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Mile High Turbulence 
 
Authors Note: The idea of this short story was created by our Patreon Member Story Poll Winner - Jack Blamo - Mile High Turbulence. I hope I did it Justice. xx
 
 
 
The Dream Job
 
 
Mike gripped the yoke with steady hands as the sleek private jet sliced through the clouds, engines thrumming a low, powerful rhythm that vibrated through the cockpit. He levelled off at cruising altitude, the world below a distant blur of blue and green. This was it, his dream job realised after years of grinding through regional flights and endless certifications. Flying for Elite Charters meant transporting billionaires, celebrities, and power players in unmatched luxury. The cockpit felt like his personal command centre, gauges glowing softly, co-pilot Jax leaning back with a grin.
 
Mike, at 32, cut a sharp figure in his crisp uniform—broad shoulders filling out the jacket, his chiseled jaw set with quiet determination, short-cropped dark hair still tousled from the pre-flight rush. Years of discipline had honed his body into lean muscle, a testament to early mornings at the gym and the unyielding demands of aviation. This job wasn't just a pay-check; it was the key to the life he and his new wife, Maria, had whispered about in the quiet hours after their honeymoon— a sprawling house with a white picket fence, rooms echoing with the laughter of their future kids, financial worries dissolving like contrails in the wind.
 
A faint pulse of music seeped through the bulkhead, bass-heavy beats mingling with high-pitched feminine laughter and a sudden whoop of delight from the cabin. Mike raised an eyebrow, but Jax just chuckled, adjusting his headset.
 
"Clients love to unwind up here," Jax said. "It's all part of the ride. You get used to the wild party vibes.”
 
Mike nodded, focusing on the horizon. The flight from New York to Miami had been smooth so far, but those sounds hinted at the extravagance he had only read about in the company's glossy brochures. As they began descent, the music faded, replaced by the hush of landing gear deploying. The runway rushed up to meet them, tires screeching softly on touchdown. Mike taxied to the private hangar, killing the engines with a satisfied exhale.
 
Stepping out into the humid Florida air, he stretched his legs, inhaling the scent of jet fuel and ocean salt. The crew disembarked next, hostesses emerging from the cabin with flushed cheeks and tousled hair. One, a blonde named Lisa, smoothed her wrinkled skirt over her hips, her blouse hung slightly askew, a button undone just enough to reveal the lace edge of a black bra, her hair was a little messy and her lipstick was smudged slightly at the corners of her mouth. She caught Mike's glance and flashed a quick smile before hurrying toward the terminal van.
 
"Rough flight back there?" Mike asked lightly, slinging his flight bag over his shoulder.
 
Lisa waved it off with a laugh. "Just keeping the guests entertained. You know how it is."
 
He shrugged, chalking her dishevelled look up to the turbulence and the likely stress of dealing with wealthy, demanding passengers. The clients had been a rowdy group of tech moguls, probably cutting loose after a deal. Mike boarded the van with the rest of the crew, the conversation turning to the layover at the upscale hotel.
 
At the hotel bar that evening, the pilots and crew gathered for debrief and drinks. Jax clapped Mike on the back, ordering a round of whiskeys.
 
"Welcome to the big leagues, man," Jax said. "First flight down, thousands more to go."
 
The hostesses joined them, Lisa and her colleague Tara sliding onto barstools with tired sighs. Mike was taken with just how beautiful both of them were, but working for a private jet company, he kind of expected it. Conversation flowed easily, laced with some company gossip.
 
"Heard we're short-staffed again," Tara mentioned, sipping her cocktail. “Another two girls out on maternity leave. Company's on a hiring spree for fresh faces. Stunners who can keep the clients beaming from takeoff to touchdown.”
 
Mike perked up, intrigued. "What's the draw? Pay must be killer to pull in top talent."
 
Lisa leaned in, her voice dropping conspiratorially. "Oh, it's more than salary. Tips alone can rival what you pilots pull in. Bonuses straight from billionaires. Cash stacks, diamond necklaces, even sports cars if you play your cards right and serve the right generous CEO. The hotter and flirtier the girl, the happier the wallet opens.”
 
"It's a different world back there. Clients expect the full experience.” Jax nodded knowingly.
 
Mike's mind raced. The perks sounded unreal. He thought of Maria immediately, her warm smile and the way her body would look in that tight hostess uniform. She would make a killing with these Billionaires, he thought. They had talked endlessly about their future: a down payment on a larger house, starting a family, escaping the financial squeeze and growing. But the truth of it was that luxury big family house and life was still a distant dream, even with his new job. 
 
But then he remembered, the company's ironclad rules set out before him when he signed his contract.
 
"Just remember the no-relationship clause, It’s an important part of our operation" Mrs Matthews had reminded at his induction, her tone serious. "No dating crew, no hooking up with staff. No company relationships. Keeps things professional. Violate it, and you're both grounded.”
 
That night, alone in his hotel room, Mike's phone buzzed on the nightstand. Maria's face lit up the screen, her dark wavy hair framing those expressive eyes. He answered, voice thick with the day's adrenaline.
 
On the other end, Maria's image flooded his mind: his 28-year-old bride, with her sun-kissed olive skin that glowed like polished bronze, cascading waves of dark hair framing high cheekbones and full, pouty lips made for sin. Her body was a masterpiece—curvy hips swaying with natural grace, a firm bubble butt that filled out jeans like they were painted on, and D-cup breasts that strained against any top she wore. Just six months into their marriage, their modest apartment still buzzed with the passion of newlyweds: stolen mornings tangled in sheets, her laughter filling the kitchen as they planned their escape from ramen dinners to a dream home in the suburbs, backyard barbecues with a brood of kids running wild.
"Mike? You there?" Her voice pulled him back, husky from the late hour, laced with that sultry Spanish lilt that always made his cock twitch.
 
"Babe, you won't believe this flight," he started, pacing the carpeted floor. "Smooth as silk, clients living it up. The hotel, drinks and meals all on tab. And the perks they're talking about for the hostesses? Insane. Tips that would have us living that big family dream house life in no time.”
 
"Sounds like paradise. Tell me everything.” Her laughter crackled through the line, husky and inviting.
 
He spilled it all: the music, the laughter, the whispers of bonuses and gifts. When he mentioned the hiring spree and the no-relationship rule, a pause stretched between them.
 
"What if I applied?" Maria said finally, her voice tentative but edged with excitement. "Under my maiden name, using my Spanish passport. No ties to you on paper. We could both be in this world, making it work.”
 
Mike stopped pacing, heart pounding. The idea thrilled and terrified him. Maria, with her Mediterranean beauty and curves that turned heads everywhere, would fit right in. But the secrecy? The risks?
 
"You serious?" he asked. "It could be perfect. Extra income, us both flying high. But it’s risky, trying to keep it secret. And the application... they want more than a resume. Bikini shots, full-body poses. To show off the assets. It’s as much a modelling gig as it is a hostess job. You need to be happy to invite clients eyes to check you out. Happy to flirt and put up with their sleaziness.”
 
She hummed thoughtfully. "I can handle that. For us, for the future. And we can keep it a secret… Maybe just a year or two, make the most of the bonuses and tips and then I can step back and we can start our family life. Lets do it baby, Send me the details."
 
By morning, Maria had submitted everything: professional headshots alongside sultry images in a red bikini that hugged her D-cup breasts and flared over her bubble butt. Her dark hair cascaded in waves, tan skin glowing under the camera's light. The response came swift, an email inviting her to an interview.
 
Back home a few days later, Mike arrived to find Maria buzzing with nervous energy. Their dim bedroom served as prep ground, clothes strewn across the bed. She stood before the mirror in a tight pencil skirt that clung to her hips like a second skin, the fabric stretching taut over her rounded ass. Her blouse strained against her full breasts, buttons pulling slightly as she adjusted the collar.
 
Mike stepped behind her, his hands settling on her waist. He coached her through the routine, voice low and encouraging.
 
"Dress to dazzle, Maria," he said, zipping up the skirt with deliberate slowness, his fingers brushing the curve of her hip. "Be that friendly face they can't forget. Smile like you mean it, show them you're the one who makes the flight unforgettable.”
 
 
 
His hands roamed higher, cupping her heavy D-cups through the thin blouse, thumbs circling her hardening nipples until she gasped softly. 
 
"God, Maria, you'll have them drooling," he growled, his cock now fully hard, pressing insistently against the cleft of her ass as he ground against her. Inner conflict twisted in his gut—pride in her allure warring with a possessive jealousy at the thought of strangers' eyes devouring what was his. Yet the fantasy fuelled him, visions of her commanding attention, their shared future within reach.
 
"You think I can pull this off?" she breathed, arching into his touch, her thighs clenching with a rush of heat.
 
"You'll own that interview room. And once you have the job, you’ll have whatever billionaire’s we’re flying, eating out of the palm of your hand.” he replied, nipping her earlobe.
 
The interview arrived, Maria gliding into the Elite Charters office in her specially picked outfit, confidence radiating. The panel, two stern-faced recruiters and a veteran hostess, grilled her on service skills, safety protocols, and client interaction. She answered flawlessly, her Mediterranean accent adding an exotic charm, body language open and inviting.
 
Hours later, her phone pinged with the callback.
 
"Congratulations, Maria Ruiz," the email read. "You're crew material. You'll be assigned to Captain Mike Harlan's team. Training starts Monday. Welcome aboard.”
 
Maria flushed with triumph as she read it aloud to Mike over dinner. A thrill coursed through her, secrecy weaving a tantalising thread between them. She shifted in her seat, feeling a warm stir between her thighs, the possibility of this secret life igniting something deep and unspoken.
 
————
 
The hum of the engines vibrated through the fuselage as Mike guided the sleek private jet into the sky, the runway shrinking below like a distant memory. He stole a glance over his shoulder through the open cockpit door, his eyes locking briefly with Maria's across the cabin. She stood poised in her crisp uniform, the navy skirt hugging her curvy hips and that firm bubble butt he knew so well, the fabric taut enough to hint at the garters clipped to her stockings beneath. Her skin glowed under the soft cabin lighting, dark wavy hair pinned up in a professional twist that begged to be unraveled. Those full D-cup breasts strained against the white blouse, buttons pulling just a touch as she moved with graceful efficiency. To the crew and clients, she was Maria Ruiz, a fresh-faced stewardess with a Spanish passport and no ties to the pilot up front. To Mike, she was his wife, the secret thrill of their deception sending a forbidden spark through him.
 
He wanted to smile at her, to ask her how she was doing. But he knew he needed to treated her the same as everyone else. She’s ok, she’s got this, he told himself. And then as the other hostess left the Pilots with some refreshments, the cabin door was locked closed once again. 
 
Chantelle, the veteran hostess with a sway in her step that screamed confidence, sidled up to Maria as the seatbelt sign dinged off. Chantelle's blonde curls bounced with each stride, her own uniform a shade more revealing, the top buttons undone to showcase a lacy bra edge. She flashed a knowing smile, her green eyes sharp and appraising.
 
"First time flying with us? Stick close. I'll show you how we keep these high-rollers happy.”
 
Maria nodded, her pulse quickening under Chantelle's gaze. She balanced a tray of champagne flutes, the crystal chiming softly as she navigated the aisle. The clients lounged in plush leather seats: a tech mogul tapping away on a tablet, a pair of executives nursing scotch, and in the rear, a silver-haired CEO with a predatory glint in his eye. Maria served them with practiced poise, her sultry accent adding an exotic flair to her welcomes. Every brush of her hand against a glass felt charged, Mike's presence in the cockpit a silent anchor amid the growing buzz of laughter and clinking ice.
 
As the plane levelled into cruise, the cabin transformed. Low lights dimmed further, and a sultry bass track pulsed from hidden speakers, encouraging the passengers to unbuckle and mingle. Maria cleared empty glasses, her skirt swishing against her thighs, the garters tugging with each step. She looked back at the cockpit, for the support of her husband, but the door was closed. Heat bloomed in her core at the risk of it all, their marriage veiled in this airborne world of luxury and temptation.
 
Chantelle grabbed Maria's elbow, pulling her into the narrow galley space amid the rattle of carts and the scent of fresh coffee. The older woman leaned in close, her perfume a heady mix of jasmine and something darker, more primal.
 
"Listen up, Maria. These flights aren't just about pouring drinks and fluffing pillows. Some clients crave extras. The kind that start with a flirtatious chat and end with you giving them lap dances… and more! All consensual, honey. No one's forcing a damn thing. You can play it safe, serve smiles and skip the sin. But dip your toes in? The rewards will flip your world upside down.”
 
Maria's cheeks flushed hot, a rush of blood making her skin tingle. Her eyes widened, darting to the cabin where the CEO's hand rested casually on his thigh, inches from Chantelle's hip earlier. The words hung heavy, painting vivid pictures that made Maria's heart beat faster and her brow break into a sweat. She imagined it: Flirting with these men. Dancing or sitting in their laps. Showing them what was hidden underneath her uniform even. Reluctance twisted in her gut, a loyal knot tied to Mike, but curiosity flickered like a flame, warming her from within.
 
"Extras? Like... how far do people go?" Maria whispered, her voice barely audible over the hum of the engines.
 
Chantelle's laugh was low and throaty, her fingers brushing Maria's arm in a gesture that felt too intimate. She tilted her head, exposing the sparkle of diamond earrings that caught the light like captured stars.
 
"These? Gift from a CEO last month. Sucked him in the toilet mid-flight. He came so hard, he slipped these on me right after, whispering I'd earned every carat.”
 
“And this?" She swung her designer bag from the hook, the leather supple and monogrammed. "Memento from a Silicon Valley shark. He has a fem-dom fetish, So I rode his face and locked up his little cock in a cage and told him how worthless he was. Dropped this in my lap as we landed, along with fifteen grand in cash. Tips like that? They dwarf your salary, girl. A couple of good flights, and you're shopping for that sports car, or the kids' college funds set.”
 
Maria's pulse thundered in her ears, her thighs pressing together instinctively. The numbers danced in her mind: tens of thousands for giving them a little release. She thought of Mike, their cramped apartment, the posters of spacious homes taped to the fridge, visions of little feet pattering on hardwood floors. The temptation coiled low in her belly, her thong growing slick against her folds despite the shame burning her cheeks.
 
"How much exactly? For... everything?" Maria pressed, her whisper laced with a hunger she couldn't quite suppress.
 
Chantelle grinned wider, reaching into her bag to flash a thick wad of crisp bills, hundreds peeking out like forbidden promises. She tucked it away quickly, her eyes gleaming with the thrill of the secret shared.
 
“All depends on the client, girl. Some will throw you gifts just because they can. Others? They’ll want you to earn it. And the gifts? Priceless. Just play the game right, and you'll be dripping in Rolexes before you know it.”
 
