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Chapter 1: The First Heat (Months 1–2)
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Victor Kane stood at the head of the thirty-foot obsidian conference table like a conqueror surveying his spoils. At forty-eight years old, the CEO of a major corporation was still an imposing figure — six-foot-three, broad-shouldered, with a jawline sharp enough to cut glass and the cold, calculating eyes of a man who had never lost.

“Gentlemen,” he said, voice booming through the room, “and ladies.” The last word dripped with mockery as he looked at the three remaining female executives. “Another record quarter. Another group of weak competitors crushed beneath us. If any of you have a problem with the new non-compete clauses or the updated NDAs, feel free to speak up now. Or pack your desks.”

No one spoke. They never did.

Victor smiled, sharp and satisfied. He had built this empire on intelligence, ruthlessness, and the occasional well-timed threat. The latest harassment complaints? Bought off. The whistleblowers? Silenced with ironclad settlements. He was untouchable.

That night, back in his penthouse, Victor celebrated the only way he knew how. His latest mistress, a stunning twenty-six-year-old former intern named Sophia, was already waiting on her knees beside the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Manhattan.

“You know what I like,” he growled, unzipping his trousers.

Sophia obeyed without hesitation.

She sank gracefully to her knees on the thick Persian rug, her eyes downcast in practiced submission. At twenty-six, she was stunning — long dark hair, full lips, and a body kept perfect through rigorous discipline and Victor’s expensive demands. She knew exactly what he wanted.

Victor stood over her like a king, unzipping his trousers with one hand. His cock sprang free, already thick and heavy with arousal from the thrill of another victorious day.

“Open,” he commanded, voice low and rough.

Sophia parted her glossy lips obediently. Victor tangled his thick fingers deep into her silky hair, gripping her firmly as he thrust forward, sliding his cock straight into the wet heat of her mouth. He didn’t ease in — he took her with the same arrogant entitlement he brought to every boardroom, every negotiation, every hostile takeover.

“Fuck... that’s it,” he growled, hips rocking as he used her mouth with long, demanding strokes. He pushed deeper, hitting the back of her throat, holding her there until her eyes watered. Sophia gagged softly but didn’t pull away. She never did. She knew better.

Victor fucked her face with lazy confidence, savoring the power. The wet, obscene sounds of her sucking and choking filled the penthouse. He watched her mascara run with dark satisfaction, one hand still fisted in her hair while the other held his scotch glass.

“Good girl,” he muttered, voice dripping with condescension. “This is what you’re best at.”

He picked up speed, thrusting harder, using her like a toy. Sophia’s hands rested obediently on his thighs, letting him control the rhythm completely. When he finally felt his climax building, he buried himself deep and held her there, groaning as he spilled down her throat in thick, heavy pulses.

Sophia swallowed every drop without complaint.

Victor pulled out slowly, barely sparing her a glance as he tucked himself away. A thin string of saliva connected her swollen lips to the head of his cock for a moment before breaking. She stayed on her knees, breathing hard, lips glistening.

He turned away, walking naked to the bar cart and pouring himself a generous measure of aged scotch. He took a slow sip, savoring the burn, then finally looked back at her.

“You can go now,” he said dismissively, waving a hand as if shooing away an intern. “Clean yourself up before you leave.”

Sophia rose silently, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and gathered her things without a word. The heavy door clicked shut behind her a minute later.

Victor didn’t watch her leave. He was already thinking about tomorrow’s conquests.

As he lay in bed later, a strange warmth spread through his chest. He chalked it up to the scotch and the satisfying day. But the dreams that came were vivid and unsettling — soft skin, curving bodies, and an overwhelming, liquid heat pooling low in his belly.



Victor woke the next morning feeling... incredible.

He sat up in the massive king-sized bed, rolling his shoulders experimentally. The chronic ache in his right knee — that old souvenir from a brutal college football injury that had nagged him for decades — was completely gone. His lower back, which usually screamed in protest after long days hunched over contracts and screens, felt loose, supple, and strong. He swung his legs over the side of the bed and stood tall, stretching his powerful arms overhead with a satisfied groan.

“Damn,” he muttered, grinning at his reflection in the floor-length mirror. His body looked the same — still broad, still imposing — but he felt ten years younger. Whatever that weird fever dream had been, it had left him refreshed and energized like nothing else.

Over the next two weeks, the changes remained subtle enough that Victor could easily dismiss them.

His skin began to lose the rough, weathered texture that years of stress, late nights, expensive scotch, and ruthless boardroom battles had carved into it. It looked smoother, almost unnaturally glowing under the harsh LED lights of his executive bathroom. One morning, after a shower, he caught himself running a hand slowly down his forearm, surprised by how silky and soft it felt beneath his fingers.

