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Content Disclaimer

This story is a work of fiction intended for mature audiences. It features adult characters engaging in consensual roleplay and sexual exploration.

The use of the term “Daddy” in this book refers exclusively to a consensual dominant/submissive (D/s) dynamic between adults. It is not indicative of any familial or incestuous relationship, nor is there any such relationship depicted or implied.

All characters in this book are over the age of 18 and willingly engage in legal, consensual adult activities. This book is intended purely for entertainment and does not depict or condone illegal or non-consensual behavior.

Reader discretion is advised.
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The office is quiet, the hum of the fluorescent lights overhead a steady, almost hypnotic backdrop to the tension coiled in my chest. I stand in front of Greg’s desk, my heart pounding so hard I’m convinced he can hear it. Greg, my manager, my daddy, leans back in his chair, his eyes locked on me with that intense, commanding gaze that makes my knees weak. He’s 35, a full 16 years older than me, and he carries himself with a confidence that’s both intimidating and intoxicating. His cologne lingers in the air, a rich blend of leather and sandalwood, and it’s making my head spin. The scent alone is enough to remind me of who he is—a man in control, a man who knows exactly what he wants. And right now, I’m pretty sure I’m it.

“Close the door, Max,” he says, his voice deep and smooth, like velvet over gravel. I swallow hard, my throat dry, and do as he says. The click of the door shutting echoes in the silence, sealing us in this space together. My hands are shaking slightly as I turn back to him, my eyes darting around the room—the polished wooden desk, the leather chair, the framed degrees on the wall. Everything screams authority, and I’m acutely aware of how out of place I feel, a 19-year-old twink in this corporate world. But Greg’s presence makes it all feel different, like the rules don’t apply to us here.

Greg stands, his tall frame looming over me. He’s wearing a tailored suit that hugs his broad shoulders and narrow waist, and I can’t help but notice the way his tie hangs loose, as if he’s already anticipating what’s about to happen. My cheeks flush, and I bite my lip, trying to steady my nerves. I’ve never done anything like this before, but the way Greg looks at me—like he owns me, like he wants me—makes my stomach flutter with a mix of fear and desire. It’s a dangerous combination, one that has me both terrified and achingly aroused.

“Nervous?” he asks, his voice low, almost a whisper. I nod, unable to speak. The word feels stuck in my throat, trapped behind the lump of anticipation. He steps closer, his presence overwhelming, and places a hand on my shoulder. His touch is firm, grounding, and I feel myself relax just a little. The warmth of his palm seeps through my shirt, a stark contrast to the cool air conditioning of the office. “Don’t be,” he murmurs, his breath warm against my ear. “I’ll take care of you.”

His words send a shiver down my spine, and before I can process what’s happening, he’s guiding me to my knees. The carpet is soft beneath me, a stark contrast to the hardness of the situation. I look up at him, my eyes wide, and he smirks, that confident, knowing smirk that makes my heart race. It’s a smirk that says he’s in control, and I’m just along for the ride. He unbuckles his belt slowly, deliberately, his movements calculated to heighten the anticipation. My breath quickens as he unzips his pants, the sound of the zipper breaking the silence like a crack of thunder. It’s a sound that feels both forbidden and inevitable, like the start of something I can’t turn back from.

His cock springs free, thick and uncut, the head already glistening with pre-cum. It’s bigger than I expected, and my throat constricts at the sight. I’ve never done this before—never sucked a guy off, never even seen a dick in person until now. But Greg’s gaze is steady, encouraging, and I feel a surge of determination. I want to please him, to prove myself, even if it’s terrifying. The weight of the moment presses down on me, but his confidence is infectious, and I find myself wanting to rise to the challenge.

