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CHAPTER 1


          

          
            FAMILY EXPECTATIONS

          

        

      

    

    
      The autumn wind whipped across the suburban athletic complex, carrying the sharp scent of crushed grass and cheap concession stand coffee. All around the perimeter of the field, a dense crowd of soccer parents screamed themselves hoarse, their frantic voices blending into a chaotic wall of noise as the local league match kicked into high gear. Dozens of spectators paced the sidelines, rattling plastic water bottles and waving makeshift team banners in the crisp air.

      On the hard aluminum bleachers, Marcus Reynolds sat perfectly erect, his massive 6’4” frame cutting an imposing, dominant figure among the softer, slouching suburban dads. His broad, heavily muscled chest stretched the fabric of his jacket almost beyond its limits. His body was a physical testament to the fierce discipline he maintained every second of his life.

      Beneath the metal bench, his hands held his smartphone flat against his thigh. His piercing slate gray eyes flicked downward, tracking row after row of dense spreadsheet data and complex corporate liability charts. For several relentless weeks, Marcus had spearheaded the hostile takeover of Prime Financial’s biggest retail banking competitor, a multi-billion dollar warfare that had drained his sleep and pushed his immense physical stamina to its absolute limits. Every legal maneuver demanded complete, unwavering focus. A rigid, calculated smile remained plastered on his clean-shaven face whenever a nearby parent glanced his way, expertly masking the brutal professional exhaustion roaring through his mind.

      Beside him, his wife Vanessa watched the field with a practiced look of maternal pride, her long, wavy chestnut hair catching the wind. Without tracing a single glance toward him, she slipped her slender hand under. Her fingers slid purposefully over his trousers, her palm instantly locking around his heavy crotch. She squeezed the dense, resting weight of his massive package with a firm, deliberate grip. It was a silent, highly charged invitation to fuck her right there in the shadow of the screaming bleachers.

      The unexpected pressure caused a surge of raw, animalistic lust to bolt straight through him. Marcus kept his eyes locked on the soccer field, his jaw tightening as his thick cock instantly hardened into a rock-hard rod against his fly. The massive shaft expanded rapidly under her tight grip, veins swelling thick and rigid against the fabric. Shifting his weight subtly on the hard aluminum seat, Marcus deliberately angled his hips forward, pressing the expanding, heavy mass of his hard dick firmly into her open palm. He held it there, forcing her to feel the aggressive, heavy weight of his erection before he reached down, took her wrist in his massive hand, and gently but firmly removed her fingers to preserve his public composure.

      He watched his ten-year-old daughter, Caitlin, sprint down the sideline, her energetic movements full of competitive drive. Marcus felt a deep, masculine pride in the offspring he had produced so far. Tommy was already growing into a focused, respectful young man, and Caitlin possessed the same ruthless drive to win that fueled his own corporate conquests. The thought of expanding his legacy crossed his mind. He wanted a third child, another extension of his dominant bloodline to provide for and protect.

      Locking his phone away into his pocket, Marcus fully re-entered the domestic arena. He leaned forward over his thick thighs, his booming, authoritative voice easily cutting through the surrounding chatter as he cheered for his daughter and her team.
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        * * *

      

      The dining room of the sprawling Reynolds estate gleamed with the quiet luxury that only massive, unyielding wealth could secure. Polished wood, heavy crystal stemware, and custom architectural molding framed the space. It was a physical testament to the financial empire Marcus commanded during the daylight hours. He took his place at the head of the long table, deliberately pushing the high-stakes anxieties of the Prime Financial merger into the shadows of his mind. This nightly ritual was non-negotiable. No matter how brutal the daylight hours became, his family required his presence, and he forced himself to be entirely there for them.

      With deliberate, powerful movements, Marcus handled the heavy silver carving knife, slicing clean portions of meat for his wife and children. He ensured every plate was filled, taking immense pride in his role as the ultimate masculine provider who sustained this entire household. Looking down the length of the table at his children, he felt the heavy, satisfying weight of his absolute duty. To him, financial dominance wasn't just about winning an aggressive corporate war; it was the only real way to safeguard his family's future, erecting an impenetrable wall of security that no outsider could ever breach.

