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Chapter 1

My knees ache against the plush carpet.

This is my life now. Me, Millie Rhodes, who used to plan potlucks and coordinate church bake sales, now meticulously polishing a stranger's cock with my tongue. The expensive leather of his shoe presses against my bare shin, cool and unyielding. The scent of his cologne—something woody and obscenely expensive—mingles with the recycled air of the cabin and the faint musk of arousal.

Every detail screams money. The carpet beneath me costs more than my childhood home. The soft lighting casts everything in warm amber, like we're existing in some gilded alternate reality where this—this—is perfectly normal.

I should be disgusted. I should.

But there's a perverse thrill humming beneath my skin, a wicked little secret taking root in the hollow space where my heart used to be. My tongue traces the ridge beneath the head of his cock, and Mr. Thorne's breath hitches. Just slightly. His hand tightens in my short blonde hair—still so strange, the lightness of it, the way it doesn't curtain my face anymore—and guides me deeper.

He doesn't speak. Just that quiet, controlled pressure of his fingers. The faint vein pulsing in his neck when I glance up through my lashes. He's watching me with an intensity that should make me feel small, but instead, it makes me feel... seen. Acknowledged. Like I'm performing something sacred rather than sordid.

The engines hum their constant white noise lullaby. Thirty thousand feet above whatever shattered remains of my old life still litter the ground below.

A flash of gold catches my peripheral vision—his wedding band, catching the light as his hand shifts in my hair.

And just like that, I'm back there.

* * *

(A few days earlier)

The pristine white gown. Confetti suspended in afternoon sunlight. The cloying sweetness of lilies everywhere, choking me with their promise of forever. I'd floated through the morning in a haze of hairspray and champagne, my mother crying, my bridesmaids fussing with the train.

Then—

The half-open door. My fiancé's hands tangled in my aunt's hair, gripping the auburn strands I'd helped braid for the ceremony just hours before. Her bridesmaid dress—the same dusty rose I'd carefully selected—bunched around her waist in desperate, hurried folds. His body moving against hers with a rhythm I recognized, a tempo that belonged to our bed, our intimacy, our supposed forever.

The sound of skin against skin. Her breathless gasps mixing with his low groans. His face buried in her neck, the same neck he'd kissed that morning while straightening his tie and promising he'd see me at the altar. The same lips that had whispered "I love you" into my ear as I left for hair and makeup, now marking territory that wasn't his to claim.

My bouquet fell from nerveless fingers. White roses and baby's breath scattering across the marble floor like fallen stars. The world telescoped down to that single, devastating frame—two people I trusted most in the world, lost in each other, completely oblivious to my presence in the doorway.

The world didn't just end. It shattered into a million tiny, poisonous fragments.

I ran. Didn't think. Just fled. The dress ripped. Mascara streaming. Keys clutched in shaking hands. The airport. The honeymoon destination I'd booked months ago, now a tomb for two.

* * *

"Millie, stop, I am about to explode."

Mr. Thorne's voice drags me back. His hands are gentle but insistent, pulling me up until I'm standing on trembling legs. My jaw aches. My lipstick—carefully applied two hours ago—is completely destroyed.

His eyes meet mine. Dark. Assessing. Not unkind.

"Flight?"

The word hangs between us. Clear. Crisp. A question and a command wrapped in one syllable.

My throat is dry. It's an unfamiliar word, a new key to an unknown lock. The elegant woman's voice echoes in my memory: "Flight" means standard. "Turbulence" means you're ready for more. "Ground" means stop, and they stop. No negotiation. No exceptions.

I could say "Ground." Walk away. Keep this professional and distant. But I only get one refusal for my contract time.

But "Ground" feels weaker. Less... me. Less like the woman I'm trying to become. The woman who takes control by surrendering it on her own terms.

Also, I need to use my refusal wisely.

"Flight," I whisper.

His smile is subtle. Approving. He takes my hand—such a gentlemanly gesture for what we're about to do—and leads me past the galley, past the bar with its crystal decanters, toward the private suite at the rear of the cabin.

The door slides shut with a whisper of engineered precision.

The suite is absurd. A plush bed built into the curved wall of the fuselage, cream linens that probably cost more than my student loans. Soft indirect lighting. A built-in cabinet with discreet handles.

The "cupboard of playthings."

I don't let myself look at it yet.

Mr. Thorne's hands are on my uniform. The buttons of my blouse slip free with practiced ease. Not rushed. Methodical. He's done this before, clearly. I wonder how many women have stood where I'm standing, trembling slightly as expensive fabric pools at their feet.

"You're nervous," he observes. Not a criticism. Just a fact.

"I'm new."

"I know." His fingers trace my collarbone. "That's why I requested this flight."

My bra follows my blouse. Then my skirt. I stand before him in nothing but the delicate panty the service provided—black lace that makes me look like someone else entirely. Someone confident. Sexual. Powerful.

Someone who isn't still hearing the sounds of her fiancé fucking her aunt in a church vestibule.

Mr. Thorne guides me to the bed. The sheets are cool against my overheated skin. His weight settles over me—not crushing, but substantial. Grounding. A pleasant pressure against the turbulence of my mind.

He enters me slowly, deliberately, his eyes never leaving my face. Watching. Reading every micro-expression like I'm some fascinating text he's determined to decode. The stretch of him inside me is careful, measured—nothing like the hurried, perfunctory sex I knew before. This is something else entirely. Something that makes my breath catch and my pulse thunder against my throat.

And God help me, my body responds with a ferocity that shocks me. Heat floods through my veins like molten gold, pooling low and urgent between my thighs. Want crashes over me in waves—not the gentle, expected arousal I'm used to, but something primal and demanding. A hunger I didn't even know lived in me, sleeping beneath years of routine and disappointment.

My back arches involuntarily, pressing my breasts against the crisp cotton of his expensive shirt. The fabric is soft but foreign against my heated skin. My nails dig into his shoulders through the material, seeking purchase in this storm of sensation that's threatening to unmake me completely. I feel like I'm drowning in my own body's response, in this sudden, overwhelming discovery of what pleasure can actually feel like when it's given freely, when it's chosen rather than endured.

"Good girl," he murmurs against my throat.

The praise does something to me. Lights up circuits I didn't know existed.

* * *

(A few days earlier)

"You look like a woman who just lost everything and is about to gain the world."

The elegant woman had materialized in the hotel lobby like something conjured from my desperation. Immaculately dressed. Ageless in that way money and confidence create. She'd sat beside me in the overstuffed armchair, studying my ruined makeup and ripped dress with neither pity nor judgment.

"What if I told you there's a place where you can be used—yes, used—but only on your terms? Where consent is currency and your body becomes your freedom?"

I'd stared at her. Champagne drunk and heartbroken and so fucking angry at the universe.

"I'm listening."

She'd smiled. Pulled out a sleek black business card embossed with a simple logo: stylized wings.

"Free Use aviation services. Very exclusive clientele. Very particular arrangement." Her manicured nail had tapped the card. "You work as an air hostess on private jets. Your primary duty is... availability. Sexual availability. But—and this is crucial—you control the terms."

She'd explained the words. The system. The rules that paradoxically created my freedom.

"'Flight' means standard intercourse. Whatever they want within that scope. 'Turbulence' means they want to explore the specialty equipment, perhaps bring in dominance, submission, specific kinks. 'Ground' means stop. Immediately. Non-negotiable. You get one 'Ground' per contract period, no questions asked. Use it wisely, but use it if you need it."

"And if they don't stop?"

Her smile had turned sharp. "Captain Davies ensures they do. He's very... persuasive."

It had felt like selling my soul. But also—impossibly—like buying it back, bit by bit. Taking something that had been stolen from me and weaponizing it. Making it mine.

The woman had stood. "The jet leaves in six hours. Here's the address. If you're there, you're in. If not..." She'd shrugged. "I hope you find what you're looking for either way."

* * *

Mr. Thorne's thrusts intensify. My body meets each one, chasing something I can barely name. The pain of betrayal still lives in my chest, a permanent bruise, but this—this—is replacing it with something else. Something burning and electric and entirely separate from my ruined engagement.

His thumb finds my clit. Circles with precision.

"Let go," he commands softly.

My world fractures.

But this time, it's not shattered. It's redefined. Rewritten. The orgasm tears through me like revelation, stealing my breath, whiting out my vision. A scream catches in my throat, swallowed by the roar of the engines, and the last thing I see before consciousness briefly flees is Mr. Thorne's focused, satisfied gaze.

When I come back to myself, I'm trembling. Gasping. His weight still pins me to the bed, and he's watching me with something like pride. But he's not finished. His rhythm shifts, becomes urgent, demanding. Each thrust drives deeper, harder, chasing his own release with single-minded focus.

I feel him swell inside me—that telltale thickening that signals the end. His breathing turns ragged against my neck, harsh and desperate. The controlled executive veneer cracks completely, revealing something primal underneath.

"Christ," he growls, the word torn from his throat.

His final thrust is almost brutal in its intensity. I feel the hot pulse of his climax, the way his entire body goes rigid above me. A low, guttural sound escapes him—part satisfaction, part surrender. For a moment, the composed businessman disappears entirely, replaced by a man lost in pure, animal pleasure.

The engines drone on around us, indifferent to this raw display of human need.

"Beautiful," he says simply.

I should feel cheapened. Used. Dirty.

But all I feel is... alive. Vibrantly, dangerously alive.

He withdraws carefully. Reaches for the discreet tissues on the bedside console. The professionalism returns almost instantly—him fastening his pants, me reaching for my scattered uniform on autopilot.

But my hands are still shaking.

Because that—that—wasn't supposed to feel good. It was supposed to be a transaction. A job. Revenge against a universe that took everything I'd built and torched it.

Instead, it felt like coming home to a place I'd never been.

* * *

(A few hours earlier)

The hotel bar was dim, a haze of jazz drifting through the air like a comforting blanket. I cradled my third whiskey, staring at the glass, contemplating how I’d cut my hair—this playful defiance that felt a little bit like freedom. Six hours until the plane took off, six hours until I stepped into my new life, and all I had was this glass and the lingering ache of betrayal.

That’s when John slid onto the stool beside me.

He was tall, broad-shouldered, his frame filling the space beside me like a shield against the world. Firelight seemed to live beneath his skin, something steady and unbreakable radiating from his presence. His eyes held no calculation, no agenda—just warmth that reached across the dim space between us, and when he smiled, lines gathered at the corners like evidence of genuine joy.

