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Mad Dash

For an airport, Nick was certain a stampede toward one of its gates was nothing unusual to its hard floors. He imagined hundreds of sprinting, anxious feet pattered through the bustling place each day. Regardless, this understanding did little to soothe his panic, or the panic emanating from the two women beside him, as they all yanked along their carry-ons with barely minutes to spare before their flight. Given the gift they’d received from Helena, Nick’s aunt, they certainly couldn’t face her if they missed their flight.

I’m taking a bit of a sabbatical from the States. If you want, you can come visit me in Singapore this summer. Bring the Moores. They deserve a vacation. Tickets within.

That was the text she’d sent him so cavalierly a few weeks ago. She’d already bought them their flight, which carried them first to Los Angeles, where they’d board this super plane that’d bring them over the Pacific to her mansion—or whatever it was she had there—in Singapore. The timing had struck as if she knew the three of them needed some time to relax and decompress. Which she probably did, assuming Nick’s father had explained the wretched affair to her.

It’d proven a rough summer so far, what with the apparent affair secretly spanning years between Nick’s widowed father and George, the husband of one of the women running beside him and the father of the other, coming out just as Nick made it home from his first year of college. Oh, and they’d all been next-door neighbors for seven years. So yeah.

With divorce papers already served more than a month ago, it was basically over between George and Sophia. Neither he nor Nick’s father had returned to their respective homes since the fallout, instead sharing a hotel together. Cowardly as it was, since they were next-door neighbors, Nick didn’t see a way how either of them could ever return to either home. He’d made as much clear to his father when he’d brought up the ludicrous idea that he and George might return to his house.

And so, after a long discussion with the Moore women, he’d convinced them to come along and receive Helena’s brand of pampering and exotic extravagance. Unfortunately, the flight across the country from Charlotte to Los Angeles had hit a delay due to bad weather. Thus, their panicked hurrying within this new and unfamiliar airport.

Nick glanced to his right. Sophia’s amber eyes didn’t notice, affixed to finding the best route as she, her daughter, and he weaved through the roiling mass of people on their way to Gate Sixty-Two. Trepidation flared within her expression at each minor deviation they took, caused mainly by the crowds of people standing around without worry of missing their flights in the enormous corridor branching off to the various seating areas, where even less nonplussed people waited on their phones and tablets.

In any other situation, Nick would have let his gaze linger on the enrapturing beauty he’d grown up living just a house over from for the past seven years. Had he been allowed time to gawk, her light brown curls bouncing on her slender shoulders would have turned his eyes toward the voluptuous bouncing of her full breasts just a bit lower. As a professional dietitian with a propensity for long hikes within the nearby hills of her home about an hour’s drive from Charlotte, age quivered at the thought of approaching her sublime body.

Anxiety, especially today, not so much.

“We’ll make it,” Nick said, hoping his words would soothe both women running next to him.

“Yes,” Sophia answered, though he didn’t see any signs of relaxation as they veered around a group of old women standing like an island in the middle of their path.

“We’d better,” her daughter, Hailey, growled on his other side. “Allison won’t let me hear the end of it if we don’t.”

“Has she sent any messages your way?” Sophia asked. Her eyes flashed as they spotted the sign over their gate a few hundred feet further down the enormous hall. It did not indicate if their plane had departed already or not.

“Not since we got off our connecting flight,” Hailey said. “She said they hadn’t taken off yet, and that we might make it if we hurry.”

“I hate this airport,” Sophia grumbled, glaring at the enormous glass windows and arching ceiling above. “It’s too damn big.”

Neither Nick nor Hailey attempted to win her back into at least appreciating the scope of the sprawling airport.

Curling right as they finally reached their waiting area, finding rows and rows of empty seats waiting to mock their tardiness, they rushed up to the help desk and the two employees working behind it.

“Cutting it close,” said the middle-aged woman of the pair.

“Yes, we are,” Sophia said, taking a moment to catch her breath.

The woman tapped the scanner beside the desk. “The flight’s still available for boarding. You’ve made it, barely.”

After scanning their boarding passes on the scanner, getting their carry-ons tagged, and making their way down the long corridor, the trio finally let relief wash over them. A flight attendant greeted them, and then they followed her direction up a set of stairs to the second deck of the gargantuan airplane Helena had purchased them first-class tickets for. They climbed up and passed by the business class passengers, who eyed their flustered faces as they headed toward the hanging curtains separating business and first class. Though, plenty of eyes lingered on the two women with him, which caused Nick to frown. Still, they continued forward, leaving those watching eyes behind.

When they pushed through into their area of the enormous plane, Nick’s jaw dropped. As if stepping into an entirely different world, he knew he wasn’t alone in gaping. They did not look upon the tightly packed rows of seats, with a hundred or more passengers shoving luggage in overhead containers and expecting crackers and a tiny bottle of water as their flight’s provisions. Instead, a hallway divvied up with numerous spacious cabins awaited them. A flight attendant waiting at a small area just inside greeted them, took their cabin number—six—and informed them they could call on her for any reason.

Miring across the dark purple tongue of carpet cutting through the cabins on either side, they soon opened the sliding doors and entered cabin number six. The shock didn’t cease on their arrival.

“Wow,” Hailey said, practically pushing by Nick and her mom so she could get a fuller look at the luxurious cabin they’d be using on the flight.

With swiveling, reclining armchairs spread in the corners of the cabin, touchscreen TVs embedded in the walls near them, and even a bed in the spacious area, it was practically a mobile hotel room they’d call home for the next seventeen hours. There were worse ways to travel, though Nick wondered if—barring a private jet—there were better ways. When he saw Aunt Helena again, he’d heap every ounce of gratitude he had onto her.

Hailey grinned and tossed her carry-on bag onto the ground. She twirled around at the foot of the bed and fell back first onto it.

“Now, this I could get used to. Why don’t we suck up to your aunt more often, Nick?”

“Because that wouldn’t be right to do,” Sophia answered for him. “But we’re all going to make sure Helena knows how grateful we are once we see her, aren’t we?”

“Yes,” they both answered.

Stowing away their baggage into nearby compartments, they settled in for takeoff. Sophia took one of the swiveling chairs and began tapping on the TV, perusing the piles of available entertainment for their flight. With Hailey still sprawled out on the bed, Nick took another chair on the opposite side of the bed from Sophia and copied her.

