        
          
	          Corporate Cabin Conception

          
        
          
	          The Senator's Little Breeder

          
        
          
	          Bred for the Catwalk

          
        
          
	          Impregnated in the C-Suite

          
        
          
	          From Virgin to Boss' Breeder

          
        
          
	          He Bid for My Womb

          
        
          
	          My Room Service Womb

          
        
          
	          Bred by the Dirty Professor

          
        
          
	          My Womb Was the Real Asset

          
        
          
	          He Had Designs on My Womb

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Fergie Breede

Epigraph

The Venture Capitalist

Sign up for Fergie Breede's Mailing List

Further Reading: Bred by the Dirty Professor

Also By Fergie Breede

About the Author



  	
        
            
            This book is for meant for sale to adult audiences only. It contains sexually explicit scenes and language which may be considered offensive. All sexually active characters in this work are eighteen (18) years of age or older. 

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Venture Capitalist


[image: ]


The glass-and-chrome canyon of the venture capital firm hummed with a quiet, predatory energy. Every surface was polished to a blinding sheen, reflecting the California sun that poured in through floor-to-ceiling windows. It smelled like money and expensive coffee. I clutched my leather-bound portfolio, my palm sweating against the stiff new cover. Twenty years old and an intern at Sterling Capital. It felt like stepping onto another planet, one where I was distinctly out of place. I was dressed in my sharpest blazer, a skirt that was probably a little too tight, and heels that made me feel powerful and wobbly at the same time. My eyes darted around, taking in the faces bent over monitors, the intense whispers in conference rooms, the sheer, unadulterated confidence that hung in the air like cologne.

A woman with a severe bob and an even more severe smile led me through the maze of desks. “And this is the general bullpen. You’ll be stationed here, Chloe, next to Mark.” She gestured vaguely. “Mr. Sterling wanted to meet you personally.”

My stomach did a slow, nervous flip. Mr. Sterling. The founder. The man who’d turned a million-dollar gamble into a ten-billion-dollar empire before he was thirty-five. He was a legend, a ghost story whispered about in business school lectures. I’d seen his picture on magazine covers—sharp jaw, eyes that looked like they could see right through you, a smile that never quite reached his eyes. In person, he was a force.

He was standing by the floor-to-ceiling windows, his back to me, talking on his phone. He wore a suit that probably cost more than my car, tailored perfectly to his broad shoulders. As we approached, he ended his call with a curt, “Make it happen,” and turned around. And oh, god. The pictures didn’t do him justice. He was devastating. Dark hair, perfectly styled, a hint of stubble that was rugged, not scruffy. And his eyes... they were a piercing, intelligent blue, and they locked onto me the moment he saw me.

“You must be our new intern,” he said. His voice was a low, smooth rumble, like a classic car engine. It vibrated right through my bones.

“Yes, sir. I’m—”

“I know who you are,” he cut me off, but not unkindly. He took a step closer, extending a hand. “Julian Sterling. Welcome aboard.”

His grip was firm, warm, and he held my hand a fraction of a second too long. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot up my arm. I could feel the heat blooming on my cheeks and prayed my blush wasn’t too obvious. He was older, definitely old enough to be my father, but there was nothing paternal about the way he was looking at me. It was a flat-out assessment. A slow, deliberate perusal of my body, from my eyes down to my legs and back up again. It was so blatant it should have been insulting, but instead, it made my pussy clench. Hard.

“I read your application essay,” he continued, finally releasing my hand. The air felt cool where his skin had been. “Ambitious. I like that.” He leaned a little closer, his voice dropping. “Ambition is a powerful aphrodisiac in this town, Chloe. Almost as powerful as a great pair of legs.”

My mouth went dry. Was he flirting with me? The CEO of the entire firm was openly flirting with me on my first day. I could only manage a weak, nervous laugh. “Thank you, Mr. Sterling.”

“Julian,” he corrected, his smile finally reaching his eyes, crinkling the corners. “We’re not that formal here. Especially not with people who plan on taking over the world.” He winked. A real, honest-to-god wink. “Don’t let this place chew you up. Find me if you need anything. Anything at all.”

He held my gaze for another beat, a silent promise hanging in the air between us. Then he straightened up, all business again. “Show her to her desk, Linda. Let’s get to work.”

As I followed Linda away, I could feel his eyes on my back, a physical weight. I sank into my assigned chair, my heart hammering against my ribs. I was in so much trouble. This wasn’t just a job anymore. This was a test. And I had a sinking, thrilling feeling that Julian Sterling had already decided I was the prize.

—-
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The first week was a blur of spreadsheets, coffee runs, and information overload. I was desperate to prove I wasn’t just a pretty face who’d stumbled into the most competitive internship in the valley. I stayed late, I asked smart questions, and I kept my head down, trying to blend into the polished wood and glass. But I could always feel him. Julian. It was like he had a sixth sense for when I was feeling overwhelmed or frustrated. Twice, I’d looked up from my monitor to find him watching me from his glass-walled office, a faint, knowing smile on his face.

On Thursday afternoon, I was wrestling with a pitch deck for a biotech startup, the numbers blurring into an incomprehensible mess. I let out a soft, frustrated sigh, rubbing my temples.

“Problem with the valuation model?”

I jumped. He was standing right beside my desk, so close I could smell the clean, spicy scent of his cologne. He wasn’t carrying anything; he’d just materialized out of nowhere.

“Julian,” I stammered, my cheeks flushing. “No, I mean, yes. I’m just... stuck.”

Instead of walking away, he pulled up the empty chair next to me, sitting so our knees were almost touching under the desk. He leaned in, pointing at my screen. His arm brushed mine, and the contact sent a shiver through me. “You’re looking at the TAM wrong. You’re not factoring in the ancillary market for diagnostic tools. Think bigger.”

For the next ten minutes, he walked me through it, his voice a low murmur in my ear. He wasn’t just giving me the answer; he was teaching me how to think, how to see the angles no one else did. It was the most intelligent, exhilarating conversation I’d ever had. And it was also the most intimate. His breath warmed my neck, his proximity made it hard to focus on anything but the sheer maleness of him.

“You have a natural instinct for this,” he said, his eyes scanning my face. “That’s rare. People can learn the models, but they can’t learn the gut feeling. You’ve got it.”

“Thank you,” I breathed, feeling a swell of pride that was dangerously close to arousal. “I really want to do a good job.”

“Oh, you will,” he said, his gaze dropping to my lips for a split second. “You’re a natural.” He leaned back, but didn’t get up. “So, what’s your end game here, intern? What do you really want?”

The question was so direct, so personal. I hesitated. “I want to learn. I want to build something. I don’t just want to be... decorative.” I regretted the words as soon as they were out.

He laughed, a deep, genuine sound. “Decorative?” He looked me up and down again, his eyes lingering on the swell of my breasts against my silk blouse. “Honey, if you think that’s all you are, you’re not half as smart as I thought you were.” He leaned
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