Maria swallowed hard, nodding as Chantelle sauntered back to the cabin. She lingered in the galley, hands gripping the counter, her nipples hardening against the lace of her bra. The air felt thicker, charged with possibility. Part of her wanted to bolt to the cockpit, confess everything to Mike and flee this den of indulgence. But another part, deeper and more insistent, throbbed with illicit heat, imagining the weight of that cash in her hand, the gleam of jewels against her skin.
 
From the galley's vantage, Maria peered out, watching Chantelle work the room. The bass thumped heavier now, bodies loosening in the dim glow. Chantelle swayed her hips to the rhythm, her skirt riding up as she leaned over the CEO, refilling his glass with slow, deliberate pours. His hand slid up her thigh, fingers tracing the edge of her stocking tops, dipping higher to graze the soft flesh beneath. Chantelle didn't pull away; instead, she ground her ass back against him, a subtle roll that pressed her curves into his lap.
 
"Like what you see, handsome?" Chantelle purred, her voice carrying just enough to reach Maria.
 
The CEO chuckled, his grip tightening, pulling her closer until her thighs parted slightly over his knee.
 
"Fuck yes. Keep moving like that, and I'll make it worth your while. Show me how flexible you are.”
 
Chantelle laughed, twisting to straddle his leg for a moment, her hips circling in a teasing grind that made the man's eyes darken with lust. Maria's breath caught, her own pussy clenching at the sight, a damp spot blooming on her thong. She pressed her legs together, fighting the ache, torn between horror and a surging envy. Chantelle caught her staring and winked, mouthing the words Maria couldn't unhear: Just play, and they pay.
 
The plane shuddered suddenly, turbulence rattling the glasses and sending a jolt through the cabin. Passengers gripped armrests, but in the rear, the motion masked a soft, breathy moan from Chantelle's direction. Maria's heart raced, wondering if the CEO's fingers had slipped inside her now, probing her wetness amid the chaos. The seatbelt sign flickered on briefly, a warning that steadied the air but not Maria's swirling thoughts.
 
One of the executives, a broad-shouldered man with salt-and-pepper hair, caught Maria's gaze from across the cabin. His eyes raked over her form, lingering on the curve of her breasts and the sway of her hips as she hovered in the doorway. He raised his glass in a silent toast, his free hand adjusting the growing bulge in his trousers with unapologetic boldness. Maria's stomach flipped, a mix of alarm and illicit excitement flooding her veins; she turned away quickly, but not before her cheeks burned and her pussy clenched in involuntary response, the dampness between her legs now impossible to ignore.
 
Hours later, the jet touched down smoothly under Mike's expert hands. The crew debriefed quickly at the layover hotel, Maria avoiding his gaze in the lobby to maintain the charade. She dropped some things off into her room, before you slipped back out and used the second key Mike had asked for his own room, sliding inside. Mike entered moments later, his uniform jacket already off, revealing the broad shoulders and lean muscles she craved.
 
Maria peeled off her uniform in the bathroom, the garters snapping free as she stepped out of the skirt. Her skin prickled with the day's residue: the phantom touch of imagined hands, the scent of champagne and arousal lingering. She tucked a bundle of crisp hundred-dollar tips into the nightstand drawer, a small score from the tech moguls for her smiles alone. It burned in her palm like a secret sin, inspiring visions of bigger hauls, a house with a garden, their kids splashing in a pool funded by her hidden indulgences.
 
Mike found her in bed, the sheets cool against her naked body. He stripped down, his cock already half-hard from the adrenaline of the flight, and slid in beside her. Their bodies entwined immediately, her legs wrapping around his waist as she pulled him close.
 
"The flight was fun," Maria murmured, her lips brushing his in a deep, hungry kiss. Her tongue danced with his, tasting the mint of his post-flight gum, but her mind replayed Chantelle's grind on the client, the wad of bills she received at the end.
 
Mike groaned into her mouth, his hands roaming her curves, squeezing her ass as he ground against her slick folds.
 
"You looked incredible today. Had me distracted all flight thinking of you locked behind a door, unable to get to you.”
 
She arched into him, guiding his cock to her entrance, the ache from the day's temptations demanding release. He thrust in slow and deep, filling her pussy with familiar heat. They moved together in urgent rhythm, her moans muffled against his neck, the secret burning brighter as she came undone, waves of pleasure crashing over the edge of her reluctance.
 
As they lay spent, Mike's arm draped over her, Maria stared at the ceiling, the hundred-dollar bill's edge peeking from the drawer. The temptations whispered louder now, her body still humming, pussy tender and yearning for the unknown thrills ahead.
 
 
 
 
Tyson Grant
 
The private jet's cabin hummed with the low vibration of engines as it taxied toward the runway, the late evening sun casting golden streaks through the windows. Maria smoothed her uniform skirt, the fabric hugging her curves just right, her dark wavy hair pinned back to expose the elegant line of her neck. She felt a thrill of nerves mixed with excitement—this was only her second flight, but the opulent surroundings already felt less foreign. 
 
Earlier, before boarding, Chantelle, ever the veteran, shot her a wink from the galley. “Big fish today, newbie. Tyson's crew. Play your cards right, and you'll be swimming in tips.”
 
Maria nodded. She had heard the name whispered in the crew lounge—Tyson Grant, the retired NFL superstar, a living legend who had dominated the gridiron for over a decade before hanging up his cleats at thirty-five. Now forty, he was more than an athlete; he was a cultural icon, his face plastered on billboards for luxury watches and colognes, his business ventures turning him into a multi-billionaire. Tyson's crossover appeal had him not only overtake, but leave in the dust, the likes of Tiger Woods as the wealthiest and most famous sports stars. 
 
Tyson exuded a raw, magnetic sexuality that made headlines as often as his endorsements. Maria had seen his photos online during a late-night scroll—those piercing dark eyes, the broad smile that promised secrets, and a physique that screamed disciplined power. She pushed the thought away, focusing on her duties. Mike was in the cockpit, oblivious to the undercurrents, and she intended to keep it that way.
 
The boarding door hissed open, and there he was, filling the frame like a force of nature. Tyson stepped aboard with effortless grace, his 6'2" frame clad in a tailored charcoal suit that accentuated his chiseled ebony muscles. Broad shoulders tapered to a narrow waist, his chest straining subtly against the crisp white shirt, unbuttoned just enough to reveal a hint of smooth, sculpted pecs. His skin gleamed under the cabin lights, a deep mahogany tone that spoke of sun-kissed confidence. Close-cropped hair framed a face that could launch a thousand fantasies—high cheekbones, full lips curved in a perpetual half-smile, and those eyes, dark and knowing, scanning the space with quiet command.
 
“Evening, ladies,” he said, his voice a deep rumble, smooth as aged whiskey, carrying the faint drawl of his Southern roots. He extended a large hand to Chantelle first, his grip firm but gentle. “Chantelle, always a pleasure. Keeping the skies sexy as ever?”
 
Chantelle laughed, a throaty sound, squeezing his hand before releasing it. “You know it, Tyson. What can I pour for you today? The usual Macallan?”
 
He nodded, then turned those eyes on Maria, locking onto her like a spotlight. Time seemed to slow as his gaze traveled—down the waves of her black hair, over her full lips parted in surprise, across the swell of her D-cup breasts beneath the fitted blouse, and lingering on the flare of her hips and the length of her legs in sheer nylons. Maria's heart stuttered, a warm rush flooding her cheeks and lower, unbidden. God, he was even more striking in person, that smile disarming, revealing perfect white teeth and a dimple that softened his intensity. His presence filled the cabin, not with arrogance, but with an assured charm that made her feel seen, desired.
 
“And who's this vision?” Tyson asked, stepping closer, his cologne—a subtle mix of sandalwood and citrus—wafting toward her. He offered his hand, engulfing hers in warmth, his thumb brushing her knuckles lightly. 
 
“New to the crew?"
 
“Maria,” she managed, her voice steadier than she felt, shaking his hand while fighting the spark that jumped from his touch. 
 
Up close, his muscles were impossible to ignore—the way his biceps flexed under the suit sleeve, the powerful lines of his thighs. She could picture him on the field, unstoppable, and now here, channeling that energy into something far more intimate. 
 
“Welcome aboard, Mr. Grant.”
 
“Tyson, please. Mr. Grant makes me sound like my accountant.’"He released her hand slowly, his eyes twinkling with amusement. 
 
“You'll do nicely, Maria. That Mediterranean fire in your eyes—it's got me hooked already.”
 
She laughed nervously, pulling away to busy herself with a tray of glasses, but his words lingered, igniting a flutter in her stomach. Hooked? The casual confidence in his tone wasn't pushy; it was inviting, like he knew exactly the effect he had and wielded it with care. Chantelle caught her eye, mouthing 'Told you' with a grin as she mixed his drink.
 
Tyson settled into one of the plush leather seats, his long legs stretching out, the cabin suddenly feeling smaller with his presence. His entourage—two sharply dressed assistants—boarded quietly behind him, murmuring about schedules and deals, but Tyson's attention stayed on Maria. As she approached with a napkin, he patted his thigh lightly, the gesture bold yet playful. 
 
“Why don't you keep me company while Chantelle works her magic? These flights can get lonely up here.”
 
Maria hesitated, glancing toward the cockpit door. Mike was focused on takeoff, the intercom silent for now. Professional, she reminded herself, but her pulse raced at the thought of being that close to him. The allure was undeniable—his charm wrapping around her like silk, his body a promise of strength and sensuality. 
 
“I... sure, just for a moment,” she said, sliding onto his lap with careful grace, her skirt riding up slightly as she perched on his firm thigh.
 
Instantly, she felt it—the solid heat of his body beneath her, his muscles unyielding under the thin barrier of fabric. His arm slipped around her waist, steadying her with a hand that spanned her side, fingers splaying possessively but not intrusively. 
 
“There we go,” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear. “Much better. Tell me, Maria, what brings a stunner like you to these skies? Married, I see?” He noted the band on her ring finger.
 
She shifted to get comfortable, and that's when she felt the bulge—thick and insistent, pressing up against her ass through his trousers. It was obscene in its size, a heavy ridge that made her breath catch, her core clenching involuntarily. Oh God, he’s enormous, she thought, the outline of his cock unmistakable even restrained. Heat pooled between her legs, her thong growing damp as forbidden images flashed—those powerful hands guiding her, that massive cock… 
 
She forced a smile, turning slightly to meet his gaze. “Just chasing dreams. Better life, you know? My husband and I. We're building something.”
 
Tyson's eyes warmed, no judgment in them, just genuine interest. “He’s a lucky man. There’s no greater motivation in life than love. And the promise of building a future together.” 
 
His free hand rested on her knee, thumb tracing lazy circles, sending shivers up her spine. He wasn't rude, not demanding; he was drawing her in, making her want to share, to lean closer.
 
As the plane lifted off, the ascent pressed them together more intimately, the G-forces moulding her body against his unyielding frame—her soft curves yielding to the hard planes of his chest and thighs. The vibration of the engines thrummed through them both, a low hum that echoed the quickening beat of her heart, her breasts heaving with each shallow breath, nipples scraping deliciously against the fabric. Tyson's scent enveloped her, masculine and intoxicating, mingling with the faint leather of the seats and the crisp cabin air, making her head spin with dizzying desire. 
 
Maria found herself relaxing into the conversation. Tyson spoke of his post-retirement life—charity foundations, endorsement deals that took him worldwide, the thrill of freedom after the grind of the league. His laugh was infectious, deep and rumbling from his chest, vibrating through her where she sat. She caught herself staring at his lips, imagining their taste, and quickly averted her eyes to his broad shoulders, the way his suit jacket hugged his traps. He was a wet dream incarnate—handsome, charming, every inch the alpha who knew his worth without flaunting it.
 
Chantelle delivered his drink, leaning in with a smirk. “Don't wear her out too fast, Tyson. She's still finding her feet here!”
 
He chuckled, accepting the glass. “No promises. But how about some music to set the mood? Something with a beat.” 
 
He nodded to one of his assistants, who synced his phone to the cabin's sound system. Sultry R&B filled the air, bass pulsing low and rhythmic, mirroring the thrum of the engines.
 
“Dance with me?” Tyson asked Maria, his voice dropping an octave, eyes locking on hers with that knowing spark. Before she could protest, he stood, lifting her effortlessly with him, his strength making her feel weightless. Chantelle joined without hesitation, her hips already swaying as she positioned herself on Tyson's other side.
 
The three of them moved to the open space near the bar, the cabin's dimmed lights casting intimate shadows. Tyson led with easy confidence, his large hands guiding Maria's waist, pulling her close until her breasts brushed his chest. 
 
“Just feel it," he said softly, his body heat enveloping her. She swayed, her hips rolling to the beat, the friction of his thigh against hers building a delicious tension. Chantelle pressed in from behind, her hands on Maria's shoulders, encouraging the provocative grind—bodies undulating in sync, a tangle of curves and muscle.
 
Maria's breathing quickened, her nipples hard against her blouse as Tyson's gaze roamed her body, appreciative and hungry. His hands slid lower, fingers grazing the tops of her stockings, squeezing her thigh with gentle possession. The bulge was even more pronounced now, tenting his pants obscenely as he pulled her tighter, letting her feel every inch of his arousal grinding against her belly. It was massive, throbbing with promise, making her pussy ache with need. She blushed furiously, but the attraction was overwhelming—his smile flashing encouragement, his muscular arms flexing as he spun her, drawing a gasp from her lips. This man was danger wrapped in charm, and she was drawn like a moth, her body responding despite the voice in her head screaming caution.
 
The dance stretched on, sweat beading on her skin, the air thick with scent and suggestion. Chantelle whispered something teasing in Tyson's ear, making him laugh, but his focus stayed on Maria, his touch lingering, building an electric chemistry that crackled between them. When the song faded, he held her a beat longer, his forehead nearly touching hers. 
 
“You're something else, Maria. Got me thinking about the flight back already.”
 
They returned to seats, but the energy lingered. Tyson chatted easily with his team about business—a new apparel line, sponsorships—but stole glances at Maria, each one stoking the fire in her veins. She served drinks with shaky hands, hyperaware of his eyes on her ass as she bent over, the sway of her hips now deliberate under his influence.
 
Descent came too soon, the plane banking gently. In the quiet moments before landing, Tyson beckoned her close again, his voice low. “One more thing before we touch down.”
 
From his pocket, he produced a velvet box, snapping it open to reveal a diamond necklace—flawless stones cascading in a delicate plunge, sparkling like stars. 
 
“For you. Wear it well.”
 
Maria's eyes widened, her fingers trembling as she touched the cool gems. It was exquisite, worth more than anything Mike had ever given her—their wedding band simple, their anniversary gifts thoughtful but modest. This was opulence, a symbol of the world she was dipping into. 
 
“Tyson, I... this is too much.”
 
“Nonsense,” he said, clasping it around her neck himself, his fingers brushing her skin, sending goosebumps racing. 
 
“You earned it, made every second of this flight sparkle. And next flight? Maybe you can wear sheer black stockings for me—the kind that whisper against your thighs, begging to be peeled off slow. They’d look amazing on your tan skin” 
 
His eyes held hers, charming yet commanding, knowing exactly what he wanted without a hint of rudeness.
 
