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I STOWED MY BAG IN the compartment above and dropped to my aisle seat. The thirty-minute layover almost wasn’t enough, and I’d had to run between gates. I wasn’t big on travel by plane yet here I sat, waiting for the plane to load so we could take off.

“Excuse me, I’ve got the window,” a handsome man with light brown hair, hazel eyes, and a soft looking moustache stood, waiting for me to move so he could slide into his seat.  

I slipped out of his way and a round of electricity shot through me when our bodies brushed against each other. His beautiful eyes lit with anticipation; he had felt it too. I sat back down in my seat and buried my face in my book, daring to glance over the pages in his direction.

A knowing smile grew on his face and I felt mine flood with color. This was going to be an interesting flight to say the least. I actually looked at the words on the page and was embarrassed to find that my book was upside down. I peeked over at him again and boldly flipped my book around and attempted read a little before takeoff.

“You might as well give up,” he laughed. “We both know you aren’t comprehending anything in that book. What are you reading anyway?” he asked, looking at the glossy cover.

“A sex novel,” I grinned. “Just something to keep me distracted while we are in the air.”

“A sex novel huh? Afraid of flying?” he asked, taking the book from my hand to read the back.

“Something like that.”

The flight attendants began sealing the doors and made their way down the narrow aisle checking to make sure the baggage compartments were shut. My ears popped as the sound of the engines increased and got high pitched. The plane began to move, and we backed away from the gate.

The guy next to me raised the middle armrests. “Looks like we’re alone in our row. We can stretch out a little if we want.”

I nodded but didn’t move, instead, I gripped my aisle armrest. “Are you finished with my book?”

“Not quite,” he replied, his lips reading the words silently. “These any good?”

“Well, I wouldn’t read them if they were boring.” I replied, beginning to relax slightly.

The plane taxied to the runway, and again I tensed up hearing the engines kick it up another notch. The Captain asked the attendants to strap in and the plane started moving faster and faster down the airstrip; before I knew it, the nose tipped upwards and the plane lifted from the ground.  

I glanced down to see that at some point, I had grabbed on to the man’s hand and was crushing it in mine, holding on for dear life. Releasing my death grip, I looked at him apologetically.  “Sorry, I don’t usually molest strangers in the seat next to me.”

“All the better for me then; molest away!”  He teased, handing my book back to me.

Before long, the plane reached cruising altitude and the fasten seatbelt lights were turned off.  The stewardesses began making their way down the aisle handing out drinks and snacks. Seated in row 10, we were close enough to the front to be served rather quickly.

“Two Rum and Cokes, please,” the guy next to me requested, handing over some cash and waving away her offer of change.  “Here, drink one of these,” he pushed one of the plastic cups he had been given into my hand.  “It will help relax you.”

“Thanks,” I replied, taking a small sip. “Rum is one of my favorites.”

“Mine too,” he said, raising his cup in a silent toast.  

I watched a fairly attractive blond man make his way to the small bathroom in front of us then shook my head when I noticed he hadn’t locked the door. A few seconds later, a younger, beautiful woman opened the door and stepped inside with the man, leaving the door open just a bit.

Through the cracked doorway, I could see him sitting there, pants around his ankles, proudly displaying his erect cock. The woman spit in her hand and pumped his shaft a few times, spreading the improvised lube. I sat there watching in total fascination, never once thinking about the morality of it all.

I pulled at my shirt on my chest, suddenly feeling quite warm and sticky, then watched her hike up her dress and impale herself on his pulsating member. She threw back her head as the man quickly undid the buttons down the front of her dress and pulled out her breasts to feast on. 

My breathing quickened, and I watched her ride him, obviously enjoying herself greatly. The man’s large hands had a breast in each as he buried his face between them. He raised his head and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth when his eyes made contact with mine.  

I gasped aloud, and he had the audacity to give me a long wink while he continued what he was doing. He snaked a hand in between himself and the girl, down where they were joined. I could only guess what he was doing but she seemed to enjoy it, as she bucked wildly and cried out.

He kissed her hard, silencing her screams then he grabbed her by the hips, grinding her up and down on him ever harder and faster. He released her lips and clamped down again on one of her straining nipples, and her entire body seemed to convulse when she climaxed on top of him.  

Slowly she floated back to reality and he picked her up and set her on the small sink counter. He parted her thighs and lowered his head between her legs. I moved in my seat slightly to see better but all I could see was the
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