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Bareback in an Airport

By Stacy Neptune
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Shawn was never ever pushy about this kind of thing. I could tell he wanted sex - every man does. But when I told him that I wanted to wait until marriage, do you know what he said? He said, "Well then I guess I'm going to have to marry you."

He didn't do it right away. And he seemed okay with our relationship being non sexual. Sure, we kissed. It would be impossible for anyone who's attracted to men to date Shawn for a month without kissing him. He had such kissable lips. But he wasn't perfect looking. He face was just a bit too wide. He was a bit too tall, enough that kissing him was a bit awkward. But those things were part of the reason I loved him. He wasn't perfect, but he was mine. And he wanted to marry me.

We didn't have enough money for any expensive wedding. But after about a year of dating, we both knew we were ready. We wanted to make that leap. We wanted to start wearing those rings. And I could tell he was very interested in the idea of sleeping with me. That part I didn't know how to feel about.

See, it's not like I had no idea what sex was. I'd seen a video or two. A handful of pictures. Read a few stories. But it never really interested me. I'd never masturbated. I didn't feel that lust that I heard about sometimes.

But Shawn definitely did. Sometimes we'd sleep in the same bed, and I could feel his erection pressed up against me. Between my butt cheeks. I could tell that he wanted me. But he respected me enough that he wasn't going to do anything unless I invited him to.

And so we got married. We had a small party, just in our apartment. My parents were there, and his, and a few of our closest friends. I was almost just like a regular night for us. A dinner party. But it felt special. And it was special. We'd handed in our paperwork, and we were officially married. They even made us clear the floor and dance to some romantic music. He held me close.

A few months earlier, right after he proposed, we had a talk.

"So," he said, "we're going to get married."

I was giddy. I couldn't stop smiling that whole day. "Yes we are," I said.

"And I was thinking. We don't have enough money for a huge wedding and a honeymoon."

"That's true," I said. We both worked, but neither of us had great jobs.

"And I think we should choose honeymoon. Not anywhere far or fancy. But just a hotel room for the two of us. Somewhere where we don't need to worry about anyone showing up. Nothing to worry about. Far away from our work, and our friends, and everything except for each other."

"That sounds really nice," I said. "But I bet you're looking for more than just being far away."

He smirked. I knew he was. I knew that no matter what happened, he'd fuck me the very first chance he got after we were married. That was the only thing standing in his way. And having it happen in a hotel room sounded pretty nice. Little did I know that we weren't going to make it all the way to the hotel room.

The dinner party slowly wound down. Everyone knew that we had to leave at seven in order to catch our flight. The hotel was only a couple of states over, but we decided to fly. No one wants to drive to their honeymoon.

Everyone was gone by six forty five. Shawn walked up to me, wedding band on his finger. He wrapped his arms around me and looked down into my eyes.

"We're married," he said.

"I know," I said. "And it's wonderful."

"And now we get to have our honeymoon," he said, a bit of mischief in his eyes.

"And it's going to be wonderful."

He nodded. He knew that it was going to be wonderful. "Do you..." he started. "Do you think we should use protection?"

I shook my head. "No way. I don't want there to be anything between us. Not tonight."

"But what if you get pregnant?"

"We'll manage," I said.

"Okay," he said. "So when we get to the hotel, we will finally have sex. And we won't use any protection."

I nodded and smiled.

"Well," he said. "Let's get going!"

We got to the airport with what we thought was lots of time to spare. They said to show up an hour early for domestic flights, and we did. We were there, ready to check in. But that's when things started to go wrong.

The attendant who we first handed out tickets to scanned them, and then looked confused. They pressed a button on their keyboard a bunch of times, then scanned again. "Sorry," she said. "I'm going to have to get a manager."

She left, and a minute later came back with a balding old man. He scanned the ticket, hit the button a bunch of times, and then scanned the ticket again. He had a concerned look on his face.

"Sorry," he said, "but there's something wrong. It's probably on our end, but I'm going to have to call head office and get this cleared. Do you have a printed out receipt?"

"Yes," said Shawn, eagerly handing the pages to the old man.

"Great," he said, "I'll see what I can do."

He went into the back room, and we waited. It probably took half an hour, but it felt like several years, at least. We ended up leaning on our baggage, hardly able to stand. This was not as romantic as we'd hoped.

Eventually he came out. "Well," he said, "we found the problem. Your plane was overbooked, so your seats got bumped. Booked too early I guess, it happens sometimes."

