
        
            
                
            
        

    
The cockpit felt smaller than usual today. The hum of the Cessna’s engine buzzed in my ears as I gripped the yoke, my knuckles whitening as I tried to keep the plane steady. The sun hung high in the sky, casting a golden glow over the endless expanse of clouds below us. My instructor, Jess, sat beside me in the co-pilot’s seat, her dark aviators reflecting the endless blue. At 20, she was half my age, but her confidence made her seem older. She had this effortless way of making me feel like a rookie, even though I’d been flying for months now.

Jess leaned back in her seat, one hand resting lazily on the throttle. “You’re overcorrecting again,” she said, her voice light but firm. Her tone was always like that—calm, almost teasing, as if she knew something I didn’t. “Relax. The plane’s not gonna bite you.”

I wish I could say the same for her, I thought, stealing a glance at her. Jess was the kind of woman who made you double-take—slim, with a sharp jawline, and a smirk that could cut glass. Her flight suit clung to her in all the right places, and her short, dark hair was always perfectly tousled, as if she’d just stepped out of the wind. She was my instructor, sure, but sometimes I wondered if she was toying with me.

“I’m trying,” I muttered, adjusting the yoke slightly. “But this crosswind’s a bitch.”

She laughed—a soft, throaty sound that sent a shiver down my spine. “You’re just making excuses. This is nothing. Wait till you’re flying in a real storm.”

I didn’t respond, focusing on the instruments in front of me. Altitude. Airspeed. Heading. Everything seemed to blur together as I tried to keep the plane level. Jess, on the other hand, looked completely at ease. She stretched her arms above her head, arching her back slightly, and I couldn’t help but notice the way her flight suit stretched across her chest.

“So,” she said after a moment, her voice dropping to a lower register. “How’s the wife?”

The question caught me off guard. “What?”

“Your wife. How’s she doing?” Her smirk widened, and I could tell she was enjoying this. “You’ve mentioned her a few times. Just curious.”

I swallowed hard, trying to focus on the plane. “She’s fine. Busy with work.”

Jess nodded, as if she’d expected that answer. “Good for her.” She paused, then added, “Must be hard, though. Being away from each other so much.”

I didn’t respond. The plane dipped slightly, and I cursed under my breath, adjusting the controls. Jess chuckled softly, leaning back in her seat again. For a while, the cockpit was silent except for the hum of the engine. I could feel her watching me, though, her gaze heavy on the side of my face.

Then, out of nowhere, she sighed. “You know,” she said, her voice almost a purr, “they don’t call it a cockpit for nothing.”

I froze. My eyes darted to her, and I saw her smirk widen into a full-blown grin. She was looking right at me, her aviators sliding down her nose just enough for me to see her eyes—dark, mischievous, and full of something I couldn’t quite place.

“Jess,” I started, my voice hoarse. “What are you—”

But she didn’t let me finish. She leaned closer, her hand brushing against my thigh as she reached for the throttle. Her touch was electric, sending a jolt of heat through me. My heart pounded in my chest as I tried to focus on the plane, but it was impossible. She was too close, her scent—something sweet and musky—filling the cockpit.

“Relax,” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear. “I’ve got this.”

Before I could respond, her hand moved higher, her fingers tracing a slow, deliberate path up my thigh. My breath hitched, and I gripped the yoke tighter, trying to steady myself. But it was no use. Jess was in control now, and she knew it.

“Jess,” I muttered again, my voice barely above a whisper. “We can’t—”

“Shh,” she interrupted, her lips curling into a smirk. “Just focus on flying. I’ll handle the rest.”

I wanted to protest, to tell her this was insane, but the words caught in my throat. Her hand slid higher, her fingers brushing against the zipper of my pants, and I couldn’t help but groan. My body was betraying me, responding to her touch in ways I couldn’t control.

Jess chuckled softly, her other hand moving to her own flight suit. She unzipped it slowly, revealing the black tank top she wore underneath. I couldn’t look away, my eyes glued to her as she shifted in her seat, spreading her legs slightly. Her hand disappeared beneath the fabric of her tank top, and I could see her breathing quicken, her chest rising and falling with each breath.

