
  
    [image: Her Alien Billionaire Boss]
  


  
    
      HER ALIEN BILLIONAIRE BOSS

    

    
      
        MINA CARTER

      

    

    
      NEW YORK TIMES & USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023 by Mina Carter

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      Audrey Callahan was either the luckiest girl in the world or the unluckiest, depending on which of her large extended family you asked. 

      Lucky because, after years of working two, sometimes even three jobs, she’d somehow landed a premium job as one of the first human workers on the civilian sector of the new base in Earth orbit. 

      Unlucky because, as her little niece Demi was so fond of telling her with the absolute confidence of a six-year-old, there were bound to be aliens that were monsters and liked to eat humans for breakfast. Or dinner. Or as a midnight snack… it all depended on the time of day and how inventive she was feeling. 

      Right now, though, as Audrey stepped off the transport and onto the airdock of the new base, she couldn’t hold back the grin that crept across her face. The airdock opened onto a glass-sided corridor, and the full glory of the space station, or at least the civilian sector of it, was revealed to her. 

      Glass domes were everywhere, some with what looked like parks and others that looked like huge sports stadiums. Below her was the shopping center, an entire semicircle wall of shops, bars, and other establishments while office and residential block towers rose high above. 

      Her eyes widened as she twisted, pressing herself against the glass to see the tops. Nope, she couldn’t see them, not from this angle. How freaking big were they?

      “You know,” a voice began behind her, so deep it sounded like mountains moving over each other. It sent a pulse through her lower body so intense she had to bite back a gasp. “My mother always used to say if the winter winds switched, you’d end up stuck to the glass.”

      Cheeks flaring, she straightened up. Shit. She was supposed to be meeting her new boss Utak Tev here, and the last thing she wanted to do was make a fool of herself. 

      Turning, she found herself face to face with a monster—a red and grey-skinned monster wearing a suit of all things. 

      Her voice froze as her throat closed over, her mouth moving soundlessly. He was huge. With horns and, her eyes widened as she backed up, a tail. 

      “You’re… you’re…” 

      She didn’t get any further. Her words cut off as she fell over something behind her and landed hard on her ass. Screwing her eyes closed tightly; she held her breath as she waited for the clawed hands to tear into her. 

      Demi had been right. The aliens were monsters, and now she was going to end up as a snack…

      But instead of the attack she expected, his deep voice surrounded her. “Err… can I help you up?”

      She opened her eyes to find him looming over her, offering a huge hand tipped with lethal-looking claws.

      “You’re Mr. Tev. Aren’t you?” she asked, trying to keep her voice to a small squeak rather than the wail of terror that wanted to erupt from her throat.

      He nodded, the overhead light catching on his horns and making them glimmer.

      “Yes, I am.” He watched her like he expected her to pass out at any moment.

      To be fair, she didn’t blame him. She’d never been the highly strung sort, but her survival instincts weren’t listening to reason right now. Instead, they insisted that tall, scary, and horned would eat her—in a totally not good way.

      “Of course you are,” she managed, still trying to tell herself that the likelihood of her new boss eating her was relatively low. “You probably aren’t at all a cannibal. But… does that count if we’re different species anyway?”

      She clocked the way he was looking at her and winced. “I said that out loud. Didn’t I?”

      “I’m afraid so. For the record, I’m not a cannibal.” He grinned wickedly, revealing sharp fangs at the corners of his lips. “Despite appearances. You are perfectly safe with me. I promise.”

      He offered his hand again. Taking a deep breath, she reached out to accept it. His skin was soft against her fingers, not rough like she’d expected from a monster, and he helped her up with a gentle yet firm grip.

      For a monster, he was sinfully attractive, the most good-looking man she’d ever seen… if not for the horns, grey skin, and claws. His hair was thick and wavy, cut into a neat style that wouldn’t have been out of place in any boardroom. Neither would his sharp suit with bespoke tailoring, if she didn’t miss her guess. But what caught her attention were his eyes; they were the clearest, most beautiful gold she’d ever seen.

      She blushed furiously. Heat crawled over her cheeks, but she refused to look away.

      “I’m so sorry,” she said, embarrassed that she’d let her fear get the better of her. “It was only a momentary panic attack. I don’t usually act like that. I’m usually extremely professional, I assure you.”

