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Business Class

The pre-dawn chill of the crew lounge air conditioning was a familiar, unwelcome ghost against Jenny’s skin, raising a fine mist of goosebumps on her arms beneath the stiff, slightly-too-large sleeves of her uniform jacket. It was 4:17 AM, a time that felt less like morning and more like a cruel extension of the previous night. Outside the panoramic windows, which were smudged with the faint fingerprints of a hundred other tired departures, the tarmac was a dark, sprawling expanse of textured asphalt, a seemingly endless black sea punctuated by the rhythmic, hypnotic blinking of red and white lights from ground vehicles and the colossal, sleeping shapes of the aircraft. They were silent metal beasts, waiting for the sun to breathe fire into their engines. Inside, the atmosphere was a strained concoction, a thick soup of forced cheerfulness and caffeine-fueled resignation. The low, pervasive hum of the ventilation system was the room’s heartbeat, a monotonous drone that vibrated through the cheap, thinly cushioned chairs. This was the start of another three-day haul: LGA to LAX, a brief, disorienting layover where sleep would be a shallow, interrupted affair, then back again across three time zones.

A glamorous life, her mother always said, her voice filled with a wistful pride that Jenny found increasingly difficult to stomach. The words conjured images of Parisian cafes and Roman holidays, a narrative spun from glossy travel magazines. Jenny, however, thought of it more as a life lived in a pressurized metal tube, a hermetically-sealed existence governed by the relentless ticking of the clock, the shifting sands of time zones, and the endless, unpredictable whims of strangers. She was a curator of comfort, a purveyor of tiny pillows and lukewarm coffee, her own life packed neatly into a roll-aboard suitcase.

She stirred the dregs of granulated sugar into her third cup of coffee, the spoon scraping against the bottom of the thick ceramic mug with a grating sound. The institutional brew, dispensed from a large, perpetually warm urn in the corner, tasted vaguely of burnt plastic and faint despair. The liquid was scalding hot, a necessary evil to shock her system into a state of functional alertness. Across the worn laminate table, her friend and fellow flight attendant, Sarah, was meticulously applying a fresh coat of airline-approved crimson lipstick. Her movements were practiced and precise, an art form honed over years of pre-flight rituals. The tube of lipstick, a specific shade called ‘Runway Red,’ was a mandatory part of their uniform, a splash of vibrant color in a sea of navy blue.

“You look like you wrestled a luggage carousel and lost,” Sarah observed, her voice a low, amused drawl. She blotted her lips on a paper napkin, leaving a perfect, ghostly impression of her mouth, a scarlet kiss without a hint of smudging at the flawless lines she’d drawn. The scent of her cherry-scented lip balm mingled with the stale coffee air.

Jenny managed a weak, tired smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. The muscles in her face felt stiff, uncooperative. “Feels more like the luggage carousel is my soulmate,” she retorted, her voice raspy from disuse. “We’re both beaten up, perpetually full of other people’s baggage, and destined to just keep going around and around in circles until somebody unplugs us.”

Sarah’s sympathetic laugh, a warm, throaty sound that was one of Jenny’s favorite things about her, was cut short. Her friend’s expertly arched eyebrow lifted, a silent, knowing question. “Another text from Mark the Shark?” she asked, her tone shifting from amusement to concern.

Jenny flinched, a small, involuntary jerk of her shoulders. The name was a small, sharp jab, a needle-prick of a memory that still had the power to sting. Mark, her ex of four agonizingly long months, had been an investment banker with a predatory smile that showed too many teeth and an ego so vast it required its own zip code. Their breakup hadn’t been a mutual, tearful parting of ways, but rather a cold, clinical, hostile takeover of her emotional landscape. He’d simply informed her one crisp autumn evening, over a plate of overpriced, artfully arranged sea bass that tasted like sawdust in her mouth, that her ‘career trajectory wasn’t aligning with his long-term brand strategy.’

It was a business decision, he had explained, as if she were a failing stock he was divesting from his portfolio. He had made her feel small, insignificant, and replaceable, like a generic brand in a world of luxury labels. But worst of all, he had made her feel profoundly, cripplingly uninteresting. The ensuing dry spell hadn’t been a conscious choice, a period of self-discovery, so much as a direct and devastating consequence of her shattered confidence. The idea of putting herself back out there, of being evaluated and potentially dismissed again, felt like volunteering for a root canal.

“No, not Mark,” Jenny sighed, the sound heavy with exhaustion. She pushed her lukewarm coffee cup away, the desire for its artificial stimulation suddenly gone. The taste lingered on her tongue, metallic and bitter. “Just… this. All of this.” She gestured vaguely with one hand, encompassing the sterile lounge, the dark tarmac, the impending flight. “Don’t you ever feel like you’re a ghost? We serve the drinks, we smile the smile, we point to the exits in a synchronized, robotic dance. But do they ever actually see us? I feel like I could be replaced by a particularly pleasant-looking android, and no one would even notice as long as it could efficiently hand them a bag of pretzels without spilling their Diet Coke.”

