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Please read before you proceed.

This story contains explicit adult content and is intended for mature audiences only. It features graphic depictions of consensual sexual activity between adults aged 18 and over. All characters and events are entirely fictional and have no basis in real-life individuals or events.

This work does not include prohibited material or any other restricted content. This work is strictly for adults and about adults, without exception. 

The contents of this book do not represent the views of the author or promote their beliefs; this is purely a work of fiction presented for the purpose of entertainment and fantasy. 

By proceeding, you confirm you are of legal age in your jurisdiction to access adult content and acknowledge that this story is intended for entertainment purposes only.
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Chapter 1: Corporate Façade, Hidden Desires


[image: ]




Sitting at my mahogany desk, I flipped through the quarterly reports for my sports apparel empire. The numbers danced across the page, each digit a testament to my grip on the industry. My fingers grazed the polished wood, smooth as a well-worn playbook, as I scanned the profit margins. 

We were killing it, but the real prize loomed larger. I needed that NFL contract to cement our dominance. Leaning forward, I pressed the intercom, my voice sharp with purpose. 

“These numbers are solid, but we need that NFL contract to push us over the edge. Get me the projections by noon, Sarah. I’m counting on you.” 

Sarah’s brisk acknowledgment crackled through, her efficiency a quiet hum in my high-stakes world. I eased back in my chair, the leather creaking under my weight. My pulse ticked up, not just from the deal but from the thrill of control, the kind that made my blood sing. The office sprawled before me, a kingdom of glass and steel, and I was its undisputed king. 

My phone buzzed, jolting me from visions of boardroom victories. My wife Laura’s text glowed on the screen, a reminder about our kids’ school play tonight. Her words were soft, domestic, a world away from the corporate battlefield. I pictured Emma, Jack, and Sophie on stage, their faces bright with kid-energy, and my chest tightened. 

Big-time CEO, full-time family man, that’s what they saw. I thumbed a quick reply, my fingers steady despite the flicker of guilt. “I’ll be there, Laura, promise. Just got a big day ahead. Tell the kids I’m proud of them already.” I hit send, my eyes lingering on the screen. Her response popped up, a simple heart emoji, and I smirked. 

She thought she knew me. My gaze drifted back to the reports, but my mind wandered elsewhere, chasing a darker thrill. I shifted in my seat, the chair’s leather cool against my thighs. The day’s demands loomed, but something else stirred, restless and hungry. I pushed the phone aside, refocusing on the numbers. 

Leaning back, I studied the framed photo on my desk—Emma’s gap-toothed grin, Jack’s messy hair, Sophie’s shy eyes. My three kids, the anchor of my public life. At forty-seven, I’d built a perfect facade: doting dad, loyal husband. Seventeen years with Laura, and she still saw the man I let her see. My fingers brushed the frame, cool glass against my skin, and a pang hit me. 

They didn’t know the real me, the one who craved something raw, forbidden. “Seventeen years married, and they still don’t know me. Not the real me. Maybe that’s for the best,” I muttered, my voice barely a whisper. The words hung heavy, like a secret I’d never speak louder. I swiveled toward the window, the city skyline sharp against the sky. My reflection stared back, a man split in two. I gripped the desk’s edge, keeping myself focused in the moment. The truth could stay buried, for now. 

Rising from my chair, I crossed to the ensuite bathroom, the door clicking softly behind me. Cold water splashed against my face, sharp and bracing, as I studied my reflection in the mirror. At six-foot-three, I carried an athletic frame, lean muscle honed by years of discipline. My features—sharp jaw, silver-flecked hair—marked me as handsome, distinguished, the archetype of a successful white man. People always deferred to me, their eyes reflecting respect, sometimes awe, for the authority I exuded. I scrubbed my cheeks, droplets clinging to my skin, and straightened, the mirror framing a man who commanded every room. Toweling off, I returned to my desk, focus renewed.

Sarah strode in, her heels clicking on the polished floor, a stack of invitations in her hand. She dropped them on my desk, her movements crisp, professional. I sifted through the pile, pausing at a glossy card from the university. A college football game, showcasing top prospects. My interest sparked, a low hum in my veins. Sarah caught my eye, her expression all business.

“This came from the university, Mr. Caldwell. They’re expecting you at the game Saturday. Could be good for networking.” I nodded, flipping the card over, its embossed logo catching the light. 

“Good catch, Sarah. This is exactly what we need,” I said, my tone clipped but pleased. She offered a tight smile before exiting, leaving me with the invitation’s weight in my hand. I traced its edge, already envisioning the stadium’s roar. The prospect of new talent—and something more—stirred me. I set the card aside, my focus sharpening. 

Alone again, I leaned back, the invitation still warm in my palm. My pulse quickened, a steady drumbeat, as I pictured the game. Athletic young men, bodies carved from discipline, charging across the field. 

Especially the black players, their strength a magnet I couldn’t resist. I’d always had a thing for their power, their presence. It wasn’t just attraction—it was a craving for something primal. 

I called Sarah. “Clear my schedule for Saturday. I want to scout some talent myself. This could be big for us,” I said, my voice steady despite the heat rising in my chest. Sarah’s muffled reply came through, efficient as ever. I tapped the invitation against my desk, the rhythm matching my quickening heartbeat. The thought of being surrounded by those athletes, their energy raw and untamed, sent a shiver through me. I adjusted my tie, the silk cool against my fingers. Saturday couldn’t come soon enough. 

Closing my eyes, I let my mind wander, the office’s hum fading. I imagined a chiseled black athlete, his body taut with muscle, standing before me. His skin gleamed under the stadium lights, a vision that hit me like a shot of whiskey. My breath deepened, the fantasy pulling me under. In college, I’d buried this desire, but it clawed its way back, hungrier now. I pictured him close, his presence overwhelming, my control slipping. 

“Always had a thing for their strength, their fire. It’s not just lust—it’s power. I need to feel it again,” I murmured, my voice thick with want. My fingers tightened on the chair’s arms, the wood biting into my palms. The image lingered, vivid, unyielding. I exhaled sharply, forcing my eyes open. The office snapped back into focus, but the hunger stayed, coiled tight in my gut. I straightened, ready to chase it. 
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