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TAYTE.

It was such a cliché and I was painfully embarrassed about it, of course, but that didn’t stop it from being true. 

I was in love with my boss.

And not in that, “Oh, he’s so hot, I’d love to fuck him,” sort of love. But the, “He’s the most amazing man I’ve ever met and I wish I could sleep beside him forever,” sort of love.

“Pathetic,” I mumbled to myself and shook my head, trying to get such thoughts out of my subconscious.

“What is?”

My heart leaped, causing me to jump in my seat before I spun around in my chair to stare at the object of my affection. He was standing in the doorway of his office, not ten feet from my desk.

Oh, wow. That blue shirt matches his eyes to perfection.

“Oh, nothing, sir. Just talking to myself.”

Nicholas Anderson, otherwise known as “The Boss” to me and another dozen people, smiled that gorgeous, blue-eyed, twinkling smile.

I swallowed hard as my temperature rose a few notches. 

“You know it’s the first sign of insanity?”

Despite the serious tone, I couldn’t help but smile back. Nick had a friendly, casual way of talking that made almost everyone feel at ease.

If only I didn’t see everything he said as a come-on.

I bit my lip in the attempt to keep my response non-flirtatious. “I’ve been told it’s only when you start talking back that there’s a real problem. But I’ve been called crazy before.”

The boss laughed, a rare thing for him. He must have been in a good mood, which for me was a great thing.

“I can imagine. How are you doing on the notes I need typed up for my lunch meeting?”

Oh, that’s right. I work for him. Stop the chit chat.

I turned back to the computer screen, frowning in an attempt to be serious. I was good at my job and was proud of the fact that at twenty-six, I was the Executive Assistant to one of the senior managers in such a massive company. And to make it even better, I hadn’t screwed anyone to get the job.

“Here you go, all done.” I clicked the mouse twice, turned, and stretched for the papers coming quietly out of printer beside me.

Nick was old-school and liked hard copies of practically everything.

I turned back to my boss and handed him the three sheets of paper.

Nick took them, frowning in concentration as he read over what I’d put together.

“Thanks.” He moved back into his massive office without looking up again.

I sighed in relief as he walked away and let my shoulders relax. 

Some days were better than others. Today was particularly painful, no idea why. But the fantasies and lust for Nick were a constant struggle. 

If I’d met some other man to crush on, I’d probably be able to deal with Nick a lot easier. But I hadn’t. No one compared. It didn’t matter how hot the other guy, nor how drunk I got, I never forgot how amazing my boss was.

But at least if I had some other man to distract myself, then my hormones would hopefully stay under control.

The problem was the fact it’d been two years already. I had yet to find a man who lived up to the beauty and intelligence of the one I couldn’t have.

I shook my head to clear the melancholy and set about work. 

Before I knew it, Nick was tapping me on the shoulder and pulling me out of the fog of concentration I’d immersed myself in. 

“I’m heading out for a meeting and I’m not sure if I’ll be back today. You know which calls to forward.”

I nodded and pride blossomed in my chest as the boss headed out the door without a thought about how everything would run while he was away.

Nick had gone through assistants like underwear before I’d turned up, or so I’d been told by the other staff. It was probably why I’d gotten the promotion so quickly after starting at the company. 

I had been working in the corporate field for five years before starting here, so I’d started as the assistant to a man two rungs below Nick. But as Nick fired more and more assistants, only males, I’d been pushed up through the ranks quicker than I’d ever hoped I would.

Nick had hit me with everything he needed on that first day and I had reveled in the challenge. It had been the hardest day I’d ever worked and I’d pulled long hours like I’d never done before, going home at midnight some nights and taking work with me.

But now, two years later, we were a well-oiled machine. I knew what Nick needed and I managed to anticipate what he wanted, before Nick even thought to ask.

I was paid well and treated even better. There was only one problem, and that was my undying love for the man I barely knew outside of work.

“Hey, Tayte.” 

