

I stepped through the airport terminal, heart fluttering with honeymoon anticipation, a small bag of Reese’s Pieces clutched in my hand. The scent of coffee and jet fuel hung thick in the air.

JD was already waiting by Gate 17. Tall, perfectly groomed, wearing that silly Hawaiian shirt he'd bought for the trip. He looked every inch the doting husband: kind smile ready for me.

"Baby," I called softly as I approached him.

He turned, and his eyes lit up when he saw me. We kissed quickly, a sweet peck on the lips, and then I handed him the candy bag with a grin. "Got you some candy!"

He took it politely… looked down… examined the wrapper…

And blinked.

"...Don't these have peanut butter?"

I nodded, smiling. "Yeah, these are Reese's Pieces, peanut butter filled."

JD's expression shifted slightly. Not angry, not upset, just surprised. He handed the bag back gently.

"Oh," he said simply. "I don't like peanut butter."

A beat passed.

My smile stayed in place, but something quiet flickered behind my eyes.

Oh.

Not because of the candy or his preference… but because this was new information to me, and we'd been dating for six years, married for less than twenty four hours. Six years together… and I’d never known that about him before today.

It wasn't a dealbreaker, not even close, but it struck me how easy it was to spend six years with someone and still discover little things you'd never known.

Isn’t it remarkable how many secrets you can keep from someone before you’re married?

The gate area buzzed with the usual pre-flight energy, people shuffling, luggage being checked, a child crying near the window seats.

Then the announcement came over the speaker system: clear and crisp.

"Anna Nantz… Anna Nantz to Gate 17."

My name. My new name. I hadn’t even thought about it yet, not really.

I turned toward the front desk, still slightly dazed by hearing my married name announced for the first time.

JD fell into step beside me without hesitation, curiosity in his soft gray eyes. He wasn’t alarmed, just curious.

We walked over together, shoulders nearly brushing as we approached the airline agent, a poised woman with a neat bun and an earpiece.

She looked up at us both and smiled professionally. “Anna Nantz?”

The agent’s smile stayed polite but impersonal as she tapped a few keys on her computer.

“Yes, that’s me,” I said, fingering my new wedding ring like it was armor.

She typed for a second longer, then looked up. “Congratulations! You’ve been upgraded to first class.”

A little spark of excitement lit inside me. First class? On our honeymoon flight? A dream come true!

"Yay!" I blurted out before I could stop myself, clapping my hands together once like a giddy kid.

JD chuckled beside me, amused by my sudden burst of joy.

I turned to him with a bright smile and asked the agent, "Is my husband getting upgraded too?"

The woman tapped away at her screen again. A few long seconds passed while we waited.

Then she looked up slowly and said plainly: “No… just you.”

My smile dropped instantly.

"No," I said firmly, shaking my head. "No way. There’s no chance I’m sitting apart from JD on our honeymoon flight."

I turned to him, already reaching for his hand like we were about to stage a protest together.

But JD just gave me that calm, reassuring look, the one he always wore when he thought something was fine. He squeezed my fingers gently and shook his head slightly at the agent before looking back at me.

JD leaned in, brushing a kiss on my temple before speaking, soft, sincere, and very persuasive.

"Baby," he said with that warm smile I could never say no to. "You should take the upgrade."

I blinked at him. That wasn't what I expected.

He continued: "First class has better seats… more space… you can actually sleep properly instead of being crammed in coach like me."

Then came the wink, the little mischievous one that always meant something fun was coming later, and he added low enough only for me to hear: 

"And besides... you'll need your energy for all the things we've got planned later."

I laughed, bright and light, the kind of laugh that only comes when you're ridiculously in love and your husband knows exactly how to win an argument.

"Fine," I said, shaking my head at him with playful surrender. "I'll take the upgrade."

JD beamed like he'd just solved world peace.

The agent smiled again and handed me a first-class boarding pass with shiny gold lettering: Anna Nantz – Seat 1A.

We walked down the long jet bridge together, our suitcases rolling beside us.

When we reached the divider where first class passengers peeled off to the left and coach headed straight, the moment felt heavier than it should’ve for something so simple.

JD stopped. So did I.

He turned to face me fully, then pulled me into a proper goodbye kiss, deep, slow, sweet. His hands cradled my face like I was something precious about to sail away on a ship instead of just boarding an airplane a few rows ahead of him.

When we finally broke apart, JD rested his forehead against mine for just a breath. Then another soft peck.

"Love you," he murmured.

I nodded. "Love you too."

He squeezed my hand once before letting go and stepping back into the flow of coach passengers moving forward.

I watched him for half a second as he disappeared into the crowd, my husband heading off alone while I got pampered in luxury.

The first-class cabin was sleek and quiet, all polished wood tones and soft ambient lighting.

I stepped inside expecting a polite flight attendant with a tray of champagne flutes, but instead, standing right there in the aisle like she owned the plane… was Jenny.

My college best friend. My chaotic soul sister. The girl who once got fucked by the entire USC defensive line alongside me our sophomore year.

