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      What happens when a man who seems to have it all risks everything for a chance at something real?

      Luke Carter’s life is the picture of success—a thriving business, a sleek penthouse, and a family portrait straight out of a magazine. But beneath the polished exterior lies a man trapped by loneliness and unfulfilled desires, too afraid to confront the parts of himself he’s kept hidden for decades.

      Enter Evan Steele—a rugged, self-assured man who offers Luke an escape from the confines of his carefully controlled world. Their connection is electric, their chemistry impossible to resist. What begins as a fleeting transaction sparks a fire that forces Luke to question everything he thought he knew about intimacy, passion, and his true self.

      As their paths cross again, Luke must decide if he’s brave enough to embrace the unknown and take a leap of faith—or if the price of desire is too steep.
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      Step into Private Encounters — a world of standalone M/M romances where every story dives deep into hidden desires, public temptations, forbidden love, and thrilling new passions.

      From explosive enemies-to-lovers tension to heart-racing billionaire obsessions, each short story delivers a complete, unforgettable escape — no cliffhangers, no reading order required.

      Pick any story that calls to you — each encounter promises passion, heat, and heart.
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      This is an Advance Review Copy (ARC) provided for review purposes only. Not for sale or public distribution.

      Copyright © 2025 Ryan Moore. All rights reserved. This book may not be copied, stored, or shared without the author's permission.
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      You’re about to dive into something special—but before you begin, there’s even more waiting for you.

      Sign up for my newsletter to unlock an exclusive backstory to this book—a behind-the-scenes peek you won’t find anywhere else.

      As a thank you for joining, you’ll also receive a completely free copy of my debut novel, Unforgettable Encounter. No strings, just a heartfelt gift to deepen your reading journey.
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      Wow, I'm really taking my buddy's cock up my ass. He's inside me, and I fucking want it more. Luke thought, his breath hitching as Will's heavy thrusts drove deeper and deeper into his body. Each stroke sent heat coursing through him, Will's cock hot and pulsing with life.

      Will seemed to love the way Luke's smooth, muscled ass gripped him—he'd said it felt different but no less satisfying than being with a woman. Yet there was something about this, about plunging deep inside someone so tight and warm, that seemed to awaken something primal in him. Will's movements became greedier, as if he never wanted this to end. But he was just eighteen, and self-control had never been his strong suit.

      Luke felt Will's body tense against him, the rhythm of his thrusts growing uneven. The familiar build of tension hummed between them, heavy and electric. Then Will leaned over, wrapping his arms around Luke's sweat-slick torso, pulling him closer. His breath was hot against Luke's ear as he growled, "You've got the hottest ass, man. So tight. I'm gonna come inside you."

      Luke shivered at the words, his own arousal spiking. His body opened for Will, yielding under the weight of his frame. "Do it," he rasped, low and breathless. "I want it. All of it."

      Gripping the sheets beneath him, Luke felt Will pounding him even harder, each push angled just right to drive him wild. Will's length stretched him, filling him completely. Luke could feel the slap of Will's balls against him with every hard stroke, the rhythmic sound only driving him closer to the edge. He moved with Will now, their bodies finding a frantic, almost desperate rhythm.

      "Fuck, Luke!" Will shouted, "I'm gonna come—I'm gonna fill you up, man!"

      "Yeah," Luke arched back against him, barely able to speak. "Yeah," he panted, his voice catching on the word. "Give it to me. Give me all of it."

      With a final, shuddering thrust, Will buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing as he came. Luke felt the hot flood of release deep inside him, and it tipped him over the edge. His own climax tore through him, his cock jerking as thick ropes of white spilled across the sheets and their bodies, glistening in the dim light. Will reached down, his palm wrapping around Luke's shaft, stroking him through the final, shattering moments.

      Spent and breathless, they collapsed into each other's arms. After a moment, Will shifted, lowering his head to Luke's chest. Luke stilled as Will carefully lapped up the streaks of semen. It was purposeful, unhurried, and strangely intimate—a gesture that made Luke's chest tighten with something beyond mere physical pleasure.

      Will looked up, his lips curved in a lazy grin. "Not bad," he murmured, eyes still dark with satisfaction.

      They smiled at each other as Will slowly withdrew, his softening cock sliding free. A warm trickle of his release followed and dripped from Luke's pink, stretched entrance. Without hesitation, Will slid a finger through the slickness before bringing it to Luke's lips, grinning when Luke accepted the taste with a smirk.

      They lay in comfortable silence, sticky and sated, their bodies still humming with aftershocks of pleasure. Luke traced idle patterns on Will's chest, savoring this moment of connection—so raw and unfiltered, without the complications that would come in later years. The sweet heaviness of exhaustion settled over them as their breathing slowed, eventually drifting into an exhausted sleep, limbs tangled together like they belonged that way.
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        * * *

      

      Luke woke up more than twenty years later, surrounded by the stillness of early morning. Sunlight filtered through sleek blinds, casting long streaks across the modern lines of his bedroom. The room was spacious, impeccably furnished in soft neutrals—white, gray, and charcoal. Every item was carefully chosen, each piece contributing to the understated luxury he'd built around himself. Yet the expensive bed he lay in, with all its high-thread-count sheets and pristine pillows, felt empty.

      The faint hum of the city outside—the distant sound of cars, an occasional horn—was muted against the insulated walls of his penthouse. Perched atop one of the tallest buildings in the city, the place was a rare blend of grandeur and refinement. Twenty years of effort, dedication, and sacrifice had made it possible. Luke had everything he'd once dreamed of.

      His name was etched into the success of his company, a symbol of tireless ambition and sharp instincts that had carried him to the pinnacle of his field. He had built a reputation for turning struggling businesses into thriving enterprises with his vision alone. His face graced the covers of magazines, immaculately dressed in tailored suits, carefully posed to capture the intensity in his eyes.

      Outside, the wide hallway displayed framed photos of his family: his wife, Julia, with her timeless beauty and poised smile, and their two teenage children. They'd met in his late twenties, and he remembered how he had been drawn to her quiet elegance and grounded nature. She was a wonderful mother to their two kids, a daughter and a son who carried hints of his dark hair and her softer features. The walls were adorned with perfectly curated moments, smiles from various family vacations and celebrations. But to Luke, they felt more like placeholders, reminders of a role he was supposed to play.

      With a quiet sigh, Luke sat up, running a hand over his face, his fingers brushing the roughness of his jawline. Time had left its marks: a few strands of gray at his temples, faint lines near his eyes etched by years of long nights and early mornings. His face exuded confidence and success, even a touch of wisdom, but in the stillness of dawn, the mask he wore every day felt heavy.

      The penthouse, with all its luxury, only amplified his solitude. Julia had long since retreated to her own room down the hall, favoring comfort over closeness. The shift had been gradual—first with her taking up late-night reading, then nights when she simply fell asleep with the kids, until nights apart turned into a routine. Now, he rarely saw her before breakfast, their lives running on parallel tracks within the same walls.

