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The door of the passenger cabin opening made me lower the magazine from in front of my face. It got me a sight of the pilot stepping into view.

“It’s almost time, Katherine,” he said. “I just got a call from the terminal building. The car is on its way.”

“OK,” I replied, but didn’t move.

Ryan’s gaze fixed on the way my long legs were stretched out along the comfortable sofa. Lounging on the seat during the wait had made the short skirt of my flight attendant uniform hitch higher on my thighs and it put a lot of smooth, tanned skin on show. The smile that spread across his face showed he liked what he was looking at although he’d seen a lot more.

Not that there was really anything between us other than the occasional liaison to relieve the boredom of an overnight stay in a hotel. I dropped one of my feet to the floor and knew I was giving him a flash of panties until I did the same with my other foot.

“If only we had time,” he joked.

“You wish,” I teased him as I rose to my feet.

“Make sure you’re ready,” he told me.

I nodded before he left and felt the prickle of anticipation. Working for the private jet company was well paid, but that was only one of the perks of the job. Plenty of wealthy individuals used the luxury planes, with most just interested in traveling in style and comfort. However, there were a few who looked for some extra services during the trips and I wasn’t averse to helping them join the mile-high club.

Dylan Talbot was one of those who liked to play and it was him on his way in the car. It promised to make the last flight of my working week interesting. If it was anything like previous meetings with him, I’d end up having some fun and getting a big tip.

Smoothing the hem of my skirt down into place, I quickly moved around to tidy up and got the place looking pristine. Once I finished, I put on the jacket of my uniform then left the cabin to get off the plane, so I could wait at the bottom of the steps.

It wasn’t long before the black sedan came into sight and I kept my eyes on it all the way to it stopping by the side of the plane. The driver gave me a nod when he got out and moved to the rear of the vehicle.

“That’s you, sir,” he said when he opened the door.

I put a smile on my face when I saw Dylan come into view, but felt the slight pang of disappointment when a woman followed out of the vehicle. It appeared I wouldn’t be alone with him on this occasion. However, I didn’t let my expression change and greeted him professionally.

“It’s a pleasure to have you traveling with us again, Mr. Talbot.”

“Thank you, Katherine,” he replied. “This is my wife, Sophie.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Mrs. Talbot,” I said when I turned my attention to her. “If you come on board, I’ll get you settled in for the trip.”

Sophie simply nodded and I ushered her and Dylan up the stairs onto the jet. The pilot greeted the pair of them, but the discussion was short. When it ended, I took them into the passenger cabin.

“Is there anything I can get you before we take off?” I asked when they were sitting, with their seat belts fastened.

“I wouldn’t mind a brandy,” Dylan said. “It’s been a long day.”

“And you?” I asked Sophie.

“Same,” she said and smiled.

I nodded before walking across to the drinks cabinet. Opening it up, I got a couple of clean glasses to pour the drinks then took them across to Dylan and Sophie.

“There you go,” I said. “If there’s nothing else, I’ll inform the pilot you’re ready.”

“Thanks,” Dylan said.

I saw them clink the glasses together then take a drink before I moved over to the door. A glance back showed their gazes on me, so I gave them a parting smile. When I left the cabin, I walked to the cockpit to inform Ryan we were ready. I then went to my seat and strapped myself in for takeoff.

Leaning to the side, I watched out the window as we taxied to the end of the runway. The familiar rush of exhilaration was there when I felt the roar of the engines. It got the plane moving to speed along the concrete and eventually soar up into the air. The seat belt sign was switched off when we reached cruising altitude and I was quick to get to my feet.

I first went to the cockpit to see if Ryan and the co-pilot wanted anything. After serving them coffee, I went along to the passenger cabin and knocked before letting myself in. It got me the sight of Dylan still sitting in his seat studying some papers on the table in front of him.

Sophie had moved across to the sofa and was lounging on it like I had been during the wait for them to arrive. The hem of her skirt had hitched up to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of stocking tops and I heard the amusement in her apology when she saw I’d noticed.

“Sorry.”