"Rough night, huh?" His voice was a soothing rumble, rich and low, melting the weight on my chest.

I glanced his way, taking in his casual confidence, the genuine concern rather than predatory interest. "You could say that."

"I'm John. Buy you a proper drink?"

I couldn’t help the smirk tugging at my lips despite everything. "This is a proper drink. It’s whiskey. What could be more proper than drowning my sorrows?"

He chuckled, a sound that bounced off the walls and wrapped around me like a balm. "Fair point. How about an improper drink, then? I'm a fan of impulse."

A crack opened in my chest, a fleeting moment where laughter felt possible again.

We talked about everything and nothing. Boston borne, Fire Fighter.  He spun tales of his station and his crew, of how they once rescued a cat from a tree. I laughed—really laughed—for the first time in days, each chuckle thawing some frost inside me. He didn’t ask about the mascara streaks down my cheeks or why someone who should have been on a honeymoon was instead sulking in a hotel bar. He simply occupied space beside me, solid and uncomplicated.

"You know," he said, leaning closer, his voice dropping to something that made my pulse quicken, "I have a feeling you're not just here for the whiskey."

The heat in his eyes was unmistakable, and I felt something stir in me—something reckless and alive. "Maybe I'm here for the company," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Good," he murmured, his fingers brushing against mine on the bar, sending electricity straight through me. "Because I was hoping you'd let me show you what proper hospitality looks like."

The way he said it, rough and promising, made my breath catch. For the first time in days, I wanted something other than numbness.

His hotel room was three floors up, and a part of me felt like I was taking a reckless plunge into unknown territory.

The moment we entered, he swept me into his arms, and everything felt different. The sex wasn’t frantic or possessive; it was tender—an exploration rather than an accusation. His touch was permission, not a claim, and his body offered warmth, a sanctuary I didn’t know I craved.

He took his time, trailing his fingers along my skin like he was mapping the contours of my vulnerability. Every lingering caress spoke a language of trust I’d almost forgotten. "God, you're beautiful," he murmured, his breath sending electric currents down my spine, and I nearly believed him.

He watched my face, reading me like a book, his calloused firefighter's hands gentle as they traced the curve of my waist. "I've got you," he whispered, voice rough with desire but tender in intention, and something inside me—something that had been holding its breath for days—finally exhaled.

When his mouth found mine, it was different from anything I'd ever known. Where my ex had been hurried, John was patient. Where there had been routine, John brought reverence. His kisses were slow, deliberate explorations that seemed to map every hurt I carried and replace it with warmth.

His hands moved with the same careful attention, fingers trailing down my throat, across my collarbone, until I was trembling beneath him. "You're shaking," he murmured against my skin, and I realized I was—not from fear, but from the overwhelming sensation of being truly seen, truly wanted.

"I'm okay," I breathed, and for the first time in days, I meant it.

He took his time undressing me, each revealed inch of skin receiving its own gentle attention until I felt like a work of art being unveiled rather than just another body to be claimed. When he finally shed his own clothes, I couldn't help the sharp intake of breath that escaped me.

God, he was massive.

I'd only ever been with David—cheating deadbeat, but familiar David with his perfectly average everything. But John... John was a revelation in flesh and muscle. His cock stood thick and heavy, and I found myself staring with a mixture of fascination and genuine concern. I knew intellectually that men came in different sizes, but experiencing it firsthand was something else entirely.

"We'll take this slow," he said, catching my wide-eyed expression with an understanding smile that somehow made me feel less naive and more cherished. "All the time you need."

He kissed me again, deeper this time, his hands mapping the terrain of my body with reverent attention. When his mouth began its journey downward, trailing fire across my breasts, my stomach, I felt myself melting into the hotel sheets. This was worship, not conquest.

By the time he settled between my thighs, I was already trembling with anticipation. His breath was warm against my most sensitive skin, and when his tongue finally made contact, I gasped so sharply that he paused.

"Okay?" he asked, his voice a low rumble against me.

"More than okay," I managed, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears.

He took that as permission to thoroughly unravel me. His mouth was patient and persistent, his tongue working with the precision of a man who understood that pleasure was an art form, not a race to the finish line. He explored every fold, every sensitive spot, until I was writhing beneath him, my hands fisted in his hair.

The orgasm built slowly, a tide I couldn't stop or control. When it finally crashed over me, I cried out his name, my body arching off the bed as waves of sensation rolled through me. I'd never come like that before—not with such intensity, such complete surrender to pleasure.

"Beautiful," he murmured against my thigh, pressing gentle kisses to my still-trembling skin. "So beautiful when you let go."

When he finally positioned himself above me, I was ready—more than ready. But even prepared, the first press of him against my entrance made me gasp. He was so much bigger than David, stretching me in ways that bordered on overwhelming.

"Breathe," he whispered, his forehead pressed against mine, sweat beading along his hairline from the effort of restraint. "Just breathe."

He entered me slowly, inch by careful inch, pausing whenever I tensed, whispering reassurances until my body adjusted to accommodate him. The fullness was intense, almost too much, but as he began to move with gentle, measured strokes, the initial discomfort melted into something deeper—a completeness I'd never experienced.

This was what intimacy was supposed to feel like. Not the hurried, perfunctory encounters I'd known, but this slow burn of connection that seemed to reach into my very soul.

Afterward, wrapped in his arms, I felt the faint stirrings of hope. What a dangerous thing to feel. Maybe, just maybe, I could rebuild something resembling a normal life, could trust someone again.

But come morning, clarity crashed through that hopeful bubble.

I left quietly before he woke, the remnants of his warmth still clinging to my skin. I scrawled my number on hotel stationery, an empty promise, with a note that simply read: Thank you. —Millie.

I had already made my choice, hadn't I? He was everything good. Everything stable. The kind of man who probably brought flowers on first dates and remembered anniversaries, who'd never dream of betraying someone he claimed to love. But that was exactly the problem. I'd believed in that kind of goodness before, had built my entire world on the foundation of David's supposed decency, only to watch it crumble into ash and humiliation.

My aunt's breathless moans still echoed in my ears. The way David had looked at me—not with guilt, but with irritation, as if I'd interrupted something important rather than destroyed everything we'd built together.

John deserved better than my broken pieces. Better than a woman who couldn't even hear the word "love" without her chest constricting, who flinched at genuine affection because it felt too much like the prelude to betrayal. I wasn't ready for anything real. Wasn't sure I'd ever be ready again.

Not when I was about to step onto that plane, trading my shattered heart for something that demanded nothing but my body. Something clean in its simplicity, honest in its transaction. No promises to break. No trust to shatter.

No chance of a future with him to lose.

* * *

Mr. Thorne buttons his shirt with the same methodical precision he'd used to undress me. I'm tidying my uniform, smoothing my hair, trying to look like a professional rather than a woman who just came apart at the seams.

A soft chime echoes through the suite.

The cabin door glides open with engineered silence.

Captain Davies.

He fills the doorway in his crisp pilot's uniform, every line of him radiating calm authority. Mid-forties, graying at the temples, lean and composed. His eyes sweep the suite—taking in the rumpled bed, my flushed cheeks, Mr. Thorne's satisfied posture—and reveal absolutely nothing.

"Millie." His voice is even. Professional. "Everything satisfactory?"

I manage a practiced smile. "Perfectly, Captain."

He nods once. Turns to Mr. Thorne. "Pleasure doing business, sir. We'll be landing in forty minutes."

Mr. Thorne extends his hand. They shake with the easy familiarity of men who understand unspoken agreements. Money changes hands—or will, electronically, later. Everything discreet. Everything documented.

Mr. Thorne exits.

Captain Davies remains. His attention shifts to me fully now, and I feel the weight of assessment. Not sexual. Clinical. Making sure I'm intact. Functional.

"Discreet work on the suite, Millie." He glances toward the back wall. "I trust you'll manage."

My gaze follows his. The cabinet. The "cupboard of playthings" with its discreet chrome handles.

"Our inventory is fully stocked," he continues. "Should any passenger request 'Turbulence,' everything you'll need is there. Sterilized. Organized. Clearly labeled."

A shiver runs down my spine.

"Understood, Captain."

His expression softens. Fractionally. "You did well. First flights are always the hardest."

"It was..." I search for words. "Unexpected."

"Most things worth doing are." He straightens. "Get some rest. Next booking is in two days. Different client. Different... preferences."

He leaves.

I sink onto the edge of the bed, legs suddenly boneless.

This is just the beginning.


Chapter 2

One week later, I'm fastening the buttons of a fresh uniform—crisp white blouse, navy skirt tailored perfectly to my frame. The jet gleams outside the terminal window, sleek and silver against the overcast California sky. Los Angeles to New York. Five hours.

I've done three flights now. Each one a new stage, each passenger a new part to play.

The trick, I've discovered, is compartmentalization. Millie the person stays tucked away somewhere safe. The air hostess steps forward—professional, available, perfectly composed.

Captain Davies briefs me in the cockpit. "Ethan Vance. Tech entrepreneur. Sold his AI startup for eight figures last year." He glances at his tablet. "Late twenties. First time with our service, but he comes highly recommended."

"Preferences?"

"None listed. He requested you specifically after seeing your profile." Davies meets my eyes. "He's not one of the regulars. Be prepared for anything, but my read is he's more curious than demanding."

I nod. Curious I can work with.

Ethan Vance boards ten minutes later, and immediately I understand what Davies meant.

He's attractive in an unconventional way—lean, slightly rumpled in expensive casual wear, dark hair falling across his forehead. Wire-rimmed glasses perch on a sharp nose. When he smiles at me, it reaches his eyes, crinkling the corners.

"Millie?" His voice carries the faint rasp of too many late nights and too much coffee.

"Mr. Vance. Welcome aboard."

"Ethan, please. Mr. Vance is my father, and he's insufferable." He drops his leather messenger bag onto one of the cream leather seats. "This is surreal. I've never done anything like this before."

His honesty startles me. Most passengers treat me like an amenity—expected, paid for, utilized. Ethan looks almost nervous.

"First time on a private jet?" I offer him champagne from the waiting tray.

"Third time on a jet. First time with..." He gestures vaguely between us, color rising in his cheeks. "This arrangement."

I hand him the flute. Our fingers brush. "I'll take excellent care of you."