She nodded, breathless, the weight of the necklace both thrilling and heavy. As they taxied to the gate, Tyson stood, straightening his suit over that still-evident bulge. He made his way to the cockpit door, knocking lightly. Mike opened it, beaming professionally. “Mr. Grant, everything to your satisfaction?”
 
Tyson clapped him on the shoulder, his grip firm. “More than, Mike. Best crew I've had in ages—Chantelle's a pro, and Maria? She's a revelation. I'll be requesting your team exclusively from here on out. And trust me, I'll make it worth your while financially. Bonuses all around.”
 
Mike's chest swelled with pride, a grin splitting his face. “Appreciate that, sir. Safe travels.”
 
But as Tyson turned away, laughing that deep, resonant laugh, a faint unease stirred in Mike's gut—the echo of music, the subtle shift in the cabin air. He shook it off, focusing on shutdown procedures.
 
Maria watched from the galley, the necklace warm against her skin, Tyson's parting wink searing into her memory. Her attraction to him was a live wire now—his smile, his body, that obscene bulge haunting her thoughts. The chemistry between them pulsed like the engines, promising turbulence ahead.
 
 
 
 
Joining The Club
 
The morning sun filtered through the heavy curtains of the luxury hotel suite, casting a golden glow over the rumpled king-sized bed. Maria lay on her back, her skin flushed and glistening with a light sheen of sweat, her dark wavy hair splayed across the pillow like a midnight halo. Mike hovered over her, his lean pilot's frame pressing into her curves as he thrust deep into her pussy, their morning quickie fuelled by the urgency of their hidden life. Her breasts bounced with each snap of his hips, nipples hard and begging for attention. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer, her ass clenching as she met his rhythm.
 
Maria's pussy gripped him like a vice, her juices coating his shaft with every withdrawal, the wet sounds of their coupling filling the room. She arched her back, pressing her breasts into his chest, the friction making her nipples throb with electric need. Mike's hands roamed her big butt, squeezing the firm flesh, spreading her cheeks slightly as he drove deeper, teasing the puckered entrance there without entering—a promise of future explorations that made her whimper.
 
“Fuck, Maria, you feel so good,” Mike groaned, his mouth capturing one nipple, sucking hard while his cock plunged in and out, slick with her arousal. She moaned, her fingers digging into his shoulders, the bed creaking under their frantic pace.
 
“Harder, Mike—make me cum,” she gasped, her pussy walls fluttering around him, chasing the release. 
 
He obliged, pounding faster, his balls slapping against her ass until she shattered, her body arching off the mattress, juices soaking the sheets. Mike followed seconds later, burying himself to the hilt and pumping his load deep inside her, grunting with satisfaction.
 
They collapsed together, breaths ragged, limbs tangled in the afterglow. Mike rolled off her, propping himself on an elbow to trace lazy circles on her thigh. His eyes drifted to the diamond necklace nestled between her breasts, the stones catching the light like captured stars. It was exquisite, far beyond anything he'd ever given her, and a flicker of curiosity—and something sharper, like a jealous unease—stirred in his chest.
 
“Your necklace... it's stunning,” he said, his voice casual but probing. “Tyson just gave it to you for nothing? What’s he like, anyway? Seems like he really took a shine to you and Chantelle.”
 
Maria smiled, sitting up and letting her fingers brush the gems, a secret thrill humming through her at the memory of Tyson's touch. 
 
“He's sweet, actually. Charming, you know? Treats everyone like gold.” 
 
She leaned in to kiss Mike's cheek, her heart twisting a little at the half-truth. God, if Mike knew how Tyson's eyes made me feel—seen, desired in a way that's dangerous, Maria thought, the diamonds suddenly heavy against her skin like a brand. Guilt twisted in her gut, but so did a forbidden spark of excitement, her body still humming from Mike's touch yet craving something more primal, more consuming.
 
Mike nodded, pulling her close for a moment. “Yeah, I heard some music blasting from the cabin. Sounded like quite the party he was having.”
 
“He just likes to let loose a little, but in a fun way. Nothing crazy. Come on, we’ve got to get ready for the flight back.” She laughed lightly, waving it off as she slipped from the bed, her naked body swaying toward the bathroom.
 
In the ensuite, Maria showered quickly, the hot water rinsing away the evidence of their lovemaking. She dried off and stood before the mirror, her reflection a vision of temptation: full lips, high cheekbones, and that hourglass figure that turned heads. She slipped into her uniform—the crisp blouse hugging her breasts, the pencil skirt clinging to her hips and ass. But first, the sheer black leggings Tyson had requested. She rolled them up her toned legs, the thin fabric whispering against her skin, sheer enough to hint at what lay beneath, the garters clasping and framing the smooth curve of her thighs and elevating the pop of her arse. They felt naughty, a direct line to his desires, and her pussy tingled at the thought. Over them went the skirt, but she knew he'd notice. Knew he’d want a peak.
 
Mike showered and dressed in his freshly laundered pilot uniform nearby, stealing glances at her, pride swelling in his chest. “You look incredible baby. Gonna end up with more diamonds by the end of the day.”
 
“I was hoping for a watch.” She joked, winking as she grabbed her bag.
 
They left the room separately, blending into the crew downstairs at breakfast like any other colleagues, the secret of their shared evening and morning quickie—and her growing temptations—locked away.
 
The private jet hummed to life on the tarmac, engines whining as Mike taxied down the runway. In the cabin, the atmosphere crackled with anticipation. Tyson Grant lounged in his usual seat, the retired NFL star's massive 6'2" frame dominating the space. His ebony skin gleamed under the soft lighting, muscles rippling beneath a fitted polo shirt and slacks that did little to hide his powerful build.
 
Chantelle bustled about, her veteran poise on full display, but Tyson's dark eyes zeroed in on Maria the moment she stepped into view. No distractions this time; his attention was a laser, intense and unwavering. Maria felt it like a physical touch, her skin prickling as she approached with a tray of champagne flutes.
 
“Tyson, thank you again for the necklace…” she said, her voice soft but genuine, handing him a glass. The diamonds warmed against her chest, a constant reminder of his generosity—and the heat it stirred.
 
“…I love it, so much.” She added. 
 
“You don’t have to thank me, Maria. Something that beautiful… It deserves an equally beautiful women to wear it, to elevate it… And there's more where that came from. We'll be flying together a lot now—I've made sure of it.” 
 
His smile was slow, predatory in the best way, promising depths she wasn't sure she could explore. He took the flute, his large hand brushing hers deliberately, sending a jolt straight to her core.
 
Before she could respond, he set the glass down and stood, towering over her. In one fluid motion, he cupped her face, his thumb tracing her jawline, and pulled her into a kiss. His lips claimed hers firmly, tasting of champagne and raw hunger. Maria froze, shock widening her eyes—What is he doing? Chantelle's right there. Mikes just feet away in the cock-pit—but the warmth of his mouth, the insistent press of his tongue coaxing hers to dance, melted her resistance. She sighed into it, her body leaning forward, hands flattening against his chest to feel the hard slabs of muscle beneath.
 
A shiver raced down her spine, her nipples peaking against the lace of her bra as his tongue explored her mouth with expert finesse—slow, teasing strokes that mirrored how she suspected he'd claim her body. This is wrong, so wrong, her mind screamed, but her body betrayed her, hips shifting closer, seeking the heat radiating from his crotch. The kiss tasted of power, of surrender, and she melted further, a soft moan escaping as reluctance dissolved into raw want.
 
He broke the kiss slowly, his breath mingling with hers. “The leggings—did you wear them for me?”
 
Her cheeks burned, but she nodded, glancing around to ensure privacy. With a shy lift of her skirt, she revealed the sheer black fabric clinging to her legs, the garters peeking at the tops of her thighs. Tyson's gaze darkened, approval rumbling in his throat.
 
"Turn for me, let me see all of it," Tyson murmured, his voice a velvet command. Maria hesitated, then pivoted slowly, the skirt hiking up to expose the sheer material hugging her ass cheeks. His hand reached out, fingers trailing the edge of the leggings up her thigh. 
"Mmm, just like I pictured. You wore these knowing they'd drive me wild, didn't you?" 
 
She bit her lip, nodding, heat flooding her cheeks and core as his touch ignited sparks along her skin.
 
“Perfect. Come here.” He guided her to sit beside him at the rear as the plane taxied, a small thin partitioned door set up to offer the area some privacy, sealing them in their bubble. Takeoff was smooth, the ascent pressing her into the seat, but it was the turbulence that hit minutes later—a sudden jolt that rocked the jet, sending glasses clinking.
 
Tyson seized the moment, drawing her close with an arm around her waist. “Steady now,” he murmured, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, hot breath fanning her neck. 
 
The vibration of the plane thrummed through them, amplifying every sensation. His free hand slid under her skirt, fingers tracing the edge of her garter, snapping it lightly against her thigh. The sting made her gasp, her pussy clenching with need.
 
The snap sent a jolt of pleasure-pain straight to her clit, her breath catching in a whimper that betrayed her flooding arousal. Tyson's fingers lingered, dipping between her thighs to press against the damp heat seeping through her panties. 
 
"Feel that? Your body's telling you what it need’s, Maria." 
 
Tears of conflicted desire pricked her eyes, her heart pounding with a mix of fear and exhilaration, the plane's rumble echoing the storm inside her. Mike's just up front... this is crossing the line.
 
“We shouldn’t,” she whispered, reluctance flaring even as her body arched toward him.
 
“We should. You want to. Let me show you what else I have to offer you…”
 
With gentle insistence, he took her hand and placed it on his lap, right over the massive bulge straining his slacks. Maria gasped audibly, her palm closing around the monstrous outline—long, thick, pulsing with heat. It dwarfed her touch, the sheer size making her mouth water and her thighs squeeze together. Oh God, it's huge... bigger than anything.
 
“Touch it,” he commanded softly, unzipping himself.
 
She knelt between his legs as he freed his cock, the veiny black shaft springing out, impossibly thick and heavy, the fat head already glistening with pre-cum. It throbbed in the air, girthy enough to stretch her limits and break her resolve, the dark skin taut over ridges of muscle that promised to ruin her for anyone else. Maria's eyes widened, arousal flooding her veins like liquid fire, her pussy clenching emptily at the sight. I've never seen anything like this... so thick, so beautiful, like it's made to make me submit to it.
 
“Go on, baby. Take care of me.”
 
Her hesitation lingered for a heartbeat, fingers trembling as they hovered near the base, the weight of her wedding ring catching the cabin light—a stark reminder of the vows she was about to shatter. But the heat radiating from his cock pulled her in, her breath quickening as lust overpowered the guilt. I have to taste it, just once. 
 
She leaned forward, lips parting wide, her jaw creaking as she wrapped them around the swollen head. The salt of his pre-cum exploded on her tongue, thick and musky, making her moan involuntarily. She sucked greedily, her mouth stretching to its limit around his girth, cheeks hollowing as she swirled her tongue along the underside, tracing the thick vein that pulsed against her lips.
 
Saliva flooded her mouth immediately, too much to contain, dribbling down her chin and soaking the collar of her uniform blouse. She bobbed slowly at first, taking only the head and a few inches, her throat tightening in protest as she gagged softly. It's too big... I can’t manage it all... but fuck, I want to. The reluctance melted away with each wet slurp, replaced by a burning hunger to submit, to worship this godly black cock that filled her senses. Her hand wrapped around the base—or tried to, her fingers barely meeting around the impossible thickness—as she stroked in tandem with her mouth, twisting firmly to coax more pre-cum from the slit.
 
Tyson groaned low, his large hands tangling in her hair, not forcing but guiding, his thumbs brushing her temples as he watched her with dark, hungry eyes. “That's it, Maria. Suck that big black cock. Deeper now—show me how bad you need it.”
 
The necklace he’d gifted her swung pendulously with her movements, diamonds glinting like stars in the dim cabin light, a symbol of his generosity now mocking her surrender. Emboldened by his praise, she pushed further, relaxing her throat as best she could, the head breaching past her tonsils with a wet pop. Gags wracked her body, tears streaming down her cheeks not from pain but from the overwhelming intensity, mixing with the spit that cascaded over his balls. She pulled back gasping, a thick string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his glistening shaft, only to dive back in, slurping noisily, her tongue lapping at the sides as she took more—half his length now, her throat bulging visibly around the intrusion.
 
God, it’s filling me so completely... like nothing else ever could. Mike's dick has always been enough, but compared to this monster? It’s not even a fair fight. It’s man against boy. The thought sent a fresh gush of wetness between her legs, her pussy aching, lips swollen and slick. Unable to ignore it, her free hand slipped down, shoving aside her panties to rub frantic circles over her clit, fingers dipping into her soaked folds. Each bob of her head synced with the stroke of her hand, the vibrations of her muffled moans humming along his length, making him twitch against her palate.
 
The plane hit a pocket of turbulence, jolting her forward and forcing another inch down her throat, her nose brushing closer to his trimmed pubes. She choked, eyes watering profusely, but held there, breathing through her nose in shallow bursts, savouring the musky scent of his skin, the way his heavy balls rested against her chin. I’m such a slut for this... but it feels so right, so dirty. I need to make him cum, to feel him explode in my mouth. Drool poured from her lips now, a messy torrent that puddled on the carpet between his spread thighs, her uniform ruined, blouse clinging transparently to her breasts.
 
Tyson’s hips bucked subtly, fucking her face with restrained power, his grip tightening in her hair as he fed her more. “Fuck yes, just like that. Gag on it, baby—let me feel that tight throat squeeze my cock.” 
 
His voice was a gravelly rumble, thick with arousal, and it spurred her on. She redoubled her efforts, sucking with vacuum-like pressure, her cheeks flushed and hollowed, tongue flicking relentlessly at the sensitive frenulum. Her jaw screamed in protest, but the pain only heightened the pleasure coiling in her core, her fingers plunging into her pussy now, three digits stretching herself in mimicry of what she craved from him.
 
Deeper still she went, suppressing the gag reflex through sheer willpower and desire, until her lips kissed the base, her throat a convulsing sheath around his entire girth. The fullness was intoxicating, stealing her breath, making stars burst behind her eyelids. He’s breaking me... and I love it. Worshiping this huge cock like a slut. 
 
She hummed around him, the vibrations drawing a guttural curse from Tyson, his balls drawing up tight against her chin as she pulled back slowly, only to slam forward again in a rhythm of pure submission. Spit flew with each thrust, splattering her neck and his thighs, the obscene sounds of her slurping and gagging filling the cabin louder than the engines. Her own climax teetered on the edge, built from the humiliation and thrill of servicing him like this—on her knees, devoted, while her husband flew the plane oblivious. 
 
“Cum for me, Tyson... please, I need it. Fill my” She begged, then sucked harder, one hand massaging his slick balls, rolling them gently as her mouth worked the shaft with desperate fervour, chasing his release as her body trembled on the brink of her own.
 
