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  Chapter 1

  
  




What is it with blue eyes looking so beautiful when they’re crying? Was it just a highlight of their preexisting beauty, or was it just because they were wet, and water makes everything look pretty?

Leo didn’t know, but as he was greeting the passengers boarding the mid-afternoon flight from Seattle to Anchorage, he saw the most beautiful pair of crying eyes he’d ever seen. They were in a chiseled face with an attractive dimple in the chin, covered in a forest of blonde stubble. The beaked nose was flush from crying, as well as the freckled cheeks. A mop of curly hair covered this crying face, and locks of it draped over the teary eyes. 

Leo tried his best to not look like he was staring, but he couldn’t help it! All of this sad hotness was resting on a huge six-foot tall body that was built like a Mack Truck. The mountainous biceps squeezed out of the tight white shirt, which was barely able to contain the bulbous pecs. All of this was eye-grabbing, but the most attention-grabbing was the muscle belly that was so taut and so large that it peeked out of the bottom of the shirt. 

The man was shuffling along, his huge thighs barely fitting through the narrow airplane aisle. He was wearing sweat pants, which on any other person would have been loose, but on him were so tight they looked painted on. He had to walk sideways through the plane, but he was too preoccupied with whatever was bothering him that he seemed not to mind. 

Leo watched him struggle with his massive girth as he finally found his business class seat. A leap of joy burst in Leo’s heart when he realized that that was still in his section! Since this was going to be a busy and full flight Leo needed something to look forward to, and enjoyed whatever little pleasures he could find. 

He continued watching the passengers file in, yet instead of the usual sense of dread he felt during full flights (coupled with the fact that this was his Monday) Leo felt a sense of excitement. He really wanted to know why that attractive man was so sad—even though it really was none of his business—and see if he could…help him out. 

Leo was considered by all of his colleagues to be the most attractive flight attendant in the airline, and he was allowed and encouraged to provide the airline’s “special customer service.” However, the usual clients that bought—nay, requested—this service were not necessarily Leo’s type. But he got a generous tip, commission, and bonus from this special service that he wasn’t complaining in the slightest. Actually this was the first client that he was truly attracted to, and he was desperately hoping the man would accept the offer. 

While the last passengers were making their way to their seats, Leo tried to distract himself with helping them out with their luggage. It was during this time that he was sizing up the clientele and seeing who might possibly be a good candidate for the special service. Leo was so used to the lustful, thirsty, and surprised stares from the men and women that he was practically numb to them. At the beginning of his career, he was flattered. But three years go by really fast and after a while work was just work. And Leo was actually beginning to wonder why he was considered “so attractive.”

Leo was barely six foot (5’10” actually) and of an average build. He regularly exercised and had some muscle definition, but he wasn’t John Cena. He had nice pecs and a cute butt, which bounced when he giggled, and generous biceps. His favorite part about himself were his sumptuous lips, which everyone always complimented and asked if they were enhanced. 

No! They were 100% natural! 

Leo wore eyeliner around his beautiful brown eyes, which were enhanced with large and curly eyelashes. His frameless glasses gave him a modern Clerk Kent vide, and his colleagues nicknamed him Superman. 

Leo continued helping the passengers and despite his best efforts he wasn’t able to get distracted enough. He found himself hurrying to reach the crying man, but everyone he encountered needed him to help. By the time the doors were closed, the attendants were ordered to conduct the pre-flight presentation, and Leo was unable to reach the sad and attractive man. 

While Leo explained to everyone how to buckle their belts and use the oxygen mask in case of an emergency, he tried to find the large man, but he was lost in a sea of bored-looking faces. Leo was getting irritated and anxious to see the man again. But it was increasingly looking like he’ll have to wait until refreshment time. 

It wasn’t that big of a deal, as the flight was five hours long and there would be plenty of time. But he was for sure going to be busy. 

The plane taxied to the runway, and everything was going smoothly and uneventfully. From his eat, Leo could see the attractive man, who was still crying out. But now there was a nervousness to him. Leo could tell this man had a story and couldn’t wait to extract it out of him!