The double meaning hangs between us. He catches it, and that genuine smile returns.

"I'm counting on it."

Takeoff is smooth. I perform my duties—securing the cabin, offering refreshments, ensuring his comfort. But unlike previous flights where silence or perfunctory conversation dominated, Ethan talks.

Really talks.

"So you're based out of LAX?" He's settled into his seat, laptop open but ignored.

"I travel wherever the flights take me." I refill his water glass. "Last week was Dubai to London."

"Long haul. Brutal on the body clock."

"I manage."

He tilts his head, studying me with unsettling directness. "You don't strike me as someone who just 'manages.' You strike me as someone who masters."

A flutter in my chest. Dangerous territory. "Observant."

"Occupational hazard. I built pattern-recognition algorithms for three years. You learn to read people." He pauses. "That sounded insufferably pretentious. I promise I'm less annoying after the second drink."

A laugh escapes before I can stop it. Genuine. Unguarded.

His expression brightens. "There it is. I was wondering if you smiled for real or just professionally."

"Both, depending on the passenger."

"And which am I getting?"

I meet his gaze. "You tell me."

The air shifts. Thickens.

"I'd like to think I'm earning the real one," he says softly.

We fall into conversation easily. Too easily.

He tells me about his startup, the grueling years of eighteen-hour days and ramen dinners, the surreal moment when the acquisition closed. "I woke up the next morning, checked my bank account, and just... stared at the number. It didn't feel real. Still doesn't."

"What does someone do with eight figures at twenty-nine?"

"Apparently, book private jets and meet fascinating women." He grins. "My therapist says I'm working through some unresolved need for control and intimacy. I say I'm living my best life."

"Both can be true."

"Exactly!" He leans forward. "See, you get it. Most people just congratulate me and ask for investment tips."

"I'm not most people."

"No," he says quietly. "You're really not."

My guard is up, waiting for the other shoe to drop. For the charm to curdle into entitlement, for the request that reminds me exactly why I'm here. But Ethan just... talks. Asks questions. Laughs at my dry observations about airline coffee and the absurdity of turbulence warnings on private jets.

"I mean, you have one pilot," I point out. "If Captain Davies says it's smooth, it's smooth. No committee decision required."

Ethan snorts champagne. "God, you're funny. Why aren't you doing stand-up?"

"Because the pay here is better and I don't have to deal with hecklers."

"Fair point." His eyes trace my face, lingering on my mouth. "Although I'd pay good money to watch you eviscerate a heckler."

Heat blooms low in my belly. His attention feels different from Mr. Thorne's commanding intensity or the clinical efficiency of my other encounters. This feels... mutual. Like he's genuinely interested in me beyond the transaction.

It's a dangerous kind of comfort.

An hour into the flight, the cabin falls quiet. Not awkward—contemplative. Ethan closes his laptop. I'm refilling his drink when his hand catches my wrist. Gentle. Questioning.

"Millie."

I look down at him. His eyes behind those glasses are warm, intelligent, and unmistakably hungry.

"Flight?" His voice is soft, almost inviting. Not demanding. Asking.

My heart quickens. The previous encounters were transactional—performances I delivered with professional precision. This feels more intimate. More real.

Hesitation threads through me. But it's not fear. It's anticipation, a warmth spreading through my chest and lower, different from the initial rush of power or the sharp thrill of surrender.

"Flight," I confirm softly.

He stands, and I realize he's only a few inches taller than me. When he kisses me, it's exploratory, tentative—like he's learning my preferences in real-time. His hands frame my face, thumbs stroking my cheekbones.

"You're beautiful," he murmurs against my lips. "I know I'm supposed to be smooth, but I'm just going to be honest—I'm a little terrified I'll mess this up."

The admission disarms me completely.

"You're doing fine," I whisper.

We move to the wider lounge seats. His kisses grow deeper, more confident as I respond. When I push him down and straddle his lap, his eyes widen.

"Oh."

"Too much?" I'm already unfastening his belt.

"Not even close." His hands find my hips, gripping carefully. "I just—you're taking charge. I like it."

I file that information away. Ethan wants to be led, not to lead. The realization sends power thrumming through my veins.

I strip him efficiently, then myself, discarding my uniform piece by piece. His gaze follows every movement, reverent and slightly awed.

"You're staring," I tell him.

"I'm appreciating. There's a difference."

When I sink onto him, he gasps, fingers tightening on my waist. He's not small, but the angle lets me control everything—depth, rhythm, pressure. I set a slow pace, rolling my hips, watching his face contort with pleasure.

"God, Millie—"

"Shh." I lean down, kissing him deeply. "Just feel."

He obeys. His hands roam my body, not grabbing but exploring, learning what makes me gasp, where I'm sensitive. When his thumb finds my clit, circling with surprising skill, I nearly lose my rhythm.

Pleasure builds. Not the sharp, almost violent climax Mr. Thorne wrung from me, but something slower, warmer—a tide rising instead of a wave crashing. My thighs tremble. Heat coils tighter and tighter in my core.

Ethan's breathing turns ragged beneath me. "You feel incredible. So perfect—"

I'm close. So close. My body hums, every nerve ending alive and singing. The release hovers just out of reach, a precipice I'm about to tumble over—

This is my job.

The thought intrudes like ice water. Sharp. Clarifying.

I'm not Millie Rhodes right now, lost in genuine pleasure with a man who makes me laugh. I'm the air hostess. The fantasy. The service.

I shift subtly, changing the angle just enough to pull back from the edge. My body screams in protest, but my mind—ever the sentinel—reminds me of the rules. The divide between pleasure and purpose.

I can enjoy this. But I can't lose myself in it.

Ethan doesn't notice my withdrawal. He's too close to his own finish, hands gripping my hips as I ride him faster, giving him what he needs. When he comes, it's with a hoarse cry and a full-body shudder that I feel echo through me.

I hold him through it, then carefully extract myself. My skin still tingles. My body aches with unfulfilled need. But the moment is over, the curtain down.

I was almost Millie. But I'm still the air hostess.

"You're remarkable." Ethan's voice is drowsy, satisfied. He's sprawled on the lounge seat, gloriously naked and utterly content. "That was... I don't even have words."

I'm already dressing, reassembling my professional armor. "I'm glad you enjoyed it."

"Enjoyed doesn't cover it." He sits up, reaching for his clothes. "Can I—would it be weird to ask for your number? I mean, outside of this?"

My hands still on my buttons. The question catches me off guard.

"I don't think that's how this works," I say carefully.

"Right. Of course." He looks embarrassed. "Sorry. I just—you're easy to talk to. I forgot for a second that this was..."

"A service," I finish gently.

"Yeah." He pulls on his shirt. "Still. Thank you. For everything."

I nod and retreat to the galley, leaving him to finish dressing in privacy.

My reflection in the polished chrome shows flushed cheeks and slightly mussed hair. I look like a woman who almost came apart. Almost.

The ache between my thighs reminds me exactly how close I came.

After we land and Ethan disembarks—with one last, lingering look and a genuine smile—Captain Davies appears in the cabin.

"Good flight, Millie." He's reviewing something on his tablet. "Vance already submitted his feedback. Five stars. He called you 'extraordinary.'"

"He was easy to please."

Davies looks up, those sharp eyes reading me too clearly. "Easy passengers are sometimes the hardest. They make you forget the boundaries."

I busy myself tidying the already-immaculate cabin. "I didn't forget."

"Good." He sets the tablet down. "Remember, your ability to say 'Ground' is absolute. It's your ultimate power here. I'm always on listen, always ready to enforce it."

The words settle over me like a safety net. Captain Davies doesn't coddle or patronize. He simply reminds me of the foundation—the unshakeable structure beneath this lavish, explicit dance.

"I know, Captain."

"Do you?" He steps closer. "Because passengers like Vance—they're the dangerous ones. Not because they're cruel or demanding, but because they're kind. They make you think maybe this could be more than a transaction."

My throat tightens. "It can't be."

"No," he agrees quietly. "It can't. Not while you're in this role. Keep that line clear, Millie. For your own sake."

He's right. I know he's right.

But as I finish cleaning the cabin, I can still feel the phantom warmth of Ethan's hands on my hips, the way his fingers traced slow, reverent circles against my skin as if I were something precious rather than available. His genuine laughter still echoes in my ears—warm, unguarded, the kind of sound that reaches past all the careful walls I've built. I remember the way he looked at me during those quiet moments between the heat, his eyes soft with something that felt dangerously close to tenderness, like I was more than just a service to be consumed.

The memory hits me sideways, sudden and sharp. That look—I've seen it before. John's face flashes through my mind unbidden, the same quiet reverence in his dark eyes as he traced my face with calloused firefighter's hands, the same gentle intensity that made my heart skip and stumble in my chest. The same way of seeing me, not just my body, not just what I could offer.

My breath catches, and I have to grip the edge of the leather seat to steady myself. No. Absolutely not. I shake my head hard, forcing the comparison away, shoving John's memory back into the locked corner of my heart where it belongs. This isn't about him. This can't be about him. Ethan was just another passenger, another transaction, another step in whatever journey this has become.

But my hands are trembling as I fold the throw blanket, and I can't quite erase the warmth that bloomed in my chest when Ethan smiled at me like I mattered.

It was a good flight.

That is it.

It was also a warning.


Chapter 3

The flight manifest says Tokyo. Fourteen hours. Captain Davies delivers the news with his usual economy of words, but his gaze lingers a fraction longer than necessary.

"International client. Ms. Victoria Sterling. Repeat passenger. She's…" He pauses, choosing his words with surgical precision. "Particular."

My stomach flutters. "Particular how?"

"She knows what she wants. And she's accustomed to getting it." He hands me the tablet with her profile. "Read it. Prepare yourself."

The photo shows a woman in her fifties, silver hair swept back in a sleek chignon, sharp cheekbones that could cut glass. Her eyes are pale gray, intelligent and assessing. She wears a tailored black suit that probably costs more than my entire year's salary used to be. Power radiates from the image itself.

Preferences: Dominant. Experienced with submission dynamics. Requests typically include 'Turbulence.'

The word sends electricity down my spine.

"She's never been denied,'" Davies adds quietly. "But she respects it absolutely. She's a professional, Millie. In every sense."

I swallow. "Understood."

"The suite is fully stocked. Everything you might need." His expression softens, just barely. "You don't have to accept 'Turbulence' if you're not ready."