Shawn and I looked at each other.

"But we have another flight that takes off at 1 am. We can transfer you to that one if you'd like, no extra charge."

That would mean three hours in the airport. It wasn't enough time for us to drive back to our apartment to relax for a while. But we didn't want to cancel our honeymoon.

"That will have to do," said Shawn.

"Great," said the old man. He typed on the computer a bit, and then new tickets were printed. He attached tags to our bags, sent them down the conveyor belt, and sent us on our way.

We decided to head straight for our gate. We didn't want to miss another flight, so we decided to be right there, ready to board at a moment's notice. It turned out that we were the only ones. Our gate had probably thirty seats outside of it, and they were all empty. There were crowds at some of the gates, but none of our direct neighbours. There wasn't even a woman standing behind the desk next to the exit.

We plopped ourselves down on the bench nearest the door. I was about to begin people watching from a distance, when Shawn turned to me.

"I love you so much," he said.

I grabbed his hand with both of mine, and I squeezed it. "I love you too."

"Tonight's the night," he said.

"Yep," I said. I squeezed harder.

"But at this rate, we won't make it to our hotel until tomorrow."

"I guess not," I said. I had no idea what he was angling at.

"You always told me that we'd get to have sex on the night we got married. I've been waiting a long time."

"Yep," I said.

He grabbed my face and turned it to face him. "Tonight's the night," he repeated. "No protection. And I don't care if we're in a hotel room or not. I don't care if someone sees us. Tonight is the night, and I'm not going to let you stop me."

With the he pulled me in for a kiss. Our lips met like they had many times before, but this time there was something more. Some more force behind them. Tonight kissing wasn't the end-game. Kissing was child's play compared to what he had planned.

We got into a rhythm of kissing. Opening our mouths slightly, then closing tight. A bit of saliva escaped, making everything smooth and lubricated.

Suddenly his tongue was in my mouth. He'd only done that once before, and I was honestly pretty put off by it. But this time it was different. His tongue pressed against mine, and I pressed back. Our mouths played, and it all seemed so sexual. He couldn't hold himself back. He could help but enter me, with any part of his body. He needed to be inside me. He need to play with me.

Then he pulled away from kissing me. He stared me in the eyes. And he said those words again. "Tonight is the night."

I was wearing a cute red dress. I knew I looked good in it.

His hand landed on my smooth thigh, and slowly crept upwards. He moved to kissing my neck as his fingers reached me. They pressed firm against my panties, and I let out a sharp breath. He'd never done this before. Never been so dominant.

Slowly he started rubbing in a small circle. Something about the spot he was rubbing - it just felt so good. I'd never felt that good. My eyes rolled back in my head. Then I straightened my neck and refocused. There were other people in the airport. If any of them were looking right at us, they would be able to tell what we were doing.

My head rolled back. I didn't care if other people could see. He moved his hand up, and then slid it underneath my underwear. His rough fingers pressed against me, closer now, rubbing in that same circle.

We locked eyes, and he picked up the pace. I bit my lip. He smirked at me. He was finally getting to do it. Finally touching me down there. Touching me in that way. And he was loving it.

It was warm and smooth down there. I'd shaven, thinking he'd discover that once we got to our hotel room. But he'd gone and spoiled the surprise.

Suddenly he stopped rubbing. He froze, and stared at me. Then his fingers moved downwards and they reached the opening. The opening that I'd never put anything into before. Then he started to apply pressure. Just a bit, and then more. At first I thought nothing was going to happen. But then it happened.

One of his fingers slid into me, all at once. It pulled me open. I was wet inside. I felt like he was scratching an itch that I'd had for years without realizing. I let out another noise, and he started to slowly rub the inside. Curling and uncurling his finger inside of me. It felt like nothing I'd ever felt before.

He moved the thumb of the same finger, got it a bit wet, and then started rubbing on the outside. The same spot he'd started with. That was almost too much. I grabbed his thigh and squeezed, tight. I couldn't focus on anything. I couldn't worry about the people watching us. I could talk, I couldn't ask him to do anything. I couldn't do anything for him. All I could do was enjoy.

He kept up the same simple, basic, rhythm, but it changed somehow. It built. Like every second that he spent doing that added to something inside of me. I didn't know what it was building to, but I could feel it. There was something coming. Slowly my body started to tense up. One by one, every muscle I had got tense. I couldn't help it. I tried to focus again, tried to look around, but I wasn't in control anymore. He was in control now.

