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      The gym was quiet—too quiet for a Tuesday evening. I wiped the sweat from my brow, my eyes darting across the room. I’d been coming here for weeks, hoping for this exact moment. And there he was, standing by the water fountain, sipping casually as if he hadn’t just been benching twice my weight. Reed Parrish.

      My boss. The man I’d been fantasizing about since my internship started three months ago. Reed was older, sure—38 to my 25—but age had only sharpened his edges. Broad shoulders, a chiseled jawline, and that unmistakable air of authority that made my stomach flip. I'd never dared to approach Reed at work, but here? In this gym, known for its other kind of workouts? This was different.

      I took a deep breath, adjusting my black tank top to show off just a little more of my toned chest. I grabbed my water bottle and walked over, trying to seem casual. My heart pounded so loudly I was sure Reed would hear it.

      “Guess we’re the only ones left,” I said, my voice a little too loud in the empty space.

      Reed looked up, his piercing blue eyes scanning me up and down. Does he recognize me? I wondered, panic flaring. But Reed’s expression gave nothing away.

      “Guess so,” Reed replied, his voice low and smooth. He leaned against the fountain, his arms crossed. “You come here often?”

      “Enough to know it’s usually quieter at this time,” I said, forcing a grin. My palms were sweating, but I refused to show it. “You?”

      Reed shrugged. “I like the privacy. Less distractions.”

      I swallowed hard. Is he flirting? I couldn’t tell. Reed’s tone was neutral, but his eyes—those eyes—seemed to linger a little too long. I decided to push my luck.

      “Privacy’s nice,” I said, stepping closer. “Sometimes it’s better when there aren’t too many people around. Easier to… focus.”

      Reed raised an eyebrow, a small smirk playing at the corner of his lips. “Focus on what, exactly?”

      I felt a shiver run down his spine. Holy shit. He’s definitely flirting. “On what matters,” I said, my voice dropping just a little.

      Reed’s smirk widened. He set his water bottle down and took a step closer, closing the distance between us. “And what matters to you?”

      My breath hitched. I could smell Reed’s cologne—something musky and expensive—mixed with the faint scent of sweat. Fuck. I hadn’t planned for this to escalate so quickly, but I wasn’t about to back down now.

      “Right now?” I whispered, my eyes locked on Reed’s. “You.”

      Reed’s eyes darkened, and for a moment, I thought he’d crossed a line. But then Reed grabbed my wrist, his grip firm but not painful. “You’re bold,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “I like that.”

      My heart raced as Reed pulled me closer. Our bodies were almost touching now, and I could feel the heat radiating off him. This is really happening. I licked my lips, my mouth suddenly dry.

      “Bold enough to do what?” I asked, my voice trembling despite my best efforts.

      Reed leaned in, his lips brushing against my ear. “You tell me.”

      My knees went weak. I could feel Reed’s breath hot against my skin, and it sent a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. I didn’t think, didn’t hesitate. My hands went to Reed’s waist, pulling him even closer.

      “I want to make you feel good,” I whispered, my lips grazing Reed’s neck. “Can I?”

      Reed’s grip tightened on my wrist, and for a moment, I thought I’d pushed too far. But then Reed let out a low growl and leaned back, his eyes blazing with desire.

      “Show me,” Reed said, his voice rough.

      I didn’t need to be told twice. I dropped to my knees, my hands fumbling with the waistband of Reed’s shorts. My fingers trembled as I pulled them down, exposing Reed’s hardening cock. Oh god. It was even bigger than I’d imagined, thick and veined, already leaking at the tip.

      I looked up, my eyes meeting Reed’s. “Is this okay?” I asked.

      Reed nodded, his jaw tight with anticipation. “Don’t stop.”

      That was all the encouragement I needed. I leaned forward, my tongue flicking out to taste the salty pre-cum on Reed’s tip. Reed let out a sharp breath, his hand tangling in my hair. Fuck, yes.

