This is a short story, one you can read whilst having breaky and a cup of coffee. Not a lot of explicit sex in it sorry. I’ll try and do better next time.

Thanks again to all those readers who take the time to write me with their comments and suggestions I do appreciate them and I hope I reply to each and every one of you. Have a nice day and do take care

Regards

Lisa

The day had started out well, clear blue sky and warm. I’d set out for the airport, giving myself plenty of time, with possible traffic delays it paid to arrive with time to spare.

I didn’t want to mess this trip up. When Janice had contacted me and told me she was getting married and the wedding was taking place in Hawaii, I said I was delighted to accept her invitation, not only that, it gave me an opportunity to catch up with the other girls who were coming from all parts of the globe for the occasion. Once the wedding was over, the rest of us had ten days of sun, sand and surf and anything else we girls could get our hands on…preferably a good-looking hunk of a man.

Once the taxi had dropped me off I dragged my luggage to the check in counter, managed to secure a window seat, not that there was a great deal to see once up in the air, but at least I wouldn’t have anyone brushing past me every five minutes wanting to go to the loo.

The only thing with arriving early, you had to fill in time waiting for your flight. I hung around the airport, reading magazines and drinking coffee. The time to board eventually came and along with other passengers made to board the plane. Once inside it was one of confusion as each of us shuffled and squeezed passed each other, searching for our right seat. A voice behind me said.

“Here let me give you a hand with that” I turned to see a tall, handsome guy, reaching to help me with my cabin baggage.

“Oh thanks…that’s awfully kind of you” I replied

“No problem” 

I found that he was to be my traveling companion, and took the seat next to me. Conversation started immediately, he was charming and easy to talk to. Our third passenger a portly businessman took the isle seat as the plane continued to fill, the sound of lockers opening and shutting as passengers crammed all sorts of extra luggage into the overhead compartments.

When all were boarded and luggage safely stored, it was time for our departure.

I’m not too sure about take offs; I prefer it once we are airborne, building up speed as we tore down the runway. Planes always seem bumpy at this point; a slight lift and we were off. I watched as the ground slipped away. People, cars and building becoming smaller and smaller until they no longer existed…only sky and cloud, a slight bank to the right, gaining more height and we were headed for Honolulu.

Five minutes into the flight, a stewardess approached our passenger sitting by the isle.

“If you’d like to follow me Mr. Emerson, we have a seat for you in business class”

Collecting his things we watched him follow the stewardess, leaving the isle seat vacant. 

“Well looks like we have the whole isle to ourselves” said my handsome traveling companion.

“My names Jack by the way…Jack Branford” he said introducing himself and holding out his hand.

“I’m Stacy…Stacy Chapman” I replied taking his hand. It was warm and firm, sending a thrill through my body. We held hands a little longer than was necessary for two people making introductions. I wasn’t going to be the first one to withdraw. “Pleased to meet you Stacy” he said flashing a warm smile, eventually letting go of my hand. I felt a little disappointed.

From this point on, we chatted like old friends. I told him about myself and he in turn told me his life story. 

I told him I was going to Honolulu for a friends wedding. He was going on business and after that hopefully some R and R before returning home.

He flirted with me as I with him. Touching of hands, seemingly accidental. Leg pressed against leg. Our conversation leaving little innuendoes for each other to interpret. When I eased passed him to go to the toilet, his hands brushing lightly over my ass. If we had met at a bar I would be taking him back to my place for a nightcap.

We drank and ate the meal that was served as the plane continued on toward its destination.

The cabin lights were dimmed and those wishing to sleep were already doing so, whilst others chatted. The chatter dieing as more and more decided to take a nap, there was still some considerable time and distance before Honolulu.

Our own chatter stopped and I decided to try and grab a little sleep myself. I knew once there and catching up with the girls sleep was going to be a scarce commodity.

I felt Jack shuffle and shift in his seat, trying to get a comfortable position, finishing up on his side facing toward me. I closed my eyes and daydreamed.

At first I thought the hand on my knee was part of my daydream, but soon realized it was no daydream but a reality. I made no attempt to remove it…I had no desire to move it. As I did not resist or make any protest Jacks confidence rose, his hand now moving slowly up, gentle and warn, under my skirt and on my thigh, caressing and squeezing it. I kept my eyes closed and let out a soft sigh. “Mmmm” as he continued upward.

His hand was now at my panties. He was almost there…the prize he most urgently wanted. The prize I was eager for him to have. I parted my legs as much as my dress would allow. I did not wish to impede his progress; it was also a sign for him to proceed

I felt his fingers move under the elastic of my pants as they continued their search. He could feel my pubic hair…then the lips of my pussy, warm wet and inviting him in. I almost let out a yell as his finger stabbed and probed inside me. My body stiffened and I bit down on my lip, to stifle the yell. “Oh god Jack” I murmured.

