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Chapter 1 --- Boarding and the Empty Cabin

The cabin is a cathedral of quiet. A low, symphonic hum is the only hymn, a vibration felt in the soles of my heels more than heard by my ears. Outside the oval windows, the world is a bowl of black ink sprinkled with distant, cold diamonds. We’ve climbed past the weather, into the smooth, high-altitude silence reserved for red-eyes and regret.

My domain tonight is a long-range private charter jet, booked for a skeleton crew of executives returning from a deal that, according to the manifest notes, ‘did not conclude as anticipated.’ Translation: someone lost a lot of money and is now trying to sleep it off at thirty-eight thousand feet.

The cabin seats sixteen in sumptuous leather, but only five are occupied. Four are already unconscious, draped in airline blankets, mouths slightly open in the vulnerable, graceless surrender of sleep.

The fifth is in seat 2A.

Marcus Adler. Thirty-nine. Wound tight.

I felt his gaze on me during takeoff, a tangible pressure against the back of my neck as I secured the galley. Not leering. Not sleepy. Alert.

A man with too much energy and nowhere to put it. I watched him from the service curtain as he tried to work, the sharp blue light of his tablet washing over a face that was all strong lines and quiet frustration. He gave up after twenty minutes, stowing the device with a sigh that seemed to come from his bones.

Now, an hour into the flight, he’s just… looking. Out the window. At the empty seat beside him. At his own hands, which are resting on the polished wood of the armrest, fingers tapping a silent, restless rhythm.

I smooth my hands down the front of my navy pencil skirt, feeling the crisp line of the hem against my knees. My blouse is starched perfection, my red silk neck scarf knotted with precision just below my collarbone. The gold wings pin over my heart is cool to the touch. This uniform is my armor and my invitation. It says I am in control here.

It also whispers, to those who know how to listen, look what’s underneath.

I decide to make my move.

I pour two fingers of an eighteen-year single malt into a cut-crystal tumbler. The amber liquid catches the muted cabin light. I don’t take a glass for myself.

Not yet. This is a professional overture. A nightcap for the only soul still awake in my church.

My heels are silent on the plush carpet as I approach his row. He senses me before he sees me, the tapping of his fingers stopping. He turns his head.

“Mr. Adler,” I say, my voice calibrated to cabin-quiet: clear, but intimate. “I thought you might appreciate a nightcap. It’s a long flight to restlessness.”

His eyes are a deep, focused brown. They take me in, not just the uniform but the woman wearing it. The assessment is quick, intelligent.

A slight smile touches his lips, not quite reaching the tiredness around his eyes. “That’s perceptive of you. And it’s Marcus, please.

‘Mr. Adler’ feels like I’m back in that boardroom.”

“Marcus, then.” I offer the glass. Our fingers brush as he takes it. A deliberate, fleeting contact. His skin is warm. “And I’m Delphine.”

“Delphine,” he repeats, as if tasting the name. He gestures to the empty seat 1A across the aisle. “Will you join me? It seems a shame to drink alone in a room full of sleepers.”

I hesitate, a calculated beat of professional decorum. “The cabin is yours, of course. But it’s against policy to share a passenger’s seat.”

“The seat across the aisle isn’t mine,” he counters, the smile finally reaching his eyes. They crinkle at the corners. “It’s the airline’s. And you’re the airline’s representative. Consider it… a quality inspection.”

A laugh, soft and genuine, escapes me. He’s charming. A charming man with restless hands and a deal gone sour is a specific kind of dangerous. The kind I find interesting. “A quality inspection,” I echo.

“I suppose I can make an exception for a pre-dawn charter.”

I don’t sit in 1A. Instead, I take the seat next to him in his row, 2B.

Close enough that the scent of him—clean cotton, a faint, expensive sandalwood cologne, and the underlying warmth of male skin—wraps around me. The armrest between us is down, a low barrier. I keep my posture perfect, knees together, ankles crossed. The uniform is my anchor.

He takes a slow sip of the scotch, his eyes closing for a second in appreciation. “Perfect. You have a good pour.”

“It’s part of the service,” I say, but the look I give him says it’s more than that.

He watches me over the rim of his glass. “So, Delphine. How many of these red-eyes do you work?”

“Enough to know the difference between someone who can’t sleep and someone who won’t.” I let my gaze drift pointedly to his tapping fingers, now still on the armrest, inches from my own.

He follows my look, then slowly turns his hand palm-up on the leather.

An open, vulnerable gesture. “Guilty as charged. My mind won’t shut off.

Too many variables still in play. Too much… kinetic energy with nowhere to go.”

“Kinetic energy,” I muse, leaning back slightly. The movement makes my skirt pull tighter across my thighs. I see his glance flicker down for a half-second before returning to my face. “On an aircraft, we’re all about managing energy. Potential, kinetic, thermal.” I let my voice drop, just a shade. “It’s all about controlled release.”

His throat works as he swallows another sip. The cabin hum seems to deepen around us, a private soundtrack. “And are you the controlling authority?”

“In this cabin, at this altitude?” I meet his gaze directly, unblinking.

“Yes. I am.”

The air between us thickens, charged. The sleeping forms around us might as well be sculptures. We are the only two living things in this pressurized tube streaking through the night.

“Your rules, then,” he says, his voice a low rumble.

“My rules,” I affirm. I let my own hand come to rest on the armrest, my pinkie finger a whisper away from his. “My aircraft. My terms.”

“And what are your terms, Delphine?”

I look past him, out the window at the infinite night. “Consent.

Explicit, spoken consent. Before any new… course of action.” I look back at him. “Quiet. Absolute quiet. We have a sleeping cabin twenty feet away.”

He doesn’t look away. “Understood.”

“And my uniform,” I say, my fingers brushing the silk of my scarf. “It stays on. Parts of it may be… adjusted. But it doesn’t come off.”

A slow, deep breath expands his chest. His eyes are dark, intent.

“Adjusted.”

“Yes.”

“And if I agree to these terms?” he asks. The question hangs between us, heavy with implication.

“Then we might find a suitable outlet for all that kinetic energy, Marcus.” I stand up in one smooth, practiced motion. The sudden movement makes him lean back to look up at me. The power shift is immediate, visceral. I am standing; he is seated. I am in uniform; he is in a rumpled dress shirt. I am the authority here. “Finish your drink.”

It’s not a suggestion. It’s an order. A gentle one, but an order nonetheless.

He obeys, draining the last of the scotch in one go, his eyes never leaving mine. The crystal clinks softly as he sets it on his side table.

I take the empty glass. “Follow me to the galley. Walk quietly.”

I turn before I can see his reaction, my heels sinking into the carpet as I lead the way down the short aisle. I feel the heat of his presence behind me, a few paces back. I am hyper-aware of the sway of my hips within the constraint of the pencil skirt, the click of my heels now audible in the profound silence. I enter the compact, gleaming galley.

It’s a world of stainless steel and soft, recessed lighting, smelling of coffee grounds and chilled champagne.

I place his glass in the sink and turn. He’s in the doorway, filling it.

He’s taller than I realized. His broad shoulders block most of the cabin view. We are in a lit, semi-private alcove. The sleeping passengers are just around the gentle curve of the bulkhead, close enough that a raised voice would wake them.

“Close the curtain,” I say, nodding to the heavy, navy fabric that can separate the galley from the cabin.

He reaches back and pulls it across the rod. The sound is a soft shush, final and profound. We are officially sequestered. The world narrows to this stainless-steel closet, the hum of the engines, and the two of us.

The space is intimate. If I take a step forward, I’ll be in his personal space. If he takes a step forward, he’ll be in mine.

I don’t step forward. I lean back against the cool metal of the counter, bracing my hands on the edge. The posture pushes my chest forward slightly, strains the buttons of my blouse. I watch him.

He’s watching me, his hands hanging loosely at his sides. Those restless hands. “What now?” he asks, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Now,” I say, matching his volume, the words a husked secret, “you ask for what you want.”

He doesn’t hesitate. “I want to touch you.”

A thrill, sharp and electric, arcs down my spine. “Where?”

“Your neck.” His gaze is fixed on the column of my throat, above the knot of my scarf. “Your jawline. I’ve been watching the way you swallow when you speak all night.”

The specificity is devastating. My breath hitches, a tiny, audible intake. I nod, once. “You have my consent.”

He moves then, not with a rush, but with a deliberate, predatory grace that makes my skin prickle. He closes the distance until he’s standing right before me, his body not touching mine but the heat of him radiating against me, a furnace in the cool galley air. He lifts his right hand.

His fingertips find the sensitive skin just below my ear. His touch is startlingly warm, slightly rough. He traces the line of my jaw down to my chin, a slow, maddening caress. I have to tilt my head back to maintain eye contact, a gesture of surrender that sends a fresh wave of heat pooling low in my belly. My professional polish is cracking, and I can feel the filth underneath begin to seep through.

“You’re so poised,” he murmurs, his thumb stroking the corner of my mouth. “Every movement is so measured. It makes me wonder what it takes to make you come undone.”

“You’re making a good start,” I breathe out. My own hands are gripping the counter’s edge behind me, knuckles white.

He leans in, his lips replacing his thumb at the corner of my mouth.

It’s not a kiss, not yet. It’s a press, a testing. The scent of him, of sandalwood and scotch, fills my senses. I turn my head a fraction, and our lips meet.

The kiss is slow, deep, and instantly hungry. It’s all controlled pressure and searching tongues. He tastes of whisky and want. One of his hands cups the side of my face, the other finds my hip, his fingers digging into the firm curve through the thick wool of my skirt. A low groan vibrates in his chest, and I swallow the sound, my own moan a silent puff of air against his cheek.

He pulls back, just an inch, our breaths mingling. “Delphine,” he whispers, a prayer.

“Ask,” I command, my voice ragged.

“Your scarf. Can I… adjust it?”

My heart hammers against my ribs. This is it. The first real breach of the uniform. I nod again, my throat tight. “Yes.”

His fingers are deft. They find the knot at the base of my throat. He doesn’t yank it; he works it loose with a focused patience that is more erotic than any frantic tearing could be. The silk slithers free. He holds the length of red fabric in his hands, his eyes questioning.

“Blindfold,” I say, the word leaving me in a rush. “My terms. My control.”

Understanding flashes in his eyes, followed by sheer, unadulterated heat. He nods.

I turn fully, presenting my back to him, facing the blank metal of the refrigerator door. “Do it.”

I hear him shift behind me. Then the soft silk is covering my eyes, the world dissolving into a warm, red-tinged darkness. He ties it securely at the back of my head, not too tight, but firm. The loss of sight is immediate and profound. Every other sense sharpens to a knife’s edge. I can hear his breathing, ragged behind me. I can smell his arousal now, mingling with the galley smells. I can feel the cool air on the skin of my throat, newly exposed.

His hands land on my shoulders from behind, heavy and possessive. He leans in, his mouth at my ear. “You have no idea what you look like right now,” he whispers, his voice gravel. “Standing in your perfect uniform, blindfolded with your own scarf, obeying my every order.”

A shiver wracks my body. “Your every order?” I challenge, my voice trembling despite myself.

He nips my earlobe, a sharp, delicious pain. “You gave me the terms. The blindfold was your idea. The obedience… that’s a gift you’re choosing to give.” His hands slide down my arms, then come to rest on my hips again. He pulls me back until my ass is pressed against the hard ridge of his erection, evident even through our layers of clothing. The contact makes us both gasp.

“Now,” he says, his voice thick with need. “Ask me for what you want.”

I’m melting against him, my professional composure a distant memory. In the dark, with his body solid against my back, I am just want. “I want your hands on my breasts,” I whisper. “Over my blouse. I want to feel you want me.”

A growl. His hands slide from my hips up my sides, over the starched cotton of my blouse. He palms my breasts, his thumbs finding my nipples through the fabric and the sensible lace of my bra. He circles them, presses them, rolls them between his fingers. The sensation is amplified tenfold by the blindness. I arch my back, pushing into his hands, a silent plea for more.

“You’re so responsive,” he murmurs into my hair. “Every touch, you just… give.” He squeezes gently, and a choked sound escapes my lips.

“Quiet,” he reminds me, a darkly amused whisper. “We have to be quiet.”

He’s driving me insane. The counter edge is digging into my lower back.

The plane gives a minute shudder—a tiny pocket of turbulence—and he uses it to press me harder against him, grinding his cock into the cleft of my ass. I can feel its length, its heat, even through my skirt and his trousers.

“The buttons,” I gasp out. “Unbutton my blouse.”

He stills. “Your uniform.”

“Adjust it,” I stress, the word a desperate plea. “My terms. I said it could be adjusted.”

His fingers leave my breasts, and for a terrifying second, I think he’s stopping. Then I feel his hands at my front, fumbling with the first button of my blouse. The sound of it popping free is obscenely loud in the humming quiet. Then the second. The third. Cool air washes over my exposed sternum, my stomach. He gets to the fourth button, just above my navel, and stops. My blouse is hanging open, my bra and the bare skin of my midriff exposed.

His hands return to me, this time on bare skin. The touch is electric.

He splays one hand across my stomach, his fingers splayed wide, holding me possessively. The other hand goes back to my breast, but now over the lace of my bra. He rubs his palm over my nipple, and the friction is so much more intense. I bite my lip to keep from crying out.

“You’re so wet for me,” he says, not a question. He can’t possibly know, not yet, but he says it with such conviction that my cunt clenches in agreement. I am. I’m soaked. The slick heat between my legs is a stark contrast to the crisp, professional lines of my uniform skirt.

His hand on my stomach begins to move downward, over the waistband of my skirt.

I stop breathing.

His fingertips trace the top button of my skirt.

“Ask,” he says again, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

I am trembling, lost in a red-silk darkness, pinned between the cold counter and the hard heat of him. The hum of the jet engines is the sound of my own blood rushing in my ears. Somewhere, twenty feet away, a passenger snores softly. The reality of it—the risk, the sheer audacity—pushes me over an edge I didn’t know I was approaching.

“Unzip it,” I whisper, the words scraping my throat raw.

His fingers find the zipper tab at my hip. The sound is a slow, metallic purr in the quiet. The waistband of my skirt loosens, the fabric slackening around my hips. He doesn’t push it down. He lets it hang open, a gaping invitation.

His hand slides inside.

The touch of his palm against the lace panel of my panties is a shock of heat. I jerk against him, a muffled gasp tearing from my throat. He cups me fully, his hand a brand over my cunt. He holds me there, letting me feel the sheer weight of his hand, the promise of it.

“Jesus, Delphine,” he breathes into my neck. “You’re drenched.”

I can only nod, my head falling back against his shoulder. Through the silk blindfold, I see nothing but pulsing red. My world is the scent of him, the sound of his ragged breath, and the devastating pressure of his hand.

He strokes me through the lace, a slow, maddening up-and-down motion that has my hips rocking forward, seeking friction. The lace is a torturous barrier, scratchy and thin. Every pass of his fingers sends jolts of pure need straight to my core. I’m grinding against his palm now, shameless, the quiet rule forgotten in the face of this acute, building ache.

“Ask for it,” he murmurs, his teeth grazing my shoulder. “Ask for what you really want.”

“Take them off,” I pant. “My panties. Take them off.”

He doesn’t make me wait. His fingers hook into the waistband of my panties and drags them down my thighs in one swift, rough movement. The cool galley air hits my bare pussy, a shocking contrast to the heat I’m radiating. My skirt is still tangled around my hips, my blouse open, my bra exposed, my scarf blindfolding me. I am a mess of undone propriety, and the knowledge is a drug.

His hand returns, and this time, there is no barrier.

His fingers slide through my folds, and I cry out, a sharp, stifled sound I swallow into my own fist. I bite down on my knuckles. He finds my clit, already swollen and throbbing, and circles it with a precision that steals the air from my lungs.

“There?” he whispers, a dark, knowing question.

“Yes,” I hiss. “God, yes. Just like that.”

He obeys, his touch firm and relentless. He works me with his fingers, one sliding inside me while his thumb continues its devastating circles on my clit. The stretch, the fullness, the perfect, rough friction—it’s too much and not enough. I’m panting against his chest, my body bowed taut like a wire. The orgasm builds fast, a coiling pressure in my belly, amplified by the darkness and the risk and the sheer forbidden novelty of his touch.

“I’m going to come,” I choke out, the words a broken confession.

“Come, then,” he says, his voice thick with his own need. He nips at my earlobe again. “Come quiet. Let me feel you.”

