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The revolving doors of The Grand Meridian Hotel sighed shut behind Marcus Reed, sealing him off from the rain-slicked Chicago streets. Three weeks on the road had worn him down to a raw, frayed nerve, and the failed merger in Detroit was the final, humiliating blow. His suit felt like a second skin made of sandpaper, his collar a noose. All he wanted was a bed, a bottle of something expensive, and twelve hours of unconsciousness before the flight back to New York and the inevitable firing squad.

"Welcome to The Grand Meridian, sir."

The voice was a low, pleasant baritone that cut through the fog of Marcus's exhaustion. He looked up from the marble floor, his eyes focusing on the man behind the reception desk. And for the first time in a very long time, Marcus felt a jolt that had nothing to do with stress or caffeine.

The night manager was young, maybe twenty-five, with dark, artfully tousled hair that fell across a high forehead. His name tag, pinned to a chest that strained against the crisp white uniform shirt, read 'Julian'. But it wasn't his face that had caught Marcus's attention. It was his arms. As he reached for Marcus's credit card, the short sleeves of his jacket rode up, revealing forearms corded with lean muscle, dusted with a fine, dark hair that caught the low light. They were the kind of arms that looked strong, capable.

Marcus blinked, shaking his head slightly. What the hell was that? He cleared his throat. "Just a room. Something with a desk. And a minibar that's actually stocked."

Julian's lips curved into a small, professional smile. His lips. Jesus. They were full, the bottom lip slightly fuller than the top, and they had a natural, deep pink color that made them look permanently moist. Marcus felt an inappropriate twitch in his groin and immediately shifted his weight, his briefcase suddenly feeling like a lead shield in front of him.

"We have our executive suite available, Mr. Reed," Julian said, his fingers flying across the keyboard. "It's on the top floor, very quiet. Comes with complimentary access to the spa and full room service, of course."

"Fine," Marcus clipped out, trying to focus on the transaction and not the way Julian's throat moved when he swallowed. "Whatever. Just give me the key."

He was losing his mind. That was the only explanation. Three weeks away from Sarah. Three weeks of hotel beds and sterile showers and his own hand for company. His balls ached with a constant, dull pressure, a case of terminal blue balls that had him noticing things he shouldn't. He was a forty-two-year-old married man. He didn't notice the lips on other men.

Julian slid the key card across the polished counter. "All set. The elevators are just behind you to the right. If you need anything at all—dinner, a drink, reservations... anything—you can just dial zero from your room. I'm the only one on duty tonight."

The way he said "anything" was probably standard hotel training, but it landed in Marcus's gut like a physical touch. He grabbed the key card, his fingers brushing Julian's. The contact was electric, a spark that shot up his arm. He snatched his hand back as if burned.

"Right. Thanks."

He practically fled to the elevators, punching the button for the penthouse floor with more force than necessary. As the doors slid shut, he caught a last glimpse of Julian watching him, an unreadable expression on his face. The elevator mirrored his own reflection back at him—tired, disheveled, and with a look in his eyes he didn't recognize. A look of raw, undiluted need.

The suite was opulent, cold, and empty. Marcus tossed his briefcase onto a king-sized bed that seemed to mock him with its vast expanse of pristine white linen. He paced the length of the room, shedding his jacket and loosening his tie. The city lights glittered beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows, a beautiful, indifferent panorama.

He needed a drink. He needed to call Sarah. He needed to get a grip.

Instead, he found himself standing at the window, looking down at the streetlights below, his mind replaying the image of Julian's forearms. The strength in them. The way his uniform had stretched across his shoulders when he'd turned to grab the key encoder. And his ass. Marcus squeezed his eyes shut. He hadn't even let himself look at the man's ass in the lobby, but he was imagining it now. Round, firm, filling out those tailored trousers.

"Fuck," he muttered to the empty room. This was wrong. This was a dangerous line of thought. He loved his wife. He loved his life. He was just tired and sexually frustrated. That was all. It was a simple biological equation: no release for three weeks plus stress plus exhaustion equaled a wandering, malfunctioning brain.

He went to the minibar, pulled out a tiny, obscenely overpriced bottle of bourbon, and downed half of it in one go. The liquor burned a fiery path down his throat. He needed to call Sarah. He pulled out his phone, his thumb hovering over her contact photo. It was late. He'd wake her. He'd just send a text.

