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Mile High Secrets



When I swung the front door open, Liam was already grinning at me from the porch. “You ready, Hunter?” he asked, keys jingling in his hand.

I slung my small duffel bag over my shoulder. I always packed light for trips—no checked luggage, no waiting around, no risk of the airline losing half my life. Everything I needed fit in one bag. I stepped outside, letting the door click shut behind me, and followed him toward his car.

Sam and Rob were crammed into the backseat, windows already down, music pulsing faintly from inside. The moment they saw me, Rob leaned out and shouted, “Let’s party, man!” His voice carried the kind of reckless energy that promised trouble in all the best ways.

Laughing, I tossed my bag into the trunk and climbed into the passenger seat. We exchanged handshakes—those easy, chest-thumping “bro” grips that were part ritual, part camaraderie. Then Liam cranked the volume on the radio, bass rattling the doors, and we peeled out of the apartment parking lot like we were already halfway gone.

We were headed to Cancun. Sun, beaches, tequila, and—let’s be honest—sex. It was our reward for surviving another brutal year of classes and part-time jobs. We’d been saving for months, and now it was time to burn through it. The agenda wasn’t complicated: drink too much, dance until dawn, and, if fortune smiled, get laid as often as possible.

None of us had been before, but we’d heard stories. One of our buddies went last year, and his tales had become legend—anonymous hookups with tourists, wild threesomes, nights that blurred into mornings and left him with no regrets except not remembering enough of them. Cancun, he swore, was where every fantasy could be lived instead of just whispered about.

We wanted in.

To keep things interesting, we’d set a wager: the first guy to score got his plane ticket reimbursed by the other three. Proof required, of course. Not much—just something undeniable. A pair of panties would do, so long as they weren’t bought at a souvenir shop. It was juvenile, sure, but it kept the competition sharp. And honestly, we were confident. We weren’t bad-looking guys, and with the right mix of charm and liquor, none of us doubted we’d manage.

The drive to the airport was one long jam session. The sky was clear, the weather pleasant, but we knew Cancun’s heat would put this mild spring morning to shame. When we finally parked, we hauled our bags from the trunk, still joking and hyped, riding the kind of energy you only had when you were twenty and invincible.

Then I saw her.

She was standing near the sliding glass doors, the faint breeze catching at her skirt. She wore a crisp uniform that suggested “flight attendant,” though the tightness across her blouse suggested something more deliberate—her breasts straining the buttons as though they wanted to escape.

My cock stiffened almost painfully in an instant. It was ridiculous, how easily she undid me. I hadn’t been this on edge since high school, when just a smile could ruin my concentration for an entire week.

She glanced up just as we passed. For the briefest moment our eyes locked. Her smile curled slowly, knowingly, and then—Christ—she winked.

I nearly stumbled. Something in that look cut through every frat-house bet, every crude plan for conquest, and made them all seem trivial. She wasn’t just another notch waiting to happen. There was something different about her. Something magnetic. Almost dangerous.

“Come on, dude,” Liam muttered, tugging at my sleeve, snapping me out of the trance. I tore my eyes away and forced myself to keep moving toward the check-in line.

We’d arrived early on purpose, planning to grab a drink or two before boarding. The lines were long, but they moved quickly enough. Security was a breeze, though the four of us joked about how we probably looked like the poster children for TSA efficiency—three white boys and Sam, who always reminded us that his quarter-Mexican heritage hardly ever counted unless he wanted it to.

Sam liked to brag about it. According to him, his Mexican heritage was the reason he tanned so easily, as if Liam and I couldn’t soak up the sun without his genetic advantage. We teased him for it all the time. Poor Rob, on the other hand, had skin that flared red at the mere mention of daylight. Without sunscreen he was doomed, and he knew it.

We drifted through the airport’s arteries—moving walkways, humming escalators, clusters of travelers dragging their bags toward different futures—until we found our gate. A sports bar glowed nearby, its flat-screens flickering with highlights, its stools already half-filled with vacationers on the same mission as us.

We slid into a row of seats and ordered drinks, raising glasses to toast the trip’s success so far, even though it had barely begun. Cold beer hit my tongue, and the conversation rose around me, the guys talking fast, voices tumbling over one another with jokes and plans. But my mind wasn’t on their chatter.

It was still on her. The flight attendant.

The memory of her smile, the brazen wink, clung to me like perfume. Every time I replayed the moment, heat spread through me, thick and insistent, making it hard to focus on anything else.

“Back in a minute,” I muttered, pushing away from the barstool. None of them noticed; Liam was too busy arguing over a game replay, and Rob was already halfway through his second beer.

I followed the signs down a quieter hall, my pulse quickening with each step. The restroom door swung open with a hollow echo, and I found the space surprisingly empty. The fluorescent lights buzzed faintly overhead.

I slipped into the stall farthest from the exit and locked the door. The silence pressed in, heavy, secretive.

With shaking hands, I unbuckled my belt and shoved my pants down. My cock sprang free, hard and aching, straining upward as if it had been waiting hours for release. The sight of it, flushed and demanding, made my breath hitch. I hadn’t been this desperate in years.

I wrapped my fingers around the thick shaft and began to stroke, my palm sliding over hot skin slick with pre-come. I braced my other hand against the stall’s wall, angling the head of my cock toward the toilet bowl in case control slipped away from me too quickly. My eyes fluttered closed, and I let myself drift back to the woman by the airport doors.

In my mind, her blouse was coming undone beneath my fingers, one button at a time, every new inch of revealed skin making my cock jerk harder in my grip. I pictured the fabric falling away to expose the sheer outline of a bra that could barely contain the weight of her breasts. I imagined leaning forward, kissing her parted, painted lips, tasting the sweetness of her mouth as my hand roamed over her full curves.