      As the meal progressed, his authoritative yet warm presence filled the room, commanding total, effortless respect from his kids.

      “Dad, coach had us running the varsity defensive drills today,” Tommy said, speaking clearly and confidently as he sat up straight. “I kept the varsity line from getting through the pocket during scrimmage.”

      Marcus nodded, his deep voice carrying a firm, reassuring weight. “Good to hear that, son. Control the line, Tommy. You dictate the pace, not them. Keep that focus up.”

      “I got an A on my volcano project today, Dad,” Caitlin chattered, practically bouncing in her seat as she looked up at him. “When I added the baking soda and the red food coloring, it bubbled all over the kitchen table at school. Everyone else’s just sort of leaked, but mine went everywhere.”

      Marcus let out a low, appreciative chuckle. “Hah, glad to hear that. It’s because you didn't skimp on the ingredients, see? Proud of you, sweetheart.”

      Vanessa smiled softly from the other end of the table. “They’ve both been working hard all week, Marcus. It’s paying off.”

      “It shows, it shows. I expect nothing less,” Marcus replied, looking over his family.

      He was the undisputed anchor of this home, an alpha fiercely dedicated to taking care of his litter, and he was proud of the way they acknowledgment and appreciated him for it.
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        * * *

      

      Once the children climbed the stairs to their bedrooms and Vanessa retreated into the master suite, the silence of the mansion settled around Marcus. The mask he put on for everyone, foes, friends, and family alike, finally slipped. Pacing the dark living room barefoot, he felt the cool hardwood beneath his soles as he reached up to yank his silk tie loose. He unbuttoned the collar of his dress shirt, venting the thick heat trapped against his massive, hairless chest.

      He took a moment to reflect on his life. Managing this dual existence required a brutal level of mental discipline. The moment his feet crossed the threshold of his home, he had to forcefully chain the predatory, cutthroat beast of the private equity world, instantly adopting the patient, protective persona of the ultimate patriarch. His absolute commitment to sustaining this family was the only anchor capable of grounding his soaring, dominant ego before he plunged back into the corporate meat grinder. He needed one to make the other possible.

      The moment the house fell completely still, Marcus retreated into his home office to prepare for the final step in the negotiations. Even at night, even in his own home, work couldn’t be avoided. He kept it separate from his family, but he never neglected it. He had a midnight conference call scheduled with his overseas legal team, the final coordinated market assault designed to completely overpower his rival by dawn.

      Standing alone behind his desk, surrounded by the quiet luxury of his private study, Marcus let out a low, gravelly sigh. He unzipped his trousers, letting the heavy fabric drop slightly to free his intense, mounting physical tension. Reaching deep inside his briefs, his large, rough hand cupped the massive, heavy weight of his sack, lifting and adjusting his thick balls as they hung low in the warmly lit room. He wrapped his thick fingers around the substantial, heavy trunk of his cock, idly stroking the smooth, expanding skin as the raw adrenaline of the upcoming corporate execution began to harden it against his palm.

      A slow, arrogant smirk spread across his face as his thumb smeared a bead of pre-cum over the swollen head. His mind drifted back to a fiercely vivid memory from his twenties—a sweaty, alcohol-fueled night in a gym locker room when a group of his buddies had dared each other to drop their pants and compare dicks. Marcus remembered the exact look of total, submissive awe on their faces when he had unveiled his thick, monstrous package, completely eclipsing every other man in the room. They had gathered around, their eyes glued to his massive, low-hanging meat, completely broken and emasculated by his sheer, undeniable genetic dominance. He had been the undisputed alpha among them, ruling over those desperate, staring men just like he ruled over the weaklings in the boardroom today.

      Smiling at the memory, Marcus gave his throbbing shaft one final, heavy squeeze, tucking himself back in just as the line clicked open to connect him with his waiting subordinates.
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