      His children, too, were growing distant. Still young enough to need him but old enough to begin that quiet withdrawal, they had carved out their own worlds, drifting away into their own private spaces and silent secrets. Luke knew they loved him, but lately, their interactions felt formal, as though he was more an authority figure than a father they confided in.

      Leaning back against the plush headboard, Luke stared up at the ceiling, the weight of his loneliness pressing against his chest. It was odd, he thought, how he had once been so eager to build this life, only to find himself a stranger in it. He had everything he'd aimed for—a thriving career, a luxurious home, a family. On the surface, it was everything he'd wanted. Yet, as he lay there, gazing into the empty corners of his vast, beautiful bedroom, it all felt hollow.

      There were memories—faint whispers of a time when his nights had felt warmer, when intimacy had come without words, only the quiet comfort of another's presence beside him. Those moments had been rare and fleeting, but they were real. For years, he had buried them beneath layers of work, duty, and propriety. But now, in the dim morning light, they resurfaced, haunting him with an ache he couldn't quite name.

      He swung his legs out of bed, his feet hitting the cool marble floor as he crossed the room to the window. Below him, the city stretched out, busy and indifferent, just like his life had become. The muted sounds of early traffic filtered up from far below, a distant soundtrack to his thoughts. He pressed his palm against the glass, feeling the chill against his skin—a stark contrast to the warmth of the memory that had visited him in his dreams.

      Twenty years. Two decades of carefully constructed walls and intentional choices that had led him here, to this pristine prison of his own making. The man he'd once been—the one who'd known such raw, unfiltered pleasure in another man's arms—seemed like a stranger now. Yet somewhere beneath the tailored suits and board meetings, that part of him still existed, muffled but persistent, waiting for a chance to breathe again.
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      Luke felt a strange blend of anticipation and nervousness bubble up inside him as he stared at his computer screen, the search results flashing before him. He'd spent weeks scrolling through dozens of online profiles, sifting through advertisements and reviews in search of someone who could fill the empty space he'd been carrying for so long. He wasn't just searching for physical attraction anymore—he wanted someone who could challenge his isolation, someone to push the boundaries he had carefully erected around himself.

      The faces on the profiles were a blur, most of them too polished, too rehearsed. Luke wasn't looking for perfection, at least not the glossy kind. No, he wanted someone real, someone who could have been a mechanic or a laborer, whose body was sculpted by hard work rather than gym routines. He didn't need a pretty face, just a man whose presence could fill the silence in his life—a palpable, grounded masculinity that didn't just talk about confidence but let Luke feel it with every word.

      But as the pages scrolled by, frustration grew. Promising profiles led to disappointing conversations. None of the men felt like the right fit; when Luke reached out to them, there was always something off. Either their voices didn't match their appearance, or the exchanges lacked spark, leaving Luke wondering if he was simply wasting his time. He needed more.

      Then, after weeks of futile searching, Luke came across an old gay magazine tucked away on a shelf in his study. It wasn't glossy or slick, just an independent publication with ads from real people—less glitz, more grit. He skimmed the pages, still distracted by the thought of the man who might finally give him the raw connection he'd been seeking.

      One ad caught his attention. The accompanying picture wasn't extraordinary—a man with dark, slightly messy hair, his face partially obscured by shadow—but his build stood out. He was massive: broad shoulders, a muscled torso that hinted at years of hard labor, and abs that seemed carved from stone. Rugged, raw, commanding.

      The description underneath the photo was direct: 6 ft 4, muscled top. Bi guy, hung thick and hard, shoots multiple loads, into dom/sub, verbal, kink, and other scenes you have in mind. Friendly and easy to talk to. First-timers welcome.

      Luke's heart raced as he read the ad again. This could be it. This could be the man who could provide the genuine connection he was looking for, someone who could challenge his desire for control, yet offer the comfort of real human touch—something more than the distant affections he was used to. The description felt honest, direct, no pretenses, which was exactly what he wanted.

      The magazine felt heavy in his hands as he stared at the ad, memorizing every detail. This wasn't just about finding physical release—it was about connecting with a part of himself he'd buried so deep he sometimes wondered if it still existed. The man in the photo represented possibility, a doorway back to feelings he'd convinced himself were better left in the past.

      Luke set the magazine down and picked up his phone, then put it back down. His hands were trembling slightly. What was he doing? He was a successful businessman, a husband, a father. He had responsibilities, a reputation to maintain. But even as these thoughts raced through his mind, he felt the pull of something stronger—a need so fundamental it made his chest ache.

      He walked to the window of his study, looking out at the city lights beginning to twinkle in the gathering dusk. From here, he could see the building where his office was located, the place where he spent most of his waking hours. Success had a price, and he'd paid it willingly, but lately it felt like he'd given up too much.

      Returning to his desk, Luke tore out the page with deliberate care, as if preserving something precious. His stomach twisted with nerves as he reached for the phone again. He wasn't used to this—reaching out to a stranger made him directly vulnerable—but he knew he needed to take the leap.

      The phone rang twice before switching to voicemail.

      "Damn it," Luke muttered, ready to hang up, but then the recorded voice stopped him. Deep, commanding, and reassuring all at once, it said: Hey, this is Evan. Leave your name and tell me what you're looking for. I'll get back to you as soon as I can.

      Luke paused, finger hovering over the end call button. Was he really doing this? The words felt harder than he'd imagined. The tension in his chest mounted, but he spoke slowly, carefully:

      "Hey, uh, this is Luke. I'm looking for something specific—someone experienced. I saw your ad, and, well, it sounds like you might be what I'm looking for. I'm just trying to figure things out. If you're interested, give me a call back."

      He clicked the phone off before he could second-guess himself. His palms were sweaty as he stared at the screen. This wasn't just about finding someone who fit the description—it was about feeling heard, feeling seen. For the first time in years, he hoped the person on the other end of that call could help him connect with a side of himself he had buried far too long.

      Staring at the empty screen, he couldn't help but wonder what would happen next. Would this lead to something more than a fleeting moment? Or would it be just another lonely, unsatisfying experience in a life that had become so disconnected from everything he had once desired?

      He didn't know. But for the first time in a long time, he was willing to find out.

      Luke's phone buzzed, jolting him from his thoughts. He hadn't expected a response so quickly, especially not within the hour. Heart pounding, he picked up, half-expecting the line to drop before he could answer.

      "Hello?" His voice was tentative, almost unsure.

      The voice on the other end was steady, deep, and resonant. "Hi, this is Evan. I understand you're looking for an appointment."

      There was something about Evan's voice that instantly put Luke at ease, even as it stirred something deeper, a thrill of excitement he hadn't felt in years. Swallowing hard, Luke forced himself to answer, aiming to keep his tone casual despite the anticipation building in his chest. "Yeah, I am. I'm looking for someone dominant but patient... someone who's comfortable working with a beginner."