The pace of my strokes quickened. In my fantasy, her tongue slid against mine, wet and eager, her breasts pressing against my chest. I trailed my hands down the small of her back, palms cupping the perfect roundness of her ass. She gasped under my touch, her mouth open, eyes fluttering shut, her body trembling as if she had been waiting just for me.

I tore the straps of her bra loose in my imagination, baring nipples I immediately took between my lips—sucking, teasing, biting lightly until she arched her back. The way her body quivered, I knew she was almost ready, and in my head I was preparing her for me.

I unzipped her skirt and watched it pool around her feet, leaving only a pair of sheer white panties, the thin fabric already damp and clinging to her heat. My hand slid over the soaked strip, pressing against the tender lips beneath until her knees buckled. Then I shifted the fabric aside, lifted her effortlessly against a wall, and buried myself in her tight, wet pussy.

The thought made me groan, low and desperate, as I pumped my cock faster. In my mind she clung to me, her legs wrapped around my hips, her fingers tangled in my hair. Each thrust drove her harder into the wall, her tits bouncing against my chest. I sucked greedily at her breasts, moving from one nipple to the other, drinking in the sound of her cries.

I stroked faster, teeth clenched, breath ragged. The fantasy blurred with sensation until I came hard, thick ropes spilling over the toilet water, my body shuddering with the release. I tried to stifle the guttural sounds that tore from my throat, just in case someone else had slipped into the restroom.

Panting, I forced myself to steady. I wiped the seat clean, zipped up, and ran a hand through my hair until I looked like nothing had happened. When I stepped out to the sinks, my cheeks were flushed, my lips parted in a half-smile at my own reflection. For now, it was enough.

Or so I thought.

Still distracted, still swimming in the afterglow, I pushed through the door and nearly collided with someone. She stumbled, and I caught her arm instinctively, steadying her before she could fall.

“Shit, my bad,” I blurted, my voice rough with the remnants of arousal.

Her straight brown hair slid off her shoulder as she looked up at me. Recognition hit like a shockwave. It was her—the flight attendant. The very same woman I had just stripped bare in my mind. My mouth went dry, words stuck like glue at the back of my throat.

She steadied herself, her breast brushing against my arm as she straightened. The touch, however fleeting, reignited the hunger I’d only just spent.

“It’s okay,” she said in a voice so soft and sweet it almost disarmed me completely. “Happens all the time. People rushing to make their flights.”

I nodded dumbly, too tongue-tied to manage a clever response. She tilted her head, clearly amused by my silence, then smiled—a real smile, one that made me ache all over again. With a gentle step, she moved past me, disappearing into the steady flow of travelers.

I wanted to chase after her, to grab her by the wrist and tell her exactly what I wanted—that I needed her, right then, right there. Something about her told me she wouldn’t have said no. But instead I just stood there, frozen, watching her walk away. My gaze lingered on the sway of her hips, the curve of her ass, round and perfect beneath the hem of her skirt, until she was gone.

I slipped back into the sports bar, rejoining my buddies at the high table. A dull heaviness pressed down on me, a mix of frustration and shame. Why couldn’t I talk to her? I’d never frozen up like that with a girl before. Usually, I was the one who had the words, who leaned in and made it happen. But with her, my tongue had turned to stone.

Liam squinted at me with a half-drunken smile, his cheeks flushed from too many shots. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah,” I muttered, forcing a grin. Luckily, they were buzzed enough not to notice the tremor in my voice. I grabbed the glass in front of me and knocked back another shot with them, feeling the burn slide down my throat. It was easier to let the alcohol soften the edges of my nerves.

We left the bar and made our way toward the gate, the four of us stumbling into the waiting area like we owned the place. Liam and the others carried on loudly, laughing too hard at their own jokes, drawing stares from families and business travelers who clearly wished we were anywhere else. Normally, I would have been in the thick of it, cracking jokes and fueling the fire, but my mind kept drifting back to her. The mystery, the magnetism, the wink I couldn’t shake.

Get it together, I told myself. You’re on vacation in Cancun with your boys. This is supposed to be fun, not some moody spiral.

I tried to snap out of it, tried to join in on the banter, but the distraction clung to me.

“Excuse me,” came a sharp voice.

We all turned. A tall blonde woman in a fitted blazer stood near the desk, her hair wound neatly into a bun that seemed to hold every strand of authority in the room. Her eyes narrowed.

“You’re disturbing the other passengers,” she said firmly.

Liam and Sam grinned like schoolboys caught in class. “Sorry, ma’am,” they chorused, smothering their laughter.

Her disapproving eyebrow arched, then she turned crisply and walked back to the counter. Liam’s eyes dropped straight to the sway of her hips, trailing over her tight skirt.

“If only I had time to take her behind that desk and—mmm,” he muttered, his voice dripping with mock hunger.

Rob rolled his eyes. “Yeah, and we’d all get kicked out of the airport.”

“It’d be worth it,” Liam shot back.

“For you maybe,” Sam said, shaking his head.

I smirked faintly, though my thoughts were elsewhere. “I get it,” I said, my mind drifting again—not to the blonde, but to the other one. The one who had smiled just at me.

“Thank you!” Liam shouted suddenly, loud enough to draw the blonde’s glare again. He shrank back into his seat, chuckling. “Guess I had a little too much to drink,” he admitted, though his grin never faded.

At last, boarding was called. We scooped up our things and filed into line, a little less rowdy but still riding the buzz. The blonde agent stood at the gate, scanning boarding passes with a look that promised she was counting down the minutes until we were someone else’s problem.

