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The hum of the plane's engines filled the cabin, a constant, soothing sound. But nothing about this moment felt calm. My heart was pounding, and I could feel Jack’s fingers tracing lazy circles on the inside of my wrist, sending shivers up my arm. We had just gotten married, married, and the thought still felt surreal. I kept sneaking glances at the silver band on his finger, the one that matched mine. It was real, we were real.

Jack turned to me, catching me staring at his hand. His smile was slow, teasing, the kind that made my stomach flip even after all these years. I knew that look. He knew exactly what he was doing to me.

“You like the look of that?” he murmured, his voice low, leaning in just close enough that only I could hear. His breath was warm against my ear, sending a rush of heat through me.

I bit my lip, trying to keep my voice steady. “Maybe I do.”

But it wasn’t just the ring, or the fact that we were flying toward our honeymoon. It was him, Jack. The same man I’d known since university, the one who had been my best friend through everything, even when I was married to Brian. Brian. I hadn’t thought about him in a long time, but sitting here next to Jack, it hit me all over again how much had changed. Brian had been a mistake, and I paid the price when he cheated, shattering what I thought was forever.

But then there was Jack. Steady, kind, always there, even when I didn’t realise he was exactly what I needed. Our camping trip with friends two years ago changed everything. One night under the stars, talking about everything and nothing, and I looked at him, really looked at him, and something clicked. By the end of that weekend, we weren’t just friends anymore. We were so much more. And now, he was my husband.

I let out a soft laugh, more of a sigh really, and Jack’s eyes flicked down to my lips, his hand tightening slightly on my thigh under the blanket we’d pulled over us. That heat between us, the one that had been simmering ever since the wedding, was rising fast. I wanted him, here, now, always.

The plane was dim, most of the passengers asleep or distracted by movies and books, but the press of Jack’s hand moving higher on my leg made me hyper-aware of how little space there was between us. His fingers teased the hem of my dress, grazing the bare skin of my thigh, and I shifted slightly, biting back a gasp.

“Jack” My voice was barely a whisper, but he didn’t stop. His thumb stroked the sensitive skin just above my knee, and I could feel my pulse quicken. “We’re on a plane.”

“So?” His grin was wicked, his eyes dark with mischief as his fingers slipped a little higher, teasing the edge of my underwear. “We’re married. I think we can do whatever we want now.”

The way he said that, with that playful edge to his voice, sent a thrill through me. The thought of being reckless, of giving in to the heat that was building between us, made everything feel even more intense.

I glanced around, my breath catching in my throat. The cabin was quiet, the low light casting shadows across the seats. No one was paying attention. It was just us, caught in this bubble of desire and excitement that I couldn’t shake. My hand found Jack’s under the blanket, and I guided him higher, a silent invitation that made his eyes flash with lust.

“You sure?” he asked, his voice a rough whisper, his breath hot against my ear as his fingers edged closer, the anticipation making my whole body tingle.

“Yes,” I breathed, barely able to contain the need that was coursing through me.

And that was all it took.

His fingers slipped beneath the thin fabric of my underwear, finding me already wet, already aching for him. I bit down on my lip, trying to stifle the moan that threatened to escape as he slowly began to move, his touch deliberate, knowing exactly how to drive me crazy. My head fell back against the seat, my breath coming in shallow gasps as he continued, the blanket covering the slow, rhythmic movement of his hand.

I reached out, grabbing his thigh, needing to ground myself in something, anything, as the pressure inside me built. Jack’s lips brushed my ear, his breath hot and ragged as he whispered, “I’ve been thinking about this all day.”

I could barely think, could barely focus on anything except the way his fingers moved inside me, his thumb circling my clit in just the right way to send waves of pleasure crashing through me. It was everything I could do to keep quiet, to not draw attention, but the thrill of it, the danger of being caught, only made it hotter.

“I love you,” I gasped, barely able to get the words out as the tension inside me coiled tighter and tighter.

Jack’s lips found my neck, and I felt his grin against my skin. “I love you too.”