The command, the permission, is the final spark. The coil snaps.

Pleasure detonates through me in a silent, shattering wave. My body convulses against his hand, my inner muscles clamping around his fingers, a rhythmic, pulsing grip. I bite down hard on my own flesh to keep from screaming, a strangled groan vibrating in my chest. He holds me through it, his hand a steady anchor as I shake apart against him.

When the last tremor subsides, I am boneless, supported only by his arm around my waist and the counter at my back. My breath comes in ragged, hot puffs against the blindfold.

Slowly, carefully, he withdraws his fingers. I feel the loss acutely. He brings his hand up between us, and I hear him suck his fingers clean, a soft, wet sound that sends a fresh, aftershock shiver through my spent body.

“You taste,” he says, his lips against my temple, “like victory.”

I let out a weak, trembling laugh. The power dynamic has shifted, blurred. I gave him the orders, but he brought me to my knees. Now, it’s my turn.

I reach back, my hands finding his hips. I turn in his arms, my blindfolded face tilted up toward where I know his is. My fingers fumble for his belt buckle.

“My turn,” I say, my voice raw but firm.

He lets out a shuddering breath. “Your turn.”

I undo his belt, the leather sliding free with a whisper. The button of his trousers is next, then the zipper. I push the fabric down over his hips, just enough. His cock springs free, hot and heavy in my hand. I wrap my fingers around him, feeling him jump at my touch. He’s thick, velvety steel, already leaking at the tip.

“Condom,” I say. It’s not a question. It’s a rule.

He hesitates for a fraction of a second, then one of his hands leaves my body. I hear the rustle of his wallet, the tear of foil. In a moment, he’s sheathed. My hand finds him again.

I sink to my knees on the galley floor.

The carpet is thin and industrial under my knees. The position is awkward in my pencil skirt, the fabric straining, but I make it work.

The blindfold makes me bold. I don’t have to see the hunger in his eyes, the awe. I can just act.

I lean forward and take him into my mouth.

He hisses, a sharp intake of breath above me. His hands come to rest on my head, not forcing, just holding. I take him deep, my tongue swirling around the head before I slide down his length. I set a slow, deliberate rhythm, using my mouth and hand in tandem. I am in control of this. I am the one giving the pleasure now. I can feel the tension in his thighs, the way his hips want to thrust but are holding still, letting me lead.

“Delphine,” he groans, the word a prayer.

I hum in response, the vibration making him curse softly. I pick up the pace, my head bobbing, my other hand cupping his balls, rolling them gently. His breathing turns ragged, his fingers tangling in my perfectly coiled hair. He’s close. I can taste the change in him, feel the tightening in his muscles.

I pull off with a wet pop. “Not yet,” I whisper, panting. I get to my feet, my legs trembling. I reach up and untie the blindfold.

The galley light is painfully bright after the darkness. I blink hard, my eyes adjusting to the glare. He’s staring at me, his face stripped raw with need. My blouse hangs open, my breasts pushing against the thin lace of my bra with every breath. My skirt is unzipped and slipping low on my hips. I feel wrecked. Used. Exactly as I want to be.

I take his hand and press it between my legs again. I’m still wet, still pulsing from the orgasm he gave me. “I want you inside me,” I say. Clear. Direct. “Now.”

He doesn’t waste time. He turns me, bends me forward over the cold stainless-steel counter. My palms slap flat against the metal. He shoves my skirt higher, bunching it around my waist, and the cool air hits my bare skin. His body crowds in behind me, heat and weight and the rough fabric of his trousers against the backs of my thighs.

One hand clamps my hip. The other lines his cock up. The thick head nudges my entrance, blunt and insistent. I push back and take the first inch, my cunt stretching around him.

“Consent?” he grits out, the last thread of control still holding.

“Yes,” I gasp. “Yes, Marcus. Now.”

He drives into me in one long, smooth thrust.

My vision whites out. My mouth falls open around a silent cry. He fills me completely, the thick length of him forcing me open, bottoming out so deep I feel it in my belly. He stays there, buried to the root, letting me feel every inch, letting himself feel how tight I am around him. I am stretched full, aching, perfect.

Then he starts to move.

Slow at first. Deep. Each thrust drags thick and deliberate against my inner walls. Each withdrawal leaves me empty and wanting. The counter is cold and unyielding under my cheek. His body is furnace-hot over my back. The contrast makes me shiver.

“You feel…” He doesn’t finish. His hips snap forward harder, the pace turning urgent. The wet sound of him fucking into me cuts through the steady engine hum. Skin against skin, the slap of his trousers against my ass, the low catch of his breath.

He fucks me like he means it. Hands locked on my hips, pulling me back onto every thrust. I’m still oversensitive from the first orgasm, every stroke lighting me up again. The coil in my belly winds tighter.

“Touch yourself,” he orders, voice rough. “Come with me.”

I don’t hesitate. I reach down between my legs and find my clit, swollen and slick. Two tight circles of my fingers and the edge rushes up fast.

He feels me clench. His rhythm breaks, turns rough and punishing. “I’m close,” he growls. “God, Delphine—”

“Come,” I tell him, voice cracking. “Come inside me.”

The sound he makes is low and guttural. He slams in one last time and locks deep, his whole body going rigid. I feel him throb inside me, the hot pulse of his release even through the condom. It drags me over with him. My cunt spasms hard, the orgasm ripping through me in sharp, rolling waves. I bite down on my own forearm to muffle the ragged sound that tears out of me.

We slump together over the counter, a sweating, shaking tangle. His weight pins me down, heavy and grounding. His heart hammers against my spine, matching the frantic beat of mine.

For a long minute there is only our breathing and the endless drone of the engines.

He pulls out slowly. I hear the condom come off, the soft rustle of tissue, the click of the biohazard lid. Then his hands are gentle again, tugging my skirt back down into place. He turns me to face him.

He looks destroyed. Hair wrecked, shirt damp and creased, eyes dark and heavy-lidded. He starts buttoning my blouse from the bottom, fingers steady, almost careful. I stand there and let him. My hands are still trembling.

When the last button is done, he finds my red silk scarf on the counter. He doesn’t tie it. He folds it once, neatly, and tucks it into the breast pocket of my blouse so the scarlet edge shows against the white cotton.

“A souvenir,” he says, voice hoarse.

I manage a small, unsteady smile. My legs feel loose. My cunt throbs with a deep, satisfied ache. The galley smells like sex and scotch and the two of us.

The PA crackles overhead.

“Cabin crew, prepare for landing in approximately forty minutes.” The pilot’s voice is calm, professional, completely unaware.

Reality slams back in. Sleeping passengers. The descent. Everything waiting on the ground.

Marcus’s eyes meet mine. The heat is still there, but something careful has slipped in around the edges. The spell is already thinning.

I straighten, smooth my skirt. The uniform feels different now. Not just armor. Evidence. I can feel the slow, warm trickle of my own wetness sliding down my inner thigh, a secret I will carry through the cabin.

“I need to…” I gesture toward the curtain, toward my job.

He nods. He tucks himself away, zips, buckles his belt. We put ourselves back together in silence.

When he is presentable, he looks at me. “Delphine…” He stops, the rest of it caught somewhere in his throat.

I reach up and touch his cheek. Just once. “Go back to your seat, Marcus. Fasten your seatbelt.”

It is my voice again, the flight attendant voice, but softer at the edges.

He catches my hand and presses his mouth to my palm. Then he turns, pulls the galley curtain aside, and walks back to 2A without looking back.

I stay where I am. Lean against the same counter he just fucked me over. Let out a long, shaking breath. My body feels electric, awake in a way it hasn’t been in years. I clean quickly, wiping surfaces with a sanitizing cloth, movements automatic.

While I secure the liquor bottles, my fingers brush the empty scotch tumbler. I pick it up. Still warm from his hand.

I glance down the aisle. He’s in 2A, staring out the window at the first thin line of dawn cutting into the dark. His profile is sharp, distant.

The FASTEN SEATBELT sign pings on.

I take one last steadying breath. Smooth my hair. Adjust the wings pin on my blouse. The scarf in my pocket presses against my breast like a brand.

Then I step out of the galley and back into the cabin, heels clicking against the floor, the sound crisp and in command. Inside, I am still airborne.


Chapter 2 — Airborne

The descent into San Diego is smooth, the city glittering like a spilled jewel box beneath the wing. I stand at the door as the passengers disembark, a line of sleepy, rumpled strangers filing past. My smile is automatic, my “thank you, have a lovely day” a recorded message. My body is still a live wire, humming with the memory of his hands on my hips, the ghost of his breath against my neck.

He’s the last one off.

He pauses in the doorway, the early morning light from the jet bridge carving his silhouette. He looks at me, really looks, his gaze dropping to the scarf still knotted at my throat, then back up to my eyes.

“Delphine,” he says, his voice lower than it was in the dark.

“Mr. Adler,” I reply, my professional mask flawless. “Safe travels.”

He hesitates, as if he might say something more, but the line of ground staff waiting behind him pushes the moment along. He gives a slight, almost imperceptible nod, and then he’s gone, swallowed by the terminal.

I close my eyes for a second, feeling the loss of him like a sudden drop in cabin pressure.

Then it’s all post-flight checks, paperwork, the mundane ritual of securing the aircraft. My crew is tired, eager to get to the hotel. They don’t notice the extra beat I take in the galley, my fingers tracing the edge of the counter where he held me. They don’t see me slip the empty scotch tumbler into my tote bag.

The hotel is a bland, corporate chain near the airport. My room is quiet, sterile. I shower, washing off the flight, but the scent of him seems to linger in my sinuses—clean, male, a hint of expensive cologne and single malt. I order room service, pick at a salad, and stare out the window at the runway lights blinking in the distance.

My phone is silent.

I didn’t give him my number. He didn’t ask.

That was the rule, wasn’t it? My aircraft, my terms. A singular event at 38,000 feet. A perfect, pressurized bubble.

I lie in the dark, the sheets cool and impersonal, and my hand drifts between my legs. The memory is sharp, vivid: the hard line of his cock against me through our clothes, the sting of his teeth on my lip, the whispered fuck against my skin. I come quickly, silently, biting my own knuckle to keep from crying out his name into the empty room. It’s a poor substitute.

Three days later, I’m back in the air, a transcontinental redeye from JFK to LAX. It’s a full flight, a different airline, a different uniform—a burgundy dress this time, no scarf. The work is automatic. I smile, I serve, I secure overhead bins. I feel hollowed out.

It’s on the fifth flight, a short hop from Denver to Phoenix, that I see him again.

I’m doing the first-class beverage service. I look up from pouring a chardonnay, and there he is, in 1C, typing on a laptop. Marcus Adler. He’s wearing a charcoal suit, his hair perfectly in place, but he looks tired. Wound tight, just like before.

My heart slams against my ribs. For a terrifying second, I think I might drop the wine bottle.

He glances up, and his fingers freeze over the keys. His eyes widen, just slightly. A slow, genuine smile spreads across his face, erasing the tired lines.

“Well,” he says, his voice carrying over the hum of the engines. “This is a surprise.”

I force my professional calm to the surface. “Mr. Adler. Welcome aboard. Can I get you a drink?”

“Scotch. Neat. Whatever you have that’s good.”

“Of course.”

I finish with the other passengers, my hands steady through sheer willpower. When I return to his seat, I place the glass on his tray table. Our fingers don’t brush. I’m careful about that.

“I didn’t know you flew domestic,” he says quietly, for my ears only.

“I go where they send me.” I meet his gaze. “It’s good to see you.”

“You have no idea,” he murmurs, and the heat in those four words lands low in my belly.

The flight is only two hours. The entire time, I’m hyper-aware of him. Every time I pass his seat, I feel his eyes on me. When I’m in the galley, I catch myself staring at the curtain, half-expecting him to pull it aside. He doesn’t.

Twenty minutes before descent, after the cabin service is completely shut down, I’m straightening the forward galley. The other flight attendant, a cheerful woman named Becky, is in the back doing a final trash collection.

The curtain whispers aside.

Marcus stands there, filling the small space. He doesn’t touch me. He just looks.

“I thought about you,” he says, no preamble. “Every damn day.”

The air in the galley feels thicker. “This is a different aircraft,” I say, my voice lower than I intend. “Different rules.”

“Are there rules?”

I lean back against the counter, mirroring our first encounter. My burgundy dress is less constricting than my pencil skirt, but it’s still a uniform. The authority is still woven into the fabric. “There are always rules.”

He takes a step closer. The galley is so small. I can smell his scent again, cutting through the smell of coffee and stale air. “Tell me one.”

“No touching in the galley during final descent,” I say, but it sounds like a plea.

“We’re not descending yet.” He glances at the illuminated FASTEN SEATBELT sign. It’s still dark. “And the rule on the last flight was ‘my aircraft, my terms.’ Is this your aircraft?”

“Yes.”

“Then what are your terms, Delphine?”

I want him. God, I want him. The days of emptiness yawn behind me, and he is here, solid and real and wanting. The risk is insane. Becky could come back any second. The cockpit could call.

“Follow me,” I say.

I lead him out of the forward galley, not toward the lavatories, but to the small, enclosed closet near the front door where we store crew coats and manuals. It’s a tight squeeze, barely bigger than a phone booth. I pull him inside and let the door click shut, plunging us into near-darkness. A single safety bulb casts a weak yellow glow.

We are chest to chest, breathing the same thick, shared air.

“Your terms,” he prompts, his voice a rough whisper.

I reach up, my hands finding the lapels of his suit jacket. “You don’t get to touch me until I say you can.”

His eyes burn in the dim light. “Understood.”

“You answer every question. You ask for every step.”

“Yes.”

I let my hands slide down his chest, over the crisp cotton of his dress shirt. I can feel the hard plane of his stomach, the rapid beat of his heart beneath my palm. My own is a wild drum against my ribs. I lean in, my lips a breath from his. “Do you want to kiss me, Marcus?”

“More than anything.”

“Ask.”

He swallows. “Delphine. Can I please kiss you?”

I close the distance.

It’s not like the first time. That was heat and surprise and stolen moments. This is deliberate. This is hunger. His mouth is hot and demanding on mine, his lips parting, his tongue sweeping in to taste me. I kiss him back with equal fervor, my hands fisting in his shirt, pulling him closer until not an inch of space remains between us. I can feel the hard ridge of his erection pressing against my belly, and a sharp thrill cuts through me.

I break the kiss, gasping. “Do you want to touch me?”

“Christ, yes.” His voice is ragged.

“Where?”

“Everywhere. Your face. Your throat.” His eyes drop to the neckline of my dress. “Your tits. Your cunt.”

The crude, direct word in his polished voice makes me clench inside. “Ask.”

He doesn’t hesitate. “Can I touch your breasts, Delphine? Please.”

I take his right hand and guide it to the zipper at the side of my dress. I pull it down halfway, just enough to allow his hand to slip inside, over the satin of my bra. His palm is hot, slightly rough. He cups me, his thumb finding my nipple through the fabric and circling it. A sharp, sweet ache arrows straight to my core.

“Yes,” I breathe.

He bends his head, his mouth finding the other nipple through my dress, sucking hard. The fabric is damp, the sensation muffled but intense. I arch against him, a soft moan escaping my lips. I’m wet already, soaking through my panties.

He lifts his head, his eyes dark with need. “Can I taste you?”

The question is so blunt, so filthy, it sends a fresh wave of heat through me. We are in a closet. Becky is thirty feet away. The captain could announce descent any second.

“Yes,” I say.

I turn around, presenting my back to him. “Unzip me the rest of the way.”

His fingers are surprisingly deft. The zipper teeth part with a quiet hiss. I let the dress fall to my waist, my upper body now clad only in my bra. The air in the closet is cool on my skin. I feel him behind me, a solid wall of heat.

His hands come to my hips, his thumbs hooking into the waistband of my panties and my hose together. He pushes them down, and I step out of them, kicking them aside. I am naked from the waist down, my dress bunched around my middle, my heels still on.

“Look at you,” he whispers, reverence and lust twisting together in his tone.

He guides me to turn back to face him. His gaze devours me—my breasts constrained by the bra, the bare expanse of my stomach, the thatch of dark curls between my legs. He sinks to his knees on the thin carpet of the closet floor.

It’s an image that will be seared into my memory forever: Marcus Adler, in his thousand-dollar suit, on his knees in a cramped aircraft closet. His hands grip my bare hips, his thumbs stroking my inner thighs.