“Try to behave in there, okay?” she said as we passed.

Liam’s snicker was almost a growl as he let his gaze linger on her body. I could practically feel her relief as we moved past her and down the narrow boarding tunnel.

Then, just as my shoes hit the threshold of the plane, I looked up—and froze.

She was there.

The flight attendant who had winked at me earlier was standing at the door, welcoming passengers aboard. When our eyes met again, my chest tightened. She smiled, warm and deliberate, like she remembered me too.

This is a sign, I thought. I can’t let her slip away again.

But the moment was gone too quickly. The line of passengers pressed forward, the attendants urging us down the aisle to keep things moving. I walked past, my head turning over my shoulder, unable to look away. She glanced back between greetings, her lips curving faintly whenever her eyes found mine.

My gaze dipped, almost against my will, to the rise of her breasts under her blouse, the way the fabric pulled taut across her curves. Heat pooled in my stomach, my cock stirring restlessly in my jeans.

Exhaling hard, I forced myself to break eye contact before I lost control entirely.

We shoved our bags into the overhead bins and dropped into our seats. The four of us were split into two rows—Liam and I in the back, Sam and Rob in front. They were still joking, their voices carrying over the hum of boarding passengers, while I sat buzzing with the ghost of her smile.

When the attendants moved down the aisle to check seatbelts, Liam leaned back with a mischievous grin and deliberately left his unfastened.

“Fasten your seatbelt, please,” the flight attendant said, her voice even but carrying that crisp edge of authority.

Liam leaned back and smirked, playing drunker than he was. “I think I might need a little assistance.” His gaze flicked downward, shamelessly drawing attention to his crotch as though daring her to touch him.

Her eyes didn’t flinch. “You seem perfectly capable of doing it yourself,” she replied, her tone clipped yet not without humor. Then, almost conspiratorially, she shifted her attention to me. She winked.

The gesture sent a jolt straight through me. My lips curled into a smile, though I barely managed to keep it casual. My eyes, traitorous, wandered down to her breasts, full and heavy, pressing against the fabric of her blouse.

Then, unexpectedly, she leaned across me, the scent of her perfume—something floral and intoxicating—filling my lungs. Her chest brushed close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating off her body as she reached for Liam’s straps. With efficient movements, she buckled him in, her arm brushing dangerously close to my own. Liam chuckled like the frat boy he was, but I was hardly listening. All I could think about was how badly I wanted to grip her hips and pull her down into my lap right there in the crowded cabin.

When she straightened, she looked down at me, her mouth curved into the faintest smile. “What about you?” she asked, her tone deliberately even. “Do you need any help?”

I looked down, cursing silently when I saw I had already buckled myself in without thinking. “No,” I said, forcing my voice steady. Then I met her gaze again, bolder this time. “But I’d love to know your name.”

Her manicured finger lifted toward the small plastic tag pinned just above the swell of her breast. “Madison.”

I swallowed hard, my eyes dragging from the nametag back to her face. The way she looked at me—steady, unflinching, almost hungry—made me wonder if she was trying to tell me something without words. I felt it deep in my gut: she wanted me too. But how? And where?

Madison moved down the aisle to the next row, her hips swaying subtly with each step. I forced myself to breathe again, to sit still, though my head spun with adrenaline and lust.

“Did you see that?” Liam teased, tapping his chest with both thumbs. “She totally wants this stud!”

I laughed under my breath but said nothing, savoring the private certainty that she had looked at me differently, like I wasn’t just another drunk college kid. For the first time, I had something tangible—a name. Madison.

When she reached the front of the cabin, she joined the other attendants to deliver the safety demonstration. I barely heard a word she said. My eyes devoured the subtle movements of her body as she lifted her arms to point toward the exits, her blouse pulling across her curves. The hem of her skirt rode up just enough to reveal the toned length of her thighs, and I imagined sliding between them, imagined the way she’d arch and gasp as I filled her.

Her hips swayed gently as she demonstrated how to fasten the vest, and I leaned my head back against the seat, hypnotized, as though every line of her body was meant to hold me captive.

Then, just as quickly as she appeared, she was gone—disappearing behind the curtain at the front of the plane. Liam’s voice carried faintly beside me, but the roar of the engines swallowed most of it. The plane surged forward, gathering speed, and the weightless silence of ascent pressed us all back into our seats.

For a moment I looked past him, out the window, watching the ground drop away beneath us, the clouds opening up like another world. It really was a miracle, I thought, that man had learned to fly.

And yet, the miracle that consumed me wasn’t the machine lifting us into the sky—it was the woman whose smile still lingered in my chest, pulling me toward something I didn’t yet understand.

I felt a tap on my shoulder. Liam was grinning, jerking his thumb past me.

I turned, and there she was—Madison, pushing a silver cart down the aisle, bottles clinking softly, foil bags of pretzels stacked in neat rows. The air seemed to thin when our eyes met again.

When she reached my row, I asked for a soda. Her fingers brushed mine as she handed it over, and she blushed, smiling in a way that made my heart stutter. That was it—confirmation. She liked me. I could see it in the spark behind her eyes, the way her smile lingered. If only I could get her alone.

She passed me the drink and a small bag of pretzels. I lowered my tray, though I barely registered the crinkle of the wrapper. My attention was fixed on her as she moved steadily down the narrow aisle, bending gracefully toward each passenger, her body swaying with the rhythm of the plane.

At the far end, near the restrooms, she parked the cart and, to my surprise, slipped into a jump seat. Alone.