Knowing the flight’s length, they’d all brought various electronics, books, and other forms of engagement to get them through the part of the long flight they’d be awake through. Still, finding a headset synced to his TV, he figured he’d burn some of his time at his current station.

“Anything good on?” a teasing voice called out.

Warily, Nick glanced toward where Hailey stretched on her side while waiting for his response. The inheritor of her mother’s good looks, she had slightly darker hair and her father’s blue eyes. A year older than him, she’d a love of tennis that she’d maintained through her first two years of college, which kept her plenty fit – and she was already blessed with the same unholy voluptuousness Sophia possessed. And plenty aware of it. She might have a propensity for playing dumb like she was doing right now, but she was anything but.

“I just started looking, so I don’t know yet.” He frowned at the immediate terseness in his reply. Yet, instead of upsetting her, it only perked Hailey’s curling smile up higher.

“Let me know if you find something we could both enjoy,” she said, stretching her arms high over her head, squeezing her breasts together beneath the tightfitting navy crop top that showed off her tan spectacularly.

Nick blushed, threw a noncommittal response her way, and then spun back to scrolling through the TV’s offerings. He heard a taunting chuckle behind him, but she left him be otherwise.

Ever since they’d returned from their respective colleges about a month ago, she’d poked and prodded at him as though he were a fine piece of meat that she wanted to ensure was fully cooked through. Coming over to his house often, even after the news broke about their fathers’ affair together, it went beyond the nominal teasing he’d grown accustomed to as next-door neighbors. From walking around in hardly anything when she invited him over to calling on him to sunscreen her when she sunbathed, she’d clearly enjoyed dialing his discomfort up to eleven for weeks.

But why?

That thought had settled in his stomach as a seed and slowly grown into a watermelon over the past month. While they hadn’t acted like feral cats around one another, they’d never been particularly close in their years growing up just a house over from one another. Nick preferred smaller group hangouts than the bombastic parties Hailey had frequented during their high school years. Outside of the now understood shared events their respective fathers had dragged them along for, their interactions had always stayed brief and lacking in depth.

And then she’d kissed him last weekend. Nothing like the pecks on the cheek she’d used to thrust fire into his face whenever she could sneak up on him during the past month. No, this one contained no vague mystery behind its design. While Sophia was out one day, she’d invited him over. Upon arriving, she’d cornered him in the kitchen and delivered a whirlwind of passion onto his mouth, her impossibly sexy body crushed against him. And she’d tried to take it further than that, only for Sophia to return after the friend she’d made plans with had canceled practically the moment after she left the driveway.

Heartbeat thumping each time he remembered the strange and sordid moment, Nick’s heart fired off like an unsynchronized twenty-one-gun salute. Since it had happened, he’d ducked away from her like a field mouse scurrying into its hole whenever it spotted a hawk in the sky. It wasn’t that he was that shy or inexperienced around women. It was just… strange, especially now knowing what they did about their fathers.

On the other hand, seemingly unfazed by the whole event, he’d caught Hailey smiling mirthfully at him numerous times throughout the week. It almost felt as if she’d stuck a ‘kick-me’ sign on his back, and he didn’t realize it yet.

Things would have certainly felt simpler had that been the case.
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Joining the Club

With the plane’s intercom sounding off the final pre-takeoff announcements, Nick glanced toward Hailey when her phone chimed. Her dark blue eyes lit up, scanning the apparently lengthy message she’d just received. A grin Nick wasn’t exactly sure he enjoyed seeing grew upon her face as she reached its end.

“I’m going to go see Allison once we take off,” she said a moment later.

“All right, just don’t get her in trouble,” Sophia said. “She is working.”

“Yeah, yeah, I know.”

It wasn’t long before the plane lurched forward on the runway, pressure building on those inside as it leaped into the sky. Hailey looked at him the entire time, sending prickling unease through him. Once in flight, she rolled herself off the bed in his direction, hair weaving a path that nearly slapped against his nose as she spun toward the door. She bounced out of the room in search of her friend.

Once upon a time, the fact that their flight to a different country just so happened to see one of Hailey’s friends working as a flight attendant on it would have shocked him. He’d long since disabused himself of that idea, however.

She knew someone everywhere they went. He didn’t know how, but from grocery stores to ballparks to ski lodges halfway across the country, they always seemed to find one of her friends there. It almost seemed like a superpower of hers, and it apparently functioned even in as niche a situation as the one they currently found themselves in. He had a circle of friends on which he could count the number with his fingers and toes. Hailey seemingly needed every bead of sand on a beach to account for all of hers.

“What are the odds she actually listens?” Sophia said, glancing over at him.

“Pretty close to nil. But she’ll get away with it, I’m sure. Anyone she inconveniences will forgive her, like usual.”

The beautiful woman smiled at him, and Nick’s heart fluttered like a fallen petal scooped up by a bustling wind. It was a feeling he’d shivered because of before. He was just glad to see her easy smile again, which he’d noticed was seemingly easier to come by now over the past few weeks. It was a shame she’d gone so long without it.

She deserved her happiness more so than most people. She’d an unending supply of compassion, attentiveness, and wit. Growing up without his mother, she’d filled the role whenever he needed it, and she’d not once held this whole strange event between his father and her husband against him. She deserved better. Far better.

“It diminishes the lesson each time when she does,” Sophia said with a sigh.

“Maybe she’ll run afoul of some uptight passenger who won’t stand for it,” Nick offered.

“We’ll just have to wait and see,” she said, an amused twinkle in her eye. She nodded toward his TV. “Anything worth watching that you’ve found?”

“A couple of things I could throw on when I’m really bored, I guess. It’s weird; they’ve got a huge list. Plenty of stuff I haven’t seen before.”

“I feel the same,” she said. “It’s funny how having every option can disillusion you from making a choice.”

Something about her gaze prickled his skin. It lingered in a way he’d never really noticed before. A simmering heat tingled the pads of his fingertips as he drank it in. Tension cloyed through the air, unbroken by their line of sight across the bed between them. Were they still talking about what was on the TV?

