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‘More champagne, madam?’

You hate that word and always have – it makes you feel so damn old, which at twenty-nine should be the last thing on your mind – but the smiling face of the stewardess as she beams down at you makes it hard to stay too angry for too long. Instead, you just smile right back and give a polite ‘Yes, please’, waiting as she fills the flute and hands it to you.

‘And what about your husband?’ she asks, gesturing to the man dozing next to her. ‘Will he want one?’

‘Oh... no, he’s fine. Or he will be when he wakes up, anyway.’

The stewardess smiles again, and goes to deal with the few other passengers still awake.

You sip your champagne and try and relax. Maybe it will help you drift off to sleep, but somehow you doubt it. It’s around half past midnight, according to your body clock – God only knows what time it actually is, halfway across the Atlantic – and nothing seems to be working. By rights, you should be exhausted by now, but unlike Charlie you can’t seem to let yourself relax enough to get a few sacred hours’ worth of shut-eye.

It’s not for lack of comfort, either. The company who hired you both for this two-week consultancy jaunt have really pushed the envelope in terms of spoiling you. It wasn’t until you got to the airport that you discovered that, far from the business seats you were expecting, LanTech Designs had bumped you up to first class, all on their dime. The meal was exceptional, as you’d expect, but it paled in comparison to the comfort of everything else around – not least the plush seats, almost as comfortable as your bed back home. This was how travel was meant to be. At this rate, it would be hard to justify travelling at the back of the plane ever again.

Charlie sleeps on, disinterested. You try and avoid stealing glances over at him, but it’s so damn difficult. Even asleep, he’s a beautiful man – the kind of man who, when a stewardess mistakes him for your husband rather than just a work colleague, does not lead to a correction. Besides, it’s not as though you haven’t thought about it before.

You and all the other girls in the office, regardless of how single they are. Some of the men, too.

Behind those closed eyelids sit two pools of bright blue – eyes that catch the light, dancing and twinkling. They’re the highlight of a face with plenty to recommend it: strong jaw, perfect teeth, always the faintest trace of designer stubble. Yes, this isn’t the first time you’ve noticed Charlie, and it won’t be the last. Of all the other workers in the office, he was the one you were hoping you would be paired with for this project. He’s the one you hope to be paired with for every project, for that matter. 

But nothing has happened: that would be unprofessional. Best to leave him as the main player in your fantasies, where he can be bent and moulded to all of your most sordid desires – where you are always satisfied, and he is always ready and eager to please.

No. Best not to think about that – not here, anyway. The last thing you want is to get yourself all excited while you can’t do anything about it. The frustration – especially with the object of your affections so close at hand – would damn near kill you.

The flight would go a lot more quickly if you were able to sleep through it, but apparently that isn’t an option. The book in your hand luggage has long since been finished, so perhaps a movie is in order. You idly flick through the selections using the remote, the high-definition on the screens so much better than you’re used to in coach, and finally decide on a French film you’ve never heard of before: if anything will make you nod off, perhaps this is it. You sip your champagne, and settle in.

Half an hour later, though, you realise your mistake: rather than the dry drama you were expecting, what you got instead was a sex-crazed thriller. The first sex-scene, you let pass without comment, but after the second – and the magnificent third – the tingling between your legs is too much for you to ignore. You should turn it off, you know that, but as your hand reaches for the remote it’s the rewind button that it seeks out, rather than the one that will send you back to the safety of the menu.

You watch it three times in the dark of the cabin, unable to tear your eyes away. Even through the headphones provided, it seems so daring – the sight of naked bodies pressed against each other, wanton and sweaty. It awakens something in you, something that you have been trying your hardest to lay to rest, and rather than sating your desires – as you had somehow managed to convince yourself it would – it only serves to inflame them. The sight of the main character wrapping his long, strong arms around the woman who may be his wife but who could just as easily be his mistress – the plot is largely  incomprehensible, even as the sex is simple and blunt and to the point – makes you crave that contact for yourself. As you watch him mount her, thrusting over and over (and then, thanks to the rewind button, over and over again), you realise that it’s not just the contact you want. You need to be filled.

Right here, on this plane, surrounded by sleeping businessmen, your pussy is crying out for cock. Water, water everywhere, but not a drop to drink.

It’s not a feeling that you’ll be able to dispel by willpower alone. Now is a time for action, not idle thoughts; daydreaming was, after all, what got you into this mess in the first place. What to do? There’s always the bathroom, of course, but surely that smacks a little of... what, exactly? Desperation? Sordidness? The sort of wanton behaviour that good girls are supposed to avoid at all cost?