Tyson’s grip tightened in Maria’s hair, his thighs tensing under her as his cock swelled impossibly thicker in her throat. 
 
“Fuck, Maria... here it comes. Swallow it all. Show me how hungry for it you are!” His words were a guttural command, pushing her deeper into submission just as his balls contracted hard against her chin.
 
The first blast erupted without warning, a massive spurt of hot, thick semen jetting straight down her gullet, coating her tonsils in salty ropes that forced her to gulp frantically. She choked around him, eyes bulging as the sheer volume overwhelmed her, cum bubbling up past her stretched lips in frothy white streams. Oh God, so much... it’s flooding me, marking me from the inside. Her throat worked overtime, muscles convulsing to swallow the endless pulses, but it was too much—excess semen leaked from the corners of her mouth, dribbling in sticky trails down her chin, splattering onto her heaving cleavage and soaking through the thin fabric of her blouse to cling to her hard nipples.
 
He bucked harder now, fucking her face through his orgasm, each thrust pumping more cum into her hungry mouth. The second and third ropes hit with force, one splashing against the roof of her mouth before she could swallow, filling her cheeks until they puffed out like a chipmunk’s. She pulled back slightly, gasping, only for him to shove her down again, his cockhead lodged deep as another torrent gushed out, mixing with her saliva into a messy slurry that overflowed, cascading over her tongue and lips in viscous globs. Spit and cum frothed together, bubbling at the seal of her lips around his shaft, dripping in heavy drops onto his balls and the cabin floor below.
 
Maria’s own release crashed over her like a wave, triggered by the degradation of it all—the taste of his seed, the way it claimed her, the risk of Mike hearing her muffled whimpers. Her pussy clenched violently around her plunging fingers, walls fluttering as juices squirted out in rhythmic spurts, soaking her hand and her leggings to puddle on the floor beneath her knees. Yes, fuck... cumming so hard for his cock, just from sucking him off like a submissive slut. Her body shook, thighs quivering as orgasm ripped through her, clit throbbing under her thumb’s frantic rubs. She moaned around his pulsing dick, the vibrations milking even more cum from him, her free hand squeezing his sack to wring out every last bit, feeling the heavy orbs pulse in her palm.
 
Tyson roared low, a primal sound that vibrated through his chest, his hips jerking erratically as the final spurts painted her tongue—thick, creamy beads that she savoured, rolling them around before gulping them down with audible swallows. Cum smeared across her face now, streaks on her cheeks from where she’d gasped for air mid-climax, her mascara running in black streams mixed with tears and semen. She didn’t stop, even as he softened slightly; her lips nursed at the head, tongue lapping greedily at the slit to clean him, sucking off the remnants with wet, obscene pops. Strings of cum connected her mouth to his cock when she finally released him, her chin a glistening mess, blouse ruined with dark wet patches that outlined her lace bra.
 
Panting, she licked her lips, chasing the salty residue, her body still twitching from aftershocks. I’ve never swallowed anything like that... so thick, so much. It was addictive.
 
Tyson hauled her up by the arms, his strength effortless, settling her onto his lap as he thumbed away a glob of cum from her chin, only to push it back between her lips. “Suck it clean, baby.” 
 
She obeyed without thought, tongue curling around his digit, tasting herself on him mixed with his essence. Then he crushed his mouth to hers, tongue invading to share the flavour, kissing her deep and possessive, his hands roaming to squeeze her ass through the damp fabric.
 
“Good girl,” he murmured against her swollen lips, voice husky with satisfaction. “You really know how to take care of a big cock. Drained me like a pro.”
 
Maria collapsed into the seat beside him, legs jelly, her head lolling against his shoulder in a haze of bliss and guilt. The tang of his cum lingered on her breath, a constant reminder as the plane levelled out into smooth skies. The secret burned hotter now, a delicious poison pulling her inexorably into Tyson’s orbit, even as shame flickered at the edges.
 
Up front, Mike tweaked the controls, a vague prickle of discomfort from the unusually silent cabin tugging at him. He shook it off, eyes fixed on the horizon, oblivious to the filthy betrayal that had just stained the leather seats behind him.
 
————
 
Maria stumbled towards the lavatory door, her knees still weak from the intensity of what she'd just done. Her blouse clung to her chest in damp patches, the fabric stained with streaks of saliva and the faint sheen of Tyson's release that had escaped her lips. Mascara smudged beneath her eyes like dark war paint, and her lipstick was a smeared ruin across her full mouth. She wiped at her chin with the back of her hand, tasting the lingering saltiness, her body humming with a mix of satisfaction and disorientation. The plane's hum seemed louder now, a steady vibration that echoed the throb between her thighs.
 
Chantelle appeared at her side like a shadow, her sharp eyes taking in the disheveled state with a knowing smirk. The veteran hostess looped an arm around Maria's waist, steering her gently but firmly toward the rear lavatory. 
 
"Whoa there, newbie. Looks like you've been through the initiation rites. Come on, let's get you sorted before the captain calls for landing checks.”
 
Maria leaned into the support, her cheeks burning with a flush that had nothing to do with embarrassment. Initiation? Is that what this is? The thought swirled in her mind, a cocktail of thrill and uncertainty. Chantelle's touch was light, almost sisterly, as she guided her into the compact space and locked the door behind them. The mirror above the sink reflected back Maria's wrecked appearance—hair tousled, blouse gaping at the collar, buttons strained from her hurried efforts.
 
Chantelle chuckled softly, rummaging in her own carry-on bag stashed in the corner. "Baptised member of the crew now, aren't you? Welcome to the mile-high club, the real one. That glow on your face? Priceless." 
 
She pulled out a crisp white blouse, still folded neatly, and held it up. "This is why us old-timers always pack a spare uniform. You never know when you might decide to submit and let a client... mark his territory. Here, slip into this.”
 
Maria nodded gratefully, peeling off her ruined top with trembling fingers. The cool air hit her skin, making her nipples tighten against the lace of her bra. She caught Chantelle's gaze lingering for a beat, appreciative but not predatory. 
 
"Thanks," Maria murmured, accepting the fresh blouse. It was a perfect fit, the fabric soft and professional, erasing the evidence of her submission.
 
As Maria buttoned up, Chantelle handed her a pack of makeup wipes and a small bottle of water.
 
"You're lucky, you know. A guy like Tyson? All the girls dream of getting a shot with him. Me included." She wet a wipe and dabbed at Maria's cheek, cleaning away the black streaks with efficient strokes. The touch was gentle, almost intimate, and Maria felt a strange camaraderie blooming in the confined space.
 
Maria paused, her reflection staring back clearer now, eyes wide with curiosity. "You've never...? With Tyson?”
 
Chantelle shook her head, her sassy curls bouncing as she worked on Maria's lips next, wiping away the smeared red. 
 
"No one has. He's been flying with us for years—always the charmer, loves a good drink, a flirty dance, showering compliments like confetti. But touch him? Intimately? Never once. He keeps it light, teases us all, makes us feel like queens without crossing that line." 
 
She leaned back, inspecting her handiwork with a satisfied nod. 
 
"You're the first, Maria. The only one who's gotten that close. Must be something special about you.”
 
A swell of pride warmed Maria's chest, chasing away the last remnants of doubt. She straightened her collar, smoothing the blouse over her curves, the diamond necklace glinting against her skin like a secret talisman. The only one. The words echoed in her thoughts, transforming the act from mere service into something exclusive, desired. Her pussy still ached with unfulfilled need, but now it pulsed with a sense of triumph. Tyson hadn't just used her; he'd chosen her. In this world of blurred lines and hidden favours, that made her more than just another hostess. She was marked, claimed—and for the first time, it felt like power.
 
"There. Good as new. Now go flash that smile at the boss man. And remember, spare uniform next time. You might need it more often now… Especially when we’re flying Tyson” She winked, unlocking the door and ushering Maria back into the cabin, where the flight continued its smooth arc toward home.
 
Maria stepped out, her step steadier, the taste of Tyson still faint on her tongue. She carried herself taller, the weight of her new status settling like a crown.
 
 
 
 
 
The Quiet Agreement


The four-day break from work felt like a stolen paradise for Mike and Maria. Their cozy apartment in the suburbs, usually a pit stop between flights, transformed into a haven of lazy mornings and tangled sheets. Sunlight filtered through the blinds, casting warm stripes across the king-sized bed where they lay, bodies slick and spent from another round of fervent sex. Maria glowed with a post-orgasm flush. She propped herself on one elbow, tracing lazy circles on Mike's chest with her fingertip, her round sensitive breasts brushing his arm as she shifted closer.
 
Mike exhaled slowly, his body still humming with the intensity of her earlier demands. She'd ridden him like a woman possessed, nails digging into his shoulders, hips grinding down with a ferocity that left him breathless. It wasn't their usual rhythm; there was an edge to her now, a hunger that pulled moans from him he hadn't known he could make. As his heart rate settled, he turned to her, searching those deep brown eyes. Something flickered there, just beyond the satisfaction—a secret, perhaps, or a storm brewing. 
 
“God, babe, you've been on fire this week,” he murmured, cupping her face. “Those rich clients must be treating you right. I know how horny you get from all the looks and even more so, all the gifts and tips!”
 
Maria's lips curved into a sly smile, her bubble butt shifting as she nestled against him. “It does turn me on knowing they are all watching me. And the haul just from my first week? Crazy amounts! All those rich assholes tipping like it's nothing.” 
 
She paused, her hand sliding lower, fingers wrapping around his softening cock with a gentle squeeze. It twitched in response, already stirring under her touch. The money was real; envelopes stuffed with cash and a few glittering trinkets from clients had padded their savings, inching them closer to that dream house with the yard for kids. But Mike caught the hesitation in her voice, the way her gaze darted away for a split second.
 
He pulled her on top of him, her thighs straddling his hips, pussy still warm and slick against his abdomen. “Yeah, but there's more. I can see it. You've got that look—like you're holding back. No secrets, remember?” 
 
His hands roamed her back, thumbs pressing into the dimples above her ass. They'd always been open, or so he thought; the secrecy of her job under her maiden name had been their little thrill at first, a way to dodge the company's no-frills clause. But lately, the flights had changed her. Like she was holding something back.
 
She bit her lip, leaning down to nip at his earlobe, her breath hot against his skin. “Okay, fine. It's the girls. Chantelle mostly—she's been filling me in on the real perks of the job.” 
 
Maria's strokes grew firmer, her palm gliding along his shaft as it hardened again, veins pulsing under her grip. “You know how it is up there. Some clients don't just want drinks. They expect... extras.” 
 
Mike moaned, his cock throbbing in her hand despite the knot in his stomach. He imagined it—his wife, in that tight uniform, skirt hiked up for some leering exec. 
 
“Extras? Like what, exactly?” His voice came out rougher than intended, fingers tightening on her hips.
 
“A lap dance. Hands wandering. Pieces of the uniform on the floor. And suddenly there's a Rolex or stacks of hundreds on the table.” She watched his face, gauging the flicker of tension in his jaw. “Chantelle says it's all consensual, just business. Keeps the big fish coming back.”
 
“And that’s everything?” Mike queried. Not sure if he wanted more dirty details to help him get off, or if he wanted to hide away from the truth of the world he had invited his wife into
 
Maria's eyes sparkled with mischief, her free hand trailing up to tease his nipple. She pumped him steadily now, thumb circling the head where pre-cum beaded. 
 
“Well, you know… It depends on the girl. But some of them have been known to have been found sucking them off in the lavatory or even bending over the leather seats for a quick fuck.” She leaned in, lips brushing his. 
 
“I told Chantelle it's not my style. Whoring myself out for any random suit? Gross. Those dirty old men with their sweaty paws and tiny dicks? No thanks.”
 
Mike nodded, relief mixing with the building ache in his groin. “Damn right. You're better than that, Maria. We don't need the cash that bad.”
 
But even as he said it, her words hung in the air, painting pictures he tried to dismiss. Her strokes quickened, wrist twisting just right, and he bucked up involuntarily. She hummed in agreement, but her expression turned thoughtful, almost predatory. 
 
“You're right. It's not who I am. But, what if it was selective? Just the ones who actually turn me on—the young, hot ones with power and stamina? You know how we’ve always toyed with the idea of swinging, or with you watching me with another man…” Her voice dropped to a husky whisper, pussy grinding lightly against his thigh as she spoke. 
 
“…With the right client? It could be bonuses on top of the bonus, Mike. Life-changing money. Whilst we get to experiment a little with that sexual kink we’ve always teased,… it'd feel good. Empowering, even.” She paused, letting the words sink in, her hand never stopping its rhythmic pull on his cock.
 
"Picture it, Mike," she murmured, her fingers tracing the underside of his cock with feather-light pressure, nails grazing the sensitive skin just enough to make him twitch. 
 
"Not some fumbling creep, but a man who knows how to worship a body like mine—strong hands pinning me down, making me forget everything but the ache he fills." Her eyes held his, challenging, as she squeezed rhythmically, drawing a low groan from deep in his throat.
 
Mike swallowed hard, the fantasy creeping in unbidden. “Like who?” 
 
He knew the answer before she said it, the name from the manifest burning in his mind.
 
“Tyson,” she breathed, eyes locking onto his with raw intensity. “Built like a god, all muscle and charm. Six-two of pure dominance, baby. And his cock…" Maria's tongue darted out, wetting her lips as she described it, her strokes turning torturously slow, squeezing the base. 
 
“It's massive, baby. I sat on his lap on the return flight. Thick as my wrist, long enough to hit spots I didn't know existed.” Her words poured out, filthy and unfiltered, her own arousal evident in the way her nipples hardened against his chest.
 
Shock hit him like turbulence, but his hips thrust into her fist, betraying him. “You... what? Maria, fuck.” 
 
Jealousy surged, hot and sharp, but so did the erection straining in her grasp. Tyson—the client he'd envied for his easy charisma, the bulge in his slacks impossible to ignore during boarding.
 
She giggled softly, climbing higher to straddle his waist, guiding his tip to her entrance but not sinking down yet. Instead, she rocked against him, coating him in her wetness while her hand kept working the shaft. 
 
“It was just meant to be once, to thank him for the necklace. But then I felt it, the size, the weight. And I couldn’t help but grind my ass down hard onto it, feeling it grow hard against me had me creaming my panties” She teased his mind with her words as she teased his cock with her wetness and her hand.

“He wants more Mike. He wants to use my mouth. Wants to stretch my pussy, claim my ass. And god, Mike, so do I. Imagine it: you up front, hands on the controls with Jax, the plane humming steady. But back there in the cabin? My screams echoing through the door. That huge dick slamming into me, balls slapping my clit, making me cum harder than you ever could.” Her dirty talk escalated, voice dripping with lust. 
 
