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Chapter 1


The airport lounge hummed with the low, bored frequency of people waiting to be somewhere else. It smelled of stale coffee and distant perfume, of leather armchairs warmed by too many bodies. Katie Sullivan stood near the espresso machine, letting her eyes drift across the room. They landed and stuck. A handsome man in his late thirties, dark hair graying at the temples, sitting with a woman who had to be his wife. The wife was a sleek, dark-haired sculpture of disinterest, her face lit by her phone screen. The man was looking at his own phone, but his shoulders held a different kind of tension. Katie’s lips curved. Perfect.

She picked up her iced coffee and walked, letting the sway of her hips be a little more pronounced than necessary. Her sundress was pale yellow, thin cotton. The hem hit high on her thighs, and the neckline plunged. She knew exactly what it did, and what it didn’t cover. She stopped at an empty club chair a few feet from their pair, setting her oversized tote bag down with a soft thump. She didn’t sit. She turned, presenting her profile to the man, and stretched her arms overhead in a languid, feline arc. The fabric pulled taut across her chest.

From the corner of her eye, she saw his head lift. His gaze was a physical touch, a slow drag from her ankles up to the curve of her ass, lingering on the way the dress clung to her breasts. She lowered her arms and turned fully toward him, catching his eyes for a half-second before looking past him, as if searching for an outlet. His wife didn’t glance up.

“God, these chairs are deep,” Katie said to no one, her voice light and amused. She bent at the waist, reaching into her tote bag on the floor. The motion was slow, deliberate. The short dress rode up the backs of her thighs. She knew he could see the full, round curve of her ass, knew the thin cotton would be stretched tight across it. She rummaged, making a show of it, letting the position hold for three breaths, four. When she straightened, a charger cord in hand, she didn’t adjust her dress. She let the hem stay high, turned, and finally let her eyes meet his directly.

A faint flush colored his neck above his collar. His brown eyes were dark, intent. He looked away first, back to his phone, his jaw tightening. Katie smiled. She took the seat opposite them, crossing her legs slowly. The skirt fell away from her thigh. She uncrossed them and recrossed them the other way, a flash of inner thigh. She took a sip of her coffee, the ice clinking.

The wife, Jane, according to her boarding pass on the table, sighed and tapped her screen. “They’ve pushed it back another twenty minutes,” she said, her voice clipped and dry.

“Figures,” the man—Greg—muttered. His voice was deeper than Katie expected, a pleasant rumble strained with irritation.

Katie shifted in her seat, letting one foot dangle, her sandal hanging from her toes. She hooked it off and flexed her bare foot, her toes painted a shell pink. She caught Greg watching the movement. She leaned forward, elbows on her knees, bringing her chest closer. The neckline gaped. She saw his eyes drop, saw the quick, involuntary flicker as he registered the shadowed cleavage, the hint of lace that wasn’t really there. She wasn’t wearing a bra. The hard points of her pierced nipples pressed against the thin cotton.

“It’s always the way, isn’t it?” Katie said, her tone conspiratorial, including them both. “Hurry up and wait.”

Jane offered a non-committal hum, her thumbs flying across her screen.

Greg’s eyes lifted to Katie’s face. “You flying far?” he asked. Polite. Normal. But his gaze kept slipping down.

“Just a couple hours,” she said. She uncrossed her legs and let them fall open slightly, just for a moment, as she reached down to retrieve her sandal. The center of the chair was shadowed, but the movement was unmistakable. She saw his breath catch, a sharp, silent intake. Her favorite sound. She settled back, her knees together now, demure. “Visiting family. You?”

“Business,” Greg said. His wife didn’t correct him.

Katie nodded. She let her hand drift to her own thigh, her fingers tracing an idle pattern on her skin. Then, as if absent-minded, her hand drifted higher, to her hip, her thumb brushing the underside of her breast through the dress. She saw Greg’s knuckles whiten where he gripped his phone. She let her fingers drift inward, brushing over one peaked nipple. The small, hard bead of metal beneath the fabric was obvious. She pressed, just once, a slow, circular motion, her eyes holding his. His lips parted.

“Katie,” she said suddenly, extending a hand across the low table between them. “Sullivan.”

He hesitated for a fraction of a second, then took her hand. His grip was warm, firm. “Greg Evans. This is my wife, Jane.”

Jane glanced up, offered a tight, perfunctory smile that didn’t reach her eyes, and returned to her digital world. “Hi.”

“Nice to meet you,” Katie said, not releasing Greg’s hand immediately. She let her thumb stroke the inside of his wrist, feeling his pulse jump under her touch. “Maybe we’ll be on the same flight. Make the time go faster.”

“Maybe,” Greg said, his voice a little rough. He withdrew his hand slowly.

Katie stood up, smoothing her dress down. It did little good. “Well. Restroom break before the chaos.” She picked up her tote, slinging it over her shoulder. She walked past their chairs, her path taking her close enough to Greg that her hip almost brushed his shoulder. She caught the scent of his cologne—sandalwood, clean and expensive—and beneath it, the warmer scent of his skin. She paused, turning back. “It was really nice talking to you, Greg.”

He looked up at her, and for a second, all the polite veneer was gone. His eyes were hot, hungry, full of a stark, wanting confusion. He gave a tight nod.

Katie’s low, knowing chuckle escaped her as she walked toward the lounge’s polished bathroom doors. Her skin felt flushed, alive. The game was set. Now she just had to see if he’d play.

When she returned ten minutes later, their boarding group was being called. She fell into line a few people behind them, watching. Greg carried both his briefcase and Jane’s sleek carry-on. Jane was still on her phone, walking ahead of him. Katie adjusted the strap of her sundress, letting it slip off one shoulder. She saw Greg glance back, once. His eyes found the bare slope of her shoulder, traveled down. She met his gaze and slowly pulled the strap back up, her movements lazy, deliberate.

At the gate, the crowd tightened. Katie maneuvered herself until she was directly behind Greg. The line shuffled forward. She stepped close, her front almost against his back. She could feel the heat coming off him through his shirt. She leaned forward, as if checking the line’s progress, and her breasts pressed lightly against his shoulder blades. He went very still.

“Sorry,” she murmured, her breath close to his ear. “Crowded.”

He didn’t turn. He just gave another tight, almost imperceptible nod. His hand, holding his boarding pass, trembled slightly.

They filed down the jet bridge, the recycled air cool. Katie’s heart beat a quick, excited rhythm against her ribs. She followed them into the cabin, watching as Greg and Jane found their row. Window and middle. Jane slid into the window seat immediately, buckling in and pulling out her phone. Greg stood in the aisle, stowing his briefcase under the seat in front of him.

Katie stopped at their row. She looked at her own boarding pass, then up at the seat numbers, a pretty, confused frown on her face. She looked at Greg. “I think… I’m right here. The aisle?”