      "No problem," Evan replied, his tone calm and steady. "I'm good with first-timers. We'll take it slow, and I won't push you into anything you're not ready for."

      Luke exhaled, some of his tension easing. Evan's voice was warm, but there was a grounding weight to it. Here was someone who sounded like he knew exactly what he was doing, someone who could handle whatever Luke threw his way. The reassurance in Evan's words felt real, like he truly cared about making this experience both comfortable and exhilarating.

      "So, what kind of scene are you looking for?" Evan asked, his voice dropping just a notch, adding a layer of intrigue.

      Luke hesitated, unsure how much to share right away. His mind raced through countless scenarios, images he'd pushed aside for years. It was both exciting and terrifying to voice them aloud, but he knew he'd have to be honest if he wanted this experience to mean anything.

      He cleared his throat. "I... I guess I want someone who can help me explore a different side of myself. Someone who won't rush things, but also won't hold back when I'm ready. I want to see just how far I can go."

      The line was silent for a brief moment, and Luke worried he'd gone too far. But Evan's voice returned, calm and reassuring. "I can do that. We'll start slow, see what you're comfortable with, and take it from there. I'll help you push those boundaries, but only when you're ready."

      Luke felt a wave of relief wash over him. There was no judgment in Evan's voice, only a quiet confidence that somehow felt like an anchor. It made him feel safe, as though he was in good hands.

      For several minutes, they discussed Luke's desires and expectations. Evan asked thoughtful questions, guiding Luke through the conversation without prying. He listened attentively, acknowledging Luke's fantasies without the slightest hint of surprise or impatience. For the first time, Luke felt understood. His often-suppressed desires were brought to light in a way that felt liberating.

      Evan explained they'd cover every aspect before starting. "You know, this won't come cheap," he said finally, his tone steady but straightforward. "But I'll make sure it's worth it. We'll arrange it exactly how you want, and you won't have to worry about time."

      Luke nodded to himself, already feeling the pull. Evan's professionalism and quiet understanding gave him confidence. They agreed on a price, and though it was higher than Luke had hoped, he felt certain it would be worth every cent if Evan delivered on his promises.

      They talked logistics, with Evan laying out the preparations in clear, deliberate terms. His instructions were precise, almost clinical, yet they carried an undercurrent of care. "When we meet, I want you to be fully ready," he said, his tone firm but encouraging. "This is about giving you the experience you've been longing for, so let's make sure it's done right."

      Luke listened intently as Evan explained the mental and physical steps he'd need to take. Each suggestion was framed with care, easing Luke's nerves and grounding him in the process. Evan's methodical approach felt more like a carefully choreographed dance, each step drawing Luke further into the promise of this new world.

      "You'll need to book a hotel room," Evan continued, "somewhere you feel completely at ease—no distractions, just focus."

      Luke's heart raced at the thought, the finality of it settling in. This was real—a door he was about to open.

      Evan's voice softened. "Just remember, you're in control. I'll guide you, but we'll only go as far as you're comfortable. When you're ready, give me the room details and time, and I'll be there."

      In the days leading up to the appointment, Luke savored every small preparation. Each detail felt like a step toward something thrilling and transformative.

      And for the first time in a long while, he felt a sense of purpose, a spark of excitement that went beyond anything he'd experienced before.

      For the next week, Luke's thoughts constantly circled around his upcoming encounter with Evan. Excitement and nerves churned together, bouncing between fantasy and doubt.

      What if Evan didn't show? What if he didn't live up to the expectation?

      Luke barely knew him, after all, and he couldn't be sure this wasn't some elaborate scam. But every time he let himself dwell on these thoughts, he would glance back at Evan's ad, now creased and softened from over-handling. The words seemed to hold a promise, a whispered hint of what he'd been longing for.

      Friday night finally arrived.

      Luke double-checked the details Evan had left in the message hours earlier, letting the thrill wash over him one last time as he prepped the hotel room. He carefully placed half the payment in $100 bills on the nightstand, as they'd agreed, then stocked the mini-fridge with a few beers, remembering Evan's offhand mention.

      All the little rituals Evan had instructed—the plug exercises, the abstinence—had pushed him to the edge of his patience, anticipation simmering as he imagined what would happen tonight.

      An hour earlier, Luke had rolled a joint to calm his nerves. The familiar scent wrapped around him as he took a few deep drags, the haze softening the edges of his anxiety. It felt like the perfect prelude to the evening—dreamlike, weightless, a step into a world where rules didn't apply.

      After one last look in the mirror, he turned off the lights, leaving only the faint glow from the bathroom to cast a warm, golden hue across the room.

      Now ready, he stripped down and knelt beside the bed as Evan had instructed. His pulse raced, every passing second heightening both his tension and his resolve. The weight of anticipation pressed against his chest, making each breath deep and conscious. This moment of waiting—vulnerable, exposed, and suspended between his old life and whatever lay ahead—was almost as intoxicating as what was to come.

      The clock struck 9:00, and the sound of footsteps in the hall grew louder. Luke held his breath as the doorknob turned, the door slowly swinging open to reveal a shadowed figure stepping inside. The dim light highlighted the man's imposing form—tall, broad-shouldered, his presence effortlessly commanding.

      Evan's face came into view, more striking than Luke had imagined.

      Ruggedly handsome, his dark curls framed a chiseled jaw, and his steel-blue eyes gleamed with quiet intensity. He wore a half-unbuttoned red flannel shirt that revealed a hint of chest hair, well-worn jeans hugging his muscular thighs, and scuffed construction boots. Every detail seemed pulled straight from Luke's fantasies. A tattoo on his forearm—"USMC"—added an edge of disciplined strength, a hint at a past both unyielding and mysterious.

      Dropping a battered backpack by the door, Evan's gaze swept the room. He paused briefly at the stack of cash on the nightstand, pocketing it with practiced ease. Then his eyes landed on Luke, who knelt obediently by the bed, heart pounding in his chest.

      For a moment, Evan's expression was unreadable. Then the faintest grin tugged at the corner of his mouth, softening into something appraising, almost kind.

      In a low, commanding voice, he asked, "You ready to be my boy?"

      "Yes," Luke replied, his voice steady but just above a whisper.

      Evan stepped closer, his boots heavy against the carpet, until he stood directly in front of Luke. Reaching down, he cupped Luke's chin with firm yet gentle fingers, tilting his face upward.

      The touch sent a charge through Luke, grounding him while igniting something deeper. Evan's presence filled the room, quieting the chaotic buzz in Luke's mind until the world narrowed to just the two of them.

      "We'll start easy," Evan murmured, his tone laced with quiet authority. "You tell me if it's too much. Understand?"

      "Yes," Luke managed, his voice trembling slightly.

      Evan's gaze sharpened. "That's Sir to you."

