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      But she wasn't reaching for me.

      She was reaching for him.

      But not his hand.

      Her palm settled right on the bulge in his lap.

      It seemed like a mistake. It had to be. She would pull her hand back. Quick. Like if she burned herself on a hot stove.

      But seconds ticked by.

      An eternity.

      And her hand didn't move.

      And not only didn't she draw her hand back in shock but her fingers curled around something below the fabric.

      The air was sucked out of my lungs. My head tilted back. All I could see was the panel above me. I needed air. I was suffocating. Why didn't the little air mask drop down?

      Despite the tension in my neck, I somehow managed to turn my head enough to lock eyes with my wife. Charlotte stared at me. Her face plastered in a devious smile.

      All while her hand began to move along the bulge.
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* * *

      The big black guy leaned forward and broke my line of sight to my treacherous wife. He was looking right at me. He brought a finger in front of his lips.

      "Shhhh."

      That's when it struck me. He had no idea Charlotte and I were husband and wife.

      As far as he knew. Charlotte was just some nymphomaniac he had the good fortune to sit next to. He saw me as just another guy that would never fuck up another guy's chance at a free hand job from a gorgeous woman.

      Whatever my blank stare must have relayed to him seemed to satisfy him that I wouldn't ruin anything.

      My mind raced.

      I desperately wanted to say something.

      Anything.

      But what could I possibly say?
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* * *

      Come on inside for more…
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      I'll never forget my last commercial flight no matter how long I live.

      It was the most humiliating thing I'd ever gone through.
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* * *

      The beach was right out of a postcard; azure water, pure white sand and swaying palms. My gorgeous wife, in a yellow bikini, sipping a Mai Tai in the brilliant sunshine.

      What more could a guy ask for?

      Oh yeah, my attorney just called to tell me the deal to license my new artificial intelligence program was just sealed. After a decade of banging my head against the wall, I was an overnight millionaire.

      My wife and I celebrated our seventh wedding anniversary with a week on the beach in Maui. And I was on top of the world.

      Little did I know how fast things would change.
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* * *

      As I made my way over to our lounge chairs, I saw a couple of surfer dudes staring at my wife. She was face down in the chair with the top of her bikini undone. She really didn't need to worry about the tan lines. I thought they were sexy as hell.

      But the surfer dudes sure seemed interested. They even took out their phones and started filming her. I wasn't crazy about that but what was the harm?

      Then Charlotte adjusted herself in the chair. She turned her head and brushed her long blonde hair out of her face. She pushed her torso up off the chair and her large, bare breasts swung free underneath her. The pointy tips of her nipples were clearly visible.

      And those two fuckers caught it all on tape. They had the fucking nerve to high five each other.

      My mind raced. I could just picture them uploading the video of my topless wife to all the porn tube sites. Then someone could even take an artificial intelligence program (like mine) and insert some celebrity's face on my wife's body and the whole fucking thing would go viral.

      I stomped towards them across the hot sand; fists clenched, ready to demand they delete the footage.

      Just as I closed within a few yards, one of them looked up at me.

      "What are you looking at?"

      Panic seized me. They were much bigger than me; tanned, lanky and lean surfer bodies that put my pasty, computer nerd body to shame.

      "Nothing," I mumbled as I changed course and shuffled past. My cheeks burned with shame.
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* * *

      "I don't know what's going on with you but I've had it." Charlotte folded her shorts and placed them into the suitcase on the bed.

      "I'm sorry," I said. The two voyeur surfers so thoroughly pissed me off that I couldn't hide it. Just the thought of them looking at my wife's tits whenever they wanted drove me crazy.

      But I couldn't tell Charlotte what happened. If she found out that I saw them taping her and didn't have the sack to man up and confront them, she would leave me for good.

      It would be the last straw.

      Some of the previous straws flashed through my memory. Most of them involved her catching me jerking off to porn. Even though I enjoyed quite a variety of porn, it seemed like she always caught me watching big black guys banging smoking hot white girls.