She grinned wide, wild-haired, glitter on her cheeks, and held up an entire bottle of Dom Pérignon like it weighed nothing at all.

"Hey bitch!" she announced loudly enough that I turned to make sure no one could hear us.

The cabin was eerily empty, but behind Jenny loomed five massive men. Each one taller than average, each built like a goddamn Greek statue carved from pure testosterone and good genes.

They weren’t just handsome, they were unfairly attractive. Jawlines sharp enough to cut glass. Smiles that could melt ice caps. Muscular frames wrapped in designer shirts that looked like they had been tailored just right.

And every single one of them was grinning at me, slowly, knowingly, as if they’d been waiting for this exact moment.

Jenny had grown up in Singapore, the daughter of a shipping tycoon who owned half the ports in Southeast Asia. Rich didn’t even begin to describe her.

She wasn't just wealthy, she was private-jet-fleet-rich, owns-an-island-rich. The kind of money that could make governments blink twice when she walked into a room.

And with that kind of cash? Renting out an entire first-class cabin on our honeymoon flight and hiring five male models straight from GQ’s cover shoot was like you or me ordering Uber Eats.

I stood frozen in the aisle, champagne bottle dangling from Jenny’s hand, my eyes darting between her and the five impossibly hot men behind her.

“What,” I said slowly, voice cracking slightly from shock, “the fuck is going on?”

My heart hammered. There were no flight attendants in sight, no regular passengers.

Just Jenny, my wild child best friend who once threw an orgy at Coachella, and five male models looking like they stepped out of a fantasy magazine spread.

Jenny’s grin widened, all mischief and zero shame.

She twirled the champagne bottle like it was a prop in some scandalous play.

“Okay,” she said casually, as if explaining lunch plans. “So… Lustre Air has this thing. It's called their 'First Class Intimacy Experience.'”

I blinked. "Wait… what?"

She leaned in closer. "They’ve got this secret program where you can rent out the entire first-class cabin, private soundproof curtain included, for orgies, finally join the mile high club!"

A beat of silence stretched between us as my brain struggled to process the fact that she'd actually said those words out loud.

My voice came out high-pitched with disbelief, eyes wide.

“Intimacy experience… mile high club… what are you doing here?!”

I gestured wildly between her and the five models, no, no way was this real. Jenny lived in Singapore! We hadn’t seen each other in ten years!

She shrugged like it was nothing. “Honey,” she said sweetly, “I felt so bad about missing your bachelorette and wedding. Aaaand... I'm here to make it up to you.”

Then she turned slightly and gestured toward the men behind her like a game show hostess revealing prizes.

Jenny’s voice dropped into something soft but fierce, like she was handing me a sacred mission.

“Anna,” she said, placing a hand on my shoulder. “This is your last chance to be wild. To run free before you settle down with JD forever.”

She glanced back at the five models, their chests rising and falling calmly, their eyes locked onto me like prey, and then returned her gaze to mine.

“These men? They’re here for you. No strings. No rules except what we agree on. You can let them use you… just like the Maroon 5 band used you during that sorority charity event.”

A shiver ran through me at the memory of that legendary day.

I looked down at my wedding ring, the sleek platinum band JD had slipped onto my finger less than twenty-four hours ago. It caught the soft cabin light, glinting back at me with innocent purity.

My chest tightened.

“I don’t know if I can…” My voice was barely above a whisper now. “betray JD like this.”

Jenny’s expression softened instantly, not judgmental, not angry, but understanding in that way only she could be when it came to love and loyalty.

She nodded, her usual boldness tempered with unexpected gentleness.

“Relax,” she said, gently steering me toward the plush seat right by the window, seat 1A. “We’re not allowed to do anything until we reach altitude. Flight safety rules and all that.”

She winked at me like it was a joke only we understood.

“So sit down. Breathe. Have some champagne.” She handed me the bottle now, slipping the ice cold vessel into my hand.

“The next thirty minutes? Just think about what you want.”

She gestured dramatically to the tallest model, the one with dark, tousled hair and a smirk that could melt glaciers.

“This is Mark,” she announced proudly. “He’s mine. My personal toy for the flight. But don’t worry,” She swept her hand toward the other four.

“The remaining four? All yours.”

I couldn't help it, I burst out laughing, loud and sudden in the quiet cabin. That was Jenny. Never one to be left out of the fun.

Before I could even think about where to put my carry-on, one of the men stepped forward with an easy smile.

"May I?" he asked, gesturing toward the bag.

I nodded and handed it over. He lifted it effortlessly into the overhead compartment above seat 1A, then stepped aside with a polite, "There you go."

"Thank you," I said, still trying to process the surreal scene unfolding around me.

I sank into the wide leather window seat in 1A, the plush cushion swallowing me whole.

The seat next to mine, 1B, creaked slightly as he sat down, close enough that his knee almost brushed mine.

He turned his head slowly, and damn.

Up close? Even hotter.

