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      The gym was quiet—too quiet for a Tuesday evening. I dabbed at the sweat on my brow, my eyes scanning the empty space. I’d been coming here for weeks, longing for this exact moment. And there he was, leaning casually by the water fountain, sipping water as if he hadn’t just been lifting twice my weight. Drew Bryne.

      My boss. The man I’d been fantasizing about since my internship began three months ago. Drew was older—38 to my 25—but his age only refined his rugged appeal. Broad shoulders, a chiseled jawline, and that unmistakable air of authority sent shivers down my spine. I’d never dared approach him 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 so it hinted at my toned curves, and grabbed my water bottle. I walked over trying to appear casual, though my heart pounded so loudly I was sure he could hear it.

      “Guess we’re the only ones left,” I said, my voice a shade too bold in the empty room.

      Drew looked up, his piercing blue eyes roaming over me. Did he recognize me? I wondered, a flush of nerves rising. But his face betrayed nothing.

      “Guess so,” Drew replied in his low, smooth tone as he leaned against the fountain, arms crossed. “You come here often?”

      “Enough to know it’s usually quiet at this time,” I said, forcing a smile despite my clammy palms. “You?”

      Drew shrugged. “I like the privacy. Fewer distractions.”

      My heart pounded. Was he flirting? His neutral tone did little to confirm it, yet those eyes lingered a moment too long. Taking a daring step forward, I added, “Privacy’s nice. Sometimes it’s better when it’s just the two of us—easier to… focus.”

      Raising an eyebrow, a sly smirk tugged at his lips. “Focus on what, exactly?”

      A shiver zipped down my spine. Holy shit—he was definitely flirting. “On what matters,” I murmured, my voice dropping with promise.

      His smirk widened. Drew set his water bottle aside and closed the distance between us. “And what matters to you?”

      My breath hitched as I caught a trace of his musky cologne mixed with the subtle scent of exertion. I hadn’t planned for things to escalate so fast, but I wasn’t about to hold back now. “Right now?” I whispered, locking eyes with him. “You.”

      Drew’s gaze darkened, and for a split second I wondered if he’d crossed a line. Then, with a firm yet gentle grip, he took my wrist. “You’re bold,” he said in a low rumble. “I like that.”

      My pulse raced as he pulled me closer until our bodies almost touched. I moistened my lips, both nervous and eager. “Bold enough to do what?” I asked, my voice trembling with anticipation.

      Drew leaned in close, letting his lips graze my ear. “You tell me.”

      A delicious shiver ran through me at his breath. “I want to make you feel incredible,” I whispered, my lips barely kissing his neck.

      A low growl escaped him as his grip tightened slightly, and his eyes sparkled with something dangerous. “Show me,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire.

      I didn’t need another word. Lowering myself to my knees, desire pulsing in every fiber of my being, I tentatively fumbled with the waistband of his shorts. My fingers trembled as I slid them down, revealing his throbbing erection—bigger and more impressive than I’d ever imagined, thick, veined, and already glistening with pre-come.

      I looked up, our eyes locked in a charged moment. “Is this okay?”

      Drew’s jaw set in anticipation as he nodded. “Don’t stop.”

      That was all the encouragement I needed. I leaned forward, my tongue flicking out to taste the salty fluid at his tip. He exhaled sharply, his hand tangling in my hair. Yes.

      I took him deeper, my lips wrapping around him as I worked slowly, my tongue swirling around the sensitive underside. I felt him pulse as his body tensed, and low groans vibrated against the breaths I took. The feeling of being the one who drove him wild sent waves of heat rushing through me, further drenching my already wet pussy. I bobbed my head, taking him as deep as my willingness allowed, even as his erection pressed insistently against the back of my throat. I gagged briefly but didn’t pull away; I craved every bit of this, determined to make him lose control. My hands gripped his toned thighs, steadying him as I increased my pace.

      “Fuck,” Drew growled, his fingers squeezing deeper into my hair. “You’re so good at this.”