      She claimed I was basically addicted to porn. Which was probably right on the money. We hadn't had sex in a long time — not even while we were on vacation — and even when we did I couldn't keep an erection going long enough for either of us to get off.

      The vacation started off promising enough. The first night in the hotel in Maui we'd gotten a little drunk. We'd spent the late afternoon down at the poolside bar overlooking the beach. Watching all the wet hot bodies parading past us got us both a little horny.

      By the time we made it back up to our room, it was like we were another couple. And that's where the trouble started.
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* * *

      For some stupid reason I started asking her about what sexual fantasies she had. It had been years since we'd had an intimate conversation on that level.

      Part of me felt like I was at a disadvantage regarding fantasies. Charlotte had seen what my fantasies were just about every time she caught me playing with myself — pretty, young women being nailed by guys with monster cocks.

      Obviously, acting out my fantasies was going to be a hard sell. One, Charlotte wasn't as young as my fantasy girls. And two, even in my fantasies my real dick would never be assigned to the "monster cock" category.

      So, I guess that's why I asked her about her fantasies, since mine were out of the question.

      Secretly, I was hoping she'd fantasized about bringing a gorgeous, college aged girl, like some of the ones in bikinis on the beach, up to our room for a threesome.

      Sadly, that wasn't in the cards.

      Instead, Charlotte blushed and blurted something about joining the "Mile High Club," between giggling fits.

      I was only slightly dejected in the moment. In the back of my mind I knew that if my AI program deal went through, I'd have enough money to make private jets a reality for us.

      Before long, we turned out the lights, undressed and fumbled around naked in the dark. As sexy as my wife was, I liked doing it in the dark so I could fantasize about the girls I'd seen in the videos.

      But even that didn't work.

      My cock went limp long before either of us was even remotely satisfied.

      And our dream vacation went downhill from there.
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* * *

      The rest of the week in paradise passed with us largely going through the motions. We ate lunches and dinners together but every conversation was strained. I'd stay up late on the computer and she'd get up early and go down to the beach.

      We'd brought all of our baggage from home with us on vacation.
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* * *

      Finally the last day was upon us. I'd spent the last hour on my computer arguing in a chat session with a rep from the airline. Somehow our seats on the red eye back to the mainland got fucked up.

      Our seats weren't together anymore. Charlotte had a window seat and I had the aisle, but someone had the middle seat between us.

      Poor bastard.

      As unpleasant as things were in my marriage, at least I wasn't unlucky enough to be stuck in the middle seat on a red eye flight between a bickering couple. I wondered what that poor schmuck did to bring karma down right in his lap.
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* * *

      "Is that what you're wearing on the plane?" I nodded at Charlotte who was dressed in a breezy, yellow sundress. It showed off way too much of her figure — it was low cut in the front and nearly as short as a mini skirt. Her large breasts and long tanned legs cried out for attention.

      All I could picture was a dozen drooling TSA agents fighting over who could "wand" her.

      "It's all I have that's clean."

      "Aren't you going to be cold?" I could tell her nipples were already hard even though she turned off the air conditioning in the hotel room an hour earlier.

      "I'll manage."

      Normally at this point in the conversation I would lecture my wife about the recommended clothing for air travel. But since she was already pissed at me I decided to keep quiet.

      Besides, if the TSA agents wanted to see my wife's body up close, all they needed was access to the internet. Her topless video was probably already widely available.
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* * *

      To lessen the chance that my wife would murder me, I broke the news about our seating fiasco while we were on the way to the airport. The way I figured it, the driver would make a great witness; he'd have no trouble identifying Charlotte in a police lineup, since he spent the whole ride to the airport eye-fucking my wife in the rearview mirror.

      Charlotte just glared at me across the back seat of the car. She was the one in the skimpy dress but I was the one who shuddered.

      The twelve hour flight back to the mainland was never going to be fun. But I'd managed to make it worse before we even boarded the plane. All of a sudden, I was glad there would be another passenger sitting between us.
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* * *

      We were one of the first to board the plane. It wasn't so much luck as it was Charlotte aggressively positioning us in the boarding area. That was one of Charlotte's strengths — when she wanted something, she didn't mess around waiting for it to come to her. If she wanted something bad enough, she went for it.