Tanned skin. Blue eyes like summer skies. A crooked smile with just a hint of arrogance, the kind that made you wonder how many women had fallen for him without even trying.

“Hey,” he said smoothly in a deep voice laced with charm. “I’m Blake.”

I reached out and took his hand, warm, strong, calloused in just the right way. His skin was soft but with subtle roughness from working out or maybe some rugged outdoor activities.

And then it hit me.

His scent.

God.

It wasn’t cologne, well, maybe a little, but underneath? Something earthy and clean mixed with that natural male musk that made my stomach flip.

“Anna,” I said, voice suddenly a little breathier than I intended.

I squeezed his hand once, then pulled mine away quickly, like touching him too long would burn me.

Desperate to not look at him anymore (because if I did, my face might betray how affected I was), I turned sharply toward the window.

The tarmac stretched out below us. Baggage carts moved slowly. Workers in orange vests waved planes forward.

Anything to focus on, literally anything but Blake’s stupidly perfect profile or the way his bicep flexed when he adjusted himself in his seat.

The plane taxied. Then waited.

Then taxied some more.

It felt like forever. Each minute stretched into an eternity of silent tension, my heart pounding like a drum solo.

I sat rigid in my seat, clutching the champagne bottle on my lap without drinking it, too nervous to loosen up even with alcohol. 

Blake was right there beside me. Warm presence radiating off him. That smell still lingering between us.

My mind raced through every option: 

Say no and be loyal to JD forever… or say yes and give in to this wild fantasy before settling down for real? It's not like he would ever have to know.

The plane finally rumbled forward, accelerating down the runway. The force pressed me gently into my seat as we lifted off.

We’re airborne.

No turning back now.

That was it, the point of no return. Once we hit cruising altitude, Jenny said… anything goes.

I uncorked the champagne bottle with a soft pop and took a long sip. 

The bubbly liquid slid down smoothly, cooling me from inside out, but also loosening something tight in my chest: hesitation.

The moment the fasten seatbelt sign clicked off and lit up red, dong, the cabin felt like it shifted into a different dimension.

I didn’t hesitate.

I unbuckled my belt, set the half-finished champagne bottle down on my tray table, then stood abruptly.

Blake glanced up at me, surprised by my sudden movement, but I didn’t meet his eyes. 

I stepped past him without a word, close enough to brush against his shoulder, and moved down the aisle toward the thick curtain dividing first class from coach.

It was heavy-duty soundproof material, at least four inches thick. No one in coach could hear or see us.

My heart pounded as I reached for the handle and pulled it aside just enough to peek.

Through the small gap in the curtain, I saw JD.

He sat near the aisle about halfway back in coach. Headphones on. Eyes glued to his tablet.

Watching some movie, probably Mad Max or a Star Wars.

Even through headphones and chaos onscreen… he looked sweet. Calm. Peaceful as always, my good husband who trusted me enough not to question why I got upgraded alone.

But next to Blake? Next to any of those five models?

JD wasn’t competition at all, not physically anyway, and it hit me then: 

I would never have this again. Never be surrounded by men that perfect who were ready to do filthy, naughty things to my body.

This was it. My last wild chance before becoming a wife, maybe a mother someday, settled into routine and love but no more reckless thrills.

JD would never know unless I told him.

I closed the curtain gently, sealing us off from coach completely.

Then I turned to face the first-class cabin, Jenny’s eager grin, Blake still sitting there watching me with those blue eyes, and the other three models who were now looking my way with quiet anticipation.

Taking a deep breath to steady myself (and maybe hide how nervous I actually was), I spoke clearly: 

“I’m in.” 

A beat of silence. Then Jenny beamed like she’d just won a bet.

I continued, my voice firm but calm. 

“But, my pussy is off limits for penetration. That’s… that’s for JD only. Out of respect to him.”

Jenny nodded immediately, understanding flashing in her eyes.

The models exchanged glances, some curious, some amused, but none objected. It wasn’t about taking everything; it was about playing within boundaries I set.

Blake leaned back slightly and gave a slow nod of approval.

Jenny clapped her hands together once, excited but controlled.

"Got it," she said. "No penis in pussy action. Respect."

She turned to the other models: Blake, Chase (a blonde with a surfer’s smile), Luca (dark-haired and mysterious), Alex (all muscle and quiet intensity), and gave them each a pointed look.

They all nodded subtly in agreement. Rules were rules.

Then Jenny smirked at me like she already knew what came next…

I walked back toward my seat, movements a little uncertain now that the weight of my decision had settled.

As I passed in front of Blake to reach for the champagne bottle on my tray table, his hands shot out like lightning.

In one smooth motion, his strong fingers clamped onto my hips, warm, firm, and pulled me back slightly toward him.

Not harsh. Not rough. But possessive enough to make my breath catch.

His touch sent a jolt through me: electric and unexpected.

In a flash, faster than I could react, Blake lifted me with surprising strength.