Greg stared at her. His expression was a masterpiece of shock and dawning, desperate comprehension. He looked from her face to the empty aisle seat, then back to her. His throat worked. “Yeah,” he managed. “That’s… this one.”

“Small world,” Katie said, her smile bright and innocent. She swung her tote bag off her shoulder. “Mind if I just…”

He moved back a half-step, giving her room in the aisle. Katie turned, facing the seats, and lifted her bag up toward the overhead bin. The motion raised the hem of her sundress to the very tops of her thighs. She stretched, going up on her toes. The yellow cotton pulled higher, revealing the full, pale curves of her ass. She was completely bare underneath. The view was unobstructed, intimate, and offered to him alone.

She heard his breath stop. A choked, silent sound. She shifted her weight, pretending to adjust the bag, letting the position hold. She glanced over her shoulder, meeting his eyes. His gaze was locked on her, wide and dark, his face flushed. He was drowning. And she was the only air.

Slowly, she lowered her arms. But before she could turn, his hand moved. It wasn’t an accident. It was decisive. His fingers brushed the back of her thigh, just above her knee. A testing touch. Then his whole hand settled there, his palm hot against her skin. Katie froze, a shiver racing through her. She didn’t look back.

His hand slid upward. It was smooth, possessive. His fingers traced the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, moving higher. She could feel her own wetness, a slick heat she knew he’d find. His touch was firm, not tentative. His thumb stroked upward, through her folds, and she gasped softly, her head dipping forward. He found her entrance, soaked and ready. One finger, then two, slid inside her, deep and sure.

Katie’s knees almost buckled. She braced a hand against the edge of the overhead bin, her eyes closing. He fingered her slowly, thoroughly, his palm pressed against her clit with each inward stroke. The sound was obscenely wet in the quiet hum of the cabin. She could feel the cool air on her exposed skin, the hot intrusion of his fingers, the dizzying reality of his wife sitting inches away, oblivious, scrolling.

Greg leaned closer, his body shielding the movement from the rest of the plane. His lips were near her ear. “You’re dripping,” he whispered, his voice a raw, ragged thing. His fingers curled inside her, a deliberate, claiming pressure.

A low moan caught in Katie’s throat. She pushed back against his hand, needing more. He added a third finger, stretching her, filling her. The heel of his hand ground against her, and stars burst behind her eyelids. Her hips moved in tiny, helpless circles. She was going to come. Right here, in the aisle of a plane, with a stranger’s fingers buried inside her and his wife right there.

“Greg, are you sitting down?” Jane’s voice, impatient, floated from the window seat. “They want to close the bins.”

His fingers stilled, buried deep inside her. Katie held her breath, her whole body trembling on the edge. His other hand came up, gripping her hip, holding her steady. His mouth was against her hair. “Do it,” he breathed, a command and a plea. “Come for me. Now.”

He twisted his fingers, a brutal, perfect curl, and his palm pressed hard. The orgasm ripped through her, silent and devastating. Her cunt clenched around his fingers, wave after wave of pulsing heat. She bit down on her own lip to keep from crying out, her body rigid, shaking. He kept his hand there, working her through it, until the last tremor subsided.

Slowly, he withdrew his fingers. They were slick, glistening. She heard a soft, wet sound as he wiped them on the inside of her thigh. He let the hem of her dress fall back into place. His hand, now clean, came to rest on the small of her back, a steadying, intimate weight.

“You should sit down,” he said, his voice almost normal again. Just a little rough at the edges.

Katie turned, finally. Her legs were weak. Her face was flushed, her blue eyes dark and satisfied. She looked at him, at this handsome, married man whose fingers were still wet with her. She smiled, a slow, wicked curve of her lips. She slid past him into the aisle seat, the scent of her arousal lingering between them. She buckled her seatbelt with trembling hands.

Greg took his seat in the middle, between her and his wife. He didn’t look at either of them. He stared straight ahead at the bulkhead wall, his jaw tight, his breathing not quite even. On his right, Jane tapped out an email. On his left, Katie crossed her bare legs, letting her knee brush against his thigh. He didn’t pull away.

The plane’s doors closed with a heavy thud, sealing them in. The game was no longer a game. It had just become the only thing in the world that mattered.

The scent of her was still on his fingers. Salt and musk and something sweet, clinging to his skin under the sterile cabin air. He could taste it if he brought his hand to his mouth. The thought was a live wire in his brain. He kept his hands folded in his lap, knuckles white.

Katie shifted in the aisle seat, uncrossing and recrossing her legs. The movement was slow, deliberate. Her bare knee pressed more firmly against his thigh through the thin wool of his trousers. The contact was a brand. He didn’t move away.

“Final checks, doors to automatic,” a flight attendant’s voice crackled over the PA. The plane began its slow taxi away from the gate.

Jane finally put her phone down, tucking it into the seatback pocket. She leaned her head against the window, closing her eyes with a soft sigh. “I’m going to try to sleep through this,” she murmured, her voice already thick with impending unconsciousness. “Wake me for the drink cart.”

“Okay,” Greg said. The word felt like gravel in his throat.

Within minutes, her breathing evened out into the shallow, steady rhythm of sleep. Greg risked a glance. Jane’s face was turned toward the window, her sharp features softened in repose, utterly unaware. The hum of the engines rose, a vibrating drone that filled the cabin with a false sense of privacy.

Katie’s hand settled on his forearm. Her touch was light, her fingers tracing the tense cord of muscle beneath his sleeve. “Relax,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “She’s out.”

He turned his head. Katie was looking at him, her blue eyes dark and knowing. Her lips were still swollen from where she’d bitten them to stay quiet. The flush on her chest had deepened, spreading down to the tops of her breasts where the sundress gaped. He could see the faint outline of a silver barbell through the thin cotton.

“You can’t,” he breathed, but it was a lie. He was already hard again, aching against the zipper of his pants. The memory of her clenching around his fingers was a physical echo in his hand.

“I can,” she said simply. Her hand slid from his arm to his thigh, her palm flat and hot. She squeezed. “And you want me to.”

The plane leveled off. The fasten seatbelt sign chimed and went dark. Around them, passengers settled in—headphones on, blankets tucked, a wall of polite disinterest.

Katie unbuckled her seatbelt with a soft click. She glanced past Greg to Jane, a quick, assessing look. Then she stood, smooth and fluid, and stepped into the aisle. She looked down at him, a slow smile spreading across her face. She reached for his seatbelt buckle, her fingers brushing his stomach. She released it.

“Scoot forward,” she murmured.

He obeyed, moving to the edge of his middle seat. Katie turned, her back to the cabin, and then she lowered herself onto his lap, facing him. Her sundress pooled around her hips as she settled, her weight a delicious, impossible pressure on his erection. She wrapped her arms around his neck, her face inches from his.

