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Baby with the Boss






Rain trickled down the expansive wall of
windows, snaking little trails of liquid that gathered in pools on
the marble sill. Charlotte Marks sat anxiously watching the rain in
the lobby of Abernathy Industries, waiting to start her first day.
The sharp click of heels against the tile floor snapped Charlotte’s
attention away from the window and to the smartly dressed woman
quickly approaching.

“Hello Ms. Marks, I am Maggie, Mr.
Abernathy’s assistant.” She thrust her hand in Charlotte’s
direction. Charlotte firmly shook her hand and gathered up her box
of belongings. Maggie talked as fast as she walked, giving
Charlotte a quick rundown of the office. She pointed out people and
places in rapid-fire succession, not stopping for formal
introductions. Charlotte smiled at each name thrown her way.
Holy shit, I am going to need name tags and a
map! She thought, as the tour finally came to its
final destination, a small corner desk at the end of the
hall.

“The shareholders meet every first
Monday of the month at 8:30 AM, which is twenty minutes from now.
Get yourself settled, and then we can start prepping the boardroom
for the meeting. If you have any questions, my desk is right across
the hall.” Maggie said, walking with purpose toward her
desk.

Charlotte arranged her plants and pictures of
her dog Cookie around her small mahogany desk. She sat briefly
trying to calm her first-day nerves, but before she knew it Maggie
was back to swoop her up for the meeting. Charlotte quickly
realized being the assistant to the assistant was going to keep her
on her toes.

The coffee pot sat brewing next to Charlotte
in the back of the room. She and Maggie waited for the twelve
members of the board to gather around the large oval table.
Charlotte nervously fiddled with her pen as the room filled with
distinguished looking characters. There was mostly stogy looking
older men filling the seats around the table, but two last-minute
additions caught her eye. An impeccably dressed older woman was
escorted in on the arm of a stunning man in a navy suit. He was a
tall, well-built, devastating gorgeous creature that held
Charlotte’s attention. She watched the pair take their seats, with
the handsome gentleman sitting at the head of the table.

Charlotte scribbled down meeting notes as the
group took a roll call. The voices called out their names one by
one around the table landing at the last two.

“Victoria Abernathy, present.” The
woman called out.

“Bradley Abernathy, present. Let us
call this meeting to order.” The gorgeous mystery man called out.
Now Charlotte could put a name to the dreamy face. She was slightly
taken aback that he was the CEO of a multi-billion dollar company.
By her estimations, he could not be older than forty and looked
more like he should be starring in a movie than leading a board
meeting. She watched his delicious lips move as he covered the
stock reports. Charlotte tried to imagine what that luscious full
mouth would feel like on her skin. A shiver ran through her at the
naughty thought. The meeting wrapped up, waking Charlotte from her
mini-fantasy. The board members shuffled back out of the room,
leaving the Abernathys deep in discussion at the head of the
table.

“Let me introduce you,” Maggie stated,
taking Charlotte to the front of the room.

“Mrs. Abernathy, Mr. Abernathy, this is
Charlotte, my new assistant. Charlotte politely shook Mrs.
Abernathy’s hand and turned to Mr. Abernathy taking his strong hand
into hers. Desire tingled up her arm as his fingers wrapped around
hers, squeezing them gently.

“Please, call me Brad.” He said, his
sparkling hazel eyes turning Charlotte’s knees to jelly.

“OK then, hello Brad. Very nice to meet you.”
Charlotte replied, feeling the heat rise up in her flushed
cheeks.

“Excuse me ladies, may I speak with my son
alone, please? It was very lovely to meet you, dear.” Victoria
Abernathy interjected, hustling Charlotte and Maggie out of the
room, closing the heavy door behind them.

“What did I say?” Charlotte asked, puzzled as
to why they were kicked out of the room so abruptly.

“It’s not you, that’s just Victoria. She
gives poor Brad a good tongue lashing everytime she is here. She
takes all of her frustrations out on him. He is all she has left.
Keep your head down, stay busy, and you will be fine.” Maggie
instructed, walking back to her desk. Charlotte looked again at the
looming wood door of the boardroom, wondering what fresh hell
Victoria was unleashing on her son inside.

“This is unacceptable Bradley. You are going
to be forty next year, and there is no one to carry on the
Abernathy name. By this age, your father was married, had a
ten-year-old child, and a successful business. Enough is enough,
you need to settle down or else!” Victoria stared at her son, her
eyes burning with disappointment.

“Or else what Mother?” Brad retorted, growing
weary of the old woman’s threats.

