
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Pregnant From My Married Boss

        

        
        
          Cheating Hotwives Erotica Stories

        

        
        
          Jodie Bangs

        

        
          Published by Jodie Bangs, 2025.

        

    


Julia sat on the porch, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows across the wooden planks. Her hand rested on the gentle curve of her belly, a quiet reminder of the life growing inside her. The air was thick with the scent of honeysuckle, and the distant hum of cicadas filled the silence. She leaned back in the rocking chair, her mind drifting to the day it all began—the day she realized James wasn’t just her boss.

It had been an ordinary Tuesday, or so she thought. James had called her into his office under the pretense of discussing a project deadline. But as she stood there, leaning against his desk, she noticed the way his eyes lingered on her just a beat too long. His voice, usually so measured and professional, had softened, almost teasing. Was he flirting? She hadn’t been sure at first, but then he’d leaned in, his cologne—something warm and woodsy—filling the space between them.

“You’ve been working late a lot lately,” he’d said, his tone casual but his gaze anything but. “Everything okay?”

She’d shrugged, trying to play it cool. “Just trying to stay on top of things.”

He’d nodded, but his eyes didn’t leave hers. “You’re doing a great job. I’ve noticed.”

The words were innocent enough, but the way he said them—low, almost intimate—sent a shiver through her. She’d felt a warmth spread through her chest, a flicker of something she hadn’t expected. Was this really happening? She’d always found him attractive, of course. Who wouldn’t? He was tall, with that salt-and-pepper hair and a smile that could melt ice. But he was married. And her boss. This was dangerous territory.

Yet, as she sat there on the porch, she couldn’t deny how much it had turned her on. The forbidden nature of it, the way he’d pushed boundaries without ever crossing them outright. It had been subtle at first—a brush of his hand against hers when passing a file, a lingering look across the conference room table. But each interaction had left her more aware of him, more attuned to the electricity that seemed to crackle between them.
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