“Jess,” I managed to say, my voice strained. “What are you doing?”

She glanced at me, her lips parted, her eyes half-lidded. “What does it look like?” she purred, her voice dripping with confidence. “I’m having a little fun.”

I didn’t know what to say. My mind was spinning, torn between the need to focus on the plane and the overwhelming desire to give in to her. Jess didn’t wait for a response, though. Her hand moved faster beneath her tank top, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. Her other hand reached for mine, guiding it to her thigh, and I couldn’t stop myself from sliding it higher.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice trembling slightly. “Just like that.”

The cockpit felt like it was on fire, the air thick with tension. I could hear her breathing, mingling with the hum of the engine, and I could feel her trembling beneath my touch. She was close—so close—and I couldn’t help but push her further, my fingers dipping beneath the hem of her shorts.

Jess moaned, her head falling back against the seat. Her hips bucked against my hand, her breath coming in ragged gasps. And then, with a sudden, shuddering cry, she came undone, her body trembling as she reached her climax. Her hand gripped mine, pulling it higher, deeper, as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

When she finally stilled, her breathing slowed, and she opened her eyes to look at me. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips swollen, and her eyes gleamed with satisfaction. She smirked, her hand moving to wipe the sweat from her brow.

The cockpit was still humming with the aftermath of Jess’s orgasm, the air electric and heavy with the scent of her arousal. My hands gripped the yoke, trying to steady the plane, but my mind was elsewhere—replaying what had just happened, the way her body had felt under my fingers, the sound of her breathless laughter echoing in my ears. Jess, on the other hand, seemed completely unfazed. She leaned back in her seat, her legs casually spread, her smirk as sharp as ever.

“You’re doing great,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “For a rookie.”

I shot her a look, trying to keep my focus on the instruments in front of me. Rookie? I was twice her age, and yet here she was, teasing me like I was some greenhorn in a high school flight class. But that was Jess—always in control, always the one setting the pace. She was as unpredictable as the weather, and just as dangerous.

The plane leveled out, and I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding. Jess noticed, of course. She always noticed. Her smirk widened, and she reached over, her fingers brushing against my thigh. I froze, my grip tightening on the yoke.

“Relax,” she purred, her voice low and sultry. “You’re too tense. Flying’s supposed to be fun, remember?”

I swallowed hard, trying to ignore the way her touch was sending shivers up my spine. “Jess, I’m trying to focus here.”

She laughed, a soft, throaty sound that made my stomach tighten. “Oh, I know you are. But I think you could use a little… distraction.”

Her hand moved higher, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my thigh. I could feel the heat of her skin through the fabric of my flight suit, and it was all I could do to keep my eyes on the horizon. She leaned in closer, her breath warm against my ear.

“You know,” she whispered, her voice like silk, “they don’t call it a cockpit for nothing.”

I couldn’t help it—I laughed, a short, nervous sound that only seemed to amuse her more. But then her hand moved again, and I felt her fingers brush against the zipper of my flight suit. My heart skipped a beat, and I glanced over at her. Her eyes were dark, her smirk replaced by something more intense, more predatory.

“Jess,” I warned, my voice shaky. “What are you doing?”

She didn’t answer. Instead, she unbuckled her seatbelt and slid out of her seat, crouching down in front of me. My breath hitched as she reached for my zipper, pulling it down slowly, deliberately. I could feel the cool air of the cockpit against my skin, but it was nothing compared to the heat of her hands as she pushed the fabric aside.

“What does it look like I’m doing?” she said, her voice teasing but with an edge of something darker, something more dangerous. She looked up at me, her eyes locked on mine as she wrapped her hand around my cock. I groaned, my hips jerking involuntarily as her fingers tightened around me.

“Relax,” she said again, her tone softer this time, almost comforting. “I’ve got you.”

And then she leaned in, her mouth closing around me, and I felt like the plane had just dropped out of the sky. My breath left me in a rush, my hands gripping the yoke so tightly my knuckles turned white. God, she’s good. Her tongue moved against me, slow and deliberate, as if she was savoring every inch. My head fell back against the seat, and I let out a groan that was part pleasure, part desperation.