      I took him deeper, my lips wrapping around Reed’s shaft as I sucked. I could feel Reed’s muscles tensing, hear the low groans escaping his throat. It drove me wild, knowing I was the one causing this reaction. I bobbed my head, taking Reed as deep as I could, my tongue swirling around the sensitive underside.

      Reed’s hips jerked forward, his cock hitting the back of my throat. I gagged but didn’t pull away. I wanted this—wanted to make Reed lose control. My hands gripped Reed’s thighs, holding him steady as I worked my mouth up and down, faster and faster.

      “Fuck,” Reed growled, his fingers tightening in my hair. “You’re so good at this.”

      I moaned around Reed’s cock, the vibration making Reed shudder. I could feel Reed’s balls tightening, and I knew he was close. I redoubled my efforts, sucking harder, my tongue working overtime.

      Reed’s breath came in short, sharp gasps, and then he was coming, his release spilling into my mouth. I swallowed every drop, my own cock straining against his shorts. I didn’t stop until Reed was spent, gently pulling back with a soft pop.

      I looked up, my lips swollen and glistening. Reed’s eyes were half-lidded, a satisfied grin on his face.

      “Well,” Reed said, his voice still rough. “That was unexpected.”

      I grinned, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “Good unexpected?”

      Reed chuckled, pulling his shorts back up. “Very good.” His gaze drops deliberately over me, as if he’s inspecting every muscle, and his eyes linger on my own erection stretching the front of my shorts. He jerks his head toward the locker room. “Hit the showers?” But he lingers on each word like he’s inviting me to more than just wash off, like maybe this is going to be one hell of a story to tell someday.

      I try not to sound too eager when I say yes.

      We walk side by side through the empty hallway. I can feel my pulse quickening with every step, each one bringing me closer to what I’ve been fantasizing about since I first saw him at the office. I glance sideways at him; he looks relaxed, like he’s done this a million times. Maybe he has. The locker room is dimly lit, echoing with the distant thud of music from the aerobics studio. He pushes open the door to the showers, and we’re alone.

      My heart pounds in my ears as the steam envelops us. I can hardly believe this is happening. We pick a stall away from the entrance, and he turns on the water until it’s scalding hot. My skin tingles under the spray as I watch Reed tug off his shorts. They hit the tile floor next to us with a wet smack.

      Reed watches me for a moment, his eyes dark under his damp hair. He steps closer until he’s right up against me, the water streaming down between us.

      He kisses me, hard and fast, like he’s erasing the last barrier between us. And then his hands are in my hair, fingers gripping tight as he moves to my neck, biting just enough to make me gasp. I can feel his control slipping; he’s hungry for this, for me, and it makes me bold.

      Reed sinks to his knees on the wet tile and reach for my shorts. My cock springs free, already thick and hard, and I can hardly breathe around how much I want him.

      Reed leans in, taking me into his mouth in one swift motion. I groan, low and guttural, echoing off the tiled walls. The sound vibrates through me as he works me over, his hands finding their place on my thighs.

      The water makes everything slick; I can barely keep hold of the rhythm. But Reed seems to love it, gripping my thighs as I thrust deeper down his throat. He’s relentless and wild, nothing like the composed boss I know from the office. I’m giving him everything, and he knows it.

      “Fuck,” I gasp. My legs tremble under his hands as he takes me even deeper. It’s all happening so fast—a blur of sensation and heat. He pulls back just enough to catch his breath before swallowing me again, harder this time.

      I can feel the tension building in my body, electric and unstoppable.

      I grab his hair, and I’m close. Having Reed’s cock in my mouth turned me on enough that I’m amazed I didn’t come in my shorts, and his incredible mouth won’t let me last much longer. Reed hollows his cheeks, wanting to take me over the edge, wanting to feel me unravel. With a final thrust, I spill into him, moaning in a way that echoes around us like a chorus.

      Reed swallows every drop, greedy for it. My grip loosens as I shudder against him, and he pulls back slowly, looking up at me through the misty steam, eyes dark with what looks like appreciation, maybe even admiration.