“Honey, some days I wish I was an android,” Sarah quipped, capping her lipstick with a decisive click. The sound echoed in the quiet room. “Think about it. Less emotional labor, no hormonal fluctuations, and a built-in battery pack. But I see you. And for what it’s worth, you look a hell of a lot better than any android I’ve ever seen.” She gave Jenny’s regulation navy-blue uniform a critical once-over, her gaze lingering for a moment on Jenny’s tired eyes. “Now pull it together. Captain ‘Handsy’ Henderson is doing the pre-flight brief, and I want to be positioned at least ten feet from him at all times. The man’s aftershave alone is an OSHA violation, and I swear he thinks the back of my hand is a public armrest.”

The briefing was exactly as predicted: the usual drone of flight times, anticipated turbulence over the Rockies, specific weather patterns in Los Angeles, and the passenger load details. Captain Henderson’s voice was a monotonous baritone, utterly devoid of inflection, as he read from the printouts. The scent of his cheap, spicy cologne did, in fact, permeate the small briefing room, a cloying cloud that made Jenny’s nose itch. She found her mind drifting, escaping the confines of the room, her gaze fixed on the endless, inky night outside the window. A lone baggage cart trundled across the tarmac, its headlights cutting a weak yellow swath through the darkness.

She remembered the early days of her career, the genuine, stomach-swooping thrill of take-off, the raw power of the engines roaring to life beneath her feet. She remembered the magic of waking up in a new city, the air smelling different, the light falling at an unfamiliar angle. That magic, once so potent, had long since faded, calcified over years of service into a rigid, unyielding routine of sterile hotel rooms, bland crew meals, and the relentless, recycled air of the cabin. She was an expert at her job, unflappably calm under pressure, professionally warm with a smile that could disarm the most irate passenger, impeccably groomed from her neatly coiled hair to her polished shoes, but the woman underneath the uniform felt… dormant. Asleep. Waiting for a wake-up call that never seemed to come.

Boarding began like a controlled stampede, a carefully orchestrated flood of humanity pouring into the narrow confines of the aircraft. The cabin immediately filled with a cacophony of familiar sounds: the rumble of wheeled luggage over the grooved floor of the jet bridge, the chorus of clicks as seatbelts were fastened, the loud thud of overhead bins being slammed shut, the chatter of excited vacationers, the impatient sighs of seasoned business travelers, the piercing wail of a tired infant. Jenny stood at her post near the front galley, her professional smile locked firmly in place, a welcoming beacon of corporate hospitality. She was the first face of the airline they saw, and she played her part to perfection.

She murmured “Welcome aboard” a hundred times, the words losing all meaning through sheer repetition, becoming just a series of sounds she was programmed to emit. Her eyes glazed over the endless parade of faces—harried families juggling children and carry-ons, jaded business travelers already tapping furiously on their phones, wide-eyed tourists clutching cameras and guidebooks. They were a flowing river of humanity, and she was just a rock on the riverbank, an unmoving, smiling fixture.

And then she saw him.

He wasn’t like the others. He didn’t rush, or jostle, or elbow his way down the aisle. He moved with an unhurried, measured grace that seemed to carve out a pocket of palpable calm in the chaos roiling around him. It was as if he had his own personal bubble of serenity, impervious to the frantic energy of the boarding process. He was tall, well over six feet, with broad, powerful shoulders that filled out the sharp, elegant lines of a bespoke blue suit. The fabric was a rich, deep cobalt, with a subtle weave that caught the cabin light and spoke of quiet, immense expense. His hair was a stunning shade of sun-streaked blonde, styled with the kind of effortless, tousled perfection that actually costs a fortune and hours in a high-end salon to achieve.

As he drew nearer, moving down the aisle with the patient confidence of a man entirely comfortable in his own skin, she saw his face properly. It was all strong lines and sharp angles, a commanding jawline that could have been carved from granite, a straight, aristocratic nose, a firm mouth that looked as if it rarely smiled. When he was in repose, as he was now, his expression was stern, almost severe. It was the look of a man accustomed to making difficult, high-stakes decisions and, more often than not, being right. The look of a man who ran boardrooms, not fled from them.

