The slender woman had seemed nice at first when she introduced herself to me.  She was [i]certainly[/i] hot, the kind of girl you’d see in the gossip magazines if she were only just a little more famous.  Blonde, boobs, designer clothes.  She even carried one of those little dogs in her purse.  Well, not [i]so[/i] little.  I had to look up the breed on my phone, but it was one of the [i]Lady and the Tramp[/i] dogs — a Cocker Spaniel.

I’d thought she was only a little older than me, maybe 15 or 16, but when she ordered alcohol, the attendant checked her I.D. and gave it to her.  Maybe pretending you were 18 was one of the perks of First Class?  No fake I.D. or pleading was going to get [i]me[/i] a drink.  I was small for my age, and my age was 13.  Besides, I bet the flight attendants [i]knew[/i] I wasn’t really a First Class flier.  I’d been bumped up by the overbooked flight.  This was my first time flying the [i]really[/i] friendly skies.

But “friendly” didn’t apply to Jessica.  She took the aisle, and when I said I’d been bumped up to first class, the look of disgust on her face was…obvious.  She looked around, but there were no more open seats, so she just sighed loudly and asked for another drink.  This was fine.  I ignored her and played on my phone, wishing I could just be done with the flight entirely.  The big chair was nice, though.

But about thirty minutes into the flight, Jessica was stone cold drunk and snoring away on her headrest, facing me.  I could see her in my peripheral vision, and I kept freaking out as I thought she was staring at me, but every time I glanced over, she was totally asleep.  I squirmed to my side until I couldn’t see her anymore, feeling her closed eyes on the back of my head.

I felt something against my leg.  Blinking, I looked down to see the dog, which had managed to squirm out of its handbag prison.  The thing must weigh [i]thirty pounds[/i].  No wonder Jessica’s arms looked more toned than the rest of her body.  “Hey buddy, you’re not supposed to be out and about,” I said, softly.  It wasn’t worth waking up the bitch [i]next to[/i] me to secure the bitch [i]below[/i] me.  I reached down with both hands to grab it around the legs, and the little dog jumped into my lap.  “Hey!” I gasped.

The collar said, “Lolita” in a pink heart.  “No fun in the bag, huh?” I asked.  I’d never had a dog at home, but this one seemed inoffensive enough.  She rubbed her head against me and wagged her tail, the long, curly ears flopping with every movement.  Jessica was still sleeping, so I figured I could entertain the dog for a while, as long as Lolita was still entertaining me.

“Do you know any tricks?” I asked.

The dog just cocked her head.

“I guess not,” I said, running a hand down her back.  Imagine my surprise when it wasn’t doing tricks that was her specialty - it was [i]turning[/i] tricks.  As soon as my hand reached her tail, she groaned, stood up, and spun in place, her little footpads digging into my legs.  I was about to protest the pain when I gasped, my face going beet red.  Once turned around, the Cocker Spaniel -

Lifted her tail.
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