“Hi,” she whispered.

He could only stare, his hands coming up to grip her waist. The yellow cotton of her dress was between them, a maddening barrier. He could feel the heat of her through it, the dampness he’d put there.

She began to move. A slow, subtle rock of her hips, grinding down against him. The friction was exquisite, torturous. He groaned, low in his chest, and his hands slid down to her bare thighs, gripping the soft skin.

“Shhh,” she breathed against his lips. “You have to be quiet. Your wife is right there.”

She kissed him. It wasn’t gentle. It was hungry, devouring, her tongue sliding into his mouth. She tasted like mint gum and the faint, metallic hint of her own arousal. He kissed her back, a dam breaking inside him. One hand tangled in her blonde hair, knocking her bangs aside. The other slid under the hem of her dress, up the smooth plane of her thigh, back to the wet heat he’d claimed before.

She was soaked. Slickness coated his fingers immediately. She moaned into his mouth, her hips rocking harder. He found her clit, a hard, needy pearl under his thumb, and circled it. Her whole body shuddered.

“Now,” she panted, breaking the kiss. Her forehead rested against his, her breath coming in quick, hot bursts. “I need you inside me. Now.”

With frantic, clumsy movements, he fumbled with his belt, his zipper. She helped, her small hands pushing his aside to free him. His cock sprang out, thick and flushed, leaking at the tip. The sight of it in her hand, in this public space, with his wife sleeping beside them, sent a jolt of pure, illicit fire through his veins.

Katie hitched her dress up around her waist. She was completely bare, exposed to the cool cabin air, to anyone who might glance their way. She positioned herself, her hand guiding him. The head of his cock pressed against her entrance, slick with her wetness. She sank down, slowly, taking him inch by impossibly tight, hot inch.

Greg’s head fell back against the bulkhead, a strangled gasp escaping him. She was so tight, so deep. She seated herself fully, her ass resting on his thighs, sheathing him completely. She felt like heaven and hell combined.

She began to ride him. Slow, deep rolls of her hips that dragged every nerve ending in his body to a screaming point. Her breasts swayed under her dress, the pierced nipples visibly hard against the fabric. Her eyes were locked on his, watching him come apart. Her lips were parted, her breath catching with each downward stroke.

He gripped her hips, helping her move, setting a rhythm that was both brutal and silent. The only sounds were the wet, rhythmic slide of their joining, their ragged breathing, and the constant drone of the engines. He could feel the sweat gathering between their bodies, her skin growing slick under his hands.

His gaze flickered over her shoulder, a paranoid scan of the cabin. Most passengers had their eyes closed or were focused on screens. And then he saw her. A flight attendant, maybe ten rows back, standing in the galley. She was young, with dark hair pulled into a severe bun. She wasn’t moving. She was just watching them, her eyes wide and dark, her lips slightly parted. One hand held a stack of napkins, frozen in mid-task. She wasn’t shocked. She was rapt.

Katie saw the shift in his focus. She glanced back, following his line of sight. A new, wicked smile touched her lips. She looked back at Greg, her movements becoming more deliberate, more theatrical. She arched her back, presenting herself, making the show better for their audience. She reached behind her, grabbing his wrist and moving his hand from her hip to her breast, pressing his palm over her pierced nipple.

“She’s watching,” Katie whispered, her voice a thread of sound. “She likes it.”

The realization—that they were seen, that this stranger was getting off on their transgression—drove him wild. His thrusts became harder, deeper, pushing up into her as she rode him. The armrest dug into his side, the seat creaked faintly, but the sounds were lost in the engine’s roar.

Katie’s composure began to fracture. Her moans were less controlled, little punched-out gasps that she buried in the crook of his neck. Her inner muscles fluttered around him, tightening. “I’m close,” she choked out. “God, don’t stop.”

He was right there with her, the pressure coiling at the base of his spine, unbearable. He looked past her again. The flight attendant was still watching, one hand now resting low on her own stomach, her expression one of naked, hungry envy.

“Come with me,” Greg growled into Katie’s ear, his voice raw with strain. “Now.”

It was the command that undid her. Her body went rigid, her cunt clamping around him in a series of violent, pulsing contractions. A silent scream shook her frame, her mouth open against his shoulder. The intensity of her orgasm triggered his. He spilled into her, deep and hot, his own release a blinding wave of pleasure and shame and triumph. He held her tight, his face buried in her hair, as he emptied himself, his hips jerking helplessly.

They stayed like that, locked together, trembling, for a long minute. The world slowly filtered back in: the hum of the plane, a baby crying several rows ahead, the soft snore from the window seat.

Katie went limp against him, boneless and spent. She nuzzled his neck, placing a soft, damp kiss on his skin. Slowly, carefully, she lifted herself off him. He winced at the loss, the sudden cold. She adjusted her dress, letting the fabric fall back into place, hiding the evidence of what they’d done.

Greg tucked himself away, his hands shaking. He couldn’t look at Jane. He stared straight ahead, his breathing chaotic.

Katie slid back into the aisle seat, buckling her seatbelt with a calm finality. She smoothed her hair, a picture of composed innocence except for the deep flush on her skin and the satisfied gleam in her eyes. She glanced toward the galley. The flight attendant was gone.

But Katie had seen her. She’d memorized the hunger in those dark eyes, the way she’d touched herself while she watched. A slow smile touched Katie’s lips. She settled back in her seat, her knee finding Greg’s thigh once more.

She had her next mark.


Chapter 2


The flight attendant’s name tag read ‘Sofia’. Katie watched her from her seat, the woman’s professional smile a thin veneer over the hunger Katie had seen in her eyes minutes before. Sofia moved down the aisle with the drink cart, her movements efficient, but her gaze kept flicking back to row 23. To Greg’s tense profile. To Katie’s bare, crossed legs.

Katie waited until the cart was wedged in the forward galley, the metallic clatter of bottles being restocked a private symphony. She unbuckled her seatbelt with a soft click. Greg’s head turned slightly, a question in his eyes. Katie just smiled, patted his thigh, and stood. She didn’t look back.

The galley was a narrow, fluorescent-lit space. Sofia had her back turned, slotting miniature vodka bottles into a plastic crate. The hum of the engines was louder here, a constant drone that swallowed sound. Katie leaned against the cool metal of the oven, blocking the only exit.

Sofia turned. Her polite mask was in place. “Can I help you, miss?”

“You saw us,” Katie said. Her voice was light, conversational. “In row twenty-three.”

The mask didn’t crack. It froze. Sofia’s hands stilled on a bottle of gin. “I’m not sure what you mean.”

“You’re a terrible liar. Your eyes gave you away. They got all dark.” Katie took a small step forward. The space between them shrank to nothing. “I’m not going to tell.”

