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It was going to be a long flight, according to the itinerary, but Jake Tanner actually looked forward to it despite the length of the flight. It was the first time he'd fly on Qatar's giant A-380 superjumbo and their business class was reputed to be the rival of most airlines' first-class cabins. He would also get to experience the on-board executive lounge and bar. Fun times.


He had been the marketing director for several years and had been on more planes than he cared to remember, but this one should be something of a treat. The trip to Shanghai was one of the longest and was on his way there to tout their latest development, a software-hardware package that could help cars detect and avoid collisions, even without a driver at the wheel. He had absolutely no idea how the thing worked – after all that was for the engineers - but a glance at his itinerary reminded him that he had about ten hours left to educate himself. Besides he didn’t have to know how a product worked to sell it, just what it did and whether the customers needed it.

The flight from New York hadn't been too painful, but navigating Qatar's busy modern terminal might be flash-looking, but the crowds had made it hell, as he had anticipated. Every muscle on his body was tense, for the most part because of the apprehension he felt about the length of his stay in a city that he secretly hated. He had formerly been in the diplomatic corps and had seen much the same thing in Dubai and previously Kuwait. This job in the private sector was much more lucrative than his last, and he enjoyed being on the podium, answering the hard questions, which was not something all of his peers were cut out for. This was the reason he had climbed the ladder so quickly. That and his ability to charm people, but there were costs of course: Being away from home all the time didn’t come cheap. He was 39 and divorced. Jesus, they’d never even found time to have kids. The gift of the gab hadn't helped in that.


It has been said that promotions and job opportunities are directly linked to height and it helped too that Jake had inherited shockingly good looks from his mother: hazel eyes, sharp sturdy bones in his face, and full, thick brown hair. From his father, he had gotten his height –over six feet – and broad shoulders. He worked out to keep in shape, but not so that he looked intimidating. He looked trim and fit in a suit; toned and muscular without. Jake was proud of his body, and his confidence usually attracted women like bees to honey – another sore point with the ex-wife.

Jake smiled at the crew as he stepped through the door of the A-380, his head ducked low to avoid the bulkhead. These planes were huge; two whole floors of cabin space, eleven seats in each row in economy, little partitioned ‘suites’ for business class and large partitioned suites in first; Two aisles ran down each side of the plane and there were several galleys, showers for first class and a bar that business class passengers could lounge in. They even needed a two-level air bridge to load all the passengers. The business-class seats were comfortable and large, with plenty of leg space, even for a reasonably tall guy. He’d asked for an aisle seat.

He noticed that there were not too many people in business class today, maybe a third of the cabin. In the front, between them and first class, was a station used by the stewardesses, and as he passed by this galley and headed towards the back of business class, he counted out the rows. The suites were arranged in single rows on the window sides, then an aisle each side of the cabin, then a double row in the middle. Nice. They were only four abreast whereas cattle class had to sit eleven abreast. He was moving up. There were forty seats arranged in ten rows. 


As he neared the back, close to the door to the lounge, his eyes were immediately drawn toward an Asian woman in a black suit with a short skirt seated on the left side of the aisle, right next to the window. What caught his attention most was her eyes. Her skin was a light olive, and her almond-shaped orbs shone such a deep brown, they were almost mesmerizing. Her hair was long, black and straight hanging loose past her shoulders and her long legs were crossed with thin black stockings and the hint of a garter at the top. He imagined she was about thirty, give or take. She had noticed him too, and for a moment looked into his eyes as well with that hypnotic oriental gaze. He gave her a grin and looked down at his ticket. His seat was just across the aisle from hers.


Women. The irony of his well-traveled job and generous salary package was that it actually killed as many opportunities as it created. He worked long hours and didn't socialize as much these days. Even though there were plenty of batting eyelids at the office and on his frequent business trips, he had promised himself not to date colleagues: anyone he'd seen do that had ended up in some office love triangle or heartbreak drama that interfered with results. Since divorcing he had hardly ever dated and he regretted that so many of his encounters were hook-ups in foreign hotel bars with women who knew nothing about him and didn't want to past the first night. Affairs tended to be short, sweaty and soon forgotten.

He looked up again and estimated the distance to the girl by the back window, and felt at once a flush of disappointment that he wouldn't be alone and a rush of excitement as he realized that his seat was right next to hers. This could be nice. He grew more confident the closer he got, as she kept glancing his way with a quiet, self-assured smile on her face laced with inquisitiveness. He stopped next to her, put his carry-on bag in the overhead compartment, and then looked down at her. She was smiling back up at him, with those deep eastern eyes, and before he could even realize it, his cock started to get hard. 