He paused beside her, waiting with an air of relaxed patience for a passenger ahead of him to finish a loud, protracted struggle with an oversized duffel bag. His ticket, which he held loosely in one long-fingered hand, read ‘Seat 3A’. Business class. Of course. He turned his head and his eyes, a deep, intelligent brown that was a startling and beautiful contrast to his fair hair, met hers. It wasn’t a casual, fleeting glance, the kind she received from hundreds of people a day. It was a moment of direct, focused contact, a deliberate appraisal that felt both deeply personal and completely, utterly disarming. He was looking at her, not through her. His gaze was sharp, taking in her face, the name tag on her chest, the surprise in her own eyes. He didn’t smile, not yet, but a flicker of something, curiosity, perhaps, or even appreciation, danced in their warm, brown depths.

In that single, silent, suspended moment, Jenny felt a jolt, a low, thrumming current of pure awareness that was utterly foreign and terrifyingly potent. It started in the pit of her stomach and radiated outwards, a warmth that prickled her skin. She felt… seen. Truly, undeniably seen. And for the first time in what felt like a desolate eternity, she felt a hot, mortifying blush creep up her neck, spreading like wildfire across her cheeks.

He gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod, a gesture of acknowledgment that felt more intimate than a handshake, before moving on to his seat. He left Jenny with a heart that was hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird and a sudden, acute awareness of the cheap, slightly scratchy fabric of her uniform, the faint scent of stale coffee on her breath, and the way her hair was pulled back so tightly it made her scalp ache. The rest of the boarding process was a blur. She performed her duties on autopilot, her mind a feedback loop, replaying that brief, intense connection, the feeling of his eyes on her, over and over again.

Once they were airborne and cruising at thirty-five thousand feet, the cabin settled into its familiar, soothing rhythm. The seatbelt sign pinged off with a cheerful chime, and the gentle roar of the engines became a steady, comforting white noise. The service began. When Jenny reached the curtain separating economy from business class with the drinks cart, she found her hands were unsteady. A fine tremor ran through her fingers. She gripped the cold metal handle of the cart, taking a deep, fortifying breath before pushing it through the curtain and down the aisle.

He was working, a sleek silver laptop open on his tray table, his brow furrowed in concentration as he scrolled through what looked like a complex spreadsheet of numbers and charts. The soft glow of the screen illuminated the sharp planes of his face, making him look even more formidable. He didn’t seem to notice her approach until she was right beside him, the cart’s wheels making a soft whirring sound on the carpet.

“Can I get you something to drink, sir?” she asked. To her own ears, her voice sounded a little higher than usual, a little too breathless.

He looked up, and the full-force intensity of his gaze hit her again, a physical impact that made her stomach clench. The sharp lines of concentration on his face vanished, instantly replaced by a slow, spreading warmth that crinkled the corners of his eyes. “A glass of the Sauvignon Blanc, please,” he said. His voice was a low baritone, a smooth, rich sound like dark chocolate or aged bourbon, that vibrated right through her, settling deep in her bones.

As she reached for the chilled bottle and a clean glass, her hand trembled slightly. While she poured the pale, golden-white wine, a single, renegade drop splashed onto the rim of the glass, a tiny, glistening testament to her nervousness. Mortified, she quickly wiped it away with a crisp, white cocktail napkin, her cheeks flaming with embarrassment. He noticed. Of course, he noticed. A man like him seemed to notice everything. But instead of the flicker of impatience or annoyance she might have expected, his lips curved into a small, knowing smile as he took the glass from her. Their fingers brushed as she passed it to him, a fleeting, electric contact that sent a second, more powerful jolt straight to her core. His skin was warm, the touch brief but charged with an undeniable energy.

“Thank you,” he said, his brown eyes holding hers for a beat longer than was strictly necessary, the small smile still playing on his lips.

“You’re welcome, sir,” she replied, her professionalism a thin, flimsy shield against the magnetic pull he effortlessly exerted. She forced herself to move on, to serve the other passengers, but she could feel his eyes on her, a tangible, warming pressure on her back as she retreated down the aisle and back to the relative safety of the galley.

Later, during a lull in the service, after the meal trays had been cleared and the cabin lights dimmed, she did her rounds to collect empty cups and trash. When she reached his seat, he had his head leaned back against the plush leather headrest, his eyes closed. The wine glass sat empty on the tray table beside his closed laptop. For a moment, she thought he was asleep and hesitated, her hand hovering in the air, not wanting to disturb him. She took the opportunity to study him more closely, now that he couldn’t see her looking. The harsh overhead cabin lighting softened the severe lines of his face, highlighting the faint laugh lines that fanned out from the corners of his eyes and the surprisingly sensual, full curve of his lower lip. She felt a ridiculous, powerful, and completely inappropriate urge to reach out and smooth back a single, errant strand of blonde hair that had fallen across his forehead.