      The empty seat between my wife and I seemed to be a perfect symbol of the state of our marriage. Maybe even of our entire relationship.

      Divorce crossed my mind. But I was sure Charlotte would be entitled to at least half of everything. Including everything I had coming in my big deal.

      But it wasn't just the money.

      I may have been a terrible, selfish prick of a husband, but I still loved Charlotte. And I knew I always would.

      She was the only girl who ever showed any interest in me. The fact that she was incredible looking was just a stroke of luck. Nearly every guy I ever met joked about how I married way out of my league.

      The not always unspoken corollary to that was the certainty that Charlotte could have done better than me.

      And if we got divorced she still could.

      So divorce was off the table for me. All I could do was hope and pray that Charlotte felt the same commitment to our flawed marriage.
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* * *

      From the aisle seat, I eyed every person boarding the plane, sizing them up as a potential aisle mate. But as each one passed without stopping, my hopes foolishly lifted that we would be lucky enough to have the empty seat to ourselves for the whole flight. Visions of sprawling out danced in my head.

      The line boarding the plane dwindled and my hopes soared. The flight attendants efficiently got everyone settled and prepared for takeoff. Just a couple of more minutes and I would be home free.

      I started getting too confident and dropped my magazine in the empty seat. But just as quickly scooped it back up, afraid I would jinx it.

      Sure enough, I heard someone being welcomed by the flight attendants at the door.

      I looked up and my breath was taken away.

      A stunningly beautiful young woman approached down the aisle. I immediately thought she was a model for one of those sun tan lotion companies. The perfect face and hourglass figure in a form fitting flowery Hawaiian dress. It was low cut and I already imagined spending the flight straining my eyes to sneakily down at her large breasts.

      She was just the type I like to watch on the internet. Too cute for porn — yet doing it anyway. She drew closer and I imagined brushing my hand against her ass as she climbed into the seat next to me.

      There was no way I could last the entire flight next to her. At some point I would have to use the restroom and jerk off. I wondered if women knew somehow if a guy fantasized about them while they played with themselves. I sure as hell hoped not.

      I sucked in my gut and prepared to smile at her when she asked if she could get into the middle seat. I tried to think of something witty I could say. But the idea of so much as speaking to a woman as sexy as her got me so frazzled I knew it would be much better if I kept my mouth closed.

      Suddenly she was at our aisle. I smiled up at her and pushed myself up to stand.

      And she kept on walking past.

      Feeling like an idiot, I settled back into my seat. From the side I could practically feel Charlotte's glare boring into my head. I swallowed and glanced at her.

      Somehow she was even more pissed at me.

      It was like she knew exactly what I was thinking. Like she knew I would have cheated on her with that girl or any one else if I had the chance and could get away with it.

      We both knew I would never get the chance. But the getting away with it was just as important. Mainly because I could never take the inevitable confrontation that would result.

      Shamed, I sulked in my seat. The empty seat between us was no longer a benefit. Suddenly all I could wish for was the biggest person in the world to sit between us.
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* * *

      My head was pounding. I closed my eyes and rubbed my temple. The flight attendants greeted one more passenger before they closed the door for departure. At that point I was afraid to even look up.

      Suddenly, I became aware of somebody standing next to me. A deep voice said, "Excuse me, I'm sorry but I have the middle seat."

      I glanced up and couldn't believe what I was seeing. A huge black guy was smiling down at me. I stared for a moment too long. Just enough for it to get weird.

      "Oh, sure," I said, flustered all over again. My magazine spilled onto the floor as I slid out of the seat. I bent over to pick it up and I stepped on his foot even as I backed into him. He was powerfully built. It was like backing into a brick wall.

      I looked at my wife, ready to roll my eyes at the irony of this giant guy assigned to the worst, tiniest seat on the plane. But Charlotte paid no attention to me.

      Her gaze was up at the big stranger behind me. She batted her eyes at him in that flirty way she did to always get what she wanted. Though I couldn't imagine what she could want from him.