My slender frame was no match for his model-athlete muscles. He effortlessly flipped me like I weighed nothing, twisting my body until suddenly…

My legs were over his shoulders.

And my face?

Right at crotch level.

His jeans were taut against the bulge beneath them, and before I could even process what was happening…

Blake didn’t hesitate.

One second, my yoga pants were intact, soft fabric clinging to my thighs.

The next, his hands grabbed the seam and yanked sharply as his teeth sank into the material near my crotch, not enough to hurt me, but with startling precision, and he tore a jagged hole right through it.

Blake didn’t go slow.

His lips found my folds, right through the delicate lace of my panties, and he sucked hard.

A wet, warm pressure that sent shockwaves through me. My breath hitched in surprise; no warning, just pure sensation crashing down like a wave.

At the same time, both of his hands gripped and kneaded my ass firmly, strong fingers digging into soft flesh as he held me exactly where he wanted me: pinned between him and oblivion.

I dangled there, upside down, legs hooked over Blake’s broad shoulders like a living sculpture.

And oh God, right in front of my face, his growing bulge strained against his jeans. The denim grew tighter by the second as blood rushed south into that head and mine.

The scent hit me then: musky and warm. Precum already leaking through the fabric, that unmistakable male arousal smell mixed with expensive cologne and sweat.

My head spun, not just from being inverted… but from how overwhelming everything felt at once.

Blake continued sucking through the lace, relentless, teasing me with just enough pressure to make my hips twitch but not nearly enough to give real relief.

His hands worked my ass nonstop, kneading, squeezing, while his tongue flicked occasionally against the soaked fabric.

Every movement sent a jolt through me. I could do nothing but feel, suspended in this dizzying position between pleasure and desperation.

My fingers trembled slightly, not from fear, but from the intensity of everything, as I reached for Blake’s zipper.

With a quiet zzzzz, I pulled it down, the sound loud in my ears.

I slipped my hand into his boxers, past the warm fabric.

And then, oh.

There it was. His cock.

Thick. Heavy. Already hardening rapidly in my grip, pulsing with life as blood flooded into him.

I gently pulled his full length free from the confines of his jeans, revealing every inch.

Thick base. Veins tracing up the sides like rivers. A broad head already flushed with arousal.

It was massive. No exaggeration, his genes had blessed him well in that department too.

Without thinking, I leaned forward and gave the tip a slow, experimental lick…

The taste was salty-sweet, pure male musk mixed with precum that had started to bead at his slit.

Just one lick, and my body responded instantly. My tongue tingled, my lips parted slightly on instinct.

It was so hot, this man who looked like a Greek god and smelled incredible… and now I had him in my mouth’s reach.

While I was still focused on his cock, licking the head again, this time with more confidence, Blake's teeth gently grabbed the lace edge of my panties and pulled, moving them aside like peeling a wrapper.

No warning. No soft build-up. Just direct access to my bare clit, exposed and already sensitive from everything that had happened so far.

Then his tongue touched me.

Just a single, slow swipe right over my clit, wet, warm, and so deliberate.

A shiver ripped through my entire body. My back arched instinctively even though I was upside down. That one touch sent fire racing through every nerve ending in my lower half.

I gasped around his cock still near my lips… and then immediately took the whole thing into my mouth.

I'm not going to lie. I’ve sucked plenty of cocks in my time.

But this?

Upside down? Legs draped over a model’s shoulders in a first class cabin while we both gave oral 69 style? That was brand new.

No gravity helping you angle right or breathe easy. Just pure awkward gymnastics, head spinning (literally), saliva dripping slightly from the upside-down position, but also insanely hot because of how ferociously he was attacking my pussy with his tongue.

His tongue circled my clit with rough precision, then flattened against it for a slow grind that made me moan around his cock, vibrations traveling straight into him.

Meanwhile, I took him deeper into my mouth, his tip tickling the back of my esophagus as I ignored my gag reflex, my cheeks hollowing naturally to suck while he worked magic on my pussy like this was a competition.

And he was winning.

Every flick of his tongue, every swirl and suck on my clit sent electric shocks through me, building pressure low in my belly that had nothing to do with the altitude.

I tried to keep up, sucking harder, using one hand to gently cup his balls while the other stroked what I couldn't fit in my mouth, but he was relentless.

Blake’s rhythm grew bolder, his tongue switching from teasing to claiming, lapping at my clit like he owned it, while his hands still squeezed my ass for leverage.

He wasn’t just eating me out; he was devouring me. Like I was a five-course meal and dessert all in one.

And every moan that escaped around his cock? It drove him wilder, he could feel what he was doing to me, and it made him intensify his oral ministrations.

The pressure built fast, too fast to stop.

Blake’s relentless tongue, the angle of my body being upside down, the rush of adrenaline and champagne in my system… it all crashed together at once.

Then I came.

Hard. 

A gush of arousal flooded his mouth and chin, soaking him as waves pulsed through me uncontrollably. My thighs trembled against his shoulders, toes curling inside my shoes from how intense it was.