As if sensing her presence, his eyes opened. They were no longer sharp and piercingly focused, but soft, almost heavy-lidded with relaxation. He looked at her, really looked at her, and in that moment, the constant drone of the engines, the rustle of a magazine from the seat behind him, the entire world seemed to shrink to the few feet of space that separated them.

Jenny took the empty cup, her fingers cool from the condensation on the glass, and offered him the professional smile that was as much a part of her uniform as her name badge. “Can I get you anything else, sir?” she asked, her voice a professionally smooth murmur despite the slight tremor running through her limbs. The tremor wasn’t from the faint, high-altitude turbulence; it was from him.

The man smiled, a slow, deliberate unfolding of his lips that transformed his entire face. His stern, powerful features broke into a warm, almost conspiratorial expression that sent a fresh wave of liquid heat coiling low in her belly. He was impeccably, almost painfully, handsome, dressed in a smart blue suit that fit him so perfectly it must have been custom-made to highlight the impressive breadth of his shoulders. His head was crowned with that perfectly styled blonde hair, which looked incredibly soft to the touch. “You can start by calling me Gordon,” he replied, his voice a low baritone that resonated pleasantly in the quiet cabin, a silken command wrapped in the guise of a polite request. It was an immediate, deliberate shift in their dynamic, and they both knew it.

Jenny blushed, a furious, crimson heat rising from her chest to stain her cheeks, a visceral reaction she had no control over. It felt like a complete betrayal from her own body, an outward signal of the inner chaos he was creating. It had been a long, long time since a passenger, or any man for that matter, had managed to make her feel so utterly flustered, so hyper-aware of herself as a woman rather than just an anonymous attendant. She had been a stewardess for this airline for over eight years, a veteran of navigating countless flights, crisscrossing continents, and dealing with thousands upon thousands of faces. She’d handled in-flight medical emergencies with textbook calm, de-escalated irate customers threatening to sue over a lost bag, and had even gracefully deflected a cringeworthy proposal over the PA system once. But she couldn’t remember ever encountering someone quite so viscerally arresting, so devastatingly, effortlessly good-looking on a plane before. His features were strong, almost severe when composed, but that smile transformed him entirely, imbuing his face with a dangerous, approachable charm that was far more potent than simple good looks.

Gordon watched her reaction, his dark eyes crinkling slightly at the corners, a clear, unmistakable sign that he was enjoying her discomfort, perhaps even savoring it. He leaned forward slightly, closing the small distance between them and lowering his voice to a conspiratorial murmur that was for her ears alone. “Someone’s blushing,” he observed, his tone teasing, yet shockingly intimate. “It’s quite cute.”

The comment should have felt patronizing, a condescending remark from a wealthy man in business class to a member of the service staff. But coming from him, imbued with the warm sincerity in his gaze, it felt like a genuine compliment, a secret shared between the two of them in their bubble of suspended reality. Jenny knew this was wrong, dangerously so. Flirting was a grey area, an unspoken part of the job sometimes, a tool to smooth over a passenger’s frayed nerves. But the thoughts already sparking in her mind, vivid, explicit, Technicolor thoughts fueled by his direct gaze and the undeniably electric chemistry crackling in the air between them, were grounds for immediate dismissal.

Her pension, her health insurance, her entire carefully constructed livelihood was tethered to the thick, unforgiving rulebook she was contemplating setting on fire. Yet, the forbidden nature of it all, the sheer audacity of the risk, only fanned the flames of a fire she hadn’t known was still capable of burning. The knowledge that she shouldn’t made her want to exponentially more. This was the polar opposite of the soul-crushing routine she’d been lamenting to Sarah just hours before. This wasn’t a slow-drip of monotony; this was a lightning strike.

He saw the war in her eyes, the flicker of raw desire battling fiercely with years of ingrained professionalism. He saw the hesitation, the fear, and the wild spark of possibility. As she stood there, frozen in a state of thrilling indecision, he made the decision for her. He glanced towards the front of the cabin, a quick, subtle movement, then brought his gaze back to her, pinning her in place. “I find I need to… stretch my legs,” he murmured, his meaning hanging in the air between them, thick, sensual, and utterly unambiguous. “Perhaps you could show me where the lavatory is.” It wasn’t a question. It was an invitation, wrapped in the thinnest possible veil of plausible deniability.

Against every single professional instinct honed over nearly a decade of service, that burgeoning, reckless desire didn’t stop her from giving a tiny, almost imperceptible nod. It didn’t stop her from walking on unsteady, jelly-like legs toward the front galley, her heart hammering a frantic, syncopated rhythm against her ribs. And it certainly didn’t stop her from finding herself pressed against the cool interior of the small airplane bathroom with Gordon only ten minutes later, the lock clicking softly, definitively, into place behind them, sealing them in their own private world.