      He smiled and shook his head.

      “Please, don’t worry about it,” he said, his deep voice making her heart flutter despite her attempts to control it. “It happens a lot more than you’d think. Many species have adverse reactions to the appearance of my people. It is difficult to assuage the fears of some, particularly if they are from a prey species.”

      “I can see that.” She nodded as he let go of her hand. Instantly she missed the warmth and strength of his but covered it by adjusting the strap of her travel bag on her shoulder.

      “Anyway.” He gestured for them to walk together as he led the way down the corridor. “Thank you for waiting, and I apologize for my tardiness. My meeting ran longer than I expected.”

      “Please.” She smiled. “Think nothing of it. I was enjoying the view as I waited. It’s utterly spectacular. If I’m right, this entire station section is civilian?”
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      “It is indeed,” Utak Tev inclined his head, cursing the ancestor gods for putting such a delicious little morsel before him. “Please, let me take that,” he offered, reaching out a hand for her small case.

      His new PA was human. He’d known that when he hired her. He’d also known that humans were much smaller than the Lathar, their cousin species, and certainly a hell of a lot smaller than his species, the Tavkronian. He hadn’t expected that she would be possibly the smallest human ever. She was absolutely tiny.

      At first, he’d thought the being he’d seen must have been a child she’d brought with her. Perhaps her own young, even. But then she’d moved, and her clothing had pulled against a figure that was definitely not childlike. Just like that, he was so hard he was in danger of bursting through the zipper of his suit pants. He’d be rubbing his krox raw in the shower later for sure to get rid of the lust roaring through his veins.

      He gritted his teeth and did his best to smile pleasantly as he called himself an idiot. Why hadn’t he bothered to look at her personnel file image when he’d offered her the job? Instead, all he’d done was look at her skill set and experience. She had everything he needed, especially as he and the Tev Corporation were new to human space. To get ahead, they needed a human, and Audrey Callahan was it. He knew it in his horns. She was here to work, not be subjected to his lustful desires. Not that he could act on them. For one, she was way too frail to stand up to the lusts of a Tavkronian male in his prime, and second, he was recently life-contracted.

      “It’s so big,” she breathed.

      He choked back a growl before seeing her looking down at the civilian arcs below them as they walked out onto the link bridge between the primary habitat and the Tev tower. She gasped and scrambled for the railing as the floor beneath them, sensing their presence, turned transparent to give them a better view.

      “Oh my word, we’re so high up. It’s like flying,” she murmured, looking down wide-eyed.

      He joined her at the railing, looking down at the view. He’d seen it all before, but her wonder made him see it properly for the first time. He’d been so busy setting up operations here that he hadn’t stopped to notice before. But she was right; it was stunning.

      Below them lay a multilevel shopping mall, a rainbow of colors and noise cascading down toward the enormous fountain at its base. From up here, it looked like a desert oasis in the middle of a concrete and glass jungle.

      “This is gorgeous!” She leaned closer to the railing, taking in every detail of the scene below them.

      “It is,” Utak agreed, stepping closer to her side. His attention wasn’t on the view. It was on the surprising woman at his side.

      “Look! There are plants on some of those levels. I didn’t even realize you could grow so much green stuff,” Audrey said, pointing out some foliage that had cascaded down from higher stories to form small gardens among shops and restaurants.

      He slid her a sideways glance, fascinated despite himself. Her manner was so different from the hardened women of his species, her movements and expressions softer. He couldn’t help being drawn in.

      Clearing his throat, he gestured toward the greenery below them.

      “Those plants are part of the environmental systems in the civilian pods,” he explained. “They keep the air clean and pleasant to breathe.”

      “Amazing.” Audrey nodded, her hands still gripping tightly onto the railing of the bridge link. Her knuckles were white, and he wondered if she had some lingering fear of heights. If so, she was doing an excellent job of concealing it.

      “It’s a common technology,” he murmured, unable to help himself from leaning in and taking a deep breath.

      She wore perfume, something light and floral. It was delicious but not as delicious as the subtle scents beneath. Those of warm skin and a unique note instinct told him was the woman herself.

      “Surely humanity has something similar in their space facilities?”

      Audrey tensed, and he straightened abruptly, realizing his mistake.