But I am ready. Or at least, some wild, newly awakened part of me is desperate to find out if I am.

Being with another woman. That's uncharted territory entirely. God, what am I even thinking?

"I'll be fine, Captain."

He nods once. "I know you will."

Ms. Sterling boards with the kind of presence that changes the air pressure. She doesn't just walk; she commands the space around her, bending it to her will through sheer force of personality. Her heels click against the cabin floor with metronomic precision. Each step is deliberate, calculated, a woman who has never once questioned her right to occupy any room she enters.

"Good afternoon." Her voice is silk over steel, low and cultured. British accent, maybe. Or European finishing schools. The kind of voice that makes you stand straighter without realizing it.

"Good afternoon, Ms. Sterling. Welcome aboard." I keep my tone professional, steady, even as my pulse quickens.

She removes her coat—black cashmere, naturally—and I take it, catching the scent of her perfume. Something dark and complex. Oud, maybe. Leather. It smells expensive and faintly dangerous.

"Captain Davies speaks highly of you." Her gray eyes sweep over me, a slow, thorough appraisal that feels more predatory than flirtatious. She's cataloging, assessing, determining my worth. "Millie, isn't it?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Charming." The word holds layers I can't quite parse. "I'll take my usual seat. Black coffee, no sugar. And then I'd prefer not to be disturbed until I finish my work."

"Of course."

I bring her coffee in a delicate porcelain cup. She's already absorbed in her laptop, fingers flying across the keyboard with the confidence of someone who regularly moves millions with a few keystrokes. I retreat to the galley, but I can feel her awareness tracking me even when she doesn't look up.

The flight levels out. Ms. Sterling works for three solid hours, pausing only to accept a light lunch—salmon, arugula, lemon—which she consumes with the same efficient precision she applies to everything else.

I busy myself with invented tasks, straightening already-straight magazines, polishing already-gleaming surfaces. My body hums with anticipation. She hasn't looked at me directly since boarding, but I feel her attention like a physical weight.

This is different. She's different.

Mr. Thorne was commanding but kind. Ethan was sweet and genuine. But Ms. Sterling—she's something else entirely. An apex predator in designer heels.

Four hours into the flight, she closes her laptop with a soft click.

"Millie."

I appear immediately, as if summoned. Maybe I was.

"Yes, ma'am?"

She rises from her seat, turning to face me fully for the first time since we took off. Up close, she's even more striking—fine lines around her eyes that speak of decades of wielding power, a mouth that probably smiles rarely but devastatingly.

"I believe you offer a broader spectrum of… service." Her gaze drops to my lips, then lower, a slow inventory that makes my skin prickle. "I'm interested in 'Turbulence.'"

The word lands like a physical blow. My breath catches.

Her eyes flick toward the private suite door. "And I understand the suite is quite well-equipped."

Turbulence.

It rolls off her tongue like a promise, or a threat. My heart hammers against my ribs. This is new territory, uncharted waters. The "cupboard of playthings" Captain Davies mentioned suddenly feels very real, very immediate.

A part of me wants to retreat, to stay in the comfortable zone of "Flight" where I still maintain some illusion of control. But another part—the part that's been awakening since I knelt for Mr. Thorne, the part that left behind a broken girl in a wedding dress—that part is impossibly, dangerously intrigued.

I think of the paddle, the silk restraints, the blindfold I glimpsed when Davies showed me the suite's amenities. My core clenches.

"Turbulence," I echo, and the word tastes like electricity on my tongue.

Ms. Sterling's lips curve into the barest suggestion of a smile. Approval.

"Excellent. After you."

The private suite swallows us in soundproof luxury. Ms. Sterling closes the door with a soft click that somehow sounds final, absolute.

She moves past me to the discreet cabinet built into the wall, opening it with practiced ease. Inside, everything Captain Davies promised: silk ties in jewel tones, a leather paddle, soft restraints with velvet lining, a black satin blindfold.

"Have you done this before?" Her question is practical, not judgmental.

"No, ma'am."

"Good." She selects the blindfold and two lengths of emerald silk. "Then we'll start gently. Your safe word is 'Ground,' yes?"

"Yes."

"Use it if you need to. I won't be offended." She turns to face me, and her expression has shifted into something sharper, more focused. A surgeon preparing to operate. "In fact, I'll respect you more for knowing your limits. Understood?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Now." She gestures to the center of the suite, where the lighting is softer, more intimate. "Strip. Slowly."

My fingers tremble as I reach for my uniform buttons. The fabric whispers as it falls away—blouse, skirt, bra, underwear—until I'm standing naked before her, completely exposed.

She doesn't touch me. Just circles slowly, taking in every angle, every curve and hollow. Her gaze is clinical, almost scientific, but heat pools low in my belly anyway.

"Lovely," she murmurs. "You take direction well. That's going to serve you beautifully."

She guides me to the edge of the bed, pressing gently on my shoulder until I sit. Then she lifts the blindfold.

"This will heighten everything else. Trust me."

The satin slides across my eyes, and the world goes dark.

Immediately, every other sense sharpens. The hum of the engines becomes a low, throbbing pulse. The scent of her perfume intensifies, surrounding me. I hear the whisper of fabric, the soft click of her heels as she moves.

"Lie back. Arms above your head."

I obey, my heart racing. The bed is cool against my bare skin.

Silk wraps around my wrists—not tight, but firm. Restrictive. I test the bonds instinctively and find I can't move my arms. Something primal kicks in my chest, part panic, part wild anticipation.

"There." Her voice comes from somewhere to my right. "How do you feel?"

"Vulnerable," I whisper.

"Good. You should." A pause. "You're not in control here, Millie. I am. Your body, your pleasure—it all belongs to me right now. Do you understand?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Say it."

My mouth goes dry. "I… I belong to you right now."

"Better." Her hand traces down my sternum, between my breasts, over my stomach. I arch involuntarily. "Your body is very honest. Look how eager you are, how ready."

Her fingers trail lower, and I gasp when she barely—barely—grazes where I'm aching.

"This is what you are," she continues, her voice low and hypnotic. "A vessel for pleasure. A beautiful, willing thing made to serve. That's your job, isn't it? To be available. To be used."

The words should sting. Should feel degrading. Instead, they send molten heat flooding through me.

"Yes." The word comes out broken.

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, ma'am. That's… that's what I am."

"Good girl."

The praise hits me like a drug. My body hums, every nerve ending electrified.

Then—crack.

The paddle connects with my inner thigh, and I cry out. Not pain, exactly. Shock. Sensation so sharp it borders on pleasure.

"You're going to count for me," Ms. Sterling says calmly. "And thank me for each one."

"One. Thank you, ma'am."

Crack. The other thigh.

"Two. Thank you, ma'am."

She works methodically—thighs, ass, the sensitive curve where leg meets hip. Each impact sends shockwaves through me, building something desperate and wild in my core. My skin burns. I'm trembling, gasping, completely at her mercy.

"Ten. Thank you, ma'am."

"Beautiful." Her hand soothes over the heated skin, and the contrast makes me whimper. "You wear my marks so well. Do you feel it? How completely you've surrendered?"

"Yes."

"Do you want to come?"

"Please." The word escapes as a sob.

"Then beg properly."

"Please, ma'am. Please let me come. I need—I can't—"

"Can't what?"

"Can't think. Can't breathe. Please."

Her laugh is dark velvet. "Since you asked so sweetly."

Her mouth closes over my breast while her fingers finally—finally—slide where I'm slick and desperate. She knows exactly what she's doing, exactly how to build me higher and higher until I'm incoherent, until nothing exists except her touch, her command, the exquisite surrender of giving her everything.

"Come," she orders.

And I shatter.

The orgasm rips through me like an explosion, obliterating thought, obliterating self. I'm nothing but sensation, nothing but the pulsing, devastating release that seems to go on forever. I hear myself crying out, feel my body convulsing against the silk restraints, and through it all, Ms. Sterling's hands steady me, guide me, hold me together while I come completely apart.

When I finally surface, gasping, she's already loosening the bonds.

The blindfold comes off, and I blink against the soft light. Her face is composed, satisfied, a slight flush across her cheekbones the only sign she's affected.

"Well done," she says quietly, helping me sit up. "You're a natural submissive, Millie. That's a gift."

My limbs feel boneless. My mind is still scattered, trying to reassemble itself.

She hands me water, and I drink gratefully.

"Thank you," I manage.

"My pleasure. Truly." She smooths a hand over my short hair, an almost maternal gesture. "Get dressed. Take your time."

Later, after I've composed myself and returned to the galley on shaky legs, I catch my reflection in the polished chrome.

I should be shocked by myself. By what I allowed, by what I craved. By the words I said, the way I begged, the absolute surrender I gave to a stranger.

But instead, there's a strange, fierce pride burning in my chest.

I faced the unknown. I let someone see the darkest, wildest parts of my desire. And I didn't just survive—I thrived. I found something raw and honest in that suite, something that felt more real than anything I've experienced in years.

This 'Free Use' is more than just sex. It's a crucible. It's burning away everything false, everything I thought I should be, leaving only what I actually am.

And what I am, apparently, is someone who comes apart beautifully under the right kind of control.

The scent of oud and leather still clings to my skin. The hum of the engines pulses through the floor. And somewhere deep in my core, a new understanding settles like bedrock.

I'm not broken by this. I'm being remade.


Chapter 4

The jet to Dubai feels different from the moment Mr. Volkov boards.

He's sixty, maybe older, with silver hair slicked back and a face that's been sculpted by expensive surgeons into something approximating youth. But his eyes—cold, slate-gray, calculating—betray his true nature. They sweep over me like I'm furniture, an amenity included in his charter fee.

"Coffee. Black. Now." He doesn't look up from his phone as he settles into the leather captain's chair.

No "please." No acknowledgment that I'm human.

I bring his coffee with my practiced smile, the one that hides everything. "Anything else, Mr. Volkov?"

"Not yet." He waves his hand dismissively.

I retreat to the galley, but the cold knot forming in my stomach won't loosen. I've dealt with demanding passengers before—hell, I've been naked and bound in front of one—but something about Volkov sets every instinct I have screaming.

His eyes hold no warmth, just entitlement. He reminds me of everything I hated about the world—the power imbalance, the lack of respect, the assumption that money buys not just services but souls.

