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Desire In The Departure Lounge

Christina could sense Connor’s eyes on her as they killed time in the staff departure lounge, but made a conscious effort not to look up from her crossword puzzle. She could almost physically feel the sensation of his eyes dancing over her body in furtive fits and starts, greedy and lustful. And why wouldn’t he be staring?

She was approaching forty but had never looked better, the Eros Airlines uniform showing off all her assets just as it had been designed to. The blazer, blouse, and bow combination could have looked almost demure, but the tight cut served to frame her hips while perfectly highlighting the curve of her breasts nestled in the crisp white shirt. Christina leaned back to yawn like a cat, one shirt button threatening to pop open. She hoped Connor had seen that, and somehow knew that he had.

She stuck the end of her pen in her mouth, pretending to be deep in thought. With one hand she readjusted the cap on her head, setting it at a jaunty angle and sneaking a quick look towards her beau, her toy. He looked good in his neat pilot’s uniform, every inch the dashing sky jock with his neat blonde hair, clean-shaved face and athletic body. Despite the chiseled good looks, the expression on his face was anything but suave. She had caught him staring, but not like one of the arrogant older pilots who had a woman in every city. No, he was caught red-handed like an ill-mannered schoolboy, practically salivating over her. Christina winked quickly, flashing her long eyelashes and smiling almost imperceptibly. Noone else in the room caught it, but Connor blushed and looked down and his brightly polished shoes. Naughty puppy, she thought.

Christina looked back down at her newspaper but didn’t quite end the show there. Her tight pencil skirt was enhanced by a long side slit, which continued an inch or so higher than most other airlines would allow. Generally, this showed off just a little extra thigh encased in standard-issue black tights, although a careful observer would be able to see that today Christina had opted for stockings and suspenders. It was a rather unprofessional move on her part, and not one that she would have considered before her divorce the previous year, but no customers would be able to notice while she was standing and walking the aisles. Only someone sitting on the bench to her left would be able to notice the hint of skin. On the off-chance that Connor hadn’t clocked on, she subtly moved her finger along the side of her leg as if scratching an itch, her cherry red nails sure to draw his eyes.

A quick glance confirmed that she still had his attention, the boyishly handsome pilot utterly unable to drag his eyes from her body. Christina circled her ankle a few times before slipping most of her foot from her black patent high heel, catching it just on her toes. She scrunched and swung the shoe backward and forward while continuing to look down at her newspaper, dangling it rhythmically from the end of her toes. After a brief moment she let the shoe drop onto the floor with a soft clunk. As she leaned down to pick it up she took the opportunity to press her fingers into her arches, briefly massaging herself. She knew Connor would be watching, dreaming that it was his hands on her stockinged feet. Maybe even his lips, his tongue.

“Sore already Cris?” her fellow flight attendant Lucy teased playfully as she sat next to Christina.

“These heels are awful. I’ve been doing this for years, but I swear I’ll never get used to them.”

“We need to find you a good man to rub your feet then. I can always do it for now, but only if you ask very nicely.”

If only she knew, Christina thought, remembering her first night with Connor a few weeks ago.

Lucy was brash and beautiful, with a bawdy laugh and natural flirtatiousness that disarmed everyone she met. Christina had found her in-your-face sexuality almost intimidating at first, but she had quickly come to love and appreciate the younger women’s company.

“Maybe we should put a call-out on the plane, see if we can find a couple of fellas to look after us,” Christina joked back.

“A couple each, maybe! Although, I don’t think it’s just a massage I would want.”

Christina laughed, “I know exactly what you mean. I’ve actually found someone to help me out in that area fairly recently though.”

“What?” Lucy exclaimed. “You’re finally back on the horse? Who with? Tell me, tell me, tell me!”

Her friend was an incorrigible gossip, collecting interesting titbits from all the pilots and cabin crew like a greedy and particularly salacious magpie. Christina decided to keep her on the hook for a while.

“I can’t tell you who, but I can tell you it’s been wonderful. I feel like a proper woman again.”

“Oh, some big strong man?”

“Hmm, kind of. More enthusiastic than experienced, to be honest, but he absolutely adores me,” Christina leaned in close. “It’s nice having someone who can take a bit of guidance. It’s making me feel like a bit of a sex goddess.”

Lucy practically screamed, barely able to contain herself. “Is he younger? You filthy cougar! Tell me!”

“Maybe if you do a good job on this shift, young lady,” the older woman took on a mock stern tone. Technically she was Lucy’s manager on this flight, since she was the most experienced member of the cabin crew, although she always avoided bossing people around.

“So stern, I love it!”

Christina noticed Connor getting up and heading quickly for the toilet. It was hard to tell, but she fancied that she saw a tent developing in his trousers. After a discrete moment she got up and followed him, leaving Lucy stewing over her news. Christina had frequently confided in her about her lack of confidence and fulfillment since her factious divorce the previous year, and knew that beneath the giddy gossip-hound façade her friend was genuinely excited for her.

She caught up to him in the corridor just before he reached the staff bathroom. “Hey handsome, enjoy the show?”

“Yes and no,” Connor answered, with the slightest tremble in his voice.

“No?” Christina arched an eyebrow.

“I mean, I loved it, you look amazing. I want nothing more than to take you into this bathroom right now and fuck you,” that vigor with which he said the word fuck told her that he was absolutely telling the truth. “But it’s also making me nervous, Worked up.”

“Good,” Christina said. “If you’re nervous about me, then you aren’t nervous about flying.”

“I need to focus, though.”

“No, you need to relax and learn to trust yourself. A long haul is no different from a short haul really, and you’ve aced all your training and your trips so far. You’ve got this.”

Christina squeezed his arm, suddenly tender and nurturing rather than vampish. Connor was an excellent if inexperienced pilot, coming close to the top of his class and acquitting himself perfectly on all his flights and simulations. Today was going to be his first long haul flight as the lead captain though, and he had been tying himself in knots about it.

“You’re right, I’ve got this,” he took a deep breath. “Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. Now, although flying long haul isn’t any harder than short haul, one difference is that we get a little rest break halfway through, right?”

“Yeah, of course.”

“So, I’m going to make sure I take mine at the same time as you. We can meet in Rest Area B, OK? At midnight, GMT.”

Connor had that delicious look of lust with a tinge of fear that she had quickly come to love, “I don’t know, it’s pretty risky. What if someone catches us?”

Christina leaned in close to whisper in his ear, toying with his tie and pressing herself lightly against him. “Next lesson - what a woman wants, a woman gets. Now, go get ready but do not even think about touching yourself in there. I need you to be raring to go.”

Connor nodded and she sent him into the bathroom with a parting slap on the backside. She took out her phone and quickly shot him a text message, before returning to get her bags and prepare for lift-off.

“Remember, good boys get rewards.”


Teaching Him To Please

6 weeks earlier

Connor nursed his beer, realizing that a night out at the pub was not going to solve his problems the way he had hoped it would. His friends looked at him in sympathy as they finished their drinks and prepared to leave, their desire to catch a taxi home before the bars shut driven by both the realities of the closing time rush and the fact that he was not the best company tonight. He knew that people, even good friends, could only listen to someone worry and complain for so long before they felt the burning need to be somewhere else. The problem was, he just couldn’t help himself.