“You’re so beautiful,” he says, his breath warm against my skin. “Can I taste you now? Please?”

“Yes,” I gasp. “God, yes.”

He doesn’t tease. He leans in and drags his tongue through my folds in one long, flat stroke.

I jolt, my head thumping back against the coats hanging behind me. A coat hanger jangles. I bite my lip hard to keep from crying out.

He does it again, slower this time, savoring. Then he zeroes in on my clit, sucking it gently into his mouth, flicking it with the tip of his tongue. Pleasure, white-hot and urgent, coils in my belly. His hands on my hips hold me steady as I begin to tremble. One of his hands leaves my hip, and I feel his fingers slide through my wetness, gathering it, then pushing two fingers inside me.

I am so tight, so ready. They slide in deep, curling, finding a spot that makes my knees buckle. He catches me, his arm wrapping around my thigh, holding me up as his mouth and fingers work in tandem. The sounds are obscene—the wet, sucking sounds of his mouth on my cunt, the slick slide of his fingers, my own ragged, suppressed gasps for air.

“Quiet,” he murmurs against me, the vibration sending another shockwave through my system. “You have to be quiet, Delphine.”

The command, the reminder of where we are, of the danger, only makes the coil wind tighter. My orgasm builds fast, a pressure about to shatter. I fist one hand in his perfectly styled hair, not to guide him, but to anchor myself.

“I’m close,” I pant, the words barely audible.

He answers by sucking my clit harder, his fingers driving deeper on each thrust. The dark closet walls press close. The low drone of the engines fills the narrow space. His mouth works me with focused, relentless pressure, tongue flattening against the swollen bundle of nerves while two fingers curl and drag along the front wall inside me. It hits without warning. My spine bows hard against the stacked linens. My inner walls clamp down around his fingers in rhythmic, involuntary pulses. Air leaves my lungs in a silent rush. My thighs shake against his shoulders, muscles jumping under his hands.

He stays with me through every aftershock, tongue easing to soft, slow licks as the spasms taper. When my body finally loosens, he withdraws his fingers and rises. His mouth shines wet with me. He leans in and kisses me deep, tongue pushing past my lips so I taste the sharp, musky evidence of what he just did.

The cockpit chime cuts through the thick air.

“Flight attendants, prepare for landing.”

Becky’s voice rings out bright and close, just beyond the door. “Got it, Captain!”

I go still, eyes wide. Marcus’s palms remain flat on my bare hips.

Footsteps move away down the aisle carpet.

Ninety seconds. Maybe less.

My brain locks back into the job. “We have to move. Now.”

I yank my panties and hose up my thighs, drag the dress down over my hips. The zipper catches. Marcus spins me, pulls the tab up in one smooth motion, then leaves his hands on my shoulders a beat longer than necessary. He pulls a folded handkerchief from his pocket and wipes his mouth with the same calm he would use after a business lunch.

I am wrecked. Hair loose. Lipstick smeared. Heat still flares across my chest and throat.

He watches me, cock a thick, obvious ridge straining his trousers. “You didn’t—”

“No time,” I say. My voice wavers. I shove my bra back into place under the dress, rake my fingers through my hair. “You need to go. Now. Back to your seat.”

He catches my wrist. “When?”

“I don’t know.”

“Tonight. In Phoenix. Give me your number. Your hotel.”

The chime sounds again, sharper this time.

My thoughts refuse to line up. My body still throbs, nerves lit from the orgasm and the sudden spike of adrenaline. I spit out the number and the hotel name. He repeats both once, low and precise, then nods.

“Go,” I whisper, pushing at his chest.

He cracks the door, checks the aisle, and slips out without looking back.

I sag against the wall of the closet, lungs working too fast, trying to pull the pieces of Delphine Cross, senior flight attendant, back together. The air is heavy with the scent of sex and his cologne. My legs tremble. I can still feel the wet press of his mouth between my thighs.

I have to walk out there. Safety checks. Smile at passengers. Thank them for flying.

And he will be in 1C, watching.

One more breath. I open the door and step into the cabin lights. The burgundy uniform straightens under my hands. Chin up. I start the long walk down the aisle.

Every step in my heels lands like a conscious choice. My body feels stripped raw, still echoing from his tongue and fingers. The slick heat between my legs travels with me past sleeping passengers and glowing seatback screens.

My smile sits in place like it belongs there. “Seatbacks and tray tables, please.” The words come out even. Normal. I have no idea how.

Row one. Becky stands on the far side, laughing with someone. Marcus sits in 1C, face turned to the window. When I reach him he looks up. His eyes are dark, the pupils blown wide. The corner of his mouth lifts, barely, a private thing that vanishes before anyone else can catch it.

Heat floods my face. I keep moving.

The landing passes in pieces. Tires kiss the runway. Reverse thrust growls. The captain’s voice thanks everyone over the speakers. I move on autopilot through the galley, secure the cabin, take my position at the door.

Passengers file out. Marcus waits, letting the line move ahead of him. When the jet bridge finally empties behind him he stops in front of me.

“Delphine.”

“Mr. Adler.” I keep my voice level. “I hope you enjoyed your flight.”

“It was… unforgettable.” His voice drops. “I’ll call. The moment I land.”

“I’ll be working.”

“Then I’ll wait.”

He brushes past. His shoulder drags deliberately across mine, the contact brief and electric. Then he is gone, and the dry Phoenix air rolls in from the terminal.

The post-flight minutes drag. My phone sits in my pocket like something dangerous. Becky asks if I want to grab a drink with the crew. I claim a headache and head for the taxi stand alone.

In the back seat I finally pull the phone out.

One new message from an unknown number.

Room 1412. 9 PM. If your terms allow it. —M

A sharp pulse runs through me, cutting through the exhaustion. He found the hotel. Of course he did. He is a man who takes what he wants. And right now what he wants lines up exactly with what I want.

My room looks like every other crew hotel room I have ever stayed in. Same generic landscape print above the bed. Same heavy curtains. Same bland carpet. I peel off the burgundy uniform and stand naked for a moment, skin prickling in the air-conditioned quiet. The shower runs hot. I scrub the flight off my body but the memory stays, lodged under my skin.

I dress for myself. Black linen trousers. Sleeveless silk tank the color of ink. No bra. Hair loose down my back. Bare feet. The silk shifts against my nipples with every breath.

At 8:58 I stand in front of the mirror. My eyes look too bright. My mouth is soft. I look like exactly what I am: a woman waiting for a man who is about to fuck her.

The knock is quiet.

I open the door.

Marcus has changed into dark jeans and a grey t-shirt that pulls tight across his chest and shoulders. He looks younger without the suit, less armored. He holds a bottle of wine in one hand and a small paper bag in the other.

“You came,” he says.

“You asked.” I step back.

The door shuts behind him with a soft click. The room feels smaller now, the air thicker. He sets the wine and bag on the desk and turns. Three feet of carpet separate us. On the plane the closet had been tighter. This distance feels deliberate and almost unbearable.

“No rules here,” he says.

“There’s always rules,” I answer, voice low.

“Then tell me what they are.”

I cross the carpet until I am close enough to touch him. “The rule is you don’t get to be a gentleman tonight.”

A slow smile pulls at his mouth. “Define gentleman.”

“No holding back. No pretending this is dinner and conversation.” I press my palm to his chest. His heartbeat slams steady against my hand. “You wanted to finish what we started in that closet. So finish it.”

He wraps his fingers around my wrist, thumb dragging over my pulse. “In the closet… you didn’t come on my cock.”

“I know.”

“That’s not acceptable.”

“Then make it acceptable.”

He moves fast. One arm locks around my waist and hauls me hard against him. The other hand fists in my hair, tilting my head back. His mouth takes mine like he means to leave bruises. The kiss is all the frustration from the flight, from the days of silence, from watching each other across the aisle. His tongue pushes deep. I meet it, teeth scraping, breath short. My hands drag down his back, feeling the muscle shift under cotton.

He walks me backward until my knees hit the mattress. We go down together, his weight settling over me. It feels solid. Real. Necessary. He breaks the kiss and moves to my throat, sucking hard at the place where my pulse jumps. His hands slide under the silk tank, palms rough and warm as they cup my bare breasts. Thumbs drag across my nipples. I arch, a sharp sound breaking from my throat.

“Quieter,” he says against my skin. “Walls are thin.”

He pulls the tank up and off, tossing it aside. His gaze moves over my chest. “Jesus, Delphine.” He lowers his head and sucks one nipple into his mouth, tongue flicking fast and firm. The sensation shoots straight between my legs. I twist under him, hips lifting, seeking pressure. He gives the other nipple the same attention, teeth grazing, while his hand slides down my stomach and presses between my legs through the linen. He can feel how wet I am. The fabric is already damp.

“Off,” I say, pushing at his shoulders. “Everything. Off.”

He sits back on his heels and strips the t-shirt over his head. Dark hair dusts his chest. His stomach is tight, defined. I reach for his jeans. My fingers slip on the button. He stills my hands.

“My turn,” he says, voice rough.

He opens my trousers, hooks his fingers into the waistband of both trousers and panties, and drags them down my legs in one motion. He stands long enough to shove his own jeans and briefs off. His cock stands thick, flushed dark at the head, curving slightly upward. The sight of it makes my mouth water and my cunt clench.

He kneels between my spread thighs, hands sliding up the soft skin on the inside. “Look at you,” he says. “So fucking perfect.”

He does not go down on me again. Instead he braces on one arm and lines the broad head of his cock against my entrance. He is slick with my wetness already. He pauses, eyes locked on mine.

“This,” he says. “This is what I’ve been thinking about. Every second since I walked off that first plane.”

“Then stop thinking,” I whisper, and hook my legs around his hips, pulling him in.

He sinks into me in one long, thick stroke.

The air leaves my lungs in a rush. He stretches me wide, the burn perfect, filling the ache that has been building for days. I cry out. He swallows the sound with another kiss.

He starts to move, slow and deep, each thrust dragging the full length of him against every sensitive place inside me. The rhythm is deliberate torture.

“Faster,” I gasp, nails biting into his shoulders.

He gives it to me. His hips snap harder, the bedframe knocking against the wall. The sounds are filthy—wet, skin on skin, the rough catch of our breathing, my broken moans. He changes the angle and the next thrust hits the spot that whites out my vision.

“There,” I manage. “Right there.”

He stays locked on it, driving into that place with steady, brutal precision. The tension he left coiled inside me in the closet winds tighter again, hotter, sharper. My heels dig into the small of his back. His forehead presses to mine. His jaw is clenched tight.

“I can’t… I’m going to—” The words fracture.

“Come,” he growls against my mouth. “Come on my cock, Delphine. Let go.”

His command rips through me like a live wire. My orgasm slams into me hard, a white-hot pulse that locks every muscle and rips a silent scream from my throat. I arch clean off the bed, thighs shaking, cunt clenching around his cock in tight, greedy spasms. He curses, voice rough and reverent, “Fuck,” and his rhythm shatters. Two more deep, grinding thrusts and he follows, pulsing thick and hot inside me as he collapses, his full weight pinning me to the sheets like an anchor I don’t want to lose.

For long minutes the only sounds are our breathing, the steady drone of the hotel AC, and the faint rush of traffic far below. He’s heavy, sweat-slick where our skin meets, but I keep my arms around him. I feel marked. Claimed. Full in a way that has nothing to do with his cock still inside me.

Eventually he rolls, taking me with him so I’m tucked against his chest, one leg thrown over his hip. His heart hammers under my ear. His palm moves in slow, idle strokes down my bare back, fingers tracing the dip of my spine.

“The wine is probably warm,” he says after a while, voice a low rumble against my cheek.

“I don’t care.”

He presses a kiss to the top of my head. “Good.”

We lie there in the blue-gray dusk of the room. City light leaks through the gap in the curtains, striping the bed. In here it’s just skin and sweat and the slowing drum of our pulses.

“I got you something,” he says softly.

“Hmm?”

“In the bag.”

I lift my head. He nods toward the desk. I untangle myself, suddenly aware of my nakedness, the way his come slips warm down my thigh. I pad across the carpet and open the paper bag.

Inside sits a small velvet box. My breath catches. I flip the lid.

It’s not a ring. A pin. A delicate gold lark in flight, wings spread, every feather etched with tiny, precise lines.

I look back at him, confused.

“It’s a lark,” he says, propping up on one elbow. “For your collection. But not for the uniform. For you.”

I lift it free. Light slides along the polished gold. “It’s beautiful.”

“I saw it yesterday. Made me think of you.” He pauses. “Up there. Flying. And the other meaning.”

“Lark,” I say quietly. “A bit of fun. An adventure.”

“Our adventure,” he corrects, gentle. “However long it lasts.”

The word lands between us. We haven’t talked about tomorrow. We haven’t talked about anything past these four walls and this night.

I set the pin back in its box, a strange warmth blooming in my chest beside the sated ache between my legs. When I return to the bed he opens his arms and I slide into them, head on his shoulder, one hand resting over his heart.

“My schedule is chaos,” I say into the quiet. “I’m based in New York. I’m never in one place longer than forty-eight hours.”

“I know,” he says. “I looked up your airline. I know your typical routes.”

“You stalked me?”

“I researched,” he corrects, and I hear the smile in his voice. “I have a private jet at my disposal, Delphine. Geography is a solvable problem.”

The sheer, casual wealth of it almost makes me laugh. Almost. “This is just sex, Marcus. Incredible, mind-blowing sex. But it’s not—”

“Real?” he finishes for me. His fingers tilt my chin until I have to meet his eyes. “Felt real when you were coming around my cock two minutes ago. Felt real when you let me taste you in a broom closet at thirty thousand feet. Feels real right now, with you in my arms.”

I have no answer. Because he’s right.

“I’m in LA for the next week,” he continues. “Then Singapore for ten days. After that my calendar is clear.” His thumb strokes my cheek, slow and deliberate. “Tell me you don’t want to see where this goes.”

I think of the empty hotel rooms. The silent phones. The professional smiles that never reach my eyes. I think of the way my blood sings when he touches me, the way my body opens under his hands like it’s been waiting.

“I have a four-day layover in LA next week,” I hear myself say. “Starting Tuesday.”

His smile is slow, satisfied. “Text me your details. I’ll be there.”

He leans in and kisses me, soft and deep, tongue sliding against mine like he’s already tasting the days ahead.

Later, after we pass the now-warm wine between us straight from the bottle, after he fucks me again—slower this time, a thorough, languid exploration that leaves us both sweat-slick and shaking, his come dripping down my thighs—he plays with a strand of my hair while I drift.

“I have a 6 AM showtime,” I murmur, eyes heavy. “Repositioning flight to Dallas.”

“I know.” His fingers keep moving, gentle. “I’ll leave before your alarm. You’ll never know I was here.”

But I will. The sheets will smell like us. The room will hold the ghost of his cologne. The little gold lark will sit on the nightstand, watching.

I fall asleep with his heartbeat against my back, his arm heavy and possessive across my waist. For the first time in a long time, I am not just flying. I am here.

The last thought I have before sleep takes me is simple.

Tuesday.


Chapter 3 — The Red-Eye

Tuesday arrives with the clatter of a crew bus pulling up to a Los Angeles cargo terminal. Marine layer hangs low, mixing with the sharp bite of jet fuel. My suitcase wheels rattle over cracked asphalt, the wings pin on my blazer catching the early morning glare from the strip lights.

Eight days have passed since I woke up alone in that Dallas hotel room. Eight days of flying a grueling schedule, of smiling at passengers whose faces blurred into one. Eight days of his texts—a single, steady flame in the dark. He didn’t bombard me. He checked in. A photo of terrible hotel-room coffee. A question about the best steakhouse in Singapore. A simple Thinking of your hands sent at 3 AM my time while I crossed the international date line.

I never sent him my LA details. He already had them. He’d pulled my full schedule from the charter manifest, he confessed last night. I needed to know when I could see you again. It should have felt like a violation. It felt like a promise.

Now I stand in front of the plane.

A long-range private jet, sleek and silver, parked inside a private hangar, its door open like a waiting mouth. A red-eye charter to New York. One passenger on the manifest. One name.

Marcus Adler.

My pulse slams against my ribs. I smooth my skirt, adjust the red scarf at my throat. The uniform feels different today—armor and dare at once.

