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Morgan Cordell is not in love with his
boss.

He could be, if he's not careful. The longer
he and Lane Hollis carry on their secret affair, the more danger
he's in of losing his heart. Lane is a beautiful and compelling
young man—half Morgan's age and yet he's already CEO of a company
that spans a vast and successful global network—and the line he
walks, between wild enthusiasm and steady pragmatism, is only one
of the things that makes him so impossible to resist.

As operations manager, Morgan is Lane's right
hand. He is there to see every setback, every win, every spark of
inspiration. He has seen how vicious Lane can be in pursuit of a
goal, and how kind to those who have already been conquered.

And if Morgan has been thoroughly conquered
himself, he sees no reason to complain.

Tonight, he has some conquering of his own to
do, and he smiles to no one in particular, as he navigates the
dimly lit hallways of an office building gone quiet. Everyone else
has gone home for the night. No more secretaries, consultants,
managers to importune him with just-a-quick-question-Mr.-Cordell.
No clattering of keyboards or clicking of expensive shoes along
hard floors. The only employees currently in the building are the
nightshift security guards at the front desk, and they don't give a
single damn whether the CEO and his right-hand man are still in the
building.

Lane's office is at the very end of the long
top floor, past a bank of cubicles and a cluster of smaller offices
used by his administrative staff. A light creeps out from beneath
the closed door, and when Morgan lets himself inside, Lane doesn't
even notice him.

Lane's absolute lack of care for his
surroundings gives Morgan the usual ping of frustration, though he
sets this reaction aside, unhelpful as always. Just because Morgan
is a paranoid old soldier—a retired marine who still isn't entirely
sure how he came to be among the upper echelons of one of the most
powerful communications firms on the planet—doesn't mean
Lane should worry about danger around every corner. He
hasn't made those kinds of enemies, and even if he had. The
building's security team does damn good work. Morgan has made sure
of that.

He watches Lane for a time in silence,
letting himself enjoy this unselfconscious sight of a man so
accustomed to the scrutiny of others. Lane's narrow frame slumps
forward over his desk, his head braced on one hand, his long
fingers twisting idly in the short curls that frame his forehead.
His features, as narrow and elegant as the rest of him, give him an
angled look, or maybe that's the intensity of focus sharpening his
face. He's holding a ballpoint pen in his other hand, the tip
hovering over a printed ledger, and his mouth moves in a string of
silent words as he parses the information he finds there.

His suit jacket and tie hang behind him on
the back of the big leather chair, and the collar of his shirt gaps
open where he's undone several buttons down his throat. He's
probably barefoot too, if Morgan knows him at all. Working this
late, Lane has no one to impress.

"You said you wouldn't do this tonight,"
Morgan says, finally—deliberately—breaking the silence.

Lane gives a guilty jolt, slamming his pen
down on the desk and peering up at Morgan with huge eyes. He looks
even younger than his twenty-six years in this moment. Caught-out
and chagrined. But there's a spark of something else behind his
eyes too, and Morgan sees it, even if he does not yet acknowledge
it.

"You promised you'd go home at a reasonable
hour and get some actual sleep." It's easy to press the
issue. Lane may be his boss, but when it's just the two of
them—when matters are more personal than professional—Morgan is the
one in charge.

"I just need to finish this before the
weekend," Lane protests, but the defense sounds weak.

"Mmm," Morgan breathes. Completely
noncommittal. He locks the door and moves farther into the
ludicrously wide office. Another step forward and he can see his
own reflection in the massive window that runs behind Lane's desk.
The skyline is distant; their building stands so tall that none of
the nearby edifices come close to reaching the same height as this
upper story. But at this hour, the view doesn't matter. All Morgan
sees is the office reflected back at him. Lane's silhouette slumped
forward in his chair. Morgan's own stocky frame, tall but thick
across the shoulders, broad and muscular and looking more like a
private security guard than a corporate executive.

He's dressed far more casually than Lane. For
one thing, it's Friday. For another, Morgan's never been a fan of
the trappings of fashion and corporate bullshit. His black shoes
are well-worn and scuffed, his salt-and-pepper hair barely styled
and overdue for a trim, his square jaw rough with stubble he didn't
bother to shave this morning. Instead of a suit and tie, he wears a
deep blue sweater that sits comfortably across his shoulders, the
mock turtleneck style making it a little too warm for comfort, but
that's okay. He probably won't be wearing the sweater much longer
tonight. Not if things go the way he intends.

Lane's eyes have been tracking Morgan's
progress toward the desk, and he licks his lips as Morgan draws
closer.

That quick, shameless dart of tongue makes
Morgan's pulse race.

"You broke your promise," Morgan admonishes.
He leans down and braces his palms on the desk to either side of
Lane's work, holding Lane's gaze with a gentle but inescapable
aggression that speaks of consequences.

Lane's brow furrows. "It's not that
late."

"Isn't it?" Morgan quirks a single meaningful
eyebrow, and watches Lane dart a glance toward the big stylized
clock on the wall—more a piece of decor than a useful tool, though
it consistently reflects the correct time. He catches the moment
Lane realizes just how long he has stayed in this office. The
startled oh rounding his lips, followed by a flicker of
remorse, followed a moment later still by something else
entirely.

When Lane turns to face Morgan once more,
there is a subtle glint of mischief in his eyes, and he licks his
lips again. "Are you going to punish me."

"Seems the only reasonable thing to do,"
Morgan rumbles, keeping tight rein on the fond smile that threatens
to spread across his face. Then, low and smooth as silk, "Put the
spreadsheets away."

He keeps perfectly still as Lane hurries to
fold the ledger shut and cap his pen, shoving everything into a
drawer in a clumsy rush. It's charming, how impatient he is now
that he knows Morgan intends to touch him. How eager to put away
his work and entrust himself to Morgan's hands. As though he
couldn't have had this just as surely by keeping his word
and inviting Morgan to the quiet of his home instead.

But despite his stern admonition, Morgan
doesn't truly mind. For one thing, there is something downright
delicious about claiming Lane here, in the space where Lane
is normally in charge. For another, even before they became
entangled in this more intimate understanding, Morgan was
accustomed to reminding Lane to take better care of himself. The
man may be a genius, but he is driven to the point of distraction,
and left to his own devices he would probably ruin his health in
favor of chasing down the next exciting idea to enter his
brain.

Only once Lane is sitting up straighter,
watching Morgan in a wordless plea for instruction, does Morgan
finally move. He starts by dragging the sweater off over his head,
a smooth maneuver without flourish that leaves only the pale gray
t-shirt beneath. He drops the garment on the desk and then sits
decisively down in one of Lane's guest chairs—less plush than the
leather monstrosity on which Lane currently sits, but sturdy enough
for Morgan's purposes, and infinitely more practical.

"Well?" Morgan injects a hint of impatience
into his voice, just to see the way it makes Lane squirm. "Get over
here."

Lane scrambles quickly to his feet and rounds
the desk so fast it's a wonder he doesn't just leap over the top in
his rush to reach Morgan. In a quick matter of heartbeats, Lane
stands directly in front of Morgan, breathing shallow, pupils
dilated. Morgan peers up into his face for a moment before humming
a sound of quiet approval and letting his gaze drift possessively
downward.

"You know I can't let you come." Morgan
pitches the observation in an idle tone, even as he finally lets
himself reach for Lane. Delight thrills along his senses as he
untucks Lane's shirt and then methodically sets to the buttons that
haven't already been undone. "I'm not going to reward you for
breaking a promise."
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