He quickly sat down, before the bulge that was forming in his suit pants would be noticed, and introduced himself. Never a shy one he knew first impressions lasted, and just like looking across a crowded bar, it was important to make his mark sooner rather than later. ‘Hi, I'm Jake Tanner.’ he said.

‘Sharon Leong’ she said, with maybe a slightly British accent. Probably from Singapore or Kuala Lumpur, he thought, or maybe Hong Kong?

‘Pleasure to meet you.’ Jake replied in a calm, confident drawl. They shook hands, and Jake could feel parts all over his body start to tingle. Sharon shifted herself so that she was almost facing him in her seat. She was now directly looking at him, and her gaze made him feel as if he was about to float out of his seat. He found it difficult to catch his breath. This was unusual for him, and he was having a hard time speaking. He settled into his seat, arranging the various papers and items he had left out of his carry-on bag, and mostly tried to keep his hands and eyes busy so as not to stare at this beauty sitting next to him.

‘You are very tall,’ she said, in an innocent, but somewhat sensual tone. Possibly educated in London, he thought.

‘My father was tall, I guess I inherited that from him’ he replied, realizing how cheesy that sounded the moment the words had left his mouth. She sensed his embarrassment and gave him a slight giggle.

‘My mother was short, I guess I got that from her.' She said and stood as if to show him and he was impressed. She wasn't especially tall, he had to admit, but the heels put her up to about five six. She was slim, with an hourglass figure in a black jacket and a short skirt that hugged her frame. Her legs were strong-looking, athletic even. She turned and reached into the overhead bin and took down her mobile. Her hips were quite wide, but not at all fat and her breasts were surprisingly full. 

‘Forgot to switch it off,’ she giggled again, slipping it back into her bag and turning to sit down.

‘You’re not short.’ was all he could muster as he quickly diverted his eyes from her ass before she caught him.

‘I am without the heels,’ she sighed, and then as an afterthought, kicked them off so as to get more comfortable, then folded her shapely legs under her on the seat. ‘I look taller sitting like this don’t you think?’

‘Yes,’ Jake smiled, avoiding her boobs again, but also regaining his confidence. ‘Did you get your eyes from your mother too?’

‘Yes’ she replied without sounding the least self-conscious, ‘Do you like them?’

Again, Jake found himself at a loss for words. Should he answer her honestly, or pretend to be uninterested and aloof? A bit late since he’d been the one to bring it up. He decided to go for it, and turned his head and shoulders toward her and said with an intense, yet slightly mocking look, ‘I bet a lot of guys do.’

‘I like yours too,’ she replied. Her boldness was striking.

‘Once,’ Jake told her, ‘I dated a girl from Taipei who had the most dazzling smile, a bit like yours. When I told her this, she said her mother had told her to always smile as it opened so many doors. Ever since then I’ve tried to do the same.’

‘And has it worked?’ Sharon teased, with a wry grin.

‘Sometimes,' he conceded. In fact, it worked surprisingly well, opening doors to both boardroom and bedroom, but he wasn't about to share all that.


They chatted casually for a while as the cabin crew prepared for takeoff. The overhead bins were closed, drinks served and collected, the cabin secured; belts latched and announcements made. Jake barely even noticed the usual routines, and almost completely missed the takeoff. Once they were airborne, he glanced over at Sharon, who was casually flipping through the in-flight magazine. She seemed completely at ease. She looked over and smiled briefly. She seemed interested. She knew exactly what was going on, and he had rarely encountered such confidence.

Jake noticed activity in the galley. ‘They’ll be serving drinks soon,’ he said.  

She didn’t even look up. ‘I’ll have a gin and tonic.’

When the stewardess came by, Jake ordered for both of them, and they set to talking. He learned that she had been born in Hong Kong, but her family had moved to the UK when she was young. She had gone to college there and was now working as an account manager for an investment firm. Fluent in English, Mandarin, Cantonese with a little French, she was heading to Shanghai to meet with clients.

They talked for awhile, both sitting sideways and facing each other in the seats, as the aircraft was quite roomy. But then Sharon said she’d needed to get some work done and pulled out her tablet and plugged it in. Jake should have taken the opportunity to practice his pitch but instead decided to try and take his mind of the girl in the window seat by watching a movie on his suite’s entertainment console. He selected a routine Tom Hanks drama, the kind designed to make flag-wavers feel good, and sat back with a scotch on the rocks and
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