The charter captain, a grizzled man named O’Brien, greets me with a nod. “Just you and Mr. Adler tonight, Delphine. He’s already on board. Wanted to get settled.”

“Understood,” I say, voice level.

I climb the stairs, heels clicking a deliberate rhythm. The cabin is cream leather and dark wood, intimate and hushed, lights dimmed to warm amber. He sits in seat 2A, jacket off, sleeves rolled, reading on a tablet.

He looks up as I enter.

For a long moment we simply look at each other. The APU hum is the only sound. He’s exactly as I remember, yet the memory was smoke. This is solid. The sharp line of his jaw, the intensity in his eyes, the way his hands rest on the tablet—they pull heat low in my stomach.

“Good evening, Mr. Adler,” I say, the practiced words falling from my lips. “Welcome aboard.”

A slow smile spreads across his face but stops short of his eyes. Those stay dark. Hungry. “Delphine.”

“Can I get you anything before we prepare for departure? Champagne? Water?”

“Just you,” he says, voice low. “Sitting right there.” He nods to the club seat opposite him.

The rules of my world tilt. On my airline, in my sky, I am in charge. But this is his plane, his charter. The hierarchy blurs. It pulls at me.

“I have my pre-flight duties,” I say, yet my feet stay planted.

“They can wait five minutes.” Not a question. A quiet command wrapped in velvet.

I set my crew bag down by the galley and walk the few steps to the seat he indicated. I perch on the edge, knees together, hands folded in my lap—the perfect picture of professional composure. Inside, heat coils tight.

He watches me, gaze a physical weight. “You look… impeccable.”

“It’s the uniform.”

“It’s you in the uniform.” He sets the tablet aside. “I’ve thought about this. About you. For eight days.”

“What did you think about?”

“The sound you make when you come. The taste of you. The way your blouse felt, buttoned all the way to your throat, while my hand was under your skirt.” He leans forward, forearms on his knees. “I thought about rules.”

My breath catches. “My aircraft, my terms. That was the rule.”

“Is that still the rule?” he asks. “Even here?”

I look around the private cabin. Closed cockpit door. Empty seats. The world outside the windows is a dark, distant thing. Here, we are the only two people that exist.

“Yes,” I say, the word leaving on an exhale. “Especially here.”

“Good.” He sits back, a king conceding to a queen. “Then what are your terms tonight, Delphine?”

The engines whine to life, a building shriek that vibrates through the floor. The captain’s voice comes over the speaker, announcing departure, flight time, smooth air expected. A recorded safety announcement plays softly beneath it all. Background noise.

I stand. The movement is fluid, automatic. I check the cabin is secure—luggage stowed, seatbelts accessible. I perform the safety demonstration for an audience of one, hands indicating exits mere feet away. He watches every move, eyes tracking the sweep of my arm, the point of my finger, the line of my leg as I bend to demonstrate the seatbelt buckle.

When I finish, I stand before him. The FASTEN SEATBELT sign pings on above us, a soft yellow glow.

“My terms,” I say, voice barely above the engine noise, “are that you stay in your seat until we reach cruising altitude.”

His eyes flash. “And after?”

“After,” I say, turning toward the galley, “we’ll see.”

I take my jumpseat for takeoff, harness cinching tight across my chest and lap. He’s twenty feet away, belt fastened, staring out the window as the plane begins to roll. Thrust pushes us back into our seats. City lights fall away, swallowed by the black ocean.

We climb in silence. Cabin pressure changes; my ears pop. I watch the back of his head, the tense line of his shoulders. He grips the armrests. I wonder if it’s the flight or the waiting.

When the sign finally chimes off, I unstrap myself. My legs feel unsteady—not from turbulence. From anticipation.

I move to the galley, a compact space of polished steel and soft light. I make a show of preparing a drink. Ice clinks into a glass. I feel him before I see him. A shift in the air. A presence at the entrance to the small space.

He stands there, leaning against the bulkhead, filling the doorway. He’s taken off his tie. The first two buttons of his shirt are open.

“Cruising altitude,” he says.

“So it is.”

He takes a step in. The galley, designed for one person to work comfortably, becomes a closet with him in it. The scent of him—clean cotton, male skin, something dark and spicy—wraps around me.

“What now?” he asks.

I don’t answer with words. I reach up and, with fingers that only tremble slightly, unclip my wings pin. I set it carefully on the counter. The metallic click is loud in the quiet.

His gaze follows the movement, then snaps back to my face. Understanding dawns.

I reach for the silk scarf at my neck. I don’t pull it off. I loosen it slowly, an inch at a time, until the long end drapes over my shoulder. The fabric is cool and slippery in my hands.

“Turn around,” I tell him.

A muscle ticks in his jaw. He obeys, turning to face the cabin, his back to me. I step closer. My front brushes against his back. I feel the heat of him through our clothes. I lift the scarf.

“Eyes,” I whisper.

He tips his head back slightly, a silent submission. I lay the folded silk over his eyes, bringing the ends around to tie at the back of his head. I make a secure knot. My fingers brush the short hair at his nape. He shivers.

“Can you see?” I ask, lips close to his ear.

“No.”

“Good.” I guide him, hands on his shoulders, to turn back around. Now he faces me, blindfolded by my scarf, his breath coming faster. The red silk is a stark slash against his face. Obscene. Beautiful.

“My terms,” I say, voice a low thrum. “You don’t move unless I tell you to. You don’t touch unless I say you can.”

“Yes.” The word is gravel.

“Do you understand?”

“Yes, Delphine.”

I let my hands fall to his chest. I feel the solid wall of muscle, the frantic beat of his heart beneath my palms. I slide them down, over the crisp cotton of his shirt, to his belt. The buckle is cold under my fingers. I unfasten it slowly, the leather sighing as I pull it free.

His breath hitches.

I loop the belt around my hand. “Hands behind your back.”

He complies, bringing his wrists together at the small of his back. I wrap the belt around them, not tight enough to hurt, but firm. Secured. I fasten it.

He is now bound and blindfolded in the galley of a private jet, thirty-eight thousand feet above the earth. The reality of it crashes into me—a wave of pure, undiluted power. And heat.

I step back, just out of his reach. I take my time. I unbutton my blazer, one button at a time, and shrug it off. I hang it on a galley hook. The white silk blouse beneath is translucent in the low light. The dark shadow of my bra shows through.

His head is tilted, listening to every rustle, every shift of fabric.

I reach for the hem of my pencil skirt. I gather the navy wool in my hands and slowly, slowly hike it up my thighs. The sound of the fabric sliding over my stockings is obscenely loud. I pull it up to my hips, where it stays, bunched. Cool air kisses my bare skin above the stockings. I’m not wearing panties. I made that decision in the crew bus parking lot, a secret so fierce it burned.

“I’m going to touch you now,” I say.

A low groan escapes him.

I step forward again. I place my hands on his shoulders, then slide them down his arms, over the taut muscles of his forearms, to where his hands are bound. I lace my fingers with his. He grips me back, hard.

Then I release one hand and let mine travel lower. Over his hip. To the front of his trousers. The hard, thick length of him strains against the fine wool. I cup him through the fabric. He jerks against my hold, a helpless thrust into my palm.

“Please,” he grits out.

“Please what?”

“Touch me.”

I undo his button. I lower his zipper. The sound is a sharp rip in the silence. I reach in and find him, hot and silken-steel in my hand. I stroke him once, from root to tip. A bead of wetness meets my thumb. I spread it, smoothing it over the swollen head.

He’s panting now, head thrown back against the bulkhead. The red scarf is damp with his breath.

“Do you want my mouth?” I ask, my own voice thick.

“God, yes.”

“Ask.”

“Delphine… please. Let me feel your mouth.”

I drop to my knees on the galley floor. The synthetic carpet is rough against my bare knees. From here the view is devastating. Him, bound and blind, utterly at my mercy. The proud, flushed line of his cock. The heavy scent of him, clean and musky and all male.

I don’t tease. I take him in, deep and slow, until my lips meet the neatly trimmed hair at his base. He cries out, a strangled sound he tries to swallow. His hips buck, but his bound hands keep him anchored. He can only take it.

I set a rhythm, slow and deep, my tongue dragging along the thick vein running the underside of his cock. One hand braces against his thigh, the other cups the tight, heavy weight of his balls. I listen to the sounds tearing out of him—the ragged drags of breath, the broken shape of my name on his tongue. His thighs tremble under my palm.

I pull off with a wet pop. “Look at me.”

He can’t, of course. But he turns his blindfolded face toward the sound of my voice, jaw tight.

“I’m not finished with you,” I say, rising. My skirt is still shoved up around my waist. Cool air hits the wet heat between my legs. “And you’re not going to come yet.”

I take the hand still laced with mine and guide it between my thighs. I press his fingers against my cunt. Soaked. His touch jolts through me like a live wire.

“Feel what you do to me,” I whisper.

A low, guttural sound rips from his chest. His fingers slide through my slick folds, find my clit, and circle once, twice, the pressure exact and deliberate. My hips jerk forward into his hand.

“Now you,” I say, moving his fingers to his own cock. I wrap his hand around the thick length, my hand over his. “Touch yourself. For me. Let me watch.”

He hesitates only a second before he starts stroking. The angle is clumsy with his wrists still bound behind him, but he manages. His head tips back, throat working, the tendons standing out. The sight of him—bound, blindfolded, stroking himself because I tell him to—sends a fresh rush of wet between my legs.

But it isn’t enough. I want him inside me. Now.

I reach for the belt still looped around his wrists and undo the knot. His hands come free. He brings them around, the skin red where the leather has bitten in. He leaves the blindfold exactly where it is.

“Delphine,” he rasps.

“Turn around,” I order, voice shaking.

He turns, facing the galley counter. I press in close behind him, hands on his hips, and guide the head of his cock to my entrance. The blunt pressure makes my breath catch.

“Now,” I breathe.

He drives into me in one long, ruthless stroke. I am so wet, so open, that he buries himself to the hilt without resistance. A raw sound tears from my throat. I bite down on my lip to trap it.

He stays still for a beat, cock pulsing deep inside me, both of us shaking. Then he begins to move.

His hands brace wide on the counter. Mine grip his hips, yanking him deeper on every thrust. The angle is brutal, perfect. The galley shudders with us. Bottles rattle in their racks. My heels scrape for purchase on the thin carpet.

It is rough. It is filthy. The only sounds are our breathing and the wet, obscene slap of him fucking into me. He drives harder, chasing the release I can already feel tightening low in my belly.

Our reflection stares back from the polished steel of the microwave door—my open blouse, his dark head bowed, the red scarf still tied over his eyes, my pale thighs locked around his hips. The image burns itself into my brain.

“I’m close,” he grunts, pace turning frantic and uneven.

“Not yet,” I gasp, even as my own orgasm coils tighter, hotter. My nails bite into his sides.

He reaches back, catches my hip, and hauls me onto him harder. The new angle drags the head of his cock over that spot inside me that makes my vision flare white.

“Come with me,” he demands, voice shredded.

I don’t have a choice. The orgasm slams through me, violent and sudden. My cunt clamps down around him in hard, pulsing waves. My body seizes, a silent scream caught behind my teeth. The way I squeeze him drags him over the edge with me. He comes with a broken groan, cock jerking deep, flooding me in hot, thick pulses while his whole frame locks rigid against mine.

We collapse forward against the counter, a sweating, shaking tangle. His weight presses heavy along my back. The air in the tiny galley reeks of sex and sweat and my perfume. The plane drones on, steady and indifferent.

Slowly, he reaches up and pulls the blindfold down. The red scarf hangs loose around his neck. He turns his head until his eyes meet mine in the steel reflection—dark, glassy, blown wide.

We stay like that for a long minute, still joined, breathing through the aftershocks. Then he pulls out. The loss is immediate. I feel empty, used, dripping.

He turns me in his arms, my back to his chest, and holds me there. His hands slide around my waist. He presses a kiss to my damp temple.

“Your terms,” he murmurs into my hair, voice wrecked, “were… acceptable.”

A weak laugh slips out of me. I lean back into him, letting him take my weight. My skirt is still bunched at my hips. His trousers hang open. We look exactly like what we are—a scandal waiting to happen.

A soft chime cuts through the cabin.

We both go still.

The call button. From the cockpit.

The captain’s voice crackles over the speaker, tinny and distant. “Delphine? You up there? Any chance of a coffee when you have a moment?”

The words land like ice water.

Our breathing stops.

Marcus’s arms tighten around me for one reflexive second, then let go. We move at the same time, frantic and silent. He yanks his trousers up, fingers fumbling with the button and zipper. I shove my skirt down, the wool heavy and damp against my thighs. I can feel him leaking out of me, a slick, secret warmth.

My blazer. Where the fuck is my blazer?

On the galley hook. I snatch it, hands shaking so badly I can barely get my arms through the sleeves. I don’t bother with the buttons. Marcus leans against the counter, dragging a hand through his hair, his back to the cabin while he tries to pull himself together.

“Just a moment, Captain!” I call, voice miraculously steady.

I catch my reflection in the microwave door. Hair a wreck. Lips swollen and red. A flush burning down my throat and chest. I look exactly like a woman who has just been fucked senseless against a galley counter.

I grab my wings pin from the counter and stab it onto my lapel. My fingers fumble with the red scarf still hanging loose around my neck. No time to tie it properly. I loop it into a loose knot and tuck the ends into my blazer. It will have to do.

I glance at Marcus. He has turned, leaning casually against the bulkhead now, shirt tucked back in, face a perfect mask of calm. Only his eyes give him away—dark, hungry, locked on me. And the thick, unmistakable bulge still straining against his trousers.

“You’re not… presentable,” I hiss, nodding downward.

He looks down and gives a tight, strained smile. “Give me thirty seconds and a cold thought.”

“You don’t have thirty seconds.” I lunge for the small fridge, yank out a bottle of water, and throw it at him. “Hold this. In front of you.”

He catches it and presses the cold plastic to his groin. A sharp hiss escapes him. “Christ.”

“Serves you right.” I wipe the counter where our hands braced, smooth my hair with frantic fingers. The galley reeks of sex. I find the air freshener and spray twice. It only lays a sickly-sweet layer over the musk.

“Delphine,” he says, low.

“Not now.”

“Eyes on me, Delphine.”

I do. He watches me with an intensity that feels like a hand between my legs. “You’re perfect,” he says simply.

The words settle something in my chest. I draw a slow, centering breath. I am Delphine Cross. Senior flight attendant. Professional. Unflappable.

I am also a woman who has just come so hard I’ve seen stars at thirty-eight thousand feet.

I square my shoulders. “Go sit down. Look out the window. Be a passenger.”

He nods, pushes off the bulkhead, and walks back to his seat, the water bottle held casually in front of him like a prop. He sinks into the leather, posture relaxed, and stares out at the black night sky.

I wait until he is settled, then move through the familiar motions of making coffee. The click of the mugs, the pour of hot water, the splash of cream. My hands steady with each practiced step.

I set two mugs on a small tray with napkins and walk out of the galley.

The cabin feels different. Charged. Every surface holds the memory of what we’ve just done. My heels click on the floor, the sound no longer just authority—it lands like a pulse between my legs.

I stop at the cockpit door, slightly ajar, and tap with my knuckle.

“Come in,” Captain O’Brien calls.

I push the door open, tray held in front of me like a shield. The cockpit glows with instrument lights, a sweep of darkness and distant city lights beyond the windshield. O’Brien glances over his shoulder from the left seat. His co-pilot, Jeffers, does the same.

“Sorry for the wait, gentlemen,” I say, voice polished and pleasant. I hand O’Brien his mug. “Long night?”

“Quiet so far,” O’Brien says, taking a grateful sip. “How’s our lone wolf back there?”

“Quiet as well,” I say, passing Jeffers his coffee. It isn’t a lie. Marcus is the quietest man on the plane.

“Good, good.” O’Brien turns back toward the windshield. “We’ve got about three hours. You should get some rest. We’ll buzz if we need anything.”

“Thank you, Captain.”

I retreat, pulling the door closed softly behind me. I lean against it for a second, eyes shut, letting the professional calm settle over me like a second skin. Then I open my eyes and look down the short aisle.

Marcus is still in 2A, but his head has turned. He is watching me. The water bottle sits on the table beside him. His hands are steepled under his chin. The look on his face is pure, undiluted heat.

