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The Vegas airport is a whirlwind of noise and motion, a chaotic symphony of slot machines chiming, announcements blaring, and hurried travelers weaving through the crowds. It’s complicated—because he has a girlfriend. To the world, he’s straight. To her, he’s the perfect boyfriend. But every few months, he flies out to see me; no one else knows about us, and maybe that’s the only way he can survive it. But for over a year now, we’ve shared these stolen weekends—hotel rooms, whispered promises, and moments that exist only in our private world. We don’t talk about labels, but there’s loyalty here. Other than his girlfriend, he doesn’t sleep with anyone else, and neither do I. In our own quiet, secret way, we belong to each other.

Amidst the airport’s frenzy, I spot him instantly, as if my eyes are magnetically drawn to his presence. His broad shoulders cut through the chaos like a blade, his dark hair perfectly tousled, that confident stride I’ve come to crave. He’s wearing a tight black t-shirt that clings to his muscular frame, jeans that hug his powerful thighs, and those damn boots that make him look like he’s stepped straight out of a cowboy fantasy. My heart stutters, that familiar ache twisting in my chest.

I school my features, forcing a casual smile as our eyes meet. “Hey, man,” I say, fist-bumping him like we’re just two bros reuniting for a weekend of debauchery. “Good flight?”

“Yeah, not bad,” he replies, his deep voice rumbling through me. “Ready to tear this town up?”

I laugh, playing along, but my eyes can’t help but roam over him. His girlfriend is one lucky woman, I think bitterly, my gaze tracing the outline of his biceps. Those arms have held me, pinned me down, and I can’t help but wonder if she knows how strong they feel, how they tremble when he’s close to the edge. Jealousy prickles at the back of my throat, but I swallow it down, reminding myself that this is our secret, our stolen weekend.

We fall into step, our shoulders brushing occasionally, a silent language only we understand. I’m hyperaware of his presence, the heat radiating from his body, the faint scent of his cologne that always makes my knees weak. We’re a study in contrasts: him, 25, all rugged masculinity, and me, 46, the older, more refined counterpart. But in this moment, we’re just two guys, eager for a weekend of freedom.

The taxi line moves quickly, and soon we’re sliding into the backseat of a sleek black car. He leans forward, chatting effortlessly with the driver about the best steakhouse in town, his laughter rich and infectious. I watch him, mesmerized, my fingers drumming restlessly on my thigh. This is our routine—him, the charismatic charmer, and me, the quiet observer, soaking in every detail.

But I can’t stay quiet forever. As he turns back to me, his smile fading into something softer, I make my move. Casually, I shift closer, my hand brushing against his thigh under the guise of adjusting my seatbelt. His muscles tense, just for a moment, but it’s enough. I feel it—the hardness beneath his jeans, a silent confirmation of what I already know. He wants me as much as I want him.

My heart races, my breath quickening as I press a little firmer, my fingers grazing the outline of his cock. He clears his throat, his gaze flicking to the driver before settling back on me. There’s a challenge in his eyes, a silent dare. I smirk, leaning back, but my hand stays where it is, a secret anchor between us.

The drive to the hotel is a blur of neon lights and pulsating energy, the city coming alive around us. I can feel his tension building, his leg pressing subtly against mine, a silent plea for more. But we’re in public, and we have rules. No matter how much we crave each other, we can’t risk it. Not here.

Finally, we pull up to the hotel, a towering oasis of luxury in the heart of the Strip. He pays the taxi driver, his hand brushing mine as he grabs the luggage. My skin tingles at the contact, a spark of electricity that shoots straight to my core.

“Suite’s ready,” he murmurs as we step out of the car, his voice low and husky. “They upgraded us.”

My pulse quickens. A suite. More space. More privacy. More opportunities.

We check in, our banter light and easy, but the air between us is thick with anticipation. The elevator ride is interminable, every second stretching into an eternity. I can feel his gaze on me, heavy and hungry, but I keep my eyes forward, my heart pounding in my chest. Around us, the elevator is packed—shoulder to shoulder with strangers—but all I can feel is him.
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