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Chapter One—The Long Flight Home 
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Bronwyn clutched her carry-on, the airport's fluorescent hum buzzing like a swarm of distracted bees around her and Nate. Now, as they queued at the gate for the flight from Toronto Austin, a gate agent waved Bronwyn over with a suggestive smile.

“Ms. St. Claire? We've upgraded you to first class due to an overbooking in coach. Enjoy the extra legroom.”

Bronwyn's pulse quickened, not just from the perk, but from the snag it threw into their seating. She and Nate had hoped to snag adjacent spots, maybe even convince the unlucky soul in row 13's middle seat to swap for the aisle, keeping them close for the flight's flirtatious banter. Nate, ever the gentleman with his easy grin and that adventurous glint in his eye—the same one that had originally drawn her in during their last airplane tangle—shook his head when she hesitated.

“Take it, Bronwyn,” he insisted, his voice steady amid the gate's shuffle. “You've earned the pampering. I'll survive coach. We can text the whole way—make it our little game.”

She bit her lip, hesitation flickering like a faulty runway light, but Nate's insistence won out, his warm squeeze on her arm sealing the deal. Reluctantly, she nodded, boarding ahead while he shot her a wink from the line.

Settled into the plush first-class pod, Bronwyn sank into the seat, the leather cool against her skin. Her phone buzzed almost immediately—Nate, already wedged into row 13's middle, sandwiched between an older businessman and a fidgety teen.

Miss you already. That upgrade better come with champagne. What's your view like? 

She glanced out the window at the tarmac's chaotic ballet of carts and planes, typing back with a sly smile. Clouds and concrete. But imagining your hand on my knee instead. Remember?

The plane taxied, engines rumbling like a shared secret. Nate's reply pinged as they lifted off: How could I forget? Your laugh when I whispered what I'd do if we had privacy. Tell me—what's running through that mind of yours now?

Bronwyn's cheeks warmed, the stale taste of the cabin's recycled air doing nothing to cool the spark. She loved her steamy novels, the ones with slow-burn tension that left pages dog-eared, and this felt like one unfolding in real time. I’m thinking about your fingers tracing my thigh under a blanket. Slow circles, building until I can't sit still.

His messages came faster, each one a thread pulling her tighter. I'd lean in, my breath hot on your neck—nipping just enough to make you gasp. What would you do to me?

The flight stretched, an eternity of altitude and anticipation. Bronwyn shifted, her sundress suddenly too confining, the fabric whispering against her legs like Nate's imagined touch. I'd slide my hand up your chest, nails grazing. Unbuttoning just to feel your heat. Teasing until you're begging.

God, woman, you're killing me back here. Picturing your lips on my collarbone, tongue flicking slow. I'd pull you closer, hands everywhere—your waist, your hips, memorizing every sigh, every curve.

Her breath caught, trapped in her throat, the words painting vivid strokes. The cabin lights dimmed, but Bronwyn's world brightened with heat. More. Tell me how you'd kiss down my shoulder, exposing skin inch by inch, making me arch into you.

His responses escalated, a digital dance of suggestion: whispers of mouths exploring collarbones, fingers weaving through hair to tilt heads just so, bodies pressing in confined spaces until boundaries blurred. I'd savor your moans, lips brushing the swell of your breasts, teasing the edge without mercy. Your turn—how would you make me ache?

Bronwyn's fingers flew, heart pounding. I would straddle your lap in secret, grinding slow, feeling you harden against me. Hands in your hair, pulling you to my throat while I whispered filthy promises.

By the time the descent announcement crackled, they were both aflame, messages a crescendo of barely contained want. 

I need you, right fucking now, Nate texted. Bathroom? Five minutes after we land.

She didn't hesitate. Deplaning into the bustling terminal, Bronwyn lingered near the gate, pulse racing as Nate emerged from the jet bridge, his eyes locking on hers with predatory intent. They wove through the crowd, hands clasped, until they slipped into a companion bathroom at the far end of the concourse—a narrow, lockable haven meant for families but perfect for two.

The door locked shut, and Nate pulled her against him, his mouth crashing onto hers in a kiss that tasted of urgency and all their airborne fantasies. Bronwyn's hands roamed his back, bunching his shirt as his fingers traced her sides, moving to the hem of her dress. 
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