“There’s nothing to tell,” Sofia said, but her voice had lost its professional clip. It was breathy.

“No?” Katie’s smile widened. She let her gaze travel down Sofia’s uniform—the crisp blouse, the fitted skirt, the stockings. “What did the view do to you, Sofia?”

Sofia’s throat worked. She said nothing.

“Can I see?” Katie whispered.

“You can’t be in here,” Sofia managed, but it was a reflex, hollow. Her body was leaning into Katie’s space, not away.

Katie didn’t answer with words. She sank to her knees on the hard floor. The hem of her sundress pooled around her thighs. Up close, the navy blue of Sofia’s skirt was a coarse weave. Katie looked up, holding Sofia’s stunned gaze. Then she placed her hands on Sofia’s hips, feeling the woman tremble.

She pushed the skirt up. Slow. The stockings were sheer, held by a garter belt. The plain cotton panties beneath were soaked. A dark, damp patch spread from the center, the fabric clinging to her. The musky, sweet scent of her arousal hit Katie’s nostrils, immediate and intoxicating.

“Oh, Sofia,” Katie breathed, her voice full of genuine appreciation. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband of the panties and pulled them down. Sofia’s hands flew to Katie’s shoulders, not to push, but to hold on.

Katie didn’t hesitate. She pressed her face into the hot, wet delta of her. Sofia gasped, a sharp, choked sound lost in the engine hum. Katie’s tongue found her, flat and firm, tracing the length of her slit. She was drenched. The taste was salt and heat and pure, desperate want.

Katie worked her slowly, thoroughly. She licked and sucked, mapping her with her mouth. She felt Sofia’s thighs begin to shake, the muscles quivering under her hands. Katie slid two fingers inside her, curling them up. Sofia’s cunt was tight, clenching around the intrusion, slick and impossibly hot.

“Quiet,” Katie murmured against her, the vibration making Sofia jerk. “You have to be quiet.”

Sofia bit down on her own knuckle, a muffled whimper escaping. Her hips began to move, a shallow, frantic rocking against Katie’s mouth. Katie fucked her with her fingers, a steady, deep rhythm, her tongue circling Sofia’s clit. She could feel the orgasm building in the tension of Sofia’s abdomen, in the way her inner muscles fluttered and gripped.

It broke silently. Sofia’s body seized, rigid, her breath stopping entirely. A flood of wetness coated Katie’s fingers. Katie kept her mouth on her, drinking her in, working her through the pulses until Sofia sagged against the oven door, boneless and panting.

Katie didn’t let her recover. She withdrew her fingers, shiny and wet, and immediately pushed three back inside. Sofia cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound she quickly smothered. “Again,” Katie commanded, her voice husky. She looked up, her chin glistening. “You’re not done.”

She redoubled her efforts. Her mouth was relentless, her fingers pumping, curling, searching. Sofia was over-sensitive, trembling with it, her protests weak moans. “Too much… please…”

“You watched,” Katie said, pulling back just enough to speak, her lips brushing Sofia’s swollen flesh. “You got wet watching a stranger get fucked next to his sleeping wife. You don’t get to say ‘too much’.” She plunged her tongue back inside.

This orgasm was slower, deeper, a wrenching tide that pulled a sob from Sofia’s chest. Her body convulsed, her cunt milking Katie’s fingers in rhythmic, desperate clenches. Katie rode it out with her, swallowing every tremor, every drop, until Sofia was limp, held up only by Katie’s grip on her hips and the metal behind her.

Katie finally pulled away. She sat back on her heels, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She looked up at Sofia’s wrecked face—flushed, tear-streaked, utterly undone. Katie smiled, a slow, satisfied curve of her lips. She reached up, tucked a strand of Sofia’s disheveled hair behind her ear with a tenderness that contradicted everything she’d just done.

“See?” Katie said softly, rising to her feet. She smoothed her own dress down. “Nothing to tell.”

Sofia just stared, her uniform skirt still rucked up around her waist, her body exposed and glistening in the harsh galley light. She was breathing as if she’d just run a mile.

Katie picked up the discarded cotton panties from the floor. They were soaked through, warm. She held them up, then tucked them neatly into the pocket of her sundress. “A souvenir.”

She turned to leave, then paused at the curtain. She glanced back over her shoulder. Sofia hadn’t moved. “My seat’s 23A,” Katie said, her voice returning to its normal, playful lilt. “I’d love a vodka tonic. No lime.”

Katie slipped through the curtain and back into the dim cabin. The hum of the plane was a lullaby. She walked down the aisle, her bare legs brushing past occupied seats, her body humming with a deep, quiet power. She could feel the weight of the wet cotton in her pocket. She could still taste Sofia on her tongue.

She slid back into her aisle seat. Greg was staring straight ahead, his jaw tight. His wife, Jane, was still asleep against the window, a blanket pulled to her chin. Katie settled in, her knee finding its place against Greg’s thigh. He flinched, then stilled.

Katie looked out at the darkened cabin, at the rows of oblivious passengers. A slow smile touched her lips. The flight was only half over.


Chapter 3


The flight attendant—Sofia—brings the drink without meeting Katie’s eyes, her hand trembling slightly as she sets the plastic cup on Katie’s tray. Katie smiles, a slow, private curve of her lips. She sips the lukewarm vodka soda, the taste bland, the ice already melted. The hum of the plane is a monotone. Greg is a statue beside her, staring at the seatback in front of him, his thigh a line of tense heat against hers. It’s done. He’s spent. The thrill of him, of the wife sleeping just beyond, of the public climax—it’s a memory now, cooling like the drink in her hand.

Boredom is a physical itch. She scans the cabin over the rim of her cup. Rows of slumped shapes, headphones on, screens glowing. Then she sees him. Four rows back, on the other side of the aisle. A big man. Bald head gleaming under the reading light. His arms are sleeved in ink, dark swirls and symbols. A silver hoop glints in one eyebrow. He’s hunched slightly, his broad shoulders blocking the view of the seat next to him, which is empty. In his large hand, a phone. On the screen, the unmistakable, jerking movement of porn. The pale glow lights the hard planes of his face.

Katie’s pulse, which had settled into a lazy rhythm, gives a single, hard thump. She watches him for a full minute. He doesn’t look up. He’s absorbed, his thumb scrolling, his other hand resting low on his stomach. A predator’s focus. Perfect.

She unbuckles her seatbelt with a soft click. Greg flinches at the sound but doesn’t turn. She stands, the short hem of her sundress brushing high on her thighs. She doesn’t look back. She walks down the aisle, her hips swaying just enough, the thin fabric of her dress whispering against her skin. She stops beside his row. He’s in the aisle seat. The middle seat is empty. The window seat holds a teenager, dead asleep with a hoodie pulled over his face.