      Luke swallowed hard, the weight of the moment pressing down on him. "Yes, Sir."

      Evan's eyes gleamed with approval, his faint smile curving into something more wanton. His fingers tightened ever so slightly on Luke's chin. "That's better, boy. You will learn."
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      Evan glanced around the room, spotting a couple of rolled joints on the end table. "Hey, Luke," he said, gesturing to the table. "Why don't you get one of those ready? Let's chill for a bit."

      Luke picked up a joint, doing his best to look calm as he flicked the lighter.

      "Sure thing," he muttered shyly, steadying the flame until the tip caught. He handed it to Evan, his eyes watching the latter’s face closely.

      Evan took it with a nod, inhaling deeply. "Good stuff," he murmured, holding the smoke in his lungs for a moment before exhaling in a slow stream. "Come here," he said, motioning to the floor in front of him. "Kneel."

      Luke blinked but obeyed, lowering himself onto the carpet as Evan turned a chair backward and straddled it.

      "Closer, boy," Evan ordered with a crooked grin. "Now, open up."

      Luke leaned forward, unsure but intrigued, his mouth opening slightly. Evan took another long toke before holding Luke's head gently with one hand and exhaling a steady plume of smoke toward him.

      "Inhale, Luke," he said, his voice soft but commanding.

      Luke closed his eyes and breathed in deeply, letting the warm haze wash over him.

      "That's it," Evan murmured approvingly. "Take it all."

      Luke exhaled slowly, a faint smile forming on his lips. "Not bad," he said, meeting Evan's eyes.

      Evan chuckled, rising to his feet and planting a boot on the chair, leaning down toward Luke with a playful smirk. "You think you're ready for more?" he teased, his tone dripping with challenge.

      Luke nodded, his nerves beginning to ebb.

      "Yeah," he replied quietly. "Let's keep going."

      Evan grinned. "Let's see. Come here and untie my boots with your mouth—no hands. Show me how eager you are."

      Luke hesitated for a split second, then bent down. The worn leather of Evan's boots carried a scent of earth and sweat, intoxicating in its rawness. Luke's teeth found the heavy laces, tugging them loose with tentative care.

      As he worked, Evan rested a hand on Luke's head, his voice a low growl. "Lick them. Show me how much you want this."

      That command sent Luke's head spinning. His tongue traced the curve of the boots, tasting the rugged leather as his inhibitions dissolved.

      "Good boy," Evan murmured, combing Luke's hair with his fingers. "You're my deviant puppy, aren't you?"

      "Yes, Sir." Luke looked up and whispered, his voice trembling with eagerness, his mouth dripping and wet.

      "Come here," Evan said, his tone softening as he held Luke's face firmly, leaning in close. "Open your mouth," he ordered, his steel-blue eyes piercing as they locked onto Luke's.

      Luke obeyed, and Evan spat a thick wad directly down his throat.

      "Swallow," he commanded.

      Luke gagged slightly but managed, overwhelmed.

      Evan chuckled at Luke's reaction, then lifted one bare foot, pressing it against Luke's lips. "Let's see how good that mouth is," he said, his voice dripping with authority.

      Luke hesitated only for a moment before opening his mouth, letting Evan's toes slide past his lips. Evan had really large feet, solid and perfectly formed with just a wisp of hair on top. Each digit was thick and firm, the faint musk of sweat mixing with the earthy scent of leather. Luke's tongue flicked over each toe, savoring the gritty texture as if in a trance.

      "Good boy," Evan said, his tone equal parts praise and mockery. "You like that, don't you?"

      "Yes, Sir," Luke replied between licks, his voice muffled but eager.

      Evan pressed both feet against Luke's chest, applying enough force to make Luke feel the weight of his powerful legs.

      "You're lucky I'm in the mood for a good boy like you," Evan said, his grin widening.

      The pressure against his chest made Luke's breath catch. He could feel Evan's strength in that simple gesture, the controlled power that could easily overwhelm him if Evan chose. The thought sent a shiver of excitement through him, making him acutely aware of how completely he'd surrendered control.

      Evan stood over Luke, his broad shoulders and muscled frame casting a dominating shadow. Straddling Luke's face, he leaned in close, his jeans pressing firmly against Luke's lips.

      "Show me how much you want it," Evan growled, grinding his groin against Luke's face.

      A soft moan escaped Luke as the heat and pressure ignited his senses. He nibbled and licked at the denim, teasing the growing bulge beneath.

      "Go on," Evan urged, his voice thick with desire. "Use that mouth. Show me."

      Trembling, Luke's teeth found the zipper, tugging it down slowly as the bulge grew even more pronounced. He glanced up, catching the faint smirk on Evan's lips as he unbuckled his black leather belt.

      With willful ease, Evan dragged the belt across Luke's cheek, the cold steel studs and supple leather brushing against his skin.

      The tension mounted as Evan peeled off his jeans, revealing strong, sweat-slick thighs. His thick arousal jutted from beneath the hem of his flannel shirt, and Luke's breath hitched.

      Evan was the embodiment of raw masculinity—his long, sturdy legs dusted with fine hair that shimmered with sweat, and a body honed by hard labor and unyielding discipline. Every inch of him was solid, unrelenting.

      Evan stepped closer and wrapped his muscled thighs around Luke's head, guiding him downward. "Start here," he commanded, his tone brooking no argument yet laced with subtle invitation.

      Luke obeyed, pressing his lips to the firm expanse of Evan's thighs. His tongue traced the hard, corded muscles, savoring the faint saltiness of sweat. He explored every inch, from the defined ridges of Evan's calves to the powerful curve of his quads, breathing in the earthy scent of his skin.

      The musk of a man who hadn't showered in hours clung to him, primal and intoxicating. Luke moaned softly, his tongue venturing higher to tease the thick mound beneath Evan's briefs.

      "Good boy," Evan murmured, his hands resting heavily on Luke's shoulders. "Take it all in."

      Luke's lips worshiped the fabric, tasting and teasing with eager reverence. Evan's thumb brushed over Luke's parted lips, his touch a commanding caress.

      "Open up," he ordered.

      Luke complied, his mouth parting as Evan slid his thumb inside. The motion was slow at first, testing his limits, but quickly grew more insistent. One finger became two, then three, thrusting deeper into Luke's mouth.

      Luke gagged slightly, his throat straining against the intrusion, but he didn't pull back. Evan's free hand cradled the back of his head, a mixture of force and reassurance guiding his movements.

      "You can take it," Evan said, his voice steady and confident. "Just like that."

      Time dissolved as Luke licked, tasted, and submitted, following Evan's every command. Whenever Luke faltered, Evan would ease up, allowing him a moment to breathe before continuing. Sweat dripped from both their bodies, the heat between them growing unbearable.

      Finally, Evan stepped back, his chest heaving as he exhaled deeply.

      "Get me a beer," he instructed, his tone firm yet tinged with affection.