Jess didn’t stop. If anything, she only seemed to get more into it, her hand moving in time with her mouth, her eyes flicking up to meet mine every now and then. She was watching me, studying me, and it only made the whole thing more intense. I could feel the pressure building inside me, my muscles tightening as she took me deeper, her fingers digging into my thigh.

“Jess,” I gasped, my voice barely above a whisper. “Jess, I can’t—I’m going to—”

She didn’t pull away. Instead, she hummed around me, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure through my body. I came with a choked cry, my hips bucking as she swallowed every drop. The plane lurched, the yoke jerking in my hands, and for a moment, I thought we were going to crash.

But Jess was quick. She pulled back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, and grabbed the yoke, steadying the plane with practiced ease. She looked over at me, her smirk back in place, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

“See?” she said, her voice teasing. “Told you I’ve got you.”

I was still catching my breath, my heart pounding in my chest, but I couldn’t help but laugh. “You’re insane, you know that?”

She grinned, leaning back in her seat. “Yeah, but you love it.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. Because deep down, I knew she was right. There was something about Jess—something wild and untamed, something that made me feel alive in a way I hadn’t in years. She was dangerous, sure, but she was also thrilling, and I couldn’t help but want more.

The plane leveled out, and Jess reached over, her fingers brushing against my arm. “You okay?” she asked, her tone softer now, almost… caring.

I nodded, still trying to catch my breath. “Yeah. I’m good.”

She smiled, a real smile this time, not her usual smirk. “Good. Because we’re not done yet.”

I glanced over at her, my heart skipping a beat. “What do you mean?”

She leaned in closer, her breath warm against my ear. “I mean, we’ve still got a lot of airspace to cover. And I’ve got a lot more lessons to teach you.”

My stomach tightened, and I felt a rush of anticipation. “What kind of lessons?”

She laughed, her hand moving to my thigh again. “The kind you’ll never forget.”

The plane hummed steadily as we cruised through the clear blue sky, the world below a patchwork of green and brown. Jess’s voice broke the silence, smooth and commanding. “Your turn.”

I turned to her, my brow furrowing. “My turn?”

She smirked, her fingers drumming lightly on the control panel. “To return the favor. You didn’t think I’d let you off that easy, did you?”

My throat went dry. “Jess, we’re mid-flight. Isn’t this a little… dangerous?”

She laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver down my spine. “Danger’s the point, isn’t it? Besides, I’ve got the controls. Trust me, I’m a professional.”

Her hand slid across the console, flipping a switch to engage the autopilot. She turned to me fully, her aviators catching the sunlight as she tilted her head. “Now, are you going to make me ask twice?”

I hesitated, my mind racing. Jess’s confidence was magnetic, but this felt like a line I wasn’t sure I should cross. Yet, the way she looked at me—those dark eyes brimming with mischief and intent—made it impossible to say no. I unbuckled my seatbelt and shifted in my chair, turning to face her.

Jess’s smirk widened as she crossed her legs, the material of her flight suit pulling taut. “Good choice.”

I leaned in, my hands hovering uncertainly. “Jess, I…”

She caught my wrist, her grip firm but not unkind. “Relax. Just follow my lead.”

Her hand guided mine to her waist, and I felt the warmth of her skin even through the fabric. My pulse quickened as I began to unzip her flight suit, the sound loud in the quiet cockpit. Jess’s breathing hitched as I peeled the suit down, revealing the smooth curve of her shoulder and the delicate lace of her bra.

“See? Not so hard,” she murmured, her voice laced with amusement.

I swallowed, my hands trembling slightly as I continued to undress her. Jess shifted in her seat, helping me slide the flight suit down over her hips. Her underwear matched the bra, a scant strip of black lace that barely covered her. My mouth went dry.

“You’re staring,” she teased, her voice soft but teasing.

I shook my head, trying to focus. “Sorry, it’s just…”

“I know,” she interrupted, her hand reaching up to cup my cheek. “I’m fucking gorgeous.”

I laughed, the tension breaking for a moment. “You are.”

Her thumb traced my bottom lip, her gaze darkening. “Now, are you going to put that mouth to work, or do I have to keep waiting?”