      “I’m… afraid I have no idea,” she said quietly, her gaze shifting away from him and back to the view below. “I’ve never been in space before.”

      “You haven’t?”

      Her answer surprised him, and he looked down at her. Earth was not so backward that its citizens couldn’t access space travel. When she finally looked up at him, her cheeks were red, her expression a mix of embarrassment and discomfort.

      “No,” she admitted. “I have a bit of a phobia about it.”

      Surprise rolled through him. Nothing had been in the reports he’d had compiled on her to indicate such a fear. Yet here she was, standing beside him and gazing across the stars.

      He’d offered her a small fortune to come and work for him—a salary far beyond what she could make anywhere else, despite her extensive qualifications and experience in the field. It was a pittance for him but enough to make a massive difference in someone’s life, which he’d counted on. But even so, she’d faced real fear to accept his offer and come this far from her home.

      “I’m pleased you got over your fear,” he said quietly, an unintended note of admiration creeping into his voice.

      “It wasn’t easy,” she admitted softly, “but I wanted this job more than anything.”

      “I’m glad you did,” he said before returning to the view below them.

      To ease any awkwardness between them, he kept talking.

      “This is the primary civilian area of the station. Seventeen levels are in operation, at least ten of them given over to shops. The others are offices for smaller companies and embassies for different civilizations.”

      She looked around curiously as they walked across the bridge. “What kind of shops are here?”

      “Oh, all kinds,” he replied, now on familiar ground. The Tev Corporation owned most of the civilian section. “There are clothing stores, shops selling trinkets and souvenirs, restaurants… there’s even an ice cream parlor on level three that I quite enjoy.” He smiled down at her. “Perhaps we can indulge later.”

      She gave him a small smile in return. “I’d like that. As long as our work schedule permits, of course. I wouldn’t want to get in trouble with my boss.”

      “Somehow, I don’t think that’s going to be a problem.” He chuckled and motioned for her to precede him as they stepped off the bridge and into the tower.

      “This is Tev Corp’s tower,” he explained, nodding to the receptionist on duty as they walked through the lobby, passing two armed guards at the door. Audrey gave them a quick look as they passed. He suddenly realized she had to jog lightly to keep up with him. Instantly, he slowed his steps to match her shorter stride.

      “Do you get a lot of trouble here?” she asked, catching her plump lower lip in her teeth.

      He blinked. She didn’t have fangs. Just blunt, white teeth. How did humans protect themselves without natural weaponry? He was sure he’d read that humans were the apex predator on their planet. How had they achieved that status without claws or fangs?

      “Trouble?” he asked, momentarily perplexed.

      “The guards?” she asked.

      Yanking his attention from her mouth, he looked back at the lobby.

      “Not really, no. There was a recent kidnapping attempt at a nursery my nephew attends, but it was dealt with quickly. A human matter, I believe,” he added to ease her worries. “So we upped security here and at all our concerns elsewhere.”

      “Oh, okay. That’s good,” she said as the elevator arrived, and she followed him inside.

      The ride up to the level his offices were on, just below the penthouse suites, was short but seemed infinite. He was aware of the tiny little human beside him and of her soft, delicate perfume as it wound around him. The unique scent suited her perfectly. He had the feeling it was a personal choice rather than picked for effect, as a Tavkronian woman would have.

      The doors pinged just before they opened, and he swept his arm out to allow her to precede him. With the iron control he was known for, he kept his gaze above her shoulder level as they headed into his offices. They were large with floor-to-ceiling windows out into space and the shipping docks below.

      He paused and gestured to the large array of ships parked in the bays.

      “So… what do you think of our fleet?” he asked.
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      Audrey’s eyes widened as she took in the different ships. There were so many of them. Most were shipping vessels with what looked like company logos emblazoned on the sides. They weren’t ones she was familiar with. Alongside them a few vessels were nestled in the crowded docks that looked like luxury vessels.

      “Who do those belong to?” she asked, pointing to them.

      Utak leaned one broad shoulder against the window and looked down, his gaze following where she was pointing. She tried not to notice how his shirt pulled across his broad chest or how he seemed too large to be real. He was well-muscled, far more than any human she had ever seen. Perhaps his species’ musculature was different from a human’s?