      I was just worried that his legs were so long I was sure his knees would encroach on my area. Plus I could already tell he was an armrest hogger.

      When I finally picked up my magazine and stood upright, I realized he was even bigger than I imagined. The top of my head barely came to his shoulder.

      "I'm sorry to disrupt everything," he said, still smiling. "Security took forever."

      That I could believe. Despite his smile, he seemed dangerous. Like he was a cop or a soldier or something. Just an athletic vibe that he could dominate me physically without even breaking a sweat.

      He finally took his seat and sure enough, he spilled over into my area. If there's one thing I can't stand, it's entitled pricks taking something away from me.

      It was going to be a long ass flight.
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* * *

      The big guy stuffed his paper boarding pass into the seat-back pocket in front of him. That's when I glimpsed his name: Malik.

      Right away, I assumed we had nothing in common. He was a big athletic black guy and I was a nerdy, bespectacled white non athlete. I really wished the cutie in the Hawaiian dress was sitting next to me. Not that I would have been able to say a word to her either but at least she was some nice eye candy.

      "Middle seat," Malik said while he shook his head. "Just my luck."

      I smiled before turning my head away and rolled my eyes. Poor Malik.

      Better him than me.
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* * *

      The plane shook and I was jolted awake.

      I realized I must have dozed off. My headphones were in and I'd been listening to some relaxing Hawaiian music.

      There was a little more turbulence. I sat up and looked down our row to the window. It was dark out over the Pacific.

      But that's not what caught my eye.

      Charlotte's hand was white knuckling the armrest. That wasn't unusual. But I felt a pang of sadness since she usually held my hand when a flight hit a rough patch.

      I kept watching. And that's when her hand slowly shifted from her armrest.

      At first, I was so naive I actually thought Charlotte was reaching across this big, black stranger to take my hand. So much so that I actually reached out for hers.

      But she wasn't reaching for me.

      She was reaching for him.

      But not his hand.

      Her palm settled right on the bulge in his lap.

      It seemed like a mistake. It had to be. She would pull her hand back. Quick. Like if she burned herself on a hot stove.

      But seconds ticked by.

      An eternity.

      And her hand didn't move.

      And not only didn't she draw her hand back in shock but her fingers curled around something below the fabric.

      The air was sucked out of my lungs. My head tilted back. All I could see was the panel above me. I needed air. I was suffocating. Why didn't the little air mask drop down?

      Despite the tension in my neck, I somehow managed to turn my head enough to lock eyes with my wife. Charlotte stared at me. Her face plastered in a devious smile.

      All while her hand began to move along the bulge.
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* * *

      The big black guy leaned forward and broke my line of sight to my treacherous wife. He was looking right at me. He brought a finger in front of his lips.

      "Shhhh."

      That's when it struck me. He had no idea Charlotte and I were husband and wife.

      As far as he knew. Charlotte was just some nymphomaniac he had the good fortune to sit next to. He saw me as just another guy that would never fuck up another guy's chance at a free hand job from a gorgeous woman.

      Whatever my blank stare must have relayed to him seemed to satisfy him that I wouldn't ruin anything.

      My mind raced.

      I desperately wanted to say something.

      Anything.

      But what could I possibly say?

      "Excuse me, bro, would you kindly pull my wife's hand out of your lap, please?"

      The humiliation was already forming. I couldn't take it if he knew I was her husband. That she had so little respect for me that she would rub another guy's crotch with me sitting next to him. That I was too much of a pussy to put a stop to it.
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* * *

      That's when I started to justify the whole incident in my mind.

      It wasn't that big a deal. She was mad at me. I totally get it. I fucked up. So what if she wanted to get even with me by rubbing on some guy? If she didn't care about me then she wouldn't have made sure I saw it.

      But there was a fear growing inside of me too. What if I did try to stop it? What would I do? Demand she stop? Make a scene?