“Look man, everything is going to be OK. You’ve trained for this, you can do this, and you’ll get used to the lifestyle,” Jason took one last swing at reassuring him. “Anyway, this is your dream job!”

Jason was saying the right things, but it still sat wrong with Connor. This was his dream job, and his parents had spent thousands putting him through his pilot training. So why couldn’t he find his groove?

“Are you sure you don’t want to jump in this taxi with us?”

“Nah, I’m good guys. I’m going to grab another beer here and read for a bit,” Connor knew he shouldn’t stay, but he wanted to be alone and wasn’t ready to head home to his parents’ house just yet. “Thanks though, for listening to my tales of woe.”

“Anytime mate, anytime.” Connor could tell that Rob’s sentiment was sincere, but that he was still hoping it might not be too soon.

They hugged it out the way old friends do and then went their separate ways. The lads headed for their taxi while Connor stood outside in the cold London air, trying and failing to light his cigarette. I can’t even do this right, he thought.

“Naughty, naughty,” came a stern yet sultry voice from beside him.

Connor dropped his lighter in surprise. He was plenty old enough to smoke, but still somehow felt like he was doing something wrong. “Umm, Christina, hi!”

“Need a hand, Captain?” As she bent down to pick up his lighter Connor couldn’t help but stare. Her cleavage was visible in her tight blue party dress, slim fit and revealing.

“It’s polite to say thank you,” she arched her eyebrow as she handed him the lighter. Connor realized he had been caught staring, slow to respond as he drank her in. He blushed as he mumbled his thanks, and she laughed.

“Sorry, I’m just a bit surprised to see you-“

“Surprised to see me?” she interrupted. “Did you think we just all lived at the airport? Or that I was too old to be out on the town? Rudeness on top of drinking and smoking, you are a bad boy!”

Connor was doubly embarrassed, realizing that he was not only blindsided by her beauty, but was also getting strangely aroused by her mock-stern teasing. One of his many shameful little fantasies was being put in his place by a strong older woman, and his new colleague Christina was unwittingly playing into that now.

Or was it that unwitting? She seemed to look him up and down with a knowing smile. “Are you here with friends?”

“No, they just left. I was going to sit and read for a while before I head home.”

“I’ll come join you,” she announced, telling rather than asking. “I’ll even let you buy me a drink.”

Christina took the cigarette from him and lit it in her mouth, taking a long draw and leaving a hint of her red lipstick on the filter. He had always known she was hot, but his nervousness at work meant that he had never really had time to appreciate it. Now, he was mesmerized.

“You’re not meeting friends?”

“I’m just on my way back home, was out on the town with a few people, but it was… unsuccessful. Too many chest-beating alpha apes, you know?”

Connor gulped at the implication that she was out on the prowl but nodded in agreement. “That’s why I avoid the high street bars.”

“Yeah, not the places for reading alone,” she smiled and touched his arm lightly. “I’ll keep you company.”

“OK,” Connor should have felt emasculated, but instead he felt protected. At ease. Like maybe she was just the person he had to be with right now.

Christina held the cigarette to his lips and let him take one long draw from her fingers, nails painted a glossy sky blue, before dropping it to the floor and crushing it under the toe of her harsh high heel. She sauntered towards the door with an extra bit of sway in her backside. “Come on, let’s go.”

***

Closing time came just an hour later, but Connor felt like they had been talking all night. He had shared his worries and anxieties about work, how he felt inadequate as a pilot and unable to connect with most of his colleagues. He had talked about his upcoming first long haul as a lead pilot and how it was keeping him up at night. Despite her intimidating good looks, Christina had managed to put him completely at ease. She reassured him, patiently but light-heartedly, while occasionally teasing and cajoling him. It wasn’t that she said anything he hadn’t heard before, from his parents or his friends. It was just that this time he felt listened to and nurtured, encouraged, and pushed in a way he hadn’t before. She didn’t talk down to him but didn’t quite treat him like an equal either. She was almost like a mentor. A sexy, older mentor. Her words were like a slap from a velvet glove.

“You can do this, and we both know you can. And there’s no point worrying, because you are going to do that flight, even if I have to wrestle you into that cockpit myself.”

Connor gulped a little at the image, picturing her overpowering him in front of everyone. He had felt an instant attraction to her, the kind that usually caused him to lose the ability to speak. In spite of his good looks he hadn’t had much success, or any success, with the ladies. He was terminally unable to make the first move, and as soon as someone took interest his mind tended to collapse under the weight of his own shyness and nerves. Flying a plane was nothing next to the challenge of flirting with a pretty girl. Somehow though, he was holding a conversation with Christina, and not only about his own petty neuroses.

Maybe it was because of the drink, but that had only worsened the problem in the past. One thing that certainly helped him relax was Christina opening up about her own recent divorce and her worries about dating. She was honest, frank, and open in a way he never saw with people his own age. Emotionally secure enough, despite all her troubles, to allow herself some vulnerability. Like him, she clearly needed someone to talk to, and it made Connor feel amazing that he could be that person for her. It made him want to go further, to do anything to make her feel comfortable.

“Closing time!” came the cry from the surly bloke behind the bar.

“Boo,” laughed Christina. “I feel like we are just getting started! Do you stay far from here?”

“A little, yeah. I’ll look into a taxi,” Connor flicked through his apps but had no luck, with long waits and high prices for any ride home from here. “Hmm. Looks like I’m walking.”

Christina looked at him thoughtfully as they walked towards the door. “I’m not far from here, you can always come back and wait at mine for it to get a bit quieter.”

“I don’t want to intrude-” Connor was saying, fully aware that he might be about to look a gorgeous gift horse in the mouth, when he exited the door to reveal a thunderous downpour.

“No ifs, no buts,” Christina said, light-hearted but with a voice that brooked no dissent. “I can’t let you walk home in this.”

“OK, thanks! I won’t stay long.”

“That’s right, no funny business mister, we are colleagues after all.”

Connor laughed, heart soaring despite the implied rejection of his advances. That fact she thought of them as colleagues was nice. The fact that she saw him as a potential sexual partner was even nicer.

She gripped his arm to steady herself and slipped off her heels, taking them in her hand. “I can’t believe neither of us brought an umbrella, bloody typical. My house is just round the corner, we can get there quick if we run. Ready?”

“Ready.”

With that, they dashed laughing into the chill London rain.

***

Connor shivered slightly as he watched Christina struggle with her keys. Suddenly the door swung open, the hallway of the terraced house a welcome sanctuary after the cold downpour.

“Get inside and get your clothes off, you’re shaking.”

“Buy me a drink first,” he replied weakly, flirting never coming naturally.

Christina tutted and herded him towards the door, all business. Her instant protectiveness made him wonder if she had children, but he didn’t see the tell-tale chaos of kids’ toys anywhere in the house so far. “Get in there and take a shower, I’ll bring you some clothes.”

“No, I can’t,“ he protested.

“Yes, you can. You need to change clothes and you need to warm up.”

“But-“

“No buts!”