Your eyes flick back up to the screen and the writhing mass of moaning flesh. The bathroom it is, and quickly.

You gather your things and ease the blanket off your lap, grateful for the fact that there is no visible sign of your arousal. It’s only once you stand up and turn to Charlie that you notice those bright blue eyes reflecting in the dim light of the cabin. They’re open.

He has been watching you.

You feel the blush begin to spread across your face, and the hot burn of embarrassment as you try – and fail – to push it back down where it belongs. It’s no use. Charlie smiles at you knowingly, that carefree smirk that is practically his trademark at work – the one that says everything is a joke to him, and no ill-will is ever meant. That doesn’t matter now, of course. There’s no way he could have missed the sight on the screen, no way he could have avoided seeing exactly what it was you were watching.

Well, so what? It’s not as though it was porn, for God’s sake: it was a movie, provided by the airline – and in French, too. Dozens of other people on this flight must have watched it alongside you. Why isn’t he giving them a hard time about it, eh? There’s no reason to be embarrassed by the fact that a film had a sex scene in it – and if he thinks so, he’s the one that needs to grow up.

You try not to think about what he thought when he saw you rewind it, and head off to the bathroom – and as far from that smirk as possible.

The First Class bathrooms aren’t exactly what you could call spacious, but compared to the bathrooms at the back of the plane they’re borderline palatial. Still, you’re not here to admire the space, or the decor: one thing and one thing only has brought you to this little room at thirty-six thousand feet, and as you slide the lock closed it’s the only thing on your mind.

Your trousers are unzipped almost immediately, and as you reach an eager hand down past your stomach it’s impossible to ignore just how wet you are: that scene has not only made your pussy throb with anticipation but it has also given you more lubrication than you could ever need. It’s a good job you always keep a spare pair of pants in your carry on, because this pair are soaked through. The smell of sex must have followed you right the way down the cabin, impossible to ignore. Perhaps it’s a shame that everyone was asleep. You would have killed to see the look on their faces as the scent of your arousal hit their noses, wafting behind you, announcing your excitement.

Perhaps it wouldn’t be so bad if they knew why you were here. Sometimes it’s good to just let your hair down and give in to your wilder desires.

Tonight is one of those times.

You work fast, with no time for romance – your fingers, trained by many sleepless nights, knowing just where to touch in order to scratch your itch. Your index finger circles your clit, drawing out the orgasm that has been hovering just out of reach for what feels like forever. Alternating between fast and slow teases you, helps you to build to the crescendo you need, and as you do the image from the film floods your vision. You can almost feel his hands on your body and the sweat on your skin as you…

… as you…

So close...

You’re so close...

So...

... fucking...

... CLOSE...

The knock at the door startles you, and the instinctive fight-or-flight response of your teenage years kicks in. You might not have a duvet to pull up around your waist, but your hand darts out of your underwear as though it had received an electric shock.

Fuck, you think, but that doesn’t do justice to the feeling of rage that spreads through you as the orgasm that you crave so much vanishes like a leaf on the breeze. You rearrange yourself and wash all traces of your playtime off your hands. The moment is ruined. The fun is over.

All because of someone’s impatience, and unwillingness to go down the plane to find another toilet.

‘Someone’s in here,’ you hiss through the door, but then another knock comes just as forcefully as the first. ‘I said someone’s in here,’ you spit out again, hoping the Hey, asshole is implied, and the knocking is replaced by a voice from the other side of the door.

‘I know,’ it says.

The voice is recognisable, instantly: you’ve heard it every week for the past two years. It seems lower now – throaty and masculine, the low tone of a predator trapping his prey.

Charlie.

Immediately, your mind goes into overdrive. Maybe it’s an emergency. Maybe something terrible has happened and he urgently needs your attention and expertise. Maybe...

No. That’s ridiculous. What emergency could there possibly be? You’re over six miles up in the air, and the rest of the cabin is asleep – or at least, drifting off. He’s not here for the bathroom. He knows who’s in there, and he knows exactly what you’re doing. He knows what it was that drove you to it, too.

And you both know why he’s there.

You place your hand on the sliding lock and pause for a moment. If you do this, things will change. Will it make things awkward in the office? Will it spoil the trip? Will the clients be able to tell the tension between you – or will it ease the pressure?