      “They’re the personal yachts of various billionaires and elites, even royalty from different species,” he said, his voice deep and smooth like velvet.

      Realizing she was staring, she yanked her gaze away, her cheeks burning as she looked back to the ships in the bays below.

      “I see,” she murmured. “It’s quite impressive.”

      The enormous alien chuckled, the sound like a rockfall. He pushed off the window to move closer to her side. She could feel his presence like a physical caress against her skin and smothered a shiver as she stepped back. He didn’t seem to notice, instead gesturing toward the docks again.

      “Yes, it is,” he agreed, still smiling. “Especially when you consider the short timespan all this was accomplished in.”

      “Oh, absolutely. It doesn’t seem like five minutes since the news reports about the Sentinel Five attack.”

      He turned his head, interest in his golden eyes. “Sentinel Five?”

      She nodded. “It was one of our frontier stations. The first one the Lathar found.”

      “Ahh.” He smiled a friendly smile that lit up his eyes and softened his features, making him almost human-like in appearance. “Well, I’m glad they found you, or we wouldn’t be having this conversation now.”

      “Likewise,” she murmured, surprised that she meant it.

      Despite his demon-like appearance, he was far nicer than some of her previous bosses.

      “It’s amazing that you all got here so quickly as well,” she added, looking down at the ships. There were at least eight expensive yachts and more shipping liners than she could count.

      “Not really,” he said with a shrug as he turned to walk across the large office. “Humans are quite the novelty at the moment. Everyone wants to trade with Earth and her colonies. And Tev Corp has the fastest engines in the galaxy. We were here before anyone else had a chance to.”

      She followed him, taking in all of the details of their surroundings. She’d worked in many luxury offices and recognized bespoke furnishings and what looked like expensive art decorating the walls. Expensive alien art. But she didn’t get a chance to study it as Utak walked through a doorway ahead.

      She stepped through the doorway, and her eyes widened at the space beyond.

      The office was very much like that of any billionaire she had encountered before, large and luxurious with technology she could only begin to guess at installed on the large desk that faced the door like a throne in a castle hall. But subtle differences indicated its owner was not human.

      The chairs were enormous and made of a deep red leather no animal on Earth could provide. Ornate sculptures sat in corners and on heavily carved cabinets, depicting scenes and creatures she had never seen before.

      She took a few steps forward, feeling her new boss’s presence close behind her. She was so engrossed in studying all the alien elements that it took her a moment to realize he’d stopped moving and stood beside her. Startled, she looked up only to find his gaze locked on hers with an intensity that left her breathless. They stared at each other for what felt like a long time until he cleared his throat and broke their trance-like state.

      “Do you like what you see?” he asked, gesturing for her to explore further. “Please, they are from my home planet. Created by the greatest artists of this time.”

      Mutely, she nodded as she stepped away from him, drawn to the art on display like a moth to a flame. She moved from one piece to the next, admiring each in turn.

      Utak leaned his hips back against the desk, and she was aware of him watching her as she studied each piece. When she eventually turned back to him, he inclined his head. “Does the art of my people meet your approval?”

      “They’re utterly beautiful,” she said, glancing back at the paintings. They were more abstract with swirls and shapes of color that drew the viewer in. “That one there reminds me of vids I’ve seen of old beaches. All turquoise seas and golden sand…”

      Like his eyes. She kept that thought to herself and smiled. “We should get on with what you expect from me.”

      He blinked and crossed massively muscle-corded arms over his broad chest. “What I expect?”

      “On a day-to-day basis,” she clarified, crossing over to the seat opposite the vast desk. She stood beside it for a moment until he indicated she could sit. She was sure he wouldn’t have minded if she’d just plopped herself down in it, but with a new job and one that included an alien boss, it was far better to be safe rather than sorry. “Perhaps you’d like to go over what your day usually looks like?”

      “Of course,” he rumbled, pushing off from the desk. Instead of sitting behind it, he sat in the chair beside hers. The chair creaked under his weight, and for a moment, she wondered how he dealt with his tail, trying not to stare as it wrapped around his calf.

      He began to outline his schedule for the next day. She listened as he detailed meetings with various rivals and suppliers, sliding a notebook from her business bag to start taking notes.