      The flight attendants would come over. Everyone would be looking at us. Maybe the pilot would be notified. He'd come back and tell my wife in his command authority voice, "This is my plane so you better stop rubbing this big, black stranger's cock in front of your cuckold husband or else."

      The whole plane would be laughing at us. At me. Then an Air Marshall would detain us. Force the plane to land somewhere weird — like Mexico or something — and we'd be arrested on the ground.

      Then it would be big viral headlines all over the world. My AI deal would get cancelled and I'd have to declare bankruptcy.

      My mouth had gone dry just thinking about all of the terrible things that could happen if I said something.

      It would be much better to just let it go. Let her make her big show of anger to me. Get it out of her system. And that would be the end of it.

      Who cares if she accidentally rubbed against some guy? It could happen to anyone. These fucking airlines keep making the seats smaller and smaller. Next thing you know we'll be sitting on strangers' laps.

      It's not like she actually touched his junk. Hell, she didn't even see it. Maybe it was his wallet in his pocket and not even his thing. It was too big anyway. I mean there was no way his cock was that big.

      My mind immediately jumped to all the videos I'd watched. All those freakishly huge big black cocks. Of course his cock could be that big.

      The big, black guy had turned away from me. He looked down at his lap and sat way back in his seat. He slid his butt forward so his knees were even more pressed against the row in front, even as he spread his legs out so he encroached in my space.

      That's when I dared to glance down, to see why he was slouching so much.

      Just as I expected.

      My wife was no longer rubbing his bulge.

      She was undoing his zipper.
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* * *

      What the hell was she doing?

      I gripped the armrests so hard my knuckles turned white. Even whiter than they usually were.

      Mercifully, with the cabin lights dimmed, it would be hard for anyone to see exactly what was going on. Most of the other passengers had settled in for the flight. Very few had their overhead reading lights on. Even the ones that were awake were staring blankly at the screens in their hands or in the headrests in front of them.

      Charlotte had pulled the zipper all the way down. The stranger helped her out by unbuttoning the top of his jeans.

      Fuck.

      She was really doing this.

      I suddenly felt light-headed. My brain couldn't seem to comprehend what I was seeing. Maybe it was a defense mechanism or something. No husband should ever see his wife doing what mine was about to do.

      Charlotte bit her lower lip and tugged his jeans down. The bulge in his blue underwear grew larger by the second. And I knew before my wife even took it out that his cock was humongous. And would put mine to shame.

      Charlotte angled her arm so she could reach under the waistband of his underwear. The look of determination on her face rivaled that of anybody opening an eagerly anticipated gift on Christmas morning.

      She finally pulled it out. The sight of the guy's big, black cock out in the open would have been shocking enough by itself even if my wife wasn't the one doing it.

      My first stupid thought after seeing it was that the airline probably charged him extra to bring it on the plane.

      What a pathetic fucking loser I was. My wife was getting ready to go down on a guy in public right in front of me and I was wondering about airline fee policies.

      Even as I was justifiably excoriating myself, my eyes were glued to the unfolding horror. Despite the dimmed cabin lighting, I could just tell the fucking thing was by far the biggest cock I'd ever seen. Like the size of a fucking table leg.

      Charlotte stared at it like she'd never seen a dick before. Well, she'd never seen one that big, or black, before. She tugged on it, up and down, which only added to the enormity of it. Her hand looked like a doll's compared to his monster cock.

      Somehow, I managed to tear my eyes from the scene. I poked my head up, acutely aware of any sign that anyone else knew what was going on.

      No one seemed the wiser. Though my heart rate spiked again when I saw an older woman get out of her seat and into the aisle. She looked up towards our row and I could swear she scowled at me, like she could tell what a worthless fucking pussy I was from all the way back there.

      Inside my head I was like — who the hell does she think she is? Judging me like that. She was probably a total freak herself back in the day. She probably sucked more than a few big black cocks in the back of horseless carriages.

      But she turned tail and heading to the back of the plane. She disappeared into the restroom. No one else was in the aisle so I turned back to the scene of my life falling apart.
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* * *

      Charlotte kept rubbing his cock with one hand, then with both. Slow and steady, like she was in no rush. At that point, I just wanted her to finish him off and be done with it.

