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The lights were low in his office. The city flickered behind the floor-to-ceiling windows, reflections of traffic and neon washing over the glass like restless thoughts. I paused in the doorway, fingers curled lightly around the frame.

“You’re always here late,” I said. “Building an empire or hiding from the world?”

Mr. Harlan didn’t look up right away. He sat at his desk, sleeves rolled to the elbows, cufflinks gleaming beside a thick stack of documents. The corner of his mouth twitched, not quite a smile. “Legacies don’t build themselves.”

I stepped inside, the door closing quietly behind me.

“Legacies,” I repeated, letting the word settle in the quiet. “You mean retirement plans and stocks, or actual bloodlines?”

His eyes met mine. Direct. Unblinking.

“Both.”

The word hit me low in the stomach, something warm and sharp blooming there. I moved closer, letting my heels click softly on the wood. The air in the office felt warmer than before. Or maybe that was me.

“You want a kid?” I asked, light enough to make it sound like a tease.

He didn’t smile. “I want one I can claim. Mine. Raised my way. A direct result of me.”

I stopped in front of his desk. “What if someone offered you that?”

He set his pen down slowly. “I’d fill her tonight. And again tomorrow. Until it took.”

My breath caught.

He leaned back in his chair, the leather creaking faintly under him. His gaze roamed over me — not just checking me out. Evaluating. Measuring.

“Don’t look at me like that unless you’re serious,” I said.

“I’m deadly serious.”

The air between us thickened. I could hear the faint hum of the AC, the soft tick of the clock behind him. I felt the beat of my heart in places I shouldn’t.

He reached for the folder on his desk and closed it gently. “You want to be part of something permanent?”

I wet my lips. “I want to be used for something that matters.”

His jaw clenched. His eyes dropped to my hips. “You’d let me breed you?”

“Yes.”

“No games. No pretending you’re not hoping for it.”

“I want it. I want to feel you finish inside me and know exactly what you're trying to do.”

He stood. Slowly. Deliberate. He was taller than I remembered from meetings, broader. The kind of man who could remake your entire life with one choice.

“Turn around,” he said. “Palms on the desk.”

I hesitated just long enough to feel my pulse in my throat.

Then I obeyed.

—-
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The edge of his desk pressed against the tops of my thighs as I leaned forward, my palms flat on the cool wood. My heartbeat thudded in my chest, loud and steady. The silence behind me stretched, filled only by the quiet rustle of fabric, the metallic click of his belt coming undone.

I didn’t turn around.

I didn’t need to.

“Lie back,” he said, voice low, steady. “Legs open. Let me see what I’m working with.”

I pushed myself up slowly and sat on the edge of his desk, heart hammering. My hands trembled slightly as I reached under my skirt, pulling my panties down and off. I let them drop to the floor. He didn’t speak. Just watched.

“You don’t ask?” I said, not quite teasing, not quite nervous.

“You already offered.”

I leaned back, propping myself on my elbows. My knees fell open. The air hit my bare skin, and I felt myself throb under his gaze.

“And if it takes the first time?” I asked.

“Then your body was made for this.”

He stepped between my legs. The warmth of him was immediate, the shadow of his form blocking out the city lights behind him. He was still dressed — shirt unbuttoned at the collar, sleeves rolled — but his cock was out, hard, thick, flushed dark with need. My breath caught.

“Don’t be gentle,” I whispered. “I want to feel it tomorrow.”

“You’ll feel it for days,” he said.

He lined himself up, dragging the thick head along my slit. I was soaked. Embarrassingly ready. His eyes flicked up to meet mine, holding my gaze.

“Are you close?” I asked, barely able to get the words out.

“Almost.”

He pushed in.

I gasped.

The stretch was sudden, intense, my walls clenching around him as he filled me in one long, slow thrust. My legs shook. I dropped back onto the desk fully, the cool surface a shocking contrast to the heat between us.

“Please don’t pull out,” I breathed.

“I wasn’t going to.”

He began to move, slow and deep, each thrust deliberate. I could feel everything. The way he filled me. The way his hips pressed firm against mine at the end of each stroke. He was big, unrelenting. My breath came in short, sharp gasps.

He kept one hand on my thigh, spreading me wider, holding me open as he fucked me deeper.

I moaned, helpless to hold back.

He didn’t talk. Just watched me, his expression focused, jaw tight. He was using me, exactly like I asked, and it made something inside me clench so hard I nearly sobbed.

I was going to come.

I could feel it building, fast and hot.

“I—” I whimpered. “Fuck—”

“Not yet,” he said, pushing harder, deeper.

My legs shook.

My hands scrambled for purchase on the smooth desk.

Then I felt it. His cock twitched, buried deep. His grip on my thigh tightened.

A low groan tore from his throat as he emptied himself inside me.

Thick, hot, endless.

I gasped as the first pulse hit. Then another. The warmth spread through me, filling me in waves. My pussy fluttered around him, greedy, desperate to hold every drop.

He didn’t pull out.

He stayed deep, breathing hard, one hand still on my leg, the other pressing down gently on my lower belly.

“Soaked,” he muttered, almost to himself.

I couldn’t move. Didn’t want to.

I just laid there, legs open, filled and claimed, my body already aching for more.

—-
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The elevator security room was darker than I expected. One small monitor glowed in the corner, grainy footage of empty hallways flickering across its screen. The hum of the building surrounded us, distant and low, like the whole floor was holding its breath.

I stepped inside without knocking.

He turned from the monitor slowly, his mouth already set in that unreadable line. His tie was loose. His sleeves rolled. That same calm, unreadable authority wrapped around him like always.

“I’m fertile today,” I said, voice quiet but steady.

He studied me for a moment. “You tracked it?”

I nodded. “I came off the pill six weeks ago.”

His jaw flexed. He didn’t blink.

“You’re serious about this,” he said.

“I can feel it when I’m ready,” I murmured, moving closer. “Everything inside me pulls toward you.”

That did something to him. I saw it. A flicker of heat in those gray eyes, gone just as fast as it came.

“Turn around,” he said.

I obeyed.

The monitors buzzed behind me. The hum of the servers was loud enough to cover the rustle of my skirt as I pulled it up and pressed my palms to the edge of the console.

“You want to breed me here?” I asked, breath already catching.

“I’ll take you
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