      Luke scrambled to his feet, retrieving a cold bottle from the fridge. As he was about to turn, Evan came up behind him, wrapping his strong arms around Luke's frame. The chill of the beer against Luke's overheated skin made him shiver as Evan's hands roamed across his chest, teasing the hardened peaks of his nipples.

      Evan nuzzled against Luke's neck, his tongue tracing slow, feather-light lines along the curve of Luke's ear. The firm press of Evan's arousal against Luke's backside was undeniable, its heat seeping through the fabric of their briefs.

      Turning Luke around, Evan plucked the beer from his hands and gestured to his shirt. "Undo it," he said softly.

      Luke's fingers moved with reverence, unfastening the flannel one button at a time. With each clasp undone, more of Evan's chiseled chest came into view—broad, powerful, and glistening with sweat.

      Evan's dark, taut nipples stood out against his sun-kissed skin. Luke's gaze lingered, drinking in the sight as Evan shrugged off the shirt, letting it fall to the floor. Somehow, in that moment, Evan had shed his briefs, standing gloriously naked—a vision of raw, unapologetic power.

      Evan held the cold beer bottle to Luke's flushed face, brushing it against his cheeks before trailing it down his damp chest. The contrast of icy glass against fevered skin sent jolts through Luke's overstimulated nerves. The condensation from the bottle left glistening trails across his skin, mingling with sweat in rivulets that Evan watched with undisguised appreciation.

      Picking up the discarded flannel shirt, Evan wiped the sweat from Luke's brow, letting him inhale the mingled scent of leather and musk clinging to the fabric. Slowly, he toweled them both down, his movements meaningful, savoring the intimacy of their shared moment.

      The room fell silent, broken only by the sound of their ragged breaths. Evan took a swig from the beer, then leaned in, pressing a deep, commanding kiss to Luke's lips.

      The cold tang of beer mingled with the heat of their mouths as Evan shared the brew, passing it between them in a kiss that left Luke trembling. Their bodies pressed together, sweat-slicked skin and hardened arousals grinding against each other in a rhythm that erased all else.

      Breaking the kiss, Evan's hands gripped Luke's waist, his voice a low, possessive growl. "You're mine tonight."

      Luke met his gaze, eyes alight with devotion and need. "Yes, Sir."
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      Morning sunlight filtered through the blinds as Luke lay still, his thoughts drifting between the past and the present. He couldn’t help but recall that night years ago with Will—wild, intense, and unmoored. Over breakfast the next day, neither Luke nor Will said a word about it. Instead, they slid effortlessly into light conversation about classes and weekend plans, as if the night before had been a dream.

      For Will, Luke guessed, it was just another wild college night—a fleeting adventure, no strings attached. Will had always been open-minded, approaching life as a series of experiences to savor without judgment. But for Luke, it felt like so much more. The intensity of that night, the way he’d surrendered completely to his impulses and desires, left an indelible mark.

      As the years passed, Luke tucked that memory away into a quiet corner of his mind, a secret he rarely revisited but never truly forgot. Lately, though, it had started to resurface, intruding on his daydreams and even his sleep. The thought of exploring that side of himself—the one he’d buried so carefully—was intoxicating. He wanted to relive that wildness, but this time, he craved more. He wanted to push the boundaries of his hidden desires, to explore without restraint.

      There could be no attachments. His wife and kids were his anchor, the life he’d built too important to disrupt. This exploration would have to remain separate, confined to a space where boundaries were clear and safe. He wanted a man who understood that—a man who could embody the rugged masculinity he remembered from that night with Will, but who could take him even further.

      That’s how the idea of hiring an escort had come to him. No strings, no fallout. Just a fantasy brought to life, neatly tucked away from his everyday reality. And yet, last night with Evan had been anything but simple.

      The night had faded into a fragile, shared dawn, one of those rare moments when time seemed suspended. Luke lay there, feeling the warmth of Evan's shoulder against his own and the quiet rhythm of his breathing. It wasn’t just grounding—it felt oddly intimate, more real than anything he’d allowed himself in years. Neither man spoke, the silence grew heavier with each passing second, yet it didn’t feel uncomfortable.

      “Are you up for breakfast?” Evan’s voice finally broke the stillness, as if he, too, sought something normal to steady them both.

      Luke hesitated, then nodded. “Yeah… sure.”

      They ended up at a small diner down the street, the air rich with the aroma of freshly brewed coffee and sizzling bacon. To Luke’s surprise, the usual anxiety he felt about being seen in public with Evan was nowhere to be found. Instead, he found himself oddly at ease as he watched Evan study the menu with a kind of relaxed concentration.

      “You’re really into breakfast, huh?” Luke teased, a faint smirk tugging at his lips.

      Evan glanced up, catching the glint of mischief in Luke’s eyes. “You’re not allowed to judge, Mr. Latte-Every-Morning.”

      Luke chuckled, his guard slipping in a way that felt alarmingly natural. “That’s different. Coffee’s a necessity. You’re just stalling.”

      Evan raised an eyebrow, leaning in slightly. “Maybe I just like taking my time. Ever think of that?”

      The low, teasing note in Evan’s voice sent a shiver through Luke. His face warmed, and he hid it by reaching for his coffee.

      “So, tell me,” Evan said, steering the conversation to safer ground—or so Luke thought. “What does a day in Luke’s life look like? Besides the lattes, I mean.”

      Luke hesitated, unsure how much he wanted to reveal. “It’s not as exciting as you’d think. Meetings, phone calls, spreadsheets.”

      Evan laughed. “Sounds… thrilling.”

      “Hey,” Luke shot back. “Some of us aren’t out there living the untethered life.”

      Evan’s smile faltered for a moment, something unspoken flashing in his eyes. “Untethered,” he echoed, his voice softening. “You say it like it’s freeing, but it’s not always that simple.” He looked down at his coffee, his tone quiet but weighted. “Sometimes you give things up and don’t even realize what you’ve lost until it’s too late.”

      The words hit Luke harder than he expected. He’d imagined Evan’s life as thrilling, free of obligations and consequences, but hearing this made him wonder. Luke felt the weight of his own choices, his carefully constructed world, shift in his mind.

      Not wanting to linger on the thought, Luke nodded toward the plates the waitress had just set down. “Guess we’re both pretty good at hiding things,” he said quietly, watching Evan’s reaction.

      Evan shrugged, cutting into his food. “Maybe that’s why we get along so well.” His tone was light, but his words carried a deeper truth that neither of them acknowledged outright.

      Conversation flowed easily after that. Luke found himself laughing at Evan’s dry humor, appreciating the warmth behind his biting sarcasm. It felt… real, effortless. He realized, with a pang, he could stay here with Evan all day, sharing pieces of themselves over coffee and eggs.

      “I never thought I’d say this,” Luke admitted, breaking the rhythm of their banter. “But… this feels nice.”