“Jax would make comments to you about how another hot hostess had turned slut. And you’d agree, knowing it was your secret slutty wife, being ruined by a black man's cock—twice your size, filling me up while you listen to every wet thrust, every beg for more. You'd love it, wouldn't you? Jerking off in the cockpit to the sounds of me getting bred.”
 
Mike's control shattered. Her words ignited a firestorm—humiliation twisting into raw need. He groaned, hips jerking wildly as she pumped faster, her thumb pressing his slit. 
 
“Fuck, Maria... I... shit.” Cum erupted from him in thick ropes, splattering her hand and belly, his body convulsing under her.
 
His release hit with a guttural cry that echoed off the bedroom walls, hot spurts pulsing against her skin in erratic jets, the salty tang rising as she smeared it across her abdomen like a claim. Maria's breath quickened, her own pussy throbbing emptily at the sight—Mike's face contorted in ecstasy and shame, eyes squeezed shut as waves of forbidden pleasure crashed through him, leaving him trembling and exposed. She milked him through it, a triumphant smile breaking across her face as she finally slid down, taking his spent cock inside her for the aftershocks. 
 
“Mmm, that was a yes if I've ever felt one,” she purred, grinding slow circles, her own climax building from the power of it all. 
 
Mike panted, pulling her down for a messy kiss, the agreement was unspoken, quiet, but sealed in his release and their kiss. 
 
 
 
 
 
What Happens At 30,000ft -  Stay’s At 30,000ft
 
 
The private jet hummed steadily at thirty thousand feet, slicing through the clouds on its way to Tyson's latest destination. This flight was different—no entourage, no business associates, just the retired NFL star sprawled in the plush leather seat of the main cabin, his massive frame taking up space like he owned the sky. And in a way, he did. Maria moved through the aisle with a sway in her hips that was anything but professional, her uniform hugging her curves like a second skin. The sheer black stockings Tyson had requested clung to her toned legs, the garters peeking just enough to tease. Her dark wavy hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing her olive-skinned face, and those breasts strained against the crisp white blouse. She knew what she wanted this time. No more hesitation, no lingering doubts. After that messy, mind-blowing blowjob on their last flight together, she'd replayed the feel of his enormous cock stretching her lips, the hot rush of his cum down her throat, over and over. It had awakened something primal in her, a hunger that Mike's loving but average attentions couldn't touch. Tyson was a god among men, and she was ready to worship. And with her husbands approval, there was no holding her back now.
 
She approached him with a flute of champagne, her full lips curving into a sultry smile. “Tyson,” she purred, leaning forward just enough to give him a clear view down her blouse, the lace of her bra barely containing her. “Travelling all alone? You look like you could use a little... company today.”
 
Tyson's dark eyes raked over her, lingering on the way her pencil skirt outlined that legendary bubble butt. He set his tablet aside, his chiseled jaw tightening with interest.
 
“Your company is always welcome beautiful,” His voice was a deep rumble, laced with amusement and promise. He patted his thigh. “Come sit. Tell me what's on your mind.”
 
She didn't hesitate. Setting the champagne down, she straddled his lap in one fluid motion, her skirt riding up to expose the tops of her stockings. Her hands slid up his broad chest, feeling the heat of him through the fabric. 
 
“What's on my mind is you, Tyson. That huge cock of yours... I haven't stopped thinking about it. How it filled my mouth, how it made me choke and beg for more.” She ground her hips against the growing bulge in his pants, her pussy already soaking through her panties at the friction. 
 
“I want it inside me. I want you to fuck me and show me what a man like you can do to a woman.”
 
Tyson's large hands gripped her waist, pulling her closer, his breath hot against her neck. 
 
“Damn, girl, you're bold today. I like that.” He nuzzled her ear, one hand sliding down to squeeze her ass cheek, kneading the firm flesh. 
 
“You've been teasing me since that first flight. This body's a fucking masterpiece—those tits, that tiny waist, and this ass... shit, it's begging to be claimed.” He slapped it lightly, the sound echoing in the quiet cabin, making her gasp and arch into him.
 
Maria moaned softly, her fingers fumbling with his belt. “Then take it. Fuck my tight little pussy. Show me what a real man feels like.” 
 
She unzipped him, her hand wrapping around his thickening shaft as it sprang free. Even semi-hard, it was monstrous—thick, veined and pulsing, the dark head already glistening. Her heart raced; this was it, her first time with something this big. Mike had always been gentle, satisfying, but nothing like this beast. She stroked him firmly, feeling him swell to full length, pure power. 
 
“God, you're so impossibly huge. I need this stretching me open.”
 
Tyson chuckled, low and predatory, as he unbuttoned her blouse, shoving it open to expose her lacy bra. He yanked the cups down, her heavy breasts spilling out, nipples hardening in the cool air. 
 
“Look at these perfect tits. Made for my mouth.” 
 
He latched onto one nipple, sucking hard while his fingers pinched the other, rolling it until she whimpered. Maria's head fell back, her body igniting. She kicked off her heels, then reached under her skirt to peel off her soaked panties, tossing them aside. Positioning herself, she rubbed the slick head of his cock along her folds, coating him in her juices. 
 
“Please, Tyson... fuck me. I need it so bad,” she whispered, her voice breaking with urgency, hands braced on his broad shoulders for support. Her wedding ring glinted mockingly in the low light, a reminder of the taboo act she was about to commit.
 
Tyson’s dark eyes locked onto hers, a predatory gleam flashing as his large hands clamped onto her hips, fingers digging into her soft flesh with bruising force. He lifted her slightly, positioning the head of his enormous cock—thick as her wrist, veined and throbbing—at her soaked entrance. 
 
“You sure you can handle this dick, Maria? It's gonna wreck that married pussy of yours.” His voice was low, commanding, laced with that dominant edge that made her clit pulse.
 
She nodded frantically, biting her lower lip as he guided her down. The tip pressed against her folds, parting her puffy lips with insistent pressure. It nudged, and then the crown popped slowly past her rim, stretching her outer muscles in a sharp, burning ring of resistance. Maria's eyes flew wide, a gasp tearing from her throat as the immediate invasion hit her like a punch. Her walls, slick but unused to such girth, clamped down instinctively, trying to push him out even as her body betrayed her with a fresh gush of arousal. It's too big... burning already, like fire splitting me. But I need it, deeper.
 
“Oh fuck... it's so big,” she gasped, her voice trembling with a raw mix of pain and exhilaration, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. 
 
The stretch was relentless; every millimetre forced her inner lips to thin out, hugging the invading shaft like a second skin. She could feel the ridges of his veins dragging against her sensitive walls, the heat of him searing into her core. Inch by agonising inch, she sank lower, her thighs quivering from the effort, pussy lips splayed wide around his base. The pressure built deep inside, a fullness that bordered on unbearable, making her belly feel taut and her breath come in short, ragged pants.
 
Halfway down—maybe five or six inches in—Maria paused, her body screaming in protest. Sweat beaded on her forehead, trickling down her cleavage as she hovered there, impaled and panting as she tried to adjust to the sensation. The burn radiated outward, a deep ache that made her toes curl and her fingers claw at his shirt. Hurts so much... but it's changing me, moulding my pussy to fit him. This is what a real cock feels like. And I love the stretch of it. Her clit ground against his pubic bone accidentally, sending a jolt of pleasure through the pain, and she whimpered, rocking her hips in tiny circles to ease the way.
 
“That's it, baby. Your pussy's so tight, gripping me like a fucking vice. Never had a white girl squeeze me this hard. You're doing so good—breathe through it, take all of this big black cock.” Tyson groaned beneath her, his hands roaming up her back, thumbs pressing into the dip of her spine to steady her.
 
His encouragement was filthy, possessive, one hand sliding down to spread her ass cheeks wider, exposing her more to his gaze. Emboldened, she pushed down further, another inch sliding in with a wet squelch. The sensation intensified—the way her walls fluttered and spasmed around him, trying to accommodate the impossible thickness. It felt like he was rearranging her insides, the head of his cock nudging against her cervix with a dull throb that made her vision blur. 
 
“Ahh—shit, Tyson! It's hitting so deep... stretching me so wide, I can feel every vein pulsing inside.” Her words tumbled out in a husky whine, half plea, half praise, as she finally bottomed out. His heavy balls slapped against her ass, the coarse hair there tickling her skin, and she was utterly stuffed—full to bursting, her pussy lips sealed tight around the root of him, juices leaking out to coat his sack.
 
The pain lingered for a moment, sharp and transformative, but then it ebbed, morphing into a throbbing heat that ignited every nerve. Maria's inner muscles clenched experimentally, massaging his length, and sparks of pleasure shot up her spine. Yes... oh god, yes. It's mine now. This cock owns me. She rocked her hips forward, the friction dragging his shaft along her front wall, brushing that spongy spot that made her gasp. The burn faded completely, replaced by addictive waves of bliss, her walls clenching greedily around his thickness, milking him without conscious thought.
 
Tyson thrust up gently from below, testing her, burying that last fraction deeper and making her cry out. Her nails dug into his shoulders, leaving red crescents, as the motion sent her clit rubbing against him again. 
 
“Fuck me, Tyson. Pound this pussy—make it yours.” Her voice was demanding now, husky with lust, the initial hesitation burned away by the overwhelming sensation of being so completely filled.
 
Tyson met her rhythm, his hips bucking up to drive deeper. “Ride that cock, Maria. Fuck your body is insane. That ass, so round and juicy, perfect for gripping… And fucking, I can’t wait to tear that open too” 
 
He slapped it again, harder, the sting making her clench tighter around him. He watched her breasts jiggle with every thrust, mesmerised. “You're a wet dream, girl. Tits bouncing like that, pussy dripping all over me. I'm gonna ruin you for anyone else. Your husband won’t recognise you once I’m finished”
 
Maria's moans grew louder, unrestrained, echoing through the cabin. The jet's hum masked some of it, but not all. Up in the cockpit, Jax glanced behind him at the door, a smirk tugging at his lips as the faint sounds filtered through. 
 
“Hear that? Sounds like the new girl's getting her first real ride back there. Those moans are desperate—raw.”
 
Mike's grip tightened on the controls, his face heating as his cock hardened painfully against his pants. He shifted in his seat, trying to focus on the instruments, but his mind flashed to Maria—her flushed cheeks, those dark eyes glazed with lust. Is it her? Screaming like that? I’ve never heard her that wild, he thought. 
 
“We don't know that,” he muttered, voice strained. “Could be Chantelle. She's the one who handles the big clients.” But the denial rang hollow; the sounds twisted in his gut, arousal warring with jealousy, his erection throbbing at the vivid images invading his thoughts. And deep down he knew it was Maria. His Maria.
 
Back in the cabin, Maria was lost in the sensation. Tyson's cock dragged along her walls with every stroke, hitting depths Mike never reached, sparking orgasms that built like thunder. She ground her clit against him, her pace frantic. 
 
“Harder... fuck, you're splitting me open, and I love it.” Sweat slicked her skin, her hair sticking to her neck as she bounced faster, the wet slap of their bodies filling the air. 
 
Maria's pussy clenched around Tyson's massive cock with every descent, her juices coating his shaft and dripping onto his balls. The stretch was exquisite now, no longer painful but a delicious burn that made her inner walls quiver, every ridge and vein dragging against her sensitive spots. He's so thick, filling every inch of me—Mike, I love him, but he could never do this. I'm addicted already, my body's betraying everything for this huge cock. Her breaths came in sharp gasps, tits bouncing wildly, nipples hard and aching as they brushed his chest.
 
Tyson stood suddenly, his powerful arms lifting her effortlessly with his cock still buried deep inside her. Maria wrapped her legs around his waist, gasping as the shift drove him even deeper for a split second, the head of his dick kissing her cervix. He pinned her against the cabin wall, the cool leather a shocking contrast to her heated back, making her arch and press her breasts against him. The jet's subtle vibrations hummed through the surface, amplifying the throb in her core.
 
“Time to claim this pussy properly,” he growled, his voice rough with lust, dark eyes boring into hers. 
 
He pulled out almost to the tip, her walls clinging desperately to his girth, a lewd sucking sound echoing as her pussy tried to hold him in. Then he slammed back in, the force jarring her entire body, his hips crashing against hers. The thrust stretched her anew, but now it was pure bliss—no burn, just electric pleasure radiating from her core like lightning strikes, her clit grinding against his pubic bone with each impact. He pounded into her relentlessly, each drive forceful and unyielding, his heavy balls slapping against her ass with wet smacks that reverberated through the cabin.
 
“Take it all, baby. Your body's made for this big cock—tight, wet, begging for more.” Tyson's words were a filthy command, his breath hot against her ear as he rutted into her like an animal, one hand gripping her thigh to hold her open wider, the other braced on the wall beside her head.
 
“Yes! Pound me, Tyson! It's so deep... I'm gonna cum!” Maria's cries escalated, raw and desperate, her nails raking down his back, leaving red trails on his sweat-slicked skin. 
 
The pressure built inside her like a storm, her pussy walls fluttering wildly around his invading thickness, every thrust pushing her closer to the edge. Her clit throbbed with each grind, sparks shooting up her spine, and suddenly it hit—her first orgasm crashed over her in a violent wave. Her pussy spasmed uncontrollably, muscles contracting in powerful ripples that milked his shaft from base to tip, squeezing him like a fist. Juices squirted out around his cock, hot and messy, soaking his balls and trickling down her thighs, the scent of her arousal thick in the air. 
 
It was shattering, colours exploding behind her closed eyes in bursts of white-hot light, her whole world narrowing to the feel of him owning her—pounding through the contractions, forcing her pleasure higher. Her body shook violently, toes curling, a guttural moan tearing from her throat as waves of ecstasy pulsed through her core, making her feel like she was fracturing apart and reforming around his cock. Oh god, this is what I've been missing—being fucked like a slut, stretched and filled until I break; this is real, this is me coming alive.
 
In that suspended moment, Maria's mind fractured—flashes of her life with Mike, tender and safe, clashing against this raw power. But the doubt dissolved in the flood of sensation; Tyson wasn't just bigger, he was everything her body craved, unlocking a slutty core she'd buried under marital normalcy. Tears pricked her eyes, not from pain, but from the profound joy of surrender, her heart pounding with a fierce, unapologetic love for this feeling of being utterly, irrevocably claimed.
 
Tyson didn't stop, his pace brutal now, hips snapping forward as he fucked her against the wall, the impacts making her body jolt with each plunge. 
 
“That's one. Give me more.” His command was growled low, possessive, as he captured her mouth in a searing kiss, his tongue thrusting deep to mimic the rhythm of his cock, tasting of salt and dominance. One hand mauled her breast roughly, pinching and twisting her nipple until she arched into it, the sharp pleasure-pain feeding straight to her clit. The other hand supported her ass, fingers spreading her cheeks to let his balls slap directly against her skin.
 
Maria's body was still humming from the first peak when the second built fast, her oversensitive walls igniting again from the relentless friction. Every thrust dragged his veined length along her g-spot, the pressure coiling tighter in her belly, her breaths hitching against his lips. 
 