A knock on the door drew the strangely tense moment to a close. Sophia called out to whomever it was on the other side that they could enter. A moment later, a wildly attractive Singaporean woman in one of the unusual floral print dresses their flight attendants wore opened it.

“Yes, is everything all right?”

“Hi, sorry for interrupting,” she said in a thoroughly American accent, which should have tipped Nick off immediately. Doubly so once her gaze fell on him. “Could I borrow for you for a moment? It’s about Hailey.”

“Me?” he asked, later blaming the odd moment with Sophia for his sluggishness in spotting Hailey’s hand all over this situation.

“You’re Nick, right?”

“Y-yeah.”

“Then yes.”

Nick cast a glance toward Sophia, who shrugged at the strange events. “My daughter’s not in trouble, is she?”

“No, ma’am.”

Nick didn’t stand up yet, still both confused and wary about this situation that would require him to come along. He heard an exasperated sigh, and then Hailey’s head—and only her head— popped around the corner of the door.

“Will you just come on? Sheesh.”

“Ah, so this is Allison,” Sophia said, a moment after Nick had also realized it.

“That’s me,” Allison said, dipping her head in a slight bow. “Sorry for the antics. Hailey insisted.”

“She does that,” Sophia said, waving an unbothered hand at the apology. “Try and keep her out of trouble, you two.”

Hailey scrunched her face at her mother’s words, and then her head vanished from the door. Allison remained where she stood, waiting on him. With a deep sigh, wondering what manner of trouble he knew he’d find himself wrapped up in soon enough, he stood and departed the suite.

“Enjoy your alone time,” he said over his shoulder as he left.

“Just don’t end it with news that she’s getting us kicked off the plane,” Sophia chuckled.

Sidling by Allison, who bowed again before sliding the door shut, he found no sign of Hailey within the hall. He frowned. He wasn’t looking to play a game of hide and seek in an airplane if that was her aim.

“This way,” Allison said, a slender hand placing itself on the small of his back. His face immediately heated somewhat as the beautiful woman, the formfitting dress adhering to her lovely curves, stepped in closer to him and gently pushed him forward. She might not have Hailey or Sophia’s bust, but she more than made up for it at her hips.

Their journey turned out to be the shortest one he’d ever undertaken. They were staying in cabin six. Allison guided him to cabin nine. Confusion twisted his expression as Allison slid open the door and more firmly pushed him into an opulent space identical to the one that he’d just left.

Only, he’d traded one of the Moore women for the other. And she was in a flight attendant outfit now, rather than her jeans and crop top—which explained why she’d only shown her head a moment ago. Lounging sideways on the bed, she fluttered her fingers at him as Allison entered behind him and slid the door shut.

“What’s going on?” Nick asked, brow furrowed.

Something passed between the two women, and Nick wasn’t sure he liked it. Hailey, still loitering on her side on the bed, curled her lips into a vexing smile. The flight attendant dress she’d found herself into struggled mightily with containing her breasts, designed with a less buxom woman in mind. It formed around them tightly, and he even realized he could see the peaks of her nipples under the thin fabric. Realizing he was gawking, he quickly averted his gaze, only to discover Hailey’s clothes clumped up on the nearest chair— her lacy bra and panties among the pile.

“Relax, Nick,” Hailey said, patting a spot on the bed in front of her. “You’ve been way too tense recently.”

And why is that? He glared at her, but her smile only grew.

“I do have to agree,” Allison said, stepping around him and plopping herself down on the bed. “Most people would be over the moon to be led into a room with the two of us lying in it like this. Yet, you’re over here with a jaw tight enough to chew rocks.”

At her words, he blushed and forced his jaw loose. It didn’t diffuse the wariness he wore like a coat, though.

“Will you just come over here and chill out a little?” Hailey said, sounding a touch exasperated. By comparison, Allison wore an amused expression.

“Why’d you grab me and bring me here? Why are you wearing a flight attendant dress?”

Allison pivoted and looked at Hailey. “Dense as a rock, too, isn’t he?”

“He’s a tad slow on the uptake sometimes, yeah.”

The actual flight attendant among them looked back at him, crossing her lithe legs. Their dresses had a long slit up the front, which rose a few inches higher than their knees. Nick swallowed dryly as he stared at her smooth legs. Smiling as she noticed his attention, she leaned forward, propping her chin up on her palms.

“What reason usually brings an attractive man and a couple of attractive women into a vacant room together?” the flight attendant said. As if to further bash him over the skull with the obvious answer, Hailey began playing with the zipper on the back of her friend’s dress, tugging it up and down noisily.

Nick turned a bright shade of scarlet, which caused both women to grin at him.

“See, he gets it,” Hailey said. “Finally.”

Eardrums pounding as the blood rushed by, he gaped like a carp snatched from its tiny pond. Okay, so maybe he was a touch dense from time to time. Perhaps he shouldn’t have avoided dwelling on his and Hailey’s strange kiss last weekend but instead gone to her and talked out what had happened. It might have kept her from taking such drastic measures.

“Looks like he’s getting it more and more,” Allison teased, drawing a line through the air toward his pants.

Nick cringed at the obvious signs of arousal his body had put up, even while his mind still reeled at the ramifications that Hailey wanted him. Wanted him on a luxurious plane while her friend… watched… participated?

“You can move away from the door anytime, Nick,” Hailey said. “It’s a long flight, but it’s not that long.”

“It’s his first time, yeah?” Allison said. “He’s probably just nervous. Plus, ya know, there’s the whole on-a-plane aspect for him to drool over. And me, of course.” She smiled at him again and parted her legs slightly so he could see further up the insides of her thighs.

“Allison’s a professional, Nick,” Hailey said. “Since you seemed all flustered with just the two of us, once I knew she was going to be on this flight, I figured I’d call in some experienced help.”

Allison made a face at her friend. “Don’t say it like that; it makes me sound like I’m some whore or something. This isn’t the everyday special I offer every flight. You’ve just got a handsome guy here who seems to have a real pension for making beautiful women wait.”

They both looked back at him. Scorching heat spiraled through his body as if a circus performer with one of those hoops wreathed in fire somersaulted inside him. In a reversal of his earlier issue, now it was all he could do to keep his jaw from dropping open. If this was a dream, he really needed a pinch before the fantasy taunted him any further with this blatantly scintillating promise.