The experienced air hostess was well-practiced at getting belligerent passengers to move where she wanted, and Connor felt the full effect of that experience now. Before he realized it, he was stripping off and getting into the shower, listening to Christina’s footsteps on the stairs as she went to use her spare shower and gather him some clothes. The water brought warmth back to his body, and with it he felt something else stir. He wasn’t sure what he wanted from the next few hours, whether he wanted to confide in his colleague or fuck her or perhaps just get out of this house before he embarrassed himself. His body seemed to have its own ideas though, an erection appearing unbidden as he stood under the hot stream. He resisted the instinct to touch it, feeling that it would be as disrespectful as it was risky.

Confirming that thought, the door suddenly burst open. Connor was startled, but relaxed as he saw a pair of tracksuit bottoms get thrown into the room. “Put those on, I’ll see you downstairs. Oh, and I hope you’re not playing with yourself in there!”

Connor got out quickly, knowing she was joking but not wanting to give her any reason to suspect, wondering vaguely if she could somehow read his mind. He frowned a little as he put on the grey exercise trousers, which were designed to sit loose but felt very snug on him. Christina’s ex-husband must have been small, although the way she had described him made Connor picture a large, meat-headed man. She hadn’t provided a T-shirt, leaving him feeling uncomfortably exposed in this woman’s house. He hung up his wet clothes as best he could and made his way down the stairs.

Christina was sitting on the couch with a fluffy pink robe and slippers on, her hair quickly dried and tied up. It was a far cry from the kind of silk kimono or satin slip that he might have pictured her in, more comfy than sexy. Nevertheless, Connor thought she looked stunning, with one long leg on top of the other and the soft skin of her neck and chest visible in between the folds of the dressing gown. She was showing less skin than she had in her party dress, but the homely setting made it feel far more intimate.

She stifled a giggle when she saw him, smiling as she looked him up and down. “You look very cute in my clothes.”

“Your clothes?”

“Of course, who else?”

“I don’t know. Maybe your ex?” Connor felt awkward bringing him up in her house, although she had already talked at length about him in the pub.

“Oh, I threw all that dickhead’s clothes out in the street, my stuff is all I have now. It’s not a problem, is it?”

“No, no! I mean, they are a little small, but I appreciate it.”

“Good,” she smiled at him happily. “You’re just lucky I didn’t put you in my stewardess uniform.”

He laughed and went to sit down, but Christina stretched out on the couch, denying him the space. “Could you do me a favor before you sit down?”

“Of course,” he said, aware that he sounded boyishly too eager to please.

“My feet are a mess after dancing all night and running home in that rain,” Connor thought she was about to ask him for a foot rub and thought this was all going a little too by the book. A little bit too Pulp Fiction. That perennial question pushed its way to the front of his mind - was a foot rub sexual, or just friendly?

“Could you be a darling and get my foot bath out of the cupboard over there? I’m just going to wash them here if that isn’t terribly rude?”

Connor was both relived and disappointed. While he wouldn’t have thought of himself as a foot guy, he hadn’t been able to take his eyes off of her long, luscious legs all evening. “Of course! I don’t mind going though, if you want to relax.”

“No, don’t be silly. You can hardly go home dressed like that. Besides, I’m feeling plenty relaxed with you here.”

Connor spent the next few minutes scurrying around at her direction while she lounged and selected some music for them, gathering the electric foot bath and pouring them both a glass of wine. He placed the warm basin of water in front of her and plugged it in before handing her the glass. Christina patted the sofa next to him, directing him to sit down. “Don’t worry, I won’t bite.”

She sighed deeply as she slipped her feet into the water. They made conversation while they sipped the wine, talking about the music, the weather, and work. Christina was funny, witty, and able to put him completely at ease. He had never expected to end the night drinking wine with a sophisticated woman, a woman whose hand would occasionally reach out to stroke his arm, sending a rush of excitement through his body. He almost melted when she brushed her hair to the side and leaned in close. Was this the moment? Suddenly, the bubbling sounds of the water stopped as the foot spa ended its cycle.

“You know, I use this thing after every flight now, since I don’t have a man around to help me unwind,” Christina practically fluttered her long eyelashes at him. “But it just isn’t the same, you know?”

Connor paused for a moment, losing himself in her eyes. He was struck by how unbelievably gorgeous she was in that moment, by how lucky he felt to be close to her. She must get checked out by dozens of guys a day, her long legs and pretty face surely drawing plenty of attention. But did anyone else appreciate the way her smile tugged at her full lips, pulling them into a cheeky knowing smirk that seemed to hint at some secret joke she was about to share? Did other people see the steely sense of control just beneath the surface of her friendly demeanor? Was he the only person to see that she wasn’t just a sexy stewardess, but a gorgeous, glamorous goddess?

Christina coughed slightly, pulling him out of his reverie. “Are you OK?”

Take a hint idiot, Connor thought, you nearly blew it!

“I could rub them if you like?”

“Oh, really? I mean, only if you’re sure!” her voice was coquettish and undemanding.

“Absolutely! It’s the least I can do,” he scooted back on the sofa so she could swing her feet up, but she gestured gracefully and imperiously at the floor, suddenly more like an empress used to being waited upon than a recently divorced stewardess. He slid onto the floor and knelt before her, feeling unable to resist even if he had wanted to. A puppet, with his strings firmly wrapped around her fingers.

“Good boy,” she said, the protective tone but patronizing words sending a shiver of shame and lust through his body. “Move the bath and then dry my feet with that towel. There’s some coconut oil in the drawer.”

Connor got to work, rubbing her feet with the fluffy towel and getting in between her slender, unpainted toes. The shower and then bath had done a fine job cleaning them, so he allowed his hands to focus on squeezing and kneading her tired feet. He focused on the task like the perennial high achiever and people pleaser that he was, trying not to be distracted by the fact that this was probably the most intimately he had ever touched a woman.

To his shame, and no doubt to the surprise of anyone who looked at him, he was still a virgin. His sexual experience was limited to a few teenage kisses, his academic workload, training, and incredible shyness having crowded out his opportunities. The longer he had gone without sealing the deal the more of a psychological barrier he developed, his normal teenage nervousness giving way to a near pathological inability to connect romantically without messing it up somehow. And now, here he was. Not exactly in the bed of a beautiful older woman, but in her house. At her feet.

“Have you done this before, Connor?” Christina asked.

Her using his name like that made him feel small, in a good way, but the question made him nervous. It seemed like she was asking about something deeper, picking up somehow on his internal monologue. “Yes, ehm. I mean no.”

“Hmm,” she had a sardonic smirk playing at the sides of her lips. “Well, I’m loving the enthusiasm. But let’s see if you can take direction.”

Connor nodded and followed her instructions, rubbing some coconut oil into his hands and working it into her feet. She moaned in between giving instructions, each satisfied noise drawing Connor in deeper, fueling his desire to please. He knew that he was in a strange position both physically and figuratively, kneeling on the floor like a servant and rubbing the feet of someone who was technically under his command at work. That hardly mattered now, though. Looking up at her, smiling and satisfied, sipping her wine while she received his attention, he knew this was where he wanted to be.