“Abernathy Industries, Bradley. If you can’t
stop your womanizing and produce me a grandchild, you will no
longer run my company.” Victoria leaned into the desk nearly
bumping noses with her son.

“You can’t possibly be serious. That is just
ridiculous! You cannot take this company away from me just because
I am a bachelor.” Brad shot back, calling his Mother’s bluff.

“I can, I am, and I will. You have until your
fortieth birthday to give me a grandchild or the company will be
parceled out among the board members. Your father would have been
so disappointed in the man you have become.” Victoria said, exiting
the boardroom. Brad stood shell-shocked by his Mother’s demands. He
walked in silent disbelief back to his office, shutting the door
behind him.

Charlotte’s stomach growled loudly as a sharp
hunger pain rolled through her insides. Looking up at the clock,
she was surprised it was nearly 1 PM. Gathering her purse, she
walked to the elevator to grab something quick from the food truck
parked outside. A suited arm reached around her pushing the down
button before she had a chance to press it. Turning to see Brad’s
chiseled features, her starving stomach clenched with
excitement.

“Headed to lunch?” Brad asked as a grin crept
across his handsome face

“Yes, well no, just getting something from
the food truck.” Charlotte stammered, as she entered the elevator
with Brad. His hand grazed the small of her back as he escorted her
through the doors. Charlotte felt the warmth of his hand on her
back through her thin silk blouse.

“How about I treat you to lunch? I
can’t have you eating a hot dog on your first day.” Brad’s kind
offer was met with a quick nod from Charlotte. She was too
gobsmacked from her lucky turn of events to eek out an
answer. Oh my God,
the billionaire CEO is taking me out to lunch!
Charlotte thought as the pair walked through the parking
garage to his jet-black Porsche 911 Turbo. The supple leather seats
felt cool next to Charlotte’s skin. She was grateful for the
sensation as she thought she might combust at any moment from
excitement. The car rounded the corner on Elm Street, pulling next
to the valet stand at Giancomo’s Grille.

Brad watched Charlotte’s plump derriere
moving beneath her skirt as the hostess led them to their
table. What I wouldn’t give to plant my
seed in that. I bet she would make beautiful babies.
He thought, sitting down to lunch. A smirk pulled at the side of
his mouth thinking about how his Mother would spit nails knowing he
was considering sleeping with another assistant. This one was
different somehow, she held his attention, and he yearned to learn
more than just her cup size.

They breezed through small talk like a hot
knife through butter. Talking to Brad was like talking to an old
friend. They laughed and enjoyed each other's company most of the
afternoon. Charlotte found herself lost in his eyes, she could have
dove in his two deep hazel pools all day had her phone not
interrupted her from her date. A text in all caps from Maggie got
her attention.

WHERE THE HELL ARE YOU? IT HAS BEEN ALMOST 3
HOURS!

I am with Brad, he took me to lunch. I will
be back soon.

Charlotte slid her phone back in her purse,
giving her undivided attention back to Brad. Tossing a hundred
dollar bill on the table as a tip, Brad offered Charlotte his arm
as they left the restaurant. Pulling back on to Elm, the Porsche
accelerated quickly, pushing Charlotte back into her seat. The
sports car roared down the road towards the office when suddenly a
car backed into the road directly in front of them. Brad slammed on
the brakes, and instinctively thrust his arm across Charlotte’s
chest, bracing her for an impact. His hand landed on her breast,
unknowingly cupping her soft mound.

“Oh Jesus, I’m sorry. Are you OK?” Brad
asked, removing his hand.

“I am fine, thanks for trying to save
me from that rogue Chevy. That was very sweet” Charlotte smiled
wide at Brad, trying to lighten the mood. His instinct to protect
her lit a flame in her soul. Her hand reached over to his thigh,
lingering for a moment before she pulled away. Her heart pounded in
her ears, she could not believe what she was doing.
Am I crazy? What the fuck am I doing flirting
with the boss? She thought, as
the animal magnetism took over once again, compelling her to inch
closer to him in the car.

“I'm sorry if that bothered you, I am usually
not that forward.” Said Charlotte, her lips inches from his
ear.

“Look, I am your boss and I shouldn’t
be saying this, but I am very attracted to you,” Brad said pulling
the car back into the parking garage. He cut the engine and turned
to face Charlotte.