As the last pulses of my orgasm faded, Blake slowed his tongue to gentle licks, soft, almost tender now, as he cleaned me up.

But just as I started coming down from the high…

Whoosh.

His grip tightened in my hair. 

And without warning, he started face fucking me.

No warning. No soft buildup.

Just full-on thrusting into my mouth with rough, deep strokes, his hips lifting off the seat to drive himself deeper each time as he held my head in place.

Most women would’ve gagged, pulled away, slapped him, definitely said no.

But I? 

I was built for this. Wild since college. No boundaries when it came to pleasure and power play.

And Jenny knew that better than anyone, she’d seen me in my prime: wild frat parties covered in foam and cum, BDSM orgies in the student athlete dorms, nights where I would beg my partner to slap me a little harder, choke me a little tighter.

So of course she told them exactly what they were dealing with: Anna Jameson, sorry, Nantz, the woman who doesn’t flinch at rough or degrading sex… who might even crave it.

Blake didn’t hold back.

His thrusts were deep, relentless, his thick cock pumping into my mouth with a primal rhythm that made my jaw ache in the best way.

Each push went all the way to the base, his tip hitting my throat over and over. No mercy. Just raw domination masked as passion.

Saliva dripped down my face, running into my nose, mixing with sweat from how hard he was working me. 

And I took it, every inch like I was built for this exact moment: upside down on a first-class seat being used by a gorgeous stranger while Jenny and the other models watched approvingly nearby.

His hips pistoned harder, more urgently, and then suddenly his body tensed. A low groan escaped him, raw and deep, as his release hit.

Hot cum flooded straight into my throat in thick pulses. No warning pullout or gentle retreat; just full-on pumping inside me while he held my head firmly in place with both hands gripping tight in my hair.

I gagged instinctively, the volume, the heat, how suddenly it filled my mouth, but I didn’t fight it.

Blake kept me locked in place as his cum surged down my throat again and again, thick ropes of it filling me up fast. 

Some spilled out at the corners of my lips from sheer volume. Other parts shot out my nose.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of being used and filled, Blake slowly pulled out.

His cock slipped from my mouth with a wet sound, slick with saliva and traces of cum. He exhaled deeply, satisfied, and then without a word… he gently flipped me back over.

In one smooth motion (still strong as hell), he lifted me just above my hips until I was standing in front of him again.

I staggered back to my seat, legs shaky from the intensity of what just happened.

Blake watched me with half-lidded eyes, still catching his breath. The other three models, Chase, Luca, and Alex, sat in their seats nearby. All of them were staring at me now: curious, hungry.

Jenny sat beside Mark (her personal toy), grinning like a cat who got the cream while his hand worked magic underneath her skirt.

I grabbed the Dom Pérignon bottle and took a long, desperate swig, champagne mixing with cum in my mouth, washing it all down like a shot.

The cold bubbles cleared my throat instantly. I exhaled sharply through my nose, then lifted both hands to smooth back my hair.

It was messy from being gripped and tossed around during Blake’s face-fucking session. A few strands stuck to the saliva on my cheeks; I wiped them away with the back of one hand.

Just as I finished composing myself, the first-class cabin door opened.

Out stepped a flight attendant, a poised woman in a sleek uniform, carrying a small silver tray.

And on it?

A neat line of condoms. At least twenty. And next to them, bottles of premium lube: unscented, water-based. Everything you’d need for… what this cabin was clearly built for.

Chase, Luca, and Alex didn’t hesitate.

All of them reached out silently as the flight attendant passed by with the tray. They each took an extra large condom and a bottle of lube, no words exchanged, no awkwardness. Just business-like professionalism… mixed with very clear intent.

My pulse hammered.

I let out a slow breath and slipped off my blouse, folding it over the armrest. A moment later, my bra followed, landing on top of it.

"You can put those condoms away," I said, meeting their eyes one by one. "You won't be needing them."

Silence settled over the cabin as the meaning of my words sank in.

Then they all turned their heads slowly toward me.

Three pairs of eyes locked onto mine at once: hungry, patient…

I stood again, legs still a little unsteady from the intensity of what had just happened with Blake.

Without a word, I walked past him, close enough to brush against his shoulder again, and then paused by the armrest of his seat.

Instead of sitting down or moving further away… I leaned forward slowly.

Hands braced on Blake’s lap. My back arched slightly. 

And my ass? Pushed out deliberately toward Chase, Luca and Alex like an offering.

I reached back with one hand, fingers hooking into the lace side of my thong.

With a quiet shhk, I pulled it aside, exposing myself fully to them. 

Then, I spoke, calm but firm: “Remember… anal only.”

A clear boundary. No pussy action. Just ass play.

The three models exchanged glances, competitive energy crackling between them like static, and then suddenly they were all moving at once, jostling to be first in line like this was some kind of twisted race.

Chase moved fastest, probably fueled by his surfer-boy confidence and that bright blonde hair.