I busy myself with unnecessary tasks, watching him through the galley partition. He barks orders into his phone in Russian, his voice sharp and aggressive. When he finishes his coffee, he snaps his fingers without looking.

Like I'm a dog.

I refill his cup. He doesn't say thank you.

Two hours into the flight, somewhere over the Atlantic, he finally looks at me. Really looks. And the calculation in his expression makes my skin crawl.

"You." He gestures imperiously. "Flight."

Not a request. A command. Like ordering another coffee.

I take a breath, centering myself in the rules, in the boundaries that give me power. "Of course."

But even as I say it, even as I move toward him, something feels wrong.

He leads me to the suite—no, he doesn't lead, he walks ahead, expecting me to follow. I do, because "Flight" means consent, and I gave it.

But the moment the door closes, his hands are on me. Not sensual, not building, just taking. His grip on my wrist is too tight, proprietary. He pushes me against the bed without ceremony.

"Strip."

I comply, but my movements are mechanical. There's no heat building in my core, no curiosity or anticipation. Just a hollow awareness that I'm performing a function.

He doesn't undress with any care. Just shoves his pants down, still wearing his shirt and watch—a Patek Philippe that probably costs more than my year's salary. He doesn't touch me to give pleasure, doesn't try to build anything between us.

He just positions himself and pushes inside.

I'm not ready. Not physically, not mentally. It hurts, a sharp friction that has nothing to do with pleasure.

"Tighter," he grunts, grabbing my hip hard enough to bruise. His other hand fists in my short hair, pulling.

The cold knot in my stomach turns to ice.

This isn't pleasure. This isn't even transactional. This is ownership, without consent. This is what I ran from—being used, being powerless, being nothing but a vessel for someone else's gratification without any regard for my humanity.

His grip tightens in my hair. He pulls me up by it, forcing my back to arch at a painful angle. His breath is hot and sour against my ear.

"You like this, don't you? Being fucked like the whore you are."

The word hits me like a slap. Not the word itself—I've heard worse, enjoyed worse from Ms. Sterling's lips when it was wrapped in respect and negotiated power. But the way Volkov says it, dripping with genuine contempt, with the belief that I'm less than human—

"You're so wet for me. Desperate little—"

I'm not wet. I'm not aroused. And suddenly, with crystal clarity, I understand the difference between surrendering power and having it stolen.

He shifts, his hand moving to my throat. Not a sensual pressure—threatening. His teeth scrape against my shoulder, and I feel him preparing to bite down hard, to mark me without permission.

My voice cuts through the cabin, clear and unwavering.

"Ground."

He freezes. For one blessed second, I think he'll obey.

Then his face contorts with rage.

"What was that?" Spittle flies from his lips. "You can't just stop. I paid for this. You're here to—"

"Ground means stop." My heart hammers, but my voice stays steady. "That's the rule."

"Fuck your rules."

His hand comes up fast—a sharp crack across my face that sends me sprawling backward onto the bed. Pain explodes across my cheek, bright and shocking. My ears ring. The metallic taste of blood fills my mouth from where my teeth cut my lip.

Terror floods through me, primal and overwhelming. Not the fear I felt with Ms. Sterling's paddle, that delicious edge of consensual danger. This is real fear. The kind that makes you small.

I try to scramble back, but he's already on me, his weight pinning me to the silk sheets. His face is purple with fury, veins standing out on his forehead.

"You don't tell me no." His hands find my blouse, and he rips. Buttons scatter, pinging against the hardwood floor. The fabric tears with a sound that echoes in my skull. "You're a fucking—"

PING.

The sound cuts through everything—a sharp, commanding chime from the intercom system. The cabin lights flicker once, twice, a deliberate warning.

Volkov freezes, his hands still on my torn blouse.

Then Captain Davies' voice fills the suite. Calm. Measured. Absolutely without compromise.

"Mr. Volkov, this is the Captain. Millie's 'Ground' command is absolute. The rules of engagement are clear. Any further attempt to violate her consent will result in immediate termination of the flight and a report to the consortium."

A pause. The engines hum.

"In addition, you will be permanently blacklisted from all affiliated services. I am prepared to divert to the nearest airport and have law enforcement waiting upon landing. Your choice, sir."

The words are polite, but the steel beneath them is unmistakable. This isn't a negotiation.

Volkov's hands go slack on my blouse. His face cycles through fury, humiliation, calculation. His expensive watch catches the light as he pulls back, his breathing heavy.

"This is ridiculous," he spits, but he's already backing away. "I was told—"

"You were told the rules." Davies' voice doesn't change. "Millie, please return to the main cabin. Mr. Volkov, you will remain in your seat for the duration of the flight. We land in four hours."

I'm shaking as I slide off the bed, clutching my torn blouse together. My cheek throbs. My hands tremble. But I force myself to stand tall, to meet Volkov's glare with my chin up.

His fury is impotent. My word was law. And Captain Davies, my silent sentinel, had made it so.

I walk past Volkov, and he doesn't touch me. Doesn't speak. Just seethes in his expensive suit, a would-be predator defanged by a simple word and the man who honored it.

The door closes behind me with a soft click.

In the galley, I finally let myself breathe. My legs give out, and I sink onto the jump seat, pressing a cold cloth to my swelling cheek. My hands won't stop shaking. The adrenaline crash hits me in waves—nausea, dizziness, a delayed terror that makes my teeth chatter.

I could have been hurt. Really hurt.

But I wasn't.

Because I said "Ground." Because Davies enforced it without hesitation. Because the rules that allow men and women to use my body also protect it absolutely.

Captain Davies appears in the galley doorway. He takes in my torn blouse, my swelling cheek, the blood on my lip. Something flickers in his usually impassive face—not quite anger, but a cold, contained fury that's somehow more frightening than rage.

"Medical kit." He retrieves it from the overhead, efficient and practiced. "May I?"

I nod.

He cleans the cut on my lip with gentle precision, applies antiseptic, hands me an ice pack for my cheek. His movements are clinical, but there's a care in them that makes my throat tight.

"You did exactly right," he says quietly. "Ground means ground. No exceptions. Not for money, not for anyone."

"He hit me."

"I know. It's been documented. He'll never fly with us again. The consortium has already been notified." Davies meets my eyes. "You're safe, Millie. That's the first rule. The only rule that matters."

The tears come then, hot and unexpected. Not from pain, but from relief. From the realization that I wasn't powerless, that my consent—my refusal—was honored absolutely.

"I thought—" My voice cracks. "For a second, I thought he wouldn't stop."

"That's why I'm here." Davies' voice is steady, an anchor. "That's why the rules exist. You give what you choose to give. Nothing more. And anyone who doesn't understand that doesn't deserve access to you."

This was the true power. Not just giving consent, but withholding it. Not being used, but choosing my availability. This was true freedom—not the absence of boundaries, but the absolute, unwavering enforcement of them.

I'm not a victim here. I'm not powerless.

I'm a woman who knows her worth, who sets her terms, and who has someone standing behind those terms with unshakable authority.

"Thank you," I whisper.

Davies nods once, then straightens. "Rest. I'll handle everything."

He returns to the cockpit, and I'm left alone with my ice pack and my racing thoughts.


Chapter 5

Three days pass.

My cheek heals. The bruise fades to yellow-green, then to nothing. Captain Davies gives me the time, doesn't mention another flight. But we both know what's coming.

The final contracted journey.

I stand in my small apartment—the one I rented with money I earned on my knees, on my back, in surrender—and stare at my reflection. Short blonde hair, still rebelliously choppy. Eyes that hold secrets now, depths I never knew existed. I look like myself, but sharpened. Refined by fire.

This is it. The last dance before I decide if I step back onto the stage, or find a different tune entirely.

My phone buzzes. Davies.

Flight tomorrow. London to Paris. Two passengers. They've requested Turbulence. Are you available?

My thumb hovers over the screen. Two passengers. Turbulence. My pulse kicks up, a Pavlovian response to the word now. I've learned what my body craves, what my psyche needs. I've tasted the edges of myself, found new depths of pleasure and control that would've terrified the girl who walked down that aisle three months ago.

But there's a hunger for something else now. A different kind of touch.

John's number sits in my contacts, untouched since I left it on that hotel nightstand. His laugh, his solid warmth, the way he looked at me like I mattered beyond my body. Like I was whole.

I type back: Available. Last one.

Davies responds immediately: Understood.

He knows. Of course he knows. Captain Davies sees everything.

The jet gleams on the tarmac at Luton, morning sun painting it gold. I smooth my uniform—pristine now, no torn blouse, no visible scars. My makeup covers the last whisper of bruising. I look perfect. Professional. Ready.

But my hands shake as I climb the stairs.

Two men wait in the main cabin. And Christ, they're stunning.

The first—Liam, according to the manifest—leans against the bar, all lazy confidence and dark Irish charm. Late twenties, maybe thirty. Black hair, bright blue eyes, a jaw that could cut glass. His body is lean and powerful under his expensive casual wear, the kind of build that comes from obsessive gym time and good genetics. He smiles when he sees me, and it's devastating.

The second—Finn—sits sprawled in one of the leather seats, legs spread with careless authority. Lighter hair, sun-streaked and tousled. Same intense blue eyes. Brothers, or close enough. His frame is broader than Liam's, all thick muscle and raw strength. A rugby player's build. When his gaze travels over me, slow and thorough, heat pools low in my belly.

"Millie." Liam's voice is smooth, cultured, with just a hint of Dublin underneath. "We've heard exceptional things."

"All true, I hope." I manage to sound steady, professional. But my heart hammers.

Finn grins, boyish and wicked at once. "Better than true. You're the legend, love. The one everyone talks about but no one can quite access."

"Exclusive service." I pour them whiskey, aged and amber. My hands don't shake anymore. "You requested Turbulence."

"We did." Liam accepts the glass, his fingers brushing mine deliberately. The contact sparks. "But only if you're willing. We're not monsters."

The Volkov comparison hangs unspoken. These men radiate a different energy entirely—confident, yes, but not cruel. Dominant without being dangerous. They want me eager.

"Tell me what you're thinking." I meet Liam's eyes, then Finn's. "What does Turbulence mean to you?"

Finn stands, prowls closer. He's taller than I realized, broad enough to block out the cabin light. "It means we've prepared the suite. It means we want to worship every inch of you, together, until you forget your own name." His voice drops, intimate. "It means making you come so hard you see God."

