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Ravishing the Air Hostess’s Fifth Base

Viola smoothed the skirt over her hips and ass as she turned in the mirror. Approving her appearance, she grabbed her flight pin and snapped it in place before dashing out the door. The traffic was unusually heavy at the airport, being on the brink of a holiday weekend. A Trans-Atlantic flight would mean she’d be working extra-long hours, but she didn’t mind. She was usually favored among the males, especially those given to flirting. She had her regulars, the ones whom she flirted more, her favorites. Upon glancing at the flight roster, she smiled seeing several she recognized.

Mr. Avery Bennet is a flirty millionaire. Viola enjoys the flirts with this man because he had impeccable taste. But he’s booked in First Class and has a guest along. Viola frowned, knowing it’s probably his latest lady love interest. Lucky girl. Her eyes scanned the list and rested on Owen Mackworth. The man traveled business back and forth between England and the USA, often coming and going in the same week. He’s single and fancy free as far as she knew. He’s an ass man though, he always had a compliment about her curvy assets. 

After applying the dark pink lipstick, Viola emerged from the restroom ready to do her job. Alice held the roster and gave her a big smile and nodded. Viola stood just behind her smiling and offering aid to any passengers who may need help with their carry-ons or in finding their seat. She nodded with a big smile as Owen approached. His only carry-on was his laptop bag. He lifted it to her. “Work never waits,” he said as he reached out and gave the flight attendant a warm embrace. “Nice to see you. I’m always happy when you’re working my flights.”

“Why thank you, Mr. Mackworth,” Viola said.

Owen walked a few steps and stopped. “Please, call me Owen. I think we’re on first name bases now,” he said with a smile.

Viola made her way through the aisles, providing drinks to those in first class. Mr. Owen sat in the back of the business section, his laptop open on his lap, he smiled up at Viola as she approached. “All work and no play makes Owen a dull boy,” she quipped as she grinned. She loved teasing with the passengers.

“I may say the same for you, doll. But you’re working, so I may as well be working. Say, why don’t you follow me off the plane and we’ll trek over to Vegas for the weekend. What do you think?” Owen asked. Viola treated each pass as a joke, but she was sure underneath it all, Owen Mackworth was serious about her.

“Oh, you,” she said as she brushed her hand towards the man. “You know I have to work. Always working. My vacations are every day,” she said with a wink. 

Owen just smiled and nodded as she walked off, feeling a bit odd about his constant requests. He’s not a bad looking man, standing a head taller than her, chocolate brown hair neatly combed, trimmed short. His dark blue eyes always taking her in when she walked up his aisle. 

The flight drug on as Viola stayed on her feet constantly, maneuvering through the passengers, helping with overhead luggage, helping with restroom calls, offering drinks. By the time, she made her way back through business class, Owen snapped the top to his laptop down when she approached and looked up at her with great curiosity. “Wondering, do you ever take time off?”

Viola laughed as she looked around seeing if anyone else was listening. “Of course, I do. But I work full time for the airlines,” she said.

“Yeah, I know that. Would you ever be interested in traveling with me, accompanying me on one of my business trips?” Owen asked.

The blush rode across Viola’s face before she could stop it. She hoped her make-up covered it but she doubted it by the way the man smiled slightly when his eyes fell over her face and then down her body. “I, uh, I’m not sure,” she said and whipped her head to the First-Class passenger area.

“I’m sorry, duty calls. I’ll check on you in a bit,” she said as she lifted her brow and walked away from the man. She smiled and winked and then hated herself for encouraging him like that.

When Viola made her rounds through business class again, Owen was mesmerized by his computer. By the time, Viola reached him, he snapped it shut and glanced up at her, his eyes traveling over her body again. She did a slight turn and swept her eyes down, a habit she had when men gawked at her well-shaped body. He grabbed her hand. “Might I have a spot of water, please? I’m parched,” he said before releasing her.

“Sure,” she said and turned to leave. 

“Oh, Viola,” Owen called.

“Yes,” she answered and came back and bent over for he was motioning for her. 

“Your ass looks mighty fine in that uniform,” he whispered.

Viola shook her head. “One tracked mind, you men,” she said as she grinned and walked away, purposefully swaying her hips giving the man a show. His eyes planted on her ass when she snapped around and grinned at him. He didn’t return the grin so much as he looked after her lustfully. She found that much a turn on knowing she got to men like Owen. She worked her assets, but for some reason, she was ultra-focused on Owen today. 

When she brought the water to Owen, she grew more curious as to what he was so intent upon watching on the lap top. Each time she approached, he slammed it shut, focusing on her. “What are you doing on there,” she asked nodding to the device.

Owen chuckled. “Work. Always work. But its private work, so I must be careful. I don’t need people stealing information from my clients,” he said. 

“I understand. I am curious about my regulars and what they do. Carry on, I have work to do,” Viola said with a wink and walked away while swaying her hips. Owen watched and made eye contact with her when she reached the door. 

It was too long after that when she was working her way up the other aisle that a passenger, an older lady, pulled Viola to the side. “Not sure if I should say anything or not. I mean, it’s none of my business, really. But there could be kids that might view. That would be bad. I’m telling you discretely so you can take action without embarrassing the man,” the lady said.

“Embarrass who?” Viola asked.

The woman held up her hand so no one could see where she was pointing and pointed toward Owen. “That man back there with the laptop, you should look at what he’s watching. I think he’s watching some sort of porn. I didn’t stop and look at it long, but I know there were naked bodies on the screen. I couldn’t tell what they were doing exactly. Perhaps you should speak to him about it. A flight is not the place to be watching porn, I wouldn’t think,” the older woman whispered as she shook her head.

Viola stared at the women for a
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