I turned in my chair, angling my body discreetly. Our gazes collided again. She shifted, crossing one long leg over the other, her calf flexing, her thigh smoothing out under the hem of her skirt. My eyes roamed upward greedily, tracing the curves I wanted to uncover. Her chest rose and fell in steady rhythm, but her lips—slightly parted, glossy—looked as though they had just been kissed, or should be. The expression on her face told me everything: she wasn’t just aware of my stare. She wanted it.

Before I could think better of it, I unfastened my seatbelt. The click sounded like a dare. Bathroom, I told myself. Just the bathroom.

But my feet carried me straight to her. When I stopped in front of Madison, towering over her, she tilted her head up. For the first time, she didn’t smile. Instead, her eyes burned into me, pleading in silence, inviting me to cross the line.

I pulled open the narrow lavatory door and stepped inside, pausing just long enough to glance back. With a crooked finger, I beckoned.

She hesitated—only for a heartbeat—glancing quickly down the aisle, making sure no one was watching. Then she stood and followed, slipping in behind me.

The door clicked shut. Instantly, the cramped space crushed us together, chest to chest, hip to hip. Her breasts pressed against me, soft and full, her perfume overwhelming in the recycled air.

Her lips hovered just inches from mine. I cupped her hips, sliding my palms upward, savoring the slow path until they found her breasts. My thumbs brushed over the swell before I gave them a firm squeeze. She moaned, the sound barely audible over the steady thrum of the engines.

I kissed her hard. Her mouth opened against mine, eager, her tongue sliding to meet mine. Her back pressed into the door, and her hands began a slow descent down my chest, fingers grazing muscle, slipping lower until they reached the waistband of my shorts. With deft fingers, she unfastened them, her knuckles brushing my stiffening cock through my briefs.

Her touch made me groan into her neck, and I trailed kisses up the slope of her jaw to her ear. Her breath came fast, ragged, just above the hum of the plane.

I tugged at her blouse, popping the buttons loose one by one until I had her bra exposed. Her back arched, thrusting her chest forward as I ran my palms over the lace. She caught my cock, sliding it free, and began stroking, her grip tight, confident.

I bent lower, pressing my lips into her cleavage, kissing along the curve until I found the clasp and freed it. The bra slid down her arms, and I pulled a nipple into my mouth, flicking my tongue across the hard peak. She gasped, louder this time.

I covered her mouth with my hand, urging her to be quiet. Her moan vibrated against my palm, and the muffled sound only seemed to drive her wilder. Her fist pumped my cock faster, her other hand bracing against the wall for balance.

Then, without warning, she pushed me back into the tiny corner of the lavatory. The move was quick, decisive. Before I could catch my breath, she was sinking to her knees, her hair brushing against my thighs as she looked up at me with dark, hungry eyes.

I stared down at her—at Madison’s beautiful face tilted up toward me, her slick brown hair falling in waves against her bare shoulders, her breasts swaying freely just below my cock. She looked devastatingly perfect like this: kneeling, waiting, her lips parted in invitation.

Her full mouth opened wider, and with a slow, deliberate movement she drew the head of my cock toward her tongue. Then she took me in—every inch she could manage—heat and wetness enveloping me all at once. A sharp jolt of ecstasy surged through my body.

“Fuck,” I hissed, barely audible over the muffled roar of the engines.

Her rhythm was practiced, expert. She bobbed her head along my length, her tongue flicking against the underside before swirling in dizzying patterns that made my knees threaten to buckle. One hand stroked my shaft in counterpoint to her mouth, while the other cradled my balls, kneading them gently, coaxing more and more out of me.

I braced my palms against the lavatory door, staring down into her gorgeous brown eyes. The sight of her gazing up at me while swallowing my cock was almost unbearable in its intensity—so erotic it bordered on pain. Every time her throat flexed, my breath hitched, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to last long. Not with her. Not here.

Time pressed against us, but pleasure pressed harder.

I surrendered to it. My body tensed, and with a guttural moan I came, pulsing into her mouth. Madison swallowed greedily, though a few pearly drops escaped, gliding down the corners of her chin.

She looked up at me, cheeks flushed, and I reached down to wipe the spill with my thumb. She caught my wrist gently, sucking my thumb clean with a slow drag of her lips. The sight nearly undid me all over again.

When she stood, she straightened her blouse with quick, efficient motions, already slipping back into her role as though nothing had happened. I kissed her once more, hard and lingering, before she turned toward the door.

Panic flared—proof. The bet. I almost forgot.

I leaned close to her ear, my lips brushing her skin. “Could I… have your panties?” I whispered.

She froze. For a second, I thought I had ruined everything. But then, with a small, knowing smile, she pressed her ass against me, lifted her skirt, and slid the soaked fabric down her thighs. The sight of her panties clinging to her wetness made my cock twitch again.

She balled them up in her fist, then pressed them into my hand. They were warm, impossibly damp, the scent already rising to meet me. I shoved them quickly into the pocket of my cargo shorts and kissed her cheek in gratitude. She slipped out without another word.

When I emerged moments later, Madison was already gone from the back. She had returned to the front of the plane, moving gracefully down the aisle as though nothing had happened, collecting cups and wrappers from passengers with a smile no one else knew the meaning of.

I sank back into my seat, my pulse finally beginning to steady. Liam had passed out, his head tilted against the window. Sam and Rob were lost in their own conversation. I exhaled slowly, savoring the secret.

I had proof. I’d already won.

When Madison reached our row again, she collected my empty cup. For the briefest moment, her gaze met mine. A faint blush rose across her cheeks, and she looked away quickly—but not before offering me a small, private smile.

