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Disclaimer

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. This work is strictly for adults and about adults, without exception. All characters and events are entirely fictional and have no basis in real-life individuals or events. 

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.

Thank you and enjoy!
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Chapter 1: Arrival and Desire
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The hotel lobby is a goddamn circus, packed with conference suits yammering about stock portfolios and crypto dips. Their voices clash, a chaotic hum of ambition and bullshit. I stride through, all six-foot-four of me cutting a path like a blade through butter. Heads turn; they always do. My tailored suit hugs my frame, and I know I look good: sharp jaw, broad shoulders, the kind of presence that makes people sit up straighter. I nod at a couple of familiar faces, some VP from Goldman, a hedge fund guy I crushed in a deal last year. They nod back, quick, respectful. 

I’m Philip Hawthorne, finance director at a firm that moves billions, and I don’t just walk into a room; I own it.

At the concierge desk, a young Black guy with a jawline that could cut glass hands me my key. His name tag reads “Malik.” He’s maybe twenty-five, strong build, eyes sharp enough to read me in a second. 

“Welcome, Mr. Hawthorne,” he says, voice smooth, professional, but there’s a spark in his glance. My gut tightens, a flicker of heat I wasn’t expecting. “Penthouse suite, top floor. Anything you need, just call.” His fingers brush mine as he hands over the key, and I swear it’s deliberate. I smirk, holding his gaze a beat too long. 

“Appreciate it, Malik.” He smiles, just enough to make me wonder. I’m still thinking about his hands as I head to the elevator, my cock giving a lazy twitch at the idea of them on me.

The elevator ride is quick, silent, my reflection staring back from the mirrored walls. I’m forty-seven, but I could pass for a decade younger. Lean muscle, not an ounce of fat, thanks to years of discipline. I know I’m the kind of guy younger men dream about, the ones bold enough to approach me at bars, whispering how they want me to wreck them. Some have the balls to follow through, begging for it in hotel rooms like the one I’m heading to now. I don’t always indulge, but when I do, it’s on my terms. Power’s a hell of a drug.

In the penthouse suite, I toss my briefcase on the desk, the city skyline sprawling outside the floor-to-ceiling windows. The city’s alive tonight, lights pulsing like a heartbeat. I loosen my tie, grab my phone, and dial Laura. My wife picks up on the third ring, her voice cool, clipped. “Philip.”

“Hey,” I say, keeping it light. “How’s everything at home?”

“Fine. The kids are good.” She pauses, and I can hear her sipping something—probably wine. “Ethan’s soccer game was today.”

“Oh, yeah? How’d he do?” I lean against the desk, picturing our twelve-year-old tearing across the field, all gangly limbs and fierce determination.

“He scored twice,” Laura says, a hint of pride breaking through her usual frost. “Team won, three to one.”

“Attaboy,” I say, grinning despite myself. “Tell him I’m proud. He get that header he’s been practicing?”

She laughs, short and sharp. “Missed it by a mile. He was pissed.”

“Sounds like him.” I pause, the air between us heavy. “You good? Got plans?”

“There’s an art gallery opening tomorrow,” she says, voice flattening again. “I’m going with Claire.”

“Sounds fun.” I don’t care about the gallery, and she knows it. We’re polite, distant, like two actors reading lines. I suspect she’s fucking someone else, has been for years. She knows I screw around too, picking up whoever catches my eye on these trips. Our marriage was a deal, a way to tap into her dad’s fortune. I’ve paid my dues, though. She’s got the mansion, the luxury vacations, the life. We’re both playing the game.

“Gotta go,” she says, eager to cut this short. “Kids need me.”

“Yeah, sure. Kiss them for me.” The call ends, and I stare at the phone, my mind drifting to a memory of Laura from years back, her laugh bright as we danced at some gala, her hand warm in mine. We were close then, or closer. Now? It’s a contract, and I’m not sure when it stopped being more. Was it when I started craving something else, something rawer?

I head to the bathroom, stripping off my suit, shirt, tie, until I’m bare. My body’s a fucking masterpiece, lean, carved muscle from years of lifting, running, owning every inch of myself. My chest is broad, dusted with dark hair that trails down to a tight waist. My arms ripple, veins popping under the skin, and my legs are long, powerful, built for speed and strength. My cock, heavy even soft, swings as I step into the shower. The glass door reflects me, all pale skin and sharp angles, and I can’t help but compare myself to the darker, younger men I’ve been obsessing over lately. Their skin, their strength, it’s a contrast that sets me on fire, something primal I can’t shake.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
VA .CGor oraté Km '8
BEC'S R

ubmission






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





