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Jessica was laying on my hotel bed, her face flushed with excitement and lust at the idea of our first sexual experience. I had just pulled off her shorts and applied my tongue to her labia, tickling the clit and tasting the juices of her wet pussy. I moved up to position the head of my cock to her wet lips and prepared to enter her for the first time. Our eyes locked. When I pushed in, I didn’t realize that this first time would begin a relationship that lasted decades. Let me tell you about how this happened.

My name is Dirk. Well, that’s not my real name. I’d never be able to have a normal life if I used my real name.  I was an airline pilot and single at the start of this encounter. I enjoyed being unencumbered and the benefits that came from that. I could travel the world as an international aircrew member and be with any woman I wanted without regret and have always enjoyed the freedom that came with that ability. 

I love women. I noticed that some women and I had a powerful sexual attraction for some reason. Maybe it was that they intuitively knew I would give them the attention they yearned for. I’m not sure why it happened, for some reason some women get very aggressive when it comes to sex, and many wanted to try new things. I was happy to help. I have a lot of repeat customers, and just as many that wanted sex once and were satisfied with that. Even after giving my usual disclaimer that I am not looking for a long-term relationship, I’ve had some close calls.

A while back, I decided to write about my experiences. It’s fun to recall with vivid detail the different women I’ve been with.

As a disclaimer, I always change enough of the information about the ladies so my writing could not possibly be traced back to them. Cities are changed, along with names, occupations, specific characteristics, branches of service for the military, etc. To do otherwise would not be gentlemanly. I do, however, mix in some of my local knowledge about locations. How did I get that information? Let your imagination be your guide.
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I had just finished my new hire ground school and simulator training at the airline and was scheduled for my initial operating experience flying the line with a supervisory pilot called a check airman. Assigned to the junior airplane of the fleet, the McDonnell Douglas MD-80 series, I was still getting used to the thing. I had a thousand hours or so in the Boeing 757 at my previous airline, and the -80 was a step back to a previous generation of airliners. Things that were automated in the 757 were manually controlled in the new (to me) plane. I was figuring it out, but slower than I wanted to.

Scheduling had assigned me to my first trip along with the check airman. It was a two-day trip, doing a round trip from Atlanta to Jacksonville, FL, then on to Buffalo, NY for our Remain Over Night (RON). The second day would reverse the route. I met the check airman the day prior, and he did a good job going over the myriad of things that a line pilot needs to know, but my head was spinning. With the show time agreed upon, we parted ways and I wanted to stick my head in a bucket of cold water to help my overheated brain.

I showed up in operations an hour early so I could take my time and pull up the needed flight information in the antiquated computer system. Then I checked my crew mailbox which was more like a cubbyhole for any relevant updates to manuals or navigation charts. I found the flight plan routes and folded my charts so fumbling would be kept to a minimum. I was ready to face the new plane and conquer it.

I met the smiling, silver-haired check airman and we went over the flight plan. Our plane was going to be at a far-out concourse, and check airman Les advised me to allow plenty of time to get out there, even using the airport shuttle train system. It was good advice. We left operations together and fully 15 minutes later arrived at the gate. Atlanta is a big airport.

Our plane had not arrived yet and was already putting us a few minutes behind schedule. For this first flight, Les would have to take time from his routine and do the walk-around inspection with me to sign me off to do it on my own on subsequent flights. We waited at the gate area off to the side, out of the way of the harried agents. Our flight attendants arrived, and we introduced ourselves, as did they. The lead flight attendant said she had a new hire on her first trip, and that was the first time I laid eyes on Jessica.

She was a tall, attractive young woman of about 30 years of age. She had brown hair long enough for her ponytail to come between her shoulder blades. Her smiling face was smooth and unlined, with pretty blue eyes and minimal makeup. She wore conservative earrings and a brand-new flight attendant uniform. Her chest showed the promise of nice boobs, and what I could see of her legs looked nice. She had broad, straight shoulders, and a slender, athletic swimmer’s build. I realized I was staring at her. She was blushing.

I realized she was speaking. “Nice to meet another new hire, Dirk.” She extended her hand, and it was warm and dry, with a firm handshake. She looked me in the eyes, still blushing. 

“Nice to meet you, too, Jessica. This is my first flight in the MD-80, so hang on tight back there.”

She laughed. “Call me Jess. I’ll hold on tight! It’s my first flight as a flight attendant!”

We all chatted about the schedule. The flight attendants would be with us all day, staying with us in Buffalo, and then would join another crew while we went to Jacksonville and back. For some reason, I was happy to hear they would be with us in Buffalo.

Our plane arrived, and Les and I headed down to do my walk-around training while the people were getting off. Completing that chore, we met the incoming crew and discussed the maintenance status. There were a few writeups in the logbook, but nothing prevented our flight. I hopped into the flight deck’s right seat and stowed my gear while Les went back to brief the cabin crew. Already 10 minutes behind, we needed to load up the passengers in a hurry while preparing for the flight. Les wasn’t pushing me, but I felt like I was behind. 

The lead flight attendant Nancy leaned into the small flight deck and asked if I wanted anything to drink, so over my shoulder, I asked for a club soda as I was punching numbers into the flight management system. A couple of minutes later, I felt rather than saw someone behind me, and turned to see who it was. It was Jess, holding our drinks. I looked her in the blue eyes and thanked her. She blushed again. Maybe she just blushed a lot.

