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DESCRIPTION

My boss is going to be a dad.

But first, I have to tell him I’m having his baby.

 

I didn’t want him to find out like this, but the accident came out of nowhere and he found out my secret.

He’s a good man, but even the best man gets scared.

I could go back to school and let him live his life.

But my heart would break if I left.

This is a moment I never thought would happen. Now, I hope he and I are strong enough to make it through this and give our child the best possible life together.

Will my secret ruin our future, or will the news bring Damon and me closer?

 


Knocked Up By My Dad’s Boss

Chapter 1

SAGE

 

I always get the absolute best sleep on planes and tonight, thankfully, is no exception. I chose a red-eye flight with the hope that I would arrive at my destination well-rested. With a podcast chosen specifically for its boring narration droning softly in my headphones, I’m fast asleep before the plane even takes off. 

I sleep like a rock through the flight attendants zipping up and down the aisles, offering food and beverages, and only blink awake as the plane is banking just before landing. The first thing I notice is the change in the lighting, as about half of the passengers have pushed up their window shades to reveal the sunrise shining over the city spilled out below. The second notable detail is the fact that at some point, I had shifted away from the window and onto the shoulder of the unfortunate passenger seated next to me. 

Shit, I think, letting my eyes shutter closed once more as I assess my options. Maybe it’s best to just pretend to be asleep until the plane has landed and he wriggles out from under me to escape. Anything to avoid awkward eye contact.

I can already tell that he’s a man. The shoulder under my cheek is sturdy and muscular; it makes quite a nice pillow actually. Certainly much nicer than the plane’s hard interior. Equally nice is the way he smells; it’s not any sort of cologne, just clean and spicy and a bit like coffee, as though he’d lingered in one of the airport shops before boarding his flight. As the plane lands and the pilot begins to speak, I feel a rush of curiosity regarding what the man looks like. Before I can bite the bullet and open my eyes on my own, a warm hand grasps my wrist and gives me a gentle squeeze. 

“Oh crap,” I yawn around the words, sitting upright quickly and feigning shock. “I’m so sorry,” I say, and that much at least is one hundred percent true. 

As my vision adjusts, I finally get a look at my neighbor. He’s every bit as handsome as I imagined, like a pleasant dream come to life. Dark stubble lines his strong jawline and his eyes are the warmest brown I’ve ever seen, with hints of gold hiding in their depths. He looks to be in his late thirties, perhaps early forties at a stretch, and though I don’t normally go for older guys, he’s nearly hot enough to make me swoon in my seat. 

“No worries,” he says, with an amicable, but distant smile. “I've never seen someone sleep that soundly on a flight. You obviously needed the rest.”

“You have no idea. Finals,” I say with a shudder.

The stranger offers a sympathetic wince, but nothing further. The seatbelt lights turn off. The stranger stands up and opens the overhead bin, before glancing down at me. “Let me guess. Yours is the pink one?”

Struck with a sudden burst of shyness, I merely nod. A second later, my suitcase is in my arms and the man is moving on. Somehow, he makes navigating his way through the crowded plane look easy. He doesn’t need to ask anyone to move; he simply projects enough authority that those in his way are quick to step aside. I find myself staring at his broad shoulders as he disappears around the corner, wishing that the flight had been just a little longer. 

I raise my fingers to my cheek, still warm from the heat of his body, and know that I’ll be daydreaming about what might have been for the next week at least.

 

*****

 

I stand at the top of the staircase, struggling to catch my breath after lugging my two massive suitcases up all six flights of stairs. 

Only my stubborn best friend would move into a building with no elevator because it was “charming”.

Luckily, she lives at the start of the hallway, which at least cuts down on the number of steps I need to take to reach her. With a final deep breath, I grab my luggage and rap my knuckles on Camila’s door. I wait a solid five minutes, tapping one foot impatiently before I knock again, louder and more insistently; when that still doesn’t bring her to the door, I dig my phone from my purse and am a second away from calling her when I hear the first signs of life from inside. It begins with stomping, followed by obnoxiously loud yawning, and muffled swearing. A second later, the door is flung open, revealing Camila Rosario in all her half-asleep glory.

She’s dressed in an oversized T-shirt that falls to her knees and not much else aside from mismatched socks. Her hair, recently cut in a post-breakup bob, sticks up from every angle. 

“You’re early,” she says.

“I’m definitely not. And it’s good to see you too,” I respond.

I step forward and pull her into a tight hug, planting a quick kiss on her cheek before I pull away. “Are you going to invite me in anytime today?” 