      Evan studied him with a faint smile. “Yeah? ‘Nice’… I’ll take that.”

      For a moment, Luke thought Evan might say something more, something that would shift the fragile balance they’d created. But Evan only set down his fork, his gaze steady.

      “So,” he asked, his tone deceptively casual, “what do you do when you’re not… doing this?”

      Luke’s chest tightened. He knew he should keep things simple, brush it off. But Evan’s eyes held a quiet intensity, pulling something from him he wasn’t sure he wanted to share.

      “I have… a family,” Luke said finally, his voice barely above a whisper. He braced himself for Evan’s reaction.

      There was a pause, but Evan’s face didn’t change. “I kind of figured.”

      “You did?”

      Evan shrugged. “You’ve got that look.”

      Luke frowned. “What look?”

      “The one that says, ‘I’m here, but I’m really not.’” Evan’s voice was calm, understanding, and without judgment. “I’m guessing your wife doesn’t know about… this part of you?”

      Luke shook his head, shame curling in his gut. “No. She doesn’t.”

      Evan nodded as if he’d expected that. “Makes sense.”

      The silence that followed felt heavier than before. For the first time in years, Luke felt exposed, vulnerable in a way that made him want to run—and stay. He felt drawn to Evan, in a way that felt uncomfortably close to longing.

      “I don’t know why I’m telling you all this,” he murmured, more to himself than to Evan.

      Evan leaned back, watching him with that familiar mix of warmth and detachment. “Maybe because you need to. Sometimes it’s easier to open up to someone who doesn’t expect anything from you.”

      The simplicity of Evan’s words struck Luke deeply. He looked down at his coffee, thoughts churning. They had shared something raw, but he knew it couldn’t last. This morning was fleeting. Brief, intense—and destined to end. And yet, the idea of walking away from it filled him with a strange, quiet dread.

      Evan seemed to sense his retreat. “You don’t have to explain yourself, Luke,” he said softly, a sigh trailing his words. “You’re allowed to want things… even if you can’t have them forever.”

      The truth of that settled over them, unspoken but deeply understood.

      Luke forced himself to look up, searching for the right words to break the heaviness between them. He needed to shift the mood, to reestablish the boundaries they both knew couldn’t be crossed.

      “I… I really should get going,” he murmured.

      Evan nodded, his expression carefully neutral. “Yeah. I get it.”

      But as Luke stood, their eyes met, and something raw and desperate passed between them. He wanted to reach out, to touch Evan, to hold on just a little longer. But he didn’t. Instead, he stepped back, letting the moment hang between them—heavy, unspoken, unfulfilled.

      As Luke turned to leave, he felt an almost physical pull, urging him to turn back. Each step out of the diner was weighted with regret. For hours afterward, that morning lingered in his mind—the warmth of Evan’s laugh, the rare ease he felt by his side. He couldn’t shake it, that brief taste of what it might feel like to be free. To be… himself. And no matter how he tried, he couldn’t deny the truth any longer: he wanted more.
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        * * *

      

      The next evening, Luke found himself texting Evan. He wasn’t entirely sure what he wanted, but he knew he couldn’t leave things as they were. Their conversation began with the usual small talk, but it didn’t take long for them to agree to meet again.

      When Luke opened the door, his heart pounded at the sight of Evan standing there, his expression a mix of welcome and wariness. This time, though, Luke didn’t hesitate. He stepped forward, barely giving Evan time to close the door before pulling him close. His hand slid to Evan’s neck as their lips met.

      Evan responded immediately, his hands gripping Luke’s waist and pulling him closer. The kiss was charged—deeper, more urgent than before—as if they both knew they couldn’t afford to hold back this time. Weeks of tension, denial, and questioning melted away between them. The kiss grew rougher, more desperate, as if they were both afraid to let go.

      Breaking the kiss, Luke looked into Evan’s eyes, his breathing heavy. “I couldn’t stop thinking about this,” he admitted, his voice low, trembling with intensity.

      Evan’s hand lingered on Luke’s face, his thumb brushing his cheek. “Me neither,” he murmured, his gaze unguarded and vulnerable. “But… are you sure?”

      In response, Luke pulled him closer, his hands sliding down Evan’s back. “I’m here, aren’t I?” he whispered, his lips grazing Evan’s neck, feeling the steady pulse beneath his skin. For the first time, Luke felt bold, certain. Being here, touching Evan like this—it felt right in a way he hadn’t expected.

      They moved toward the couch, their hands exploring each other, the tension between them building in slow, deliberate waves. This time, there was no rush. Luke took his time, his fingers tracing every inch of Evan’s skin, his lips following. The moment was tender and intimate, charged with meaning they didn’t speak of but understood instinctively.

      As the night deepened, their passion became wilder, a shared frenzy that felt raw and deeply personal. Luke surrendered fully, embracing a part of himself he had long denied. His movements were sure and deliberate, unburdened by the restraints he had carried for so long. Evan matched his intensity, his touch reverent yet fierce, as if claiming something they both needed.
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        * * *

      

      Afterward, they lay tangled together in comfortable silence, their breaths evening out as they recovered. Luke glanced at Evan, who was watching him with a warmth tinged with something like sadness.

      “That was… intense,” Evan said quietly, a faint smile tugging at his lips.

      “Yeah,” Luke replied, his voice softer than usual. He felt an odd sense of peace, as if he’d finally given himself permission to take what he needed. “Better than I thought it’d be.”

      Evan chuckled lightly, but the moment didn’t lose its weight. They lay quietly, both lost in thought. For Luke, the satisfaction of being with Evan was tempered by the creeping dread of what it meant for his carefully constructed life.

      Evan was the first to break the silence. “I’m not usually one for complications,” he said, his tone light but his eyes serious. “But this… you… you’re something different.”

      Luke turned to him, unsure how to respond. He wasn’t used to hearing words like that—words that hinted at something more. Part of him wanted to deflect, to keep things simple, but he couldn’t deny the truth in Evan’s gaze.

      “I don’t know what this is,” Luke said finally, his voice barely above a whisper. “But I know I don’t want it to end.”

      The admission hung in the space between them, and Luke felt his heart race, both exhilarated and terrified by his own words. He had come here thinking this would be a one-time indulgence, a chance to explore something he’d buried for too long. But now, lying beside Evan, he realized he wanted more.

      Evan shifted, propping himself up on one elbow to meet Luke’s gaze. “I’m not asking for forever,” he said carefully. “But if you want to see where this goes… I’m here.”

      The words lingered in the air, weighted with quiet understanding. They acknowledged a fragile, tentative reality—one neither had expected but both were willing to explore. Luke knew he couldn’t offer Evan a life together, couldn’t make promises beyond these stolen moments. Yet, hearing those words, feeling the warmth of Evan’s touch—it was enough. For now.

