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DESCRIPTION

 

Vanessa has a big crush on her bosses. They are gorgeous, successful men, and as their assistant, she spends a lot of time working closely with them.  

 

To deal with her ever creeping sexual fantasies, she decides to write them down, creating a secret file on her computer. All seems to go well for a while until she accidentally sends the smut stories to her bosses. 

 

Scared to be fired right on the spot, she has no option but to get to bosses' computers and delete the humiliating emails while they are still on the lunch.

 

But it looks like Vanessa has no luck today. She is caught red-handed by her bosses and now must explain her actions.

 

How will the bosses react?
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CHAPTER 1

 

Vanessa

 

I stood in front of my mirror, applying my deep red lipstick. Working at one of the biggest real estate developers had its perks, one of which was dressing up. I smoothed my hands down my black pencil skirt, looking at my legs in the heels. “I wonder if they ever notice a thing about me,” I mused as someone poked their head into my room. 

“Are you talking out loud about your hot bosses again?” Melinda asked, and I felt the heat creep over my skin. “You need to get laid. It’s been three months since you broke up with asshat. Move on, girl!” Her green eyes sparkled as I examined my curvy figure in the mirror again. 

“Asshat wasn’t even that good in bed.” We both laughed. Nick wasn’t a bad guy, but there just wasn’t enough chemistry there to keep it going after two months. It was a cordial ending, and we went back to our lives. “I’ve just been busy with work. Looking at perfection all day makes other men boring.”

“You need to get this out of your system, even if you don’t hook up with them.” She leaned against the door frame in her robe, sipping coffee. “I know! You can write fantasies about them and get a release that way. It won’t be the right one, but for now, it’s something.” 

“Write fantasies about them? Should I get one of those locking diaries I had when I was a kid?” I asked her as we both laughed again.

“Just a document. You can post that stuff online, and people get off on it. I mean, change the names and all that, but write this shit down.” 

“I don’t know. Maybe. It might do the trick until I meet someone else.” I ran a hand through my black hair and slipped my feet into heels. “Off to the office, I go!”

My roommate and best friend kissed my cheek with a smile. “Have fun. Write, girl!”

I laughed as I walked through the apartment, grabbing my cup full of cold brew and cream on the way out. We’d lived here for three years since graduating from U Dub, making the big move to an apartment over the dorms. Locking the door behind me, I walked to the elevator and waited to go down to the garage. My trusty blue Honda was waiting for me, and I slipped inside to get my stuff arranged before starting the engine. 

I loved living in Seattle, though my parents were still over in California. It wasn’t so far that I didn’t see them, and gave me some independence. I pulled onto the main road, watching the sun peek over the buildings with a smile. 

I’d worked for Hudson Development for a year now. My degree was in business, like so many others. I was lucky to land this job six months after graduating. The pay was excellent, and I had every benefit that my parents reminded me to gain every time we talked on the phone. 

My bosses were two men, just a few years older than my twenty-seven years. From what they told me, Bradley Hudson’s father owned a smaller version of the company, and his son took it over when he retired. Bradley was the tall, dark, and handsome one with mesmerizing ocean blue eyes and perfect tousled dark hair. His partner, Preston James, was like a blonde Norse god and the day to Bradley’s night. He had spiked light blonde hair and deep green eyes, and a smile that could stop time. 

Yes, I had a crush on both of my bosses. What woman could pick one? It wasn’t as though I had a shot, to begin with since they were all business. They were kind and funny, and I frequently laughed at their banter. I was just their lowly assistant that organized things and made their lives smooth. 

I drove to the sleek building that was all windows, parking in the separate garage. It was in the heart of Seattle, and I loved the vibe here. I got out of my car, locking it before I joined the crowd to walk to work. My heels clicked on the cement path that led to my building, and I took the sleek elevator to the seventh floor. 

Up here, the floors were marble, and everything was modern, with a black and white theme. I passed the reception desk, smiling at Mindy at her desk before making my way to my desk. It was in the back at the end of the hall, located in a large office that looked into my bosses' even larger office. They were best friends and worked closely together at all times, even sharing an office. 

Their door was open, and I saw Preston sitting at his desk with coffee in hand. “Good morning,” I called, smiling as he looked over at me. 

“Good morning, Vanessa. How are you today?” He smiled, and I felt my knees go weak.

“I’m great. You?” I sat down behind my desk, looking over the blue water to distract myself from perfection across from me. 

“Ready to kill it today.” They were already multi-millionaires, so I just smiled at him. I watched as Bradley walked inside with coffee, taking in his gorgeous ass in the black suit pants he wore. 

Maybe Melinda was right. Perhaps, I did need to get laid. Nobody did it for me, not like these men that I looked at right now. I wanted them, and I did mean both of them. The idea made me blush, and I nearly missed Bradley greeting me. “I’m sorry. What?” I asked, trying to regain my composure as I blinked at him. 

“I just told you good morning is all. What has you all worked up this morning?” he asked, taking me in with his sultry blue eyes. 

“Too much coffee. I just need to lose myself in work. Have you checked your calendars this morning?” I asked, warming up my computer with a shaking hand. 

“Not yet. Are we busy today, Vanessa?” Preston asked with a hint of laughter in his voice. 

“I think so. I answer the phone enough to schedule your life daily,” I countered with a smile. We had a smooth relationship here apart from my raw lust for the two of them. 

I pulled up the email and the calendar, reminding them of their lunch meeting and conference call later in the day. The guys had an excellent staff working for them and oversaw all of that while doing business with selected clients of their own. They were successful from hard work, both having turned this company into something huge. I knew they’d be all over the place, looking into this and that while working on their deals. 

I aspired to be them someday, but for now, I just wanted to fuck them. I blushed and began reading through emails to separate the important ones from the junk. As I worked and watched them periodically, I started thinking about Melinda’s idea. What harm would writing my fantasies down cause anyone? It would be something only I could read using a cloud, and there was some privacy here. It felt as though every comment they made caused my mind to go straight into the