That smile stayed with me long after she moved on.
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I hardly saw Madison again during the rest of the flight. Once or twice I caught a glimpse of her silhouette at the far end of the aisle, moving gracefully between passengers, but she never lingered near me. When we landed, I brushed past her in the press of bodies spilling off the plane. Our arms almost touched, and in that fleeting moment I felt like I was leaving something behind—like a small piece of myself was still with her in the cabin. I wondered if I would ever see her again, or if Madison would exist in my life only as a single impossible encounter.

At the hotel, we tossed our bags onto the beds, the room already smelling faintly of beer and cologne from my buddies. Liam threw himself backward onto the mattress with a howl. “This is fucking amazing!” he crowed. “I’m totally going to get laid first.”

Rob and Sam laughed at his bravado. I only smiled, waiting for the perfect moment. “Sorry to break it to you, Liam,” I said. “But I already beat you.”

Sam blinked. “No. Fucking. Way.”

With a slow, deliberate motion, I reached into my cargo shorts and pulled out the trophy. Madison’s panties. Pink, delicate, bunched in my fist like some forbidden relic. When I unfolded them, their dampness caught the light. My friends froze. Mouths open. Eyes wide.

“Holy shit,” Rob muttered. “You’re kidding.”

“On the plane,” I said casually, though my pulse hammered in my throat. “With a flight attendant.”

“No way.” Liam snatched the panties from me, holding them up as though they were a sacred artifact. His grin stretched ear to ear. “The one with the big tits?”

I nodded, proud, hungry for their awe.

But then his smile faltered. He tilted the fabric toward the light, narrowing his eyes. Slowly, suspiciously, he pressed the gusset to his nose. A second later his face twisted into a scowl. “The fuck is this?”

“What’s wrong?” I asked, my chest tightening.

“You trying to cheat us?” Liam demanded. He held up the panties like evidence in a trial. “This isn’t pussy juice. This is cum.”

The words dropped like a grenade.

“What?” I snatched the panties back, pressing them to my own face. The scent hit me hard. Not the musky sweetness I expected, but sharper, saltier. Cum.

My mind scrambled. “No. I was with her in the bathroom. I swear—”

“Then she must’ve been a dude,” Liam interrupted, his grin returning, cruel this time.

“No.” My protest was sharp, almost panicked. “No way. There’s no way that gorgeous babe had a dick between her legs.”

They burst out laughing, the sound filling the room, bouncing off the hotel walls. My face flushed hot, red creeping up my neck.

I could lie, I thought. I could claim I’d cheated, that I’d poured lube or something else onto the fabric. That would be easier. But I knew the truth. Madison had given me those panties herself. She had pressed them into my hand, soaked, undeniable.

And as horrifying as the realization was—my stomach turning flips—something else betrayed me. My cock stirred. The thought of Madison hiding a cock beneath her skirt made me twitch with an arousal I didn’t want to name.

I didn’t understand it. I didn’t understand her. She had been so perfectly feminine—soft breasts, curved hips, a body that screamed woman. She was the sexiest person I’d ever touched. And yet…

“You’re right,” I forced out finally, shrugging, masking the storm in my head. “I tried to pull one over on you.”

Liam leaned forward, smirking. “Aw, you sure you’re not embarrassed you fucked a tranny?”

The slur landed like a slap. My stomach knotted. Madison’s face flashed in my mind—her lips wrapped around me, her eyes gazing up at mine with raw hunger. She wasn’t less. She wasn’t a joke. But shame and confusion pinned my tongue.

All I knew was that I would let her do it again in a heartbeat. Dick or no dick, she had been intoxicating, a goddess.

“I got her panties,” I lied flatly, “but we didn’t fuck.”

Their expressions shifted to disappointment, the thrill evaporating.

“Well, anyway,” Liam said, clapping his hands together. “Let’s check out the bar!”

Relieved by the subject change, I shoved the panties deep into my pocket, where the damp fabric burned against my thigh like a secret. We straightened up, fixed our hair, and headed downstairs.

The bar was dim, loud with the chatter of tourists, neon light cutting across polished tables. We claimed a booth in the back, the leather cracked from years of use. Shots arrived quickly, and I lifted one to my lips, grateful for the burn.

Then the door opened, and a group walked in wearing matching navy uniforms. Flight crew.

And at the center of them, I recognized her instantly.

Madison.

[image: ]


I excused myself from the booth and crossed the room toward their table. My pulse quickened with every step. “What are you doing here?” I asked, keeping my voice low.

Madison blushed, her eyes darting toward her coworkers before lifting to mine. I realized too late that I might have embarrassed her. She stood slowly, her movements graceful, deliberate, and leaned in close until her lips brushed my ear.

“Sometimes we stop for the night and stay in a hotel,” she whispered, her breath warm against my skin. “It’s just part of the job.”

I almost couldn’t believe it. Madison—here, in my hotel. After convincing myself I’d never see her again, she was suddenly within arm’s reach. No fucking way, I thought.

Glancing back at my booth, I saw my buddies still loud and oblivious. Relief washed through me. I needed to keep it that way.

“Can we meet later?” I asked, barely moving my lips.

She nodded once, a quiet promise, before slipping back into her seat. I returned to my booth and forced myself into the conversation, laughing too loudly, buying the next round, anything to keep the guys distracted. Inside, I was vibrating with anticipation.

We hit the bars after dinner, bouncing from one neon-lit dive to another. Shots blurred into cocktails, into beers pressed cold against my palm. My friends went wild, flirting shamelessly with every woman in sight. I played along, but halfheartedly. My mind was elsewhere.