      He spoke in a low rumble that made her skin tingle. She tried to focus on his words instead of how close he sat, but she struggled. He could recite the population census with a voice like that, and she’d happily listen to every word.

      He leaned forward slightly to say something, but she didn’t hear a word, his deep voice washing over her like a wave.

      “For our meetings tomorrow, I will introduce you as my new assistant,” Utak said. “I think you’re going to fit right in.”

      She nodded vaguely in acknowledgment, captivated by the slight curve of his lips when he smiled. “Of course.”

      Clearing her throat nervously, she shifted in her seat to face him directly. Her heart raced as she waited for him to speak again. What on earth was wrong with her? She never reacted to a handsome man like this. She’d always been cool, calm, and collected, especially at work. But something about being in such close proximity to him made it hard for her to concentrate on anything else. She frowned and concentrated on her notes, finding it easier to stay focused on his instructions when she wasn’t looking at him.

      Utak’s deep voice filled the room as he outlined his expectations of her during meetings. He had a lot of them, but she understood that, particularly at this level of business. And, to be honest, none of them was a surprise. He was particular about how she should address various contacts, what topics were off limits, and the protocol for dealing with rival clans. Everything made total sense, and she appreciated him taking the time to go through it with her rather than let her blunder and make a mistake. She liked that, and it made her job a lot easier. His instructions were clear and logical, not rambling or filled with personal anecdotes like some of her previous bosses.

      “Do you have any questions on anything so far?” He paused to ask, looking at her intently.

      Pursing her lips, she ran the nib of her pen down the list she’d made and then paused on a point. “Yes. You mentioned here about interactions with the Veroshnagan Alliance. That I should stay seated at your side at all times? What if our guests ask for refreshments?”

      “Ah, yes. The Veroshnagan are a very particular society,” he explained. “And a large part of their language is based on physical movement. There have been several incidents of either offense being given by non-Veroshnagans when they’ve turned their back or, which I am more worried about, a female of another species becoming inadvertently married.”

      Her eyes almost bugged out of her head. “That can happen?”

      He nodded. “A hip wiggle in the wrong place… it’s not unheard of. And they tend to be unscrupulous. So they might likely try that just to get their hands on a human.”

      “Okay, got it. No standing up.” She swallowed, underlining that point in her notes. The last thing she wanted was to end up hitched by mistake. “Anything else?”

      The conversation continued for a while, and she took more notes before they were done. Utak leaned back in his chair and studied her, his gaze lingering on the notepad on her lap.

      “You seem like you have everything under control,” he said. “I think you’ll do just fine tomorrow.”

      A rush of pride filled her.

      “Thank you,” she replied, her voice softer than intended. “I will do my best to meet your expectations.”

      “Excellent.” Levering himself out of his chair, he rounded to the other side of the desk. She stood as well, relieved there was less tension in the air now that he wasn’t so close anymore. What was that? Some kind of freaky alien pheromones or something?

      “The main thing to remember is information security. Industrial espionage is rife in this industry,” he said gruffly. “While our rivals know better than to tangle with a Tavkronian, humans are an unknown quantity. They will likely see you as the weak link and try to capitalize on that. We must protect the corporation’s interests above all else.”

      “Of course, sir. I am well-versed in corporate security and the need for vigilance. I am not the kind for idle or loose talk.”

      “Excellent!” he smiled as he straightened up, holding what looked like datapads in one massive, clawed hand. “We have a big day ahead of us tomorrow, so I’ll let you settle in. I’ve assigned you the suite next to mine, so we’ll head up there now.”

      “You’ve given me a suite on the penthouse level?” she almost squeaked in surprise.

      He chuckled, the low sound sending a shiver along her spine.

      “Oh, I assure you it’s not a gift. I like to work both early in the morning and late at night, very unsocial hours. Having you living right next door means I don’t have to wait for you to get to me.” He added a wicked grin, flashing his fangs. “And I can be very demanding.”

      “Of course, sir, that’s what I’m here for.”

      She smiled in reply, trying to ignore a rush of sudden heat that washed through her veins. No way did she have the hots for her alien demon boss. No way. No how. She was too professional for that. Way too professional.

      He tilted his head, looking at her intently. She thought he was going to say something for a moment, but then he just inclined his head.

      Stepping away from the desk, he gestured toward the door. “Shall we?”

