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“Show me again,” I said, touching my shoulder to his and leaning in close.

“Hell no,” he said.  “You shouldn’t have seen that.”

“But I did.  Fuck!  I can’t believe how bad you are.”

“Bad?”

“Dude, you’re jerking your cock on a airplane.  That’s pretty gnarly.”

Justin smirked, relishing the compliment.  "Gnarly," he repeated, as though he was saying the word for the first time.

“I was sat here the whole time.”

“Sorry,” he said.

“No, I mean you could have woken me up.”

He pulled out his solitary ear-piece.  “Woken you up?”

“Yeah,” I said, smiling excitedly.  “I’d have loved to watch.”

“Watch?!  Jess, you’re half my age.”

“Crazy, huh?” I shrugged.

“You want to watch?!”

“Why not?”

Justin stared blankly, as though I was the crazy person in all of this.

“Why not?” he mimicked?  “Uh, perhaps because it’s illegal?”

“To jerk on an airplane?”

“Yeah,” he said with certainty.  “I think.”

“So is that vodka and coke in some states,” I said, pointing at his empty cup.

“That’s not really the same, is it?  And besides, you didn’t have any.”

“Show me,” I said, nodding down at the blanket.

“Jess!”

“Show me,” I urged again.  “I wanna see how you do it.”

Justin swallowed hard and rightly so.  I watched his Adam’s apple bounce in his throat.  He straightened his back and looked up over the seats.  I started to get excited in anticipation.

“Just quickly,” he said, and I hopped my butt on the seat.

“Not too quick, though.”

Justin looked down at his lap as he moved the gray blanket slowly.  The pair of us started at his crotch and I watched as his flesh was revealed, beginning first of all with his stomach before revealing his shorn pubic-hair that sat above the real prize.

I watched the smooth crown emerge from beneath, then I watched the stiff length flow back into his pants.  For a few seconds the pair of us just looked at it.  It almost didn’t seem real.

“Stroke it,” I whispered.

Justin looked up over the seat again and then moved his hand to it.  His fingers wrapped around it slowly until it was gripped in his fist.  He squeezed it and I watched the veins become more pronounced as they coursed towards the tip.

“Fuck,” I breathed.

He gave it several long, slow pumps and I watched each one with keen interest, feeling my pussy flood with arousal as he did so.  The act was both entirely wrong and yet absolutely necessary in equal measure.  I can’t quite articulate how I felt, but it was as though I simply had to see it.

On his last, slow pump he squeezed and I watched this pearlescent bead appear, creeping out from the slit at the peak of his crown.

“Mmm,” I hummed.  “Precum.”

“You like that?” Justin said, and he ran his thumb over it so it glossed the tip of his cock.

“I love it,” I cooed, peering down the aisle again.  “Let me taste it.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Banging My Boss At 30,000 Feet : Age-Gap Breeding 9

[image: ]




The trip from New York to London was largely empty.  We were on a red-eye flight visiting clients across the pond.  Justin's wife had insisted on waving the both of us off at the airport, despite me being nineteen and him close to forty.

My boss Justin had made a beeline for the centre-seat on the back-row when we’d boarded and I wasn’t in a position to argue.  When everyone was on-board it turned out the window-seat was empty and so too was the row opposite, as well as most of the rest of the plane.

“I wonder why it’s so quiet?” I said, sitting up in my seat and looking forward at the back of several heads dotted about the cabin.

“Seems odd.”  He scanned the plane and shrugged.  “Enjoy it, I guess”

He already had his legs up on the seat beside him, but the stewardess soon put paid to that when it was time to take off.  He wasn't used to women telling him what to do.

Justin was straight into the T.V that sat in the headrests in front of us.  He was calmly scrolling the selection and planning the ensuing hours.  I was more concerned with getting some shut-eye.

The second the seat-belt sign had blinked off my boss hit the over-heard call button and a flight attendant was there in a matter of seconds.

“How can I help?” she asked.  She had this beaming, picture-perfect smile and immaculate make-up delicately placed on her pretty face.  Justin was enamored immediately.

“Uhm—may I have a vodka and coke?” he asked.

“You may,” she nodded, smiling.

I watched him wriggle in his seat.  I’d known him long enough to know when someone had turned him on.

“May I have a vodka and coke,” I mocked, twisting a grin in his direction after the stewardess had left.

“Shut it,” he whispered, busying himself with the screen ahead of him again.

“May I bury my face in your tits?”

Justin laughed.  “If only.”

I tapped the screen ahead absent-mindedly until the stewardess returned.  She leaned across me and placed Justin’s drink on his tray-table.

“A vodka and coke for Sir,” she said.