One girl—Maria, I thought she said—threw herself at me. She pressed her small breasts against my chest, her lips eager. I kissed her back, but it was mechanical. It wasn’t Madison. Every touch felt like a pale imitation of what I really craved.

By the end of the night, all three of my friends had girls hanging on their arms. None of them cared about sharing the same room or even the same air while they fucked. To keep up appearances, I brought Maria along.

The moment we hit the room, the girls stripped down with drunken laughter. Clothes dropped like confetti. Liam already had his cock out while a brunette rode him on the bed. Sam and Rob sat side by side, their girls taking turns sucking them, then kissing each other with spit-slick mouths.

Maria tugged at my shirt, moaning softly. Her body was small, breasts pert and pointed. I groped them out of duty more than desire, her sighs breaking against my neck.

I lifted her easily, pushing her back against the wall, her skirt bunched around her waist. Sliding her panties aside, I thrust into her wetness. She gasped, clawing at my shoulders. But my cock was only half-hard, and the half that managed it did so because I was thinking about Madison—about her mouth, her eyes, the way she had knelt before me in the airplane lavatory.

“Sorry, bro,” Liam grunted from the bed, pounding into his girl. “I beat you. I win the bet.”

Sam and Rob didn’t even look up, too busy groaning as their girls traded places on their cocks.

Frustrated, I drove into Maria harder. Her moans rose higher, hands pinned above her head, but my eyes were closed. In my mind, it wasn’t Maria’s body clenching around me—it was Madison’s. It was her lips, her breasts, her secret. That thought alone pushed me over the edge.

I came inside Maria, her own climax cresting with mine. The wet heat of her release slid down my cock as I lowered her to the floor. Around me, the others finished one by one, the air thick with sweat and sex. When it was over, we paid the girls with nothing more than sloppy kisses and sent them stumbling back into the night.

We collapsed on the beds. The others passed out quickly, heavy from booze and release. I lay still, waiting, listening to their breathing slow until the room was silent but for their snores.

Then I slipped out.

Downstairs, the hotel bar glowed dimly, half-empty in the late hour. I chose a table in the corner and waited, my nerves strung tight. Minutes dragged into nearly an hour. Just when I thought about giving up, she appeared.

Madison.

She turned the corner, her presence commanding the space instantly. She wore a short black dress, tight and low cut, her curves displayed without apology. Sparkling earrings dangled at her throat, catching the bar’s light.

She saw me. Her gaze dropped shyly, nervous but knowing. Then she crossed the room, heels clicking softly, until she stood before my table.

“Do you want a drink?” I asked, my voice low, testing the space between us.

“No.” Her eyes burned into mine, unblinking.

“Do you want to sit down?”

“No.”

The way she said it—firm, certain—made me suddenly understand. She wasn’t here to sip cocktails or make small talk. She was here for something else.

I rose from the booth without another word. She turned, gliding toward the lobby, and I followed like I had no choice in the matter.

The elevator doors slid open, and we stepped inside together. Silence cloaked us, thick and humming. I stood beside her, shoulders nearly touching. My fingers drifted down until they brushed against hers—just the faintest graze, enough to make my skin burn. She didn’t look at me, and I didn’t look at her, but the current between us was undeniable.

When the doors parted on the third floor, she stepped out. I followed, my pulse pounding. She led me down the hushed hallway, her heels clicking softly on the carpet, until we reached her door. She slid the keycard home, the lock clicked, and she ushered me inside.
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The room was dark except for the red glow of the alarm clock on the nightstand. I barely had time to take in the shadows before her lips found mine. Her body pressed forward, her familiar breasts warm against my chest, her curves fitting perfectly to mine.

I cupped her eagerly, squeezing her breasts, my cock already straining against my shorts. My thumbs circled where I knew her nipples to be, and this time her moan rose clear, unmasked. The sound was low, breathy, and it lit me on fire.

Her tongue slid into my mouth, swirling with mine in a wet rhythm that left me dizzy. One of her hands drifted downward, cupping me through my pants, her palm rubbing along the length of my shaft. It throbbed under her touch, demanding more.

I gripped her hips, pulling her hard against me, then slid my hands lower, cupping her ass. Slowly, deliberately, I lifted the hem of her skirt until my fingers found bare skin—round, firm cheeks, barely covered by the thin strip of a thong. The thought made me grin against her lips.

I trailed kisses along her neck, over her collarbone, down into the soft valley of her cleavage. With a tug, I slipped the straps of her dress from her shoulders and peeled the fabric down to her waist. She gasped when her breasts spilled free into the cool air, her nipples already hard and begging for my touch. I rolled them gently between my fingers before lowering my mouth to taste her, licking, sucking, claiming.

Guiding her backward, I led her to the bed. She sat, gazing up at me with the same intoxicating look she’d given on the plane, a mixture of invitation and hunger. I stripped my shirt off and tossed it aside, then she tugged at my shorts, unfastening them with deft fingers until both they and my briefs pooled at my ankles.

Naked, I stood before her, my cock heavy and flushed. She wrapped her hand around it at once, stroking firmly, her eyes glittering. Then she leaned forward and parted her lips, swallowing me whole.

A ragged groan tore from my throat as I threaded my fingers through her hair. “Fuck,” I gasped. “I missed this.”

She pulled back just long enough to smile up at me. “You did?”

“Are you kidding? I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you.”

With that, she sank her mouth down again, her throat working around me as she took me deep. Her tongue moved with wicked skill, and soon the tip of my cock throbbed against the back of her throat.

“Wait—I’m going to cum,” I warned, breathless.

But she only sucked harder, rolling my balls gently in her fingers. I pulled out quickly, chest heaving. Not yet. I wanted more.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, wiping her lips with the back of her hand.