Each stroke was slow and deliberate, coaxing out a low moan from deep within me. The blanket covered our movements, but the rustle of it against the seat only added to the thrill. My eyes closed, lost in the sensation, my hips bucking slightly as he found just the right spot.

I could feel his touch everywhere inside me; the heat radiating from his hand, the soft brush of fabric against my sensitive skin. It was like nothing I'd ever experienced before - a perfect blend of pleasure and anticipation. And then suddenly, without warning, he quickened his pace, his fingers digging deeper into me. A sharp gasp escaped my lips as my body responded instantly to the increased stimulation.

I felt him move faster, more forcefully now, each stroke stronger than the last. My hips rose off the seat, as I pressed into his hand. His fingers were exploring every inch of my sex, finding new ways to make me feel incredible. It wasn't long before I was panting heavily, barely able to catch my breath but trying as hard as I could to not make it obvious.

And then, with one more deliberate movement of his hand, I came undone, my body trembling as I gripped his thigh, trying desperately to keep from crying out. The pleasure washed over me in waves, and Jack held me through it, his fingers still teasing, still gentle, drawing out every last moment of it.

When I finally opened my eyes, my heart still racing, I found Jack watching me, his expression somewhere between adoration and hunger. His hand slipped out from under the blanket, and he leaned in close, his lips brushing mine in a soft, tender kiss.

“We’re not done yet,” he murmured, his voice low, sending another rush of heat through me. “Not even close.”

I laughed softly, shaking my head in disbelief. “You’re insatiable.”

His grin widened, and he kissed me again, deeper this time, with all the passion and fire I loved about him. “Only for you, Katie.”

I leaned into him, brushing my lips against his ear, my voice barely a whisper. “Your turn.”

I slid my hand under the blanket, trailing my fingers over his thigh, feeling the heat radiating from his skin. His muscles tensed beneath my touch, and I bit my lip, enjoying the way he responded to every small movement. He’d been teasing me for hours, ever since we’d boarded the plane. Now, it was my turn to see how long he could keep his composure.

I let my hand drift higher, finding the hardness straining against the fabric of his pants. Jack sucked in a breath, his hand gripping the armrest tightly, but he didn’t stop me. His eyes locked on mine, a silent challenge, daring me to go further.

So I did.

I made quick work of undoing his belt and sliding my hand into his trousers, my fingers wrapping around him, stroking slowly at first, teasing him the way he’d teased me. His eyes fluttered shut, and I could see his jaw tighten, the effort it took for him to stay quiet evident in every tense line of his body.

I took my time, slowly sliding down his length until I reached the base of his shaft. With each stroke upwards, my touch became firmer, more assertive, but never too rough. My fingertips danced along the sensitive skin just above the head, playing with him teasingly before finally wrapping around his girth and guiding him back into my hand.

“You’re too good at this,” he muttered, his voice rough, low, barely controlled.

I smiled, my fingers moving faster now, feeling him twitch beneath my touch. “Maybe I’ve been thinking about this all day too.”

He let out a low groan, as I continued, my strokes slow and deliberate, driving him closer to the edge with every movement. I could see the tension building in him, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his hand tightening on my leg as if he was holding on for dear life.

My hand moved faster now, stroking up and down his shaft, pressing firmly against him each time I passed by the sensitive spot just below the head. He bucked his hips into my touch, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he tried to maintain control over himself.

“Katie” he rasped, his voice strained, as if he was barely holding himself together.

I leaned in, kissing the corner of his mouth, my hand never stopping. “Shh,” I whispered against his lips, a soft, teasing smile playing on mine. “We wouldn’t want anyone to notice.”

He let out a rough laugh, the sound half-choked as his hand tightened on my thigh, his body trembling beneath my touch. “You’re gonna kill me,” he whispered, his voice strained, as if every word was a struggle.

I kissed him again, softer this time, as my hand worked him harder, faster, feeling him tense, knowing he was close. He gasped, his grip on my leg tightening to the point where it almost hurt, but I didn
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