He squeezed her arches and heels in between his hands, feeling the tension release from her body. She directed him to hold each foot by the heel and then rotate it at the ankle, drawing her sole almost level with his face. It could have felt humiliating, and perhaps on some level it did, but Connor didn’t mind. He didn’t mind the sweet smell of coconut and didn’t mind the sight of her long, graceful toes. He didn’t even mind the few small imperfections on her soles, only wanting to pamper her more because of them.  If this was a friendly foot rub, he was glad to be her friend. If this was something more… well, perhaps he shouldn’t dwell on that in case the nerves started to kick in.

“So, you haven’t done this for any of your little girlfriends?” Christina teased.

“No,” Connor paused, wondering how much to reveal. “To be honest, I haven’t had many girlfriends.”

“Not many? I’m surprised!” For a moment, she looked almost worried, or guilty. “Are you a virgin?”

“No! I mean, I’ve had a few, just not in a while.” He didn’t know what the right answer here was but didn’t want to put her off by seeming completely out of his depth.

“Hmm,” her eyes bored into his, seemingly searching for something. “Why not?”

“I’ve been busy, with training and the new job.”

“Of course! That explains why you’re single. But in my experience pilots, even new ones, don’t have trouble finding some girls to spend time with.”

“It’s not just the time, I guess,” Connor admitted, feeling like there wasn’t much he could hide from her. “I get nervous. Around girls.”

“You don’t seem nervous around me.”

“Maybe that’s because you’re a woman, not a girl,” Connor spoke before he thought, meaning it as a compliment but quickly realizing his insinuation.

“Cheeky bastard!” Christina laughed, lightly kicking out at him.

“Sorry,” he replied, and before he realized what he was doing he had planted a single, chaste kiss of apology on the top of her foot. She looked at him strangely. Not angry at him for overstepping a boundary, but something else. Hungry, perhaps. He apologized again, this time for the kiss. “Sorry.”

“Don’t be. I know what you meant.”

The seconds ticked by like hours as Christina gazed into his eyes. Something passed between them, some parcel of knowledge that was transmitted in a moment, but which would take some time to unwrap. She placed her feet back in his hands and continued.

“You’re a sweet guy, funny and charming and very, very handsome. You have nothing to be nervous about.”

“I know.”

“Ha, you know you’re handsome?”

“I know I shouldn’t be nervous, I mean! But well, I am. I’m nervous about flying, I’m nervous talking to people, men and women. I’m just… nervous. Even though I’ve flown before, I feel like the next time will be the time I mess it up. I feel the same about kissing a girl, like I’m somehow going to forget how to do it-”

Christina leaned in suddenly, taking his face in her hands and kissing him firmly. She tasted like red wine, grown-up and seductive, sweet and intoxicating. He kissed back, opening his mouth and allowing her tongue to gently find his. It felt electric.

“There you go, you’ve kissed your hot, cougar colleague. You’ve got nothing to be nervous about now,” she smiled warmly at him, encouragingly. “OK?”

“OK,” Connor beamed back.

“You’re a good kisser and a good listener. Women like that, so you’re going to be fine.”

“What else do women like?” he asked, taking a sip of his wine.

“Hmm,” she tapped her finger on her chin theatrically, “they like men that can cook, and make good conversation and… make them come.”

He almost spat out his wine.

“Do you want me to teach you?”

“Wh-what? Like, teach me how to, ehem-”

“Make a woman come? Sure, why not? It’s too late at night to teach you how to cook, and you’re already plenty charming when you want to be,” her wolfish grin was there, but she seemed utterly serious. Connor couldn’t believe his luck.

“Ehum, OK.”

“A bit more enthusiasm?”

“Yes please!”

“Great, but first you have to do something for me.” Christina leaned over and rummaged in the couch-side cabinet, robe falling open to reveal the hint of a lacy bra beneath. She produced a small, red bottle. “Paint my nails for me!”

Connor looked back, gobsmacked by the suggestion and overwhelmed by the entire situation. “Paint your nails?”

“Sure, women love a guy who can paint nails, trust me!”

Connor did trust her, and though he knew she was playing with him he felt pulled along, happy to allow her to flirt him down the garden path. “OK! No promises though.”

“I expect steady hands, Mister! You might be a pilot, but you can consider this your final test of nerves and dexterity before I let you get your hands on me.”

Christina stretched out her legs on the couch, with Connor taking a position on the floor near her feet. She passed him the bottle of cherry red varnish, explaining the process to him. It was simple enough, and they fell back into relaxed conversation as he applied one layer, and then a second, waiting for it to dry before applying a topcoat. Her robe had fallen open while he was painting her nails, revealing more and more of her body to him, and once he had finished she simply removed it, leaving him unsure where to look. The conversation stopped, and after a moment of silence she placed an ankle on each of his shoulders, wiggling her toes approvingly.

“Do you like what you see?”

“Th-, the color looks good,” Connor replied weakly.

“I don’t just mean the toes,” Christina moved her right foot to his crotch, prodding and poking at his rapidly hardening cock through the thin material of her sweatpants.

Connor drank in the sight of Christina’s body. She had always looked fit and tight in her uniform, but her nakedness revealed soft, alluring curves. Her underwear was mismatched, with a lacy black bra and high-cut red panties that framed her voluptuous hips. Her skin was beautiful, creamy and kissable, making him imagine instantly how it would feel to lay his face against her thighs, tummy, and breasts. He thought about caressing, stroking, and licking every part of her, making her feel as special as she deserved, while her foot massaged his now desperate cock. Suddenly, he felt the tell-tale signs of an orgasm rushing through his body. Not yet, he thought. Connor scrambled away on instinct, causing her foot to drop heavily onto the floor.

“Sorry, I just, uhm-”

“You could have just told me to slow down! Did you make a mess in my clothes?” Christina wasn’t quite mocking him, but there was a stern edge to her voice that almost made Connor feel like he was caught between a domineering teacher and a schoolyard bully.

“No! No, I didn’t.”

“Good. So, what’s wrong?”

Christina’s eyes seemed to peer into him and, somehow, he felt something like tears beginning to form in his eyes. He had narrowly avoided an embarrassing orgasm, but now he felt something more shameful and unstoppable bubbling up- the truth.

“I’m a virgin. I’ve never done anything like this, at all. Remotely, ever,” he cast his eyes down, feeling ashamed. He hadn’t intended to lie, but couldn’t see why an experienced, sexy woman like Christina would want to be with a 24-year-old virgin. “Sorry.”

She was silent for a long moment, looking him up and down. Connor couldn’t read her expression at all. It was inscrutable, calculating. He assumed she was trying to work out how to let him down gently.

“I’ll go. Sorry. Thanks for the clothes and stuff.”

Connor started moving towards the door, unsure of what his exit plan really was, when Christina burst out laughing. “What are you talking about? Are you going to leave like that? Don’t be daft, come here and sit down, sweetie.”

He smiled sheepishly and went to take a seat next to her, but she directed him onto the floor once again. She placed one finger underneath his chin and directed his eyes to her, looking down at him beatifically.

“Listen I can’t teach you how to fly a plane, and I’m not sure if I can make you comfortable talking to new people. I can show you how to please a woman, no matter how inexperience you might be, but only if you do what I tell you. Agreed?”

“Agreed.”

“Before we begin, you’re going to have to apologize for lying to me.”