She knew the hushed rumors that circulated among the staff like contraband, whispered tales of brief, risky encounters in galleys or lavatories, the ‘Mile High Club’ wasn’t just a crass myth, but a fireable, high-stakes fantasy. Up until this very moment, such stories had seemed like reckless, unbelievable fantasies belonging to others, to the young, foolish flight attendants who hadn’t yet learned the value of their careers, who hadn’t yet felt the weight of responsibility. She had never, not for a single second, imagined herself taking such a catastrophic chance, had never met anyone who made the immense risk seem remotely worthwhile. Until Gordon. Until this man who saw past the navy-blue uniform and the polite smile and made her feel like the only woman in the world, thirty-five thousand feet in the air.

“Surely this isn’t part of the standard in-flight service,” Gordon murmured quietly as they stood mere inches apart in the impossibly confined space. The door was securely locked behind them, the ‘occupied’ sign illuminated on the outside. The small room was filled with his presence, with the clean, expensive scent of his soap and his own warm, masculine musk. His breath was tangy with the lingering, crisp notes of the white wine he had been drinking earlier, and Jenny tasted it, sharp and utterly intoxicating, when he wasted no more time closing the final, charged gap between them. He cupped her face in his large, warm hands, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones as if she were something precious, before pressing his lips firmly, possessively, against hers. The kiss was immediate and demanding, a hungry fusion of mouths that stole the air from her lungs and replaced it with pure, molten heat.

“Mmm, no,” she managed to breathe against his mouth, her own hands coming up to brace against his chest, her fingers splaying across the solid wall of muscle she could feel beneath the fine, expensive wool of his suit jacket. The fabric was exquisitely soft and smooth, the body beneath it hard as stone. “This is… definitely above and beyond what’s listed in the brochure.”

Jenny moaned softly, the sound swallowed by the small, enclosed room and the constant, reassuring drone of the engines. It was a cocoon of white noise, isolating them from the world just outside the thin, flimsy door. Gordon’s lips abandoned hers to explore the sensitive, pulsing curve of her neck, his mouth hot, his touch electric, sending shudder after delicious shudder down her spine. The light scrape of his evening stubble against her soft skin was an exquisite friction. A day that had started with the crushing weight of monotony was now a sudden, roaring conflagration of illicit sensation. The sheer, heart-pounding thrill of knowing she was doing something so illicit, so completely and utterly against every rule in the book, mere feet away from oblivious passengers and her own colleagues, turned her on with an intensity that shocked her.

This job, while offering the allure of travel and variety, could often feel repetitive, bogged down in soul-crushing routine. Why shouldn’t she seize this unexpected spark, this moment of pure, unadulterated, electrifying fun? That was the justification looping in her mind, a seductive mantra overriding years of careful training and deeply ingrained propriety.

With a surprising agility that belied his size in the cramped quarters, Gordon somehow managed to drop smoothly to his knees before her. The movement was so fluid, so confident and deliberate, it left her breathless. Jenny automatically propped herself up against the small, cold stainless-steel sink, her fingers gripping the edge for support as she fought to stifle the groans and sighs that were already building deep in her throat. As Gordon gently spread her legs apart, his large, warm hands resting possessively on her thighs, he lifted the hem of her uniform skirt. The navy-blue fabric bunched up around her hips, a stark, thrilling symbol of the rules she was so gleefully breaking. His dark brown eyes, now impossibly intense and focused, looked directly up into hers, and the raw, undisguised hunger in them made Jenny’s heart hammer against her ribs, skipping a frantic, panicked beat. He wasn’t just looking at her body; he was worshipping her with his gaze.

“Sexiest flight attendant I’ve ever had the pleasure of meeting,” Gordon breathed, his voice a low, husky rumble that vibrated up through the floor and into the soles of her feet. His fingers then expertly, almost reverently, hooked the thin elastic edge of her practical, airline-issue panties, plain, beige, and utterly unsexy, and he peeled them down over her thighs and ankles until they pooled in a pathetic, forgotten heap around her sensible black pumps. “God, Jenny, I want to taste you.”

Goosebumps erupted across Jenny’s skin, a prickling wave of raw anticipation and overwhelming sensation. She shook visibly as Gordon leaned forward, his warm breath ghosting over her most intimate, hidden flesh a split second before his tongue made contact. The first touch was devastating. He started with long, slow, languid slides of his tongue, gliding up and down the swollen, slick folds of her labia, breathing her in, learning her scent, teasing the exquisitely sensitive skin. She tasted of her own arousal, clean and salty and sweet.