Hailey sighed and slid off the bed. “I’ll get him. I’m sure he’ll catch up with us eventually.”

Hailey slid her hand into his, then tugged him toward the bed. He stumbled, his feet like lead, then finally broke free of enough of his stupor not to faceplant right into Allison. His eyes swiveled wildly between them, like a coma patient who’d suddenly come alert while hanging suspended from a bridge. Both women smiled.

This wasn’t a dream.

Hailey guided him straight into Allison’s open arms. The raven-haired woman fell back onto the bed and pulled him with her. On top of her, staring down as his shell-shocked mind finally regathered itself, she ran her slender hands through his face and then pulled him down into a deep kiss.

Heat swam through his body, rampaging through his veins as her soft lips tangled with his. Still roiling through the complex feelings battering him like a sailboat in a hurricane, it was hardly his best performance, but Allison still smiled at him as they parted briefly.

“Like I said, relax. This is a good thing, not a college exam.”

“Though we will grade you on it later,” Hailey teased as she leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek.

He turned toward her after that. Their eyes met, all manner of emotions radiating within that look. Allison wisely held herself from interrupting the intimate moment between them. Nick sent a searching gaze toward Hailey, and she splayed her feelings openly before him.

Earnest and undeniable love and desire spilled across him like a warm tide. It quickened the pulse in his throat until it seemed like it might leap through his skin. A touch of pensiveness sat in her vivid eyes, as well. Nick licked his lips, words that at any other time he would have blushed about even thinking rolling off his tongue.

“What does someone as stupidly beautiful as you have to worry about?”

Before she could respond, he kissed her hard, finally answering the question she’d put on his heart a week ago. He felt her tremble against him, all the nervousness he realized she’d carried since that day—perhaps before it—ebbing away. Her mouth pushed back against his, their needs escalating like a storm around them.

When he pulled back, he felt a pair of hands latch onto his shirt. “Don’t you forget about little old me.”

He looked down at the coquettish flight attendant splayed beneath him, then glanced toward Hailey again. She nodded, and then he returned his attention to Allison as requested. Hailey’s lithe friend stretched her arms past his neck, wrapped them together, and then pulled him against her mouth. New heat flaring within him, he pressed his entire body against her, taking a sharp breath as she ground against him. Her dark eyes grinned at him salaciously as his fingertips instinctively trailed across her tight dress and found the long slit so he could absorb her creamy thighs against them.

His jeans rustled suddenly, and he looked down in time to find Hailey working them undone. Wrapping his arms around Allison’s waist, he stood up, keeping their bodies mashed against one another as they kissed, her slender legs helping hold her in place just above his waist. Hailey continued her work swiftly, freeing him from the waist down of everything.

“Wow,” she whispered.

Allison pushed herself down, causing her butt to contact his length, where she wiggled seductively against his cock. “Now, we’re talking. Let go of me and lay down on the bed.”

He hurriedly obeyed, eyes ravenous for the two gorgeous women as they stood at the edge of the bed with hungering expressions of their own. Allison knelt on the bed beside him, tapping her soft fingertips on his thigh rhythmically, but it was Hailey’s soft hand that forced his thighs into a tight flex as soon as she contacted his throbbing cock.

He hissed with pleasure as her soft, slender fingers trailed around the head of his cock, exploring it like a mountaintop. Slowly, she dropped her hand lower and wrapped it fully around his cock.

“Looks like you’ll need a second hand to hide it all,” Allison said. A moment later, she supplied hers beneath Hailey’s.

“Nice and slow?” Hailey asked her friend.

“Until its torture,” Allison grinned.

“Now, hold on—” Nick said, but both women shushed him with the beginning of their so-called torture.

Focused on one another so they could work in tandem, the two stroked him off slowly, slipping their silken fingers over his cock with all the speed of the last drop of syrup leaving the bottle. Allison focused on steady motions, holding the base of his cock firmly. At the same time, Hailey guided her hand around his cock with small rotations and the occasional rub of her thumb over his cockhead, smearing the copious precum spilling out over it. Gripping the sheets, Nick bit his lip and focused on his breathing as they upped the intensity of this blissful torture with every passing moment.

“Give it to me for a sec,” Allison said. Hailey’s expression showed a mild objection, but she let go of his cock. Which allowed her friend a chance to drop her scalding hot lips to his cock and nestle it into her mouth.

“Oh, fuck!” Nick groaned as her hand slipped away – no longer needed. The sexy woman’s mouth and throat took him deeper and deeper until he’d disappeared to the hilt inside her. He shuddered as he felt her tongue coiling with slow, hot movements over his cock. Her throat wide open, Allison bobbed her head with rowdy gags each time she deepthroated him.

Hailey watched like a starving woman, switching from his wild expression of bliss to her friend’s determined sucking back and forth. Allison’s mouth popped his cock free, and Hailey received a swift nod. Before Nick had a moment to recover, Hailey’s hot mouth slipped into place over a third of his cock.

“Haileyyy!” he hissed, shivering as the less experienced woman took him down more slowly. She tested and widened her throat with each new attempt, and eventually, she sucked him to the base within her tight confines.

“She’s talked about sucking you off for weeks,” Allison teased, grabbing hold of Hailey’s hair and moving it over one shoulder, so it didn’t get in the way. “Is it as big and hot as you were anticipating, Hailey?”

“Mmph, mmhmm,” Hailey mumbled, far too focused on bobbing herself over his burning hot cock to take even a moment to utter a word.

“She’s naughty as fuck,” Allison said. “You’re a lucky man. Doubly so, with me involved.”

Nick bit his lip as the Asian woman disappeared behind Hailey’s body. A moment later, he felt a wet, rough tongue slide up his thighs all the way to his balls. With both women attacking him in tandem, he grunted and groaned like a wild animal as he fought to preserve this bliss for as long as he could stand it. Which wouldn’t be long, he swiftly realized.

He trembled each time Hailey sat with his cock buried to the hilt in her throat, curling his toes each time Allison snuck her tongue along his balls. His body thrummed with fire, roaring at him that he needed to release everything. Every hair on his arm stood tall and rigid as he fought his best to hold back the tide rushing over him.