      I moaned around him, feeling not only the pleasure of giving but also a growing heat between my legs that was unmistakable. I never wore underwear with my clingy athletic shorts, and I was pretty sure I’d soaked through the fabric. I sensed his climax nearing, and I redoubled my efforts, sucking with renewed urgency, my tongue dancing tirelessly.

      His breath came in ragged gasps before he finally came, his release flooding my mouth. I swallowed every drop, and even as I did, I felt a new warmth stirring inside me, a promise of more soon to come.

      Drew looked up, half-lidded eyes and a satisfied grin on his face. “Well,” he said, voice still husky, “that was unexpected.”

      Smiling as I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, I teased, “Good unexpected?”

      Chuckling softly, Drew pulled his shorts back up. His gaze lowered appreciatively over my form, lingering on the evidence of my own arousal in the wet spot already soaking the crotch of my shorts. With a deliberate nod toward the locker room, he asked, “Hit the showers?” His tone suggested that he was inviting me to more than just wash off, like maybe this was going to be one hell of a story to tell someday.

      I did my best to sound casual as I agreed.

      Walking side by side down the empty hallway, my pulse quickened with every step, each one fueling the fantasies I’d held since I first saw him in the office. I stole a sideways glance at him—he looked relaxed, almost as if he’d done this a million times. Perhaps he had. The locker room, dimly lit and echoing with the faint throb of distant aerobics music, soon enveloped us. Drew pushed open the shower door, and suddenly the world shrank to just us.

      My heart pounded in my ears as the steam wrapped around us. I could hardly believe what was happening. We chose a secluded stall, and Drew turned the water to a scalding heat. Every droplet that hit my skin sent tingles of delight through me as I watched him strip off his shorts; they landed with a soft, wet smack on the tile.

      Drew’s deep blue eyes observed me as he stepped closer, until our bodies nearly melded under the cascade of water. His strong arms closed in, and he captured my lips in a fierce kiss that erased the last of our inhibitions. His hands tangled in my hair, then drifted to my neck, his teeth grazing my skin just enough to make me gasp. I could feel his control slipping as he sank to his knees on the slick tile and reached for my shorts.

      Heat flared inside me as his touch promised more. I could hardly breathe as he pushed me against the wall, the cool tile a contrast to the scorching water. He gripped one of my legs, lifting it over his shoulder, and licked the seam of my pussy in one fluid motion. I groaned—a low, guttural sound echoing off the tiled walls—as his tongue and lips lavished attention on me while his free hand pressed two fingers inside my aching channel. The shower’s cascade made everything glisten, and I surrendered completely to the wild, unrestrained passion that contrasted so sharply with the composed Drew I knew in the office.

      “Fuck,” I gasped, my legs trembling as his skilled efforts drove me higher. It all blurred into a torrent of sensation and heat. He would pull back just enough to catch his breath before diving back in again, his tongue’s ministrations on my clit pushing me closer to a breaking point.

      I gripped his hair, my own desire surging so powerfully that I found it hard to believe I hadn’t come sooner—an intense arousal that made every nerve sing. With one final, exquisite thrust of his tongue and fingers, I trembled as my climax cascaded over me, a chorus of moans filling the steamy space.

      Drew licked his lips as he pulled back, his fingers still buried inside me. When it was over, I sagged back, grateful for the wall because there was no way my legs could have held me up. He smirked up at me, lips swollen and shining, as his half-drowsed blue eyes regarded me with satisfaction.

      “God damn,” he finally said with a breathless laugh.

      I smiled and wiped away droplets of water, both from my eyes and from memories of our passion.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, I sat at my desk struggling to concentrate on work as vivid memories of last night surged back—the heat of Drew’s hands in my hair, his lips consuming me—and I fought to regain my composure.

      "Molly." My name, spoken low yet insistent, cut through my reverie. I looked up to find Drew standing in the doorway of my office. My heart pounded as I met his intense gaze.

      "Yes, Mr. Bryne?" I managed, my voice wavering.