I walk toward him, tray empty, and set it on the seat opposite before sinking into it myself, facing him. Legs crossed. Hands folded in my lap. The perfect picture again.

We stare at each other. The low hum of the engines is the only sound.

“That was…” he begins, then shakes his head, words failing.

“Reckless,” I finish for him. “Dangerous. Unprofessional.”

“Incredible,” he counters, voice a low thrum. “You. In command. Tying me up. Telling me what to do.” He leans forward, elbows on his knees. “I’ve never come that hard in my life.”

Fresh heat floods between my legs. I press my thighs tighter together. “We can’t do that again. Not out here.”

“Why not?”

“Because the cockpit is twenty feet away.” I keep my voice a whisper, but it comes out fierce. “Because this is my job. My career.”

“And my charter,” he reminds me softly. “My plane. My crew. I signed the checks.”

The reminder lands like a drop in the stomach. He is right. This isn’t a commercial airline. No corporate office. No union rep. Just O’Brien and Jeffers up front, paid to fly and ask nothing. And him. The man who owns the sky we are in, for tonight.

The power dynamic shifts again, dizzying.

“What are you saying?” I ask.

“I’m saying the rules are whatever we say they are.” He reaches across the aisle and takes my hand. His thumb strokes my palm, a slow, deliberate circle. “I’m saying I want more.”

“More what?”

“More of you. More of that.” He nods his head slightly toward the galley. “I want to see what happens when we’re not in a five-square-foot closet. I want to take my time.”

My pulse kicks up again. “Your time? We have three hours until descent.”

“Exactly.” His smile is slow, predatory. “Plenty of time.”

He stands, pulling me up with him. He doesn’t lead me to the galley. He leads me to the rear of the cabin, to the private suite area. It’s separated from the main cabin by a thick, retractable curtain. He pulls it closed with a soft shush, enclosing us in a plush, sound-dampened cocoon.

The suite has two wide, leather seats that face each other. With the touch of a button, they recline fully, merging into a flat, generous bed. He doesn’t touch the button. Instead, he guides me to stand between the two facing seats.

“Your terms,” he says, releasing my hand. “But my request.”

“What’s your request?”

“I want to take you apart. Slowly. Piece by piece. I want to see every inch of you that your uniform hides. I want to taste you until you forget your own name.” His eyes are burning. “And I want you to watch me do it.”

The raw need in his voice unravels the last of my resistance. The danger is still there, humming in the background, but it’s been transmuted into fuel. The risk makes it hotter.

“Okay,” I breathe.

“Okay?” He cocks his head.

“My terms,” I say, finding my voice again. It’s lower now, husky. “You do everything you just said. But the uniform stays on.”

His gaze rakes over me, from my knotted scarf to my blazer to my pencil skirt. “Define ‘on.’”

I reach for the first button of my blazer and undo it. Then the next. I let it slide off my shoulders and pool on the seat behind me. I am left in my white silk blouse, my skirt, my stockings, my heels.

“This,” I say, gesturing to myself. “The blouse stays. Unbuttoned, maybe. The skirt stays. Hiked up, maybe. But it doesn’t come off. You don’t get to undress me fully. You get access. Not ownership.”

He understands. This is the game. The uniform is the barrier, the symbol, the fetish. Taking it all off would be a surrender. This is an invasion.

“Deal,” he says, the word gravelly with want.

He closes the small distance between us. His hands come up to frame my face. He kisses me, deep and consuming. It’s a kiss that tastes of coffee and the lingering sharpness of my lipstick and him. It’s a claiming.

When he pulls back, his hands move to the first button of my blouse. He makes a show of it. His fingers, so capable, seem to fumble with the small pearl. He gets it open. Then the next. And the next. He doesn’t rush. He parts the silk slowly, revealing my black lace bra, the swell of my breasts, the flat plane of my stomach.

He drops to his knees.

My breath catches. He looks up at me, his eyes dark and worshipful. His hands slide up my stockinged calves, over my knees, to my thighs. He finds the hem of my skirt. He gathers the wool in his fists and, with agonizing slowness, begins to hike it up.

The sound is loud in the quiet suite. The fabric drags over my stockings, up past my thighs, to my hips. He bunches it there, holding it in place. The cool cabin air hits my bare skin. I’m exposed from the waist down, except for the stockings held up by their delicate garter straps.

He lets out a slow, shuddering breath. “Jesus, Delphine.”

His hands settle on my hips, his thumbs stroking the sensitive skin of my inner thighs. He leans forward and presses his mouth against my stomach, just above the lace line of my panties—I’d slipped them on after the galley, a tiny scrap of black silk. His kisses are open-mouthed, hot. He works his way lower, nuzzling through the lace, breathing me in.

“You’re still wet,” he murmurs, his voice vibrating against my skin.

“From me.”

I can only nod, my head thrown back, my hands finding purchase on his shoulders.

He hooks his fingers in the sides of my panties and pulls them down my legs. I step out of them. He tucks them into his pocket—a trophy—and returns his attention to me.

He spreads my thighs wider with his hands. He doesn’t dive in. He looks.

For a long, torturous moment, he just looks at me, his gaze searing every fold, every detail.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispers, almost to himself.

Then he leans in and licks a long, slow stripe up my center.

I jolt, a gasp escaping me. My hands fist in his hair. He doesn’t need guidance. He knows what he’s doing. His mouth is a wicked, clever instrument. He teases my outer lips, sucks gently on my inner ones, flicks his tongue against my clit with a precision that makes my knees buckle.

“Marcus,” I moan, the name a prayer.

He answers by sliding two fingers inside me, curling them, finding that spongy spot deep within. He pumps them slowly, in time with the flicks of his tongue. The dual sensation is overwhelming. The coiling tension from the galley, never fully released, gathers again, tighter, fiercer.

He adds a third finger, stretching me, filling me. His mouth works my clit, sucking and licking. I’m babbling, nonsense words, pleas, his name. The world narrows to this point of contact, to the heat of his mouth, the clever thrust of his fingers, the rough texture of his stubble against my tender skin.

“I’m gonna…” I choke out.

A soft double chime cuts through the cabin—the cockpit call button, unmistakable even past the drawn curtain.

We both go rigid. His mouth stills against me, fingers frozen deep inside. Three seconds. Five. No second chime follows. No voice crackles over the PA. A gauge check, maybe. A course correction. Not, this time, a call for coffee.

He doesn’t lift his head. His lips stay pressed to the inside of my thigh, his breath ragged against my skin. “Can I taste you again?” he asks, voice wrecked, waiting on my answer before he’ll take another inch.

I can’t give it to him. Not with my pulse slamming and my ears straining past the engine drone for footsteps, for the click of the cockpit door.

The ache he built is still there, furious and unresolved, but fear has wound itself so tight around the pleasure that I can’t tell which one is winning.

“Wait,” I breathe. “Just—wait.”

We hold like that, frozen, for a long, silent minute. The curtain doesn’t move. The cabin beyond stays dark and still. Whatever tripped the chime, it isn’t coming for us.

He pulls his mouth away first, unhurried now instead of hungry, and presses one last open kiss to my hip. “Not yet,” he says again, but it’s a promise this time, not a tease. He stands, his fingers still buried inside me, and only then does he ease them free. He kisses me, and I can taste myself on his lips—salty, musky, intimate.

“My turn to watch,” he says, his voice thick.

He guides me backwards until the back of my knees hit the edge of the seat. I sit, and he gently pushes me to recline. The leather is cool against my back. He stands between my spread legs, a towering, fully-clothed figure, while I am laid bare from the waist down, my blouse open, my skirt a bunched band around my waist.

He unbuttons his own shirt now, shrugging it off. His torso is a landscape of lean muscle and dark hair. He toes off his shoes, steps out of his trousers and boxers. His cock is hard again, standing thick and proud.

He kneels on the seat between my legs, one knee on either side of my hips. He doesn’t enter me. He reaches between us and takes himself in hand, stroking slowly as he looks down at my body.

“Look at you,” he murmurs. “All that proper uniform on top. And underneath…” He leans down and kisses me, deep and dirty. “Underneath, you’re all mine. So wet for me. So open.”

He guides the head of his cock to my entrance. He rubs it through my slickness, coating himself, teasing us both. I arch my back, trying to take him in, but he holds back.

“Say it,” he demands.

“Say what?”

“That you want me inside you.”

“I want you inside me,” I gasp.

“How?”

“Now. Please. Marcus, now.”

He sinks into me with one smooth, relentless push. It’s deeper than in the galley, slower. I can feel every inch of him, a perfect, stretching fullness. He seats himself to the hilt and goes still, buried inside me, his body trembling with the effort of holding back.

He braces his hands on the seat by my head, caging me in. Our faces are inches apart. I can see the gold flecks in his brown eyes, the sweat beading on his upper lip.

“This,” he says, his voice strained, “is what I thought about. For eight days. You. Under me. Like this.”

Then he begins to move.

This is nothing like the frantic, driven pace in the galley. This is a slow, grinding roll of his hips. Each withdrawal is a sweet agony. Each thrust is a deep, claiming push that brushes against my very core. He’s watching my face, studying every flicker of pleasure, every bitten-off moan.

My hands scramble for purchase. I clutch at his back, my nails digging into his skin. I wrap my legs around his waist, locking my ankles at the small of his back, pulling him deeper.

“Look at us,” he whispers.

I glance down. The sight is obscenely erotic. My open blouse, my bunched skirt, his powerful body moving between my spread thighs. Our joining, glistening and intimate.

He shifts his angle slightly, and the next thrust hits a spot that makes me cry out. He does it again. And again. A rhythm designed to unravel me.

“Come for me, Delphine,” he growls in my ear. “Come all over my cock.

Let me feel you.”

It’s the command in his voice that does it. The permission. The raw, possessive need. The coil snaps, and my orgasm crashes over me in a silent, convulsing wave. My body clenches around him, milking him, pulling him deeper. I see white light, hear a roaring in my ears.

My climax triggers his. With a guttural groan, he thrusts once, twice, three more times, hard and deep, and then he stills, pulsing inside me.

I feel the hot rush of his release, the final, intimate claim.

He collapses on top of me, his weight a welcome anchor. We are both slick with sweat, breathing in ragged unison. The only sounds are our panting breaths and the ever-present drone of the engines.

After a long while, he rolls to the side, taking me with him, keeping us joined. We lie facing each other on the wide seat, a tangle of limbs and half-removed clothing.

He brushes damp hair from my forehead. “Your terms,” he says, his voice wrecked and soft. “Were… negotiable.”

I laugh, a weak, breathy sound. “I noticed.”

He kisses my shoulder, my neck, my jaw. “You’re incredible.”

We lie there in silence for a long time, listening to the hum of the plane. My body feels heavy, sated, utterly spent. My mind is quiet. The professional worries, the fears, they’ve all been burned away in the heat of him.

Eventually, reluctantly, we part. He uses a damp towel from the ensuite bathroom to clean us both up with a tenderness that makes my chest ache.

I re-button my blouse with clumsy fingers. He helps me smooth my skirt back down. He dresses himself.

We don’t speak. There’s no need. The silence between us is full, comfortable.

He leads me back to the main cabin seats. We sit side-by-side, his arm around me, my head on his shoulder. He pulls a blanket over us. Outside the window, the first hint of dawn is painting the horizon a bruised purple.

“Sleep,” he murmurs, kissing my temple.

I think I won’t. I think I’ll lie here and memorize the feel of his arm around me, the sound of his heartbeat, the smell of his skin mixed with sex and my perfume.

But my body has other ideas. The exhaustion of the night, the emotional whirlwind, the physical release—it all crashes down on me at once. My eyelids grow heavy. The drone of the engines becomes a lullaby.

The last thing I feel before sleep takes me is his lips against my hair, and the soft, whispered words: “See you in New York.”


Chapter 4 — Seatbelt Service

I wake to the gentle pressure of his thumb tracing my lower lip.

The cabin is still dark, bathed in the cool blue glow of the floor path lights. The blanket is tucked around my shoulders. My head rests against him, my cheek pressed to the starched cotton of his dress shirt. I can smell him—that clean, spicy scent undercut now with the musky, intimate smell of us, the faint salt of skin and the richer note of what we’d done.

I don’t open my eyes. Not yet.

“I know you’re awake,” he murmurs. His voice is a low rumble I feel in his chest.

“How?”

“Your breathing changed.”

A slow smile touches my lips. I keep my eyes closed. “Stalker.”

He huffs a soft laugh, his thumb moving to trace the line of my jaw. “Guilty.”

I let the moment stretch, savoring the warmth of him, the solid weight of his arm around me. The plane drones on, a constant, soothing hum. I can feel the slight vibration of the deck beneath my stockinged feet. I’d kicked my heels off at some point. They lie discarded by the leg of the suite.

“How long did I sleep?” I ask finally, my voice thick with rest.

“An hour. Maybe a little more.”

I open my eyes then, tilting my head back to look up at him. His face is shadowed in the dim light, but I can see the glint of his eyes watching me. There’s a tenderness there that makes my throat tighten. He looks… settled. The restless energy that crackled off him in Seat 2A is gone, replaced by a deep, patient calm.

“You should have woken me,” I say, but there’s no conviction in it.

“You needed it.” He brushes a strand of hair from my forehead. “Besides, I was enjoying the view.”

I push myself up slowly, my body protesting. Every muscle feels pleasantly used. My uniform is a disaster. My blouse is buttoned crookedly, my skirt is wrinkled, and my silk scarf is God-knows-where. I feel a flush of heat remembering where it was last—tied loosely around his wrists, then discarded on the lavatory floor.

I catch him watching me take inventory. A slow, knowing smile plays on his lips.

“A little worse for wear, Ms. Cross?”

“You have no idea,” I mutter, beginning the process of putting myself back together. My fingers go to my blouse buttons, re-doing them with practiced efficiency. I smooth my skirt over my thighs. My stockings are, miraculously, intact.

“Let me help,” he says, and before I can protest, his hands are there, gently straightening my collar, his fingers brushing the sensitive skin of my neck. I go still.

“Marcus.”

“Hmm?”

“You’re not helping.”

“I’m helping immensely.” His voice is a low, intimate thing. His hands slide down to my shoulders, his thumbs kneading the tense muscles there. I let out an involuntary sigh, my head lolling forward.

“That’s cheating.”

“All’s fair,” he murmurs, leaning in to press a kiss just below my ear. A shiver runs straight down my spine, pooling low in my belly. The embers of what we did an hour ago glow, ready to be stoked back to life with a breath.

I twist in the seat to face him. The suite feels like our own private world. The privacy partition is up. The cabin beyond is silent and empty, the cockpit sealed away at the far end. We are a bubble of heat and whispered confessions at 38,000 feet.

His gaze drops to my mouth. “Tell me what you’re thinking.”

“I’m thinking,” I say slowly, reaching up to loosen his tie further, “that my uniform is a mess. And that it’s my responsibility to maintain a certain… standard.” I pull the tie free completely, sliding the silk through my fingers.

His eyes darken. “And?”

“And I’m thinking you’re responsible.” I drape the tie around his neck again, but don’t tighten it. I let my hands rest on his chest. “So you should help me fix it.”

“Your wish,” he says, his voice dropping an octave, “is my command.”

I lean closer, my lips a breath from his. “My aircraft, my terms. Remember?”

“I remember.”

“Good.” I kiss him then, a slow, deep, claiming kiss that leaves us both gasping, mouths open and hungry. When I pull back, my professional mask is back in place, but my eyes are burning. “Stand up.”

He does, without hesitation. The movement is fluid, powerful. He stands before me in the confined space of the suite, looking down at me with raw, naked want.

I rise to my feet, my heels finding the floor. I feel the difference in our heights acutely. I have to tilt my head back to meet his eyes. The power dynamic shifts, settles into something new. He is larger, stronger. But I am in charge here. He’s waiting for my next move.

“Turn around,” I say, my voice quiet but firm.

He obeys, turning to face the window. The dawn has advanced, a thin line of gold and crimson smearing the black horizon. His reflection is faint in the dark glass.

I step up behind him, so close I can feel the heat radiating from his body. I start with his jacket, smoothing the shoulders, brushing off invisible lint. My hands are firm, professional. Then I move to his shirt, tucking it back into the waistband of his trousers with deliberate, slow movements. My knuckles brush the hard plane of his stomach. I hear his breath catch.

“You’re a mess,” I whisper, close to his ear.

He shivers. “Your fault.”

