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All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.
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While all the characters in this book are consenting adults, the story depicts a boss/employee encounter, poorly executed kink etiquette, and unsafe sexual activities. Please approach the subject matter with caution, heed the tags, and do not use anything depicted in this story as a model for appropriate real life behavior.
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Toby has only been working for Velha Technologies for a month, but that's enough time to get the lay of the land.

And it's more than enough time to catch his gorgeous boss watching him a little too closely. At first, the attention was never quite overt enough to cross a line—Caleb Dunn is too mindful for that—but Toby knows he's caught the man's interest. He's got plenty of experience with people finding him attractive. With men, in particular, taking one look at his pretty face, his lanky confidence, his easy swagger, and wanting to mount him over the nearest convenient table.

Toby loves the power this gives him. He loves, even more, when the men who covet him are big and strong and rugged. Just like Caleb Dunn, who looks more like a gruff and surly lumberjack than a refined CEO of the biggest medical technologies company on the entire west coast.

So, the fact that Caleb has been watching him in ways HR would pitch a fit over?

Toby is delighted.

He doesn't work directly for Caleb—except insofar as everyone at this company is technically Caleb's employee—but his position as assistant to the communications director has him coming and going from the CEO's office multiple times a day. He's made a charming pest of himself at every opportunity, flirting just as far as he thinks he can get away with and savoring the distraction he causes. Toby memorized Caleb's coffee preferences his very first day on the job, and has made a point of showing up with a steaming to-go cup in hand more than once.

The man insists on being called Mr. Dunn by everyone in his employ, but that doesn't stop Toby from cozying up closer in his mind. He'd just as soon think of the man as Caleb, if he's going to fantasize about an invitation to his boss's bed.

Or even better, about getting bent over that sturdy desk and fucked senseless right here.

And the thing is, Toby himself has never been the soul of discretion. He tried not to be too brazen when he first got this gig, but the more time passes—the more he gets away with ogling Caleb and facing no negative consequences—the less subtle he has become. Maybe this is why Caleb's been getting less surreptitious too. Gone are the days in which Toby tortured himself wondering if Velha's stern CEO reciprocated his attraction. In the past few days especially, Caleb has stopped averting his gaze when Toby catches him looking.

Maybe he's begun to trust in Toby's loud-mouthed confidence, to tell him to fuck off if necessary. Maybe it's the passage of time wearing down his defenses. Maybe he's caught on, that Toby just plain doesn't mind.

Caleb certainly does not look like a man who feels guilty for getting caught staring at an employee's ass.

The night of Velha's big quarterly deadline, Toby finds himself surrounded by an office full of frantic employees and managers, all scurrying about the building as though this is a perfectly normal tradition. Apparently, he learns by cornering a casual friend from the marketing department, this isn't some unforeseen crisis, but rather an inevitability. An event that happens periodically, no matter how much prep work the company does to try and get ahead of the deadline.

This is simply the night everyone stays late to handle things. Everyone knows—except the newbies, it seems, which in this case appears to be only Toby—when the crunch is coming. The overtime pay is beyond generous, making it an event that doesn't even cause much grumbling, as everything gets done just under the wire. Every time.

The aura filling the office is tense just the same. Frantic copy-edits of marketing materials, last minute quality control reviews, people at all levels of employment coming and going, scrambling about like pinballs through a complicated machine.

Then there's Toby, new enough to the team that no one expects him to handle any of the truly urgent material. He finds himself relegated to playing intra-office courier, relaying messages and documents that can't afford to sit unnoticed in a shared inbox. Getting people coffee and emergency sandwiches and, in a couple of cases, aspirin. The work is far beneath his abilities and his usual challenging duties, but it's better than being sent home as superfluous. He doesn't want anyone to think of him as an outsider or an unnecessary element.

Caleb's office is inevitably among the places Toby is expected to check in and make deliveries, so he does. Usually he ends up interrupting conversations that have nothing to do with him, discussions between management level folks who are responsible for things way above his pay grade. And as the normal workday tumbles past and expands into evening, each subsequent visit to the CEO's office brings Toby face-to-face with the man himself.

Caleb looks tense, more so as the hours stretch later, though of course Toby doesn't comment. It's not anxiety, though. Toby's pretty confident he can read Caleb well enough to trust his gut, and surely Caleb has survived this rodeo enough times not to actually be worried about failure. It looks more like bone-deep exhaustion, weighing down powerful shoulders and dragging an expressive scowl deeper by gradual degrees.

Toby can't help watching this transformation with fascination, every chance he gets. Caleb Dunn is not what most would consider a handsome man, too grim and rough around the edges. But Toby adores his face—his strong jaw and jutting brow—his silvery beard and small, steely eyes. He looks like the sort of man who could just as easily turn hard and cruel, as melt into something softer, and Toby often wonders which way he would break in a more intimate moment.

Tonight though, Caleb's darkening expression makes him look tired instead of handsome, and Toby wishes there were something he could do to help.

It seems an eternity before the frantic
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