      He scrutinized me with narrowed eyes, making me wonder if I was about to be reprimanded. But as panic flared, his stern expression softened into a slow, knowing smile. "My office. Now," he commanded.

      My pulse racing, I followed him into his immaculately arranged office. The heavy door clicked shut behind us, sealing us in a space where floor-to-ceiling windows framed a glittering skyline and Drew’s polished desk stood authoritatively at the center. I lingered uncertainly near the door, my nervous hands betraying my inner tumult.

      Drew, leaning casually against the desk with his broad shoulders and electric blue eyes, exuded a predatory confidence that made my heart flutter. "Close the door," he ordered softly, his tone low and commanding. I hesitated only a moment before clicking it shut; facing him again, my mouth grew parched in anticipation.

      His slow smile returned. "So, Molly," he began, his tone casual yet loaded with unspoken desire, "do you always obey your boss so eagerly?"

      I swallowed hard, my mind inundated with fragmented thoughts of our forbidden night. "I—I try, sir."

      A deep chuckle, more rumble than laugh, emanated from him. "Good. That’s what I like to hear." Pushing himself off the desk, he advanced until his near magnetic presence consumed the room. "You’re quite the... interesting intern, Molly."

      Warmth spread across my cheeks as I murmured, "Thank you, sir."

      Drew reached out, his fingertips grazing my chin and tilting my face upward. "It was you at the gym last night," he said with a hint of mischief.

      My breath hitched. "Yes, sir."

      His thumb traced softly along my jawline, sending electric shivers through me. "And you were very eager to please me. All I’ve been able to think since then is getting my cock inside you.”

      In that charged moment, a sudden rush of awareness flooded me—I wasn’t on any birth control. My voice, trembling but insistent, broke the spell: "Drew, wait... I need to tell you something. I'm not on any birth control. You can’t come inside me unless you want to get me pregnant."

      An unexpected glint flashed in his eyes, and he leaned in closer, his warm breath igniting every nerve. "Oh, Molly," he murmured huskily, "the thought of breeding you makes me even harder. I’m going to fill you up completely—with every drop of come until there’s nothing left in me."

      My pulse quickened, and as my lips parted in silent invitation, my body responded with unabashed desire. Drawing nearer, his breath whispered in my ear, "And I think you like that idea.”

      The memory of our heated gym encounter cascaded over me, nearly collapsing my resolve. "Yes, sir," I murmured, barely audible.

      Drew’s hand slid down my delicate neck, curling possessively as his intent grew unmistakable. "Prove it, then," he commanded, his grip tightening ever so slightly. "On the desk. Now."

      Before I could question, my body obeyed. I advanced until my hips brushed the cool, hard edge of the desk, the sensation teasing me under my blouse as Drew closed every gap between us. Standing face-to-face, desire radiated like heat between us.

      "Good girl," he murmured before deftly unfastening my blouse to expose the gentle swell of my breasts. My skin ignited under his touch as his hand drifted lower, parting my legs and tracing slow, teasing circles that made me gasp in anticipation. "Eager as ever, aren’t we?" he whispered, his voice a sensual mixture of command and caress.

      I could only nod timidly as his fingers effortlessly explored the warmth between my legs. His touch was both insistent—until he paused a moment, his eyes dark with desire.

      "You know, Molly..." he began, his tone turning huskier, "I'm about to give you a taste of something even more forbidden."

      My heart pounded harder still as he pushed his hand against my skirt, lifting it deliberately. At that moment, I reiterated, "Drew, please—I’m not on birth control. You have to pull out.”

      A low, approving chuckle rumbled as he met my gaze. "That only makes me want you more," he whispered. "I’m going to fill you with come, breed you right here, and then⁠—"

      With his next move, his mouth descended upon me, his tongue skillfully teasing my most sensitive depths, matching my rapid, shallow breaths. Every touch sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through me, and as I leaned back onto the desk, I felt the intensity overtaking me. Drew’s lips and tongue worked in torturous, deliberate strokes that built me higher, higher into ecstasy.
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