I smile against the back of his shoulder. My hands slide around his waist, to his belt. I unbuckle it with a soft click. The sound is obscenely loud in the quiet cabin.

“What are you doing?” His voice is strained.

“Fixing my mess.” I pull the belt free in one smooth motion. The leather is warm from his body. I let it hang from my hand for a moment, feeling its weight. Then I step back. “Sit down.”

He turns, his eyes searching mine. There’s a question there, a thrilling edge of uncertainty. He sits on the edge of the wide, leather seat, his knees apart, his hands resting on his thighs.

I stand before him, the belt dangling from my fingers. I feel the phantom pressure of the flight deck at my back, the crew just forward. The captain could call for me. Jeffers could push through the curtain looking for coffee. The thought sends a spike of adrenaline through me, sharp and sweet.

“You said something earlier,” I begin, circling him slowly. My heels are silent on the plush carpet. “About the seatbelts. About them being… negotiable.”

He watches me, tracking my movement. “I did.”

I stop behind him again. I lean down, my lips by his ear. My uniform skirt pulls tight across my thighs. “Show me.”

A slow smile spreads across his face. He reaches for the seatbelt buckle at his hip, but I place a hand on his wrist, stopping him.

“Ah-ah. Use your words.”

He lets out a shaky breath. “The seatbelt,” he says, his voice rough. “It’s… adaptable.”

“Adaptable.” I let the word hang in the air. I drape his leather belt over the arm of the seat next to him. Then I reach for the aircraft seatbelt itself—the two-inch-wide nylon strap with its heavy metal buckle. I pull it slowly across his lap, the nylon whispering against the fine wool of his trousers. I bring the metal tongue to the buckle at his other hip but I don’t click it in. Instead, I pull it taut, so the strap is a tight, diagonal band across his thighs and abdomen.

“Like this?” I ask.

He nods, his jaw tight. “Like that.”

“But that’s not all, is it?” My fingers trace the length of the strap where it lies against him. I can feel the hard ridge of his cock beneath his trousers, straining against the constriction. My own core clenches in response, a hot, liquid pulse.

“No,” he grates out. “That’s not all.”

I unloop the strap. I lean over him, my breasts brushing his shoulder as I reach for the other end of the seatbelt, the one anchored by the wall of the suite. I pull it across his chest. “For turbulence,” I say innocently.

His eyes are locked on mine, blazing. “Right.”

I bring the two ends together at his sternum. But instead of buckling them, I take the long, loose end and I begin to wrap it. Around his torso once, twice. I pull it snug, not tight enough to hurt, but tight enough to bind. To restrain. His breathing grows heavier, his chest expanding against the nylon.

“Comfortable?” I whisper, my mouth close to his.

“Very.”

I finish by threading the metal tongue back through a loop I’ve created, effectively locking his arms at his sides. He’s not tied tightly—he could free himself with a good shrug—but the message is clear. The intention is clear.

He is restrained. By me. In my domain.

I step back to admire my work. He looks devastating—a powerful man bound by a simple seatbelt, his shirt stretched across his broad chest, his desire plain in the tight line of his trousers. The authority has shifted, twisted. He’s at my mercy.

And he’s loving it.

“Now,” I say, moving to stand between his knees. I place my hands on his shoulders. “Let’s talk about fixing my uniform.”

He licks his lips. “Okay.”

I take his hands—his beautiful, capable hands—and I place them on my hips. His fingers flex, digging into the navy wool of my skirt. “I need you to help me smooth this out,” I say, my voice all business. “It’s terribly wrinkled.”

His hands slide down my thighs, over my stockings, to the hem of my skirt. He smoothes the fabric down with exaggerated care, his palms warm through the material. Then his hands come back up, but this time, they slip under the hem, his fingers skating up the bare skin of my thighs above my stockings.

I gasp. His touch is electric.

“Better?” he asks, his voice thick.

“Getting there.” I sway into his touch. His thumbs find the sensitive skin of my inner thighs, stroking slow circles. My head falls back. I’m already wet for him, the slick heat a secret between my legs.

His fingers creep higher, pushing my skirt up as they go. The air is cool on my exposed skin. When his fingertips brush the lace edge of my panties, I jerk against him.

“You’re not wearing the stockings,” he observes, his voice hushed with awe.

“Safety regulation,” I breathe. “They run too easily.”

His index finger hooks under the lace and pulls, drawing the damp fabric aside. He doesn’t enter me yet. He just exposes me, leaving me open and vulnerable to the cool cabin air. I’m on full display for him, my pussy bare and glistening just inches from his face.

“Fuck, Delphine,” he whispers, his breath hot against me.

“Touch me,” I order, my fingers tangling in his hair.

He doesn’t need to be told twice. His thumb finds my clit, a slow, deliberate press that makes my knees buckle. I grab his shoulders to steady myself. He works me with that thumb, a perfect, maddening rhythm, while his other hand continues to knead my thigh.

“Quiet,” I remind him, though my own breath is coming in ragged pants. “The whole cabin…”

“I know,” he murmurs, and then he leans forward and replaces his thumb with his mouth.

The sensation is so intense, so sudden, that a choked cry tears from my throat. I slam my hand over my own mouth, biting into my palm. His tongue is flat and broad, licking a slow, wet stripe from my entrance all the way up to my clit, where he swirls it with devastating precision.

My hips buck against his face. He grips my ass in both hands and drags me harder onto his mouth, eating me with the raw focus of a man who hasn’t fed in days. His nose presses against my clit while his tongue pushes inside, fucking me in short, greedy thrusts that make wet sounds against the leather seat.

The world shrinks to the drag of his stubble on my inner thighs, the muffled groans vibrating through my cunt, the slick heat of his tongue working deeper. I look down. His face is buried between my spread legs, my uniform skirt shoved up around my waist, my blouse still buttoned to the throat, the gold wings pin catching the low cabin light. I am coming and I am still dressed like I am about to serve breakfast.

The orgasm coils low and tight. My thighs start to shake. I fist his hair, not to steer him but because I need something solid to hold while my body breaks apart. He groans into me and the sound travels straight through my clit.

“I’m going to come,” I whisper, voice already fraying.

He seals his mouth over my clit and sucks hard.

The climax rips through me. My knees lock. I grind down on his face, riding the pulses as they crash one after another, vision fracturing, thighs clamping around his head. He swallows every wet throb, tongue working me through it until I go limp and trembling against him.

He eases off, pressing slow kisses to my inner thighs, my stomach, his hands rubbing steady circles over my ass while I catch my breath. When I can finally lift my head, his mouth is shiny, chin wet, eyes black with satisfaction and fresh hunger. The seatbelt still pins his arms to his sides.

I lean down and kiss him, deep and filthy. I taste myself on his tongue, salt and musk and heat. The kiss feels more obscene than anything else we have done.

“Your turn,” I say against his mouth.

I drop to my knees on the thick carpet. His eyes flare. I unbuckle him fast, yank his trousers open, and take his cock into my mouth in one smooth glide. He is thick and hot and already leaking. The head nudges the back of my throat on the first stroke.

He makes a broken sound, head cracking back against the seat. His hips try to thrust but the belt holds him pinned. He can only take what I give him.

I work him hard. Tongue flat along the underside, lips tight, one hand stroking what my mouth cannot reach while the other cups his balls, rolling them gently. I breathe in the sharp scent of his skin mixed with the smell of my own cunt still on his face. Every choked curse he lets out makes me wetter.

“Delphine… fuck… I’m not going to last…”

I pull off with a wet sound, lips swollen, chin slick. “You don’t get to come yet.”

He stares down at me, chest heaving, cock twitching in the cool air. “You’re killing me.”

“Good.”

I stand on unsteady legs and reach behind him. One tug and the seatbelt releases. The nylon slaps against the seat. He flexes his shoulders, arms free, but I do not give him time to move. I climb into his lap, straddle him, and take his cock in my hand. I am bare under the skirt, dripping. I line him up and sink down in one slow, deliberate push.

We both make the same raw sound. He stretches me open, fills me until my body has no choice but to take every inch. I sit there, fully seated, cunt pulsing around him, while he waits, hands on my hips, letting me set the pace.

I start to move. A slow, grinding roll of my hips that drags my clit against the base of his cock. The leather seat creaks under us. My blouse hangs open at the collar, scarf long gone. Our breathing falls into the same ragged rhythm.

Outside the window the sky is shifting from black to deep indigo. Dawn is coming. Descent prep will start soon. The night will end. But not yet.

I ride him harder, pace turning sharp and wet. The slap of skin on skin is loud in the small space. He meets every drop of my hips, driving up into me, hitting the spot that makes my vision spark. One hand stays on my hip. The other slides between us, thumb finding my clit again and rubbing tight circles.

The second orgasm builds fast, tighter than the first.

“Come with me,” I breathe against his neck. “Please.”

“Yes,” he growls. “God, yes.”

His thrusts turn wild. I feel him thicken, feel the first hot pulse deep inside me, and that is all it takes. I clamp down hard around him, crying out into his shirt as I come again, milking every spurt while he groans and shakes beneath me.

We stay locked together, sweaty and shaking. His face is pressed to my throat, breath hot and fast. The plane hums around us, carrying us through the thinning dark.

Slowly the world returns. The steady drone of engines. The chill of conditioned air on damp skin. The airframe creaks somewhere in the dark.

We are still joined. I do not move. Neither does he. His hands stroke my back through the wrinkled blouse.

After a long stretch of silence, his voice comes out wrecked. “I think your uniform is beyond repair.”

I laugh, a soft, breathy sound. “You have no idea.”

We stay tangled for a few more minutes. My cheek rests on his chest, listening to his heartbeat slow from a gallop to something steadier. His fingers trace idle patterns on my back, catching on the damp patches where my blouse clings.

Reality presses in again.

I lift my head. The cabin is no longer black. Silvery predawn light leaks across the sky, turning the window view a deep velvet blue. The floor path lights look weaker now. I can make out the shapes of the empty seats, the pale gleam of leather and wood. The cockpit door could open at any moment.

“We need to move,” I whisper, though I stay exactly where I am.

He nods, chin brushing the top of my head. “I know.”

I ease off him slowly. The loss of him feels sudden and empty. Cool air hits my thighs. I feel open, used, marked. He reaches for the blanket on the neighboring seat and settles it over my shoulders. The small kindness makes something in my chest pull tight.

I stand on shaky legs, heels sinking into the carpet. My skirt falls back into place. I turn away from him for a moment, pulling the blanket closer while I look out the window. The first hard edge of the sun is slicing the horizon, molten gold against black.

Behind me I hear the rustle of fabric, the click of his belt. Ordinary sounds of a man reassembling himself. When I turn, he is standing, trousers fastened, shirt tucked but creased beyond saving. His tie hangs loose around his neck. He looks thoroughly fucked. He looks perfect.

“Your scarf,” he says quietly, holding out the crumpled red silk. He must have picked it up from the lavatory floor.

I take it. The silk is cool against my fingers. I do not put it on. I just hold it.

“We have about ninety minutes until descent prep,” I say, voice already sliding back into its professional register. It feels like armor. “I need to check the cabin, start coffee service.”

“And I should…” He gestures toward his seat, toward the rest of the plane.

“Yes.” I step in and fix his tie without asking, fingers quick and sure. I tighten the knot, smooth it flat against his chest. The gesture feels more intimate than anything we just did. “You should try to get some rest.”

He catches my hand and presses a kiss to my palm. “I don’t want to rest.”

“I know.” I pull my hand back, gentle but firm. “But my shift isn’t over.”

He nods. Understanding moves through his eyes. The rules are sliding back into place. The aircraft is waking. Our time in the dark is ending.

I find my discarded panties on the floor, lace already damp, and shove them into my skirt pocket. I smooth my hair, tuck my blouse properly, and draw one deep breath before I step out from behind the privacy partition.

The main cabin is quiet and empty. The rows of vacant seats sit in the blue half-light. The cockpit door stays shut, the crew none the wiser. I walk the aisle on bare feet, heels dangling from one hand. My body feels different. Sore. Loose. Marked. I can still smell him on my skin.

I slip into the forward galley and pull the curtain closed. The small space is bright with fluorescent light and stainless steel. I lean against the counter, head bowed, and let the professional calm settle over me again. Breathe in. Breathe out.

Then I get to work.

I start the coffee brewers. The hiss and gurgle is familiar, grounding. I pull breakfast trays, wrapped pastries, tiny jam jars. My hands know the sequence. I am Delphine Cross, senior flight attendant. I am in control.

My mind is still in Suite 1A. On the feel of the seatbelt in my hands. On the taste of him. On the way he looked at me when he was bound and desperate.

I’m plating a tray when I feel him behind me. I do not turn. I know his heat, the weight of his attention.

“You shouldn’t be in here,” I say, voice low and even, still facing the counter.

“I know.” His voice is close. His breath brushes the nape of my neck. “I came for coffee.”

“It’s not ready.”

“I can wait.”

I turn. He is leaning against the bulkhead, arms crossed, watching me. His eyes are dark, intent. He has put the businessman mask back on, but it does not fit the way it did hours ago. I can see straight through it now.

“You’re a distraction,” I say, but there is no bite in it.

“That’s the idea.”

The coffee maker beeps. The sound is too loud in the quiet galley. I jump. He smiles.

I turn back to the counter and pour. Black, no sugar. I hand him the cup. Our fingers brush. The spark jumps again, immediate and undeniable.

He takes a sip, his eyes never leaving mine over the rim of the cup.

“You’re very good at your job.”

“I am.”

“And off-duty?”

“I’m even better.”

He sets the cup down on the counter. The galley is narrow. We’re only inches apart. The curtain is drawn, but it’s just fabric. Anyone could pull it back.

“One more,” he says, his voice a rough whisper. It’s not a question.

It’s a plea wrapped in a statement.

My resolve, so carefully reconstructed, crumbles. “One more what?”

“Touch. One more… everything.” He reaches out, his hand hovering near my cheek. He doesn’t make contact. He’s waiting for permission.

The galley is a terrible idea. It’s the most exposed place on the aircraft. The flight deck is right there, behind a bolted door.

Either pilot could call for coffee. The captain could push back the curtain and come looking for me.

It’s a terrible, wonderful, thrilling idea.

I glance at the curtain. I listen. The cabin is silent.

“My terms,” I breathe.

“Always.”

I reach behind me and, with a quiet snick, I turn the galley lock. The sound is final. We are sealed in.

I turn back to him. “Kneel.”

His eyes flare with heat, but he doesn’t hesitate. He sinks to his knees on the hard floor of the galley. From this position, his head is level with my stomach. He looks up at me, his expression open, surrendered.

I don’t undress. I don’t need to. I simply hike my skirt up around my waist, just as I did in the suite. I’m bare underneath. I’m still wet from him, slick and swollen.

His breath hitches. His hands come up to grip my hips, holding me steady. He doesn’t move to touch me elsewhere. He just looks, his gaze worshipping.

“You are so fucking beautiful,” he whispers, the words a reverent curse.

Then he leans forward and buries his face between my legs.

This time is different. There’s no slow build, no teasing. He devours me. His tongue is fierce, demanding, licking into me with a desperation that matches my own. He sucks my clit into his mouth, his lips creating a perfect, brutal vacuum of sensation. I have to bite my knuckle to keep from crying out. My other hand flies to the overhead compartment for balance, my fingers curling around a cold metal handle.

The counter edge digs into my back. The smell of coffee is strong in the air. The faint beep of an oven timer comes from somewhere. It’s all so mundane, so ordinary. And he is on his knees, his tongue fucking me into oblivion.

It’s over quickly. The orgasm rips through me, sudden and violent. My body bows, my spine arching. I see white spots behind my eyelids. I grind against his face, riding the wave until I’m spent, shuddering, my legs trembling so badly I’m afraid I’ll collapse.

He gentles his mouth, kissing my inner thighs, my stomach, as he did before. His stubble is rough against my sensitive skin. When I open my eyes, he’s looking up at me, his lips glistening.

“Stand up,” I order, my voice shattered.

He rises, a little unsteady himself. I don’t give him time to think. I fumble with his belt, his zipper. I free his cock—still half-hard, but thickening rapidly in my hand. I turn around, bracing my hands on the cold metal counter. I look over my shoulder.

“Now.”

He doesn’t need more instruction. He steps up behind me, his body covering mine. One hand wraps around my waist, pulling me back against him. The other guides himself to my entrance. He pushes inside with one long, smooth stroke.

