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Sierra stepped onto the tarmac at O'Hare, the crisp Chicago wind whipping her navy skirt against her thighs. At twenty-three, she moved through the post-flight bustle like she owned the sky, her uniform hugging every curve. The blouse strained across her chest, buttons pulling taut over S-cup breasts that drew stares from ground crew and passengers alike. Her legs, endless in sheer stockings and heels, carried her with a sway that turned heads. Glossy lips curved into a professional smile as she nodded to the co-pilot, but her mind lingered on the man in the cockpit.

Cole, twenty-nine and built like he could bench-press a 737, commanded the flights with a quiet authority that made her pulse quicken. Dark hair cropped short, jaw set firm under his aviator shades—he was the pilot who flew her routes from LAX to Chicago and back, three times a week. Their flirtations started small: a shared coffee in the galley, his deep voice asking about her layovers while his eyes traced the swell of her blouse. "Rough skies ahead?" he'd say, smirking as turbulence rattled the cabin, and she'd lean in close, breath warm against his ear. "I can handle it, Captain."
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