I didn’t need further encouragement. I dropped to my knees between her legs, the confined space of the cockpit making the position awkward but somehow perfect. Jess shifted again, spreading her legs wider to give me access. Her scent hit me first, sweet and musky, and I felt my own body respond instinctively.

I pressed a kiss to the inside of her thigh, feeling her shiver beneath my touch. Her hands tangled in my hair, pulling gently as I moved closer. My tongue dipped between her folds, and Jess let out a soft moan, her hips arching toward me.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her voice husky. “Don’t stop.”

I obeyed, my tongue working in slow, deliberate strokes. Jess’s breath came faster, her fingers tightening in my hair. I could feel her thighs trembling around me, and I flattened my tongue against her, savoring the way she tasted.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped, her hips rolling against my mouth. “Don’t you dare stop.”

I didn’t. I curled my tongue, pressing harder as I found the spot that made her cry out. Jess’s legs clamped around my head, her body arching as she neared the edge. I could feel her tensing, her moans growing louder, more desperate.

“Jess,” I mumbled against her, my words muffled but clear. “I’ve got you.”

She came with a sharp cry, her body shuddering as she gripped my hair tightly. I lapped at her, drawing out every last wave of pleasure until she slumped back in her seat, breathing heavily.

For a moment, the only sound was the steady hum of the plane and Jess’s ragged breathing. Then she chuckled, her voice soft but full of mischief. “Not bad for a rookie.”

I looked up at her, my lips still glistening. “Thanks. I aim to please.”

Jess’s smirk returned, her eyes gleaming. “Good. Because we’re not done yet.”

She reached down, pulling me up to her level. Her hand cupped the back of my neck, pulling me into a deep, searing kiss. I could taste myself on her lips, and it only fueled the fire burning in my chest.

“Now,” she murmured against my mouth, “let’s see if you can keep up.”

Her hand slid down, finding the zipper of my flight suit. “Jess, wait,” I started, but she cut me off with a look.

“You think I’m done with you?” she asked, her voice full of challenge. “Think again.”

Her hand slipped inside my suit, and I gasped as her fingers found their mark. Jess leaned in, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “I told you, I’ve got a lot more lessons to teach you.”

Her fingers moved expertly, and I felt my control slipping away. “Jess,” I groaned, my hands gripping the edges of the seat.

“That’s it,” she purred, her breath hot against my skin. “Let go.”

I did. The world blurred as I came undone, Jess’s hand coaxing every last ounce of pleasure from me. When I finally caught my breath, I looked over at her, my chest heaving.

“You’re fucking dangerous,” I muttered, shaking my head.

Jess grinned, her eyes sparkling. “You’re just now figuring that out?”

She leaned back in her seat, her fingers lazily tracing patterns on the control panel. “Relax. Autopilot’s got us covered.”

I stared at her, still trying to process everything. “You’re impossible.”

“And yet, here you are,” she countered, her smirk widening. “Admit it. You love it.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Maybe I do.”

Jess’s hand reached over, squeezing my thigh. “Good. Because we’ve got a long flight ahead of us. And I’m not done with you yet.”

Her fingers moved higher, and I felt my body respond instantly. “Jess,” I warned, but my voice lacked any real conviction.

“Relax,” she murmured, her touch firm but teasing. “I’ve got you.”

And just like that, I was lost again, caught in the whirlwind that was Jess. The plane hummed on, the world outside a distant blur as we soared higher, lost in each other.

Jess’s voice broke through the haze, soft but demanding. “So, tell me. What’s next?”

I looked at her, my heart pounding. “What do you mean?”

She leaned in, her lips brushing mine. “I mean, are you ready for the next lesson?”

Jess’s smirk widened, her lips curving into that familiar, dangerous arc. She adjusted the autopilot with a quick, practiced flick of her wrist, her fingers moving with the precision of someone who lived for control. The plane steadied, a low hum vibrating through the cockpit, and she turned to me, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“Alright, rookie,” she purred, her voice dripping with that playful arrogance I’d come to both fear and crave. “You’ve had your little lessons. Time for the real test. Up. Now.”