      They lay together, sharing soft kisses and hushed conversations that filled the hours until dawn. Evan’s stories from his past, lighthearted anecdotes and memories, drew laughter from Luke and created a closeness that felt as natural as breathing. And for the first time in years, Luke found himself letting go of his guardedness, revealing pieces of himself he had long kept hidden.

      But as the faint light of dawn crept through the windows, the weight of his other life pressed in again. The reality of his family, his obligations—everything he’d worked so hard to maintain—loomed just beyond the fragile bubble they had created.

      Evan seemed to sense the shift. “You don’t have to decide anything right now,” he said softly, his hand brushing gently against Luke’s arm. “Just… be here. With me.”

      Luke nodded, his chest tight with gratitude and uncertainty. For a little while longer, he could hold on to this moment, could exist in this space without the world outside breaking through. They lay in silence, savoring the last moments before morning fully arrived. But even as he held Evan close, Luke couldn’t shake the feeling that this was the start of something far more complicated than he could control.

      When the time came to part, they dressed quietly, their movements slow, deliberate, as if prolonging the inevitable. Their touches lingered, their smiles carrying a bittersweet weight. Though the reality of Luke’s other life loomed heavier with every passing second, he pushed it aside, focusing on the warmth of Evan’s hand in his.
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      The quiet was punctuated by the sounds of zippers and rustling fabric as they packed. Neither quite looked at the other, the tension between them both familiar and strange.

      Luke finally sat back on the bed, cradling his coffee, watching Evan fold a shirt with methodical care. “You’re pretty meticulous,” he said, a half-smile curving his lips. “I don’t think I’ve seen anyone fold a shirt that neatly.”

      Evan paused, glancing over with a faint grin. “Well, now you have,” he replied, amusement flickering in his eyes. “What about you? Do you actually fold anything, or do you just toss it all in?”

      “Toss it in,” Luke admitted, stretching his legs out. “Much more efficient. Besides, it all wrinkles eventually.”

      Evan chuckled softly and sat beside him, their shoulders brushing. “Sometimes I like taking my time,” he said, his voice dropping, rich with meaning.

      Their eyes met, and for a moment, the weight of that statement lingered between them, heavy with unspoken truths. Luke’s pulse quickened, the realization sinking in that their time together was slipping away. There was still so much he wanted to ask, so much he needed to know.

      “Tell me something,” he said, his voice quieter now. “Something you’ve never told anyone.”

      Evan stilled, his expression turning pensive. After a long beat, he said, “Something no one knows?” He hesitated, then let out a soft, almost self-conscious laugh. “All right. I always thought I’d end up doing something completely different from what I’m doing now. Art, maybe. Or music.” He paused, his smile tinged with a bittersweet edge. “But life... well, it had other plans.”

      Luke blinked, taken back. “Art? You never struck me as the artsy type.”

      Evan shrugged, a faint smile tugging at his lips. “Guess that side of me got buried under other things.” He glanced down, momentarily lost in thought, before looking back up. “What about you? Any dreams you never gave a fair shot?”

      “Maybe,” Luke admitted, surprised by his own honesty. He paused, letting the words form, realizing he’d never said this out loud. “I wanted to travel. See things. Never quite got around to it.” He laughed softly, a little self-conscious. “Kept waiting for the right time, I guess.”

      “The right time,” Evan repeated, a trace of something sad in his tone. “Funny how we keep waiting for it, isn’t it?”

      Luke nodded, feeling the weight of the words between them. “Guess timing’s never been my strong suit,” he murmured, glancing at Evan. “If it were, maybe I’d be doing something different this morning. Something… else.”

      Evan’s gaze met his, and Luke saw something vulnerable there, a flicker of uncertainty. “Sometimes it feels like it’s already too late, you know?” Evan said quietly. “Like you’ve already made all the choices, and there’s no going back.”

      Luke’s throat tightened. “But maybe… maybe it’s not too late. For everything.”

      For a moment, neither of them spoke, the unnamed feelings thickening the air between them. Luke felt the urge to reach out, to bridge the gap, but he stopped himself, the complexity of the moment stretching out.

      “So,” Evan said finally, his voice slightly hoarse, “you think we’ll remember this? Years from now?”

      Luke managed a half-smile, trying to lighten the mood. “Depends. How good’s your memory?”

      “Better than you might think.” Evan’s smile was small but genuine. “I don’t think I’ll forget this, if that’s what you’re asking.”

      The words hung there, heavier than they should have been. Luke leaned forward, elbows on his knees, staring at the floor. “Me neither,” he whispered.

      The silence stretched again, filled with the ticking of the clock. Each second was a reminder that time was slipping away, taking the weekend—and this connection—with it.

      “You know,” Evan said slowly, breaking the quiet, “part of me wonders if I could just stop here. Just stay like this, for a while.” He glanced at Luke, his eyes filled with a hesitant hope. “Just… not go back.”

      Luke’s heart pounded, his throat suddenly dry. He felt the urge to agree, to say something that would make Evan stay. But he couldn’t bring himself to do it. “Sometimes,” he said instead, choosing his words carefully, “sometimes things are better left as they are. You know, without trying to change them.”

      Evan looked at him, a flicker of disappointment crossing his face before he masked it. “Yeah,” he said      softly. “I get that. Just… sometimes it feels like things shouldn’t end.”

      The silence returned, heavy with finality. They both knew that whatever they’d found here, it wasn’t something that would carry back into the real world. And yet, neither seemed willing to let it go just yet.

      “So, what now?” Evan asked, his voice barely audible.

      Luke felt the lump in his throat tighten. “I don’t know,” he said, his voice cracking. “I don’t know what happens next.”

      They looked at each other, the weight of their thoughts unspoken but understood. Whatever this was, it had left a mark neither of them would forget.

      “Maybe…” Luke started, his voice faltering. “Maybe we just… go with it. See where things take us. No expectations.”

      Evan smiled, a sad, accepting smile. “No expectations,” he echoed. “Right.”

      For a few moments, they sat in      silence, letting it speak for them, neither willing to be the first to break it. Finally, Evan stood, reaching for his bag, his movements slow and hesitant.

      Luke felt his heart clench, the reality settling in with every step Evan took. “Evan,” he called, his voice barely steady.

      Evan turned, his eyes soft, filled with something unreadable. “Yeah?”

      Luke swallowed hard, the words fighting their way out. “Don’t… don’t be a stranger.”

      Evan’s smile was small but genuine. “I won’t,” he replied, his voice thick with promises.

      The door was halfway open when Luke just couldn’t hold it back any longer. He didn’t know if it was the finality in Evan’s footsteps or the quiet in the room that made him feel like he was about to lose something important, but the words tumbled out before he had a chance to think them through.

      “Wait. Please. I don’t want this to end here.”

      Evan paused in the doorway, his hand gripping the handle. He didn’t turn around immediately, but Luke saw his shoulders tense, like he was caught off guard. Luke swallowed, his mouth suddenly dry, but now that he’d started, he had to keep going.