Allison pulled back first, perhaps noticing the losing battle he fought. She reappeared in his sight, grinned at him, and then tapped Hailey on the shoulder. She sent a confused—and slightly annoyed—look toward her friend.

Allison chuckled. “If you want to go the whole way, we’ve got to back off a bit. He’s at his limit.”

Hailey sent a searching glance toward him. Nick nodded hurriedly. With a bit of a sigh, Hailey unsheathed his cock from her tight mouth. Plopping one final kiss on his slick shaft, she joined her friend.

“First time’s yours,” Allison said, giving Hailey a whiplike slap on her butt.

Nick and Hailey’s gaze met. A week ago, he’d run away from her, and he realized the hurt he must have caused. Yet, looking upon her now, he saw only desire, love, and hope cascading off her. Today, she waited for him to say it.

“First time’s yours,” Nick echoed.

Hailey’s face split into such a beautiful smile that Nick’s heart outright skipped a beat. The gorgeous woman climbed onto the bed with him, shifting herself into place. Her soft hand found his slick cock, guiding it to the opening beneath her dress. Together, they hissed in pleasure as it found her dripping wet folds and pushed in those first few inches.

She sighed with languid contentment as she took him deeper. “All the way. I’m taking every inch of this big cock.” And she kept her word, wriggling her hips and sinking his throbbing cock into her until she’d filled every inch of her tight pussy with it.

“Now bounce, you slut,” Allison said, giving Hailey another slap on her ass.

“Yes, yesss,” Hailey moaned, flexing her lower half as she obeyed the command. Steadying her hands on Nick’s chest, her panted gasps filled the room as she lifted herself and slammed back down again and again. Every single time, Nick’s cock swam in pleasure.

Allison acted quickly, unzipping Hailey’s dress down the back and freeing her shoulders from it. A bit more and out popped her full breasts, which Nick immediately grabbed ahold of. Her hard nipples pressed against his palm, and they both knew that not a single day on this trip of theirs would they not fuck like crazy.

Hailey bucked her hips wildly, succumbing to the shivering passion striping her like lightning bolts. Her hair bounced over her shoulders, wild and in disarray. A strand clung to her wet lips, but she seemed not to notice it. Her vivid blue gaze remained locked upon him, allowing him to pore over every ounce of pleasure throbbing through her.

“Inside me,” Hailey moaned, voice hoarse and quivering. “It’s safe, I promise. Just… fill me. God, fuck, fill me!”

Nick threw his hands to her waist, meeting her every bounce with a hard thrust inside her soaked folds. As she threw her head back and Allison rushed in to cover her mouth with her own, she moaned so gutturally that he didn’t even need to wonder. Hailey’s orgasm clenched tight around his cock, and he absorbed her shivers a moment before he gave her his own.

Unable to wait for even a second longer, Nick groaned and clamped down on her waist with his hands, arching his back as he shoved himself to the hilt inside her. Thick, scorching ropes of his seed erupted inside her moments later. Hailey’s voice turned shrill as he sprayed himself inside of her, and she needed Allison’s support to keep herself upright.

It was the most perfect moment Nick had ever experienced. It washed them both away, consumed them in a passion neither had ever experienced. Eyes wandering around the room as he slowly returned to himself, Nick found Allison grinning at them both. She tapped him on the nose.

“After a little breather, I’m up next. And then Hailey, being the glutton she is, will probably want another round too.”

Barely able to catch his breath, he managed something close to a nod.

3

Nighttime Naughtiness

Allison’s prophetic words proved one hundred percent accurate. After a bit of rest and downing a bottle of water she brought to him, he took her tight cunt until he exploded within her. A third—and thankfully final—round followed with Hailey. When all was said and done, Nick could barely stand up from the bed, which the two grinning vixens used to their advantage, smothering him on both sides as they kissed and teased and demanded he grope their divine bodies while they all shared in the afterglow.

Including the breaks so that he could recuperate, they’d not left the room for well over an hour. Nick severely hoped no one sat in the room beside them. The walls of these cabins weren’t particularly thin, but he imagined any travelers next door would undoubtedly have heard their panting and moaning throughout the blissful affair. And what of Sophia? Nick gulped audibly as thoughts of her flooded his mind. He and Hailey needed a synced cover story; that much was certain.

They decided on the safest—though perhaps overly feeble—excuse available: Allison toured them around the plane, showing off the unique functions only a flight attendant or consummate traveler aboard such decadence would know. For the purposes of their ruse, she gave them a swift rundown of the essential parts.

Nick and Hailey dressed themselves, the latter returning to her actual clothes once they were confident that they wouldn’t trip over their story. Heat rampaged all over his face as he gazed upon her, love and tenderness now permanently joined by a fiery lust that’d prove impossible to douse. She grinned as she noticed him gawking, giving him a bit of a show as she wiggled back into her crop top and jeans.

“Over here,” Allison said, throwing a kiss on his lips when he glanced at her. She grabbed onto his cock through his boxers and grinned as it swelled back to the size that had filled her not long ago. “Hailey’s going to give you my number. Use it. Understand? Pictures, videos, the works.”

“Yeah, I will,” Nick said. Only then did the seductress of a flight attendant release his already re-hardened member.

While she redid the bed, promising no one would notice when she clumped in the sheets covered in sweat and other liquids with the laundry, he and Hailey helped gather up and trash some of the empty water bottles scattered around the room. Once they’d returned the room to its original order—or close enough, Allison said—she scurried off to their duties, Hailey headed toward one of the plane’s impressive bathrooms for a shower, and Nick returned to their actual cabin.

Immediately upon sliding the door open, a set of amber eyes curious about who’d returned lifted from the novel in Sophia’s hands. Nick’s heart pounded even before he spoke the first lie. Doubly so as Sophia’s alluring lips formed a welcoming smile at his return.

“How was it? I hope we haven’t become persona non grata aboard the plane.”

Her innocent question dragged across his skin like a line of thorns. He smiled weakly. “It was fine. We got the grand tour, learned about the planes, yadda, yadda. No trouble to report.”

Sophia arched an eyebrow as if noting something peculiar within his expression. Her eyes fell, and Nick watched them widen ever so slightly. He recognized a moment after that he still suffered with the hardon Allison had given him right before they’d parted. A scarlet wave of heat sprinted across his face as he covered himself with his hands.

