

    
        
          The Senator's Little Breeder

        

        
        
          Breed Me, Boss - Season 2, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Fergie Breede

        

        
          Published by Fergie Breede, 2026.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THE SENATOR'S LITTLE BREEDER

    

    
      First edition. January 21, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Fergie Breede.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232376444

    

    
    
      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 Senator’s Little Breeder

Sign up for Fergie Breede's Mailing List

Further Reading: Corporate Cabin Conception

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 Senator’s Little Breeder
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The senator’s office looked different after hours. Quieter. Dim. The tall windows no longer let in sunlight but framed the dark, the city glowing behind them. His desk lamp cast everything in gold and shadow. My heels clicked on the polished floor as I stepped inside, folders tucked against my chest. My skirt felt too tight. My blouse clung in places I hadn’t noticed before. The whole room felt warmer than it should.

I stopped in the doorway when I saw her.

Caroline Winslow. His wife.

She was seated on the edge of the couch, legs crossed, back straight, her eyes on me like I was prey. Blonde, elegant, older but stunning. She wore pearls and lipstick like armor, and the way she smiled—slow and assessing—made something flutter low in my stomach.

“Miss Carter,” she said, voice honeyed and cool. “You’re very punctual. That’s good.”

I blinked. “I... I didn’t know you’d be here, ma’am.”

Senator Nathan Winslow stood beside his desk, sleeves rolled, tie loosened. He didn’t speak. He just looked at me.

“This is a private meeting,” Caroline continued, standing. “Off the books.”

I hesitated in the doorway. My thighs were pressed together too tightly. I shifted, hoping they wouldn’t notice.

“I brought the policy draft,” I said. My voice sounded small. “For the trade committee...”

Nathan’s gaze didn’t flick to the folder once.

Caroline took a step closer. Her heels made no sound. “You want to be useful, don’t you?”

I swallowed. “Yes, ma’am. Of course.”

“Then take off the blazer.”

My breath caught.

“What?”

She tilted her head, smile still sweet. “You heard me.”

I looked at the senator. He nodded once. Just once. And somehow that was worse than if he’d said a word.

My fingers shook as I slid the blazer off my shoulders. My blouse clung to the heat under my arms, the curve of my breasts visible in ways I hadn’t intended when I got dressed. I crossed my arms. Immediately uncrossed them.

Caroline’s gaze dropped to my chest, lingered.

“Let’s see what kind of body you’ve been hiding under those skirts.”

I didn’t know what to say.

“Is this...” I looked between them. “Am I in trouble?”

“No,” she said. “You’re being chosen.”

The senator finally moved, coming to stand behind her. His presence filled the room, tall and broad and silent. He hadn’t said a single word, and I could already feel my skin prickling with heat.

“We need someone fertile,” Caroline said. “Submissive. Breedable.”

I went still.

My thighs pressed together again, this time without thought. A throb started low in my belly.

“You want to help your country, don’t you?” she asked.

I looked at her. Then at him.

Nathan’s eyes were on my body. Not subtle. Not hiding it. He looked like he wanted to see me spread open on his desk.

I was breathing faster. My chest rose with each inhale. I knew they could see it.

“You’re eighteen, aren’t you?” Caroline asked softly.

“Y-yes. I’m eighteen.”

“Perfect.”

She stepped closer and touched my arm.

My skin burned.

“You’re very pretty, Ava.”

Her eyes dropped again. “And judging by how flushed you are, very responsive.”

The senator hadn’t moved.

Caroline stepped behind me. I stiffened. Her fingers brushed the zipper at the back of my skirt, then fell away.

“You’re not in trouble,” she said again, her voice a whisper now. “You’re exactly what we need.”

When Nathan finally spoke, his voice was low and rough. “Strip.”

My knees nearly gave out.

Caroline’s fingers trailed down my arm again, feather-light.

“We’ll make it easy,” she murmured. “One step at a time.”

I could barely breathe. My heart pounded loud in my ears. My panties were already damp. I hadn’t realized how soaked I was until I shifted and felt the fabric cling.

I didn’t move.

Not yet.

But I didn’t run either.

—-
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The lights were low. Just the desk lamp and the faint glow from the windows. The city moved out there like it had no idea what was happening in here. I sat on the couch, my thighs pressed tight together, skirt riding high on my legs. Caroline sat beside me, turned slightly toward me, one knee resting against mine. Her perfume was soft, floral, expensive. It made me dizzy.

Nathan stood across the room, jacket off now, watching us with that same unreadable look.

Caroline reached over and placed her hand gently on my thigh. Her fingers were warm. Delicate. My breath caught.

“Do you like the way he looks at you?” she asked.

I swallowed. “He... watches me when I walk past.”

“He does,” she said, smiling. “That skirt you wore last week? The navy one? He nearly called you in early.”

I blushed. Hard. My chest felt too tight.

Caroline leaned in, her voice lower. “You want to make him come, don’t you?”

I stared at her, stunned. “I’ve never... I mean... he’s married.”

“And yet,” she said softly, “you came back tonight.”

I couldn’t answer that.

“You’ve never been with a married man,” she said.

I shook my head.

“Tonight, you’ll be with both of us.”

I looked up at her fast, my heart thudding. Her smile didn’t change.

Nathan stepped closer. He said nothing, but his presence hit me like a wave. I could smell his cologne now. I didn’t even know I liked that scent until I was surrounded by it.

“Knees,” he said.

The word hit hard.

I hesitated.

“Now.”

My legs moved before my brain did. I slid off the couch, sinking to the floor, knees against the soft rug. My hands trembled in my lap.

“Good girl,” Caroline whispered. “Show us how obedient you are.”

I looked up at her, breathless. “Yes, ma’am.”

Nathan unbuckled his belt. My pulse skipped. The sound of leather sliding through loops made my skin prickle.

“Such a sweet mouth,” Caroline murmured. She slid her hand into my hair, soft and gentle. “Let’s see how full you can get it.”

He stepped in front of me. I looked up, saw the outline of him hard behind the fabric of his slacks. My mouth went dry. My thighs clenched.

I couldn’t think. Couldn’t believe this was real.

Caroline leaned in close to my ear. “Unzip him.”

My hands moved slowly. I reached up, fingers catching the zipper, dragging it down. He didn’t stop me. His cock was thick, hard, pressing against his briefs. I reached in. My hand brushed heat. Flesh. He groaned softly.

“Take it out,” Caroline whispered.

I did.

It was heavy in my palm. Bigger than I’d imagined. My mouth parted without meaning to.

“Now open.”

I looked up at him one more time. His eyes were on my lips. Hungry.

Then I opened.

Caroline held my hair back, guiding me as I took the head into my mouth. Warm, smooth, full. He grunted low, a sound I felt deep in my stomach.

“Good girl,” she said again, breath against my cheek.

I sucked gently, tongue flicking the underside. He twitched in my mouth.

“Deeper,” Caroline said.

I pushed down, lips sliding lower, stretching around him. My jaw ached. I whimpered.

Nathan growled above me. “Fuck. She’s
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