He twisted open his lube bottle with quick fingers, and squeezed a generous amount right down my ass crack. 

Cool gel dripped between my cheeks before he worked it in, two fingers sliding slowly but firmly into me without warning.

I glanced back over my shoulder, distracted for a second by the sight.

There was Mark, his face completely buried between Jenny's thighs. His hands gripped her hips as he worked on her with his mouth, eating out that rich Singaporean pussy like it was his job (which it kinda was).

And Jenny? 

She lounged elegantly in the plush seat beside them, one leg draped over Mark’s shoulder while she sipped champagne from a crystal flute like this was just another Tuesday for her.

While Chase continued stretching me with careful fingers, I reached forward.

Blake's cock had softened after cumming so hard in my throat, but it was still warm and heavy in his lap. 

I wrapped my fingers around him gently, giving a slow stroke from base to tip just because I could. Then, without thinking too much about it… I leaned down and kissed the head lightly before taking it into my mouth for a soft lick.

Blake’s hips twitched the second my tongue touched him.

A quiet, breathy ”Fuck” slipped out, more of a whisper than words, and his hands clenched the armrests on either side of him.

Even though he’d just come hard minutes ago, my touch still lit him up, his cock starting to twitch back to life in my hand.

I loved that. Loved how responsive he was, how every little lick or kiss sent a visible shiver through his body. 

And I kept going: soft kisses along his shaft now while Chase worked me open behind me with slick fingers… multitasking at its finest.

Chase finished prepping me, removing his fingers and grabbing the lube again to slick up his own cock.

I could feel him shift behind me, moving into position. The heat of his body pressed close against my backside as he lined himself up, his thick tip nudging gently at my asshole.

A pause. A breath held.

Then… pressure started building as he slowly lined up the head of his cock with my tight ring.

I loved anal.

There was something about the tightness, the stretch, how deep it felt, like nothing else could match that intensity. Most women hated it or found it taboo… but me? I craved it. Needed that fullness.

And right now? With Chase about to breach me for real after all this buildup?

My pulse spiked with excitement.

Chase began to push in slowly, his thick cock stretching me inch by inch.

It burned at first, always did, but I loved that too. The sting, the challenge of taking something big like this.

I gritted my teeth slightly but didn’t flinch or tell him to stop. Just breathed through it, licking Blake's cock harder, body relaxing instinctively as he worked himself deeper into me…

Chase sank deeper, his cock sliding further into my ass with each steady push. 

It was a tight fit, he wasn’t massive like some porn stars, but he was definitely thick enough to make me feel every inch.

I exhaled sharply through my nose as he bottomed out, hips finally flush against mine. A fullness settled in me that I adored: heavy and intimate.

Chase paused once he was fully inside, letting me adjust to his size.

His hands rested on my hips now, warm and solid. He didn’t rush, smart guy. Anal wasn’t something you just slammed into all at once; it took patience.

Meanwhile, Blake’s cock twitched again in my mouth as I kept sucking gently on him while Chase filled me up from behind.

After a few seconds of stillness, Chase pulled back slightly, just enough to start moving again.

Then he pushed in once more, slow at first. A shallow thrust that made my breath hitch.

Then he gradually picked up the rhythm, each thrust becoming a little longer and deeper than the last.

He found his groove, steady, controlled strokes into my ass while keeping one hand on my hip to guide me and keep balance.

Chase’s free hand slid forward, his fingers finding my clit easily, already swollen from everything that had happened.

Without asking, he started rubbing it in small circles, teasing at first… then applying more pressure when I let out a soft moan around Blake's cock. 

Then I said it: “Please… fuck me like you mean it.”

Chase didn’t need to be told twice.

At my command, he gripped my hips tighter and pounded into me, no more slow gentleness. 

Each thrust was sharp, deep, driving his cock all the way in with every snap of his pelvis. The impact made my body jolt forward slightly with each one… but I stayed steady between Blake’s lap and Chase’s forceful rhythm.

The pleasure spiked instantly, Chase’s fingers on my clit, his cock pounding into my ass at a relentless pace.

Every nerve was lit up. I could barely focus on Blake anymore; all I could feel was Chase filling me from behind while teasing my sensitive bud with rough circles of his thumb.

Chase got completely lost in the moment.

The way my ass gripped him so tight around every thrust must’ve driven him wild, his breathing turned ragged, his movements more frantic. 

He stopped focusing on my clit entirely, abandoning it to chase his own high. 

“Fuck… it’s so fucking tight,” he muttered under his breath between grunts.

I was loving every second of this.

The stretch, the heat, Chase’s raw energy behind me, his cock hitting deep spots I hadn’t felt in years. The way his body moved with primal hunger… it turned me on more than anything.

Chase didn’t last long after that.

With a loud, guttural groan, he buried himself deep inside me and came hard, hot pulses of cum flooding my ass as his orgasm hit like a wave.

The sensation triggered something in me too. 

That fullness, the pressure from his release… it pushed me right over the edge.

I came again, hard.