“Must be that new skincare line the marketing team pushed,” he muttered to his reflection, shaking his head. “Waste of money... but I’ll take it.”

His energy was truly boundless. He powered through eighteen-hour days without the usual afternoon crash, dominated every negotiation with brutal precision and razor-sharp focus, and crushed two more competitors in hostile takeovers. Even his libido surged. He fucked Sophia harder and longer than he had in months — bending her over his desk after hours, taking her against the glass windows of his penthouse, and demanding round after round until she was trembling and exhausted.

During one particularly intense session in his private office, something strange happened. Sophia dragged her nails lightly down his chest as he thrust into her from behind. The sensation was electric — far sharper and more intense than it should have been. A hot shiver raced straight down his spine and pulsed through his cock.

“Fuck... do that again,” he demanded, voice rough with sudden need.

She obeyed, raking her nails across his skin once more. Victor groaned loudly, hips snapping forward harder as unexpected pleasure flooded his body. He came harder than he had in years, burying himself deep inside her with a guttural moan.

By the end of Month 1, Victor was masturbating more often than usual — sometimes twice a day. The pleasure had become sharper, deeper, almost addictive. One late night, after everyone else had left the building, he locked the door to his private office, leaned back in his oversized leather chair, and freed his thick cock. He stroked himself with slow, firm strokes, savoring the heightened sensitivity. Every glide of his hand felt electric. His balls felt unusually warm and tight. When the orgasm finally hit, it rolled through him in long, powerful waves. He came hard, groaning as thick ropes of cum painted his expensive white shirt and toned abs.

“Goddamn,” he panted, staring at the ceiling with a lazy, satisfied smirk. “I need to get laid more.”

He cleaned himself up, tossed the ruined shirt aside, and poured another scotch, completely convinced this was just the result of reduced stress and better sleep.



Month 2

The first real warning sign came during a quarterly earnings call.

Victor was in full stride, leaning forward in his high-backed leather chair at the head of the conference table, tearing apart a division head’s projections with surgical precision. His deep, commanding voice filled the room through the speakerphone and video feed.

“—these numbers are pathetic. If you think I’m going to accept a seven percent shortfall because your team couldn’t close the deal, you’re even more delusional than—”

His voice suddenly cracked mid-sentence — jumping sharply half an octave into a higher, almost musical tone before dropping back down.

The entire room went dead silent. Two dozen executives and remote participants stared at him in shock. A few exchanged wide-eyed glances. Victor froze for half a second, his face burning with raw fury.

He cleared his throat aggressively. “Technical glitch,” he snarled. “Continue.”

But the damage was done. The call continued in a noticeably more subdued tone, and Victor could feel the whispers already starting.

Two days later, the crack happened again — this time during a private strategy meeting with his legal team.

He was berating them over the latest batch of harassment settlements when it struck again, louder and more noticeable. His voice jumped into a clear, feminine register for a full two seconds before he forced it back down.

One of the younger attorneys — a sharp, dark-haired woman named Rebecca who had miraculously survived three of his previous purges — couldn’t hide the faintest smirk that tugged at the corner of her mouth.

Victor’s eyes locked onto her like a predator.

“You’re fired,” he snapped instantly, voice still slightly unsteady. “Clear your desk. Security will escort you out.”

Rebecca’s smirk vanished, but the look in her eyes as she gathered her things wasn’t fear — it was something closer to dark satisfaction.

That night, alone in his sprawling penthouse, the fever returned stronger than before.

Victor stripped off his clothes and collapsed into bed, but sleep wouldn’t come. His skin felt hypersensitive, every brush of the silk sheets sending sparks across his body. When the cool fabric dragged across his nipples, an unexpected jolt of pleasure shot straight through his chest, making him hiss through clenched teeth.

“What the fuck...” he growled, rolling onto his back.

His cock was already rock hard, throbbing angrily against his stomach. He reached down and wrapped his large hand around it, stroking with rough, familiar motions. But something was different. His balls felt unusually warm and tight, drawn up closer to his body. Every stroke sent waves of intense pleasure radiating outward in ways he wasn’t used to.

The orgasm built frighteningly fast. Victor’s hips bucked involuntarily as he pumped himself harder. When it finally hit, it crashed over him with shocking intensity. A broken, disturbingly high moan escaped his lips as thick ropes of cum erupted across his toned abs and chest.

He lay there afterward, chest heaving, staring at the ceiling in the dim glow of the city lights.

“This is nothing,” he whispered hoarsely to the empty room. “Stress. Exhaustion. Too much scotch. It’ll pass.”

But even as he said the words, a strange, delicate warmth lingered deep in his belly — something soft, hungry, and completely alien.

And the Bloom was only getting started.
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