Camila rolls her eyes, but as she takes half my bags and ushers me inside, the smile she wears speaks of nothing but fondness. Her apartment is tiny, but we’ve shared smaller quarters than this before. It’s in an impressive state of disarray, which is understandable given the past few weeks she’s had. The couch is filled with rumpled blankets and pillows, as though she slept there last night; the take-out containers on the coffee table provide further evidence in support of this theory. 

“How are you holding up?” I ask. 

Perhaps it’s a stupid question, but it needs to be asked. Her breakup was barely two weeks ago; only a few days have passed since she called me crying in the middle of the night, asking if I was willing to spend my summer break at her apartment rather than my parents’ place. I told her ‘yes’ without a second thought. It isn’t like spending time with her is a hardship in any way. Aside from how much I miss her company when I’m away for college, I know that she has no intention of finding a new place just yet, and her lease isn’t up until the end of summer.

“Let’s skip the obligatory post-breakup interrogation,” Camila says, slipping on a pair of sweatpants and putting a pot of coffee on to brew. “How was your flight?”

“Traumatizing,” I answer. “I fell asleep on a cute guy. Probably drooled all over his shoulder, knowing my luck.”

“Tragic,” she says.

I push my luggage to the side, electing to forget about it for now, as I join Camila in the kitchen and begin to rummage through the fridge. Unsurprisingly, there isn’t much to choose from. My big mouth is running before I can stop it. 

“You have more condiments than food,” I say. “Aren’t you supposed to be a chef or something?”

“Pastry chef,” she clarifies. “In training.”

It’s nothing more than teasing, our usual, thoughtless, back and forth banter, just like always. But when she speaks again, her tone is careful, like someone gingerly walking across the icy surface of a frozen lake, fearful that it might crack underfoot. “Rachel always got the groceries delivered. I kinda forgot to be honest. Haven’t felt much like eating.”

“Well,” I say. “You and I can go shopping tonight. In the meantime, I’ll make breakfast. Consider it my apology for booking an early morning flight.”

Camila takes a seat at the island, but her mood doesn’t shift. “I should be cooking for you. Isn’t that part of hosting etiquette?”

“Technically you’re not my host. You’re my temporary roommate. That puts us on equal footing.”

She opens her mouth to protest, but I lean across the counter and hold a finger to her lips. “These are extenuating circumstances,” I say. “Shut up and let me take care of you for an hour.”

Fortunately, Camila and I speak our own language. She knows as well as I do that my words are code for: ‘Sorry for being across the country while your life was falling to pieces. I can’t make things better. But I’m damn sure gonna try.’

Camila nods. We’ve reached an understanding. 

“Good,” I say. “Please tell me you at least have brown sugar?”

Twenty minutes later, the two of us are seated on the couch, forks scraping at the last of our meal, an old TV show streaming solely for the comforting background noise it provides. 

“Screw majoring in business,” Camila says. “You should join me at culinary school.”

“You know my skill only extends to breakfast food.”

“I understand. But I’m sure they’ll make an exception once they taste your French toast.”

Somehow, I doubt that, but I choose to accept the compliment. 

“Your parents aren’t mad that I’m stealing you for the summer, are they?”

“Mom took it well,” I say honestly. “It’s not like they’re hours away. She knows I’ll harass them plenty, and we’ve still got our standing date for Bad TV Tuesdays.”

Camila smirks. “And your dad?”

“He’s...a little miffed,” I admit. “You know he still thinks of me as his little girl, even though I’ll be graduating next year.”

It’s no secret that my dad and I are close. I’ve always found it easier to talk with him than with my mom, as it’s generally much harder to win her approval. Mom is on the traditional side, while my dad has always encouraged me to carve my own path. 

“He’ll come around,” I say, realizing that I’ve zoned out a bit. “In fact, I’m planning to drop by and surprise him today.”

But not yet, I think, with a glance at the time. I dig out my laptop from my nearby carry-on bag and begin to fiddle with the wifi settings while I sip my coffee. 

“How is your internet so shitty in the middle of Indy?”

Camila shrugs. “Ask my landlord.”

“I will if I’m gonna be paying rent.”

Her eyes narrow. “I never said you have to pay!”

“It’s all summer, Mila. I’m not leeching off you for that long. Besides, I was gonna get a job to tide me over until next term starts regardless.”

“It’s not leeching if I invite you,” Camila mutters. 

In answer, I angle my computer screen toward her and type the first line of my updated resume. 

She shakes her head. “Look at you,” she sighs. “A bonafide workaholic at the ripe old age of 22.”

With anyone else, at some point, the rapid-fire arguing might become heated, but Camila and I have known each other since middle school band camp. Arguing with her is like exchanging insults with a sister. I finish my coffee, and the first section of the resume, before letting my head drop onto her shoulder and throwing her what I hope is a bone. 

“You know,” I say. “I actually kinda like the new haircut.”