“I am attracted to you too. I know this
isn’t right, but maybe it could be our little secret just this
once.” Charlotte replied, leaning forward kissing his succulent
lips. His fingers wove through her long raven locks as his mouth
moved over hers in an earth-shattering kiss. Their tongues
intertwined as their hands explored the other’s body. Charlotte
massaged the massive bulge under Brad’s suit pants.

“I want you Charlotte,” Brad groaned,
aching to bury himself deep inside her.

“We’ll have to be quick; I don’t want
to get caught.” She replied, shedding her blouse and skirt. Brad
unzipped his pants and released his long smooth manhood. Charlotte
leaned forward tasting his pink perfection. Her lips slid firmly
around his shaft, as her tongue lapped and savored his heavenly
flavor. His hardness filled her mouth, sliding back and forth
toward her throat. Brad rhythmically raised his hips to her ruby
red lips, inching closer to his release.

“I want to be inside you,” Brad
growled, overcome with pleasure. Charlotte quickly shimmied out of
her panties and bra and straddled him in the driver's seat. She
lowered herself onto his cock, his solid girth parting her soft
folds. His huge dick stretched her slick walls to capacity.
Gripping the headrest, Charlotte bounced and bobbed off his rigid
cock, riding him like a stallion. Clutching her naked body in his
arms, Brad hammered into her repeatedly in a hot rush of need.
Pleasure racked her body with each rough and gasping thrust, her
pussy swelling around his surging manhood. Charlotte’s body tensed
and clenched around Brad like a vice-grip. A strong orgasm rippled
through her like liquid fire, as his body bucked underneath her in
ecstasy. Brad stiffened and convulsed, screaming her name as he
poured his milky lava into her vagina.

Charlotte straightened her skirt trying her
best to avoid the appearance of being freshly fucked by the boss.
She kept her lips tightly zipped about their parking garage
rendezvous despite Maggie’s judgemental glances from her desk. Brad
was her little secret, and she planned to keep it that way.

Over the course of the next month, the secret
lovers snuck around the office stealing kisses in the copy room and
not-so-coincidentally bumping into each other at the lunch truck.
The veil of their clandestine love affair was growing thinner by
the day, as the couple fell hard for each other. Their days may
have been spent concealing their feelings, but after work, the
fireworks exploded. They were like animals in heat; they jumped at
every chance to make love. Charlotte’s head spun with possibility
thinking about her future with Brad. She had found her Prince
Charming. He was handsome, rich, and fantastic in bed. Everything
seemed perfect in her little cocoon of love, she had everything she
ever wanted, but she could not shake the feeling that the other
shoe was about to drop.

The first Monday in June rolled around, and
the board members filed one by one in the boardroom. Sitting in the
back of the room ready to take the meeting minutes, Charlotte kept
her eyes on Brad. She loved the way he moved and the velvety sound
of his voice. So many nights she was lulled to sleep with his
soothing baritone words. His silhouette looked so dapper in his
suit, but Charlotte knew what treasure hid just beneath the fabric.
Fantasising about his lean athletic body gliding smoothly on top of
hers made her loins ache to be touched. She bit her lip trying to
hide the white-hot lust building in her core. The screech of chairs
against the wood floor popped Charlotte back to reality as the
board members ended their meeting, and exited the room.

“Charlotte may I have a word with you?”
Brad asked, blocking her from leaving the room.

“Of course Mr. Abernathy,” She
responded, stepping aside to let the board members pass by her.
Brad kissed his Mother goodbye and closed the door behind her
before she could object to her abrupt dismissal.

“Your Mother is going to be
suspicious,” Charlotte said, wrapping her arms around Brad’s
neck.

“I don’t give a shit what she is, all I
know is I want you, right here, right now.” Brad swept the papers
off the table with one swoop of his powerful arm and lifted
Charlotte onto the edge. His demanding mouth crushed into hers with
intense hunger. Her nimble fingers tossed her top aside as he
rained needy kisses down her neck and across her ample bosom. One
of Brad’s long fingers probed beneath her panties as his mouth
nibbled her breasts through her lacy bra. A moan of pleasure
escaped her lips and was quickly shooshed by her skilled
lover.

“Shhh, baby. We need to be quiet.” His
hot breath hissed against her stomach as he worked his way down her
body. Charlotte lay back on the smooth wood surface, opening her
legs wide for her boyfriend. Tugging her panties down her legs,
Brad sat down in his chair to admire his sumptuous feast. He sunk
his head between her thighs, licking slowly around her mound. His
lips kissed her folds softy driving her passion to new heights.
Just when she thought she might explode from anticipation, his
tongue parted her, finding her throbbing peak. The bold swipe of
his tongue sent her spinning into pleasures arms. He teased and
worked her clit, licking and sucking on her wet bud. Charlotte’s
back arched, pressing her ripe berry hard against his darting
tongue. Just as she felt her orgasm blooming, the slippery friction
on her clit stopped.