He seemed to savor it, humming with deep pleasure against her. Then, finally, his focus narrowed, his talented mouth zeroing in on her clit with a devastating, unerring precision. While his tongue circled and flicked against that aching, swollen nub of pure pleasure, he slowly, deliberately pressed two thick fingers deep inside her pussy. They were thick and firm, and he moved them rhythmically back and forth, stretching her, filling her, stroking the sensitive, ridged wall of her G-spot with each deliberate inward push.

“Fuck!” Jenny gasped, the exclamation escaping her lips as a choked, desperate whisper. Her jaw hung open with the sheer, overwhelming force of the pleasure flooding her system, short-circuiting her brain. Her head fell back, thudding gently against the cool mirror behind the sink. She could see their distorted, surreal reflection: her, with her uniform in complete disarray, her face flushed and contorted with ecstasy; him, on his knees before her, the very picture of masculine devotion. “Right… right there, Gordon. Oh god.”

Gordon kept doing exactly what he was doing for the next several minutes, his entire focus narrowed down to the woman trembling and unraveling before him. The tight confines of the airplane bathroom, the mounting risk of discovery, seemed to fade into the background, becoming irrelevant. All that mattered was the visceral, soul-shattering reaction he was coaxing from Jenny – her shaking, quivering body pressed hard against the sink, her hips instinctively, desperately arching towards his mouth, and the slick, soaking wetness of her pussy against his fingers and his tongue. He slid his fingers out of her, the sound shockingly loud in the small space, and then slid them back in, coated in her juices.

When she finally came, it was a silent, shuddering, all-consuming climax that rocked her entire frame. Gordon loved watching her beautiful face contort, her teeth biting down hard on her plush lower lip, her eyes squeezed tightly shut as she tried desperately to contain the sounds of release that were threatening to spill out. He could feel the violent trembling of her thick, strong thighs clamping down on either side of his head, her inner muscles contracting powerfully, rhythmically, around his fingers in a series of intense pulses. All he could do was moan softly against her pussy, lapping up the sweet, copious gush of her release, the abundant, musky wetness that coated his face and chin.

Finally, reluctantly, Gordon stood up, licking his lips, the potent taste of her arousal still on his tongue. He looked utterly decadent, his mouth slick with her evidence, his eyes dark with the force of his own building need. Just then, someone outside the bathroom gave a quick, impatient knock on the door, followed by the sharp, metallic jiggle of the handle.

Jenny’s eyes widened in alarm, snapping her back to the stark reality of their situation. A fresh jolt of pure panic, mingled with a giddy, hysterical excitement, shot through her system. Gordon, in contrast, looked like he was barely suppressing a bout of rich laughter at the sheer, unmitigated audacity of it all.

“Shhhh,” Jenny whispered urgently, a hysterical giggle escaping her despite the sudden panic as she held a single finger up to her lips. The sound was half fear, half delight. “Oh my god. We have to hurry.”

Now it was her turn to move quickly. Without a moment’s hesitation, empowered by her earth-shattering orgasm and a burgeoning sense of thrilling recklessness, she dropped into a squatting position in the impossibly tiny bathroom. Her hands went straight for the front of his perfectly tailored suit pants. She fumbled for a frustrating second with the intricate button and clasp before pulling the zipper down with a single decisive, rasping sound. She reached inside, her fingers brushing against the hot, rigid, velvet-skinned length of him, and pulled Gordon’s impressive, thick cock out from the dark confines of his expensive trousers.

Her breath hitched in her throat. She couldn’t remember ever having seen a cock quite so long and thick in person, so perfectly, beautifully formed, pulsing with restrained, kinetic power. A thick, prominent vein ran the entire length of the formidable shaft, and the head was a deep, plum-colored purple, already beaded with a single, glistening drop of clear pre-cum. As soon as she saw it, veined and beautifully, brutally rigid, she wanted it inside her, filling the echoing, throbbing emptiness his talented fingers had left behind.

Gordon watched, his own breathing becoming heavier, more ragged, as Jenny lowered her face down onto him. She started by delicately, teasingly circling the smooth, swollen head of his cock with the very tip of her tongue, tasting his pre-cum, salty and clean and utterly masculine. He groaned, a low, guttural sound, his hips twitching forward involuntarily. Then she took him, or at least as much of him as she could possibly handle, deep down her throat.

As she bobbed her head up and down with a practiced, enthusiastic ease, her throat muscles contracting around his rigid length, sucking rhythmically, not a single strand of her dark, glossy hair moved out of place. All of the flight attendants were required to maintain very prim and proper updos, every wisp sprayed securely into submission with industrial-strength hairspray. The visual contrast, this impeccably uniformed, professional woman giving him head with such uninhibited, voracious enthusiasm in a cramped, public airplane lavatory, was intensely, breathtakingly erotic, and Gordon tangled his fingers in the tight coil of her hair at the nape of her neck, enjoying every single second of it.