I hesitated, my hands still gripping the controls. “Jess, we’re in the air. What are you—”

She cut me off with a sharp laugh, leaning back in her seat and stretching like a cat. “Oh, don’t play innocent. You know exactly what I’m talking about.” Her gaze dropped to my lap, and I felt a heat rise to my cheeks even as my body responded in kind. “Autopilot’s on. We’ve got the sky to ourselves. So, what do you say? Ready to show me what you’ve got?”

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. Jess didn’t wait for an answer. She unbuckled her seatbelt with deliberate slowness, the click of the latch echoing in the confined space. Then she stood, her movements fluid and confident, and turned to face me fully. Her flight suit clung to her like a second skin, the zipper already pulled down just enough to reveal a hint of the lace beneath.

“Come on,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Don’t make me ask twice.”

I unbuckled my own seatbelt, my hands trembling slightly, and stood. The cockpit was tight, our bodies almost touching as we faced each other. Jess reached up, her fingers brushing against my chest, and I could feel the heat of her through the fabric of my shirt.

“Good,” she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear. “Now, let’s see if you can keep up.”

Her hands moved to the zipper of her flight suit, pulling it down with agonizing slowness. The sound of the zipper filled the cockpit, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away as the fabric parted, revealing more and more of her. She stepped out of the suit, letting it pool at her feet, and stood before me in nothing but a black lace bra and matching panties.

“Your turn,” she said, her voice a challenge.

I obeyed without thinking, stripping off my own clothes until I was just as bare as she was. Jess’s eyes raked over me, her smirk widening as she stepped closer, her body pressing against mine.

“Not bad,” she murmured, her hands sliding down my chest. “For an old man.”

I laughed, the sound shaky, and she kissed me, her lips hard and demanding. Her tongue slid into my mouth, and I groaned, my hands tangling in her hair. She pulled back, her eyes dark with desire, and pushed me back until I was pressed against the console.

“Stay,” she ordered, her voice firm.

I did as I was told, my heart pounding as she dropped to her knees in front of me. Her hands gripped my hips, her nails digging into my skin, and she looked up at me, her eyes locked on mine.

“Let’s see if you can handle this.”

Her mouth closed over me, and I gasped, my head falling back against the console. Her tongue was relentless, her movements precise and practiced, and I could feel myself losing control with every passing second.

“Jess,” I groaned, my hands gripping the edge of the console.

She pulled back, her lips slick and swollen, and smirked up at me. “Not yet. We’re just getting started.”

She stood, her body pressed against mine, and I could feel the heat of her through the thin lace of her panties. She reached between us, pulling the fabric aside, and guided me into her with a slow, deliberate motion.

“Fuck,” I breathed, my hands gripping her hips.

She leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear. “That’s the idea.”

Her hips began to move, slowly at first, then faster, and I matched her rhythm, the two of us moving together in the confined space of the cockpit. Her breath was hot against my skin, her moans soft and breathy, and I could feel her tightening around me as she got closer to her climax.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. My hands moved to her ass, gripping her tightly as I thrust into her, and she cried out, her body shuddering as she came. I felt her clench around me, and I was right there with her, my own release crashing over me like a wave.

We stayed like that for a moment, our bodies pressed together, our breaths mingling in the air between us. Jess pulled back slightly, her eyes meeting mine, and smirked.

“Not bad,” she said, her voice teasing. “But I think we can do better.”

Her hands slid down my chest, her fingers brushing against my skin, and I felt a shiver run through me. “Jess,” I started, but she cut me off with a kiss, her lips hard and demanding.

“Round two,” she whispered against my mouth, her hands moving lower. “Let’s see how far we can push this cockpit.”

Jess’s lips curled into that dangerous smirk of hers as her hands slid down my chest, her fingers teasing just above the waistband of my pants. Round two, she had said, and the way her eyes gleamed with mischief told me she didn’t just mean another round of flying lessons. Her voice was low, almost a purr, as she leaned in closer, her breath warm against my ear.

“You’ve been a good student so far,” she murmured, her hands unbuttoning my shirt with practiced ease. “But I think it’s time for a… different kind of lesson.”