It doesn’t matter. You need this. The vibrator would be nothing compared to the feeling of a hard cock sliding into you, parting your lips, thrusting upwards...

You slide open the lock and he’s there, that charming grin plastered across his face. You expect him to make a smartass comment – so much his style – but he doesn’t. He waits for a second, and you realise that he’s giving you the opportunity to pass him by, to leave and refuse his wordless advance; the last thing he wants is for you to feel trapped by him. You take a step backwards instead, giving him room to accommodate himself, and he slips into the tiny room in front of you, and locks the door.

There’s a moment of silence, and then another – not awkward, just preparation. Neither one of you seems willing to make the first move, even though the first move was made (by him) the second he rapped on the door and (by you) as soon as you decided to open it. What happens next is inevitable. There is to be no backing down from this, thank God. With his body pressed against yours, you realise that backing out is the last thing that you want.

He breaks first, leaning in to kiss you. You meet him halfway, and suddenly you are one: lips locked, tongues mashing fiercely, trying to get as much of each other as you possibly can, as though making up for lost time. Hands clutch at bodies, although it’s difficult to tell which belongs to whom: they move so fast, in flurries of excitement and desire, that it’s only by touch that ownership can be identified.

He bites your lip and you let out a gasp that soon transforms itself effortlessly into a moan – a little too loudly. ‘Hush,’ he says as he pulls away, but he’s amused and not angry. ‘Do you want the whole plane to hear you?’

Of course not; that would be ridiculous. Besides, they’re all asleep, or most of them at any rate, and even the stewards are packed off, either sleeping or eating their own meals. Still, the thought of all these people around – of the risk of getting caught – thrills you. Part of you does want the whole plane to hear you: the same frivolous, risk-craving part of you that opened the door and allowed him in.

You quieten down. If you get interrupted again, you don’t know what you’d do.

Instead, you reach down, your fingers no longer clutching at his back but instead making a path down to his trousers. You can feel the bulge of his erection through the fabric, straining to be free. He’s huge – a full eight inches, hard and waiting for you.

You did this. You have had this effect on him.

The thought makes you crave it all the more.

I could take this, you think. I could drop to my knees right now and have that beautiful cock in my mouth.

A second passes. Why shouldn’t you? What’s possibly keeping you?

In for a penny, in for a pound.

He moans as your lips close around his member: an unexpected treat. Giving head is your special talent, almost as pleasurable for you as it is for the receiver – and based on Charlie’s moans, he’s grateful to be discovering your skills for himself. His head is thrown back and he braces himself against the stand that contains the wash basin, his knuckles turning white from the exertion of gripping so hard. When you run your tongue down the length of it, you see his mouth open in a wide O of amazement.

When you take it down into your throat, his leg begins to twitch nervously, a tell-tale sign of a man nearing his limits.

When you finally let the head pop out of your mouth, it’s all he can do to keep from begging for more.

Poor Charlie. Poor, desperate Charlie.

He knows that release is coming, but it won’t come from your tongue. You stand up just in time to catch the fleeting look of disappointment on his face, but as you press yourself against the little wall space of the plane and hike up your skirt, that look soon fades into a wry smirk. He watches as you pull the fabric north, past your thighs and the white flash of your underwear. They’re not your most glamorous pair, but it doesn’t matter: when he sees the huge damp patch against the virtuous, virginal white material, he couldn’t care less about the absence of lace.

You slip them down past your knees, and suddenly he is on you like a lion on its prey: the trousers around his ankles have done nothing to slow him down. As he kisses your neck, you feel his cock at your entrance momentarily; he pauses for a second, as if to tease you with it, but he can’t resist for long. With one firm, hard thrust he is inside of you.

Fuck.

His body presses you against the wall of the plane, leaving nowhere for you to move and with nothing between you and the outside world except thin aluminium. You’re thirty-six thousand feet above the ground, but you don’t care.

Right now, you are nowhere but in the moment.

You meet his thrusts with your hips, pushing back against him, desperate for every inch of his beautiful cock inside you. You can still taste his precome on your lips, but his kisses take precedence. Charlie kisses like a desert wanderer who has just encountered an oasis would drink: deep and long and greedy, overcome by need. For an instant – one glorious moment – you allow yourself to be blown away by his ferocity, but this is a game for two; it takes no time at all for you to match him in intensity. When you bite his lip, he responds by driving himself deeper into you, over and over.

And then, just when you think his cock is about to split you in two, the orgasm takes over.