Sophia waved a dismissive hand at his flustered state. “She was certainly a lovely woman. There’s nothing to fret over, Nick. It’s natural. If she noticed, I’m sure she thought the same thing.”

Even still coursing with embarrassment, a wave of relief cooled one portion of his panic. She assumed he’d only looked, not touched. And that Allison alone was the reason behind his riled state. By comparison to the truth of the situation, Nick was more than willing to allow that idea to seed.

“Y-yeah,” he said, scratching the back of his head. “She sure was.”

“Is Hailey still with her?”

“Oh, no. Allison had to get back to work. Hailey’s just in the bathroom, I think. She should be back shortly.”

“Good. Then we can order dinner and settle in once she’s back.” Sophia pointed a finger toward a menu on the bed. “It’s certainly finer fare than we’re used to. Take your pick, though. It’s already paid for in our tickets.”

Nick nodded before walking over and scooping up the menu. He swore he saw Sophia’s eyes lingering on him from his peripherals, which sent a flare of anxiety sprinting through him. She hadn’t seemed overly suspicious of his story about where he’d been the past couple of hours. As she said nothing, returning her gaze to her book as Nick perused the menu, he hoped he was just seeing things.

As stated, he found a decadent spread of meals ranging from local fare to more western courses. For much of the former, he scanned it with ignorant eyes, though occasionally, he could piece together what he’d be eating if he ordered it. He might not know what laksa or mee siam was, but he understood what braised beef and mushroom ragout was. So, in an attempt to acclimate his stomach to the fare he should expect to eat while staying with his aunt, he chose from the regional menu.

When Hailey returned, Nick watched like a hawk as Sophia eyed her daughter. As far as he could tell, she didn’t seem interrogative of Hailey. After sharing news of their inflight dinner, Nick handed the menu to Hailey, a knowing look passing between them. He moved over to his original chair while Hailey lounged on the bed and scanned the menu.

“Any chance of snagging some of this outrageously expensive wine for us?” Hailey asked, batting her eyelashes toward her mom. “It comes with the ticket, so it’s not going to cost us anything.”

“You’d be more likely to convince the crew to lend you parachutes and let you skydive out of the plane,” Sophia said without even glancing up from her reading.

“Had to try,” Hailey said, shrugging her shoulders.

With their orders put in, apparently sent to an onboard crew of chefs in an actual kitchen below, it wasn’t long before a flight attendant delivered the opulent fare to their room. Chowing down and thankful his palette agreed with the eastern-style food, they chatted away about their hopes for the trip—though Nick knew his aunt would probably have a full itinerary waiting for them the moment they stepped off the plane. If it was anything like the trip to Hilton Head that he and his dad had taken with her a few years ago, he expected she’d already had days of sights and activities lined up for them.

High above the clouds, even chasing the sunset, darkness slowly caught up to their cabin’s windows. It was odd knowing that they’d departed in the late morning but would arrive in the evening of tomorrow, the time zone shift ensuring they’d lose a day on the calendar – though they’d earn it back when they flew home.

“The bed’s yours,” Nick told the two women, not that there’d ever been any doubt of that. “I can sleep on the ground. Just toss me a few extra blankets for cushioning.”

“Are you sure?” Sophia asked. “It might be a tight squeeze, but you could fit. We could make it work, so it’s not too awkward.”

Nick resisted a very real urge to salivate at both her choice of words and how he might fit on the bed with the two voluptuous women. The bed would fit two comfortably. With three, they’d all end up scrunched together and unable to so much as shift without disturbing the others.

From the corner of his eye, he noticed Hailey considering the very same thought. A bit of mischief spread like a growing ember across her face. Nick knew right then and there that it’d be far too dangerous to accept Sophia’s offer.

“No, it’s okay. We should all try and be rested for when we land.” He sent a knowing look Hailey’s way, who seemed unquelled by it.

“Well, all right,” Sophia said. “Just know you can come up here anytime if you can’t sleep.”

Hailey stuck her tongue out at him while her mom wasn’t looking, then ensured he saw plenty of her butt as she climbed into bed alongside her. Making his little makeshift sleeping area, Nick turned the lights down. The cabin grew dark but for a few LED lights calmly humming beneath the TVs. Settling in, he closed his eyes and let the reverberations of the plane cutting through the sky pull him into his dreams.

Movement woke him. Immediately, he grew alert, ready to fend off Hailey before she went and got them found out by slipping into his sleeping area with him. Only… the movement didn’t walk toward him. And from his angle, he could still see Hailey’s dark form, who looked pretty deep in her own dreams.

The sliding door opened, a stray wall of dim light outside illuminating Sophia, wearing a thin violet robe she’d cast over her lingerie before getting up. Nick saw her face for only a moment before she stepped outside and shut the door behind her as she went, but it was enough.

Her lip wobbled, and mist gathered in her eyes.

Nick sat up the moment she’d slid the door closed after her exit. Standing slowly, dressed in only his boxers and a tee shirt, he crept on the pads of his feet toward the door, then opened it himself. The wood ground ever so softly on the rollers beneath, but it sounded loud as gunfire to him. Wincing, he popped his head out and looked for Sophia.

He saw her gliding like an ethereal spirit toward the back of the plane. Her bare feet made not a sound. No thought guided Nick after her – it was purely instinct. He trailed after her quietly, and she never so much as lifted her head. She was too busy fighting back tiny sobs.

It wasn’t a long walk, and fortunately, neither of them ended up being discovered by any nightshift flight attendants at their stations. Passing all the cabins, she turned toward a slightly smaller cabin Nick registered as the bathroom. She still hadn’t noticed him as she stepped into it, this time not even fully closing the door behind her.

As Nick quieted his breathing and sidled like a thief up beside the crack of light, he heard her sobs more clearly from within the spacious. What was he doing here… other than being a complete creep? Should he alert her of his presence, see if he could help? Or just slink back to their room so he didn’t potentially upset her further?

He looked through the crack and saw her tortured expression of grief reflected in the window of the sink she stood before. Saw her dabbing at her eyes, trying to end the flood bubbling up. He knew his answer, then.