No clit stimulation needed. Just the sheer intensity of being filled by Chase from behind while my body still thrummed with adrenaline and pleasure.

Waves crashed through me, silent but overwhelming, making my thighs tremble against his hips as he kept thrusting weakly through his own climax.

Still riding my own high, I turned my attention back to Blake, his cock now fully hard again from watching Chase fuck me and feeling my mouth earlier.

Without missing a beat, I grabbed him with both hands and started stroking fast. 

Firm. Quick. Desperate. While I took one of his balls into my mouth and sucked hard.

And it worked: the second orgasm hit Blake like lightning after just having come minutes before.

Thick ropes of cum shot out, spraying across my face in warm streaks: on my forehead, cheekbones, nose. Some even landed in my hair.

No control left. Just pure release all over me while I kept stroking and licking my lips greedily through it.

Chase finally stilled, collapsing slightly forward over me as his orgasm ended, still buried inside.

Meanwhile, Blake panted in front of me, chest rising and falling fast, as the last few pulses of cum dripped down my cheek. 

Chase gently pulled out, making sure not to rush after his intense climax. 

I stood slowly too, legs a little shaky but strong enough.

Turning around, I faced Luca and Alex, both of them watching me with identical expressions: hunger masked by calm professionalism as they each stroked their impossibly big cocks.

No words yet. Just two gorgeous models waiting their turn while the cabin hummed with post-orgasm energy.

Luca and Alex exchanged a glance, then instantly started jostling.

Not aggressively, but competitively. 

Luca, the dark-haired Italian with sharp cheekbones, reached for my hand first like he was claiming me. 

Alex countered by stepping forward at the same time, his massive frame nearly blocking Luca out completely as they both tried to get closer to me without actually shoving each other yet.

I raised a hand calmly, cutting through their quiet rivalry.

“Both of you,” I said, voice firm but playful. “You can both have me. At the same time.”

The cabin went silent for half a second, even Jenny paused mid-orgasm to glance over with interest.

Then Luca’s eyes lit up like he’d just won the lottery and Alex gave a slow, dangerous smirk that promised fun.

I turned to Luca and pointed at his seat. 

“Lay it flat,” I said simply.

Without hesitation, he hit the button on the armrest. The first-class seat whirred quietly as it reclined all the way back into a fully horizontal position.

Then, with grace only a top model could pull off, he lay down like a king on his throne, hands behind his head now, watching me climb over him while his cock stood at attention.

I climbed onto Luca, straddling his hips.

The seat was wide enough to give us space, and I positioned myself over him, knees on either side of his waist. 

For a second, I just looked down at him: those dark Italian eyes full of hunger beneath thick lashes… and then I leaned in slowly to kiss him.

Luca kissed me back immediately, hot, deep, passionate.

His lips were soft but demanding, his tongue sliding against mine as his hands finally left the back of his head and came up to grip my hips tightly. 

Meanwhile Alex watched intently from beside us… waiting for his turn with me while Luca started exploring every inch of my mouth like he’d been starving for it.

I broke my own rule.

Without thinking, without hesitation, I sank down onto Luca’s cock.  

The moment his thick length pushed inside me, I gasped into the kiss because oh God, it felt so good after everything else that had happened today.

No more "anal only."

No respect for JD in this moment, just raw, reckless pleasure.

I lowered myself fully onto Luca’s cock, taking him deep into my pussy as we kissed like we were the only two people on that plane. 

He groaned into my mouth, his hips bucking up instinctively to meet me.

Just as I started riding Luca slowly, the plane hit turbulence.

A sudden jolt sent me bouncing upward, almost completely off his cock, before Alex’s strong hands shot out and gripped my hips firmly from behind. 

He held me down like an anchor, keeping me impaled on Luca through the bumpiness of the sky.

The second I was stabilized by his grip, he positioned himself behind me, his lubed cock pressed right against my already stretched asshole.

Luca paused instantly, going still beneath me to give space. He knew exactly what was happening: double penetration about to begin. 

And with one slow push… Alex started working his way in.

I’d never felt this full before.

Luca beneath me, thick and deep inside my pussy. 

And Alex behind me, gradually filling my ass with his cock as he pushed in inch by inch.

Two massive models with their massive model cocks, no room inside me left untouched. Every nerve lit up; every breath came heavier than the last from sheer overwhelming sensation.

The stretch was intense, amazing. Like I’d been split open in the best way possible. 

And when Alex finally bottomed out? My body clenched around them involuntarily from pure overload.

Luca and Alex started a slow, synchronized rhythm.

In. Out. 

They sawed into me together, one pushing in while the other pulled out, creating this relentless, hypnotic motion that had my breath coming in short gasps.

It was maddeningly good… but I wanted more. 

So I begged them: “Harder! Please, I need it harder!”

Luca growled at my plea and obeyed instantly.

He snapped his hips up sharply, driving deeper into me while Alex matched the new pace from behind, both of them increasing speed together like a perfectly choreographed team. 