My breath catches. Not from fear. From want.

"And you'll respect Ground," I say quietly.

"Instantly." Liam's expression turns serious. "That's non-negotiable. We're here for pleasure, Millie. Yours and ours. The moment you say Ground, we stop. Full stop."

The certainty in his voice steadies me. These aren't men who take. They're men who give, who find their pleasure in mine.

This is the ultimate test. Two virile, skilled men. Double the sensation. Double the surrender.

For my final act, I will rise to it.

"Turbulence," I confirm, and the word tastes like power.

They've transformed the private suite.

Soft amber lighting casts everything in warmth. The bed is draped in silk sheets, pillows arranged with care. Low music plays—something instrumental, sensual, a slow pulse that matches my heartbeat. The cupboard of playthings stands open, contents visible but not threatening. Silk scarves. Feathers. Nothing harsh.

This isn't a dungeon. It's a temple.

"Oh my word," I breathe.

"We wanted it perfect." Finn closes the door behind us with a soft click. "You deserve perfect."

Liam circles me slowly, a predator's grace. But his eyes hold appreciation, not aggression. "How do you want to start?"

The question surprises me. I'm used to commands, to expectations. "You're asking?"

"We want you lost in pleasure." His hand lifts, hovers near my cheek without touching. "So tell us. What do you need?"

What do I need?

To let go. To surrender completely, one last time. To push every boundary until I know, absolutely, that I've touched the furthest edges of myself.

"I want to be overwhelmed." My voice is steady. Strong. "I want both of you. I want to feel everything."

"Then strip for us," Finn says, settling into a chair like a king on his throne. "Slowly."

The command shouldn't thrill me. But it does.

I unbutton my blouse with deliberate care, letting it slide from my shoulders. My skirt follows. Then my lingerie—black lace, expensive, bought with Ethan Vance's tip money. When I'm naked, standing between them in amber light, I don't feel vulnerable.

I feel powerful.

"Christ." Liam's voice is rough. "You're fucking perfect."

"Our turn." Finn stands, strips his shirt over his head in one smooth motion.

His body is a revelation. Broad chest, defined abs, powerful shoulders. Muscles shift under golden skin as he moves. Liam matches him, leaner but no less impressive. Two men, both in their prime, both focused entirely on me.

My knees weaken.

"On the bed," Liam instructs. "On your back."

I obey. The silk is cool against my overheated skin. They approach from opposite sides, a coordinated assault, and then there are four hands on me. Everywhere.

Finn's mouth finds my breast while Liam's trails up my inner thigh. I arch, gasping. The sensations overwhelm immediately—too much, not enough, exactly right. One hand tangles in my hair while another spreads my legs wider. Lips and tongues and teeth, a symphony of touch that makes thought impossible.

"So responsive," Finn murmurs against my nipple. "So perfect."

Liam's tongue drags through my center, and I cry out. He chuckles, the vibration maddening. "Already soaked. Were you thinking about this, Millie? Two men taking you apart?"

"Yes." The word tears from me. "Yes."

"Good."

They work in devastating tandem. Finn captures my mouth while Liam devours me below, and I'm drowning in sensation. Every nerve ending fires. My hips buck, seeking more, always more. Liam's fingers join his tongue, curling inside me with expert precision, and the first orgasm crashes through me with shocking speed.

"One," Finn counts against my lips, grinning. "We're going for at least five."

"I can't—"

"You will." Liam rises, strips away his remaining clothes. His cock is thick and ready, and the sight of it makes me clench. "Roll over. Hands and knees."

I'm shaking as I obey. Finn moves in front of me, kneeling on the bed, and suddenly I understand the configuration. My eyes widen.

"Too much?" Liam's hand strokes down my spine. "Say Ground if it's too much."

But it's not too much. It's exactly enough.

"Please," I whisper.

Finn's hand cups my jaw, thumb brushing my lower lip. "Open."

I do. He slides into my mouth slowly, carefully, letting me adjust. Behind me, Liam's hands grip my hips, and then he's pressing inside, filling me completely. The dual sensation is overwhelming—fullness, pressure, the stretch and ache and perfect wrongness of being taken from both ends.

They move together, a rhythm they've clearly perfected. Finn's hand tangles in my hair, gentle but commanding. Liam's fingers find my clit, circling with maddening skill. I'm pinned between them, used and worshipped simultaneously, and the contradiction shatters me.

"So good," Liam groans. "Taking us both so well."

"Made for this," Finn adds, his voice strained. "Look at you."

I can't respond. Can't think. I'm nothing but sensation—the slide of Finn's cock over my tongue, the relentless thrust of Liam behind me, the impossible pleasure building low in my spine. They're everywhere, possessing every part of me, and I surrender to it completely.

This is what I needed. Total overwhelm. Total loss of control.

The second orgasm rips through me without warning. I sob around Finn, my body clenching, and both men groan.

"Two," Finn gasps. "Fuck, Millie."

They don't stop.

Liam pulls out, and before I can protest the loss, he's rolling me onto my back. Finn moves down my body, settling between my thighs. His mouth replaces Liam's cock, and the sudden intimacy makes me gasp. Liam captures my mouth in a searing kiss, swallowing my moans.

Four hands. Two mouths. Endless sensation.

Finn's tongue is merciless, and when he slides two fingers inside me, I shatter again. Three.

"You're so beautiful when you come," Liam whispers against my temple. "Could watch it forever."

They rearrange me again—Finn on his back now, guiding me over him. I sink down onto his thick length, and the angle makes me whimper. Liam moves behind me, his hands spreading me wider, and then there's pressure at my other entrance.

"Easy," he soothes. "Relax for me."

The stretch is intense, overwhelming. But they're patient, working me open with slick fingers and murmured praise until finally—finally—Liam presses inside.

The burn is immediate and overwhelming, nerve endings screaming as Liam works deeper. A tear slips down my cheek—I can't tell if it's from the sharp edge of pain or the devastating intensity of being so completely filled. The stretch borders on too much, that knife's edge between pleasure and overwhelming sensation that makes my breath catch in my throat.

But then the pain transforms, melting into something deeper, more primal. The fullness becomes transcendent—not just physical, but emotional, spiritual even. I'm pinned between them, completely at their mercy, and there's something profoundly liberating about surrendering to this exquisite overwhelm. Every nerve ending is on fire, but now it's the good kind of burning, the kind that makes me arch and gasp and beg for more even as another tear tracks down my face.

"Oh God," I sob. "I can't—"

"You can." Finn's hands grip my hips, holding me steady. "You're taking us both perfectly."

They move in counterpoint, one pushing in as the other withdraws, and the sensation is beyond description. I'm impossibly full, stretched to my limits, split open between their powerful bodies. Their hands roam everywhere—breasts, thighs, throat. Claiming every inch.

"Come for us," Liam commands. "Let go, Millie. Let us feel it."

The fourth orgasm builds differently—deeper, more consuming. It starts in my core and radiates outward, a supernova of pleasure that obliterates thought. I scream, my body clamping down on both of them, and they groan in unison.

"Four," Finn gasps. "One more. Give us one more."

I don't think I can. I'm wrung out, oversensitized, trembling. But their hands don't stop moving, their cocks don't stop filling me, and impossibly, the pleasure builds again.

Liam's fingers find my clit with devastating accuracy, circling the sensitive bundle of nerves with exactly the right pressure. The touch sends lightning through my already overloaded system, making me cry out against the pillow. Finn's mouth captures my breast, his teeth grazing my nipple with just enough bite to make me arch into him, seeking more of that perfect edge between pleasure and pain.

They fuck me with synchronized precision, their rhythm flawless—one driving deep as the other withdraws, creating a constant, relentless friction that threatens to tear me apart at the seams. Two men with one singular purpose: my complete and utter unraveling. Their coordination is almost telepathic, as if they've done this dance before, each knowing exactly when to thrust, when to pause, when to let the other take the lead.

The cabin fills with the obscene sounds of our joining—wet skin slapping against skin, my broken moans, their deep groans of satisfaction. Every movement sends shockwaves through my hypersensitive body, building toward something so intense I'm not sure I'll survive it intact.

"Come," Liam growls. "Now."

The world dissolves into pure sensation, a brilliant, shattering light that eclipses everything. I am nothing but pleasure, burning bright, unashamed, utterly free. The orgasm goes on and on, wave after wave, and I lose myself in it completely.

This is the apex. The peak. The culmination of every boundary I've pushed, every limit I've tested.

I study their faces—these beautiful men who've just witnessed my complete surrender. There's something reverent in their expressions, a recognition of what we've shared. But I can see the hunger still burning in their eyes, the need to claim what they've been offered.

"We're not done with you yet," Liam murmurs, his voice rough with renewed desire. His hands are already moving over my trembling body, mapping the terrain they've conquered. "Are we, love?"

Finn shifts behind me, his breath hot against my neck. "Not even close."

They move with practiced efficiency, repositioning me between them like I'm a treasured plaything. My limbs are liquid, boneless from the intensity of my climax, and I let them arrange me however they want. There's something intoxicating about being their focal point, their shared obsession.

Liam slides into me first, his movements slow and deliberate, savoring every inch. I'm so sensitive that even his gentle thrusts make me whimper. He watches my face intently, drinking in every expression, every gasp. When he comes, it's with a low groan that vibrates through his chest into mine, marking me from the inside out.

Then it's Finn's turn. He's rougher, more urgent, driven by the sight of what Liam has just done to me. His possession is fierce, claiming, and when he reaches his peak, he pulls out to paint my skin with his release—warm streams across my breasts, my stomach, marking me as thoroughly as his friend marked my insides.

They take turns after that, hands mapping every curve, mouths claiming every sensitive spot. Liam's touch whispers reverence across my ribs while Finn's teeth graze my shoulder blade. My body arcs between them, a bowstring drawn taut, releasing again and again in shuddering waves that leave me gasping their names. Warm evidence of their worship glistens on my skin—across my thighs, along my collarbone—each mark a testament to how thoroughly they've unraveled me.

Afterward, we collapse in a tangle of limbs and sweat-slicked skin. Finn strokes my hair with surprising gentleness. Liam traces patterns on my hip. They're both still breathing hard.

"Fucking hell," Finn finally manages. "That was..."

"Transcendent," Liam finishes.

I can't speak. Can barely think. My body hums with aftershocks, every nerve ending still firing. But underneath the physical satisfaction, there's a deeper certainty settling into my bones.