Brad stood between Charlotte's legs and
dropped his pants to the floor. His rigid girth plunged deep within
her, taking her breath away. She gasped at how he filled her
better, more fully than any other man. Brad’s cock was ruthless,
plowing into her, each thrust harder than the next. Charlotte bit
her lip hard to keep from crying out in ecstasy. Rasing her legs to
his shoulders, his manhood plunged to dizzying depths. Grasping her
ankles in each hand, Brad pounded his climax home, his pulsing cock
releasing a rush of hot seed. His last thrust of friction took
Charlotte over the edge, her crimson painted toes curled next to
his ears. Every nerve ending quivered as sensual waves broke over
her. She grabbed Brad by his tie, pulling his panting body down to
the table next to hers. Their bodies lay briefly on the large oval
table reveling in their mutual satisfaction.

The following day, Maggie’s suspicious eyes
followed Charlotte’s every move. She had worked for the Abernathy’s
for nearly 15 years and could sniff out Brad’s new office toys like
a bloodhound. The all too frequent disappearances of both Charlotte
and her boss tipped the scales to the obvious solution. Her new
assistant and her boss were having sex. She glanced over at her
assistant who oddly did not seem like her normal perky self. Rising
up from her desk, she walked over to Charlotte to investigate.

“What’s wrong, you look a little off
today,” Maggie inquired, observing the dark circles rimming
Charlotte’s blue eyes.

“I feel a little off today too. I think
I caught the office bug or something.” Charlotte said, trying her
best not to vomit on Maggies expensive Italian shoes.

“Or maybe you are harboring a parasite
of the humankind?” Maggie said winking.

“What? You think I am pregnant? No way,
not possible.” Said Charlotte, frantically counting in her head the
days from her last period.

“Bullshit Charlotte, I watch you and
Brad sneaking around here, and I see the way he looks at you like a
plate of freshly baked brownies. He practically drools walking by
your desk. So spill it, are you two sleeping together?”

“Shhhh, Maggie! Keep your voice down.
Yes, OK. Yes, we have been sleeping together for a little while
now. But no one can know about this, it was supposed to be a
secret.” Charlotte whispered. Her stomach churned and flipped,
sending her dashing to the nearest ladies room to be
sick.

After loosing her breakfast, curiosity
got the best of Charlotte. During her lunch hour, she stopped by
the local pharmacy for a pregnancy test. This is such a waste of money she thought;
convinced it was just stress that was causing her tummy troubles.
Her mind drifted to the possibility that she might be pregnant with
Brad’s baby and what that would mean. She shook the thought out of
her head trying not to overwhelm herself with what-ifs. Walking the
short distance back to the office, Charlotte locked herself in the
bathroom stall and took the test. The seconds ticked by like
decades as she waited for the test window to seal her fate. A faint
blue line formed next to the control line, Charlotte quickly groped
through the box for the test instructions to read the results. A
cold shiver of truth ran down her spine, the test was positive, she
was pregnant.

Elation and anxiety gripped Charlotte at the
same time. She was thrilled to have Brad’s baby but scared of his
response. She walked to Brad’s office gripping the positive test in
her shaking hand steeling herself to tell him the news. Behind his
closed door, she could hear raised voices, and neither of them
sounded happy. Putting her ear to the door, Charlotte eavesdropped
on Brad’s argument.

“I thought I made myself clear Bradley,
no grandchild, no company.” Victoria hissed at her son.

“I am working on it Mother, these
things don’t happen overnight.” Brad blasted back at
her.

“On the contrary my son, you have had
so much practice bedding all of these little twits that flittered
your way over the years, impregnating one should be a piece of
cake.”

Charlotte quaked violently, not believing
what she had just heard. Her heart felt physically broken as if it
had shattered into a million pieces in her chest. Tears welled in
her eyes as she barged through the door.

“I am not sure what kind of sick game
you are playing Brad, but I am done. Oh, and congratulations, you
got what you wanted.” Charlotte sobbed, shoving the pregnancy test
in his hand. She turned and ran crying down the hall and out the
revolving door. She wanted to get as far away from Brad and his
twisted Mother as she could. At that moment, she wanted to walk
forever, walk to the moon, walk anywhere but back into Brad’s
life.