      As bad as a hand job was, it could have been a whole lot worse. Shit, a little hand sanitizer and Charlotte would be good to go.

      The fact that I had reached the point where I was justifying my wife giving an interracial hand job to a total stranger on a commercial flight should have tipped me off that it wasn't going to be my night.

      Charlotte locked eyes with me again. Like she was daring me to stop her. She knew I was more likely to jump out of the plane than to cause a scene.

      She licked her lips and turned her gaze to the luckiest guy on the fucking plane. All three of us knew what she was going to do next.
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* * *

      My wife has this nervous habit of tucking a stray strand of hair back behind her ear. And that's just what she did before she opened her mouth and lowered her head down to the massive, stiff cock in her hand.

      The swollen head of his cock disappeared between my wife's pink lips.

      The guy sat back and watched my wife suck his dick. A contented groan was barely audible over the noise of the jet engines. He tilted his head in my direction and whispered, "Do you believe this shit?"

      I swallowed hard and shook my head.

      No, I sure as fuck didn't believe it.
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* * *

      Charlotte's head bobbed up and down in his lap. The enthusiasm she displayed told me she'd been holding out on me all these years. All of the times she whined "You're too big" to me was clearly total fucking bullshit.

      It was too dark for me to be certain but it sure looked like she was deep throating him. The slurping sounds seemed loud to me but no one around us paid any attention. The drone of the jet engines must have drowned out the sucking noises.

      The guy started to get really into it. He palmed the back of my wife's head as he thrust his cock up into her face. She started to gag but kept going.

      When she finally came up for air, her lips were glazed over. She wiped tears from her cheeks. She was smiling so I knew she wasn't crying. Her eyes were just watering from being face fucked.

      Some drops of saliva had fallen down onto her cleavage. She must have felt it there because she ran her fingers across her skin and wiped it away. But seeing her touching her breasts must have triggered something in Malik because he reached out and cupped her breast.

      Charlotte encouraged him by placing her hand over his. She smiled when he squeezed. Her eyes widened when he slid his hand under the top of her dress and groped her other breast.

      Then Charlotte reached under her dress with both hands. She wiggled her butt and the next thing I saw was her sliding her thong panties across her thighs and down over her knees. She lifted her legs and pulled the panties completely off.

      She handed them to the big black guy, who ran his fingers along the fabric as he brought the panties under his nose. He inhaled deeply and sighed.

      Then he turned to me with his toothy grin even wider than before. He handed my wife's panties to me.

      They were sopping wet.

      "Damn, she is ready," he whispered to me.

      Ready for what now?

      He eyed the panties in my hand like he expected me to do something with them. Maybe he wanted me to ring them out and set them out to dry on my headrest.
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* * *

      Malik and I watched as my wife slid her hand between her thighs. When she pulled her hand back out, her fingertips glistened in the dim light. She offered her hand to Malik and he leaned forward and sniffed.

      He inhaled deeply before he took her fingers into his mouth and sucked on them. Then, to Charlotte's delight, he whispered how sweet she tasted.

      That was it. Charlotte was overcome with desire. She got to her feet and pivoted, so her back was to Malik and I. He put his hand on her waist as she fell back onto his lap.

      Malik was quick and managed to gather her dress so that it flowed over him. And so that my wife's bare ass was in his lap.

      He looked at me and put his finger to his lips again. Like he was swearing me to secrecy.

      Who was I going to tell? My wife was about to fuck a stranger in public right in front of me - I could not be more humiliated. The last thing I would ever want to do is tell someone else about it.

      Charlotte reached under her as she adjusted herself. Even though I couldn't see exactly what was going on, I knew she was guiding herself down onto his cock.

      I looked on in disbelief. There was no way that huge cock was going to fit inside her tight cunt.

      Then it occurred to me that I saw this very same scenario play out nearly every day on the internet. If a tiny white woman and a big black guy want to fuck badly enough, they will find a way to make it work.