My muscles were all tense, and then the feeling changed. I got wetter, suddenly. And then I started to squeeze him somehow, with muscles I didn't know existed. Then it happened. A wave spread through my body, starting from his thumb and finger. As it spread through me in an instant, every muscle relaxed. Every inch of me felt incredible. I could feel every sensation. It was incredible.

I had just had the first orgasm of my life. Right there in an airport for the whole world to see. My cheeks were red. My breathing was heavy. I stared at him with wide eyes. He undid his pants.

I only saw it for a second. His cock, hard as can be. Then he grabbed one of my thighs and lifted it to the other side of him. Suddenly I was sitting on his lap, facing me. My soaking wet pussy just inches from his hard and exposed cock.

He guided it with his hands. It pressed against me the same as the fingers had. No condom. No protection. If it went inside me, I was going to end up pregnant. And then it happened.

All at once his cock was inside me. Deep. It felt huge. Huge and warm. It filled me up to the brim. He hardly fit. It didn't hurt, because I was so wet. So turned on. But it was almost overwhelming. I'd just orgasmed, and now he was filling me with an entirely new amazing feeling.

Then, slowly, he began to move his hips up and down. Inside he rubbed against a part of me that had never been touched before. And it felt incredible to be touched there.

He got into a rhythm, slowly speeding up. I lifted myself up a bit, so there was more room for him to move up and down. And he took me up on that.

I could feel his shape. Perfectly. I could feel everything better than before. I slowly began to bob up and down, opposite his thrusts, for maximum pleasure. His hands were wrapped around me.

Had someone walked up at that moment, I have no idea what I would have done. The first thing I'd think to do would be to hop off, but that would leave his dick out in the open, covered in my juices. I could just stay there, seated on his lap, but that would seem awful suspicious. And I wouldn't be able to slow my breathing.

The rhythm continued. In and out. Feeling everything in his body. I looked down at his face, and it was like nothing I'd ever seen before. I'd seen him be happy, of course, but never like this. He was ecstatic. He was overcome with pleasure. He couldn't even control his face, but he didn't care. He wanted me to see him like that. See him at his most vulnerable.

Then I could feel it happening again, but on his end. I could feel his cock growing harder, and larger inside of me. I could see the look on his face. His cheeks were going red as well, and his breathing got quick. It started to match up with the rhythm.

Then it happened. He went over the edge. It felt amazing. His cock grew, and it started to pump. Waves of growth went through it, filling me with his cum. I kept moving up and down as best I could, and he didn't stop me for three or four bobs. With every one he'd breath sharply, and he would fill me even fuller.

Once he was completely done, left every drop he could manage inside of me, I collapsed onto him. I sat there in his lap. And in my mind, there were only the two of us. We weren't in an airport. It didn't matter that we'd almost definitely drawn some attention. It didn't matter that there were security cameras. All that matter was that we were together. We had had sex. It had been incredible. Tonight had been the night.

Eventually I got up, and pulled my panties to the side to cover myself up. I knew I was supposed to go clean myself up, but I was exhausted. And I kind of liked the idea of leaving it there. Just keeping his cum inside of me for as long as possible. Letting it fertilize me. Get me pregnant. That was kind of the goal, right? That's why it felt so good.

He zipped up his pants. "Wow," he said. "I can't believe we just did that."

I looked where he was looking. Towards the crowd of people no more than 50 feet from us. No one was looking towards us. But it felt like that was because they knew we were looking and didn't want to be caught watching.

"Me neither," I said. I adjusted my dress on the seat next to him.

"So how was it?"

I looked at him.

"Your first ever experience with sex. What did you think?"

"That was the best feeling I've ever had," I said. "By a whole lot. I can't believe how well we fit together."

"It's like we're made for each other."

I smiled. We held hands. But it felt different now. I wasn't just holding hands with my boyfriend. I wasn't just holding hands with someone who I'd kissed. I was holding hands with my husband. But more importantly, I was holding hands with the man I'd just fucked. The man who'd finished deep inside me. The man who'd made me pregnant. The man who'd taken away my virginity, in front of an audience that we paid no mind to. Things had definitely changed.

But they had changed for the better. And now there was no pressure left. I didn't need to spend the plane trip worrying about whether or not I'd be able to satisfy him. Instead, we just got to relax and watch and in flight movie. And every now and then, I'd get to feel him cum oozing out of me.
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