“I spoke too soon Bradley, I guess you
did have it in you after all,” Victoria said, gathering her handbag
to leave.

“Stop it, Mother, I love her. I admit
that our agreement led me to her, but she is much more than the
broodmare that you envision she is. Thanks to you, I may have just
lost the best thing that has ever happened to me.” Brad shouted, as
he ran after Charlotte. Victoria was stunned by her son’s sudden
change in character. She watched in silence as her son dashed down
the hall after Charlotte.

“Charlotte wait! Charlotte!” Brad
yelled down the street trying to get his girlfriend’s attention.
Her lustrous brown curls bounced around her shoulders as she picked
up her pace. Shifting his trot into a run, Brad caught up to her,
grabbing her by the arm.

“Fuck you Brad; fuck you and your
Mother. What am I to you, some kind of surrogate for your precious
Abernathy spawn? When were you going to tell me? Were you EVER
going to tell me?” Her blue eyes glowed red from the salty tears
running down her cheeks.

“Listen, it’s true. My mother
threatened to take the company from me if I didn’t settle down and
produce a child.” Charlotte turned to run, but Brad caught her,
gathering her firmly into his arms.

“Let me finish! I love you Charlotte.
You mean more to me than some stupid threat from my Mother. I am
thrilled you are having our child. I would give up my fortune, my
house, my cars, the company, everything, just to be with you. I
only need you.” He held on to her tightly afraid she would run if
he loosened his grip.

“I need you too Brad. Charlotte cried,
pressing her mouth to his. His warm passionate kiss melted away her
fear. The safety of being in Brad’s arms blotted out his Mother’s
scheme. She knew their love was real and would transcend anything
Victoria could throw their way.

“Sweetie I know you would give up
everything for me, but let’s not get carried away,” Charlotte said,
smiling through her tears. “This baby is going to need a daddy who
is gainfully employed.”

Brad laughed, walking the mother of his child
back to the office and forever into his changed heart.



Dirty Danielle


Danielle Wallace drove like a bat out of hell
through the valley. Her stop for coffee before work had made her
extremely late. She took in a huge gulp of her creamy caramel
caffeine swearing underneath her breath at the barista who forced
her tardiness.

“Note to self, find a new fucking
coffee shop,” Danielle hissed, glancing down at the white paper cup
with the name “Raven” boldly written on the side. The barista
recognized her the minute she walked in and stared at her not so
inconspicuously as she crept forward in the long line of
customers.

“Hi, um hello, how can I help you?” The
barista blushed, star struck that the Raven Moon was standing in
front of him ordering coffee.

“Large caramel macchiato please,”
Danielle said in hushed tones from behind her dark sunglasses. Her
job put her in the public eye and she had no time this morning to
be spotted.

“Coming right up…Raven,” The barista
whispered, winking at the brunette beauty. Danielle just smiled
back graciously as she held back the urge to bolt out of the
building.

“I have to tell you, I am your biggest
fan,” He gushed, handing her the tall cup of coffee.

“Thank you, that’s really sweet, I
would love to stay and talk but duty calls,” She responded, quickly
turning and leaving the shop before anyone else spotted her. A few
men smiled at her as she rushed toward the door. Danielle smiled
back, not knowing if they were just being friendly or if they had
seen one of her movies. Being a porn star had its perks, but
dodging fans at 8 AM was not one of them.

Danielle’s wheels screeched as she pulled
sharply down the driveway, quickly winding down toward the house of
her director, that was tucked away at the farthest spot on the
property. Jamie Harvey chose the secluded property specifically
with his movies in mind. He could film inside or outside without
any peeping from nosy neighbors. “The fuck pad” as he so called it,
was bustling with energy as Danielle walked through the front door
and smack dab in front of Jamie.

“Hey there, you finally made it,” Jamie
said sarcastically, shooting a sideways look at his tardy
star.

“I am so sorry Jamie, some coffee guy
was chatting me up this morning,” She answered, stripping off her
shoes and jacket as she walked into the bedroom turned dressing
room.

“It’s ok sweetie, Jordan is late too.”
He sighed, walking back to the living room, dodging the dozens of
crewmembers that were milling around the house waiting for the
shoot to begin.

Danielle’s stomach growled as she put the
finishing touches on her make-up. She had forgotten to grab
breakfast that morning, but it was too late to eat now. Sex on a
full stomach was a disatrous move that she wouldn’t make twice.
Danielle had starred in over a dozen adult films, and she
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