No more slow tease. Now they were fucking me: hard, deep thrusts that made the seat beneath us creak slightly with each powerful movement.

The cabin filled with the sounds of our pleasure: skin slapping, heavy breathing, my soft moans and their occasional grunts.

Jenny watched from her seat while Mark lined up his cock with her entrance. 

Blake and Chase had both zipped themselves back up but they kept staring too… not missing a second.

The intensity built fast.

Every time Luca thrust up into me, Alex’s cock followed through the thin membrane between my pussy and ass, creating this mind-blowing double sensation.

And they weren’t holding back now, no gentleness left. Just raw fucking energy as they chased their own orgasms.

It was everything.

My body trembled violently between them, muscles spasming as I rode the longest orgasm I’d ever had. Luca and Alex both groaned at the sensation of me squeezing them so tight from my climax.

My breath hitched as I came down from the high, still trembling between Luca and Alex as they continued to thrust.

Then my eyes, still hazy with pleasure, flicked toward the back of first class. 

And there he was. 

JD stood just beyond the velvet divider that separated coach from first, his face completely unreadable as he stared directly at us: me pinned between two naked models who were still fucking me with ruthless ferocity.

I tried to move, to pull away, to say something, anything, but Luca and Alex had no intention of stopping now.

In that same split second of JD’s cold stare burning into me… they both came.

Hard. Deep. 

Their cocks pulsed inside me simultaneously, Luca in my pussy and Alex in my ass, and filled me up with hot cum while I was still trapped between them helplessly.

No escape.

Just two powerful models clenching their release at the exact wrong moment and JD witnessing it all: his wife, soaking wet with sweat and other men’s cum, being used by strangers while she wore nothing but torn yoga pants and a ruined thong.

My eyes darted back down to JD, expecting fury, anger, rage… 

But what I saw stopped me cold. 

He wasn’t mad. 

No. He was stroking his exposed cock. Slowly at first, then faster as he kept watching Luca and Alex finish inside me.

His jaw was tight with arousal, not jealousy, but pure turn-on from seeing his wife get double-penetrated by two men who he couldn't compete with in any department.

A dark, twisted realization hit me: 

JD wasn’t just accepting this. 

He was getting off on it. Hard.

The fact that his wife, his brand-new wife, was being claimed by two alpha males while he stood there helplessly turned him on more than anything else ever had.

And he didn’t even try to hide it.

His hand moved faster now, his cock fully hard in his pants as he watched the final pulses of Luca and Alex’s orgasms ripple through my body. 

No guilt. No shame. Just pure voyeuristic pleasure lighting up his face… like this was exactly what he wanted all along but never said out loud.

I slowly lifted my hand and beckoned him forward.

He didn’t hesitate. 

In three long strides, he was at the edge of our row, cock bobbing as he walked.

The second my lips wrapped around JD’s cock, he exploded. 

No warning. No build-up. Just pure, overwhelming release.

All the pent-up arousal from watching me get taken by Luca and Alex, seeing his wife stretched between two gorgeous models, hit him like a freight train the moment I touched him with my mouth, his hot cum shooting straight down my throat before I could even start sucking properly.

It was over in seconds.

JD came harder than he had in years, maybe ever, his whole body tensing as his cum flooded my mouth. 

He gasped, eyes wide with shock and pleasure, completely unprepared for how fast it hit him. 

And there I was: still pinned between Luca and Alex’s spent bodies… now swallowing the proof of my husband’s twisted fantasy coming true.

And that was the day I found out that JD was a cuck.

Not just that he allowed this… but that he loved it. 

Watching me get shared, claimed, used by superior men… he got off on every second of it.

The panic that had flashed through me earlier, my marriage is over, completely vanished.

Instead, something unexpected happened: our bond strengthened. 

We discovered this new dynamic together. 

I loved being with other men, several at once sometimes… and JD? He adored watching it happen. 

It wasn’t a weakness in our relationship, it was the start of something wild, passionate… and deeply intimate for us both in totally different ways.

For the rest of our honeymoon in Tahiti, it was nonstop. 

Every day at the luxury resort, in our private beach villa, I spent hours fucking other guys. Hot bartenders. Tour guides. The husband of another couple on vacation who became instant friends (and lovers). 

And JD? He watched every second from the corner with a cocktail in hand… sometimes stroking himself slowly as he took it all in like his own personal porn show starring his wife.

It was the start of something beautiful, our version of love, twisted and unconventional but real.

You go through life thinking you know a person, JD, for me. Quiet real estate agent. Introverted. Loyal husband-to-be.

Never once did I imagine he was fantasizing about this while saying his vows at our beach wedding.

But sometimes… the biggest revelations don’t come until after “I do.”

And ours? 

Ours came mid-flight, in first class… with two Italian models still inside me and my husband’s cum cooling on my tongue.

A new chapter began that day, not an ending, but the real beginning of who we truly were together.

Isn’t it remarkable how many secrets you can keep from someone before you’re married?
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