She leans a hip against the vacant middle seat’s headrest, looking down at him. He smells like leather and clean sweat. Up close, the tattoos are intricate, violent. A serpent coiled around his thick forearm. He finally glances up, his eyes a flat, assessing gray. He doesn’t pause the video. The sound is off, but the visual is clear: a woman on her knees, mouth stretched wide.

“Looks boring,” Katie says, her voice a low murmur under the engine drone.

His eyes rake over her. From her bangs, down the plunge of her neckline where the tops of her breasts swell, over the tight cinch of her waist, to where the dress ends mid-thigh. His gaze is a physical touch. “Yeah?”

“Watching. When you could be doing.” She lets her own gaze drop to the prominent bulge in his dark jeans. It’s substantial. A thick, heavy line. Her mouth waters. “You look like you could use something real.”

A slow smile spreads across his face. It doesn’t reach his eyes. He pauses the video, locks his phone, and slips it into his pocket. His movements are deliberate, powerful. “What’s your offer?”

“The back of the plane. There’s space. You can use me.” She says it plainly. A transaction. “However you want.”

He studies her for another heartbeat. Then he nods, once. He stands, and he’s huge, towering over her petite frame, blocking the light. He gestures with his chin. “Lead.”

She turns, feeling his eyes on her ass as she walks toward the rear galley. It’s empty, dark except for a single service light. Past the last row of seats, there’s a small space by the rear lavatories, a curtained-off area for crew. She pulls the thick curtain aside. It’s a narrow alcove, maybe four feet of floor space, smelling of stale coffee and disinfectant. Private enough.

He crowds in behind her, his bulk making the space feel tiny. He pulls the curtain closed. The world shrinks to the dim light, the rumble of the plane, and him. He doesn’t speak. His hands come to her shoulders, rough and warm. He turns her to face him. His fingers find the thin straps of her sundress. He pushes them down her arms in one firm motion. The dress pools at her waist, then falls to the floor around her ankles.

She stands naked before him except for her sandals. The air is cool on her skin. His gray eyes travel over her body, lingering on the silver barbells piercing her nipples, on the smooth plane of her stomach, the neat blonde triangle between her thighs. She’s already wet. She can feel the slick heat, smell her own arousal mingling with the sterile air.

“Good,” he grunts. His voice is a gravel rumble.

He unbuckles his belt, the metal loud in the quiet space. He unbuttons his jeans, shoves them and his boxers down in one push. His cock springs free.

Katie’s breath catches. It’s massive. Thick and long, veined and ruddy, standing out almost obscenely from a thatch of dark hair. But it’s the metal that makes her eyes widen. Three perfect horizontal bars pierce the skin on the underside of his shaft, glinting in the low light. And at the tip, through the head, a thick Prince Albert ring, the ball nestled in his slit. A decorated weapon.

He fists himself, giving his length a slow, rough stroke. The metal bars shift under his skin. “You offered.”

She drops to her knees on the thin carpet. The posture is familiar, submissive, but her head is tipped back, her blue eyes holding his. This is her choice. Her hunger. The cold from the floor seeps into her knees. The heat from his body washes over her face.

She leans forward, her tongue out. She doesn’t start with the head. She licks a long, slow stripe up the underside, from root to tip, feeling the raised texture of the bars against her tongue, cool and smooth. The taste is salt and skin and pure, musky male. He groans, a low sound in his chest.

Her hand wraps around the base. She can’t close her fingers all the way. She guides the broad, pierced head to her lips. She opens her mouth, letting her saliva coat him, watching the precum bead and mix with her wetness. She takes just the tip, swirling her tongue around the sensitive crown, flicking the metal ring. His hand comes to the back of her head, not forcing, just resting. A promise.

“All of it,” he says, the words clipped.

She breathes in through her nose, relaxes her jaw, and takes him deeper. The stretch is immediate, intense. The thick head pushes past her resistance, the bars on his shaft creating a ridged, unforgiving texture. She works him slowly, taking another inch, then pulling back, her lips tight, her tongue working the veined underside. Her own arousal is a throbbing ache between her legs. She’s soaked, her thighs slick with it.

His hand tightens in her hair. Not painful. Directive. He begins to move his hips, shallow thrusts that push him a little deeper each time. She lets him, her throat opening, her eyes watering. The metal bars drag against the roof of her mouth. The taste of him is everywhere.

“Deeper,” he grunts.

She looks up at him, her eyes streaming, her mouth stuffed full. She gives a slight nod. His control snaps. He pulls her head forward as he thrusts up, burying his cock to the hilt in one brutal, smooth motion.

The world vanishes into sensation. The overwhelming fullness. The head of his cock lodged deep in her throat. The pressure, the slight choke, the burn. The cold metal of the Prince Albert ring presses against the back of her throat. She gags, her body convulsing, but he holds her there, perfectly still, letting her adjust to the invasion. Tears track down her cheeks. Her nostrils flare as she fights for air through her nose.

He holds for a count of five. Her throat spasms around him, a tight, wet clutch. A ragged moan tears from him. Then he pulls back, almost all the way out, letting her gasp a wet, ragged breath before he slams back in, just as deep, just as complete.

He sets a rhythm. Deep, punishing throat-fucks. Each thrust bottoms out, the coarse hair at his base grinding against her nose and lips. The wet, obscene sounds of her throat taking him fill the tiny alcove. Her hands, which had been on his thighs, scramble for purchase, her nails digging into the hard muscle. Her mind goes white, empty of everything but the stretch and the slap of his balls against her chin and the sheer, degrading fullness. This is what she wanted. To be used. To be a hole for this stranger’s decorated, brutal cock.

His breathing grows ragged. His thrusts become less rhythmic, more frantic. “Gonna come,” he warns, his voice strangled.

He doesn’t pull out. He drives in one last, deep time and holds, his body rigid. She feels the hot, sudden pulse of his release jetting directly down her throat. It’s bitter, salty. She swallows convulsively, again and again, taking every drop as he empties himself into her with a final, shuddering groan.

He stays buried for a long moment, softening slightly. Then he slowly pulls out. His cock, wet with her saliva and his spend, glistens in the dim light, the metal piercings dripping. Katie sags back on her heels, gasping, her throat raw and aching, her lips swollen and tender. She wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, her chest heaving.

He isn’t done.

Before Katie can even catch her breath, his hand fists in her hair again, not gently. He pulls her to her feet, her body stumbling against his still-naked bulk. With his other hand, he yanks the thick curtain open, flooding the alcove with the dim, blue-tinged light of the main cabin. The sudden exposure is a slap. Her naked skin prickles.

“Open,” he grunts, his voice rough with spent desire and renewed intent.