He moved over so that she wouldn’t spot him standing like a horror villain with his eye glowing through the crack she’d left, then knocked. He immediately heard her gasp, but he spoke before she could, so she knew it was him outside, not some creepy stranger. Just… her creepy next-door neighbor, instead.

“Hey, it’s me. I woke up when you left. Is everything all right?”

A slight pause answered him, though he heard motion within. “Y-yes. Just stepped outside for a bit of a refresher.”

“Is it okay if I come in?”

Another pause. “Yes, I’m decent. Come… in.”

Nick grasped the slightly open door and pulled it open. Stepping inside, he found Sophia looking the other way, a blatant attempt to hide the distress she’d been battling just moments ago. He slid the door shut behind him properly once he’d entered.

By all accounts, the bathroom he stepped into far outdid any but those he’d seen in Aunt Helena’s lavish chateaus and mansions. Lush towels sat neatly stacked on three racks so the room would never run out, no matter how greedy their guests might get. All manner of expensive-looking lotions, soaps, and other amenities sat neatly around the porcelain sink tabletop, more likely underneath the cabinets. It had a massive shower with a glass wall and a door to his left. Big enough for two, easily.

Nick blushed slightly and thrust that thought from his mind. He’d come here to check on Sophia, not to act like a lech.

“Is everything okay?” he asked gently, taking a step closer to her, knowing the answer but asking the question anyway. “You looked a little out of sorts when you left our room.”

Sophia leaned back against the sink counter, finally bringing her eyes, puffy and rimmed red, around. Nick didn’t rush her as she collected herself, though he didn’t look away either. Eventually, Sophia dragged in a pained breath and spoke.

“It’s just… I’m sure this will be a wonderful experience for you, Hailey, and me. Helena will make sure of that. But after…? This feels like a diversion from reality.” Her eyes were shrouded under darkness. “When this vacation is over, when we return… there’s just so much to wade through.”

Slowly, Nick nodded. “It’s awful what they did to us. To you, especially. You deserved so much better.”

Sophia’s expression twisted woefully. “I’m sorry you and Hailey have had to go through this.”

Nick ran a hand through his hair. “It’s not your fault. I certainly don’t blame you, not one bit. You’ve always been so amazing, so wonderful, so caring. Anyone who doesn’t see that’s a fool.”

Sophia’s lower lip quivered. “Thank you, Nick. You’re so… reliable. Really. You’ve been a rock for me in this horrid, strange situation.”

“I’m just paying you back for all the years you did the same for me.”

Her eyes lit with something, then. It passed over a dangerous knowledge, a revelation that no man in his situation wouldn’t lose his mind over receiving. It almost stole his breath. Sophia’s eyes widened, noticing he’d seen into her thoughts.

As if pulled forward by hooks, Nick walked forward, and Sophia almost seemed to regard him like a dangerous animal as he approached. Tension tightened her grip on the sink counter, but she didn’t flee. Reaching for her, he found her slender arms trembling as he took them into his hands. Looking down at her, he smiled.

“I’ll help you any way I can,” Nick said, heart blasting within his chest. “Just… say the word.”

Her lip quivered again as she bit down on it, nodding quickly at him. Tears popped up in the corners of her eyes, and Nick moved to swipe them away with his finger.

“You’re so mature,” Sophia said, grinning through her grief as he swept away her tears.

“I definitely think I ended up that way by watching you.”

Sophia smiled, drawing in a breath that almost caused her to hiccup. Dangerously, Nick’s eyes trailed down her face to the enormous hills bursting from her robe. Feeling his body react in a way that shamed him, especially here and now, he rushed his gaze back to her face. Only to realize she’d stepped in a bit closer at some point. Their mouths hung just inches from one another. A moment later, they’d kissed.

It was short and far too quick, but it should never have happened—especially not after today’s events. Still, Nick didn’t regret it. Her lips were warm, soft, and a bit wet. Less of a kiss than an inhale, he breathed in the delicate floral scents of her skin lotion and lip balm, practically seizing the air out of her mouth for his use. Nick’s entire body relaxed into the kiss, which ended once his senses returned in a tidal wave that drew his face back rapidly.

“I-I’m so sorry,” he whispered breathlessly, panic rushing past his lust with a blaring screech.

“There’s nothing here to apologize about,” Sophia said. Her soft eyes pinned him in place with those revealed emotions from earlier. If he’d almost lost himself when he’d leaned in to kiss her, that went doubly so as she pressed herself against his chest and lifted herself so she could do it to him.

This kiss lasted longer, thankfully, which allowed him to overcome his shock and start kissing her back. Her deific body pressing into him, he wrapped his arms around the small of her back. He kept her held there as their mouths greeted the other’s tentatively, cautiously, before they realized how desperately they wanted the kiss to continue. And then, as if a switch had been flipped, passion, heat, and force thrust themselves between their mouths.

He pushed her back against the sink top, and she moaned against him. Lowering his hands to grab hold of her ridiculously ample butt, he lifted and sat her on it so that she didn’t need to crane to keep her lips hotly burning against his. His fingertips flared across her thighs, parting her robe out of the way like sheaves of paper shoved off a desk. She kissed him hard, wrapping her arms around his neck and squashing her pendulous breasts against his chest.

The kiss broke swiftly, but that pause lasted only a second before they’d engaged in a third one. A dozen more followed as their hands trialed across the other’s body, knowing only the maddening lust enrapturing them.

“I’m such a bad woman,” Sophia said during one of their slightly longer pauses. “I’ve had such naughty, awful dreams. About… you. For longer than just… these past few months.”

Nick shivered like he’d been thrown into the arctic ocean, so sweltering hot with need that it practically chilled him. He pulled one of her hands down his stomach until it could feel his tenting erection beneath his boxers. Sophia’s eyes roared with lust as she felt his entire length through it.

“You can’t say something like that and not pay for it,” Nick said.

“Name your price. I’m willing to pay.”

He pulled her off the sink counter, then shoved her to her knees. The forbidden lust rippling through the cabin practically zapped them both like static. He saw all the affection and tenderness Sophia had granted him for years in her expression, but he now saw a ravenous set of urges that curled his toes. He gasped as Sophia, barely waiting a moment, brought her hot open mouth to his cock over his boxers.

“Don’t you tease me,” he growled as she breathed hot air over it, adding moist saliva to the outside while his precum soaked it on the inside.

