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About This Book:

The boss never has time for me now he's smitten with another woman.  He's always working or sleeping or out with her.  Well, I still have needs!  I'm gonna make it so he has to spend time with me.  How?  By seducing him and having him put a baby in my belly.  Then I'll get all the attention I want!


The Boss of the Brat

My older boss used to treat me all special like and we had a great work relationship at the store, but ever since he got with a new woman he has no time for his little princess any more.

My boss used to take me out places and treat me nice when I first started working there, like he was my sugar-daddy or something.  Now he only ever does that with his new squeeze and between her and work, well he just doesn't have any time left over for me.  But that was all about to change.  

You could say I've kinda got the devil in me, maybe some of my friends would agree, but when I planned to seduce Craig, my boss, and have him get me pregnant even I thought I might be going just a little bit too far.

A lot of my friends had kids now and I guess I almost felt left out.  They'd all go places together and take their children with them and I wanted to be part of that.  I also wanted to reconnect with Craig and in my fucked up head I guessed the best and easiest way of doing both of those things was to have him fuck me.  It turned out to be easier than I thought.

Me and Craig worked late on Fridays while all of the staff went home.  It was something I'd done to get time alone with him to begin with, but now I just did it to fuck with him.  I guess it worked because he really didn't like being around me so much when we were both there.

So anyway, it's Friday and he comes in to the kitchen and he's in a stinking mood, right off the bat.

"Lori, these dishes are still here from last night," he yelled, angrily turning on the tap and filling the sink.

"Sorry, Craig," I called, rushing over.  "It's OK, I'll do it."
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