“I want to see you naked.”

Her eyes flickered, her expression tightening. “Oh.” Her voice was softer, hesitant. “Well… there’s something you should probably know first.” She looked down, shame flickering in her posture.

“Whatever it is, I won’t care,” I said firmly. I meant it. I wanted her too much. Still, I didn’t dare ask outright—I didn’t want to ruin this moment with the wrong words.

She lifted her gaze, uncertain. “I’m not exactly what you think I am.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked, my voice gentler now.

Madison stood, keeping her eyes averted. She reached for my hand, guiding it under her skirt. Slowly, she pressed my palm between her legs.

I froze as my fingers brushed something hard. A small, firm cock. Balls resting beneath.

My throat tightened, and I swallowed hard. Madison was trans.

But instead of recoiling, I felt my cock twitch, stiffening again at the revelation. She was still the hottest thing I had ever seen—maybe even hotter now, because she carried a secret that set her apart, that made her feel dangerous, intoxicating.

Her body trembled under my touch, waiting for my reaction. And all I could think was how much more I wanted her.

I kept my hand on her cock as I leaned down to kiss her. For a moment she froze, her eyes widening in surprise. Then, when I whispered, “I don’t care,” something inside her softened. She pulled me closer and kissed me hard, pressing her body against mine, her lips urgent and hungry. I slid my hands back to her breasts, rolling her nipples between my fingers while our tongues tangled, wet and insistent.

She reached for the hem of her dress, gathering the fabric at her waist and pushing it down over her hips until it pooled on the floor. Then she hooked her thumbs into her thong and pulled it down too. In the dim light I saw her fully—curves soft and feminine, breasts round and full, cock small but undeniably there. The sight made my breath catch. She was beautiful. She was more than I expected, and my cock swelled harder at the realization.

Desire flared sharp and hot. I wanted to take her fast and rough. I wanted to worship her body and fuck her like she had never been fucked before. I stepped closer until my shaft brushed against hers, the contact electric. Our cocks slid together as I fondled her breasts, and the sensation nearly made me lose control. It was strange and forbidden, yet thrilling beyond anything I had felt. Taboo and unexpected—and I loved every second of it.

Madison sank to her knees again, her hair brushing against my thighs as she took me into her mouth. She sucked me deep, her lips gliding smoothly over my length while I groaned and buried my fingers in her hair. My other hand cupped her tits, kneading them as her tongue worked me over. The wet heat of her mouth left me trembling.

Then she stood, turned, and bent forward over the bed, her ass high, her back arched in invitation. She reached behind herself and spread her cheeks wide. The sight was obscene and beautiful, making my cock twitch with need.

I stepped in close, resting my shaft along the curve of her lower back. My hand traced up her spine, pausing to squeeze the soft swell of her ass before gripping her hips firmly. I spanked her once, the sharp crack echoing in the dark room. She moaned, the sound thick with lust, and it only made me hungrier.

I spit into my palm, slicked my cock, and stroked it a few times. Then I pressed the head against her tight opening and pushed forward. Her body resisted at first, but then she yielded, inch by inch, until I sank inside. She was so fucking tight, the kind of grip that made every nerve in my body scream with pleasure.

She moaned, her voice trembling, as my balls pressed against hers. The contact sent a shock through me. I reached around to squeeze her breasts again, needing to feel every part of her as my cock stretched her open. I slid back slowly, then pushed in again, both of us groaning into the darkness.

“Fuck me hard,” she panted, her voice raw.

How could I say no?

I tightened my grip on her hips and began to thrust harder, driving deep inside her. The bed creaked under our weight as I pounded into her ass again and again. She screamed, clutching the sheets, her body shuddering with every stroke. My breath came ragged, my body on fire.

It didn’t take long. The pressure coiled tight inside me until I couldn’t hold back. “Fuck! I’m cumming!” I cried out, slamming deep as I emptied myself inside her.

At the same moment, her moans broke into frantic gasps. I felt her stiffen, her balls swelling against mine as her body seized in orgasm. She groaned my name, her release wet and hot between her thighs. I pulled out just in time to see my cum spill slowly from her stretched hole, glistening as it ran down her skin.

Breathless, I collapsed onto the bed beside her. The room smelled of sex and sweat, thick and intoxicating. I reached over, stroking her hair gently, my heart still racing. “You’re so beautiful,” I whispered.

She smiled faintly and kissed me, her lips softer now, tender.

“Please,” I said, my voice low, “give me your number this time.”

She stood, her silhouette illuminated faintly by the glow of the alarm clock. I watched her—her breasts swaying, her small cock hanging between her thighs—as she crossed to the dresser. She scribbled something on the notepad, tore the page off, and handed it to me. Her number, written in quick, slanted script.

I smiled, clutching it as though it were proof she was real. Patting the bed, I beckoned her back. She slipped beneath the covers beside me, curling into my arms. Together we drifted into sleep, tangled in each other’s warmth, our bodies still humming with what we had shared.
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The next morning I slipped out of Madison’s room reluctantly, pressing a final kiss to her lips before promising I’d be back. I felt like I was walking on air as I hurried down the hall toward my own hotel room.

When I pushed the door open, the guys looked up at me in unison. Their confusion was immediate.

“Dude! Where the hell have you been?” Sam demanded, sitting up in bed, his hair sticking up in every direction.

I grinned, unable to contain it. “I slept somewhere else last night. And honestly…I think I’m in love.”

Their faces soured, almost disappointed. Liam shook his head, rubbing his eyes. “What are you talking about, bro? We’re all supposed to get laid here. That’s it. No feelings, no drama.”