Confused, her raw throat working, she parts her swollen lips. He doesn’t kiss her. He reaches toward her discarded dress and pulls out a wad of damp, white fabric. Sofia’s panties. The realization is distant, secondary to the act as he stuffs the soaked cotton into her mouth.

The taste is immediate—Sofia’s musk, layered with the salty bitterness of his own release, still on Katie’s tongue. The fabric gags her, muffling any sound to a wet hum. He uses the waistband to tie it tight at the back of her head, a crude knot in her hair.

He spins her around to face the cabin. He pushes her forward, one heavy hand between her shoulder blades, until she’s at the edge of the curtained space, fully exposed to the aisle. The plane is a tomb of sleeping shapes. Rows of seats recede into shadows, dotted with the glow of personal screens and reading lights. Someone coughs. A baby fusses softly, rows ahead. But here, at the back, it’s a vacant stretch.

His body presses against her from behind, hot and solid. His cock, already half-hard again, nudges against the cleft of her ass. One arm wraps around her waist, pinning her. The other hand slides down her stomach, through her blonde curls, and finds her soaked, aching cunt.

He doesn’t tease. Two thick fingers push inside her without ceremony, filling her, stretching her. She gasps around the fabric in her mouth, her body arching back against him. Her own wetness is a slick flood. He pumps his fingers once, twice, a brutal, efficient rhythm. Then he withdraws them, glistening.

His hand moves lower. His middle finger finds the tight, forbidden pucker of her ass. He circles it, smearing her own slickness there. She tenses, a sharp inhale through her nose. He leans down, his lips against her ear. “You offered,” he reminds her, the words a gravel vibration. “However, I want.”

He pushes. One finger breaches her ass, a slow, burning intrusion. She whimpers, the sound trapped by the panties. He holds it there, letting her adjust to the shocking fullness. Then his other two fingers slide back into her pussy. He scissors them, stretching her front while his finger works deeper behind. Two in the pink. One in the stink. The crude playground rhyme echoes in her head, absurd and devastatingly real. The dual penetration is overwhelming, a total occupation. Her knees buckle, but his arm around her waist is an iron bar, holding her up.

He finger-fucks her like that, a relentless, corkscrewing rhythm that has her trembling, her nails digging into his forearm. The metal bars of his cock grind against her lower back, fully hard again now, a thick, insistent pressure. He’s watching over her shoulder, his gray eyes scanning the cabin. For witnesses. For the thrill.

“See anyone?” he breathes into her ear. She shakes her head, a frantic little motion. Her vision is blurry with tears and pleasure. “Good. Means they’re missing a show.”

He pulls his fingers from both holes with a wet, slick sound. He spits into his palm, a crude lubricant, and slicks his cock. The cold metal of his piercings grazes her skin. He positions the broad, ring-pierced head at her entrance. He doesn’t ask. He just pushes.

The stretch is brutal. He’s bigger than Greg, thicker, and the ridged bars along his shaft create a textured, unforgiving invasion. She cries out, the sound muffled into a sob by the gag. He sinks into her in one long, relentless thrust, burying himself to the hilt. Her cunt clenches around him, a tight, wet vise, and he groans, a sound of pure animal satisfaction.

He starts to fuck her. Hard. Deep. Each withdrawal is nearly complete, each thrust a punishing slam that drives the air from her lungs. The slap of his balls against her, the wet sound of their joining, is obscenely loud in the quiet hum of the cabin. He keeps one arm locked around her waist, the other hand coming up to her chest. His fingers find the silver barbell piercing her right nipple. He pinches it, twists. A sharp, bright pain lances through her, merging with the deep, aching pleasure coiling in her core. She arches, a silent scream behind the gag.

He switches to the other nipple, tugging the metal, making her whole body jolt with each thrust. The pain is a focus, a grounding wire in the storm of sensation. It sharpens everything—the fullness, the heat, the terrifying exposure. Her eyes are wide open, fixed on the back of a seat three rows ahead. A man’s head is visible, tilted in sleep. He could wake. He could turn. Anyone could walk back to the lavatory.

The risk is a drug. It floods her veins, hotter than the friction. Her own orgasm builds, not as a slow climb, but as a sudden, seismic pressure. It’s born from the degradation, the public use, the sheer animal force of him. Her cunt spasms around his invading cock, a frantic, fluttering rhythm. The climax rips through her, silent and violent, making her legs shake, her vision whiting out at the edges. She convulses against him, her internal muscles milking his length.

It triggers his own end. His rhythm shatters into frantic, short pumps. “Take it,” he snarls, his voice guttural. He slams into her one final time, burying himself deep, and holds. She feels the hot, pulsing jets of his release inside her, filling her, marking her. He grinds against her, emptying himself with a long, shuddering groan that he doesn’t bother to muffle.

For a moment, they are a single, heaving statue in the dim aisle. Then his arm slackens. He pulls out of her with a soft, wet sound. His spend immediately begins to leak down her inner thigh, a warm, sticky trickle. He steps back, breathing heavily.

He unties the knotted panties from her mouth, pulling them out. She gulps in air, her jaw aching. He wads the fabric and shoves it back into his pocket. He turns her to face him. His eyes are flat, satisfied. He looks her up and down—her flushed skin, her bruised lips, the mess between her legs. He nods, once. “Good,” he says again, the same empty praise.

He bends, pulls up his jeans and boxers, and buckles his belt. The mundane act is more intimate than sex had been. He doesn’t look at her again. He just pushes past the curtain and walks up the aisle, his heavy tread absorbed by the carpet, disappearing into the darkness toward his seat.

Katie stands alone, naked and used, in the open space at the back of the plane. The cold air from a vent raises goosebumps on her skin. Her body feels hollowed out, trembling with aftershocks. She reaches down with a shaky hand and gathers her sundress from the floor. The simple cotton feels alien as she pulls it over her head, the fabric whispering over her sensitive skin. She doesn’t bother with her sandals; she carries them.

She walks back toward her seat, her steps unsteady. The taste of him and Sofia is a layered phantom on her tongue. The raw ache in her throat is a trophy. The sticky warmth between her thighs is a secret. She passes rows of oblivious passengers—a woman reading a Kindle, a man watching a movie with headphones on, a couple sleeping intertwined. None of them see her. None of them know.

She slides back into her aisle seat. The click of her seatbelt is loud in her own ears. Greg is rigid beside her, staring straight ahead at the seatback pocket. He doesn’t speak. Doesn’t look. The space between them is charged with everything they’ve done and everything he doesn’t know.

Katie leans her head back against the headrest. She closes her eyes. The hum of the engines is a lullaby. Her body is a map of fresh bruises and tender places. Her mind is quiet, for now.