      My wife gently lowered herself down onto his shaft. One of her hands was clenched in a fist, while the other covered her mouth. Still I could hear her whimpering over the jet engines.

      They didn't seem to be making much, if any, progress. Charlotte kept going down a little but just as quickly came up.

      Part of me was relieved. Maybe that was it. It wasn't like my wife was a porn star or anything. Lord knows she wasn't used to riding giant dicks.

      They both seemed to be getting a little frustrated. They looked like they were giving it one last shot.

      Suddenly the entire plane dropped. I felt my stomach jump. Like I was on a roller coaster screaming down the big drop. I gripped the armrests.

      Charlotte lost her balance. She screamed as she impaled herself on Malik's giant cock

      The plane lurched back up just as suddenly.

      Malik grabbed my wife around the waist with one arm and covered her mouth with his hand.

      I looked around and everyone was wide awake.

      I freaked out.

      The whole plane heard Charlotte's scream.

      They all knew she was fucking Malik.

      But then other people were screaming too. Lots of other people. Everyone was terrified. And they didn't look like they gave a shit what my wife was doing.

      The FASTEN SEAT BELT sign flashed on and a flight attendant got on the PA system and apologized for the unexpected turbulence. She said the turbulence would last about ten more minutes.

      Charlotte, with Malik's cock still fully penetrating her, glanced back at Malik.

      He grinned up at her.

      I could just tell by the looks on their faces: Ten minutes of turbulence would be all the time they needed.
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* * *

      It was a rough ride.

      For me.

      My wife and her new seat mate, Malik, enjoyed every last second.

      Charlotte bucked up and down in his lap. Every crazy drop in altitude just seemed to drive her more and more wild.

      She got more and more vocal but her squeals were lost in the chorus of frightened voices.

      Malik bounced her up and down on his own even when the turbulence didn't do it. That was bad enough but his greedy handfuls of my wife's breasts really pissed me off.

      At one point her bare breast bounced free of her dress. Neither of them seemed to mind, so it was up to me to reach over and fix it.

      Malik nodded at me like I was doing him a favor by covering up my own wife.

      Suddenly the entire plane shook so violently that several of the overhead bins popped open and carry on bags came flying out onto people's head.

      Including mine.

      As I tried to push the bag off of me, Malik's hand covered mine on the armrest we shared. His iron grip crushed my hand, to the point I though he was going to break a bone.

      A grimace plastered his face.

      Then I noticed he was thrusting wildly up into her.

      The awful truth hit me.

      He was coming.

      Inside my wife.

      Just then, Charlotte arched her back. She was pressing against him as her entire body shook, independent of the turbulence.
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* * *

      Charlotte jolted upright, like she suddenly realized what the hell she just did. She leaned on the armrest between me and Malik and stood up. Her dress was all bunched up and I got a good side view of her bare ass.

      Without acknowledging me, she slid over and collapsed ass first onto my lap.

      My cock, which was already hard from watching my wife riding a big black guy, somehow got even harder. My dick was so stupid it thought that there was a shot for me to get sloppy seconds from my beloved bride.

      My brain knew damn well there was no chance of me getting any from my blushing bride. She was just heading to the bathroom — which she always did after having sex.

      The flight had steadied enough so that the flight attendants up front were back up and around. But Charlotte wasn't going to wait for the pilot to turn off the FASTEN SEAT BELT signs. She pushed off me and headed for the restroom, ignoring the glare of the flight attendants.

      To my side, Malik was getting himself together. His cock had softened but was still gigantic. If my wife's cunt was the Amazon River, this big black guy had explored deeper than any white man ever had before. The deepest regions of her.

      If it was even possible, my humiliation grew even more when Malik caught me staring as he wrangled his monster cock back into his pants. After everything else I was still afraid of him thinking I was gay. Not that there was anything wrong with being gay. My insecurity knew no bounds.

      Malik covered his mouth and whispered to me, "Did you see that wedding ring on her finger? Could you imagine being married to a freak like that?"

      I smiled and shook my head. Nothing I wanted more than "guy talk" with the guy who just banged my wife.

