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Ophelia rushed out the door. Glancing at her phone she was late and could not miss her flight. The cab honked as she rounded the corner of her apartment. “So sorry, thanks for waiting. Can we book it? My flight leaves in less than thirty,” she said to the cab driver.

“Hmph. I can try. You’re pushing it though,” he retorted as he gunned the gas and they sped off to the freeway.

Ophelia pulled the mirror out from her purse. She’d worked late the night before and overslept. Though her face looked fine, flawless in fact, she felt she didn’t perfect her appearance. As an up-and-coming executive for a giant ad agency in Manhattan, Ophelia needed to be professional. Her dark brown eyes matched her long brunette tresses that hung in waves cascading over her shoulders.

The cab pulled up in front of the airport and Ophelia threw the man the fare plus tip for getting her there in record-breaking time. She grinned and waved as she grabbed her carry-on bag and rushed through the doors. Of course, security was tight, but as a frequent flyer she rushed to the express line to get through faster. Still, she had to wait and every time a flight was announced, she cringed hoping it wouldn’t be her call.

Finally, Ophelia breathed a sigh of relief when she made it through security. Grasping her bag she ran to the conveyor and sprinted instead because it was crowded. Her heels clicked along as she ran, a group of guys who just landed whistled at her as she rushed by them. She smiled wishing she could enjoy the attention, but her airline was far down the corridor and she needed to get there. Just as she arrived into the waiting area the flight boarding was called. Rushing to the counter, she shoved her tickets to the man who greeted her with a fresh face and a bright smile.

“Good morning. Wow, just in time,” he said as he punched into the computer.

“No kidding. I thought I would miss the flight. I’d be boned if I did,” Ophelia said.

The attendant smiled. “Oh, I’m sure with a pretty face like yours you could sweet talk your way onto any flight. Here you go, enjoy the flight,” he said as he scooted the boarding pass to her.

The line was long, it was a big jet with full capacity. She was thankful for business class where she’d have a little more room to stretch. She flew tourist class occasionally when she needed a quick flight, but she much preferred business or first class. 

The flight attendant showed her to a seat next to an older gentleman. Ophelia nodded a hello as she settled in for the long flight to Orlando, Florida. The man gazed at her and smiled appreciatively. He had steely blue eyes and a load of silver hair, styled back. It looked so soft she wanted to run her fingers through it. 

“Kalvin Hunter,” the older man said as he held out his hand for Ophelia to shake.

“Ophelia Desmond,” she said as she grinned and placed her hand in his. He had a firm grip, yet his hands were impeccably manicured. He looked like a man of distinguished taste.

“Have we ever met? You seem familiar,” he said. 

Typical line, he looked like a player the way his eyes roamed over her chest. Ophelia wore a business suit. A tweed skirt that hit above the knees and a white silk blouse that revealed just enough cleavage to spark interest. But there was something about the man, he was sexy. Though he had an abundance of silver hair, his face had few wrinkles.

“I don’t know. I work for the Redford Agency.” Ophelia smiled. “Where do you work?”
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Kalvin lifted his brow. “Right around the corner. I’m head of the IT department of Bolster Financial Institution. Perhaps we’ve brushed shoulders before. I believe I’ve attended cocktail parties with Redford.”

“I’m sure you have. I don’t recall though. Normally I have my nose in my work,” Ophelia said.

“What? The cocktail parties are a great social outlet for me. A pretty young lady such as yourself should be out and having a good time in the evenings,” Kalvin said.

“Thank you, for calling me young. I’m almost thirty, though.” She smiled at the man.

“Really? I’m almost fifty, but I know when to slow down and relax,” he said as he winked. So, the man was nearly twenty years her senior. Still, she was intrigued by his boldness with which he flirted so innocently with her. He didn’t allow age to dictate fun, obviously.

The one thing that attracted Ophelia to the man over anything else was how well he behaved. Normally by this point in conversation most men would have made a sexual reference to her. The only thing he mentioned was that she was a pretty young lady.

The more Ophelia talked with Kalvin, the more into him she became. He had a way of focusing on just her, complimenting her intelligence without the overt sexual overtones. Wondering if the man was married or straight she cut to the chase.

“Are you married, Kalvin?” she asked as she looked the man in the eye.

“Married? No, I was in my thirties, briefly. I haven’t met a lady who can hold my attention long enough. I don’t know, I enjoy being a bachelor. But I’m open to a meaningful relationship if the right woman comes along,” Kalvin said. “What about you?”

“Well, not married, never have been,” Ophelia said as she held up her left hand. Kalvin smiled and grabbed her hand as he inspected it.

“You can tell a lot about a woman by looking at her hands. You are a woman of good taste, you take care of yourself. You live in the city,” Kalvin said.

Ophelia laughed. “Live in the city?”

“Yes, because women who live in rural areas typically do yard work and their hands show it. Yours are soft and very clean. Manicured,” Kalvin said.

“You’re very observant,” Ophelia said. “I’ve lived in Manhattan most of my life. I was born in Connecticut and moved to the city as a small child.”

Kalvin sat by the window and as they were flying, Ophelia purposefully bent over the man to look out the window. She brushed her hand past his crotch as a test. He seemed so reserved, and it turned her on. She needed to conquer the man, tear down his barriers. 

“There it is, down there, the ocean. I’m always fascinated at the difference between land and sea from this height,” Ophelia said. She smiled as she slowly brushed back by and again brushed over his crotch. The man looked at her as she smiled at him and resettled herself in the seat.

“Would you like to trade seats?” Kalvin said as he started to stand.

“Oh no, it’s okay. I’m good. I just wanted to see. Isn’t it gorgeous?” she asked as she strained and leaned over once again to see outside the jet. She glanced at his crotch and saw the reaction to her touch. It pleased her greatly to see the package rising with those dress trousers. Suddenly she had dirty thoughts of the mile-high club with the older gentleman.

“Have you ever flown the mile-high club, Kalvin?” Ophelia asked as she lifted a brow. She may as well cut to the chase.

Kalvin threw back his head and laughed. “Mile-high club?”

“Well, yeah. You know, do naughty things while flying high in the sky? I’m just wondering how big a risk taker you are,” Ophelia said as she lifted a brow.

Kalvin settled back in his seat and regarded Ophelia. “Now why would a nice young lady like you want to know something like that?”

“Perhaps I’m interested. Ever thought of that?” she asked, not breaking eye contact with the man.

“Honey, interested in you? Can’t you tell?” he asked with a low grumbled chuckle.

“Mmm, I can tell you’re hiding something in there. You’re like a challenge to me. I mean you’ve not said one single sexual explicit word to me other than what I’m pulling out of you,” she said.

“I was raised right, my dear. A true gentleman doesn’t speak with crass tones to a decent young lady,” Kalvin said.

“Maybe I’m not a decent young lady. Perhaps I’m a wildcat hoping to come out and play,” Ophelia said and mocked a growl at the man as she swiped her claws through the air.

“Ooh, I’m dealing with a wild cat here. The lady is so poised and together, yet she boasts she
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