Chapter 4


The tap on her shoulder is firm, professional. Katie turns from the window, the ghost of her own reflection in the dark glass fading as she meets Sofia’s gaze. The flight attendant’s face is a careful mask, but her eyes are dark, liquid. “Follow me,” Sofia says, her voice low. It’s not a request.

Katie unbuckles her seatbelt, the click loud in the quiet cabin. Greg doesn’t look at her. He stares straight ahead at the seatback, his jaw tight. She stands, her body humming with a pleasant, deep ache, and follows Sofia’s swaying hips up the dim aisle, past the galley, to a small, unmarked door beside the first-class lavatory. Sofia produces a key, unlocks it, and holds it open. “In.”

The cockpit is smaller than Katie imagined, a cave of glowing screens and soft, green light. The hum of the engines is different here—deeper, a constant vibration in the floor. Two people turn from the bank of instruments. A woman in a crisp white shirt with captain’s epaulets, her dark hair in a severe bun. A man, older, with a salt-and-pepper beard and sharp eyes, wearing the same uniform. They look at Katie like she’s a system alert.

“Close the door, Sofia,” the male captain says. His voice is calm, air-traffic-control calm. Sofia obeys, sealing them in. The lock engages with a solid thunk.

The female captain speaks first, her gaze traveling down Katie’s sundress, which is rumpled, the thin fabric clinging in all the wrong—or right—places. “We’ve been watching the feed. The one in the aft galley is particularly… illuminating.”

“A one-woman in-flight entertainment system,” the man says. He doesn’t smile. “We want a taste.”

Katie feels a fresh, slick heat bloom between her legs. This is it. The ultimate audience. The most forbidden room. She lets a slow smile spread across her face. “All-access pass?”

“Strip,” the woman says.

Katie reaches for the thin straps of her dress. She pulls them down her shoulders, lets the fabric slither down her body, pooling at her feet on the carpeted floor. She stands naked in the instrument glow. Her pierced nipples are tight, sensitive. The air is cool on her skin.

The male captain steps forward. His hands are warm, dry, and utterly clinical as they begin to explore her. He cups her breasts, thumbs brushing over the metal barbells, making her gasp. He traces the line of her ribs, the dip of her waist, palms sliding down to grip her ass, squeezing hard. “Turn around,” he murmurs.

She turns, facing the female pilot, who watches with hungry, focused eyes. The man’s hands roam her back, her shoulders, down the curve of her spine. They slide over the swell of her ass again, and then between her legs from behind. His fingers find her wet, swollen folds. He makes a low, approving sound.

“Bend over. Hands on that console,” the woman orders, pointing to a vacant, flat surface beside her seat.

Katie obeys, leaning forward, the cool plastic under her palms. The position arches her back, presents her completely. She hears the man kneel behind her.

His breath is hot on her inner thighs. Then his fingers are parting her, spreading her open. “Christ,” he mutters. “She’s absolutely soaked. And not just with her own.” He swipes a finger through her slit, then holds it up into the green light. The fluid is thick, pearlescent. “There’s cum here. A lot of it.”

The female captain leans down, looking. “From the big one in the back? The one with the tattoos?”

“Has to be.” He brings his finger to his mouth and sucks it clean. His eyes never leave Katie’s exposed cunt. “Tastes like him. And her. And the other one, probably.” He inserts two fingers inside her, deep, and curls them. Katie moans, pushing back against his hand. “She’s full of it. Dripping.”

“Clean her up,” the woman says, her voice tight. “Use your mouth.”

The man doesn’t hesitate. He leans in, and his tongue is on her, broad and flat, licking a thick stripe from her clit to where his fingers are buried. Katie cries out, her knees buckling. He eats her with a ruthless efficiency, his tongue probing, lapping up the mixed spend leaking from her. He sucks her clit into his mouth, flicks the piercing there with the tip of his tongue, and she sees stars, her knuckles white on the console.

When he pulls back, his beard is glistening. “Better. But not perfect. Stand up.”

Katie straightens, legs trembling. The female captain has unbuttoned her own trousers, pushed them and her underwear down to her knees. She’s sitting in the pilot’s seat now, legs spread, her cunt bare and neatly trimmed. She points to the floor between her legs. “You. Here. Now.”

Katie sinks to her knees on the soft carpet. The scent of the woman’s arousal is clean, sharp, different from her own musky heat. She doesn’t need to be told twice. She leans forward and buries her face in the woman’s pussy.

She starts slow, tracing the outer lips with her tongue, teasing. The woman’s hand fists in her blonde hair, pulling her closer. “Don’t play. Eat.”

Katie opens her mouth and licks into her, deep. The woman is already wet, her flavor tangy and bright. Katie flicks her clit, then sucks it, working it with her lips as her fingers dig into the woman’s thighs. She can feel the captain’s body tensing, hear her breathing turn ragged above the engine drone.

“Yes… right there, you little slut, right there—”

Katie doubles her efforts, tongue plunging, lips sealing, one hand coming up to press against the woman’s lower belly. The captain’s hips jerk off the seat. A choked, strangled scream tears from her throat, muffled by the cockpit walls. Her body convulses, her thighs clamping around Katie’s head as she rides the wave of her orgasm, grinding against Katie’s mouth until she’s shuddering and spent.

Katie pulls back, panting, her chin slick. The woman slumps in the chair, eyes closed, a sheen of sweat on her forehead.

The male captain is behind Katie now. His hands slide under her arms, and he lifts her like she weighs nothing. Her back is against his chest, his uniform shirt rough on her skin. She can feel the hard, thick line of his cock straining against his trousers, pressed into the cleft of her ass.

“My turn,” he says into her ear. With one hand, he undoes his fly. His cock springs free, hot and heavy against her lower back. He’s big, thick, and uncut. He spits into his palm, slicks himself, then reaches between her legs, guiding his tip to her entrance.

He doesn’t push in. Not yet. He just rubs the broad head through her soaked folds, over her clit, making her whimper. “You’re our fuck toy now,” he whispers. “Say it.”

“I’m your fuck toy,” Katie breathes, the words vibrating through her.

He drives into her in one smooth, brutal thrust. The air leaves her lungs in a rush. He’s so deep, filling her completely, stretching her almost to the point of pain. He holds her there, impaled, his arms like steel bands around her ribs. Then he begins to move.

He fucks her with slow, powerful strokes, using her body like a sleeve. Each withdrawal is almost complete, each plunge is a claiming. The angle is relentless, hitting a spot inside her that makes her vision blur. Her head lolls back against his shoulder. She can only take it, feel it, the slap of his hips against her ass, the wet, filthy sound of him moving in her.

“Look at her,” he grunts to the female pilot, who has opened her eyes to watch, her hand between her own legs again. “Look at how she takes it. Made for this.”

