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Chapter One—Turbulence at 30,000 Feet
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Bronwyn St. Claire settled into her window seat on the Austin-to-Toronto flight, the kind of midday hop that felt more like a lazy drive than air travel. The plane was barely half full—most passengers clustered up front like they were afraid of the tail end.

She'd snagged this spot deliberately, craving the isolation after a hectic week of freelance writing gigs in Austin. Her carry-on bulged with a dog-eared paperback, the cover screaming “steamy romance” without saying it outright. She cracked it open as the engines hummed to life, diving into a scene where the heroine was pinned against a rain-slicked wall, fingers tangled in her lover's hair.

Across the aisle, Nathaniel “Nate” Collins stretched his legs into the empty row beside him. He was headed to Toronto for a long weekend of nothing—hiking, maybe some craft beer tours, a break from his remote software consulting setup in the Texas Hill Country.

The flight attendant had given him the option to sit anywhere after a family of four claimed his original seat up front, but he didn't mind. He chose to move to the very back of the plane because the solitude suited him.

He pulled out his noise-canceling headphones, but before slipping them on, his gaze drifted to the woman by the window. Bronwyn, though he didn't know her name yet, was lost in her book, her free hand idly caressing the edge of her thigh.

The flight leveled off, and the cabin dimmed for that fake “night” vibe, even though it was broad daylight outside. Nate glanced over again, not meaning to stare, but there was something magnetic about her focus.

Her cheeks had a faint flush, and her legs shifted, pressing together. The book was open to a particularly explicit page—Nate could make out words like “thrust” and “wet” from his angle. She bit her lip, her hand slipping higher on her thigh, fingers pressing in a circle that looked anything but accidental.

Bronwyn felt the heat building, the words on the page igniting a fire she hadn't planned to stoke mid-flight. The plane's hum vibrated through her seat, amplifying every sensation. She glanced around—no one nearby, just an expanse of empty rows ahead of her.

Her pussy throbbed, slick against her panties, and she couldn't resist. Just a little touch, she thought, sliding her hand under the armrest, fingers dipping beneath the waistband of her skirt. The fabric brushed lightly against her skin as she found her clit, swollen and begging, rubbing in tight, needy circles.

She didn't notice him looking at her, but Nate noticed everything.

His pulse kicked up. He shouldn't watch, but fuck, it was impossible not to. She was subtle at first, but her breathing hitched, and her hips twitched forward. The way her chest rose and fell, nipples hardening against her thin blouse, made his cock stir in his pants.

He shifted, trying to play it cool, but when her eyes flicked open and met his—dark, dilated, caught in the act—something electric passed between them. She didn't pull away. Instead, a smirk curved her lips, challenging.
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