The gate agent came up and thrust a sheaf of paperwork at Les and asked to close the cabin door so we could record our departure time. We looked over the weight summary form and corrected the planned weight. I heard the entry door thump shut, and our ground crew called us on the interphone and told us he was ready. With Les’ help, I called the ramp control and got us clearance to push back. It’s different at every airport, and Atlanta was a madhouse. We were hot on the flight deck. The onboard air conditioning does not compete well with a Georgia summer day on the ground but works fine in the air. I was ready to get in the air and cool off.

We pushed back and started one engine to taxi. This saves fuel at the expense of extra engine air to run the air conditioning. There was a long conga line of planes waiting to take off, and it took at least a half hour to get to the end of the runway and take off. We started the second engine to give it time to warm up, which gave me time to finish the long checklist.

Les would fly this leg, giving me a chance to observe things and ask questions. One thing I needed help with was getting the air conditioning to behave. The thing would take forever to shift from full cold to the moderate air needed as we climbed, then warm air at altitude. Les had about five techniques to get the thing to behave. I was dumbfounded. In the 757, all I did was set the temperature and forget it.

The flight to Jacksonville was pretty short, and it seemed we had just leveled off before we were descending. I was very familiar with Jacksonville airport, as I had flown there for a regional airline a few years before. We landed and Les pulled us into the gate, with me scrambling to get the checklists done. I jumped out of the seat and went downstairs to do the walk-around, and by the time I got back upstairs, the new passengers were boarding already. I used the onboard lavatory and came out face-to-face with Jess. After looking at each other for a few seconds, we quickly shared our first flight experiences and then I had to get back to work. She did not blush this time. We would be leaving just as soon as the passengers were on board, to make up time and get back to the hub on time.

It was my turn to fly, and after Les lined me up with the runway, it was my controls, and I pushed the thrust levers forward, feeling the same thrill as always as the engines came up to speed and the acceleration pushed me in the back. The little airliner flew nicely, and I enjoyed the climb out and then engaged the autopilot so I could program the arrival. It seemed like all the planes that had left Atlanta earlier were back at the same time, and our arrival was so long, I was able to see the small airport where I used to flight instruct. Les grumbled about the long final approach. Eventually, air traffic control turned us toward the runway, and I clicked off the autopilot and hand-flew the jet to touchdown. It was kind of fun, and I was actually caught up enough to enjoy myself.

At the gate back in Atlanta, we were relieved that we were keeping the same jet for the flight to Buffalo. We had about 15 minutes to relax between flights. Les went up to the gate area to scrounge a newspaper, so I plopped down in a first-class seat to catch my breath. Nancy gave me another club soda, and we chatted about the layover.

Nancy said, “The hotel is pretty ordinary, but there is a nice restaurant within walking distance we can all go to if you want.”

Jess had joined us from the back of the plane. I looked up at her.

“How does that sound, Jess? A crew dinner? We used to do that now and then at my last airline.”

She blushed again. Maybe I embarrassed her. “That sounds good to me.”

Les joined us and passed around the remnants of several newspapers. Nancy said. “We’re all going to dinner together, Les. You’re buying!”
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Off to Buffalo
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The gate agent came down and said he was ready to load, so we all took our positions. I had the flight deck ready in no time, and we pushed back on time and blasted off for the two-hour trip to New York. Les had me fly this leg for more experience, and I was glad to be getting the feel of the jet. It was a relaxing flight, and we started the descent on time. On the descent, I happened to glance at the engine gauges and noticed the right engine oil quantity was getting low. I looked at it again in a few minutes. Yep, definitely getting lower quickly. I pointed the problem out to Les, and we kept an eye on the quantity while on the approach. The right engine was losing oil, no doubt about it. We conferred, and since we were already on approach to Buffalo, we would continue. If it went below the minimum quantity during approach, we would shut down the engine and do a single-engine landing. Just like the simulator, I thought to myself.

We landed normally but shut down the right engine as soon as we could after the mandatory cooling time. We pulled into the gate, and I went down to do the walkaround required for an overnight, as this was our airplane for the morning. The right engine cowling was covered in oil, there was a leak in there somewhere. My aircraft mechanic background told me it was on the pressure side of the oil pump since we had lost so much oil so quickly. We called for maintenance, and they got a work stand and opened the cowling. It did not take long to find the culprit, a broken oil pressure sensor. Maintenance did not have one on hand, and they would coordinate with Atlanta to find out what to do. 

We met the flight attendants at the hotel van waiting area. I stood next to Jess and engaged her in small talk. She was easy on the eyes and nice to talk with. We sat next to each other in the van, which was crowded as we had to share with a crew from another airline. It was close quarters, and Jess and I were close enough together that our hips were in contact, which I enjoyed. At the hotel, Les handed me my room key, and we all agreed to meet in an hour or so and walk to the restaurant. We rode up in the elevator together, with Les and I on the top floor, while the girls were one floor down. We said goodbye cheerily and said we would see them in the lobby in an hour.

I was in my room for about five minutes, just long enough to take my shoes and tie off after hitting the head when there was a knock on the door. It was Jess. She had changed to shorts and a nice tee shirt and had athletic
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