      “I don’t want this to just be some weekend thing we look back on and never talk about again.” Luke’s voice sounded raw even to his own ears, and he knew he was taking a risk, letting himself feel this much. But somehow, losing Evan without even trying felt like a worse risk.

      Evan finally turned, and Luke saw the surprise in his eyes. “Are you saying…?” Evan started, then trailed off, his brows furrowing as if he wasn’t sure he’d heard correctly.

      Luke forced himself to meet Evan’s gaze, the vulnerability making him feel almost naked. “I’m saying I want to keep seeing you. Outside of… everything else. Without any professional boundaries or limitations.” He took a shaky breath, feeling as though he were standing on the edge of a cliff. “I want to know who you are when we’re not just meeting in hotel rooms, or pretending this is just casual.”

      For a moment, Evan was silent, processing Luke’s words. His expression softened, a mixture of surprise and something Luke couldn’t quite place—hope, maybe, or disbelief. “You want more than just… this?”

      Luke nodded, a small, rueful smile appearing on his face. “I know it’s a lot to ask. But, yeah, I do.”

      Evan looked down, his face shifting to something deeper, conflicted. “Luke, you have to understand… this changes everything. And I don’t even know what that means for us. There’s a lot at stake.”

      “I know,” Luke replied, his voice steady and earnest. “But I’m willing to take that risk if it means figuring this out with you. I’m not saying I have all the answers, but… I want to find them. With you.”

      Evan’s eyes searched his face, as if weighing the sincerity of Luke’s words. He stepped back into the room, letting the door fall shut, creating an intimacy that made the moment feel even heavier. He looked at Luke, expression thoughtful, hesitant, but undeniably open.

      “You’re serious?” he asked, voice almost a whisper.

      “Dead serious,” Luke answered, his own voice trembling slightly. He took a breath, stepping closer to Evan, bridging the space between them. “This weekend—everything about it—it felt real. Not just something we’ll leave behind and forget. And I don’t want to just forget it.”

      Evan let out a slow breath, his shoulders relaxing. “I feel the same, Luke. And maybe that’s why I’ve been holding back. Because I know this won’t be simple.” He shook his head, half-smiling. “But I can’t deny that there’s something here. Something worth trying for.”

      Luke’s heart leapt. For a moment, neither of them spoke, letting the unnamed feelings settle around them.

      Evan’s gaze softened. “If we do this, we take it slow. One step at a time. No pressure to define anything right now, okay?”

      Luke nodded, relief and gratitude flooding him. “That sounds perfect.”

      They stood in silence, the air between them charged with anticipation, a shared understanding that this was a new beginning—fragile but undeniably real. Luke reached out, letting his fingers brush against Evan’s hand, feeling the warmth of his skin.

      Evan stepped closer, closing the distance between them, and Luke felt the electricity of the moment. His hand moved to Evan’s cheek, gently guiding him nearer until their lips met in a kiss. This one was different—deeper, more meaningful, carrying the weight of a promise neither dared to voice.

      When they finally pulled back, Evan’s hand lingered on Luke’s arm, as though reluctant to let go. “I don’t know where this is going to take us,” he murmured, “but I’m here for it. For however long it lasts.”

      Luke’s chest swelled with happiness, tinged with a quiet disbelief that this was actually happening. “Same here,” he replied softly. “I just… I don’t want to let you go.”

      Evan’s eyes glimmered, warm and reassuring. “Then don’t.” A faint smirk played on his lips, a flicker of mischief breaking through. “It’s not like I’m running out the door.”

      Luke chuckled, the tension melting away as the seriousness of the moment softened into something lighter. “Well, that’s a relief. Guess I’ll have to find other ways to make sure you stick around.”

      “Oh, really?” Evan raised an eyebrow, his tone teasing. “Got any plans in mind?”

      Luke grinned, emboldened by the shift in mood. “Plenty. But you’ll have to stick around to find out.”

      Their laughter filled the room, a shared melody that chased away the weight of uncertainty. For a moment, there were no lingering questions or unspoken fears—just the joy of being together and the hope for whatever lay ahead.

      Evan sobered slightly, taking a deep breath. “I meant it, though. I don’t want this to just be a fling. I want to get to know you. Really know you.”

      Luke nodded, a warmth spreading through his chest. “Then let’s do it. Slowly, like you said. I’m not going anywhere.”

      They shared another kiss, unhurried and tender, a silent promise of the journey they were embarking on. When they finally parted, their eyes met, and the look they exchanged said everything they couldn’t quite put into words.

      As Evan turned to open the door, he paused, glancing back at Luke. “Next weekend?”

      Luke smiled, his heart lifting with hope. “Next weekend sounds perfect.”

      Evan gave a small nod, a soft smile playing on his lips as he stepped out. The door closed quietly behind him, leaving Luke standing in the now-empty room. But the silence wasn’t heavy this time—it felt like the calm before something new and exciting. It wasn’t clear, it wasn’t simple, but it was real.

      Luke exhaled slowly, letting the moment settle. The weekend might have ended, but for the first time, it didn’t feel like an ending. It felt like a beginning.

      As he began packing his things, a smile crept onto his face, and he caught himself already counting down the days until next weekend.

      This time, there would be no waiting for the perfect moment—because the perfect moment was now. And for the first time in a long time, Luke felt like he was exactly where he was meant to be.
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        * * *

      

      Buried Desires

      

      Hard work, discipline, and family—those were the pillars of his upbringing, immovable and absolute.

      But no one ever told Luke what to do when he felt something that didn’t fit neatly into the life he was supposed to lead…
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      Forbidden Devotion

      

      Public Connections (Strangers-to-Lovers Romance)

      Unexpected Sparks

      Express Heat

      Chance Encounter

      Late Night Confessions

      In the Spotlight

      

      Love-Hate Connection (Enemies-to-Lovers Romance)

      Friction and Fire

      Burning Boundaries

      Heated Rivalry

      Irresistible Tension

      Hostile Attraction

      

      Beach Secrets (Summer Romance)
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      Hidden Currents
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      Island Fever

      

      International Heat (Cultural Exchange Romance)

      Heat Beyond Borders

      Lost in Translation

      Foreign Affair

      Passport to Passion

      Dust and Desire

      

      Season’s Heat (Holiday Romance)

      The Soldier’s Secret

      Homecoming Heat

      Saving Christmas Eve

      Christmas Tide

      Midnight Rescue

      

      Coming Soon:

      Fault Lines: After the Protest

    

  


  
    
      If you liked this book, I’d like to ask for a HUGE favor. Would you be so kind as to leave an honest review on Amazon? It would be very much appreciated!

      Click Here To Leave A Review.

      

      If there is anything you didn’t like, please drop me an email at Ryan@Private-Encounters.com. I really want to make sure you enjoyed the experience and learn from my mistakes!

      

      Thank you!
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