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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. 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
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Raj stepped off the plane, the stale, recycled air of the cabin sticking to his skin like a second layer. At 26, he’d logged enough flights to know the grind—smile through the complaints, pour the coffee, dodge the occasional wandering hand—but this 12-hour shift had wrung him out. His navy uniform clung to his lean 5’9” frame, damp patches blooming under his arms and across his lower back. The fabric scratched against his brown skin as he adjusted his tie, the faint musk of sweat rising off him. He grabbed his carry-on, the wheels rattling over the terminal floor, and followed the crew through the buzzing chaos of Dubai International Airport. The air smelled of jet fuel and perfume, sharp and cloying, as travelers jostled past with their oversized bags.

Lucas moved ahead of the pack, his pilot’s cap tilted just so on his blonde head. At 32, he carried himself with a swagger that turned heads—crew, passengers, didn’t matter. His 6’1” frame filled out the crisp white uniform, the shirt pulling tight across his broad chest, sleeves hugging the swell of his biceps. Raj caught the faint sheen of sweat on Lucas’s fair neck, the way his blonde hair curled slightly at the nape from the cockpit’s heat. They’d crossed paths before—Hong Kong, Miami, a blurry night in Bangkok—but it was always quick words, a nod, nothing more. Last month in London, though, Lucas had lingered by the galley, his elbow brushing Raj’s arm as he’d muttered something about the weather. Raj still remembered the jolt, the way Lucas’s low voice had hummed through him like a current.

Now, Lucas turned, catching Raj’s eye across the terminal. His lips quirked into a smirk, slow and deliberate, and Raj’s stomach flipped. He could still picture Lucas from that Bangkok layover two years back—shirtless by the hotel pool, water dripping down his muscular torso, the outline of his 9 inches clear through wet swim trunks. Raj had looked too long that day, and Lucas had noticed. Nothing happened then, but the memory clung to Raj like the heat of this Dubai night, thick and inescapable.

The crew checked into the hotel by 8 p.m., a sleek tower of glass and steel piercing the desert sky. Raj’s room on the 14th floor had a massive bed draped in crisp white sheets, a minibar stocked with overpriced bottles, and a floor-to-ceiling window framing the city’s neon sprawl. He stood there for a minute, staring at the twinkling lights, the distant hum of traffic filtering through the glass. His reflection stared back—lean chest, dark eyes, a faint stubble shadowing his jaw. He stripped off the uniform, the buttons popping loose one by one, and let it crumple to the floor. The cool air hit his skin, raising goosebumps, and he caught the faint outline of his cock stirring in his briefs as Lucas’s smirk flashed through his mind.

He showered quick, the water scalding against his shoulders, steam fogging the glass. The soap smelled of sandalwood, sharp and woody, and he scrubbed until the plane’s grime was gone. Afterward, he pulled on a black shirt that hugged his frame, the cotton soft against his nipples, and jeans tight enough to show the curve of his ass. His cock pressed faintly against the denim, a low ache building as he thought of Lucas’s hands—big, rough, the kind that could pin him down without trying. He grabbed his keycard and headed downstairs, the elevator’s hum matching the pulse in his ears.
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