      “Of course, sir,” she said, turning that way. At the last moment, she remembered her case abandoned behind her chair. She turned to get it and almost slammed right into him.

      “Oh, I’m so sorry!” She gasped as his hands closed around her upper arms, stopping her from stumbling backward.

      “No problem at all,” he murmured, his thumbs stroking against her upper arms.

      Her skin tingled at his touch, even through the layers of her clothes. She looked up, and her gaze collided with his. Her breathing caught in her throat at the tight, nearly feral look that crossed his face. Then it was gone as though it had never been.

      Shit. He’d looked… had she really seen that?

      “Please, let me,” he said, reaching past her to grab her case. It looked tiny in his huge, clawed hand. She must have taken leave of her senses because she suddenly wanted to giggle at the sight of the little pink—flamingo pink—case in his hand. It looked like a child’s toy.

      “Thank you so much.” She smiled, finally able to breathe again as he led them from the office, through the outer office, and into the lobby that held the elevators.

      The ride up to the penthouse level was silent, the atmosphere between them heavy with unspoken words. She couldn’t help sneaking glances at him out of the corner of her eye, trying to work him out.

      His expression was unreadable, his features hard as granite beneath his sleek black horns, but his jaw clenched occasionally. She ducked her head, letting her hair fall over her face as she bit her lip. Perhaps she had overstepped the mark somehow? She didn’t know anything about his species’ mores and morals, so she could easily have insulted him without realizing it and he was too polite to mention it. But then she thought back to how precise he was in his instructions for their meetings tomorrow, and she felt a little better. If she’d made a mistake, surely he would have mentioned it?

      The elevator slowed, and the doors slid open with a soft ping that screamed luxury. A large landing lay before them, the opulence and extravagance surrounding her almost overwhelming. She couldn’t help but stare at the decor and the grand chandelier hanging in the center of the ceiling as he led her across the space. You could fit at least five of her old apartments in here.

      They arrived at a door. Utak reached out a hand, palm outward to wave it over a plate at the side of the door. The door remained closed.

      “Biometric signature,” he explained. “It’s keyed to you. Try it.”

      She stepped forward, holding her hand out. As soon as she waved her hand over the plate, the door opened silently

      “Oh wow.” She looked up at him in amazement. “But… how? I didn’t… when did you get my biometric data?”

      “You were scanned as soon as you arrived in the tower,” he said, using his bigger body to herd her gently inside the room. She looked up at him over her shoulder, not bothering to conceal her surprise.

      “It’s a security feature. It scans all visitors to the tower for biological weaponry and cross-references them against the intergalactic criminal database. I had Ixaris, the tower’s AI, register you as a user with the appropriate access levels while we were talking downstairs,” he explained as he led her into the suite’s living area.

      “Isn’t that breaking at least seventeen privacy and body data autonomy laws?” she asked, turning to look at the room, and then caught her breath.

      It was much bigger than anything she had ever seen. And the luxury went way beyond anything she could have imagined.

      The walls were a soft shade of blue, the furniture appeared to be made from the finest materials, and beautiful artwork adorned each corner of the room. It almost felt too perfect, like a movie set rather than somewhere you actually lived. The living room opened into a kitchen with all mod-cons and top-of-the-range appliances. She could see bedrooms through the open doors to one side and assumed they also led to a bathroom.

      Her gaze returned to Utak.

      “I’m sorry, you were saying?” she asked, belatedly aware that he’d spoken.

      “Security,” he recapped. “You’re talking about human laws. This is not human territory; the civilian sector is a combination of Latharian and Tavkronian jurisdiction while the tower is entirely Tavkronian territory.”

      “Ah, that makes sense,” she murmured, still looking around. “Is this really for me?”

      He nodded, putting her case down near one of the doors. “I’ll leave you to get settled in. You are registered on the tower computer system, so if you need anything, just ask Ixaris.”

      “Thank you,” she murmured, following him to the door.

      “I’ll see you in the morning, Audrey.” He smiled, pausing in the doorway to sweep his gaze over her. “Sweet dreams.”

      “You too,” she said as he turned to head to his suite, trying like hell not to notice how firm his ass was in his suit pants. She was here to work, not lust after her boss.

      But he did fill out those pants very nicely…
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