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Chapter One
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The sound of Liam’s office door closing instantly caught Zeno’s attention and he glanced up from his computer screen. Molly, the head of the firm’s media and public relations stomped out, her expression leaving no doubt as to her level of fury.

“What’s happened?” Zeno asked. As Liam’s personal secretary, he was certain nothing could take him by surprise. Only, it seemed some things could.

“Some babbling bastard at the firm Liam’s taking over has leaked information about his involvement. You know what that means.” Molly jammed her fists into her hips, and Zeno nodded, blowing out his cheeks in a heavy sigh.

“Ah, fuck!” Zeno groaned. “Apart from media attention, which Liam hates, someone probably bought shares dirt cheap and will make a tidy profit selling them now that it’s known that billionaire Liam Williams is involved.”

“Exactly.” Molly nodded curtly. “Not to mention all of my team’s efforts to keep this under wraps are ruined. We’ll do our best to keep the lid on it as much as we can, but once the media sharks get a sniff, there’ll be no stopping them. I’d best go break the bad news and start damage limitation”

Zeno gave a wry smile and watched Molly leave. His gaze shifted to Liam’s door, then to the following day’s entry in his business calendar. 

Ah, fuck. We’re going to a meeting at that very latest business acquisition tomorrow. Well, they won’t have a clue what’s hit them. Taking over a business is never easy, but Liam likes to ensure they also meet his personal standards. The reports he had on this one, was that the management was still in the Neolithic Man era. They’re in for a right kick up the ass.

Although Zeno didn’t relish the thought of being at the meeting, some managers took personal affront to Liam’s blunt approach. But he was required to take the minutes and get them out to the participants without delay. In that way, no one could claim they’d heard A rather than B. But it was still a demanding job. He needed to ensure he picked up everything accurately.

An unbidden smile curved his lips. He’d thought he’d scored a great job to become Liam Williams’ personal secretary, but over time it had become more than just a job. He wasn’t entirely certain he could classify Liam as a friend as such, but neither did the man treat him like an extension of the office or a piece of furniture.

But I’m not so sure how he’d react to knowing he’s become an increasingly key player in my dreams of late. Some of them are extremely X-rated at that. I certainly have no objections to having a silver fox as a lover. But realistically, while my job may pay well, exceptionally well, he’s a billionaire. Way out of my league. But that doesn’t stop me from dreaming. Maybe just five more minutes. To dream.

Tomorrow, he’d need to be at the top of his game and to look his professional best. Not because he hoped to catch Liam’s eye, but by default he was an extension of the firm and the man. If he didn’t look good, then it reflected badly on Liam.

And there’s no fucking way that’s going to happen on my watch.

****
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By the time Liam had calmed down to fully appreciate what had been leaked, it was with a sense of grim satisfaction. Of the evening papers he’d read so far, the meeting he had for the morning hadn’t made headlines. It was just a small feature in one or two of them.

I still hate that. It always makes it look like I’ve acquired a business for personal gain. Most of those I take have solid foundations to make it on their own, once they’ve had a little help and education. My ever-expanding empire...fuck, that makes me sound like Genghis Khan.

Liam poured another coffee, consulting his computer as he did. This particular company’s managers seemed to have basically sat back on their lazy asses and worked the employees to breaking point.

Well, that ends tomorrow. I want leaders. Men and women whose goal it is to help the staff learn and grow and so both raise the company’s image, as well as make it profitable. I want my management to make it a place the best people out there want to come to, and ensure they stay.

Liam turned to the portfolio at the edge of the desk. He’d already made a study of it. All the managers’ latest appraisals were in there, and he’d already earmarked them into three sections.

Those he wanted to keep, those he was still ambivalent toward, and those he’d already decided were going to go.

By the time tomorrow morning’s meeting is through, there won’t be any left that I haven’t decided are worth keeping, or beyond redemption.
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Chapter Two
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Zeno arrived at the meeting separately from Liam. His boss needed to be elsewhere, first thing. It wasn’t an issue. He’d taken the train and arrived early to get settled. He’d already encountered a surly receptionist and hoped it wasn’t an omen of things to come.

He’s selected to sit at a small table in the shadows, his laptop already open and fired up ready to go. He watched as the last set of the company’s chief execs filed in.

He immediately noticed the expensive designer-label suits, on the women as well as the men, not a hair out of place on any of them. Most looked grim, but a couple of the women looked as if they were anticipating the upcoming meeting. As did a couple of the men.

It was hardly surprising, as Liam Williams was a man of repute, in many ways. A self-made billionaire, powerful, ruthless, and, as Zeno knew only too well, sexy as fuck. But Zeno also knew him to be a fair man. He valued his employees, all of them. Even those with humble roles, and even humbler origins.

As a consequence of who he was, Liam was regarded as the ultimate catch. It wasn’t difficult for Zeno to well imagine any of the unattached women present would hope to catch his eye, and not a few unattached men. 

Especially since Liam had been known to attend parties, galas, movie premiers, you name it, with an attractive man as his companion. But any questions regarding his sexuality were only met with his infamous ‘freeze the blood in your veins’ icy blue glare.

For a moment, Zeno closed his eyes and thought of Liam. The man’s Norse ancestry was evidenced by hair that was just this side of white, pale blue eyes, and a close-cropped beard.

With his broad chest and shoulders, and tapered waist, Liam looked like a man who worked hard to maintain his physique. The truth was, he did. He exercised with the same regimen he held to in other aspects of his life. And how Zeno wished his fingers could explore the topography of that sculpted body. He opened his eyes quickly before his imagination ran to places it shouldn’t go. 

I’m seeing my boss in those terms a little too often, so I need to work off some excess energy myself. And I have the perfect opportunity in two nights’ time: The Dragons and Dungeons invite-only party that’s being hosted by Merlin.

“Who the fuck is this?” A harsh female voice dragged Zeno back into the present, and he glanced up to see a woman towering over him. He imagined that, in her younger days, she had been a very attractive woman. But he recognized Botox when he saw it, and her hands gave away what she was trying to hide on her face.

“I’m here to do the minutes, ma’am.” Zeno kept his voice soft and nonconfrontational.

“I wasn’t aware we’d sanctioned any such thing.” The woman’s voice was harsh, and she turned around. As if wanting to avoid arguing with her, the rest of the execs glanced at one another and shook their heads. “I didn’t think so.”

She turned back to Zeno and leaned in close enough for him to catch a mix of nicotine and peppermint. “I suggest you shut down that laptop and get the fuck out of here. Let me know your manager’s name, too. I’d also clear out your drawer, if I were you. You won’t be working for us after today.”

“I think I should tell you—” Zeno held up his hand, but the woman’s face twisted into a mask of anger.

“You don’t tell me anything. Get out. Now.”

****
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With an impatient sigh, Liam checked his watch and increased the length of his stride. The early morning meeting he’d attended had finished early, but the call he’d taken prior to the second meeting had overrun, and he was in danger of arriving late. Something that he wanted to avoid at all costs. To add insult to injury, board meetings had to be held, especially with a newly acquired company. 
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