“Fuck—yes, don't stop! It's building again... so intense!” She broke the kiss to cry out, her head falling back against the wall, but he chased her mouth, swallowing her moans. 
 
The orgasm hit harder this time, a deeper quake that started in her core and radiated outward—her pussy clamping down in endless, fluttering contractions, vice-like squeezes that made Tyson groan into her mouth. Fresh squirts of her cream gushed out, drenching their joined bodies, her thighs slick and trembling as she wrapped them tighter around him. Her vision blurred, body convulsing in his arms, every muscle tensing and releasing in euphoric spasms that left her gasping, tears streaming down her cheeks from the overwhelming intensity. The pleasure was transformative, stripping away her inhibitions, leaving her a quivering mess of need and fulfilment, her cries muffled by his kiss as she rode the waves, walls pulsing greedily to pull him deeper.
 
“This pussy is mine now. Your ass next time,” he murmured against her lips, his voice husky with promise, fingers dipping between her cheeks to tease her tight hole, circling the puckered ring with a slick digit before pressing just the tip inside. The intrusion sent a fresh jolt through her, her body clenching around both his cock and finger. “Gonna stretch this bubble butt wide, make it mine too.”
 
The promise of more ignited something feral in Maria, her hips grinding down harder against him, chasing the building heat in her core. Tyson's thrusts grew erratic, his cock twitching inside her, the veins pulsing against her slick walls as he chased his release. She could feel him swelling, the thickness pressing her limits, and the thought of him unloading deep inside her—marking her as his—pushed her toward the brink again. Fill me, Tyson... breed this pussy, make it leak your seed for days. I need your seed, hot and thick, owning me completely. Her next orgasm coiled tight, her breaths ragged, pussy fluttering in anticipation.
 
“Please, Tyson... cum inside me! Flood my pussy with your load—hose me down, fill me up until it overflows!” Maria begged, her voice breaking into a desperate whine, nails digging into his shoulders as she locked her ankles behind his back, pulling him impossibly deeper. 
 
“I need it... give it to me, claim my pussy!”
 
Tyson roared in response, his grip tightening on her ass as he slammed home one final time, burying every inch of his massive cock against her cervix. His shaft throbbed violently, swelling thicker still, and then he erupted—hosing her insides with powerful jets of hot cum. The first spurt blasted against her depths like a pressure washer, thick ropes of semen painting her walls white, the heat searing through her core and triggering her own release. Maria screamed into his shoulder, her body convulsing as the orgasm ripped through her, pussy clamping down in rhythmic squeezes that milked every drop from him. Wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over her, her vision spotting black at the edges, muscles seizing as juices mixed with his load, squirting out around his base in messy bursts.
 
He kept pumping, hips jerking as he hosed her relentlessly—second spurt flooding her channel, third and fourth overflowing the tight seal of her stretched lips, cream dripping down her ass crack and pooling on the cabin floor. The excess leaked from her pussy in thick globs, coating her thighs and his balls, the wet squelch of his final thrusts pushing more out with each pulse. Maria's walls fluttered wildly, absorbing as much as they could, the fullness making her belly feel bloated, warm semen sloshing inside her with every movement. So much... it's everywhere, marking me inside out. I'm dripping his cum, ruined—his bred slut. Tears of joy streamed down her face, mixing with sweat, as the dual sensations prolonged her climax, leaving her trembling and boneless in his arms.
 
Panting, Maria clung to him, aftershocks rippling through her core, her pussy still twitching around his softening cock, squeezing out the last dribbles of cum that trickled down her legs. This was life-changing—her body reshaped by his girth and seed, her desires forever altered to crave only this raw possession. She felt like she was his now, in ways she couldn't explain, her mind hazy with satisfaction and the faint guilt of betrayal dissolving under the weight of fulfilment.
 
Tyson eased her down gently, his cock slipping free with a wet pop, a gush of their mixed fluids following, splattering her feet. He kissed her forehead tenderly, a contrast to his earlier brutality. 
 
“You're incredible, Maria. Catch your breath—we've got another fuck or two in us before landing.”
 
In the cockpit, the sounds faded, leaving Mike rock-hard and conflicted, Jax chuckling softly. The flight continued, but for Maria, everything had just begun.
 
————
 
Mike gripped the controls with a white-knuckled hold, his mind replaying the muffled cries that had echoed from the cabin for the past half an hour. Those sounds had faded into an even more unsettling silence, leaving him in a swirl of conflicting emotions. He had given Maria his blessing to explore. It was not betrayal; it was a door that she had cracked open and one that he didn’t close on her. Still, the jealousy gnawed at him, a sharp edge to the persistent throb in his pants.
Jax shifted in the co-pilot's seat, adjusting his headset with a smirk. “Quiet back there now, huh? Poor girl’s probably in the recovery position now” 
 
His voice carried a teasing lilt, but Mike only grunted in response, his eyes fixed on the instrument panel. The arousal from overhearing lingered, unbidden images of Maria's lithe form flashing through his thoughts. He wondered if she was truly okay. Part of him hoped she was revelling in it, chasing the excitement they both knew she needed.
 
Then, without warning, the sounds erupted anew from the cabin beyond the reinforced door. A sharp cry pierced the air, followed by the rhythmic thud of bodies colliding, harder and more insistent than before. Maria's voice rose in a wail that sent a jolt straight to Mike's core. 
 
“Oh God, yes—harder!” The words were raw, desperate, carrying through the bulkhead like an electric current. The slapping of skin intensified, punctuated by Tyson's deep grunts, the pace brutal and unrelenting.
 
Mike's cock strained against the confines of his uniform pants. He adjusted in his seat, the friction only heightening the ache. This was different from the initial round; it sounded primal, exploratory, as if they were shifting into new territory. He imagined her on all fours now, Tyson's massive hands gripping her hips, pulling her back onto that colossal length. The jealousy twisted like a knife, but it mingled with a dark thrill—he had wanted this for her, hadn't he? To see her unleash the passion she kept leashed in their everyday life.
 
The cockpit door hissed open just a crack, and Chantelle slipped inside, her uniform slightly askew, cheeks flushed and lips parted as she caught her breath. She leaned against the bulkhead, eyes wide with a mix of awe and exhaustion.
 
“I hope you guys don't mind, but it's a little wild back there,” she whispered, her voice husky from the charged atmosphere. She glanced at the door, then back at Mike and Jax, a sly smile tugging at her lips. “The new girl’s a demon. Sexual energy's off the charts.”
 
Jax chuckled low, not taking his eyes off the controls. “No kidding. Sounds like round two's a knockout.”
 
Chantelle nodded, sliding into the jump seat and buckling in with trembling hands. She leaned forward, her breath coming in short bursts as another cry from Maria filtered through—longer this time, edged with a plea. 
 
“I got a glimpse of his cock earlier. That beast between his legs? It's a monster… It’s like nothing I've ever seen before. Would make porn-stars feel inadequate. I have no idea how she's taking it... but damn, the way she's moaning? She's not just taking it—she's owning it.” Chantelle said laughing, but with that hint that she wasn’t even exaggerating. 
 
Mike's grip tightened on the yoke, the leather creaking under his fingers. The confirmation hit him like a wave, jealousy surging hot through his veins, but it crashed against the wall of his arousal, amplifying it. He had agreed to this possibility, even encouraged her in twisted moments of fantasy, whispering about how her beauty could open doors for them both. Now, hearing it unfold, his mind raced with vivid flashes: Maria's bubble butt high in the air, Tyson's ebony frame dominating her from behind, each thrust stretching her to her limits. The sounds shifted—a wet, sucking slide suggesting she was perhaps on her back now, legs wrapped around him, heels digging into his thighs as he drove deep. Her screams peaked again, a shattered 
 
“Fuck, so much cock…it’s too much—don't stop!” that made Mike's pulse thunder in his ears.
 
“Listen to that,” Chantelle murmured, her own thighs pressing together subtly. “Started with her riding him slow, but now? He's got her pinned, pounding like a machine. Bet she's seeing stars.” She fanned herself lightly, the cockpit air feeling thicker, charged. 
 
Jax shot her a grin. “You jealous, Chantelle? Or just taking notes?”
 
She laughed softly. “A bit of both. But her? That girl's getting ruined back there. The way he's flipping her around—doggy, missionary, against the wall now, from the thuds. Her cries are breaking; she's coming undone and loving every second of it.”
 
Another round of impacts rattled through, Maria's voice fracturing into sobs of ecstasy, words slurring into incoherent pleas. Mike's imagination filled the gaps: Tyson's veiny shaft plunging relentlessly, Maria's pussy clenching around the girth, her juices slicking every inch as orgasms ripped through her. He envied the power of it, the way Tyson could push her to edges he never reached, yet the thought fed his own desire, a perverse pride swelling that she was embracing her sensuality so fully.
 
The jealousy clawed deeper as the montage of sounds played on—grunts growing guttural, Maria's moans turning to whimpers of overload, the cabin wall vibrating with what must be her pressed against it, legs splayed wide for deeper penetration. Mike's cock wept pre-cum into his underwear, the damp spot spreading as he shifted again. He wanted to burst in, re-claim her mid-act, but the secret of their marriage, as well as their own personal agreement held him back; this was her exploration, and in his darkest corners, he craved the details, the knowledge that she was blooming under another's touch. 
 
“She's... okay though, right?” he finally rasped, voice thick.
 
Chantelle nodded, reaching over to squeeze his shoulder. “More than okay. She's in heaven. That cock's rewriting her world. Don’t worry about that.” 
 
Jax piped up, “Hell, I’m just surprised the plane's flying straight despite all that turbulence back there.”
 
As the intensity built to a crescendo, Maria's final scream tore through—a raw, triumphant release that echoed with multiple peaks crashing together. The pounding slowed, then stilled, leaving only heavy breaths and soft murmurs. Mike exhaled shakily, his body taut with unresolved tension. The jealousy lingered, a bitter tang, but the arousal dominated, whispering promises of reclaiming her later, of sharing in the afterglow of her adventure. He had known this might happen, and in the twisted weave of his desires, it felt right—fuelling their future, binding them in ways vanilla life never could.
 
Chantelle unbuckled, standing with a wink. “Show's over, boys. I'll go check on her. Get her cleaned up. And remember you two, no gossiping about this. What happens at 30,00 feet, stays at 30,00 feet. That’s the promise we give each other.” 
 
As she slipped out, Mike stared ahead, the horizon blurring slightly. Maria was changed, and he was ready to navigate whatever skies came next.
 
 
 
 
 
The Gift: Sharing And Preparing
 
 
The midday sun filtered through the half-drawn curtains of Mike's hotel suite, where he and Maria lay tangled in the sheets. Their adjoining rooms shared an open door, a deliberate choice for privacy and intimacy during layovers like this one, the day after Maria's transformative encounter with Tyson on the jet. The air hummed with the faint buzz of the air conditioner, mingling with the scent of their shared shower earlier—soap, sweat, and the lingering trace of her arousal from recounting the night's events. Maria nestled against Mike's chest, her body pressing softly into him as her fingers traced lazy circles on his abdomen. She wore nothing but the diamond necklace Tyson had gifted her previously, its sparkle catching the light like a secret emblem of her awakening.
 
Mike's arm draped possessively around her waist, his hand resting on the curve of her hip. The jealousy that had twisted in his gut during the flight had softened into something hotter, more electric—a shared thrill that bound them closer. He pressed a kiss to her forehead, his voice low and rough. 
 
"Tell me again. Every detail. I want to hear how it felt."
 
Maria lifted her head, her dark eyes sparkling with a mix of mischief and lingering heat. Her voice came out husky, breathy, as if the memories still pulsed through her body.
 
 "God, Mike, it was... overwhelming. When he first pushed inside me, that stretch—his cock is so thick, veiny, filling every inch of my pussy like nothing ever has. I felt split open, but in the best way, like he was claiming parts of me I didn't know existed." She shifted slightly, wincing with a soft gasp. 
 
"It's still tender down there, pulsing even now. He hit spots so deep, so hard, that made my whole body shake. You... you've always been good, baby, but Tyson? He rearranged me. I came harder than I ever have, screaming his name while he pounded me from behind, his balls slapping against my clit.”
 
Her words sent a jolt straight to Mike's cock, which hardened against her thigh. He groaned, his hand sliding down to cup her ass, squeezing the firm bubble she'd always been proud of. The image of her bent over, Tyson's massive ebony shaft stretching her slick folds, ignited his arousal rather than diminishing it. 
 
"Fuck, Maria. Hearing you say that... it's hot. Knowing you explored that, came undone for him. Did it make you feel powerful? To explore that kind of sexual submission?”
 
She bit her lip, nodding as she ground her hips subtly against him, her tender pussy brushing his growing erection. 
 
"Yeah. Powerful and owned all at the same time. His girth throbbed inside me, stretching my walls until I was clenching around him, milking every thrust. I could feel every ridge, every pulse, hitting that spot that made stars explode behind my eyes. And when he made me squirt for the first time, I soaked him completely. You should have seen his face, so proud, so dominant.”
 
Mike's breath quickened, his reclaiming kiss starting soft on her lips but turning hungry as her confessions poured out. He rolled her beneath him, his mouth claiming hers with urgent tongues and nipping teeth. His cock slid along her wet slit, teasing her entrance without entering, mindful of her soreness. 
 
"You're mine too," he murmured against her neck, sucking a mark into her skin. "But sharing you like that... it turns me on. Tell me you want more.”
 
Maria arched into him, her nails raking down his back. "I do. God, yes. His cock made me realise how much I love that kind of size and dominance. I don’t want to give that up. Wether it’s with him, or we find others. I want big cock in my life, baby. And I want you…afterwards, like this. You make it all feel right." 
 
Their bodies moved in a slow grind, her moans soft and needy, building the heat between them until a sharp knock echoed from the door to Maria's adjoining room.
 
She froze, then laughed breathlessly, pushing Mike off her with a playful shove. "Hold that thought. That might be housekeeping... or something else." 
 
She slipped from the bed, her naked form swaying as she hurried through the open door, the shared portal framing her like a vision. Mike followed, pulling on a pair of boxers, his cock still tenting the fabric. Curiosity piqued, he watched as she cracked open her room's main door, peeking out before swinging it wider. A discreet hotel staffer stood there with a velvet box tied in a satin ribbon, no words exchanged as he handed it over and vanished down the hall.
 
Maria carried the box back, her eyes wide with excitement. "It's addressed to me. From... Tyson." 
 
She set it on the bed in Mike's room, untying the ribbon with trembling fingers. Inside nestled a stunning jewel-encrusted butt plug—rose gold base glittering with diamonds and emeralds, the tapered shape smooth and substantial, about two inches at its widest. A folded note accompanied it.
 
Maria's fingers trembled as she lifted it, the cool metal warming in her palm, her eyes widening at its weight and promise. "Look at this, Mike... it's obscene. So heavy, so... invasive. Tyson wants my ass stretched for his cock, doesn't he? To own every hole.”
 