“Oh hell you feel good honey…all warm and wet…definitely wet”

He didn’t have to tell me. I’d been wet and ready for him for some time. My imagination working overtime.

With his body turned away from the isle and in the dark it was unlikely anyone was going to see what was going on…not unless they were standing right over us and they weren’t

As his finger continued to work on me it was difficult not to shout out…I know I wanted to.

With his other hand he undid his fly, removed his hard erection, took my hand and placed it on the hard warm flesh…now I really was excited…just playing with it had me euphoric in pleasure.

Together we mutually masturbated each other. I was imagining his finger to be his penis and he was imagining my hand to be my pussy.

His breath was warm on my neck as he snuggled against me…then whispered in my ear. “We can do it in the toilet Stacy” It took a moment for it to register…do it. Then it dawned on me…what he meant by do it was to fuck.

“Oh god no…no we couldn’t…could we?” I said.

“Sure we can…everyone’s asleep, no ones going to notice”

His handsome face had a reassuring confident smile spread across it.

“Hell do you really think so” I asked, seeking reassurance that it would be ok.

“Yeah…come on…it’ll be fun….you go first, I’ll count to ten then follow…leave the door open”

“Oh shit…ok…let’s do it” I replied a little apprehensive but also excited.

As I slid past him his hands grabbed at my ass squeezing my buttocks.

Making my way to the toilet I was looking for anyone who may be watching me as I passed by. All were either sleeping or taking no notice; it was fortunate that they were facing away from the toilet, who went in which toilet would not be known to them.

All the toilets showed a vacant sign, so I quickly slipped inside the first one, leaving the door unlocked as Jack had instructed.

It was but a moment when Jack was there beside me. Now all who have flown before will know that an airplane toilet is not the ideal place for a shag. With two grown adults in there it’s quite a tight squeeze…but when needs must

With time being of the essence I wasn’t too keen to be locked in here or seen in here with this handsome guy…you don’t have to be a rocket scientist to put two and two together.

I quickly had my dress up around my waist, had pulled my pants down and was perched on the hand basin with my legs spread apart. Jack had managed to undo his fly and belt, pulled his trousers to his knees and was not waiting a moment longer than need be. He was just as keen to get on with it as I was. “Oh god Jack” I gasped as he slid inside me. My fingers gripping, digging into his arms. This was never going to be a long drawn out session…just a quick fuck…. something you could brag to your friends about…the thing is it was a fuck and I was loving it. Jacks ass and hips swayed back and forth, his hard shaft like some piston…fast and frenzied. It was Jack making all the noise.

“Oh god…oh fuck…oh Stacy” as he continued in the frantic thrusting. 

It was about five or ten minutes of fury and lust…then his body jerked and stiffened as releasing all his pent up frustration. We clung to each other for a moment or two as we both came down from the high we had been on, allowing time to compose ourselves and dress. 

I walked directly back to my seat, looking straight ahead. A minute later, Jack a smile on his face joined me. Taking my hand he gave it a reassuring squeeze and this time held on to it. I must have dozed off, something I rarely if ever did whilst flying. The blinds were up and daylight was streaming through the windows, Jack was still holding my hand and I realized my head was on his shoulder.

“Sleep well my dear” he asked.

“Mmm…never better” I replied. 

With breakfast over and everything cleared away we readied for our approach to Honolulu.

I’m always glad when we are down on the ground again and the flight over. We taxied to the docking bay; there was the usual wait. People busied themselves, collecting their baggage and belongings and we all stood huddled close until the door opened and the plane disgorged its contents. Jack never missed an opportunity, his hand stroking and squeezing my buttocks. Passengers must have wondered why I had a Cheshire cat smile on my face…he had a nice touch.

We said our final goodbyes at the luggage carousel.

“That would be the most enjoyable fight I’ve ever had” said Jack

“I’d have to agree with you…who knows we may meet up again” I replied

“I’d like that” he said and we each went our separate ways.

Janice looked her usual chirpy self…even more so, now that the wedding was only a day or so away…she was positively buzzing. I caught up with the others…all the girls together in the bar…you know women chat.

Janice looked over my shoulder and declared “Ah here comes my wonderful husband to be”

I turned to meet him 

“Stacy this is Dennis…Dennis Burgess…Dennis this is my long time friend Stacy Chapman”

“Pleased to meet you Dennis” I said, holding out my hand to the handsome guy before me. His grip was warm and firm

“Pleased to meet you also Stacy” he replied.

The thing was…Dennis Burgess was better know to me as Jack Branford