The insipid voice of Connor Turner bounced into my brain and I suppressed the shudder that rose. I lifted my gaze and took in the spectrum of blatant color before me.

“Oh, hey, Connor.”

Connor was the assistant of Greg Scholl, the man just beneath Nick on the totem pole. He was also gay as a maypole, and didn’t even try to hide it as he flounced up and rested his hip on my desk.

“So... found out if Nick is ‘hash tag Gay’ yet?” Connor waggled his eyebrows at me and I forced a smile to my lips.

Damn this guy annoyed me.

I forced myself up, sitting up straighter in my chair. I didn’t know what Nick was, much to my chagrin. And even if I did, I certainly wouldn’t be announcing it to the biggest gossip in the building. It’d be on Facebook and Twitter before he got to the elevator.

“Not my business, Connor.” 

Connor laughed with malicious intent and winked at me. “I’ll take that as a ‘no.’ You know... they say Nick only hires male assistants because his wife gets super jealous, and she can’t handle the idea of him having a hot secretary.”

I inhaled sharply through my nose and turned my smile up a notch. I’d done this job for two years now. Why was Connor talking like Nick had another assistant waiting in the wings?

“I haven’t encountered a wife, but that doesn’t mean there isn’t one.”

It was true. I hadn’t encountered any wives, girlfriends, no significant other at all. However, that didn’t mean anything. Nick received a lot of calls on his cell, but after two years, I was starting to think Nick was single. 

But hetero or homo? That was the million-dollar question.

“I have tons of work to do, Connor, and I’m sure you do too.”

Connor giggled and stepped back, his hips swinging as he moved back toward the elevator. “Oh, I’ve been working since sunrise. You know how it is.” He winked and laughed, turning away without waiting for me to respond.

“No, but you certainly do,” I answered, even though he wouldn’t be able to hear me, grinding my teeth in frustration. 

I hated that sort of guy. I didn’t mind effeminate gay men—hell, I’d fucked more than my fair share of them over the years. But guys who deliberately acted gay when it wasn’t their natural disposition just pissed me off. Not to mention how much men, and women for that matter, who slept their way to the top, annoyed the hell out of me. 

Connor was a prime example of that and he really grated on my nerves.

“And if you think you’re gonna push ahead of me and jump into Nick’s bed, well, you can fucking get in line behind me. I’m not moving,” I muttered to myself and scanned over my list of daily tasks. 

Lucky Nick was out of the office today, or I’d never get all of it done.

I put my head down and worked all afternoon, not stopping when everyone else left at five. I really should go home, but what was waiting for me there? Two idiotic housemates and a pile of dirty laundry.

“You could go out. Get laid.” I rolled my eyes at myself. The last thing I was excited about was another one-night stand.

Ten minutes with some random guy? Yuck, I’d had enough of that sort of life.

“You could, I’m sure.” Nick’s voice broke through the silence and I gasped in shock and jumped back from my desk. My heart rocketed into my throat before settling to pound against my rib cage as I looked up at my gorgeous boss.

“You startled me.”

Nick prowled closer, pulling at his tie and letting it hang open on his shirt in a casual way.

“Why are you still here, Tayte? You’re young... and hot. You should be home, getting your cock sucked by some lovely little thing.”

Heat flooded my cheeks and I glanced down at my computer screen, quickly shutting down all the open programs. 

I didn’t know what to say.

I’d never heard Nick speak like that. The crude words turned me on in a shameful way. There was nothing better than a man who could talk dirty.

“Ah, well, I had to finish a few things and I, ah...lost track of time. I’ll g–get out of your way and h–head home now, though.”

I was stuttering, but I couldn’t help it. I was as embarrassed as the day my mother had found me jerking off in the bathroom when I was fifteen. 

Nick walked right up to the edge of my desk. “If you don’t have to go... stay.”

I bit my lip and looked up at my boss, well aware of the blush staining my cheeks.

Nick had undone the first few buttons on his shirt and his short, brown hair looked ruffled and sexy as hell.

“Sorry?” I blinked slowly
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