But first, there was the matter of discussing with the other flight attendants who was going to offer the special service to whom. After all, it was a full flight and Leo couldn’t take all of the wanting clientele all by himself…Though that would be a fun challenge! 

Since the plane was full, and the service was automatically offered to first class, each flight attendant would have to take two different sections. Leo ensured his sections included that man, which surprised the others because he usually chose the high rollers. 

“Someone finally catch the Bachelor’s wandering eye?” one of his friends asked. 

“Maybe,” Leo coyly smiled. “Can’t make memories if you spend all the time in the comfort zone!”

The plan took off into the sky, and the adventure began!








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




Cameron was completely heartbroken. It had already been two months since he found his now ex-boyfriend cheating on him with one of his workout buddies, and despite the length of time the wound felt as fresh as if it happened yesterday. Cameron had been absolutely devastated, as he and his ex were so close, and Cameron was going to use this vacation to propose…but now those plans were thrown completely out of the window. 

Which was why Cameron was crying so much. The amount of his ticket refund was no substitute for his missing companion. They were dating for three whole years. Cameron had practically forgotten anything else. Being single was such a new experience for him that he forgot how to do it. 

Cameron tried to console himself in those two months. He tried to lose himself with his friends, but that only offered a temporary distraction. He tried to take solace in exercise, but that only reminded him of his lost friendships, which made him angrier and sadder. Plus, since he was now exercising by himself, he was unable to lift as heavy as he was used to, because he didn’t have a spotter, and the strangers he could ask were incapable of lifting such heavy weight. No matter which way Cameron turned, he was completely by himself. 

It was his mom that suggested he still go on this vacation. “Don’t waste your life away pining for a cheap-ass piece of shit, Go live, go exploring! You might even find someone while you’re having fun!”

Cameron hemmed and hawed for a few moments. It was a good point as he was constantly overlooking the fact that his ex was addicted to painkillers…

So now here he was, trying his darndest to have a good time on his—not very cheap—vacation. But it was a struggle. Not even his second favorite pastime—eating—was able to lift Cameron out of this funk. He knew it would take time, but that didn’t make grieving any easier. 

What also didn’t help was how uncomfortable the seats were. Granted, being a 300-pound mountain of muscle—now musclechub—made finding comfort very limited, but this was practically torture. His legs were so large that he had to take up two whole seats, and the poor man squeezed in the third seat next to his was barely able to avoid touching the huge Cameron. The armrests felt like a corset, and he could already feel his legs and feet fall asleep. 

His clothes were tight too, since he grew a bit with the lack of working out and the increase in snack eating. Everyday was a cheat day now, he had no one to impress anymore. His elastic waistband of his sweats was stretched to its limits, and his huge calf muscles were begging to be released from their hot and confining prison. This was the largest shirt he owned, and yet his arms were getting suffocated, and his pecs were being eaten into by the constricting fabric. Cameron didn’t know if it was his cloths or just growing pains, but he noticed his nipples hurt constantly now. 

Another thing that was immensely uncomfortable were his bulging blue balls. Cameron hadn’t had sex since the breakup, and masturbation was no real substitute. Cameron’s balls were pulsating and growing heavier with each passing second. His massive nine inches had expanded to twelve, and was constantly leaking, practically screaming to cum at every second. 

But Cameron wasn’t paying attention to anyone around him at all. He barely left the house anymore, and where he did, he would descend into crying fits. While he desperately wanted to be with someone once again, he knew that he wasn’t ready and his heart couldn’t take it.

He couldn’t go two minutes without thinking about his ex, and that’s the one he wanted back…but Cameron know he wasn’t good for him. 

Cameron knew he was attractive, and that his blue eyes were even hotter when he was crying. He could pick up anyone he wanted in two seconds, but he just wasn’t interested. Really, he just still wanted to be sad. But he knew that that wasn’t good for him, and resolved to spend the trip trying to get himself back to paying attention to his surroundings. 

He wiped away his teary eyes and looked around the plane. Even for a
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