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The final chime rings through the cabin as wheels kiss tarmac. I watch through the half-open cockpit door as Lila moves down the aisle—that uniform skirt hugging every curve God gave her. She bends to help some old lady with overhead luggage, and I catch myself gripping the controls tighter. Three months I've been flying with her, watching that tight bun of red hair that's begging to be yanked loose. Tonight, after everyone clears out, I'm finally going to see if she tastes as good as she looks.

"Welcome to Denver International. Local time is 11:42 PM." My co-pilot drones through the PA system while I flip switches, powering down. He doesn't notice how I track her through the cabin—the way she smiles, professional but with something behind her eyes that's been driving me crazy since Phoenix.

"Good flight, Captain?" Lila's voice carries from the galley as she counts meal trays. Even exhausted after a cross-country route, her lipstick hasn't smudged.

"Smooth as they come." I keep my voice flat, professional. Not yet. The timing has to be perfect.

My co-pilot grabs his bag, makes some small talk about meeting his wife. I nod, barely listening. "Go ahead. I'll finish the logs." He doesn't question it. Nobody questions Captain Jace Maddox.

The plane empties in a shuffle of wheeled bags and mumbled thank-yous. Flight attendants move efficiently, cleaning, checking, preparing for the cleaners. All except Lila, who lingers, flipping through her phone by the first-class galley. Waiting. Just like I knew she would.

I've seen the way she watches me during pre-flight checks. The way she brings me coffee, fingers brushing mine a beat too long. The way she blushes when I tell her to do something—anything. Good girls like her don't look at bad men like me unless they want to get fucking ruined.

"Brooks," I call, voice low but carrying the weight of command. "Need you in the cockpit. Post-route discussion."

She appears in the doorway, silhouetted against the dim cabin lights. "Yes, Captain?"

The interior lights of the cockpit cast everything in a red-tinged glow. Buttons blink, screens hum. The space is impossibly small with both of us inside. Her perfume—something light, expensive—fills my lungs.

"Close the door." I don't look up from the logbook I'm pretending to fill out. Testing her obedience.

The soft click as she does what she's told sends a pulse through my cock. The cockpit suddenly feels like a confessional—intimate, secret, a place where sins happen.

"Something wrong with my service today?" She stands with perfect posture, hands clasped in front of her uniform skirt. Those regulation heels make her legs look endless.

I swivel my chair to face her. "Quite the opposite. Your service is exceptional, Lila. Always has been." I gesture to the empty co-pilot seat. "Sit."

Confusion crosses her face, but she sits, smoothing her skirt as she does. Her thighs press together—nervous or excited, I can't tell yet. But I will.

"I've been selected to test pilots for the company's new podcast." The lie rolls off my tongue easily. "Flight stories, technical discussions. PR bullshit to humanize us for the passengers."

"Oh." Her perfect lips form the word, and I imagine them forming around other things. "That sounds interesting."

"They need voice samples. Different crew members, different... sounds." I reach for the headset hanging above the control panel. "Put this on."

Her fingers brush mine as she takes it, and there it is—that little spark, the way her breath catches. She's not wearing a wedding ring. Never has. I checked the first day I saw her.

"Is this part of your job description now, Captain?" A hint of teasing in her voice as she adjusts the headset over her perfect hair.

"Consider it a favor." I lean forward, adjusting the mic boom. My fingers brush her lips—accidentally-on-purpose—and she doesn't pull away. "Need to make sure it picks up clearly."

The cockpit feels smaller by the second. Outside, ground crew moves around the plane, but in here, it's just us and the low hum of idle electronics. The lights from the terminal cast shadows across her face, highlighting those full lips.

"What should I say?" She shifts in the seat, and her skirt rides up just enough to make my mouth go dry.

"Start with basics. Name, position, how long you've been flying." I flick switches, powering up the communications system, the headset. "Then we'll test for voice modulation. Highs and lows."

She clears her throat, professional again. "My name is Lila Brooks. I'm a senior flight attendant with seven years of experience."