We both gasp. The position is deep, relentless. He fills me utterly. My forehead drops to the cool steel of the counter. His hand slides from my waist up to my breast, cupping me through my blouse, his thumb finding my nipple and pinching. The dual sensation—the stretch inside, the sharp pleasure outside—is overwhelming.

He sets a punishing rhythm, his hips slapping against my ass. The galley is filled with the sound of our ragged breathing, the soft, wet sounds of our joining, the occasional creak of the aircraft frame. It’s a symphony of sin.

“Quieter,” I pant, though I’m the one making the most noise, my moans muffled against my arm.

He slows, but the strokes become deeper, more deliberate. He leans over me, his chest pressed to my back, his mouth at my ear. “You feel like heaven,” he rasps. “Tight and hot and perfect.”

His words send another jolt of pleasure through me. I’m already climbing again, the coil tightening impossibly fast. His fingers find my clit, rubbing quick, tight circles.

“Come for me again,” he commands, his voice a guttural whisper in my ear. “I want to feel you come all over my cock.”

That’s all it takes. The orgasm crashes over me, a wave of pure, mindless pleasure. My cunt clenches around him, pulsing in rhythmic waves. The feeling triggers his own release. He stifles a groan against my shoulder, his body going rigid as he empties himself inside me with a series of deep, shivering thrusts.

We stay like that for a long moment, locked together, panting. The galley smells of sex and coffee and him. My cheek is pressed to the cold counter. His weight is heavy, comforting.

Slowly, he pulls out. The loss is acute. I hear him tending to himself behind me. I push myself upright, my arms shaking. I smooth my skirt down with trembling hands. My uniform is officially destroyed.

When I turn, he’s leaning against the opposite counter, watching me. He looks wrecked. And I know I look the same.

“We can’t do that again,” I say, but the words have no force.

“I know.”

The oven timer beeps again, insistently. Reality slams back in, hard and cold. I look at my watch. Forty minutes to descent.

I move on autopilot. I unlock the galley door. I pull the curtain back just a crack, peering out. The cabin is still quiet, but the light is stronger now. The empty cabin waits in the grey wash of morning.

“You need to go back to your seat,” I say, not looking at him.

“Delphine.”

I finally meet his gaze. His expression is raw, an open wound.

“Please,” I say softly. “Just… go.”

He nods. He straightens his clothes one last time, runs a hand through his hair. He looks like a man walking to the gallows. He steps past me, through the curtain, and is gone.

I lean against the counter, my head in my hands. I give myself exactly sixty seconds to fall apart. I let the shaking take me. I let the fear and the wonder and the sheer, terrifying magnitude of what we’ve done wash over me.

Then I take a deep, shuddering breath. I stand up straight. I smooth my hair. I re-pin my wings. I find a clean cloth and wipe down the counter where we’d been.

When I step back out into the cabin, I am Delphine Cross, senior flight attendant. My smile is polished. My uniform, though wrinkled, is impeccable. My hands are steady as I begin to move down the aisle, carrying breakfast and a warm towel to my single passenger.

I feel his eyes on me from Seat 2A. I don’t look at him. I can’t. If I look at him, I’ll break.

I pour his coffee. I set out his pastries. I make polite, professional conversation. The sun is fully up now, blazing gold through the windows.

The captain’s voice comes over the speaker, announcing our initial descent into New York. The flight is almost over.

I work my way through the cabin, collecting the last of the service, securing the galley. By the time I make my way back to the front, Marcus is staring out the window, his profile a sharp, clean line against the bright sky.

Our eyes don’t meet. There are no more secret smiles, no more whispered words. The bubble has popped. We are two strangers on a plane coming in for a landing.

I take my jump seat for final approach. I fasten my own seatbelt, the nylon strap familiar and impersonal across my lap. I stare straight ahead at the bulkhead wall. I feel the plane begin its gentle tilt downward. The pressure changes in my ears.

This is it. The end of the flight. The end of the night.

The end of us.

The wheels touch down with a squeal of rubber and a burst of reverse thrust. The cabin lights blaze on, harsh and unforgiving.

I am the first one out of my seat when the bell chimes. My heels click on the floor as I move to open the door. The New York morning air hits me as the jet bridge connects—a concrete-and-kerosene smell. I take my position by the exit, my professional smile fixed in place.

“Thank you for flying with us. Have a pleasant day.”

He gathers his things and comes to the door. When he reaches me, he pauses. For a second, I think he’s going to say something. His eyes find mine, and in them, I see the entire night reflected—the darkness, the heat, the whispered confessions, the desperate, galley-fucking goodbye.

But he doesn’t speak. He just gives me a small, almost imperceptible nod. Then he steps past me, into the jet bridge, and is gone.

I watch his back until he disappears around the corner. My chest feels hollow.

The jet bridge swallows him. I keep my professional smile fixed on nothing at all.

When the cabin is empty, I walk back through it one last time. I pick up a discarded blanket from Suite 1A. It smells like him. I fold it neatly, my hands moving by memory.

I should feel regret. I should feel shame.

All I feel is a deep, aching want.

I step off the aircraft, into the bright, bustling terminal. The world is loud and real and rushing forward. I have a six-hour layover before my next flight. A hotel room. A shower. A change of uniform.

My phone buzzes in my pocket. A text from scheduling. My next assignment.

I pull it out, my thumb smearing across the screen. And then I stop walking. My breath catches in my throat.

The message isn’t from scheduling.

It’s from an unknown number.

I don’t do well with loose ends. And last night left a lot of them. Tell me where to meet you. — M

I stare at the words. The terminal noise fades to a dull roar. A slow, dangerous smile touches my lips.

I type a reply. Just the name of my hotel. And the room number.

Then I slide the phone back into my pocket. I smooth my skirt. I adjust my wings pin.

And I walk into the New York morning, the echo of his touch still burning on my skin, the promise of his text a live wire in my pocket.

The flight is over.

But we’re just getting started.


Chapter 5 — Grounded and Ready

The hotel room door clicks shut behind me, a sound that seals me into a different kind of silence. Not the pressurized hush of the cabin, but the dense, carpeted quiet of a place meant for transient rest. I drop my crew bag by the closet. The thud lands too loud in the stillness.

My phone is a weight in my hand.

His text is still on the screen.

I don’t do well with loose ends. And last night left a lot of them. Tell me where to meet you. — M

And my reply, sent an hour ago from the airport shuttle: just the hotel name and my room number. No instructions. No time. A bare, open invitation.

I move through the room on autopilot, the well-worn ritual of a layover. I hang my uniform blazer in the closet. I set my heels neatly by the bed. I check the time on the alarm clock. My next flight isn’t for six hours. Six hours of empty, waiting space.

The shower calls to me, a promise of washing off the recycled air and the ghost of his hands. But I don’t move. Instead, I stand in the center of the room, still in my pencil skirt and unbuttoned blouse, my neck scarf loose around my shoulders. I listen.

The distant hum of the elevator shaft. A door closing down the hall. The faint pulse of my own heart.

I should feel nervous. I should be questioning every single life choice that led me to giving a near-stranger my hotel room number.

But the hollow ache that opened in my chest when he walked off the plane has only deepened, a physical need now. It’s a craving not just for his touch, but for the control of it. For the rules I set at 38,000 feet. For the way he asked, every time, his voice rough with want but his words clear. Consent as a form of foreplay. The most potent I’ve ever known.

A soft knock sounds at the door.

Not loud. Not demanding. A single, firm tap.

My breath catches. He’s here. Already.

I don’t hurry. I walk to the mirror over the dresser. I meet my own gaze—my hair still in its low, professional bun, my makeup softened from the long night. My eyes are dark, alive. I see the woman from the galley, the one who dared him. I smooth my hands over my hips, the navy wool of my skirt snug against them. I leave the top two buttons of my blouse undone.

The uniform stays on.

I go to the door and look through the peephole.

He’s there. Marcus. He’s changed into dark jeans and a grey Henley that stretches across his shoulders. He looks grounded, real. A day’s worth of stubble darkens his jaw. He’s staring at his phone, his thumb scrolling, but his posture is tense, coiled. Waiting for my permission.

I turn the lock and open the door.

He looks up, and the force of his gaze is a physical impact. It travels from my eyes, down to my parted lips, to the open V of my blouse, and back up. The intensity from the flight is still there, but it’s banked now, simmering in the daylight.

“You found me,” I say, my voice steady.

“You gave good directions.” His voice is lower than I remember, rougher, as if he hasn’t used it since he left me. “Is this a bad time?”

“It’s the only time,” I say, and step back, holding the door open.

He walks in, and the space of the room shrinks instantly. He carries the scent of cold air and clean, male skin. He closes the door behind him, the lock engaging with a decisive click. He doesn’t move further into the room. He just looks at me, his hands at his sides.

“I wasn’t sure you’d answer,” he says.

“I wasn’t sure you’d come.”

“Loose ends,” he repeats, his eyes dropping to my mouth. “They keep me up at night.”

The air between us is charged, thick with everything we didn’t finish. The interruption over the PA, the frantic, desperate parting in the suite, the way we pulled apart with our bodies still screaming for completion.

“This is a different aircraft,” I say, taking a step toward him. My heels are off, so I have to tilt my head back to hold his gaze. “Different rules.”

His lips curve into a slow smile. “What are the rules here, Delphine?”

I love the way he says my name. Like it’s a secret.

“My room,” I say, my voice dropping to the low, commanding register I use in the cabin. “My terms. Still.”

He nods, once. “Understood.”

“Last night was… interrupted.” I reach out and place a hand flat on his chest, feeling the solid warmth, the quickened heartbeat beneath the soft cotton. “I don’t like leaving things incomplete.”

His hand comes up to cover mine, pressing it harder against him. “Neither do I.”

The touch ignites the memories. His mouth between my legs in the lavatory. The feel of his cock in my hand, thick and hot. The bite of the seatbelt against my hips. A fresh wave of heat pools low in my belly.

“You asked me a question,” I murmur, my fingers curling slightly into his shirt. “Up there. Just before the Captain called.”

His eyes darken. He remembers. He’d been kneeling on the floor of the suite, his hands on my thighs, my skirt hiked to my waist. The cabin dark, the world asleep around us. His voice, strained: Can I taste you again?

And then the chime—the cockpit call button, sharp and sudden. The frozen minute that followed, neither of us breathing, waiting to see if it would sound again. By the time the danger passed, the moment had moved on without either of us circling back to it.

“I remember the question,” he says, his voice gravel. “I never got the answer.”

I hold his gaze, letting the silence stretch. Letting the want build until the air itself presses against my skin. Then I give a single, slow nod.

“The answer is yes.”

A low groan escapes him. He leans in, his forehead touching mine. “God, Delphine.”

“But not yet,” I whisper, and my other hand comes up to the knot of my silk neck scarf. I pull one end, and it loosens, slithering through my fingers like a crimson snake. “First, I believe you were restrained.”

His breath hitches. He watches as I fold the long scarf in my hands.

Not the belt this time. Not the aircraft’s own seatbelt, pressed into service on his charter. Just silk—the same length of red I wore as a blindfold on that very first flight, worn soft now from all the ways we’ve used it since. It has become its own kind of language between us. When the scarf comes off my throat, the rules are about to change.

“Turn around,” I instruct. “Hands behind your back.”

He obeys without hesitation, turning to face the door, clasping his wrists at the small of his back. The position pulls his Henley taut across the muscles of his shoulders and back. I step close, my body just brushing his. I can smell the clean cotton of his shirt, the faint, expensive scent of his soap.

I loop the scarf around his wrists, crossing it, pulling it tight. Not enough to hurt. Just enough to secure. To remind. I tie a firm, efficient knot—a bowline, the same one I use to secure a galley cart during turbulence. It will hold. It will only tighten if he struggles.

“Okay?” I ask, my lips brushing his ear.

“More than okay,” he says, his voice thick.

I step back. “Stay.”

He remains facing the door, his back to me, his hands bound. The sight of him, this powerful, contained man submitting to my order, sends a sharp thrill through me. I let him wait as I move around the room. I draw the blackout curtains closed, plunging the room into a soft, dim twilight. I switch on the bedside lamp, casting a warm, intimate glow.

Then I come to stand before him again. I reach out and turn him around by his shoulder. His eyes are blazing.

“I want to see you,” I say. “All of you.”

He understands. He stands still as I reach for the hem of his Henley. I pull it up, over his head, taking care not to jostle his bound hands. It comes off, and I toss it aside. His chest is exactly as I remember—broad, defined, with a light dusting of dark hair. I run my palms over the planes of his pecs, down the hard ridges of his abdomen. He shudders under my touch.

My fingers go to the button of his jeans. I pop it open. The zipper drags down, a loud sound in the quiet. I hook my fingers in the waistband of his jeans and his boxer briefs and push them down his hips in one motion. They fall to his ankles.

He steps out of them at my silent urging, kicking them aside.

And there he is. Fully exposed. His cock is already hard, thick and curving up against his stomach. A bead of moisture glistens at the tip. He is utterly magnificent. And utterly mine, for now.

“Hands stay there,” I remind him, my eyes locked on his.

He nods, his jaw tight.

I sink to my knees on the hotel carpet.

The perspective shifts. From here, he looks even larger, more dominant, even in his submission. I lean forward, nuzzling the inside of his thigh, inhaling his clean, masculine scent. I press my open mouth against the skin there, feeling the muscle jump.

I look up at him. His head is bowed, watching me, his eyes black with desire.

“Do you want my mouth on you?” I ask, my breath ghosting over his heated skin.

“Yes.” The word is ripped from him.

“Tell me.”

“I want your mouth on me, Delphine. Please.”

The ‘please’ does it. A fresh surge of wetness soaks my underwear beneath my skirt.

I don’t tease. I lean in and take the head of his cock into my mouth.

He groans, a deep, guttural sound that vibrates through me. I swirl my tongue around the smooth crown, tasting the salty-slick pre-come. Then I take him deeper, relaxing my throat as I learned to do long ago. I work him with my mouth, one hand coming up to cradle his balls, the other wrapping around the base of his shaft to control the rhythm. The heat of him fills my mouth, the weight of him pressing against my tongue. Saliva slicks my lips as I slide down, then up, the wet sound of it loud in the quiet room.

His hips jerk involuntarily, but he stops himself. His bound hands flex behind his back.

“Fuck,” he breathes, his head falling back. “Your mouth… Christ.”

I hum in response, the vibration making him curse again. I set a relentless, hungry pace. This isn’t about slow seduction. This is about claiming. About finishing what we started. I suck him deep, pulling back to swirl my tongue along the sensitive vein underneath, then taking him all the way down again. My own need is a throbbing, insistent beat between my legs, but I ignore it. This is for him. For the power of watching him come apart.

His breathing grows ragged. “Delphine… I’m close. So close.”

I pull off with a wet pop. My lips are swollen, slick. “Not yet.”

He whimpers, a desperate sound. I rise to my feet, my knees aching pleasantly. I cup his face, forcing him to look at me. His expression is pure, undone agony.

“I want you inside me,” I say, each word a clear, sharp demand. “I want to finish what they interrupted. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” His chest is heaving.

“I’m going to untie you. You’re going to put your hands on me. And you’re not going to come until I tell you to. Is that clear?”

“Crystal.”

I move behind him and undo the knot on the scarf. It falls away. He brings his arms forward, flexing his wrists. Then he turns, and in one fluid, powerful motion, he gathers me into his arms and crushes his mouth to mine.

The kiss consumes us both, all the frustration from the flight boiling over into raw hunger. His tongue drives into my mouth, taking it. His hands roam everywhere—fingers yanking the pins from my bun so my hair spills down my back, palms gripping my ass through the thick wool of my skirt, squeezing my breasts through the thin fabric of my blouse. He walks me backward until the backs of my knees hit the bed.

He pulls away, chest heaving. “The uniform stays on?”

“The uniform,” I manage, my fingers already working the buttons of his fly to free his cock, “stays on.”

He makes a low sound of approval and pushes me onto the bed, following me down. His mouth finds mine again, deep and wet, while his hands shove my skirt up around my waist. His fingers hook into the sides of my plain cotton panties—the practical kind that come with the uniform—and he drags them down my legs, flinging them away.

Then his hand is between my thighs, cupping my cunt, fingers sliding through the slick heat of my folds.

“You’re soaked,” he murmurs against my lips.