He speeds up, his control slipping. The fucking becomes harder, faster, a piston rhythm that shakes Katie’s whole body. One of his hands slides up to grip her throat, not squeezing, just holding, a reminder of his control. The other hand finds her breast, pinches her pierced nipple hard, sending a bolt of sharp pleasure-pain straight to her core.

Katie is coming, the orgasm ripped from her without warning, a silent, shattering convulsion that clenches around his cock. He groans, a raw, animal sound, and buries himself to the hilt. She feels him pulse inside her, hot and endless, filling her with a fresh, wet heat. He holds her there, both of them trembling, for a long moment before he slowly pulls out.

He sets her down on wobbly legs. Cum leaks down her thighs, a warm trickle. The cockpit smells of sex, sweat, and jet fuel.

The female captain stands, pulling up her trousers. She looks at Katie, then at the man. “Get her out of here. We’re beginning our descent soon.”

The male captain tucks himself away and zips up. He nods to Sofia, who has been standing silently by the door the whole time. “Clean her up. Take her back.”

Sofia steps forward, a damp cloth in her hand. Her expression is unreadable as she begins to wipe the evidence from Katie’s skin. Katie stands there, naked, hollowed out, and utterly, perfectly sated. The green glow of the instruments paints her skin alien. She is a secret in the sky, a story only this room will ever know.

Katie’s voice is a low, rough scrape in the quiet cockpit. “You’re welcome for the entertainment.”

The female captain’s head snaps toward her. The man, still adjusting his uniform, goes still.

Sofia’s hand, wiping the damp cloth over Katie’s stomach, pauses. Her touch is impersonal, efficient, moving over the curve of Katie’s hip, down the front of her thigh where the man’s spend is already cooling and sticky. The cloth is warm, but the sensation is distant, like Katie is watching someone else be cleaned.

The female captain’s eyes are hard chips in the instrument glow. “You think this was for you?”

“I think you watched,” Katie says, her body humming with a deep, sated fatigue. “I think you wanted a taste. And I think you got one.” She lets a slow smile touch her lips. It feels fragile on her face. “So. You’re welcome.”

The male captain barks a short, surprised laugh. He shakes his head, running a hand through his hair. “Christ. You’ve got nerve, I’ll give you that.”

“It’s not nerve,” the woman says, her voice cold. “It’s delusion. Clean her and get her out. Now.”

Sofia’s movements become quicker. She kneels, wiping between Katie’s legs, the cloth catching on her sensitive, swollen folds. Katie doesn’t flinch. She holds the female captain’s gaze, the green light making her look like a ghost or a statue. Her nipples are tight, the metal piercings cold in the air-conditioned chill.

The man steps closer. He smells of sweat and her and his own release. He reaches out, not to touch her, but to lift a strand of her blonde hair that’s stuck to her damp neck. He tucks it behind her ear, the gesture oddly gentle. “A fuck toy with a mouth,” he muses. “Dangerous combination.”

“You have no idea,” Katie whispers, just for him.

His eyes darken. For a second, she thinks he might reach for her again. But he steps back, his professional mask sliding into place. “She’s clean enough. Get her dressed.”

Sofia stands and retrieves Katie’s discarded sundress from the floor where it had been dropped in a puddle of yellow fabric. She holds it out, not meeting Katie’s eyes.

Katie takes it. The cotton is soft, familiar. She steps into it, the hem whispering up her legs. She pulls it over her head, the fabric settling against her skin. It feels different now. Lighter. She is naked beneath it, the way she was before, but everything has shifted. The dress is no longer a weapon. It’s just a covering.

“Turn around,” Sofia says quietly, her voice barely audible over the engine hum. Katie turns. Sofia’s fingers are at the back of her neck, fastening the small, hidden zipper. Her touch is brief, impersonal. “There.”

Katie faces the cockpit again. The two pilots are in their seats now, the woman already focused on a screen, the man adjusting a dial. They are a unit again, sealed off from her. The interlude might as well have been a dream.

“Come on,” Sofia says, her hand on Katie’s elbow, guiding her toward the reinforced door.

Katie lets herself be led. At the threshold, she stops and looks back. “Safe landing, Captains.”

The woman doesn’t look up. The man gives a slight, almost imperceptible nod, his eyes on the windscreen filled with endless, starless dark.

Then the door is shut, sealing her out. The sudden silence of the narrow crew vestibule is a physical thing. The roar of the engines is muffled here, replaced by a higher-pitched whine from the air systems. The light is harsh, fluorescent.

Sofia leads the way up the aisle. Katie follows, her bare feet silent on the carpet. She feels a hundred eyes on her, but when she glances sideways, no one is looking. A man snores softly, mouth open. A woman reads a book, a small light clipped to the page. A teenager has earbuds in, eyes closed. They are all in their own worlds, oblivious to the secret walking past them.

She passes the row where the tattooed man had been. His seat is empty now, just a rumpled blanket. She wonders where he went. She wonders if he’s thinking of her.

Then she’s at row 23. Greg is in the middle seat, awake. Jane is asleep in the window seat, her head against the wall, a blanket pulled to her chin.

Sofia stops, gestures to the aisle seat. Her expression is blank, professional. “Please fasten your seatbelt. We’ll be landing shortly.”

Katie slides into her seat. The leather is cool through her thin dress. She pulls the seatbelt across her lap and clicks it shut. The sound is loud in the quiet row.

Sofia moves away, continuing up the aisle, her heels silent on the carpet.

Katie leans her head back against the headrest. She closes her eyes. The ache in her body is a map of the last hour. The soreness in her jaw from the tattooed man. The tender bite of her nipples. The deep, throbbing fullness between her legs from the captain. The faint sting on her scalp from the female pilot’s grip. The lingering taste on her tongue.

She is a collection of sensations, a living record of conquests.

She opens her eyes and looks at Greg’s profile. He is resolutely not looking at her. She can see the rapid rise and fall of his chest. She remembers the feel of him inside her, the desperate way he’d clutched at her in this very row. That seems like days ago.

Slowly, she uncrosses her legs. She lets her knee drift to the side until it presses against his thigh.

He flinches. A full-body jerk. But he doesn’t pull away.

She leaves her leg there, the heat of him seeping through the fabric of his trousers and her dress. A point of contact. A secret shared.

The plane shudders slightly, beginning its initial descent. The FASTEN SEATBELT sign dings overhead.

Jane stirs beside Greg, mumbles something in her sleep, and turns toward the window.

She feels the descent in her stomach, a gentle, sinking pull. She is coming down. From the sky, from the high, from the series of connected moments that have hollowed her out and filled her up in equal measure.

She is a secret. She is a story. And for now, in this seat, with this man’s leg against hers and his wife asleep beside him and the evidence of three other men slowly leaking inside her, she is perfectly, completely sated.

The plane banks, turning toward the coming light. Katie closes her eyes again and smiles.
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