Land in NY tomorrow afternoon. Love you.

Simple. Safe. Normal.

But as he hit send, his mind was elsewhere. It was back in the lobby, wondering if Julian's chest hair was as dark as the hair on his head. Wondering what it would feel like to have those strong arms wrapped around him.

The bourbon wasn't helping. It was making it worse, lowering the walls of the carefully constructed compartment where he kept thoughts like this. He poured the rest of the miniature bottle into his mouth and stood there, the empty glass in his hand, the ache in his groin now a persistent, demanding throb.

He was a grown man. He could handle this. He'd take a cold shower, go to bed, and in the morning, this bizarre, unwelcome attraction would be gone, forgotten like a bad dream.

He turned toward the bathroom, unbuttoning his shirt. And then he stopped. His eyes fell on the phone by the bed. The one with the single button labeled "0" for the front desk. For Julian.

If you need anything at all...

He was straight. He was married. He had never once in his life looked at a man like this. But he was also a man who hadn't been touched in three weeks, a man whose body was screaming for release. And the image of those full, pink lips was burned into the back of his eyelids.

Marcus took a step toward the phone, then another. His heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic, trapped bird. He didn't know what he was going to say. He didn't know what he was doing. All he knew was that the "Do Not Disturb" sign hanging on the inside of his door felt less like a request and more like a promise he was about to break.
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The suite was silent, save for the distant hum of the city and the frantic, traitorous beating of Marcus's own heart. He stood frozen by the bed, the phone in his hand feeling impossibly heavy. The dim light from the city skyline painted the room in shades of blue and gold, casting long shadows that seemed to mock his indecision.

What the hell was he doing? This wasn't him. Marcus Reed was a man of control, of discipline. He built mergers from chaos, he navigated boardrooms with surgical precision, he maintained a marriage for fifteen years through sheer force of will. He didn't... he didn't stand in hotel rooms contemplating dialing zero to summon another man.

He dropped the phone back into its cradle as if it were contaminated. His reflection in the darkened window stared back at him—a stranger with wild eyes and a jaw tight with tension. Three weeks. That's all it was. Three weeks of sterile hotel rooms, of bad room service, of late-night video calls with Sarah that always ended with her yawning and him aching.

With a frustrated growl, Marcus tore at his clothes, letting them fall where they may. His shirt, expensive silk from some boutique in Milan, crumpled to the floor. His trousers followed, then his boxers, until he stood naked in the center of the room, vulnerable and exposed to the empty space.

He walked to the window, the cool glass a shock against his feverish skin. Below, the city pulsed with life—cars flowing like blood cells through veins of asphalt, lights blinking in countless windows where other people were living their lives, making their choices. He pressed his forehead against the glass, the city's vibration humming through his skull.

His hands moved of their own accord, tracing the contours of his own body as if rediscovering it. Fingers splayed across his chest, feeling the coarse hair there, the steady thrum of his heart beneath bone and muscle. His nipples, small and tight against his palms, pebbled at his own touch. He rolled one between thumb and forefinger, a sharp jolt of pleasure-pain that made him gasp.

This was normal, he told himself. This was just biology. A man touching himself. Nothing strange about that.

His hands drifted lower, across the slight softness of his stomach, following the trail of dark hair that led downward. He wrapped his fingers around his cock, half-hard and heavy in his grasp. It responded immediately, thickening and lengthening as he began to stroke, slowly at first, then with increasing urgency. His breath fogged the glass in front of him, obscuring the city lights until they were just a blur of color.

His other hand cupped his balls, heavy and full, the ache there sharpening with each pull of his fist. God, he needed this. He needed release like he needed air. Three weeks of abstinence, of polite smiles and firm handshakes, of sleeping alone in beds too big for one person. It all coalesced into this desperate, needy heat building in his groin.

His fingers moved further back, pressing against the sensitive skin behind his sac, rubbing his taint in slow circles. A ragged moan escaped his lips as pleasure shot through him, sharp and electric. His knees felt weak, and he leaned more heavily against the window, the glass now warm from his body heat.

And then it happened.

As his pleasure mounted, as his
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