      “God damn,” he finally says, laughing breathlessly.

      I grin down at him, wiping water from my eyes.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, I was at my desk, trying to focus on work but failing miserably. My mind kept drifting back to the gym, to Reed’s hands in my hair, his cock in my mouth. Shit. I needed to get it together.

      “Aiden.” The voice startled me, and I looked up to see Reed standing in the doorway of my office. Fuck.

      “Yes, Mr. Parrish?” I said, my heart racing.

      Reed’s eyes narrowed as he studied my face. Am I about to get fired? I thought, panic rising. But then Reed’s expression shifted, and a slow smile spread across his face.

      “My office. Now.”

      My heart pounded as I followed Reed into the office, the heavy door clicking shut behind him. The room was immaculate, sleek and modern, with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. Reed’s desk dominated the space, its surface polished to a mirror-like shine. I stood awkwardly near the door, unsure of what to do with my hands.

      Reed leaned against the edge of his desk, arms crossed, his broad shoulders casting a shadow over the room. His piercing blue eyes locked onto me, and despite the professionalism of the setting, there was something unmistakably predatory in his gaze.

      “Close the door,” Reed said, his voice low and commanding.

      I hesitated for a split second before obeying, the soft click of the door echoing in the silence. I turned back to face Reed, my mouth suddenly dry.

      Reed’s smile returned, slow and deliberate. “So, Aiden,” he began, his tone casual but laced with an unspoken intent. “Do you always follow your boss’s orders so willingly?”

      I swallowed hard, my mind racing. “I—I try to, sir.”

      Reed’s chuckle was deep, almost a rumble. “Good. That’s what I like to hear.” He pushed off the desk and took a step closer, his presence filling the room. “You’re quite the… interesting intern, Aiden.”

      I felt a flush creep up my neck. “Thank you, sir.”

      Reed’s hand reached out, fingers brushing against my chin, tilting my face up slightly. “It was you at the gym last night.” It’s not a question.

      My breath hitched. He does recognize me. “Yes, sir.”

      Reed’s thumb traced the line of my jaw, sending a shiver down my spine. “And you were very… eager to please.”

      My eyes widened, my pulse quickening. “I didn’t know it was you, sir.”

      “But now you do.”

      My lips parted, but no words came out. My body was taut, every nerve ending hyper-aware of Reed’s proximity.

      Reed stepped even closer, his breath warm against my ear. “And I think you liked it.”

      My knees nearly buckled at the words, the memory of last night flooding back in vivid detail. “Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

      Reed’s hand slid down to my neck, fingers curling around it possessively. “Prove it.”

      My eyes widened. “Sir?”

      Reed’s grip tightened slightly, just enough to make my pulse thrum. “On the desk. Now.”

      My legs moved before my brain could fully process the command. I backed up until my hips hit the edge of the desk, the cool surface biting into my skin through my pants. Reed followed, his body crowding me until there was no space between us.

      “Good boy,” Reed murmured, his hand sliding down to unbutton my pants. I held my breath as Reed’s fingers worked the zipper down, the sound impossibly loud in the quiet room. When Reed’s hand slipped inside, I gasped, my hips jerking forward instinctively.

      Reed’s lips curved into a smirk as he pulled my cock free, already half-hard. “Eager as ever, I see.”

      My face burned, but I couldn’t look away, couldn’t tear my eyes from Reed’s as the older man knelt in front of me for the second time. This can’t be real, I thought, my mind spinning. But the warmth of Reed’s breath against my skin was all too real.

      Reed’s tongue flicked out, teasing the tip of my cock, and a strangled moan escaped my lips. Reed’s hands gripped my hips, holding me steady as he took me fully into his mouth.

      My head fell back, my hands scrambling for purchase on the edge of the desk. Reed’s mouth was hot and wet, his tongue working in deliberate, torturous strokes that had me trembling.
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