At first, it’s hard to tell where the shudder begins; rather than inside your body or his, it seems to grow from both of you at once, taking you over simultaneously. You feel his hands gripping your body as he loses himself in the folds of your cunt, and the tightening of your muscles as they wrap themselves around his cock, involuntarily squeezing every last drop of his pleasure into you. This time, it’s his moan that threatens to give you both away. It sneaks from his mouth, but you clamp your lips against his, smothering it with a kiss until it dies in the throes of orgasm. As he thrusts one last time, your legs begin to shake and it is suddenly nothing more than his strength preventing you from falling to the floor.

You moan out a single word as you come: ‘Please…’

Please take me.

Please, harder.

Please, more.

Please…

Please…

Everything is wrapped up in that word – every glance that has passed between you over the past year and a half, every sexually-charged joke, every moment of tension leading to this glorious explosion.

You say please, but what you mean is thank you.

God, thank you. A thousand times, thank you.

You want to thank him for the knock on the door, for having the gall to follow you, for knowing what you really wanted before you knew it yourself. More than that, though: you want him to thank you. You want to hear him scream it as he comes, shaking a headboard and terrifying the neighbours. You want him to scratch it into your back, to bite it into the side of your neck and your collarbone.

You want it to be the only thought that rises through his pleasure, just as it is through yours.

The pleasure subsides, gradually, and shortly after the thanks join it. Soon all that is left is the flesh, yours and his, connected to each other and yet to nothing else.

You’re adrift, cast aside from your body by the ferocity of what just happened to you – and then he brings you back with a kiss. His lips linger on yours just long enough to remind you that time is the one luxury you no longer have. This moment between you is set on a timer, and any minute now another sharp rapping may come at the door, bringing the full shame and recrimination of the flight crew.

No. Anything but that. Don’t let this be spoiled.

He understands without it being said; almost instantly, he is off you and readjusting his outfit to remove all trace of what just happened. Good luck with that, you think. There will be no easy removal of the smell of your perfume from his skin, or the freshly-fucked look on his face. You have marked him, irrevocably. Your shared moment is written on his face as though in bold black marker pen.

A fleeting peck on your lips from him, like the coffee at the end of a dinner date, and he is gone. He sticks his head out of the door quickly, evidently finds the aisle devoid of angry passengers wondering why the bathroom has been occupied for so long, and flashes you a quick thumbs up. It is safe. You can take your time.

You rearrange yourself slowly, putting yourself back together in light of what came before. You can feel his sticky wetness drying between your thighs; the reluctant splash of water that deals with it feels like a betrayal. You want that feeling. In another world – a simpler world, where you weren’t under so much pressure – you could have fallen asleep with his seed marking you as territory conquered. For now, though, the coloniser must be driven off, with no traces remaining.

And then you are free to leave.

Can they tell?, you think as you walk onwards past the rows of businessmen quietly napping or watching films or trying to struggle through newspapers by the dim light of an LED bulb. If one of them were to look up, would they know what just happened? Would they be able to smell his come on you? Would the smirk on your face give you away? Are you walking like a woman who has just been ravaged?

You don’t think so, but it’s hard to tell. Maybe they could smell your sex on Charlie as he headed back to his seat. Perhaps each and every one of these gentlemen passed on their congratulations for his score. Perhaps they all know what you just did.

Then again, perhaps none of them have any idea. Perhaps your dalliance has slipped under the radar of everyone else on the plane: a dirty little secret to be shared between the two of you and no one else.

After all, who else would believe it?

It might be unbelievable, but there’s no shame attached to what you just did: on the contrary, the memory just excites you more. With four hours left in the flight, you wonder if there might be a repeat performance. Your urges have been sated now, but who knows how long that will last? The thrill of it, not to mention the feel of his body against yours, is as addictive as heroin.

You feel your pussy crying out for more as you reach the end of the aisle. He’s already covered by the blanket supplied by the airline, and it’s only once you draw close that you see his eyes are open; to anyone else looking, he might be just another sleeping businessman.

But not to you. Oh, he proved that. You doubt you’ll ever be able to see Charlie as just another face in the crowd ever again.

He smiles at you as you take your seat next to him, but nothing is said: your shared silence melds in the darkness with the quiet that ebbs through the rest of the cabin. As you sit there, satisfied at last, you can’t help but wonder if the five star hotel the company has paid for you to stay in will bring up the same desperate urges.

One look at Charlie’s grin tells you that it’s almost certain.
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