“I’m sorry for not telling you I’m a virgin. I really am.”

She simply pointed at the floor and wiggled her bright red toes. She had enjoyed his previous token of apology and evidently wanted a repeat. He lowered his lips and kissed the top of each foot, tasting coconut and submission.

“Good boy. Now, first things first. Let’s see what I’m working with. Stand up and put your hands behind your back.”

Connor stood in front of her, hands clasped like a soldier on parade. His swiftly returning erection strained against the fabric. She quickly relieved him of that confinement, pulling them down around his ankles in one swift motion. This was the most naked he had ever been in front of a woman. He felt exposed, like he’d just been pantsed by a playground bully, but fought to maintain his composure.

“Not bad,” Christina purred, stroking his thighs as she examined his body. “I can’t wait to show you how to use it. First though, you are going to learn all about my body. Kneel down.”

She shimmied out of her panties and stood proud in front of him. He was much taller than her, and even on his knees his eyes were almost level with her full breasts, still encased in their bra. She placed her hands on the back of his head and pulled him in close, allowing him to nuzzle into her. Connor couldn’t help but purr as she stroked his head tenderly. Christina directed his face down, bringing his eyes level with her crotch. She pulled his face into her mound of neatly trimmed, black public hair, grinding slightly into him. He took in her scent, musky and intoxicating.

“Some women will be trim, some waxed, some hairy. I change it up. My advice is that you just go along with whatever she likes. There’s nothing worse than some man who hasn’t shaved in his life expecting a woman to wax every couple of days.”

Connor planted a soft kiss of understanding on her mound and looked up, with wide pliant eyes. “And how do you like your men?”

Christina giggled, looking down on him like some Amazonian. “Oh my God, aren’t you a good boy. I’m going to have to keep you.”

Connor’s heart leaped at her words. In that moment he wanted nothing more than to be kept by her. If he had a tail, it would be wagging enthusiastically. Instead, he simply lavished more kisses on her tummy, hips, and mound.

“Since you offered, I’d like you to keep yourself trim down there if we do this again. No need to wax though, don’t worry. I’m not a sadist.”

She pulled his head away gently and sat down on the couch in front of her student, facing him eye-to-eye. They shared a long, breathless kiss and then she sat back, legs open and demeanor suddenly businesslike.

“I’ll try and put this in terms I know you’ll understand. Pleasing a woman is like flying a plane.  Probably, I don’t know,” Christina laughed at her own tortured metaphor but kept going. “Even if you understand the theory and know what all the buttons do, each one is going to feel a little bit different. You need to listen, respond, get a feel for her body. I’m going to show you how I work and let you practice on me, but try to focus on reading my reactions, not just following a process. Does that make sense?”

Connor nodded, and his education began.

***

What followed was the strangest, sexiest, and most hands-on lesson Connor had ever received. Christina talked him through the essentials of the female body while he knelt in front of her, resting her foot on his chest or slinging a leg over his shoulder to give him a better view as needed. She demonstrated how she liked to be touched with her deft fingers before allowing him to explore her himself. Connor heeded her words, paying close attention to how she reacted when he stroked her here or applied pressure there, and found himself slipping into an almost meditative reverie as his senses fell into sync with her body. Soon she allowed him to taste her, teaching him how to use his fingers and tongue together to bring her towards orgasm. Her calm instruction gave way to a deep, animalistic groaning as she came close to the edge.

“Don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop,” she held his head tight, grinding and pulling him into her while he fought to keep his tongue on her sensitive clit. She bucked and her legs went tight, squeezing Connor’s head viciously for a moment as he felt the wet, warm sensation of her orgasm. Christina’s legs relaxed slightly but she ground and gyrated for a moment more on his willing face, almost like she was marking her territory. Connor was vaguely aware that her actions should have made him feel disrespected and used, like a sex toy or a rag, but all he felt was the warm flush of success. All he had wanted to do at that moment was to please her, and he had.

Christina pushed his head down from her now oversensitive clit, and Connor took the hint. She purred and stroked his head as he gently kissed and lapped around her labia, helping her come down from her orgasm. After a few moments she spoke, gently but authoritatively.

“Here’s how this is going to work. We can meet up, hang out and have fun but I decide when and where. That goes double when we are at work. I don’t want a reputation, and you’re young. Inexperienced. You just let me handle everything, and I’ll make sure it all works out, OK?”

Connor would have agreed to anything at that point. “OK.”

“Good boy, that’s for the best. Now lie down.”

He slid back onto the floor, realizing for the first time how stiff his body had become. Maybe he would have to trade the weightlifting for yoga if he was going to keep this up. His body sunk into the soft carpet as he stared up at Christina. She removed her bra and threw it to the side, revealing her breasts to him for the first time. She looked comfortable in her nakedness, triumphant even, like some ancient goddess of beauty and nature. As she smiled down at him Connor realized that he would happily let her do whatever she wanted to him in that moment, whether that was make passionate love to him or trample him under her feet. His hard cock jutted in the air, twitching at the realization.

She went for the former rather than the latter, straddling his body and guiding the tip of his erection to her entrance. She stopped for just a moment, asking with her eyes if he was sure he wanted to do this. Connor nodded, and Christina enveloped him. The sensation was unbelievably intense, warm and welcoming. She rocked slowly at first before building her pace, gyrating on his rock-hard cock.

“I’m on contraception, but it’s still important, essential, that you don’t come too fast or without telling me first. You were good to me with your mouth, but I need some cock. I have for a long time. So, stay focused.”

Connor did his best but could tell that the sights and the sensations were going to drive him to the edge quickly. When Christina began playing with her nipples it became almost too much to bear, making him gasp and beg her to slow down. She reached behind her with one hand and grabbed her balls firmly, the discomfort pulling him back from the brink of orgasm.

“If you come inside me you are going to be eating it out of me, I swear to God,” she promised harshly. “Focus.”

He thought of airfoil and altitude monitors, gauges and groundspeed, trying desperately to distract himself from the overwhelming desire to let go and lose control. He wanted to please her, to impress her, to show that he was enough of a man for her. To give her what she needed and deserved. He knew this was surely just lust, not love, but as he looked up at her beautiful face, lips curled in ecstasy, he felt like he wanted to do this forever.

It couldn’t last forever though. Christina adjusted herself into a squatting position, allowing her to bounce deeply and impressively on his cock. It was too much for him and he told her so, trying to maintain some dignity in his voice as he told her he was about to come. She removed herself at the last minute, his hot cum spurting out across his abs and chest. For a moment Connor thought she was going to leave him like that as punishment, his desperate dick denied the sensation of a full orgasm, but she was merciful. Christina quickly wrapped her fingers around him and jerked slowly, deliberately, milking every last drop from his twitching cock.

“Impressive amount of cum, but we really need to work on your stamina. The pros and cons of youth, I suppose.”

Connor nodded weakly, disappointed that he hadn’t lasted longer but delighted at her intention to keep this going.

“You did well baby, so well, but you’re not done yet. One thing about women is that we can have more than one orgasm, and you didn’t quite last until my second one. So,” she moved to straddle his face, spinning so that she faced his feet. “I’m going to finish what we started.”

