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Harbor Point was supposed to be a beautiful part of Stamford CT, but I wasn’t all that impressed when I arrived following a drive of over an hour from JFK International Airport. The flight from Dublin had begun a little better than I had expected when an absolute fox took the aisle seat beside the window seat that I occupied. On the advice of my mother, I upgraded the flight to Business Class at my own expense, hoping to catch some sleep following an insanely late night beforehand, only ending when I kissed, Natalie, a beautiful work colleague who had become close, and left her, naked and sleeping peacefully, in her cosy bed.

I was debating whether I should have left a note for her, when a blonde vixen with huge blue eyes smiled at me and wished me a good morning. 

“Hi,” I said, “welcome aboard.”

“You look the same as how I feel,” she said.

“That could be taken in many different ways,” I said.

She laughed.

“I suppose it could,” she said, offering her hand. “I’m Clara Dunne.”

“Tony Harris,” I said, taking it and squeezing it slightly.

She took her overcoat off and placed it beside her carry-on bag in the overhead locker. As she stretched to reach it I saw her fantastic figure and imagined her naked as we made love in a bright room decorated all in white. She wore a white top that displayed her pert breasts, shoulders, and arms beautifully and a pair of pink shorts just to annoy everyone with her perfect tanned legs. I got an instant semi as I sat there watching her, quickly looking out the window at a chap in a high viz jacket speaking into a phone as she turned her head towards me.

“So, Tony Harris, where are you off to today?” she said.

I reached into my inside pocket and pulled out my boarding pass, read it quickly and said, “New York, by the looks of it.”

She leaned forward and laughed uproariously.

“After New York I mean.”

“I’m going to a place called Stamford in Connecticut,” I said. “What about you? Would you like to come? To Stamford I mean.”

A shy laughed escaped her and her face turned a slight pink colour.

“I’m connecting to Boston,” she said, a little flustered as she settled herself deeper into her seat.

“What are you going there for?”

“I’ve been sent over to help open a satellite office for the company I work for,” she said. “It’s for six fucking months and the winters are supposed to be hellish. What about you?”

“I’m gone for a year,” I said, “learning all about architectural and interior design.”

“Jesus! You’re worse off than me,” she said, “do you have a girlfriend, fiancée or wife?”

“No, I’m just naturally round shouldered,” I said, and we both laughed.

We heard the doors close and the engines start to roar. She glanced at me, a look of trepidation in her eyes.

“What’s wrong, Clara?”

“I’m not a good flier,” she said, “would you mind if I held your hand during take-off?”

“Not at all, you can sit on my lap if you prefer,” I said with a smile.

“I don’t think they allow that.”

“There’s not many on this flight today,” I said, looking around at the mostly empty cabin.”

“I wouldn’t wonder, given the cost of the tickets.”

She gripped my hand as the plane sped down the runway, almost cutting off the blood flow to my fingers in the process. I held her fingertips in mine and kept her talking in as normal a voice as I could. When the plane levelled out she still held my hand as we both leaned out to look at the landscape below and she animatedly tried to identify buildings and landmarks below.

A female flight attendant appeared in the aisle beside her and smiled when she saw us holding hands.

“Welcome aboard, I’m Sabrina and I’ll be looking after you this morning,” she said. “Can I offer you a welcome aperitif?”

Clara disengaged and took a glass of Bucks Fizz from her, handing it to me and taking another for herself.

“She thinks we’re a couple,” I whispered.

“Let’s not dissuade her of the notion,” she said with a grin. “If she asks, just tell her we were married yesterday and we’re on our honeymoon.”

“Why?”

“I believe that it gets you special treatment.”

“But the marriage hasn’t been consummated yet,” I said, tongue in cheek and taking a bit of a risky shot.

“How will she know that?”

“There’s a certain air of, shall we say, contentment combined with either disappointment or relieved gratification in the face of a woman who is just married.”

“What? I’ve never heard that.”

“Well, it’s a thing, Clara.”

“Relieved gratification,” she said, “what exactly is that, Tony?”

“I’m not an expert, Clara, I said, “but I would imagine it’s a feeling of relative comfort having established the positive credentials of a husband’s capabilities in bed. Do you think you could replicate that look?”