I reach out, my fingers trembling as I wrap them around his shaft. It’s warm, pulsing with life, and I can feel the veins beneath the smooth skin. The texture is both foreign and fascinating, and I can’t help but marvel at the power it holds. Greg groans softly, his head tipping back, and I take that as my cue. I lean forward, my lips brushing against the head of his cock, and the taste hits me immediately—salty, musky, distinctly masculine. It’s overwhelming, but not unpleasant, and I close my eyes, focusing on the sensation. The flavor is raw and primal, a taste that speaks to something deeper than just physical desire.

I take him into my mouth, inch by inch, my lips stretching around his thickness. He’s so big, and I gag slightly as he presses deeper, my throat constricting around him. The sensation is intense, a mix of discomfort and pleasure that leaves me breathless. Greg’s hands tangle in my hair, guiding me, and I relax, letting him take control. He thrusts gently, his cock sliding past my lips, and I moan around him, the sound vibrating against his skin. The noise feels dirty, filthy, and it only adds to the thrill of the moment.

“That’s it, baby,” he growls, his voice thick with desire. “Take it. Take all of me.”

His words send a jolt of electricity through me, and I do my best to follow his instructions, hollowing my cheeks as I deep-throat him, my nose pressing against his trim pubic hair. The taste intensifies, a mix of salt and something uniquely Greg, and I find myself craving more. It’s like an addiction, one I can’t get enough of. I bob my head, my lips sliding up and down his shaft, my tongue flicking over the sensitive underside. The rhythm is uneven at first, but I quickly find my pace, my mouth working in sync with his groans.

“Fuck, Max,” he pants, his voice rough. “You’re a natural.”

I pull off with a wet pop, gasping for air, and look up at him. His eyes are dark with lust, his chest heaving, and I feel a rush of pride at the effect I’m having on him. The sight of him like this—disheveled, desperate—is incredibly hot, and it fuels my own desire. “I’ve never done this before,” I admit, my voice trembling. The confession feels vulnerable, but there’s no judgment in his eyes, only desire.

Greg’s smirk returns, softer this time, almost tender. “I know,” he says, his thumb brushing my cheek. “But you’re doing amazing.”

His words are like a balm, soothing my nerves and stoking my confidence. Before I can respond, he’s pushing me back, his hands firm on my shoulders as he guides me onto the desk. The cold wood presses against my back, and I shiver, my legs spreading wide as he kneels between them. My heart is pounding, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps, as I realize what’s about to happen. The desk feels solid beneath me, a stark contrast to the liquid heat pooling in my stomach.

Greg’s eyes trail down my body, lingering on the tight jeans I’m wearing, and I feel exposed, vulnerable. He hooks his fingers into the waistband, pulling them down slowly, his gaze never leaving mine. My cheeks burn with embarrassment, but the desire in his eyes chases away any lingering doubts. He tosses my jeans aside, leaving me in just my boxers, and I bite my lip, anticipation coiling in my stomach. The air feels charged, electric, as if the very molecules around us are buzzing with anticipation.

“Such a pretty boy,” he murmurs, his voice a low rumble. “All mine.”

His words send a thrill through me, a mix of fear and excitement. He pushes my boxers down, baring me completely, and I squirm, my skin prickling under his intense scrutiny. Greg’s beard scratches my thighs as he leans in, his breath ghosting over my sensitive skin, and I shiver, my cock twitching in response. His mouth follows, slow and deliberate, licking a path up my inner thigh, and I whimper, my hips bucking involuntarily. The sensation is both ticklish and arousing, a combination that leaves me squirming.

“Shh,” he soothes, his lips brushing my ear. “Relax for me.”

His mouth finds my ass, his tongue pressing against my tight hole, and I gasp, the sensation overwhelming. It’s wet, warm, and his beard scratches the sensitive skin, sending shivers down my spine. I clench, my body instinctively resisting, but Greg’s hands grip my hips, holding me still. “Let me in,” he commands, his voice firm but gentle. The duality in his tone—dominant yet caring—only heightens my arousal.

I nod, my breath coming in short gasps, and he
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