His vision disappeared as Christina lowered herself onto his face, engulfing him in comfortable darkness. His nose was enveloped entirely, forcing him to breathe through his mouth in between licks. His world shrank to a handful of delicious sensations - the feeling of her soft white ass on his face, the taste and smell of her juices, the muffled sound of her pleasure. As his gorgeous older colleague bucked herself towards a gushing orgasm, roughly using his face for her pleasure, one thought reverberated in his befuddled mind.

How did I get so lucky?


Mile High Femdom

Throughout the mind-numbingly familiar routine of the safety demonstration Christina had one thing on her mind – sex. The sex she was about to have, partly, but she tried not to over plan that. Why spend mental energy imagining something that was about to happen for real? Instead, she mostly thought back to her exploits from the last few weeks, picturing Connor in various states of undress and supplication. His needy cock springing to attention when she removed his underwear. His quivering body when she tied him to a chair before slowly, gently teasing him. The way his eyes widened when she placed a hand around his throat.

His bright, happy smile when she called him a good boy.

It was that first night that she found herself returning to, over and over. The way that night unfolded seemed to follow an inevitable flow, progressing like some prewritten script, but it had come as a surprise to her. She had considered the young pilot attractive but had never thought of him as a potential partner until she ran into him that night. Since her divorce she had been paddling about the dating pool gracelessly, completely turned off by the kind of cocky men she had gone for before her brief, uninspiring marriage. They still wanted her, but Christina had no idea what she wanted herself.

And then she saw Connor, shivering in the cold and struggling to light his cigarette. Listened to him pour his heart out and saw him listen earnestly to her. His vulnerability awoke something in her, something that only grew as she watched him fumble and flirt. She felt a desire to protect him, but also to possess him. There was a risk there. She didn’t want to become known as one of those air floozies who slept with the pilots, but she could tell instantly that Connor wasn’t the bragging, fly-boy type. Besides, she was getting past caring what other people thought.

As she led him through their flirtation like a dog on a leash, she felt a power that she hadn’t experienced before. She realized that she could play with him, mold him and shape him, and that he would enjoy it. She could sense that he was feeling something more than lust for her, but something other than infatuation. Reverence, worship, devotion.

It was a new, intoxicating feeling, something she needed after the year she had just had. She had played around dominating men once or twice before, blindfolds and a little spanking, but never anything like this. It came easily, like old remembered song lyrics or some dance routine buried in the depths of her memory. One thing followed on from the next, a stroke of the hair following a scratch down the back, a whispered not yet following logically on from a building passage of pleasure. Having a handsome young pilot underneath her felt like the most natural thing in the world, and she could tell he felt the same.

Although Christina knew she should have paused when she found out just how innocent he was, it only made her want it more. The little taste of taboo only added to the delicious feeling of power. A small part of her brain told her she should feel bad, or worried, or ashamed, but she didn’t. Christina was going to train him and tease him, control and corrupt him, and they were both going to love every minute of it.

***

The first portion of the long flight from London to Shanghai went smoothly, with no drunk or hysterical passengers to deal with so far. Christina directed some of the junior cabin crew to their tasks and shared a few minutes of friendly banter with Lucy whenever she could, playfully batting away her attempts to wheedle romantic gossip out of her. It quickly turned into a running joke, her vivacious friend flirtatiously cajoling her about her secret sexual exploits whenever they were out of the passengers’ earshot.

“C’mon, tell me! You know you can trust me!”

“I know I can trust you to gossip!”

Lucy sulked flirtatiously, “I’ll tell you a secret of mine!”

“Like what?”

“Like who I have a crush on?”

“A crush, are you 12 years old?”

“Who I fancy then!”

“Hmm, go on.”

Lucy leaned in close to whisper. “It’s you.”

They both burst out laughing, with Christina slapping her friend playfully on the arm, “Be serious Luce!”

Five hours into the 12-hour flight made it midnight, time for the first lot of staff breaks. Christina removed her underwear in preparation and then made her way to Rest Area B, leaving the running of the cabin crew in Lucy’s capable hands. She opened the narrow door to find Connor sitting there, punctual as always in his full flight uniform.

The rest area was little more than a narrow corridor with four coffin-like bunk beds built into the wall so that staff could sleep in shifts. Still, it was roomier than what they would get on smaller or older planes and would give them plenty of space for some fun. Christina planned to distract her boy from his mid-flight jitters and tick an item off her sexual bucket list in one fell swoop.

“Hello, Captain,” she purred, closing the door behind her. “How is your flight going?”

“Oh, OK, got some mild turbulence over northern China to look forward to but other than-”

“Shh,” she interrupted, putting a long finger to his lips, “I don’t really care. Just kiss me.”

Connor kissed her deeply, if not forcefully, far more confident than he had been a few weeks ago. Christina allowed herself to melt into him for a moment before reaching up and deftly swiping the pilot’s cap from his head and placing it on her own. She pulled away and sat down on the one chair in the narrow room. She crossed one leg over the other, revealing the hint of her bare thigh, and pointed at the floor in front of her. The captain took his now familiar kneeling position in front of her and, without being prompted, removed her heels. He grasped her nylon-encased foot in his strong hands and massaged them, squeezing her arches and caressing her calves. It felt wonderful after hours of walking the aisles, but they didn’t have time for too much of this.

“Good boy,” Christina paused for a moment to enjoy the look of stupefied satisfaction that crossed his face when she praised him. “As nice as this feels, it’s time for another lesson. What a woman wants, a woman gets. And what I want right now is to join the mile high club.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he murmured, gazing up at her with lust and admiration.

“Not Ma’am, it makes me feel old. How about Mistress?”

He had always just called her by her name, but an honorific felt appropriate. After all, he got to be Captain, so why shouldn’t she have a title of her own?

“Yes, Mistress,” the word seemed to flow easily off of his tongue, as if he had said it in his head a thousand times before. “But what if someone comes in?”

“No good thing comes without risk. But you’re right, time is of the essence. So, you better get to work.”

Christina slid out of her skirt and directed his face in-between her legs. His lips and tongue probed her eagerly, having been well-directed on how to stimulate and prepare her during previous meetings. She held his head possessively with one hand and used the other to undo the buttons of her blouse, opening it to unveil her body underneath. She looked and felt resplendent in her lingerie, like a pin-up or glamour model. Draping one leg over his broad back, she admired the shine of her cherry red toenails just visible through the black stockings. Connor had retouched them just a few days ago, as he had at each of their meetings, seeming to take great pleasure in pampering the lowest part of her body. He seemed to worship her from head to toe, and she was getting used to it.

In an ideal world she would have let him worship her for hours, enjoying the sensations of the plane while he teased and stimulated her most sensitive areas. She was aware that time was not on their side. She pulled his head back slowly and looked into his wide, honest eyes. So hungry, so needy, so eager to please.

“Get naked. I want your cock inside me.”

Christina could see opposing forces fighting inside him. His worries and anxieties were wrestling with his desire to please and his burning need to take her right now. He began undoing his buttons, but still put up some weak protest, “Are you sure?”

“Remember the lesson– I get what I want.”

“What if someone comes in, though?”

“That’s why you’re going to do me up against the door, and why you’re going to get to it now.”