“For you,” I gasp. “Always for you.”

He finds my clit and circles it with blunt, perfect pressure. I arch hard off the bed, a cry catching in my throat.He claims the cry in the press of another kiss. He works me open with his fingers—first one, then two—sliding deep, curling against that spot inside that makes my vision spark. I writhe under him, blouse rucked up, skirt bunched tight around my hips, heels digging into the mattress.

“Now,” I beg, control cracking. “Marcus, now.”

He shifts between my thighs. The broad head of his cock nudges my entrance. He looks down at me, eyes asking the silent question.

I wrap my legs around his hips, stockinged feet locking at the small of his back. I reach down and guide him to me.

“Do it,” I command.

He pushes inside.

The stretch is deep and perfect, a slow burn that shoots my need higher. He sinks in inch by inch, letting me feel the full thickness of him until he’s buried to the root. We hold still, connected, breathing the same air.

His forehead rests against mine. “Delphine.”

My name sounds like a prayer on his lips.

Then he moves.

He fucks me with hard, deep thrusts that punch the air from my lungs. My back bows off the bed. My fingers claw at his shoulders, his back, nails biting in. The room fills with the wet sound of skin slapping skin, the rustle of my skirt, his ragged groans, my choked whimpers.

“Look at me,” he grunts.

I force my eyes open. His gaze locks on mine, fierce and possessive. He’s watching me come apart. He leans down and takes my mouth in a searing kiss, swallowing my moans as his thrusts turn harder, faster.

The coil inside me winds tighter. The climb starts, frantic. The world narrows to the thick drag of his cock inside me, the scrape of his stubble against my cheek, the heavy musk of our sex in the air.

“I’m close,” he warns, rhythm faltering.

“Not yet,” I gasp, even as my own orgasm builds sharp and fast. “Wait.”

He obeys, grinding deep and holding still, his body shaking with the effort.

I reach between us and find my clit. A few hard, focused circles and it hits.

The orgasm rips through me.

It crashes silent and shattering, whiting out everything. My cunt clamps around him, pulsing, milking his cock. A broken cry finally tears from my throat.

The sound shatters his control.

“Delphine!” he shouts, and then he’s coming, his release slamming into me in deep, wrenching thrusts. He collapses on top of me, full weight pinning me to the mattress, face buried in my neck.

We lie tangled and sweaty, breathing in ragged unison. The only sound is our panting and the distant hum of the city outside.

Slowly the world returns. The scratch of the bedspread under my bare thighs. Cool air on my damp skin where my blouse hangs open. The heavy, satisfied weight of him on top of me.

He shifts, pulls out, and rolls to the side, pulling me with him so I’m tucked against his chest. His arm wraps around me. My skirt is still bunched at my waist, stockings torn. My blouse is a wrinkled mess, scarf a red smear on the floor.

The uniform is ruined.

And I have never felt more powerful.

We lie in silence for a long time, hearts slowing, skin cooling. His fingers trace idle patterns on my arm.

“The loose ends,” he says, voice rough. “I think we’ve addressed a few.”

I smile against his chest. “A few. Not all.”

He turns his head to look at me. “There are more?”

I prop myself up on one elbow, looking down at him. His hair is mussed, lips swollen. He looks wrecked. And utterly beautiful.

“The flight is over,” I say, echoing my thoughts from this morning. “But this doesn’t have to be.”

He searches my face. “What are you saying?”

“I have a six-hour layover,” I say, voice dropping back into that steady, commanding tone. The tone that says I am in charge of this cabin. “You’re a man who doesn’t like loose ends.”

A slow, wicked grin spreads across his face. He understands. He reaches up and tucks a strand of my hair behind my ear. “Six hours is a long time.”

“It is,” I agree. I sit up and swing my legs over the side of the bed. I feel his come trickle down my thigh. I make no move to wipe it away. I stand, legs shaky but steady. I straighten my skirt, pulling it down over my hips. I button my blouse, leaving the top two open. I walk to the mirror, gather my hair, twist it back up into a messy, secure knot.

I am putting myself back together. But I am not the same.

When I turn back to him, he is sitting on the edge of the bed, watching me, fully naked and utterly unselfconscious.

“What’s the rule now?” he asks.

I walk toward him, stopping between his spread knees. I place my hands on his shoulders. “The rule is… we have time.”

I lean down and kiss him, slow and deep, a promise of what’s to come.

When I pull back, his eyes are dark with renewed hunger.

“Your turn,” I whisper.

His hands slide up my bare thighs under my skirt, warm and possessive. “My turn?”

I nod, fingers tracing the line of his jaw. “You gave. Now you receive.”

A slow, understanding smile touches his lips. He stands, tall and solid, making the room feel smaller. He doesn’t reach for me. He waits, eyes asking for instruction.

The power of it thrums through me, bright and sharp.

“Lie down,” I say, gesturing to the center of the bed.

He obeys, stretching out on his back against the rumpled covers. Lamplight paints his skin gold and shadow, highlighting the planes of his chest, the trail of hair leading down to where he’s already half-hard again. He folds his arms behind his head, watching me, relaxed anticipation in every line. But I see the tension in his biceps, the quick rise and fall of his ribs.

I stand at the foot of the bed and let him look. I unbutton the rest of my blouse, slowly, each button slipping free with a soft snick. I shrug it off, let it fall. My uniform skirt is next. I unzip it at the side, let it slide down my hips, and step out of it. I am left in my bra, torn stockings, and heels.

I leave the heels on.

I crawl onto the bed, moving up his body on my knees. I straddle his thighs, not yet touching his cock. I lean down, bracing my hands on either side of his head, my hair falling around our faces like a curtain. My bra brushes his chest.

“Close your eyes,” I whisper.

He does, instantly.

I kiss him. Not on the mouth. I kiss his forehead, his temple, the sharp line of his cheekbone. I kiss the pulse point at the base of his throat. I follow the dusting of hair down his sternum, my lips and tongue tracing a slow, wet path. He breathes heavily, stomach muscles clenching under my mouth.

I take my time.

I explore the ridges of his abdomen with my tongue. I nip gently at his hip bone. I nuzzle the crease of his thigh, inhaling his clean, male scent mixed with the musk of our recent sex. His cock lies thick and heavy against his stomach, already fully hard again, a bead of pre-come shining at the tip.

“Delphine,” he breathes, voice strained.

“Shhh.” I blow a soft stream of air across the head of his cock. He jerks.

I don’t take him in my mouth. Not yet. Instead, I shift my body, moving to lie beside him. I prop myself up on one elbow, head resting on my hand. With my other hand, I reach out and take him in a loose grip.

He opens his eyes, turning his head to look at me.

“Watch,” I command softly.

I stroke him, slow and firm, from root to tip. My thumb swirls over the sensitive slit. His hips lift off the bed, seeking more pressure. I give it to him, tightening my grip, establishing a rhythm that’s deliberate, almost clinical. I am studying him. Learning the ways he reacts—the twitch of his thigh when my thumb presses just there, the catch in his breath when I use my nails lightly on the underside.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” I murmur, more to myself than to him. “All this power. And it’s mine.”

A groan rumbles deep in his chest. “Yours.”

I lean in and finally take him into my mouth. But it’s not the hungry, claiming rhythm from before. This is slow worship. I lick him like he’s a delicacy, savoring each taste, each texture. I suck just the head, my tongue flicking rapidly, then take him deep, holding him there until my eyes water. I release him with a wet pop and move down, taking his balls into my mouth one at a time, rolling them with my tongue.

His hands fist in the sheets. “God… I can’t…”

“You can,” I say, pulling back. “You will. You’ll lie there and take it. Until I say otherwise.”

He nods, jaw clenched. The control is a living thing between us, electric and sweet.

I return to my task. I bring him to the edge with my mouth and my hand, then back him off. I do it again. And again. His body grows slick with sweat. His thighs tremble. He’s breathing in ragged, broken pants.

“Please,” he finally gasps, control shattered. “Delphine, please, I need…”

“What do you need?” I ask, still stroking him, voice calm.

“I need to be inside you. Please. I need to feel you.”

I consider him. His eyes are desperate, pleading. The powerful businessman, brought to begging by my mouth. A deep, throbbing ache answers between my own legs. I want it, too.

I release him and move to straddle his hips again. I reach back, guiding him to my entrance. I sink down onto him in one slow, excruciating slide.

We both cry out. The feeling of him filling me, stretching me, is even more intense this time. My body is sensitized, still humming from my last orgasm. Every nerve is alight.

I brace my hands on his chest and begin to move.

I set the pace. A slow, rolling grind of my hips. Up and down, circling, clenching around the thick length of him. I watch his face. I watch his eyes roll back, his lips part on a ragged exhale. I watch the tendons in his neck stand out as he comes apart beneath me.

“Touch me,” I order, my own breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

His hands fly to my hips, gripping hard, lifting and guiding me. Then one hand slides around to my front, his fingers finding my clit with unerring accuracy. He knows exactly how to touch me now. His thumb presses firm, relentless circles, matching the rhythm of my hips stroke for stroke.

The pleasure builds, a deep, liquid heat that tightens low in my belly with every pass of his thumb. My movements grow less controlled, more urgent. I ride him harder, driving him deeper into me with every thrust. The wet sound of our bodies meeting fills the room, skin on skin, slick and rhythmic.

“Look at me,” I pant.

He forces his eyes open. His gaze is glassy, wild, locked on mine.

“Come with me,” I command, voice cracking. “Don’t you dare hold back.”

It’s all the permission he needs. His hips arch off the bed, driving up into me as I slam down. His thumb presses harder on my clit. The combination detonates.

My climax rips through me, a white-hot pulse that tears a raw sound from my throat. I convulse around him, my cunt gripping his cock in hard, rhythmic spasms.

He shouts my name, his own release slamming into him. He empties himself inside me, hips bucking, fingers digging into my hips hard enough to leave marks.

We collapse together, a tangled, sweat-slicked knot of limbs. I fall forward onto his chest, my forehead tucked under his chin, our hearts slamming against each other. We lie there for a long time, breathing the same air, too spent to move.

Eventually, he stirs. His hands, gentler now, stroke down my back. “I think,” he says, voice hoarse, “that particular loose end is thoroughly tied.”

I laugh, a soft, breathy sound against his skin. “For now.”

He shifts, lifting me off him and rolling us to our sides. He tucks me against him, my back to his chest, his arm wrapped securely around my waist. We fit together perfectly, like two pieces of a puzzle finally clicking into place.

Silence settles over us, comfortable and deep. The city noise is a distant hum outside the blackout curtains. The hotel room feels like a capsule, separate from the world.

“What happens when your six hours are up?” he asks, his lips brushing my shoulder.

The question hangs in the air. I’ve been avoiding it, living in the bubble of this room, of his skin against mine.

“I go to the airport,” I say softly. “I put on a fresh uniform. I fly to Lisbon.”

His arm tightens around me. “And then?”

“And then I fly somewhere else. It’s what I do.”

He’s quiet for a moment. “I have a meeting in Zurich tomorrow afternoon.”

The reality of our lives crashes in. The continents between us. The schedules. The fact that this, whatever this is, was born in a pressurized metal tube at 38,000 feet and is now lying naked in a New York hotel room.

“So this is it,” I say, and the words taste like ash.

“No.” The word is firm, absolute. He turns me in his arms so I’m facing him. His eyes are serious, intent. “This isn’t it. This can’t be it.”

“Marcus…”

“I’m not good at this,” he interrupts, his thumb stroking my cheek. “At… feelings. At connections. I spend my life in boardrooms and on planes, closing deals that leave me empty. Last night… you… it wasn’t empty.”

My throat feels tight. “For me either.”

“Give me your schedule,” he says. “Your rotation. Let me see it.”

I blink. “Why?”

“Because I want to know where you’ll be. And I want to be there.” He says it simply, as if it’s the most obvious thing in the world. “I have flexibility. I can work from anywhere with a Wi-Fi signal. Let me chase you, Delphine. Let me meet you in Lisbon. Or Paris. Or wherever the hell you’re going next.”

The offer is so vast, so audacious, it steals my breath. “You’d do that?”

“I’ve spent my life building a network,” he says, his gaze holding mine. “I realize now, I was building it for this. For the freedom to follow a woman who makes me feel alive.”

“That deal,” I say slowly. “The one that fell through. The reason you were awake in 2A that first night.”

“I haven’t thought about it in days.” He says it like he’s only just noticed. “Lost a lot of money that week. Didn’t sleep for three of them.” His thumb keeps moving against my cheek. “Turns out that’s not what I remember about that flight.”

Tears prick the back of my eyes. I swallow them down. I am a professional. I don’t cry in hotel rooms with near-strangers. But he isn’t a stranger anymore. He’s the man who knelt on an airplane floor and asked for permission. He’s the man who let me tie his hands. He’s the man who looks at me like I’m the only fixed point in a spinning world.

I lean forward and kiss him. It’s a slow, deep, promising kiss. When I pull back, I nod.

“Okay.”

The single word seems to unlock something in him. A tension drains from his shoulders. He kisses me again, quick and hard. “Okay.”

We don’t make love again. We don’t need to. The urgency has been replaced by something else—a sweet, slow certainty. We shower together, washing the sweat and sex from our skin. He soaps my back, his hands tender. I wash his hair, my fingers massaging his scalp until he groans in contentment.

We dry off with thick, white towels. I dig a fresh uniform from my crew bag—a crisp blouse, a new pencil skirt, a clean silk scarf. I dress slowly, under his watchful eyes. He pulls on his jeans and Henley, but doesn’t bother with shoes.

We order room service—a pot of coffee, a plate of fruit, pastries we don’t really eat. We sit at the small table by the window, the curtains cracked open just enough to let in a slice of grey afternoon light. We talk. Really talk. He tells me about the company he built from nothing, about the string of deals before this one that filled the emptiness for a while and then stopped working. I tell him about my life in the air, the constant motion, the way every city starts to look the same from a hotel window.

We exchange numbers. I pull up my crew app and show him my schedule for the next month. He takes pictures of it with his phone.

“Lisbon,” he says, tapping the screen. “Three days from now. You have a forty-eight hour layover.”

“I do.”

“I’ll be there.”

The simple declaration feels like a vow.

Time, which had stretched endlessly in our bubble, suddenly accelerates. My alarm chimes on my phone. It’s time to go.

I stand, smoothing my skirt, adjusting my scarf. I am Delphine Cross, senior flight attendant, once more. The transformation is both a costume and a shield.

Before I close my crew bag, I dig out the little velvet box, the one that’s ridden along through Phoenix and Dallas and now New York. I take out the gold lark and pin it below my wings, where the uniform code says nothing extra belongs and I no longer care. Our adventure. However long it lasts. Today it feels like it might last a long while yet.

He stands too, watching me. He looks like a man who has been thoroughly loved—his hair still damp, his stubble dark, his eyes soft.

“Walk me out?” I ask.

He nods, pulling on his shoes.

We ride the elevator down in silence, our hands linked. In the bustling hotel lobby, we are just two more people among many. No one looks twice at the woman in the airline uniform and the man in jeans.

At the curbside taxi stand, the city air is cool and sharp. My airport shuttle is already waiting, its engine idling.

I turn to him. The goodbye sits between us, heavy and real.

He cups my face in his hands. “This isn’t goodbye.”

“It’s ‘see you later,’” I say, repeating his words from the plane.

“Exactly.” He kisses me, a deep, lingering kiss that holds all the promises we’ve made. When he pulls back, his eyes are bright. “Be safe up there.”

“You be safe down here.”

He helps me into the shuttle, his hand lingering on mine for a final second. Then the door closes. The shuttle pulls away from the curb.

I don’t look back. I can’t. If I look back, I might run after him, and I have a flight to catch.

I stare straight ahead, my hands folded in my lap. The uniform is crisp. The wings pin is straight. The scarf is knotted perfectly.

But underneath, my skin still hums from his touch. My lips are still swollen from his kisses. And deep inside, where no one can see, I am smiling.

The shuttle merges into the traffic flowing toward JFK. The city skyline rises around me, a forest of steel and glass and light.

Somewhere in that city, a man is already looking at his calendar, rearranging his life to meet me in Lisbon.

And for the first time in a long time, the thought of my next flight doesn’t feel like just another trip. It feels like a journey. It feels like a beginning.

I touch my fingers to my lips, remembering the feel of his.

Cleared for takeoff, I think.

And I mean it in every way.
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