      Then I thought about what he said.

      He still didn't know she was my wife.

      And why should he? We weren't sitting together. And we didn't speak in front of him. And what kind of wife would do what mine did while right in front of her husband?

      "I bet you wish you had the middle seat now, am I right?"

      I just nodded. What else could I do but wallow in my humiliation?

      At least it couldn't get any worse.

      Then Malik started laughing.

      He was doubled over laughing so hard. I had no idea what was so funny but I guess if I'd just fucked his wife I'd probably be in a giddy mood too.

      Finally he elbowed me and pointed down at my lap.

      My crotch was covered with a big puddle of goo. The fabric was soaking but the thick whitish liquid was unmistakable.

      Malik's jizz had dripped out of my wife's cunt and onto my lap.

      Without thinking, I tried to brush it away.

      Big mistake.

      The gooey mess stuck to my fingers.

      I gagged.

      Malik was guffawing so wildly, people were starting to notice.

      I was so flustered I instinctively covered my mouth and got it all over my face.

      I kept wiping and just made it worse. Smearing it all over.

      I tried to stand up but my seat belt was buckled. I wiped my hands on my shirt and unclipped the seatbelt. After I finally got it off, I managed to get to my feet and staggered into the aisle. All I could think of was getting to the restroom.

      Since Charlotte occupied the closer, front restroom, I had to turn around and head for the rear ones.

      But that would mean facing every row of eyes as I went.

      I stumbled into one of the flight attendants, who scolded me about the FASTEN SEAT BELT sign. But then she saw the mess on my crotch.

      She gasped and turned sideways so I could pass her. Every person in the aisle seats all the way down stared at me. Some were shocked but most laughed.

      Sure enough, both restrooms were already occupied, so I had to stand around like a schmuck while everyone pointed and laughed at me.

      Finally, the old woman who eyed me earlier opened the restroom door. She stood in the doorway and looked me up and down. Then she stepped out shaking her head while the whole plane roared with laughter.
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* * *

      I spent as much time as I could in the restroom. First of all, it took awhile to clean up the mess. Plus I had to reflect on what happened.

      My wife fucked a big black guy and I got stuck with the wet spot.

      Of course, my personal shame wasn't complete until I jerked off in the restroom. I'm so pathetic I was turned on by my wife fucking a stranger.
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* * *

      Thankfully, the rest of the flight passed without my wife fucking any of the other passengers. Or the crew.

      Malik was asleep when I got back to my seat. He was slouched halfway into my seat too. The fucker.

      Charlotte ignored me as I squeezed into my seat. She had her phone out and was watching a video. She acted like she didn't actually fuck a stranger in public. Like she didn't just cheat on me in the most humiliating way possible.

      I spent the hours staring blankly at the seat-back in front of me. My pants gradually dried but I could clearly make out the outline of a stain.

      There was no doubt these pants were going into the garbage as soon as I got home.

      More importantly I thought about what my life was going to be like.

      Divorce was pretty much out of the question.

      I was raised to believe that marriage was forever and divorces just did not happen.

      Plus with all the money I was getting, she could divorce me and get half of it. Regardless of what she did.

      So I resolved to do what I had to and keep my mouth shut.
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* * *

      The plane finally landed and I couldn't get off fast enough.

      But, of course, there was some problem at the gate so we all had to remain seated even after they opened the door.

      I just sat slumped in my seat, drained from the worst flight of my life. Suddenly there was a murmur through the cabin.

      I looked up and saw three police officers walking onto the plane. One of the flight attendants spoke to them and pointed in my direction. They marched down the aisle towards me.

      "Sir, you're going to have to come with us."

      I just nodded. What else could I do?

      As I left the plane in police custody, to the cheers of the other passengers, I looked back at my wife.

      Charlotte wasn't even watching. She was chatting up Malik.

      And that's how my wife and I became members in the Mile High Club. Though I'm more of an Associate Member.
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* * *
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* * *
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* * *

      Thanks for reading. For more stories like this please check out Cuckold 20 Story Bundle!
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