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Pushing open the door, the bell jingles a merry tune, announcing the lions arrival. His thickly maned head moving from side to side as he watches the employees skitter away from him with muttered greetings.

His expensive suit strains at his heavily muscled chest, tight across his shoulders as well as his thighs. He steps deeper into the office. His tail twitching behind him as he passes by some of the other folk in the room. A sneer touches his muzzle. These folk are just not worth his time. He’s the leader of this corporation and he needs to show that he’s better than them.

He prowls through the office, muttering to a Cerval that they need to get productivity up. Eventually he ends up in his office, sitting heavily in the chair, his round ears flicking with annoyance at the scent of flowers in the air.

He boots up his computer and answers a few emails, makes a few calls, but after a while he yawns hugely. Reaching out a massive hand he presses a few buttons on his phone and waits until he hears a voice on the other end. “Bring me a coffee.” He snarls into the receiver, cutting off the person on the other end as he slams the phone back down.

Glowering he works on a bit more paperwork until there is a soft knock at his door. “Enter!” He growls, his golden eyes flicking up to the door.

A young Siamese comes stepping into the office, though he holds himself proudly, he also looks nervous. “I have your coffee sir.” He says, giving a shaky smile.

Setting down his pen, Liam stands, pushing his chair back and pacing over to the younger male. His hand reaches out and brushes against the Siamese’s hand. Sipping his coffee, he studies the male. “You’re new?” He rumbles, his eyes narrowing. Not quite a question.

Swallowing nervously, the younger male nods. “Yes sir, just started this week.” His creamy fur ripples with his swallow, his darker furred muzzle bobbing and his dark furred hands clenching in front of him.

Reaching out, Liam taps at the males hands. “Don’t fidget, if you want to present an imposing figure, do not fidget with your fingers.” His voice is low and rumbling, but a smile touches the corners of his mouth.

Dipping his head in a nod, the male drops his hands to his sides. “Is there anything else you require sir?” He asks, his green eyes sparkling.

“Not at this moment.” The tall lion rumbles. “What is your name?”

“Micah.”

One side of Liam’s muzzle raises in a smile. “Micah. Come back in about an hour.”

“Yes sir.”

With a flick of his ombre tail and a quick smile, the smaller feline steps out of the office, his rear twitching as he moves. The heavy door shutting with a solid thud behind him, leaving Liam staring after him with a confusing mass of feelings.

Liam frowns and steps back over to his desk. This young male stirs something inside of him. His gaze goes to a small framed picture on his desk. It’s a black and white photo of a gorgeous lioness. Her eyes dancing with mirth as she smiles at the camera. Liam reaches out a paw and brushes his fingers over the females face.

“Zara...” He whispers, his gaze growing distant and sorrowful. He misses her deeply, the ache in his chest had never fully gone away. He had buried his self into his work, trying to avoid all things that made him think of her. Save for this small photo.

He rubs a hand over his heart, the ache coming back. Shaking his head he turns away from the photo and goes back to work. He has to focus, there are so many things to get done.

******
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MICAH TAKES A DEEP, shuddering breath, the lion, his boss, had left him feeling shaky and weak in the knees as he collapses into his chair at his desk. The males imposing stature had dwarfed him, but he felt comfortable in the man’s shadow. His breath blows out of his mouth in a gust, shifting in his seat, his trousers tight with his erection. By the Gods this man had made him horny with just a tap of his finger.

He desperately needs to get laid, it’s been too long. Shaking his head he tries to focus on the screen in front of him. Using the mouse, he navigates with ease through his emails and the other documents he has to check.

Though he’s young, he is well adept at working in an office. He’s been working in his fathers company for years. The system here has been just a tad harder to adjust to though, it’s different than the one he’s used to.

A sleek furred otter comes trotting up to his desk, her whiskers twitching as she grins at him. “What did you think of the boss?” She asks in her trilling voice.

Shifting in his seat, he scoots farther under the desk to hide his crotch. Looking up at her, he shrugs. “He’s not as intimidating as you made him seem, Layla.”

She gapes at him, shaking her head. “You’ve got something wrong with you then.” She murmurs, tossing an odd look over her shoulder as she steps back to her desk.

Rubbing his hand over his crotch, Micah almost groans aloud at the torturous sensation his hand brings to his cock. The throbbing member strains against his trousers as the image of his boss looming over him comes back to mind. This time accompanied with a fantastical illusion of the male stroking him.

Shoving the thought out of his mind, he tries to focus back on work. But his gaze keeps drifting to the office door. The thick door the only thing between them. After an hour, he shoves back from his desk and adjusts his pants, stepping over to the door to knock. The deep rumbling voice of Liam comes from inside, telling him to enter.

Taking a deep breath, Micah moves to open the door, pushing it open to see Liam bent over his desk, staring at a sheaf of papers with a pair of small wire framed glasses perched on his nose.

Liam looks up, a smile spreading his muzzle. He sets the papers down and runs his huge hands through his thick mane. “Micah, good, you’re here.” He says as he stretches, his muscles rippling under his suit. Causing Micah to swallow, his mouth hanging open as he watches the display.

“What can I help you with sir?” The smaller feline asks, forcing his gaze up to his boss’ face.

Watching him with amusement, Liam gives a small smile, slipping his glasses off his nose, he folds them carefully. “I need to find a restaurant for lunch. I’d like you to accompany me.”

Staring in confusion, Micah frowns. “May I ask why, sir?”

Laughing lightly, the sound a low rumble, Liam looks at the smaller male with twinkling eyes. “I read your paper.” He purrs, his tail twitching behind him. “I have a few questions to ask you about it.”

Swallowing nervously, Micah clutches his hands together in front of him. “Yes sir.” He murmurs, looking down at the carpet.

Liam moves to stand in front of him, his large hand reaching out to tap Micah on his hand. “Don’t fidget.” He murmurs, his eyes half closed as he stares at the smaller male, the scent wafting from him causes stirrings in his trousers that he sees mimicked on Micah. A knowing smile touches the corners of his muzzle and he stands tall. “If you could find a nice restaurant that you wish to go to. Let me know, price isn’t an issue, I’ll pay.”

Micah closes his eyes, the closeness of his boss causing him to feel a fluttering in his chest and a tightening in his groin again. The large male makes him at once intimidated as well as aroused. He has ghostly feelings of Liam’s hands running over his fur, a soft purr slips out of his mouth. His eyes fly open and he looks up at the large lion.

Liam looks at him with a half smile flitting across his lips. He taps Micah on the hand again, making the small male realize his hands are still clutched together. He pulls them apart and hangs his arms by his side, fighting the urge to bring them back. “Good,” Liam purrs. “I will see you in thirty minutes by the front door. Have a place in mind.”

With a smile, the lion turns and picks up the papers on his desk again. Shuffling through them, his gaze flicking up to watch Micah leave the office, his small round rear twitching sensuously as he leaves.

Groaning to himself, Liam
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