She scoffs. “I look like a lesbian.”

“...you are a lesbian.”

 


Chapter 2

DAMON

 

I can never rest on planes. After the flight, I head straight to my apartment, stopping only to pick my dog up from my neighbor’s place before collapsing fully dressed onto my neatly made bed. The nap I take feels far too short, even with the two, no--three, alarms I’ve snoozed through. When the fourth alarm sounds, a cold nose nudges insistently at my hand. Even if I elected to lay out of work for the day, Pirate would insist on being fed at what she’s declared to be breakfast time.

“Alright,” I mumble into the pillow beneath my cheek. I force myself to sit up, doing my best not to look at the clock and calculate the minuscule and almost certainly unhealthy amount of sleep I’ve had in the past forty-eight hours. Pirate stares up at me, head cocked to one side, unimpressed with my theatrics. 

“This is why we get along so well,” I tell her. “You have a low tolerance for bullshit, and you’re punctual to boot. If I could just hire some more employees with those qualities, I’d be set.”

I kick off the sheets, sinking my bare feet into the plush rug underfoot, and make my way across the sizable apartment. After completing her usual ritual of yips and jumps while I fill her bowl, Pirate eats, while I down the dregs of an old cup of coffee, along with a boiled egg and a slice of toast. I haven’t even started checking my emails for the day, the first step of every morning, when my phone begins to buzz obnoxiously from its place beside me on the counter. 

I ignore it for two rings, asking Pirate a rhetorical question: “How much do you wanna bet that’s Faye with the first disaster of the day?”

Predictably, there’s no answer. 

“Hello?”

“Hiya, Mr. Fields,” Faye says. “Happy Monday.”

“Why do I have the feeling you’re about to tell me something extremely unhappy?” 

“Because I am.”

Anyone else would sound nervous to deliver bad news to their boss, but my secretary is almost supernaturally unflappable, which is an excellent quality in a secretary, perhaps the most important one of all. She has twenty years on me and was helping my father run the company even before I’d come on board myself.

“Of course.” I take another swig of the cold coffee and brace myself for the worst.

“Mario quit,” Faye says bluntly. “Got his email at 11:58 PM last night. Right before I fell asleep. Made relaxing damn difficult. Anyway, I know you had a big night out, so I elected to hold onto the news until this morning.”

The big night she’s referring to was my brother’s bachelor party several states away. It was ill-advised to go in the first place, and I’m nursing a headache that the coffee has yet to put a dent in.

“How the hell can he quit?” I ask. Irritation seeps into my tone, even though it’s definitely not Faye I’m displeased with. 

“The message he sent me mentions a sick aunt and a broken leg.”

“Sounds like overkill to me,” I mutter. Pirate stares up at me judgmentally. “What’s the real reason?”

Faye has an ear to the ground when it comes to the business sector of the city. I’ve often speculated on the existence of some underground ring of secretaries trading in information. Whatever the case, so long as Faye continues to use her powers for good, I don’t care where she gets her (always one hundred percent correct) intel.

“Between you and me,” she says. “I hear he got a better offer.”

Shit. 

“With who?”

“Some up and coming tech company.”

“He said ‘no’ to us for a startup?” I can’t hide the incredulity in my voice, but with Faye, I don’t have much reason to. She’s been working for Fields Furniture since my father founded the company. 

“Yep,” Faye says. “An application-based web-game.”

I try my best not to feel personally insulted. With a sigh, I muster a reply. “Can you do me a favor and reach out to our other top choices for the position? If that’s a bust, we’ll repost the ad and see if there are any nibbles by the week’s end.”

Normally, we’d have piles of candidates to choose from. But the runners up for the position, who we’d interviewed months before, had likely already found positions for the summer internship, as most universities ended their spring term a good two weeks prior. It’s likely that the more promising candidates have already been snatched up by other companies. 

I fill Faye in on my plans for the morning reflexively, despite the fact that she almost certainly knows my calendar better than I do. In the end, she hangs up on me with a terse: “Go. Walk your dog before she chews something up.”

In hopes of shaking off my burgeoning bad mood before the workday begins, it’s a longer walk than usual.

 

*****

 

By the time my mid-morning meeting, taken care of via video call in my home office, has ended, it’s nearly lunchtime. I give Pirate a peanut butter filled treat and a chin-scratch in apology for abandoning her so soon after picking her up. 

“Today should be a half-day at best, girl,” I say, as though she understands every word. 

Today is not an office day. I have a meeting with the manager of one of our highest producing factories, all of which are on the outskirts of the city and necessitate driving rather than riding my bike, as I would when heading to the office. It’s a pity that I can’t, as the feeling of the wind in my face almost always puts me in a better mood.

I arrive in the middle of a shift. If I





































