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This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If
you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you're reading this
book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use
only, then please visit your favorite eBook retailer to purchase
your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.
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A Detailed Warning:

 


This book depicts a boss/employee relationship. While
both parties are enthusiastically consenting adults, the vast
difference in their positions creates a power dynamic that could be
dangerous in real life. Please approach the series with caution,
and heed the content tags.
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In the seven months Tommy has been working
for Shane Carmichael, he's learned dozens of new things about both
the man himself and the billion-dollar corporation his boss runs.
From the mundane details of how Carmichael prefers his coffee to
the more dramatic intricacies of inter-departmental communication,
Tommy is learning the lay of a very complicated landscape. It's
fascinating to see everything up close, and with every day that
goes by, Carmichael trusts him with more important tasks.

Tommy has reached the point where everyone
assumes any orders coming from his mouth originated directly with
the CEO, and there is something heady in that borrowed power.

There's something even headier in doing
everything he can to justify the faith that's been put in him.

Shane Carmichael is an exacting, demanding,
meticulous boss. He is relentless in insisting everything be
perfect, and impossibly quick on his feet when things don't go
according to plan. Tommy watches closely whenever he's in the room
for course corrections, and the more he sees, the more he learns.
Cautiously and thoughtfully, he has begun to reroute potential
disasters according to how he expects Carmichael to respond—and
with every situation recovered, the weight of Carmichael's approval
settles more surely on his shoulders.

The satisfaction of a job well done
should be all Tommy needs, and in any other office it would
be.

But after seven-going-on-eight months finding
his professional footing, Tommy can't stop wanting other things.
Unprofessional things. He remembers with jarringly vivid clarity
the night in his best friend's library, when he met and gave
himself to the perfect dom. He remembers artfully crafted pain,
cruel humiliation, unrestrained strength. He remembers a massive
and muscular body crushing him to the floor and pounding between
his thighs, and his heart aches with how desperately he craves a
second encounter.

It's not fair that the same man sits at his
boss's desk, deftly refusing to acknowledge their connection. The
understanding that Shane may have been the perfect dom but
Carmichael will never approach him that way…

Tommy thought he understood how much yearning
could suck, but it turns out there are realms of torture even he
can't enjoy. They may not be physical, but they hurt so much he
sometimes wants to cry.

And through it all, Carmichael remains
endlessly professional. After a fleeting hiccup when Tommy first
stepped into his office, Carmichael has never once acknowledged how
they met. Not so much a case of mistaken identity as pure bad
luck—an anonymous hookup gone wrong. Tommy still can't wrap his
head around the unlikely odds, and he wishes he had never shown up
for that goddamn party. Surely it would be better to have no idea
what he's missing.

He would probably still have a crush on his
boss. Shane Carmichael is powerful and charismatic, exactly the
sort of personality to draw Tommy's attention. Even worse, he is
broad-shouldered and tall, a rocky cliffside of a man with a stern
face and intimidating muscles. The rare occasions when he sheds his
suit jacket and rolls up his sleeves, Tommy barely prevents himself
from staring at those enormous shoulders and meaty forearms. His
boss must pump serious iron in his spare time. There's no way a guy
develops a physique like that without staggering amounts of
work.

It's fucking cruel that Tommy knows exactly
what all that bulky strength feels like crushing down on top of his
own more compact frame. It is, frankly, a wonder he gets any work
done at all.

More than once, he's had to jerk off at
work—always taking himself to a restroom stall at the far end of
the department, rather than using the private washroom directly off
of Carmichael's office. He may be the only other person in the
building allowed to use those utilities, as well as Carmichael's
private office entrance, but he's not stupid. At least the endless
errands Carmichael sends him on throughout the day provide ample
opportunity to sneak off. Tommy's never had a job that afforded him
this much unmonitored time to himself—and he's never wanted quite
so badly to excel.
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