“Come back up here,” he said finally, his voice thick and strained with desperate need. He reached down to gently cup her jaw, urging her to stop before he lost his precarious grip on his control. He was more than ready for all of her. “I want you. Now.”

Jenny looked up at him, her blue eyes wide and glazed with a mixture of lingering, blissful pleasure and keen, sharp anticipation. Her lips were wet and slightly swollen from his cock. She quickly stood up and, without needing any instruction, spun around, bracing her hands firmly on the cold sides of the sink once more, presenting her ass to him, her skirt still hiked up high around her waist.

She gasped sharply as Gordon started to deliberately rub the slick, rounded head of his cock against the entrance to her wet, waiting pussy. He used the abundant moisture from her own powerful orgasm to lubricate himself, smearing it all around her swollen, sensitive lips, teasing her mercilessly. “We… we don’t have much time,” Jenny whispered, her voice breathy and strained, a part of her worried about the knock on the door but a much larger part of her thoroughly, undeniably enjoying herself, reveling in the illicit, heart-pounding thrill of it all.

“But teasing you is so much fun,” Gordon murmured playfully against her ear, his breath warm and tantalizing, before finally positioning the head of his cock at her entrance and beginning to press his way inside her, very, very slowly. Inch by agonizing, exquisite inch.

Those first few seconds were intensely, almost painfully overwhelming, a deluge of pure, unadulterated sensation flooding her entire system. Her body stretched to accommodate his considerable size, her inner muscles clenching tightly around him in a desperate, welcoming grip. His cock felt incredibly hot and hard, a branding iron sliding into her slick heat. Jenny couldn’t resist turning her head slightly, looking back at him over her shoulder. He was watching himself slide deep inside her, his jaw tight with concentration, his expression a mask of intense, animalistic pleasure. She had to admit, despite her stated urgency, that she liked the fact he was taking his time, drawing out the moment of entry, making every fraction of an inch count. Every slow, deliberate movement felt intensely, exquisitely good, making her shudder violently from head to toe.

“God, you feel fucking incredible,” Gordon moaned, his voice low and strained with effort, when he was finally seated all the way inside her, his hips pressed flush against her soft buttocks. He filled her completely, a feeling of stretching fullness that was almost painful but utterly, completely divine. “Are you ready for me to fuck you now?”

Jenny tightened her grip on the cold edges of the sink until her knuckles turned bone white. “Yes! Please!” she practically begged, unable to stand the slow, delicious torture for another second. She desperately needed to feel him thrusting in and out of her, pounding into her with abandon. She uncontrollably arched her back, pushing herself back onto his cock, demanding more.

Gordon gripped Jenny’s waist firmly, his strong fingers digging slightly into her soft flesh as he began to fuck her. He started with slow, deep, deliberate thrusts that made her gasp, each one hitting a place deep inside her that seemed to ache with a need she hadn’t known she possessed. Her stewardess dress was bunched up unattractively around her waist, a stark, comical contrast to the raw, primal act they were engaged in. Never in a million years did he think he’d actually be having sex thousands of feet in the air, crammed into a tiny airplane bathroom with the stunning, blushing flight attendant herself. But now, pressed deep inside her welcoming, soaking-wet warmth, it felt like a long-held, private fantasy bursting into vivid, spectacular reality.

“You feel so big inside me. Holy shit,” Jenny groaned, flashes of white stars appearing behind her clenched eyelids with every deep plunge. Between her demanding, exhausting work schedule and the transient, lonely nature of her life, she didn’t get a lot of action, which made her extra sensitive, extra eager for this unexpected, explosive connection. “I love it.”

“Good,” Gordon growled, his control finally snapping like a frayed rope. He started to fuck her faster, harder, his rhythm picking up pace until it was a punishing, glorious piston-like motion that slammed her body against the sink. He looked down, his gaze fixed on the intoxicating sight of her round, firm ass jiggling with each powerful impact as he pounded into her from behind. He tried his best to keep their movements relatively quiet, mindful of the thin door separating them from the rest of the world, but the slick, wet sounds of their bodies colliding were becoming unavoidable. Slap, slap, slap. The long shaft of his cock was glistening, coated completely in Jenny’s abundant natural lubrication, and he could hear just how wet she was with every deep, powerful thrust that bottomed out inside her pussy.

Another insistent knock came at the door, louder and more aggressive this time, followed by a woman’s annoyed, nasally voice. “Is someone in there? It’s been forever!”

Both of their hearts started to race even harder now, pure adrenaline and raw lust surging through their veins in a potent, mind-altering cocktail. They weren’t sure exactly how long they had been locked away in their private sanctuary, lost in their own world of pure sensation, but they knew instinctively that their time was rapidly running out. They needed to be quick. The danger, the acute proximity of discovery, only heightened the pleasure, turning every sensation up to eleven.