Connor’s defenses crumbled and within moments he was standing naked in front of her. She insisted on him being completely nude, while she kept on her bra and stockings. Christina enjoyed the power imbalance of having him naked while she remained fully or even partially clothed. A fortnight ago, she had made him stand naked while she inspected his newly shaved genitals, and last week she had enjoyed running him through her daily yoga routine naked while she wore her workout clothes. His embarrassment and vulnerability had been delicious.

She ran her hands over his body, admiring it for a moment. His skin was soft and blemish-free, his stomach tight with just a hint of visible abdominal muscle underneath. Not the body of a gym bro, but of a fit and healthy young man. His cock showed the same level of vigor, springing to attention at a moment’s notice. Christina pumped it slowly for a moment, enjoying the tactile feeling as it throbbed in her hand, spreading the precum around down the shaft in preparation.

“Fuck me now,” she demanded, turning and bracing herself against the wall. She pushed her round ass back against him and moaned as he slid inside her easily, the juices of their shared arousal making it easy. He thrust slowly at first, building up the pace and power steadily. A different kind of man might have slapped her ass or pulled her hair back, making her feel like a piece of meat. Instead, he gripped her hip with one hand and caressed her with the other, running his fingers across her back and ribs. Christina shivered at his gentle reverence. Even as a captain at 40,000 feet, he remained always her eager little sub.

She moaned first, drawing a soft grunt from him. The sensations of him thrusting and filling her, the thrill of doing it all in the air, began to unlock her animalistic passion. She felt herself moan louder and louder, knowing that soon it would turn into screams of pleasure. Connor seemed to sense it too.

“We need to be quiet, what if someone hears?”

He wasn’t wrong. Despite the loud vibrating of the engine, the barriers between rooms were thin and there was always going to be someone nearby.  Christina didn’t want to encourage his worries and didn’t like his taking the lead, but she also didn’t want to be caught in this compromising position. She moved her hips forward and placed one hand against him, causing them to disengage. Turning quickly, she gave him one light playful slap and then held his face in both her hands.

“If you want me to be quiet, you’re going to have to kiss me.”

He did, deeply and passionately. Christina let him take the lead, falling back as his tongue and hands explored her. For a moment it felt more like they were making out than making love, his kissing having a kind of immature enthusiasm that she found endearing. His fingers fumbled inelegantly at the bra clasps, and she broke off the kiss to help him free her breasts from their lacy confines.

“I hope you’ve been working out,” she said, leaning back against the door and wrapping one leg around him while she guided his cock to her entrance. She slid it in and lowered herself onto him, allowing him to take her weight on his arms and hips. Connor held her easily, showing more strength than would meet the eye as he began to pound her against the door. His mouth found her neck, kissing, licking, and nibbling his way down to her collarbone. He silenced her growing moans with a kiss while a free hand found her breast. In the deeper recesses of her sex-addled mind, Christina could hear the faint sound of heels walking down the carpeted corridor outside. Suddenly, the door behind her started sliding open.

“What’s going on in there?” Lucy’s voice sang out, her playful lilt inflected with genuine surprise.

Christina reacted first, with Connor staring wide-eyed and useless. “It’s just me, I’m getting changed back into my uniform!”

“Well, let me in then! I’ve seen you in your knickers before.”

Why was she here?  Christina was sure she’d have some flimsy excuse, although she had probably just got bored amongst the sleeping passengers. “Just give me a minute Luce, I’ll be out soon.”

Christina quickly put on her bra, removed the captain’s hat, and shooed Connor into the corner, more or less out of view. She decided on a strategy of semi-honestly, sliding the door half open and popping her head out. Lucy tapped her foot theatrically, one eyebrow cocked.

“Alone, are we?”

“Not quite,” Christina smiled back, “this time I promise I really will tell you. Later.”

“You naughty girl! With a passenger? Or…” Lucy was beside herself with excitement.

“I’ll tell you. Later.”

“Such a tease. Fine, since you’re my bestie. I’ll even go and make sure no one else comes up here. Give you ten minutes or so to, um, finish up.”

“You’re the best Luce, thank you.”

“You can thank me with a cocktail and some details in the bar later. Have fun!”

Christina gasped a sigh of relief as she shut the door. That could have gone worse.

“We should get out of here,” Connor whispered, panicking, “this is so irresponsible, we could probably lose our jo-”

This time it was Christina’s turn to silence him with her mouth, pulling his face towards her forcefully and kissing him until he seemed to have calmed down, “Listen, if we both come running out of here right now it’ll only look more suspicious. Lucy didn’t see you, and anyway, she can keep a secret. This is nothing to worry about, I promise.”

He seemed temporarily mollified, both by her reassuring words and by the sensation of her fingers gently stroking his still-hard shaft. Despite the panic, the feeling of nearly being caught hadn’t blunted his body’s desire. Did he secretly relish the thought of being exposed, Christina wondered. Did she?

She resolved to keep going, making sure he was willing to stay and see this through. Bending her head to his hairless chest, she circled her tongue around his small nipples. Christina knew they were sensitive from some of their previous edging sessions, and she felt this confirmed as his cock throbbed insistently in her hands. Not wanting this to end too soon she pushed him down onto the chair, trusting in Lucy to prevent anyone else from walking in.

“You can leave if you really want, but since you’ve been so good and so brave I was planning on giving you a reward,” Christina fell to her knees, thankful for the high stockings protecting her knees from the carpeted floor. She looked up at Connor, leaning back against the chair tall and proud, waiting for a little sign of affirmation. He gave a barely perceptible nod and she enveloped his twitching stiffness with her mouth. She alternated between deep, bobbing motions that threatened to tickle her tonsils and gentle sucking on the head, occasionally teasing the frenulum with her tongue. She suspected too much of any one motion would bring him quickly over the edge.

This was not a position she had found herself in recently. While Christina had kissed and licked her boy-toy’s sensitive areas once or twice while edging him and building his stamina, she hadn’t deigned to get down on her knees and suck his cock. Such a submissive position and activity didn’t fit with her lessons or her newly developing persona as a firm but fair mistress. Instead, she had preferred to have him on his knees or buried under her ass, tongue working diligently to please her. She was enjoying herself, relishing the way he felt in her mouth and basking in the look of bliss in his eyes when she looked up at him. She felt the wetness between her legs, drawing arousal from his arousal. Still, as his hand began stroking her hair Christina couldn’t help but wonder whether she was making a mistake. Would doing this for him ruin the spell, and turn him into a typical, selfish man?

No. If I want to suck his cock, I’ll suck his cock, she thought. So long as he knows I can give rewards, and I can take them away.

Christina stopped sucking and took his rod in her hand, squeezing the base as he moaned in thwarted desire. “Do you want to leave now?”

“God, no.”

“Good boy. Now tell me, what do you want.”

“To please you.”

“Good answer, and you will,” Christina’s mind, sex drunk as it was, had plenty of ideas for how he could do that. Especially since they would have a multi-day layover in Shanghai, “But I am rewarding you. What do you want?”

“Ohh,” Connor groaned, his mind struggling to piece together a coherent answer from his addled and conflicting desires.