“I told you, I’m a bad woman,” Sophia answered, licking her tongue next over his boxers. “I can’t help it.”

“Then I’ll help,” Nick said, unable to handle the foreplay—not now, at least.

Gripping his boxers at their hems, watching Sophia pull back, her eyes alight with illicit excitement to see his cock, he thrust them down and kicked them away. Immediately, Sophia ran her hands up his thighs and placed a warm kiss on his cockhead, then ran her tongue over its length.

“I need out of this robe,” she said, staring up at him with the lewdest expression imaginable. “I’m going to burn up if I don’t while I suck this huge cock.”

He grabbed her wrists where they sat on his thighs and pulled her up to her feet. It startled her, and she frowned with slight worry, slight trepidation. What he did next surely informed her he had no intention of ending things here.

He pulled her robe over her shoulders, then did the same for her lacy bra beneath. Baring her tits before him, he groped the heavy things for the few moments he could spare. He wouldn’t see them for a bit, after all.

Pulling her along, he pushed her massive tits against the shower’s glass wall. Sophia immediately gasped as her scorching hot nipples met the cool glass. Nick wasn’t done setting her up just yet. Stepping up behind her, he pressed his cock tightly between her buttocks. Understanding his intention immediately, she lurched back into him, sighing contentedly as he teased her with his cock.

Hair in disarray, strands sprouting wildly in every direction, an ember of trepidation, but an inferno of lust, scorched him as she looked over her shoulder. “All the way, Nick?” It was more a plea than a question.

“All the way.”

She shivered as he pulled down her dark panties, stepping out of them one foot after the other. Running his hand over the satin robe, guiding the fabric up so he could take in the complete perfection of her butt, he grasped hold of his cock and gently smeared his precum around her folds.

“They’re already soaked,” Sophia complained, impatience jumping through her voice.

“You’ll have to wait a bit longer,” Nick teased, licking his lip, absorbing the sights of her creamy skin, her dire lust, and just the situation where he was about to fuck this gorgeous woman aboard the most ridiculously opulent plane he’d ever seen.

“Not too much longer, I hope—”

Not a moment longer.

As soon as Nick thrust into her, she lost her voice to a deep, heady moan that bounced off the glass. It was perfection. Hailey and Allison might have her beat in terms of tightness, but Sophia was so wet and inviting that he immediately found himself buried to the hilt within her. And then the tightness increased, the walls of her pussy clenching around his invading cock.

“Fuckkk,” he groaned, just standing there in that glorious moment of bliss as it swept him away.

“Do me good,” Sophia whispered. “Hard, fuck, I need it hard. I need a hard fucking, Nick. Please.”

He swept as much of her hair into his hand as he could, and then, using it to help keep himself steady, he started fucking Sophia silly.

“Yeah, right, ungh, there!” Sophia met his pounding thrusts with a willingness that seemed almost feral. The ravenous needs he realized she’d not seen sated in so long poured off her body like steam as she bounced her firm butt back into each one of his thrusts.

“You’re such a hot fuck, Sophia!”

“Only for you, Nick!” she moaned, hands pressed tight against the shower door to ensure she didn’t fall during their bestial fucking. “This pussy is only for you!”

He wrapped a hand around the underside of her breasts. Even with the humongous things mashed against the shower door, he could still grasp plenty of her glorious flesh. Her grunts and moans rocketed him to new highs, and she seemed to enjoy each time he pulled back on her hair.

Time seemed to slow each time she glanced at him, checking to ensure she was adequately moving so that he enjoyed himself as much as she was. The intimacy of the moment alone could have guaranteed that. But as she rocked her hips with the skill and intensity of a woman determined to make sure she didn’t cum too long before he did, he fell in love with her so deeply that he couldn’t have put it into words if he’d tried.

“There, there, thereee!” Sophia cried, amber eyes flaring as if the sun rose within them. Nick didn’t stop, even with his orgasm charging through his cock—which he fought back against to the final moment.

“Cum for me, Sophia,” Nick grunted, doing everything in his power to ensure he didn’t leave her at the edge.

“It’s been so longggg,” she hissed, squeezing her eyes shut. A moment after, the feeling of her orgasm clamped over his cock. After that, a guttural noise shivered off her tongue like none he’d ever imagined her capable of. Her hands fell down the glass, but the force with which he fucked her ensured she didn’t fall.

His cry of pleasure joined hers as he finally erupted deep inside her. The head of his cock, pressed as deep into her as he could get it, blasted her with his seed. Together, they gasped and panted and came alongside one another. The most perfect moment Nick could ever have known, where he emptied herself into her and at the same time linked them together.

A minute became ten as they held each other tightly in an embrace after their raunchy sex, deliberately slow as they ran their fingers over the other’s bodies. Unsurprisingly, once suggested by Sophia, he spent his time kissing her and feeling her massive breasts. Contrarily, her fingers danced over every part of him but his cock, which he was grateful for. He could tell, especially since only five or six hours had passed since he’d been with Hailey and Allison, he’d nothing left to give – at least not for a day or so.

Sophia wore a contented smile the entire time as they sat in one another’s arms, each picking up the slack for the other’s fatigue. She nuzzled her nose against his, then touched her soft lips to his. Across their body, beads of sweat gathered and trailed over their clammy skin.

“It’s a good thing we’re already here,” she said. “We can shower together. Think you can stay awake that long?”

“Do I get to wash your sexy body?”

Sophia grinned. “You can if you promise me another round once we’re at Helena’s. Before you go after Hailey again.”

Nick’s eyes widened in shock. “Y-you knew?”

Sophia rolled her eyes. “She’s had her eye on you longer than I have. Of course, I knew. Three attractive young people disappear in a high-class airplane for hours. Oh, yes, I’m sure they’re just chatting about the plane’s specs.”

“Are you… mad?”

“Do I have any right to be?” she answered dryly. “If anything, she’s the one with a right to be mad at me.”

“I, uh…”

Sophia shushed him with a finger on his lips, then removed it so she could kiss him. “Shower now, strange relationship concerns later. Maybe even after this vacation is over.”

Nick nodded. “Okay. I love you, Sophia.”

“I love you too, Nick. I’ll show you just how much once this plane touches the ground.”

THE END
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