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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​This steamy short story contains scenes inappropriate for 18-years and below. An innocent 18-year-old woman is stripped and taken for the first time by strangers as others watch (and join in). There are also scenes of humiliation, sex toys, exhibitionism & voyeurism, double penetration, bdsm, spanking, and much more. 
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​​Look Inside
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She is enthralled with his touch, losing herself in it easily. The weightless sensation only intensifies everything she's feeling. With every touch and tug, she floats in the air, weightless.

He drags his mouth from her neck to her lips and he's kissing her finally, his tongue as controlling as every other part of him. It's a passionate kiss, one that consumes. She fears she would orgasm just from the way he's kissing her, his fingers pumping in and out of her slowly, dragging his fingers in and out and in and out, pulsing with a rhythm that only he understood.

When he splays his fingers inside her, deliberately stretching her as his free hand moves to her ass and finds the curvature that dips inwards.

Her gasp is swallowed in his mouth as he penetrates his fingers into her anal hole, opening her there too.

Both holes filled, she loses herself in the euphoria, in the pleasure that is too overwhelming for words. Yet, she knows this isn't enough. She needs more. She needs something bigger, something harder. She needs his cock inside of her.

His fingers move in and out of her two holes easily, stretching her. The swing sways with his movement, making it easier for him.

She wants to ask him what he plans to do when he suddenly moves away from her again, her holes gaping, inner walls clenching and trying to close around nothing.

He picks up a long string of anal beads from the table. "We'll just fill you up here first," he says.

She's never tried anal before. She has never tried anything before and she wishes she was brave enough to argue and tell him to slow down, but a part of her is too curious to ask him to slow down. She wants to see what would happen if he keeps doing what he wants- she wants to feel what will happen.

He walks around her and she suddenly understands why the whole swing is made with the soft sort of mesh that lets him open up a hole where her opening is and spread her cheeks wide.

She hisses when he applies cold lubricant into her, using his fingers to press into the walls and coat her insides with copious amount of lube first.

His lips are warm on her neck, kissing her lightly as he opens her up, two fingers, and a third once she is stretched open enough to take him.

His touch is almost tender as his other hand rests on her stomach, pressing her inwards so her body is fucking into his fingers.
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​​​Chapter One: Disaster Date

[image: ]




Vanessa is rapidly losing interest in her 'date'. He's good-looking and pretty interesting in theory. He's an entrepreneur and is always on the look for great ideas. She just didn't think he would be on the look for said great ideas while he's on a date with her.

He had been droning on and on about how much money he could stand to make on his latest 'revolutionary idea'. It has something to do with solar panels and self-filling water. Or something. She really stopped paying attention ten minutes ago.

A ridiculously hot guy walks into the bar and she gladly lets herself be distracted by the strong jaw and powerful build.

She wishes she could trade her date for that guy.

The online dating website had set her up with the guy and their time together is looking less and less like a date and more and more like a scam. She makes a mental note to block the guy after she manages to extract herself from her current predicament.

It's not like he didn't try to be interesting. He was all suave and interested in getting her in bed when they first got together but now that he realized she's a flight attendant for private jets, he began to think of her as a job opportunity rather than a quick lay.

She doesn't know which is worse, really.

She's a flight attendant trainee, which is to say she does everything a flight attendant does, but she's doing it for free at the moment. She's only eighteen, though. She's lucky to have this job in the first place.

She has a lot of online courses that she has yet to finish hand once her training period is completed successfully, her employers agree to pay for her to get an actual degree so she can be a paid stewardess.

Oh great. The guy's trying to pitch ideas to her so she can invest. Or get some of her rich clients to invest. He promises to double- no, triple- her initial investment.

Losing interest in her date altogether, she focuses instead on the hot guy, who's getting more and more attractive by the second. He  finds a seat in the most isolated part of the bar, a booth in the corner. His dark hair is so black it almost glistens in the fluorescent light and his clothes, even from afar, looks expensive. He wears them really well, too.

She's experienced with rich people wearing clothes that don't work for them at all. His suit seems tailored specifically for his dimensions, shifting appropriately when he moves. He manages to get a drink and she silently approves of the choice of whiskey on rocks.

Her date had ordered two glasses of beer without asking her what she wanted. She's lucky the bouncer let her in at all. She's nowhere close to twenty-one years old. She isn't interested in drinking it, though. She tried beer once before and she doesn't like the bitter taste it leaves behind.

"Vanessa, are you listening to me?" her date asks.

"Huh?" She turns her attention back to her date, whose name she realizes she has forgotten already.

"So, what do you think?" he continues. "I think five-thousand to start and we'll go from there??" he flashes her a smile that makes her want to slap his face.

She has five thousand dollars in her bank, but only through painstakingly saving every penny she earns. She wants to get a degree and even if her employer sponsors her education, she still needs to pay for food and accommodations. "Look," she starts, trying to find a way of letting him down gently. "I thought this was a date, not a marketing opportunity?" she says finally, letting every bit of her disappointment drip into her voice.

"Oh," his face falls. "But you'll think about it, right?" he insists. "You'll be earning your money back in no time at all. You don't really need to go to college. I mean, the whole point is to make money and if you can-"

She stands up to get out of the uncomfortable situation. "I- I've got to go," she says, not even bothering to  come up with a good reason.

"Wait," he cries out suddenly. His hand shoots out and he grabs her by her wrist hard enough to pinch.

She tries to yank her hand back instantly, but his grip is tight and it only causes herself more pain.

"Just- why don't you sit down and have a drink before you go? You barely touched the drink," he says, gesturing to the beer on the table in front of her.

"Why don't you drink it?" she counters, pushing it towards him. "I'm not really a fan of beer," she says. A part of her wonders if he's being pushy because he doesn't even have enough to pay for the drinks, but she recalls him paying for the drink the moment it was set down, so that's not it.

To her surprise, he eyes her drink with distaste, which is odd considering he had downed his own glass so readily. The expression passes as quickly as it had appeared and she wonders if she was imagining things. "I'm sorry for being pushy. I know I can be really passionate-"

Pushy, she thinks to herself.

"-when it comes to my projects. Why don't you sit down? I've been talking about myself all day. Tell me about yourself," he urges, nudging the drink her way.

That's- well, that's nice of him, actually. She doesn't have much free time to herself and she would really like to have a good time. He's good-looking enough and she's always been interested in having sex with a hot white guy. Not that she's had much experience in that regard. She's been trying to put herself out there and experiment a little bit, live free and be more... open-minded  with new experiences and all that, but it's difficult when the people she seems to meet are douches.

"Sit. Have a drink. You can decide whether you still like me after you finish that," he says.

He's being awfully insistent about her drinking the beer. She sets her jaw and tries to remember if she had left him alone with her drink. "I'm not a fan of beer," she repeats.

"The brew here is really good," he insists.

"Why don't you drink it and I'll have something else?" she is pushing it at this point, trying to get him to drink it himself.

His jaw tense and there's real anger in his eyes for a second before he manages to mask it with a smile that doesn't quite reach his eyes. She attempts to pull her hand away but it's impossible. She has always been petite and she's feeling that size difference now. He's not even a particularly big man and he's able to keep her right where he wants her.
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Chapter Two: Knight
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She could scream and cause a scene, but she's never been one to start trouble and this place is foreign to her. It's only supposed to be an overnight stop for her before she's flying again the next day.
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