Mike's pulse thundered in his ears, a cocktail of humiliation and lust surging through him—He's marking her, preparing my wife like property—yet his cock strained harder, betraying his thrill. He snatched the note, reading aloud in a voice thick with arousal: 
 
"For my favourite hostess. Wear this until the flight home tomorrow. Prepare that tight ass for me. Get ready to take every inch. -Tyson”
 
Maria shivered, her free hand instinctively reaching back to trace her own cleft, imagining the plug's invasion. She met Mike's gaze, her expression a blend of nervousness and eagerness. "Help me, baby. Get my arse ready for my bull." 
 
The word 'bull' hung in the air, a hotwife affirmation that sent Mike's cock throbbing. He nodded, grabbing the complimentary lube from the nightstand. 
 
"On your hands and knees. Let me get you prepared.”
 
Maria complied eagerly, positioning herself on the bed with her ass raised, knees spread wide. Her pussy lips, still swollen and pink from the previous day’s ravaging, glistened with fresh arousal. Mike knelt behind her, his hands parting her cheeks to expose the tight, puckered ring of her asshole. He leaned in, breath hot against her skin, and dragged his tongue along the cleft, circling the sensitive hole with slow, deliberate licks. 
 
He delved deeper, his tongue probing and swirling with fervent laps, tasting her clean, earthy musk as she moaned loader, the vibrations humming through her cheeks. Saliva dripped down her crack, mixing with her pussy's nectar, the wet smacks of his mouth echoing obscenely in the room. Maria's body quaked, her asshole winking under his assault, loosening with each insistent flick. 
 
"Oh fuck, yes... eat my arse like that, Mike. Tongue-it deep, get it sloppy for Tyson's thick cock. Make me your good little slut wife, prepping for my bull.”
 
Mike's own arousal throbbed painfully, his face buried in her ass as thoughts swirled—I'm tonguing her for him, helping to turn her into his anal whore, and it makes me leak like a faucet. His fingers joined in, one dipping into her dripping pussy to gather her creamy juices, then sliding up to rub her rim in firm, circling presses that made her buck. 
 
"So tight and greedy," he murmured, voice muffled and reverent against her flesh. "Tyson's gonna love breaking this tight little hole. But I'll stretch you first, have you ready to beg for his monster.”
 
Satisfied with her loosening, Mike pulled back, squirting lube onto his fingers with a generous squelch, working it into her asshole with gentle, then insistent thrusts—one finger breaching her ring with a slick pop, then two, scissoring to widen her, the obscene squish of lube filling the air. 
 
Maria whimpered, her face buried in the pillow, hips grinding back greedily. "More... Use the plug. Make it gape just a little for him."
 
He coated the butt plug generously, the jewels sparkling under the lube's sheen, then pressed the tip against her entrance. "Relax, love. Breathe.”
 
Maria exhaled, bearing down as he pushed. The plug breached her ring with a pop, sliding in inch by inch until the flared base nestled between her cheeks, the jewels winking provocatively. She cried out, a mix of sting and fullness making her pussy clench visibly. 
 
"It's in... oh god, it feels so full. Like I'm already his.”
 
“Holy shit, it looks so hot,” Mike gasped, sitting back admiring his work. Her perfect big bubble butt, round and full and in the middle the jewelled head of the plug shining back. His cock leaked pre-cum into his boxers. 
 
Maria twisted to look at him over her shoulder, her face flushed. "Take a photo. I want to send it to him. Show him I followed his orders. That I’m ready.”
 
He grabbed her phone from the nightstand, angling it to capture the plug's jewelled base against her spread cheeks, her pussy lips parted and wet below. The shot was explicit, intimate—her submission on full display. Maria took the phone, typing quickly: Ready for you, Daddy. Can't wait to feel your cock split me open. Claim the last piece of me. She hit send, then tossed the device aside, turning to pull Mike down for a fierce kiss.
 
"Thank you," she breathed, her hand wrapping around his cock through the fabric. "For helping me become this. For loving the slut Inside me. Inviting her out and setting her free.” 
 
Mike groaned, shedding his boxers to let her stroke him bare. The afterglow had evolved into something deeper, their bond forged in the fire of her awakening and his voyeuristic acceptance. As they collapsed together, the plug a constant reminder pressing inside her, the anticipation for the flight home—and what Tyson would demand—hung thick in the air, promising more boundaries pushed, more pleasures shared.
 
————
 
Later that evening, well after the sun had dipped low over the hotel's manicured grounds, casting long shadows through the suite's floor-to-ceiling windows. Maria lounged on the king-sized bed in the adjoining room, her body still humming from the day's subtle torments. The jewel-encrusted butt plug still nestled deep inside her ass, its weight a constant, teasing pressure that made every shift of her hips send sparks of pleasure radiating through her core. She'd worn it all day, the stretch both uncomfortable and intoxicating, a secret reminder of her growing submission to the man she only met a little over a week ago.
 
The stretch burned deliciously now, a constant throb that made her pussy clench emptily, juices soaking her thighs. God, what am I becoming? Mike's wife, but craving that black bull's invasion. Shame twisted with excitement in her gut, her nipples peaking against the robe as she imagined Tyson's cock replacing the toy—stretching her beyond limits, claiming her ass while her husband piloted the plane.
 
Mike lay beside her in their shared space, his arm draped possessively over her waist as they watched a mindless action flick on the flat-screen TV. The movie's explosions and gunfire provided a distant backdrop to the quiet intimacy between them, but Maria's mind wandered, fixated on the plug's unyielding presence. She wiggled slightly, biting her lip as the gem pressed against her inner walls, heightening her awareness of the fullness.
 
“You okay?” Mike asked, his voice low and concerned, though his eyes betrayed a flicker of arousal. Knowing she was squirming.
 
“It's... intense. Feels like he's claiming me, even when he's not here.” Maria turned to him, her dark eyes sparkling with mischief. She reached back, giving her ass a playful squeeze, the motion making her gasp softly.
 
Mike pulled her closer, kissing her neck. “You like it, don't you? Being his little sex toy.”
 
Before she could respond, her phone buzzed on the nightstand. The screen lit up with Tyson's name, and Maria's pulse quickened. She answered, putting it on speaker as per Mike's subtle nod.
“Maria, baby,” Tyson's deep baritone rumbled through the line, smooth as aged whiskey. “I've got some changes to my schedule, staying in town for the rest of the week. So the flight tomorrow? It’ll just be you guys flying back, I won’t be on it.”
 
Her breath hitched, the plug shifting as she sat up straighter. “Oh? That's... disappointing. I was looking forward to… Seeing you.”
 
He chuckled, the sound sending shivers down her spine. “Damn right, me too baby! I’ve been thinking about that photo you sent and that tight ass all day. Listen, I don’t want to wait until the next time we schedule a flight together. I'm at your hotel right now. I need it, Maria. Need to bury myself in you, make you mine completely.”
 
Mike's hand tightened on her thigh, his eyes locked on hers, a silent encouragement burning in his gaze. Maria glanced at him, her cheeks flushing. The idea thrilled her—the risk, the surrender, with her husband so close.
 
“Tyson, I'm in my room,” she said, her voice husky. “You want to come up? I just need a little time to get ready…”
 
“Fuck yes. How long?”
 
She looked to Mike again, and he mouthed, Tell him twenty minutes. His cock hardened fully now, pressing against her leg. 
 
“Give me twenty minutes to get ready. Room 512.”
 
“I’ll be there. And Maria? I hope you’re still wearing that plug. I want you stretched and begging.” He hung up, leaving the air thick with anticipation.
 
Maria set the phone down, her body already aching with need. She turned to Mike, cupping his face. “You sure about this?”
 
He nodded, pulling her into a deep kiss, his tongue exploring her mouth with urgent hunger. “Go get him. Give him that ass. I'll be right here next door, listening... watching if I can.” 
 
His words were rough, laced with lust. “Come back to me after.”
 
She kissed him harder, grinding against his erection before pulling away. “Always baby. I love you.” 
 
With that, she slipped into her adjoining room, the door clicking shut behind her. Mike heard the lock engage, the sound both heartbreaking and electrifying. He pressed his ear to the wall, heart pounding, then spotted the keyhole in the old-fashioned door—a narrow peephole offering glimpses if he positioned himself right.
 
In her room, Maria freshened up quickly, shedding the robe to admire herself in the mirror. The plug's base glittered between her cheeks, her pussy already slick with arousal. She slipped into a sheer black negligee that hugged her curves, the fabric whispering against her skin. Her nipples hardened instantly, and she pinched them, imagining Tyson's large hands on her. Mike's right next door, listening... but I need this. Need to be Tyson's slut, filled and used. She trailed a hand down her belly, fingers dipping into her slick pussy, circling her clit as she watched herself in the mirror—lips parted, eyes glazed with lust. The scent of her arousal filled the air, musky and sweet, as she edged herself closer to the brink but stopped, saving the release for him. Her ass clenched around the plug, a promise of the surrender to come.
 
A firm knock echoed at precisely twenty minutes. She opened the door, and there he stood—Tyson, his handsome face and beautiful smile, his chiseled ebony frame filling the doorway in a fitted black shirt and slacks that did little to hide the massive bulge straining against the fabric. His dark eyes raked over her, hungry and possessive.
 
“Goddamn, you look ready,” he growled, stepping inside and kicking the door shut. He pulled her against him, his mouth crashing onto hers in a bruising kiss. His tongue dominated, tasting her deeply as his hands roamed her body, squeezing her ass and feeling the plug's base.
 
“I've been wearing it all day. It hurts so good, Tyson. Stretching me for you.” 
Maria moaned into his mouth, her hands fisting his shirt.
 
He broke the kiss, spinning her around to face the bed. “Bend over, baby. Let me see.”
 
She obeyed instantly, heart pounding, bracing her palms on the soft duvet and arching her back to thrust her ass upward. The negligee rode up her thighs, exposing the curve of her cheeks, and she spread her legs slightly, feeling the cool air kiss her soaked pussy lips. Tyson dropped to his knees behind her, his large hands gripping her olive-toned globes and prying them apart with ease. The jewelled base of the plug glinted under the dim lamplight, her puckered ring stretched taut around its girth, clenching rhythmically as if begging for more.
 
“Fuck, that's beautiful Maria. You've been a good girl, keeping yourself open for my cock.” He tugged gently on the base, making her whimper as it shifted inside her.
 
“Please,” she begged, pushing her ass back toward his face, her voice a husky plea laced with desperation. “Take it out. I need your big black cock instead. Stretch me wide—make it hurt so good.”
 
Tyson stood, unzipping his pants. His enormous shaft sprang free. He stroked it slowly, smearing lube from a bottle Maria had left on the bed. “You sure you can take this monster up there, baby? It’s gonna split you open”
 
“Yes! Ruin me, Tyson. Fuck my slutty little arse—own it like you own my pussy.” Her voice cracked with raw need, filthy words tumbling out as arousal flooded her veins, her clit throbbing untouched, pussy clenching on nothing and dripping clear strands onto the sheets.
 
He positioned himself, pressing the flared head of his cock against the plug's base to steady it, then gripped it firmly and began easing it out inch by agonising inch. Maria gasped sharply, the slow withdrawal creating a vacuum that made her ring flutter and pucker, the sudden emptiness leaving her bowels aching for refilling. Cool air rushed in, but before she could adjust, the hot, blunt tip of his cock nudged her freshly exposed hole—insistent, unyielding, the lube making it glide just enough to tease. He pushed forward with controlled pressure, the thick ridge of his crown breaching her ring with a lewd pop that echoed in the room. Pain bloomed instantly, sharp and searing like a white-hot brand, her sphincter muscles screaming in protest as they stretched beyond their limits around his invading girth. Oh fuck, it's too big—burning, tearing... but I need it, all of it. She breathed through it, inhaling deeply as Mike had coached her, bearing down to relax the muscle, but tears welled in her eyes anyway, spilling hot down her cheeks.
 
The stretch morphed gradually, the initial fire giving way to a deep, throbbing burn that radiated through her core, every nerve ending firing in a mix of agony and illicit pleasure. Inch by inch, he sank deeper, his veined shaft dragging against her inner walls, the friction intense as her body fought to accommodate him. Her ass clenched involuntarily, gripping him like a velvet fist, the pressure building in her rectum until it felt like she was being remade from the inside out. 
 
“Oh fuck, so tight,” Tyson groaned, his fingers digging into her hips hard enough to bruise, holding her steady as sweat beaded on his brow. “Relax, baby. Let me in—breathe for this dick.”
 
She did, bearing down as he thrust steadily, burying half his length. Her walls gripped him like a vice, the fullness overwhelming. “So big... I can feel it tearing me open. Keep going. I can take it…Give me it all” Tears pricked her eyes, but her pussy dripped onto the sheets, betraying her ecstasy.
 
Next door, Mike knelt at the keyhole, his eye pressed to the narrow slot. He caught fragmented views—Maria's face twisted in bliss, Tyson's muscular ass flexing as he drove into her. The sounds filtered through: her moans escalating to screams, the wet slap of skin on skin. Mike's hand wrapped around his cock, stroking furiously. That's my wife, he thought, a surge of pride and envy twisting in his gut. Taking that huge black cock up her ass like a pro.
 
Next door, Mike knelt at the keyhole, his eye pressed to the narrow slot, breath fogging the wood. Fragmented views assaulted him: Maria's face twisted in bliss, sweat-slicked olive skin flushed; Tyson's muscular ass flexing, powerful thighs driving forward; the obscene sight of that massive black cock disappearing into her ass, emerging slick and shining. The sounds filtered through like a pornographic symphony—her moans escalating to screams, the wet slap of skin on skin, Tyson's grunts of possession. Fuck, look at her take it—my sweet wife, turned into his gaping slut. I should hate it, but my cock's never been harder. Mike's hand wrapped around his cock, stroking furiously as he watched and listened.
 
With a final, determined push, Tyson bottomed out, his heavy balls slapping wetly against her dripping pussy lips as he hilted fully inside her ass. The sensation was profound—his cockhead lodged deep in her rectum, throbbing hotly against sensitive tissues, the stretch so complete that she felt every pulse of his heartbeat echoing through her body. Her ring clamped down at the base, stretched thin and taut around his thickness, a constant burn that bordered on exquisite torment. 
 
“There we go, baby. You’re all mine now—this ass is gripping me like it never wants to let go.”
 
He paused there, letting her adjust, one hand sliding under her to cup her soaked mound, his thick fingers circling her clit roughly to heighten the pleasure. Maria trembled, pushing back experimentally, the motion sending jolts of friction through her stuffed channel. Then he pulled back slowly, the drag of his shaft against her walls a slow torture, her ass clinging desperately to every inch as if reluctant to release him. The emptiness that followed was brief— he slammed in again, hard and deep, setting a brutal rhythm that jolted her entire body forward. Her tits spilled free from the flimsy negligee, heavy globes bouncing with each impact, nipples scraping roughly against the duvet and sending sparks straight to her core.
 