This was it. The ultimate experience. I conquered my fear, found my edge, unleashed everything I'd kept locked away for twenty-five years.

And now I'm done.

Not because I'm broken. Not because I failed. Because I'm whole.

This journey served its purpose. It showed me I could survive devastation. It taught me the contours of my own desire, the depths of my strength. It proved that my body was mine to command, mine to share, mine to protect.

But there's someone waiting in Boston. Someone whose touch promises a different kind of pleasure—one rooted in connection, in tenderness, in love.

I've explored the darkness. Now I want the light.

"You alright?" Liam asks quietly.

"Perfect." I smile, exhausted and sated. "That was perfect."

"Will we see you again?" Finn's voice holds hope.

"No." The word comes easily. "This was my last flight."

They don't argue. Don't push. They simply hold me as the jet carries us toward Paris, three people suspended in the aftermath of something profound.

When we land, they kiss me goodbye—Finn on the cheek, Liam on the forehead. Respectful. Grateful.

"Thank you," Liam says simply.

"No," I reply. "Thank you."

For showing me I could surrender without losing myself. For proving that pleasure and power could coexist. For being the perfect ending to an extraordinary chapter.

Captain Davies waits in the cockpit. When I enter, he studies my face with his usual unreadable expression.

"You're done," he states. Not a question.

"I'm done."

He nods once. "You were extraordinary, Millie. But I'm glad you're choosing what comes next."

"Me too."

He hands me an envelope—thick with what I know is my final payment, plus a generous bonus. "The jet continues to Boston in two hours. I can arrange a connection."

My heart stutters. "Boston?"

His almost-smile appears. "You left something there, didn't you? Might be time to reclaim it."

John. His number burning a hole in my phone for three months. His laugh, his touch, his genuine care.

"Yes," I whisper. "I did."

"Then go get him."

I kiss Captain Davies on the cheek—surprising both of us. "Thank you. For everything."

"Go, Millie. Your real life is waiting."

I walk off the jet into Paris sunlight, transformed. Not broken. Not damaged. Whole, powerful, and ready for whatever comes next.

And what comes next is a firefighter in Boston who made me feel seen.

It's time to go home.


Chapter 6

The engines shift pitch, that subtle change that signals descent. My body recognizes it before my mind does—the sensation of falling controlled, purposeful. I'm curled in one of the plush seats near the cockpit, wrapped in a soft cashmere throw someone left behind months ago. My hair's still damp from the shower, my skin scrubbed clean but still tingling with phantom touches.

The hum of the engines was a final lullaby, singing me away from this life. I'd flown high, seen the world through a new lens, and discovered a wildness in myself I never knew existed. But now, it was time to land.

Through the window, clouds part to reveal a coastline. Familiar geography, though I can't quite place it yet. My stomach knots with anticipation rather than nerves. This feeling is different from the electric charge before a "Flight" or the dark thrill before "Turbulence." This is quieter. Deeper.

This is knowing exactly what I want and finally being brave enough to reach for it.

The intercom crackles. Captain Davies' voice, as steady as ever. "Beginning our final approach. Weather's clear. Should be a smooth landing."

Smooth landing. The phrase makes me smile. Nothing about the last three months has been smooth. It's been turbulent and shocking and raw and transformative. But maybe that's what I needed—to be shaken apart so thoroughly that I could rebuild myself into something stronger.

I press my palm against the cool window. Somewhere down there, in one of those cities stitched together by highways and rivers, is a firefighter who made me laugh when I thought I'd forgotten how. Who touched me like I mattered, like I was more than just a body to be used or a heart to be broken.

The landing gear engages with a mechanical thunk. We're committed now. No turning back.

Good. I don't want to turn back.

Captain Davies appears in the cockpit doorway, immaculate as always despite the long flight. His eyes find mine with that unnervingly perceptive gaze.

I stand, smoothing my hands down the simple black dress I changed into. My armor now is subtlety rather than skin. "Captain."

He waits, patient.

"Thank you," I whisper. "For keeping me safe. For making sure my 'Ground' mattered."

"Your 'Ground' always mattered, Millie. That was never in question." He pauses, something shifting in his expression. "Coincidentally, our final stop on this leg is Boston. My home, actually." His tone is casual, but his eyes sparkle with knowing. "You might find a familiar face there."

Boston.

The word detonates in my chest. Boston. Where a firefighter with kind eyes and strong hands asked for my number. Where I left a piece of my healing heart three months ago, hoping it might still be there when I was ready to claim it.

Captain Davies knows. Of course he knows. He probably knew from the beginning, from that first morning when I walked onto his jet with John's number crumpled in my pocket and the memory of his touch still warming my skin.

My unwitting matchmaker. My silent champion.

Impulsively, I close the distance between us and rise on my toes to press a soft kiss to his cheek. His skin is warm, smelling faintly of expensive cologne and coffee. "Thank you, Captain. For everything."

His hand comes up to briefly squeeze my shoulder—the most physical affection he's ever shown. "Go find your ground, Millie."

The double meaning isn't lost on me. Find my ground. My foundation. My home.

"I intend to."

Logan Airport sprawls beneath grey skies, but the air smells right when I step off the jet. Salt and exhaust and something indefinably urban. The private terminal is quiet, insulated from the chaos of commercial travel. My small bag feels weightless compared to the transformation I'm carrying inside me.

I'm not the same woman who fled her wedding three months ago. I'm not the heartbroken girl who thought her world ended when she caught her fiancé with her aunt. I'm not even the same woman who nervously accepted that first "Flight" from Mr. Thorne, shocked by her body's capacity for pleasure.

I'm Millie Rhodes, twenty-five years old, and I know exactly who I am now. What I want. What I won't tolerate. What I deserve.

And what I deserve is standing in a firehouse somewhere in this city, probably exhausted from his shift, completely unaware that I'm about to walk back into his life.

My phone feels heavy in my hand. The note with his number is long gone, but I saved it the night we met, typing it carefully into my contacts with shaking fingers while he slept, peaceful and beautiful in the hotel bed.

John Brennan. Firehouse 23.

I flag down a cab, sliding into the worn backseat. The driver eyes me in the rearview mirror—a middle-aged man with impressive eyebrows and a thick Boston accent.

"Where to, miss?"

"Firehouse 23, please." My voice doesn't waver.

His eyebrows lift. "You sure? That's not really a tourist spot."

"I'm very sure."

He shrugs and pulls into traffic. Boston unfolds around us—brick and history and aggressive drivers. The city has a heartbeat, a rhythm completely different from the suspended reality of private jets and hotel suites. This is real. Messy and loud and genuine.

No going back. Only forward. No more flying away, only landing home. And maybe, just maybe, he's waiting there.

The cab winds through streets I don't recognize, past neighborhoods that blend into each other. My heart hammers against my ribs, a drum solo announcing my arrival. What if he's not there? What if he's forgotten me? What if three months was too long, and he's moved on to someone easier, someone who doesn't disappear before dawn?

But then I remember his eyes when he looked at me. The way he touched me like I was precious.

I'm ready now.

The cab slows. "Here you go. Firehouse 23."

I pay, tip generously, and step out onto the sidewalk. The building looms before me—sturdy brick, large red doors, an American flag snapping in the wind. The smell hits me immediately: slightly burned wood, diesel exhaust, and something masculine and hardworking that makes my chest ache.

It's late afternoon, that liminal time between shifts. Men move around the apparatus floor, some cleaning equipment, others gathered in small groups talking. The bay doors are open, revealing the gleaming red trucks inside.

And there, just emerging from a side door in his heavy gear, laughing at something a fellow firefighter said, is John.

My breath stops. Completely. Utterly. Every oxygen molecule abandons my lungs.

He's exactly as I remember and somehow more. Tall and broad-shouldered, his gear making him look even larger. His face is smudged with soot, his hair mussed, exhaustion evident in the set of his shoulders. But he's smiling, that easy, genuine smile that first drew me to him.

Then he turns. Our eyes meet across the busy apron.

The world narrows to just him. Just us. Just this moment suspended between past and future.

His smile falters. His eyes widen, disbelief washing over his features like a wave. He blinks once, twice, as if I might be a mirage conjured by exhaustion.

I take a step forward. Then another.

Recognition ignites in his expression, disbelief transforming into pure, unadulterated joy. His face splits into a grin so wide it must hurt, his eyes crinkling at the corners.

He drops his bag. Just lets it fall to the concrete with a heavy thud.

Then he's moving. Running. Closing the distance between us with long, powerful strides.

I'm running too, my bag forgotten, my carefully constructed composure shattering into something raw and desperate and real.

We collide.

His arms wrap around me, lifting me off the ground, crushing me against his chest. I bury my face in his neck, breathing him in—smoke and sweat and something fundamentally John that makes my eyes sting with tears.

His arms are home. His scent, a familiar comfort. This isn't turbulence; this is grounding.

"Millie." My name is a prayer, a question, a declaration. He says it again, like he needs to hear it out loud to believe I'm real. "Millie."

"I'm here." My voice breaks. "I'm sorry I left. I'm sorry it took so long. But I'm here now."

He sets me down but doesn't let go, his hands framing my face, his thumbs brushing away tears I didn't realize were falling. His eyes search mine, looking for answers to questions he hasn't asked yet.

"You came back."

"I promised I would. When I was ready."

"And are you?" His voice is rough, careful. "Ready?"

I press my hand over his heart, feeling it thunder beneath my palm. Steady. Strong. Real. "Yes. God, yes."

Someone wolf-whistles from the firehouse. Another voice calls out something teasing. John doesn't even glance back. His entire focus is on me, his thumbs still tracing patterns on my cheeks.

"Come with me," he says quietly. "Please. I need—I just need you somewhere that's not here."

"Yes."

He grabs both our bags with one hand, keeping the other locked around mine. His grip is tight, like he's afraid I'll disappear again if he loosens it even slightly. We walk quickly, not quite running but close.

His apartment is nearby—a converted brownstone only three blocks from the firehouse. We don't speak during the walk. There's too much to say, and words feel inadequate anyway.

The moment his door closes behind us, everything changes.

He drops the bags. Turns to me. And the careful control I saw in his face outside cracks completely.

"I thought about you every single day." His voice is raw. "Every fucking day, Millie. I'd check my phone constantly, hoping you'd call. I went back to that hotel twice, just in case you'd left something there, some clue about where you'd gone."