“Do you want to come on my face? In my mouth? On my tits?” Christina hammed it up, fluttering her eyelashes and pushing her breasts together like a porn star. “Tell me what you really, really want.”

“To fuck you,” he looked somehow sheepish and lustful, submissive but wild. “To come inside you.”

Christina smiled. Now, that was a big ask. She had been taking him inside her every time they met up but had insisted that he control himself while she rode him. She had trained him well and he showed an incredible amount of self-restraint, but he still struggled to last more than a few minutes inside her tight, wet cunt. He had already fucked her more on this plane than in all their previous sessions, and surely couldn’t last too long.

“Do it, fuck me as hard as you want. As hard as you can. I want to feel you explode inside me. But remember, I come first. You’re the man, you’re the captain, you’re in charge, but you still have to make me happy.”

Connor nodded seriously, seeming to take his instructions seriously despite the lack of or else. Christina laid herself down on the carpet, spreading her stockinged legs to invite him in. He knelt between her legs, guiding his rock-hard cock to her entrance. He slipped in easily as she shimmied her hips to invite him further in. He was larger than most men she had been with, much larger than her ex-husband, and Christina was quickly coming to love the feeling of being stretched and stuffed.

“If you want to come then I need to come, and we don’t have forever,” Christina warned, her fingers seeking out her clit to help speed them along. “Deep, even strokes now baby.”

He followed her instructions to the letter, responding to each word of encouragement or admonishment like a well-trained soldier on parade. Faster, slower, harder, deeper. Focus, and do not cum! Connor looked strong and masculine above her, with the musky and intoxicating smell of his sweat reminding her that he was a man as well as her boy-toy. His confidence and power seemed to grow with every minute as he thrust deeply inside her, and he even started to take the lead, squeezing her breasts and playing with her nipples in the way that she liked without being told. Christina didn’t begrudge him this show of assertiveness though. She hadn’t felt anything like this for a long time, maybe forever, and she soon found herself approaching a powerful and unstoppable orgasm.

“Don’t fucking come and don’t fucking stop, I’m so close,” Christina instructed as the combined sensations of his cock and both of their fingers pushed her over the edge. Her legs tightened around his body, pulling him in close for one final, devastating thrust as lights danced in front of her eyes. For a moment she was aware of nothing, nothing but the feeling of tension and release running through every part of her body. As she became dimly aware of her vibrating surroundings, she wondered why it had taken her so long to join the Mile High Club.

Christina had expected Connor to come as soon as she did and was impressed that he had even made it that long, but as she came down from her 40,000 feet high she realized that he remained poised, body tight and perfectly still as he held himself inside her. It seemed that he had held on, so desperate to please and obey that he had kept himself on the edge of climax even while she writhed and moaned through her own orgasm.

“Wow, all that confidence, all that power, and you’re still waiting for my permission?” Christina purred. “I’ve done a good job teaching you.”

Connor nodded in reply, biting his lip. “I still have lots to learn.”

Her heart leapt at those words. Oh, she was going to see where this would go. She was going to push him and tease him and mold him and use him for her pleasure, to find his limits and dance around them. She was going to make him beg, maybe even embarrass and humiliate him. Right now, though, he deserved his reward.

“Come inside me, Captain. You earned it.”

He didn’t need to be told twice, immediately moving his hips and thrusting slowly inside her, all thoughts of time and flights and work and colleagues disappearing as he lost himself in the sensation. Christina enjoyed the new feeling of being fucked right after coming, never having had a man with this stamina, persistence, or desire to please. She was turning her student into a stallion and reaping the benefits now, her heightened sensitivity providing a new set of sensations to enjoy as he fucked her. She felt like if he held back long enough she might be able to ride this wave to another climax, but reminded herself not to get greedy. They had limited time, and he needed his reward. Christina reached up, gently teasing his nipple with one hand while the other stroked his face encouragingly.

“Come for me,” she demanded, slipping one finger into his open, moaning mouth.

Connor came as if on command, his soft moans giving way to a single, deep grunt. Christina felt his cock tighten and stiffen for a moment and then felt the warm and satisfying spurts inside her. He fell forward in exhaustion, burying his face in the crook of her neck while the aftershocks of his orgasm twitched through his cock. She held him tight, wrapping her legs around his body and stroking the back of his head soothingly. His large body felt heavy and comfortable on her, like a winter blanket. They lay in comfortable silence for a moment, although the heaving of his body made Christina wonder for a moment if he wasn’t gently crying.

“Thank you,” he whispered, placing a chaste kiss on her neck.

No, thank you, she thought but didn’t say, hoping to maintain her newfound sense of power and allure despite lying under him. “You’re welcome. I hope you enjoyed your reward because next time I’ll be expecting much, much more of you.”

He grunted in affirmation and then pulled out of her slowly. Christina had the sudden, twisted urge to push his head down and make him clean his sticky mess, but she knew that she should remain true to her word. There would be opportunities for such depravity in time, if she wanted it.

“Get dressed and get back to work, Captain. I’ll clean up in here. You have a plane to land.”

He looked temporarily worried, so Christina stood and kissed him before he had a chance to spiral. Breaking the kiss, she looked him deeply in the eyes.

“I’m proud of you. So, I’m, staying at the Hotel Fairmont, Room 323. Now, you’ve got something to look forward to while you finish your flight. If you feel nervous, just imagine what we might do when you come visit me.”

Connor nodded and began to get dressed while Christina continued to ogle his body. She felt temporarily satisfied, but not yet satiated. She might not know what she was going to do with him in Shanghai, but she knew it would be fun and all on her terms.
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Step into a world of sun, sand, and sexual adventure as a loving couple use a foreign vacation to experiment with new kinks.


Young couple Emmi and Luca think that a holiday in the south of France is just what they need to escape from their stressful jobs. Soon, a friendly bet with a kinky forfeit reveals much more about themselves and their relationship than they had ever expected. Emmi soon has Luca on his knees, worshipping her like the sensual goddess she always wanted to be.


Can Emmi learn how to embrace and wield her feminine power?


Will Luca accept his new place at her feet?


Can their relationship stand the heat?


Each book in this series can be enjoyed as a standalone novelette or in order as a complete story. Each story introduces new kinks, moving from teasing and body worship through to light humiliation, chastity, and pegging. While the action is hot and heavy femdom, it focuses on s loving couple and has a romantic HEA. 
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For most people Valentine’s Day means chocolates and flowers. For some it means foot worship and female domination. . .


When Don’s gorgeous new friend Vanessa muses about being swept off her feet in some grand romantic gesture, he sees an opportunity to escape the friend zone once and for all. Valentine’s Day is coming up, the perfect time to woo this stunning blonde college girl. But it doesn’t all go exactly to plan.


Vanessa might not have room in her life for a partner, but she does have space for a “little helper” – someone to clean her house, rub her feet and… maybe more. Donnie is quickly drawn under her spell, spending Valentine’s Day at her bratty beck and call. As his tasks become more humiliating and her attitude more dominant, he sees his hope of becoming her boyfriend slipping away. Instead, he finds himself firmly underneath her, closer than he had ever thought possible but as a boyfriend or equal. He soon finds out that Vanessa isn’t as innocent or wholesome as she looks, but by then it is far too late.
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