"Good." I turn a dial, making adjustments she doesn't need to understand. "Now something more... expressive. Like you're describing turbulence to passengers. Something with varied emotion."

Her voice drops, becomes soothing. "Ladies and gentlemen, we're experiencing some light turbulence. Please remain in your seats with your seatbelts fastened until the captain turns off the fasten seatbelt sign."

"Better." I lean in closer, adjusting her mic again, letting my fingers linger near her mouth. "But they want authentic reactions. Surprise. Pleasure. The full range."

She raises an eyebrow. "You want me to act?"

"I want you to react." My voice drops lower. "Close your eyes."

Her lashes flutter down, dark against her pale skin. Trust. Power. The cockpit suddenly feels like a throne room.

"Imagine you're tasting something incredible for the first time." My thumb brushes the corner of her mouth. "What sound would you make?"

The question hangs between us. Her lips part slightly, and I watch her chest rise and fall faster.

"I—I don't know if that's appropriate, Captain."

"It's just a voice test, Brooks." I keep my tone professional, but my eyes are locked on the pulse point in her throat. "Unless you're afraid you can't control yourself?"

Challenge issued. Her eyes open, narrowing slightly. "I have excellent control, Captain Maddox."

"Prove it." I press the recording button, lean back in my chair. "Give me a reaction. Something real."

She hesitates, then lets her eyes close again. Her lips part and she makes a soft sound—halfway between a sigh and a moan. It's restrained, professional, but there's something real underneath it that makes my cock twitch.

"Again," I command. "Less flight attendant, more woman."

This time, the sound she makes is deeper, throatier. Almost a groan of satisfaction.

"You can do better than that." I turn the volume up slightly so she can hear herself. "Imagine something you really want. Something you've been denied."

The next sound she makes is unmistakable—a moan that belongs in a bedroom, not a cockpit. Her cheeks flush pink when she hears it played back through the headset.

"That mouth was made for sin, Lila." The words come out rougher than I intended. "One more. Make it count."

Her eyes open, meet mine. Something passes between us—understanding, challenge, hunger.

"Like this, Captain?" And she moans again, this time arching her back slightly, her tongue touching her upper lip.

The sound goes straight to my groin. The control panel suddenly feels very convenient to lean against, hiding what's happening in my uniform pants.

"Perfect." I stop the recording, but don't move away. "You're a natural."

She removes the headset slowly, deliberately, her eyes never leaving mine. "Is that all you need from me tonight, Captain?"

The double meaning hangs in the air between us. Outside, the last of the ground crew is visible through the cockpit windows.

"Oh no, Brooks." I reach past her to lock the cockpit door with a decisive click. "We're just getting started with your evaluation."
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The lock clicks like a promise. I watch her eyes flick to the door, then back to me—that perfect mix of fear and need that makes my blood run hot. "We're not flying," I say, voice dropping an octave. "But you'll still scream." Her lips part, but no sound comes out. I can already tell she's dripping for me—it's written all over that pretty face, the way her breathing's changed, how she can't quite keep her thighs together in that co-pilot's chair.

"Captain..." She starts, but I cut her off.

"Jace. When we're alone like this, you call me Jace." I lean forward, invading her space. The control panel glows red behind her, casting shadows that dance across her throat. "Unless you want to leave? Door's locked, not bolted. You can walk out anytime."

Her tongue darts out, wetting those full lips. "I don't want to leave."

"No, you don't." I reach for the headset again, place it gently back over her ears. "Because you've been thinking about this too. Haven't you, Lila?"

She nods, almost imperceptibly. Outside, the last of the ground crew moves away from the plane. Inside, the air between us practically crackles.

"Say it." I adjust the mic closer to her mouth. "Confess."

"Yes." The word comes out breathy, barely audible.

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, I've been thinking about... this." Her eyes flick down to my hands, then back to my face.

I reach for the control panel, fingers hovering over switches I know by
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