“God, yesssss…. Harder! Fuck my ass harder!” she screamed, her voice raw and broken, echoing off the hotel walls—loud enough for Mike to hear every filthy plea in the next room. 
 
The thrusts built in intensity, each one pounding deeper, his hips crashing against her cheeks with meaty slaps that turned her skin pink. The fullness shifted with every plunge, his cock rearranging her insides, the burn evolving into a fiery pleasure that coiled tight in her belly. Her ass muscles fluttered around him, milking his length involuntarily, the friction on her inner walls igniting a pressure that built toward something explosive. It's so deep—hitting spots that make my pussy clench. I'm going to cum from this alone, from being ass-fucked like a slut.
 
He obliged her cries, one hand tangling in her dark hair to yank her head back sharply, arching her spine and forcing her to take him even deeper. The pull stung her scalp, adding to the overload, while his other hand came down in a sharp slap on her cheek, the crack resounding as red welts bloomed on her skin. The sting bloomed into heat that fed her arousal, her ass tightening in response. 
 
“You love this big dick destroying your hole, don't you? Say it—tell me you're my anal whore, begging for more.”
 
“I am! I'm your anal slut, Tyson! Fuck my ass—wreck it with that monster cock. All my holes are yours to use, stretch, and fill!” 
 
Her words were punctuated by desperate gasps, her body trembling violently as the orgasm built solely from the anal friction, her pussy untouched but weeping arousal onto the bed. The pressure mounted, a deep, rectal clench that radiated outward, her nerves singing with the brutal possession.
 
Mike's breath hitched as he peered through the narrow crack in the adjoining door, his cock still throbbing in his grip from the relentless strokes he'd been giving himself. The dim light from the suite spilled into his room, casting shadows that danced with their movements. He watched, transfixed, as Tyson's massive shaft withdrew from Maria's ravaged ass, the dark length glistening with a sheen of lube, and her arousal. Veins pulsed along its surface, slick and menacing, before Tyson drove it back in with a wet squelch, burying himself to the hilt and making Maria's body jolt forward on the bed. 
 
The sight of that enormous black cock claiming his wife's most forbidden hole—stretching her ring impossibly wide, her ass cheeks quivering from the impact—shattered Mike's restraint. His balls tightened, and hot spurts of cum erupted from his tip, splattering onto the carpeted floor in thick, pearly ropes. A muffled groan escaped his lips, swallowed by Maria's escalating cries of ecstasy echoing through the wall, but he couldn't tear his eyes away. Spent and sticky, his hand still loosely wrapped around his softening dick, Mike remained riveted, heart pounding with a toxic blend of humiliation and arousal as Tyson flipped her onto her back like she weighed nothing.
 
Maria's legs trembled as Tyson hoisted them over his broad shoulders, her heels dangling near his ears, folding her lithe body in half and exposing every inch of her to his gaze. Her negligee hung in tatters around her waist, breasts heaving with each ragged breath, nipples that could cut diamonds. Tyson aligned his cockhead with her winking hole, still loose from the pounding but clenching hungrily, and thrust in one swift, merciless motion. The penetration was deeper this way, his girth splitting her anew, the angle allowing him to grind against her inner walls with brutal precision. Maria's back arched off the mattress, a sharp cry ripping from her throat as the fullness invaded her rectum again, pressing insistently against her pussy from within, making her feel utterly impaled.
 
Oh God, it's even bigger like this—folding me open, owning every part of me. Mike... he must be watching, hearing how I'm breaking for this cock. Her mind reeled, the burn reigniting in her stretched ring, but now laced with a fresh wave of pleasure as Tyson's thumb found her clit. He rubbed it roughly, circling the engorged nub with calloused pressure, pinching and flicking in time with his shallow thrusts. The dual assault made her buck wildly, hips jerking up to meet him, her ass cheeks slapping against his thighs. Sparks shot through her core, the anal friction combined with the clit stimulation building an inferno that threatened to consume her.
 
“Cum for me like the filthy slut you are, Maria—while I wreck this tight little hole and make it mine forever,” Tyson growled, his voice low and commanding, eyes locked on hers as he leaned in, muscles rippling under sweat-slicked dark skin.
 
The command tipped her over. Maria shattered beneath him, her scream piercing the air and surely vibrating through the thin wall to Mike's ears. “Fuck, yesssss! I'm cumming—your cock's making me cum so hard in my ass!” 
 
Waves of ecstasy crashed through her body, starting deep in her rectum where his shaft throbbed, radiating outward in violent pulses. Her ass muscles clenched rhythmically around his invading length, spasming like a fist to milk him, each contraction squeezing his girth and amplifying the pleasure-pain. Her pussy convulsed in sympathy, untouched but gushing fresh arousal that soaked them both completely, clit pulsing under his thumb as stars burst behind her eyelids. The orgasm ripped through her nerves, making her toes curl and fingers claw at the duvet, her entire form quaking in uncontrollable shudders. It felt endless, a tidal force that blurred the line between agony and bliss, her bowels fluttering wildly, walls rippling along every inch of him. Fuck, it's too much—cumming from my ass being destroyed, I'm lost to this now.
 
Tyson didn't relent, pounding through her climax with animalistic grunts that rumbled from his chest, his hips snapping forward relentlessly. Each thrust churned her spasming channel, prolonging her high, the wet sounds of flesh on flesh filling the room alongside the heavy scent of sweat, lube, and her dripping sex—musky and intoxicating, thick in the air. Their bodies slid together, slick and feverish, his balls tightening as her clenching ass pushed him closer to the edge. He pulled out abruptly, the sudden void making Maria whine in protest, her hole gaping open in the aftermath—a pink, fluttering ring winking at him, stretched and raw, unable to close fully. He admired it for a heartbeat, thumbing the rim to feel the heat pulsing from within, before slamming back in with a guttural snarl, the re-entry eliciting a fresh gasp from her oversensitive body.
 
“Gonna breed this ass deep, slut. Take every fucking drop—let it leak out so your husband knows I filled you,” he rasped, his pace faltering as his own release coiled tight.
 
“Do it! Pump me full—flood my asshole with your hot load!” Maria demanded, her nails raking down his broad back in red trails, urging him on as aftershocks still trembled through her.
 
With a primal roar that shook the bed-frame, Tyson buried himself to the root, cockhead lodged against the deepest part of her rectum. His shaft pulsed violently, erupting in thick, forceful ropes of cum that hosed her insides—scalding jets painting her walls white, the volume overwhelming as it surged in heavy spurts. Maria felt every blast, the heat blooming deep in her core. The sensation triggered a second, smaller wave in her, her ass clamping down to wring him dry, milking each pulse until he shuddered above her. So much cum—burning hot, marking me with his seed. Mike's listening to this... to me being bred like an animal.
 
Finally spent, Tyson collapsed over her, their sweat-slicked chests heaving in unison as he captured her mouth in a fierce, possessive kiss—tongues duelling messily, tasting salt and desire. They panted into each other, bodies entwined, the room heavy with the aftermath of their raw union.
 
Mike slumped against the door, his body drained, mind reeling from the intensity. Almost as drained as the two lovers next door. 
 
 
 
 
 
Reclaiming The Ruins


Mike had spent the night pressed against the adjoining door, his ear glued to the wood like a man possessed. The sounds from Maria's room filtered through in waves—her gasps turning to moans, then raw screams that echoed Tyson's relentless dominance. Every thrust, every slap of skin, painted a vivid picture in Mike's mind: his wife on all fours, Tyson's massive cock stretching her pussy wide, then flipping her to claim her ass once again, pounding until she begged for mercy that never came. He heard the wet squelch of cum filling her, over and over, as Tyson took her mouth too, forcing her to swallow load after load. Hours blurred into a haze of arousal and torment; Mike's hand had stroked his cock raw, cumming twice to the symphony of her pleasure, jealousy twisting into a dark thrill. She's mine, but tonight she's his slut, he thought, heart pounding as the noises finally quieted toward dawn.
 
As the first rays of sun crept through the curtains, a door clicked shut in the hallway. Tyson was gone, slipping away like a shadow after a night of conquest. Mike waited a beat, then unlocked the adjoining door with trembling fingers, pushing it open to reveal Maria sprawled on the rumpled bed. She lay face-down, sheets tangled around her legs, her olive skin glistening with dried sweat and streaks of cum. Her hair fanned across the pillow, matted and wild. The musky scent of sex—salty cum, her arousal, and the faint tang of lube invaded his nose. Maria's body bore the marks of the marathon: red handprints on her ass cheeks, bite marks along her shoulders, and between her thighs, her pussy and ass gaped obscenely, pink flesh swollen and leaking thick white cream that pooled on the sheets.
 
She stirred as he approached, lifting her head with a soft groan, her eyes fluttering open. They were hazy, satisfied, but exhaustion etched lines around them. 
 
“Mike…” she whispered, voice hoarse from screaming Tyson's name all night. A lazy smile curved her lips, even as her body twitched with aftershocks.
 
He knelt beside the bed, brushing a strand of hair from her face, his touch gentle against the bruises blooming on her neck. 
 
“Baby, you look... wrecked.” His gaze drifted down her body, lingering on the evidence of her ravaging—the way her holes still fluttered, unable to close fully, cum oozing out in slow dribbles.
 
Maria reached for his hand, squeezing weakly. “It was... God, Mike, the best night of my life. He fucked me everywhere, filled me up so many times I lost count. My pussy, my ass, my throat—he owned every inch.” 
 
She shifted slightly, wincing as fresh cum trickled from her ass, the sensation making her shiver. “Thank you. For letting me have this. For sharing me like this. I love you so much for it.”
 
Mike's chest tightened with a mix of love and lingering envy, but seeing her glow—radiant even in ruin—stirred something deeper. He leaned in, kissing her forehead, then her lips softly, tasting the faint salt of Tyson's seed still lingering. 
 
“I love you too, Maria. More than anything. Hearing you... it drove me crazy, but knowing it made you happy? That's all I need.” His hand trailed down her back, soothing the welts, before cupping her ass gently, fingers brushing the slick mess between her cheeks.
 
She sighed into his mouth, turning to pull him closer despite her soreness. “Come here. Reclaim me. Make me yours again.” Her words were a husky plea, eyes locking on his with raw affection.
 
Mike stripped quickly, his cock already hardening—not the monstrous girth Tyson wielded, but familiar, eager. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself behind her as she rolled onto her side, lifting one leg to expose her gaping holes. The sight hit him like a punch: her folds puffy and red, stretched beyond recognition, Tyson's cum still bubbling out. He pressed the head of his cock against her entrance, sliding in with ease—no resistance, just a warm, sloppy glide that enveloped him completely. Maria gasped, but it was more surprise than pleasure; after Tyson's battering, Mike felt like a whisper against her ravaged walls.
 
“Oh, baby,” she murmured, reaching back to grip his hip, guiding him deeper. “After him, you feel so different now. But it still feels nice—like coming home to a loving gentle cuddle.” She clenched experimentally, her muscles too loose to grip him tightly, but the effort made her moan softly, a tender sound laced with love.
 
He thrust slowly, savouring the slick heat, the way her body welcomed him despite the overflow. Each gentle push stirred the cum inside her, creating obscene squelching sounds that filled the room. Mike's hands roamed her body—caressing her D-cup breasts, pinching her nipples lightly until they hardened under his thumbs. 
 
“You're so wet, so full of him,” he whispered hotly against her ear, nipping the lobe. “But this pussy's mine, Maria. Always will be.” His pace stayed measured, rocking into her with loving strokes, building a rhythm that prioritised her comfort over his own frenzy.
 
Maria arched into him, her hand slipping between her legs to rub her clit, chasing the subtle sparks his movements ignited. “Yes... fuck me slow, Mike. Fill me with your love. I need it—need you inside me, mixing with his.” 
 
Tears pricked her eyes, not from pain but overwhelming emotion, the contrast of Tyson's brutal claiming and Mike's tender possession flooding her with gratitude. He's my rock, she thought, the one who lets me fly free and catches me when I need to land.
 
He kissed her shoulder, tasting her skin, as his hips rolled forward. “I love how you take it all, baby. My hotwife, my slut, my everything. You're glowing—fuck, you're beautiful like this.” 
 
His free hand traced the curve of her hip, dipping to where they joined, feeling his cock slide through the creamy mess. The sensation pushed him closer, his balls tightening as he imagined the load he'd add to Tyson's masterpiece. Their breaths synced, bodies moving in quiet harmony. Maria turned her head, capturing his lips in a deep kiss, tongues tangling lazily as pleasure built in soft waves. 
 
“I love you, Mike. So much. This—us—it's perfect. Even with him stretching me wide open, you're the one who makes my heart race.” She gasped as he angled deeper, brushing a sensitive spot that made her toes curl, her clit throbbing under her fingers.
 
Mike groaned, the words undoing him. “Love you forever, Maria. Cum for me—let me feel you around me, even if you’re loose.” He reached around to join her hand, circling her clit together, his thrusts picking up just enough to tip her over.
 
She shattered with a whimper, not the earth-shaking screams from the night, but a sweet, intimate release that fluttered weakly around him. The sight of her—face soft with bliss, body trembling in his arms—sent Mike over the edge. He buried himself deep, cock pulsing as he unloaded, his cum mixing with Tyson's in thin spurts, adding to the overflowing warmth. 
 
“Take it, baby... all of me,” he panted, holding her close as they rode the aftershocks. They collapsed together, Mike still inside her, their limbs entwined. He pulled a sheet over them, stroking her hair as their heartbeats slowed. 
 
“That was... everything,” he said softly, kissing her temple.
 
Maria nestled against his chest, a contented hum escaping her. “It was. You're my safe place, Mike. After all that wildness, this is what I crave—your touch, your love.”
 
They lay like that for a while, whispering sweet nothings about their future—the big house they dreamed of, kids someday, adventures yet to come. The new dynamic had deepened their bond, turning potential fracture into unbreakable steel. Mike helped her clean up gently, wiping away the evidence with warm cloths, his touches reverent. Maria stood on wobbly legs, giggling as she steadied herself against him, the pair sharing a laugh that echoed their early newlywed days.
 
As they dressed for the flight home, Maria slipping into a loose skirt to hide the tenderness. Mike packing their bags. A ping sounded from her phone on the nightstand. She picked it up, eyes widening at the notification. A bank alert: $100,000 transferred from Tyson Grant.
 
The message followed: To help with that new dream home you told me about, and to buy a few sexy outfits for me... and for all the hot times we're going to share together. Until the next flight. -T
 
Maria showed Mike, their faces lighting up with a mix of shock and excitement. “For us.”
 
Mike pulled her into a hug, spinning her lightly. “Our future just got a whole lot brighter. And hotter.” They kissed again, sealing their new dawn—with promise, ready to board their flight hand in hand, the thrill of what lay ahead humming between them like an unspoken vow.
 
The End. 
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