I swallowed hard, my pulse quickening as her fingers traced the outline of my growing arousal. The cockpit felt smaller than ever, the hum of the engines fading into the background as Jess’s presence took center stage. She leaned back slightly, her eyes locked on mine as she undid the zipper of her flight suit, peeling it down to reveal the curve of her shoulders and the swell of her breasts. My breath hitched.

“Jess,” I started, my voice unsteady, but she cut me off with a sharp laugh.

“Relax,” she said, her smirk widening. “I’ve got this under control.”

She stood from her seat, her movements fluid and deliberate, before turning around and bending slightly over the control panel. The sight of her like that, her flight suit pooled around her hips, her bare ass inviting, sent a jolt of heat straight through me. She glanced over her shoulder, her dark eyes filled with a challenge.

“You’ve never done this before, have you?” she asked, her voice teasing.

I hesitated, unsure if she meant flying or… something else. “Not… not exactly,” I admitted, my voice rough.

She chuckled, low and throaty. “First time for everything, rookie,” she said, reaching behind her to guide my hand to her hip. “Come on, don’t keep me waiting.”

I hesitated for only a moment before leaning in, my hands trembling as I positioned myself behind her. The confined space of the cockpit made the act feel even more illicit, the hum of the engines a constant reminder of where we were. Jess let out a soft moan as I pushed into her asshole, her body warm and tight around me. I moved slowly at first, unsure, but Jess quickly took control, rocking her hips back to meet my thrusts.

“Faster,” she demanded, her voice breathless. “Don’t hold back.”

I obeyed, my hands gripping her hips as I picked up the pace. The cockpit was filled with the sound of our combined breaths, the slick slide of our bodies, and Jess’s occasional gasps and moans. She reached forward, bracing herself against the control panel, her head tipped back as she urged me on.

“That’s it,” she panted. “Just like that.”

I lost myself in the rhythm, the heat between us building with each thrust. Jess’s moans grew louder, more urgent, and I could feel her clenching around me as she neared her climax. Her hand flew back, fingers digging into my thigh as she cried out, her body trembling with release. I followed her over the edge, my vision blurring as pleasure overwhelmed me.

We stayed like that for a moment, our breaths ragged, bodies still pressed together. Jess straightened slowly, her movements languid, and turned to face me with a satisfied smirk. “Not bad,” she said, her voice teasing. “But I think we’ve got—”

She was cut off by a sudden jolt as the plane lurched violently to the side. My stomach dropped as the cockpit lights flickered, and the low hum of the engines sputtered. Jess’s expression shifted instantly from playful to serious as she shoved me back into my seat and quickly pulled up her flight suit.

“What the hell was that?” I asked, my voice shaky.

Jess’s hands flew over the controls, her brow furrowed as she scanned the instruments. “We’ve got an engine failure,” she said, her voice calm but urgent. “Belt up. Now.”

I fumbled with my seatbelt, my heart racing as Jess took control of the plane. The cockpit was a flurry of activity as she worked to stabilize us, her movements precise and confident. The plane dipped and shuddered, and I could feel my stomach lurch as we began to descend.

“We’re going to have to make an emergency landing,” Jess said, her eyes still focused on the controls. Her voice was steady, but I could see the tension in her jaw.

“Where?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Jess glanced out the windshield, scanning the ground below. “There,” she said, pointing to a wide, open field. “We’ll have to hope it’s smooth enough.”

The plane descended rapidly, the ground rushing up to meet us. Jess’s hands moved quickly, adjusting the controls as she guided us down. The wheels hit the ground with a jolt, and the plane bounced before skidding to a stop.

We sat in silence for a moment, the only sound the creak of the plane settling and the rush of our breathing. Jess exhaled sharply, running a hand through her hair. “Well,” she said, her voice still tense but with a hint of her usual playfulness. “That was… unexpected.”

I stared at her, my heart still pounding. “What now?”

Jess turned to me, her smirk returning. “Now,” she said, unstrapping her seatbelt and leaning closer, “we see if the rest of this field is as smooth as that landing was.”

Her hand brushed against my thigh, and I felt a shiver run through me. “Jess,” I started, but she cut me off with a laugh.

“Relax, rookie,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “I’ve got this under control.”
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