"John—"

"I don't need to know where you were." He steps closer, his hands hovering near my face like he's still not sure I'm solid. "I don't need to know what you were doing. I just need to know—are you staying? This time, are you staying?"

The question hangs between us, weighted with his hope and fear.

I reach up, tangling my fingers in his hair, pulling him down until our foreheads touch. "I'm staying. I'm done running. I'm done hiding. I'm here, and I'm choosing this. Choosing you."

The sound he makes is broken and beautiful. Then his mouth is on mine.

This kiss is nothing like our first. That was tentative, exploratory, two wounded people reaching for comfort. This is certainty. This is claim and promise and desperate need.

His hands are everywhere—tangling in my short hair, sliding down my spine, gripping my hips. My dress feels like too much fabric, an unnecessary barrier. I arch against him, needing more, needing everything.

"Bedroom," I gasp against his mouth.

He lifts me easily, my legs wrapping around his waist. I can feel him hard against me, the evidence of his desire burning through layers of clothing. We stumble down a short hallway, his mouth never leaving mine, until we fall together onto his bed.

The mattress dips beneath our combined weight. He hovers over me, his eyes dark and hungry but still careful. "Tell me you want this."

"I want this." I tug at his shirt, needing skin. "I want you. Now, John. Please."

That's all the permission he needs.

He strips us both with shaking hands—his gear, my dress, everything landing in forgotten heaps. When we're finally bare, he pauses, his gaze tracking over my body with something like reverence.

"You're so fucking beautiful," he whispers. "I remembered you beautiful, but this—you're devastating."

Heat floods my cheeks, but it's not embarrassment. It's being seen. Really seen. Not as a service or a role or a performance. Just as Millie.

His hands explore me, not with curiosity, but with reverence. Each touch is a question, answered with a fervent yes. He traces the curve of my breast, the dip of my waist, the flare of my hip. His calloused palms are gentle, worshipful.

When his mouth follows the path of his hands, I arch off the bed. He kisses my throat, my collarbone, the sensitive skin beneath my breast. His tongue circles my nipple before drawing it into his mouth, and the sensation shoots straight between my legs.

"John." His name is a whimper, a plea.

"I've got you." He kisses lower, across my stomach, his breath hot against my skin. "I've got you, sweetheart."

When he reaches the apex of my thighs, he pauses, looking up at me with those impossibly kind eyes. "Can I?"

"Please."

He settles between my legs, broad shoulders forcing them wider. Then his mouth is on me, and the world whites out.

This is fundamentally different from all my "Free Use" encounters. It's not about performance or power dynamics or new experiences. It's about connection. About two people who fit together, who choose each other.

His tongue moves with purpose, learning what makes me gasp, what makes my hips buck. He slides two fingers inside me, curling them perfectly, and I cry out. My hands fist in his hair, holding him there, riding his face with abandon.

"That's it," he murmurs against me. "Take what you need. God, you're perfect."

The orgasm builds slowly, a tide rather than a wave. When it finally crashes over me, I scream his name, my back arching, my entire body seizing with pleasure so intense it borders on pain.

He works me through it, gentle now, until I push at his shoulders, too sensitive.

He crawls up my body, kissing a path as he goes. When he reaches my mouth, I taste myself on his tongue—salt and musk and something uniquely mine.

"I need to be inside you," he says roughly. "Need to feel you around me. Can I?"

"Yes. God, yes."

He reaches for his nightstand, fumbling for a condom. I still his hand.

"I'm on birth control. And I'm clean." I swallow. "I want to feel you. Just you. Nothing between us."

His eyes search mine, checking for certainty. Whatever he sees there satisfies him.

He notches himself at my entrance, the head of him hot and hard. Then, with one slow, perfect thrust, he fills me completely.

We both groan. He drops his forehead to mine, breathing hard, giving me time to adjust. He's bigger than I remembered, stretching me in the best way, hitting places that make stars burst behind my eyes.

"Move," I whisper. "Please move."

He does. Slow at first, rolling his hips, grinding deep. Each thrust is deliberate, purposeful, like he's trying to imprint himself on my soul.

"Missed you," he pants. "Missed this. Missed everything."

"I'm here." I wrap my legs around his waist, changing the angle, taking him deeper. "I'm here and I'm not leaving."

That breaks something in him. His control shatters. He pulls almost all the way out and slams back in, setting a punishing pace that has the headboard banging against the wall.

It should be too much. Too hard, too fast. But it's exactly what I need. What we both need.

I meet him thrust for thrust, nails digging into his shoulders, marking him the way he's marking me. The pleasure builds again, faster this time, coiling tight in my belly.

"Come with me," he growls. "Need to feel you come around my cock."

His hand slides between us, thumb finding my clit with unerring accuracy. He circles it once, twice—

I shatter.

The orgasm rips through me like wildfire, consuming everything in its path. My body clamps down on him, pulsing, pulling him deeper. Through the haze of pleasure, I feel him follow, his rhythm breaking, his hips jerking as he empties himself inside me.

My name falls from his lips like a prayer, a promise, a benediction.

We collapse together, hearts thundering, lungs burning. He's heavy on top of me, but I don't care. I wrap my arms around him, holding him close, never wanting to let go.

This is not just pleasure. It is love. It is arrival. It is home.

I wake to sunlight streaming through unfamiliar windows and the sound of Boston traffic below. For a moment, disorientation clouds my thoughts. Then I feel the weight of John's arm across my waist, the warmth of his body pressed against my back, and everything clicks into place.

I'm in Boston. In John's apartment. In his bed.

I'm home.

He stirs behind me, his arm tightening, pulling me closer. His lips brush my shoulder. "Morning."

The word is rough with sleep and something deeper. Contentment, maybe. Or relief.

"Morning." I turn in his arms, needing to see his face.

He's rumpled and gorgeous, his hair sticking up at odd angles, stubble shadowing his jaw. But his eyes are clear and warm, fixed on me like I'm something precious he thought he'd lost.

"You're really here." He says it like he's still not quite convinced. "This isn't a dream."

I press my palm to his chest, feeling his heartbeat strong and steady beneath my hand. "I'm really here."

"Where did you go, Millie?" The question is gentle, curious rather than demanding. "You don't have to tell me if you don't want to. But I'd like to know."

I consider lying. Or deflecting. But he deserves better than that. He deserves the truth, or at least as much of it as I can give.

"I needed to find myself," I say slowly. "The woman who walked away from her wedding wasn't who I thought I was. Everything I believed about myself, about love, about sex—it all shattered. So I took a job that forced me to rebuild from scratch."

His brow furrows. "What kind of job?"

"The kind that taught me my body is mine. My choices are mine. My pleasure is mine." I meet his eyes steadily. "I learned I'm stronger than I thought. Braver. More complicated."

He studies my face, processing. "Did you... were you safe?"

"Always. There were rules. Boundaries. Someone watching out for me." Captain Davies' steady presence flashes through my mind. "I was never in real danger."

"But you're done now?"

"I'm done." The certainty in my voice surprises even me. "I found what I needed to find. Now I'm choosing what comes next." I press closer, my hand sliding up to cup his face. "I'm choosing you, John. If you'll have me."

His eyes search mine, looking for doubt, for hesitation. He won't find any.

"Millie." My name is reverent. "I thought about you every single day. I went back to that hotel bar every weekend for a month, hoping you'd walk in. I kept your number saved under 'Mystery Woman' because I didn't want to forget a single detail about you." He leans in, pressing his forehead to mine. "You could tell me you'd been to the moon, and I'd just be grateful you came back to Earth. To me."

The tears come then, hot and overwhelming. Not from sadness but from pure, distilled joy. This man, this beautiful, patient, genuine man, wants me. All of me. The broken pieces and the rebuilt edges and everything in between.

"I love you." The words fall out before I can stop them. "I know it's crazy. I know it's fast. But I loved you that first night, and I loved you every moment I was gone, and I'll love you every day forward if you'll let me."

His answering smile is blinding. "It's not crazy. I fell in love with you over whiskey and bad hotel coffee. Every woman I met after you was just... not you. I've been waiting, Millie. And I'll keep waiting as long as you need me to."

"I'm done waiting." I kiss him, soft and deep, pouring three months of longing into it. "I'm done running. I'm done being afraid. I'm here, and I'm staying."

"Good." He rolls us, settling his weight over me, his body already hardening against my thigh. "Because I plan to spend considerable time convincing you this is exactly where you belong."

He makes good on that promise. Twice.

Later, wrapped in his sheets with the smell of coffee drifting from the kitchen, I realize something profound.

I am not the girl who ran away. I'm not just the air hostess. I'm not defined by betrayal or transformation or any single moment.

I'm Millie Rhodes. Twenty-five years old. A woman who faced the darkness and chose to walk back into the light. A woman who learned to fly so she could learn to land. A woman who claimed her power and her pleasure and her future.

And in John's arms, finally, truly, I am free.

This is my new flight. No turbulence. No ground rules. Just love, honest and real and chosen with open eyes.

I'm exactly where I'm meant to be.

__________________________________________________________________________
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No protection. No pulling back. Milking. Age Gaps. Just raw, primal need and one inevitable outcome. These stories are dripping with risk, desire, and the ultimate surrender.
➜ Explore the Fertile Series

Forbidden Spice (Male POV)
Step inside his head. Feel what he feels. These raw, unfiltered stories bring the heat from a perspective you don't get enough of. Hot. Hot. Hot.
➜ Read Forbidden Spice

Too Big to Fit
She's a college girl, a waitress, an intern — just trying to get through the day. Then he walks in. And nothing about him is going to make this easy.
➜ Discover Too Big to Fit

Good Girl First-Time Series:

Every good girl has a first time. These are theirs.

➜ Discover the Good Girls Here

Browse all Ivy Palmer books and series on Amazon
➜ See the Full Collection

?? 3 Free Ivy Palmer Stories

Can't decide where to start? Don't. Just grab three fan-favorite stories completely free and let Ivy choose for you.
➜ Claim Your Free Reads

Best Sellers:

Too Big Too Fit The Shy College Girl (Violent Size Erotica)

OMG That's WAY Too Big! (Massive size romantic erotic stories)

Innocent Until Stuffed - 19 Taboo Erotic Stories

Too big for the war whore (violent size erotica)

OMG! That's HUGE! (Massive size romantic erotic stories)
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