“You remember the flight attendant? Madison?”

“Yeah,” Liam said slowly. “So what?”

“She’s here. In this hotel.” I paused, savoring the weight of the admission. “I just slept with her, and it was fucking amazing.”

“The competition’s over, dude,” Liam muttered, waving me off.

“This isn’t about the competition,” I snapped, sharper than I meant to. Then I softened, running a hand through my hair. “I can’t stop thinking about her. She’s everything I want. And yes…” I drew in a breath. “She’s trans.”

The room fell silent. For a beat, they just stared at me, mouths open, eyes wide like golf balls. Then Sam barked out a laugh, and Liam joined him. Within seconds they were doubled over, wheezing with laughter.

“What the fuck is wrong with you, man?” Liam managed between chuckles. “Please tell me this is a joke.”

“It’s not.” My voice was steady, even as my stomach twisted. “She’s trans, and I really like her.”

The laughter tapered off awkwardly. Rob cleared his throat and sat forward, giving me a nod. “That’s cool, man. Seriously. If you like her, that’s what matters.”

I glared at Sam and Liam until they sobered, their smirks faltering. They exchanged a guilty glance and forced themselves to straighten.

“Yeah, whatever,” Liam said at last, avoiding my eyes.

“It’s cool,” Sam added, though the words came out flat.

“Good.” I exhaled, some of the tension bleeding out of my chest. “Because I want to see her as much as I can while we’re here. And I want to invite her to brunch.”

They all nodded—some more convincingly than others—but at least none of them pushed back. That was enough.

I left them there, my heart thudding as I jogged down the hall. When Madison opened her door, her hair was still tousled from sleep, her eyes warm.

“Come meet my friends,” I said breathlessly. “They’ll love you.”

Her smile bloomed slow and radiant. She wrapped her arms around me, pressing her soft, warm body against mine. I held her tight, inhaling the scent of her skin, feeling her heartbeat against my chest. In that moment, I wasn’t thinking about bets, or the guys, or the awkward laughter. I was thinking only of her.

And I knew—I was the luckiest man alive.
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The restaurant was buzzing with late-morning chatter, the clatter of silverware, and the warm smell of coffee and syrup. Sunlight filtered through tall windows, catching on the polished glassware and casting a golden sheen across the crowded dining room.

I walked in with Madison at my side. She wore a simple sundress, the kind that hugged her curves in all the right places, with a thin cardigan draped over her shoulders. Her hair, still damp from a quick shower, framed her face in soft waves. Every head seemed to turn when she entered, and my chest swelled with a pride I could barely contain.

At a booth near the back, my friends were already seated, nursing coffees and looking rough from the night before. The moment they spotted us, their expressions shifted—Liam’s smirk, Sam’s uneasy glance, Rob’s neutral calm.

“Hey,” I said, forcing cheer into my voice. “Guys, this is Madison.”

She smiled politely, her hand brushing mine under the table as I slid into the booth beside her. “It’s nice to meet you all,” she said, her voice steady but gentle.

Rob was the first to nod. “Nice to meet you too.” He offered a genuine smile, easing some of the tightness in my chest.

Liam leaned back, arms crossed, eyes dragging over Madison in a way that made me want to slam my fist into the table. “So…you’re the famous flight attendant, huh?” His tone was sharp enough to cut.

Madison didn’t flinch. “That’s me,” she said, her smile unwavering. “I fly more than I sleep.”

Sam chuckled awkwardly. “Must be exhausting.”

I slid my arm across the back of the booth, protective without even realizing it. “She makes it look easy,” I said, meeting Liam’s stare head-on until he looked away.

The waitress arrived with menus, and the moment broke. We ordered—pancakes for Rob, an omelet for Sam, greasy burgers for Liam. Madison asked for fruit and coffee. I ordered the same, just to keep us tethered together.

As plates arrived, the small talk picked up. Madison carried herself with grace, answering questions about travel, favorite cities, even a ridiculous story Rob told about losing his luggage in Vegas. She laughed at the right moments, her hand brushing my thigh under the table, grounding me.

Still, I could feel the undercurrent. Liam’s lingering looks. Sam’s nervous glances. The way their questions skirted the edge of something unsaid. Madison felt it too—I could tell in the way her fingers tightened slightly around mine.

Finally, Rob cleared his throat. “So, Hunter tells us you two…spent some time together.”

Madison’s eyes flicked to mine. Then she smiled, slow and warm. “We did,” she said. “And I hope we’ll spend more.”

Silence pressed down. Then, unexpectedly, Sam nodded. “Cool,” he muttered, stabbing at his eggs.

Liam scoffed, but when I glared, he shut his mouth and shoved a fry between his teeth.

The tension eased. Conversation flowed again—safer topics, shared jokes, the comfort of coffee cutting through hangovers. Madison fit herself into the rhythm with quiet confidence, and before long even Sam cracked a smile at one of her dry remarks.

When the check came, I paid before anyone could argue. Madison and I slid out of the booth together, her arm brushing mine as we walked toward the door.

Outside, the sun was warm on the sidewalk. She slipped her hand into mine, interlacing our fingers like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“You didn’t have to bring me to meet them,” she said softly.

“I wanted to,” I told her, squeezing her hand. “I wanted them to see how lucky I am.”

She stopped, turned, and kissed me there on the street. Not a shy kiss—a full, open one, her lips pressing hard to mine, her tongue brushing briefly against mine before pulling back.

When she pulled away, I caught my breath. My friends might never fully get it. The world might never fully get it. But I didn’t care.

Because Madison was everything I wanted.
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