She was naturally flirtatious it seemed.  I could practically hear Justin’s heart beating when she’d left.  Seeing down the top of her blouse and smelling her sweet perfume had also had an effect on me that I hadn’t seen coming.

“Would Sir like anything else?” I said, tongue in cheek.

He laughed.  “Sir would like a blowjob.” 

I swallowed and looked ahead as he reached over to the seat beside him for a blanket.  He passed me one too and I wrapped it around me, slowly succumbing to the white-noise hum of the air-conditioning as it blasted into the fuselage.

Before I knew it I’d drifted off the sleep.  It felt deep and long.  I dreamt briefly of the stewardess, seductively sauntering down the aisle as a flock of doves erupted behind her.

Ahead of her stood Justin, staring forward in awe.  I watched from the seat, as though the spectacle was a play on stage.  Neither of them seemed to notice me.

When she was within range of him she gripped the inside of her blouse and pulled hard, popping off the buttons and sending her name-tag spiraling into the cabin.

Justin’s jaw dropped open and so did mine.  She approached him and clasped the back of his head, then she pulled him into her cleavage and tossed her head back.  Her hair unwound and flowed outwards.  Her long, slender neck flexed as her mouth opened to speak.

She breathed out the words seductively.  “Fasten your seat-belts,” she said.  “We’re experiencing turbulence.”

My brow furrowed and the engine noise returned to my ears.

“We should be through it in a matter of minutes,” the voice said, and I realized now that it was coming from the speakers overhead.

I blinked back to the world and shook my head, wondering how long I’d been out.

I looked over at Justin who was turned towards the window, glancing side-ways at the television.

“Seat belt on,” I said, touching his shoulder.

He startled and I noticed that the beating of his hand beneath his blanket had suddenly stopped.  I was still groggily putting everything together, but when he turned back to sit in his seat correctly it dawned on me just what he’d been doing.

“Are you ... masturbating,” I whispered, looking around the cabin for the nearest people in ear-shot.

“No, Jess,” he said simply.

“Are you?!”

“No, I said,” he repeated.

“I can’t believe you!”

“I’m not,” he said quickly, moving his hand back to the T.V screen.

“You are.  You were!”

This time Justin said nothing, instead concentrating far too much on his next choice of film.

I pursed my lips and made a grab for that blanket of his, tearing it quickly from his lap and then marveling in shock at the sight beneath.

He jumped into action and snatched the blanket back, bringing it back up to cover his modesty.  But it was too late.  I’d already seen everything.

In the brief second or so that it was visible I’d eyed the long, veined shaft, pumped full of his arousal.  He was clean-cut and smooth-looking, with a flowing arc to the underside of his cock that transitioned seamlessly into his soft-pink crown.  It stretched up out from his open pants, looking delicious and forbidden in equal measure.  I was immediately smitten, despite my best efforts not to be.

“Damn, Justin,” I said, leaning out from my seat and looking down the aisle.

The stewards and stewardesses had taken their seats for the turbulence and we were largely alone at the back of the cabin as it started to rumble.

“Show me again,” I said, touching my shoulder to his and leaning in close.

“Hell no,” he said.  “You shouldn’t have seen that.”

“But I did.  Fuck!  I can’t believe how bad you are.”

“Bad?”

“Dude, you’re jerking your cock on a airplane.  That’s pretty gnarly.”

Justin smirked, relishing the compliment.  "Gnarly," he repeated, as though he was saying the word for the first time.

“I was sat here the whole time.”

“Sorry,” he said.

“No, I mean you could have woken me up.”

He pulled out his solitary ear-piece.  “Woken you up?”

“Yeah,” I said, smiling excitedly.  “I’d have loved to watch.”

“Watch?!  Jess, you’re half my age.”

“Crazy, huh?” I shrugged.

“You want to watch?!”

“Why not?”

Justin stared blankly, as though I was the crazy person in all of this.

“Why not?” he mimicked?  “Uh, perhaps because it’s illegal?”

“To jerk on an airplane?”

“Yeah,” he said with certainty.  “I think.”

“So is that vodka and coke in some states,” I said, pointing at his empty cup.

“That’s not really the same, is it?  And besides, you didn’t have any.”

“Show me,” I said, nodding down at the blanket.

“Jess!”

“Show me,” I urged again.  “I wanna see how you do it.”

Justin swallowed hard and rightly so.  I watched his Adam’s apple bounce in his throat.  He straightened his back and looked up over the seats.  I started to get excited in anticipation.

“Just quickly,” he said, and I hopped my butt on the seat.

“Not too quick, though.”

Justin looked down at his lap as he moved the gray blanket slowly.  The pair of us started at his crotch and I watched as his flesh was revealed, beginning first of all with his stomach before revealing his shorn pubic-hair that sat above the real prize.
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