“I don’t know,” she said, “how does that look?”

“I doubt it could be faked, unless you’re Scarlett Johansson or Anne Hathaway,” I said. “Do you remember when you had your last orgasm during sex?”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Are you a Roman Catholic?”

“Yes, but I don’t practice.”

“What shocked you most, the word sex or orgasm?” I asked.

“No, I wasn’t shocked, it was just the easy way you said it.”

“They’re just words, Clara.”

“I know. I’m sorry, Tony.”

“I am too, I didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

“You didn’t. We’re adults, I shouldn’t have reacted that way,” she said. “I’ve never had an orgasm during sex.”

“So you should be able to affect an air of disappointment,” I said, “just look at me as though you think I’m a prick.”

“Let me think. I’d rather look as if I’d had an orgasm,” she said. “Can you show me how that’d look?”

“I really doubt if that can be faked in the same way an orgasm can be faked,” I said. “It might be better if we behaved as if we were two people who couldn’t wait to rip each other’s clothes off the first chance we got.”

“That’s just as bad,” she said. “I doubt I could pull it off.”

“Ok, keep an eye on that walkway and when you see her start to come out, grab me and kiss me as though you mean it.”

“Are you sure?”

“If it helps you out, Clara,” I said, “I’m more than happy to play along.”

“Thanks, Tony,” she said, “I’d hate to look like a fucking idiot now that I’ve already said it to her.”

We finished our drinks, and I placed the glasses in a compartment under the monitor screen inside my pod. I sat back in my seat as Clara played with hers. I suddenly was pushed back into the pod as Clara threw her arms around me and kissed me. I held her close and stopped her breaking away as my lips took hers and moved them slowly, a low moan coming from her as she joined in the kiss. I touched her face as my tongue sought hers, meeting it halfway just inside her lips and stopping her dead in her tracks as we descended into a semi trance. 

I touched her breast, and she moved her shoulder to facilitate me. She squeezed me tighter, and the kiss deepened. I felt her nipple harden through the soft material of her blouse as I discovered that she wore no bra. She moaned as I squeezed it softly, a soft sigh escaping her as she kissed the side of my face.

“Ahem!” was all we heard to announce the return of Sabrina.

We quickly sat back up, trying to look embarrassed and flustered. Sabrina just smiled at us.

“You newly weds are all the same,” she said with a smile, and she walked away having taken our glasses.

“Well that worked well,” I said.

Clara had a look of stunned confusion on her face.

“Clara?”

“Sorry, Tony,” she said. “Where did you learn to kiss like that?”

“It’s how I always kiss.”

“You touched my breast.”

“I thought it would add to the illusion, Clara, although you have beautiful breasts, if you don’t mind me saying.”

“I didn’t mind, I quite enjoyed it, in fact.”

Sabrina retuned carrying menus. She handed them to us and then took a hairbrush out of her pocket and handed it to Clara.

“You might want to run this through your hair, there’s a mirror in the bathroom.”

“Thanks, I need to splash my face too,” she said. “It’s warm in here.”

Sabrina smiled as Clara grabbed her bag and ran to the bathroom.

“You’re good,” she said to me when Clara was out of earshot.

I just smiled, what else could I do? She handed me a rectangle of plastic with a key hanging out of it and a card with some writing on it.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“It’s the key to the staff rest area, it’s a bit more private if you two would like to consummate things further. We don’t use it on morning flights, so you won’t be disturbed. Can you manage everything in thirty minutes?”

“An hour would be better,” I said, with a smile.

She blew out her lips and touched the side of her neckerchief. “Lucky girl! The card has my number on it. Call me anytime, I get free limo hire to anywhere in New England.”

“I’ll place it next to my heart, Sabrina,” I said, sticking it into my inside pocket. “Where’s this rest area?”

She pointed at a door to the right of the cockpit door and left me to wait for Clara’s return. When she came back she didn’t look as flustered, but there was a bloom to her that wasn’t there previously. 

“Are you ok, Clara?” I asked.

“Yes, very much so. What’s that key on your table for?”

“Oh, Sabrina thought you
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