Gordon shifted his angle slightly, pulling out almost completely before driving back in, fucking her now in a series of fast, shallow, targeted thrusts that focused the intense friction directly against her g-spot and his own hyper-sensitive frenulum. He felt his orgasm building rapidly inside him, a tight, hot knot forming low in his belly, a tidal wave of pleasure about to break and explode.

“Ugh, fuck, Gordon,” Jenny whimpered, her body tensing, her toes curling inside her sensible shoes as she felt the familiar, inexorable pull of another powerful climax building within her. “Come for me. Please, come inside me.”

“Yeah,” Gordon moaned, his fingers digging harder into her hips now, anchoring her to him as he drove into her with frantic, desperate energy. “You want this cum deep inside you? You want me to fill you up completely?”

“Yes, please!” she gasped out, the desperate, needy affirmation echoing slightly in the small space, a prayer in the midst of their shared sin.

Hearing those words, her uninhibited, breathless plea, was exactly what Gordon needed to push him over the edge. With a final, powerful, conquering surge that buried him to the hilt, his hot cum flooded Jenny’s pussy, shooting deep and hard inside her receptive warmth. He threw his head back against the bathroom wall with a guttural, unrestrained groan as he came, his cock twitching violently within her, releasing pulse after pulse of thick, hot seed. It seemed like the longest, most intense, most satisfying orgasm he had ever experienced in his entire life, heightened by the incredible risk and the sheer, unfiltered animalistic pleasure of possessing her so completely.

“Holy shit,” he moaned breathlessly when the violent waves finally subsided. His body was slick with a fine sheen of sweat, his lungs burning for air. He slowly, reluctantly slid out of Jenny’s slick, throbbing depths, the sound wet and final in the small space.

Jenny quickly spun around to face him, her legs shaky and unreliable, her entire body humming with the pleasant aftershocks of her own pleasure. Her cheeks were flushed a deep, becoming red, her dark hair slightly mussed despite the industrial-strength hairspray. She bit her lower lip, a complex combination of profound satisfaction and slight, lingering embarrassment playing on her features, and then a wide, genuine, unrestrained grin broke across her face. “I know,” she whispered, her voice still shaky from her climax. “We’re so bad.”

“Yes,” Gordon agreed, returning her infectious smile, his own eyes alight with a deep satisfaction that went far beyond the purely physical. He reached out and gently brushed a damp tendril of hair from her forehead, his touch tender. “But the sex was very, very good.”

As Jenny bent down to retrieve her discarded panties, pulling them back up over her slightly trembling legs, she tried to regain some semblance of her professional composure. She straightened her skirt, smoothing the wrinkles with a shaking hand. She could immediately feel a small, warm pool of his cooling cum drip out of her, soaking into the thin, beige fabric of her underwear. It was a warm, wet, intensely private reminder of what they had just done, a secret she would carry with her for the rest of the flight. God, this was going to be an interesting remainder of the flight.

She let out a soft, breathy laugh, shaking her head as she looked up at him. “You really got me stuffed full with so much cum. These panties are completely soaked through.”

Gordon grinned, a wolfish, utterly unrepentant expression on his handsome face. He reached out to tuck a stray strand of hair behind her ear, his touch lingering, his thumb stroking her cheek with possessive gentleness. “I wish I could say I was truly sorry for that, but…”

Jenny rolled her eyes playfully at him, swatting lightly at his hand. “Okay, okay. I think I should probably leave first,” she said, her professional brain finally, belatedly rebooting. “Go back out there, act normal. Give it a minute or two before you come out. I don’t want anyone to notice us coming out together.”

“Okay,” Gordon agreed readily, understanding the absolute need for discretion. He leaned in for one last, quick, but deeply satisfying kiss. It was softer this time, less demanding, a tender seal on their shared, illicit secret. “See you soon,” he murmured against her still-swollen lips. Then, pulling back slightly, he added with a mischievous, wicked wink that made her stomach flutter all over again, “I think I’d like another glass of that white wine now, miss.”

Jenny shook her head, a heady mixture of amusement and lingering arousal making her feel wonderfully lightheaded as her hand reached for the lock on the bathroom door. She was definitely weak at the knees, still smiling from ear to ear despite the potentially catastrophic repercussions of her actions. She took a deep, steadying breath, smoothed her uniform one last time, and composed her features into a mask of placid, professional neutrality. With a final, shared glance with Gordon, she unlocked the door. “One wine,” she confirmed, her voice remarkably steady, her smile now a perfect, cryptic blend of professional courtesy and private knowledge, “coming right up.”
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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