“Oh, no, it’s..., uh, fine,” I stammered.

“She can be such a tease,” Dylan said.

I looked to him to see his attention was now fixed squarely on me. My gaze flitted back to the smile on Sophie’s face before returning to Dylan. I suddenly had the sense that his wife being on the plane might not actually stop the fun. There was one way to find out for sure and I jumped on it.

“Shall I lock the cabin door?”

“Yes.”

The answer from Sophie put my attention on her and I didn’t move at first. I watched her sit up and knew things were about to get a little risque when she touched her fingertips on the hem of her skirt to ease up the material. It put more than a teasing glimpse of her stocking tops on show and I felt the butterflies in my belly.

“My husband likes to watch and I like to show him, so...,” she said and left the comment hanging.

I slid my tongue around my lips as I hurried over to the door. Flicking the catch locked us inside. Not that it was really needed. The pilot and co-pilot left me to look after the passengers once we were airborne and they likely wouldn’t emerge from the cockpit until we landed at our destination. That left me free to have some fun and I intended to throw myself fully into doing so.

My gaze fixed on the stocking tops when I walked back to the sofa. The dark black contrasted with the pale white of Sophie’s smooth skin. It stirred something in me and I felt the flush of heat between my thighs. I’d always been bi-sexual, so the chance to be with a pretty, older woman was one I savored.

“You were right,” Sophie said when she looked past me towards Dylan. “She is pretty.”

I glanced over my shoulder to see him rise to his feet and was sure he was going to do a lot more than just watch. He picked up his drink from the table to finish his brandy then put down the empty glass before stepping towards us. A grip on my wrist got me focused on Sophie.

“Forget about him just now,” she said. “You like girls, don’t you?”

I dropped my gaze to the way she spread her legs. It was a luscious sight that revealed more smooth thigh and I let the tip of my tongue play on my top lip.

“Yes,” I answered.

“Then show me,” Sophie urged and tugged on my wrist.

I willingly dropped down to my knees before her. A flash of panties wasn’t what I got, with Sophie spreading her legs wider to show she wore nothing below the skirt. Her tight slit was shaved bare and there was no taking my eyes from the gorgeous sight until she let go of my wrist to caress her hand on my cheek. The touch slid to my hair to pull me forward and I felt my heart rate jump when her lipstick-red lips pressed softly on mine.

“Told you she would go for it.”

The comment by Dylan ended the kiss. He was standing by the side of me now and there was no missing the obvious sign that watching me with his wife was having an effect. It was Sophie who reached out to press her hand against his crotch.

“You wait your turn like a good boy,” she teased him and groped his growing erection through his trousers before returning her hand to my head.

The grip on my hair didn’t pull me to another kiss. It dragged my mouth down to stocking tops and I loved the silky feel of sheer nylon against my lips.

“Good girl,” Sophie let out in a gasping voice when she threw herself back on the sofa.

She shuffled around to slide her butt to the very edge and I got my hands on her legs. Feeling my fingertips gliding up the nylon as I kissed from stocking tops onto smooth skin was an aphrodisiac that flushed hot arousal between my thighs.

My breathing grew ragged as I got my hands to the hem of Sophie’s skirt. As I eased the material higher, I followed it with kisses until I got my lips on the shaved softness of her plump, luscious mound. The clench of her muscles made her groan as she pushed towards the attention I gave her.

Trailing slow, sensual licks along her pretty slit got her shaved skin wet. She settled a hand on the back of my head looking for more and I eagerly gave it by wiggling my tongue against her flushed lips to ease it inside.

“Yes,” she gasped.

The breathless excitement in her voice got to me and I shoved my head forward to go after her taste. Her muscles tensed and I could feel them quivering when she closed her thighs around my head. Licking out a hot wife while her husband watched me being a dirty girl was a turn on and I got my tongue working harder to lap against the velvety softness of slick pussy.

She pushed harder on my head to keep me in place and I gave her what she wanted with a hungry passion. It seemed to hit the right spot and she started to writhe against me. Her thighs eventually parted a little to ease the pressure on my head and I gasped for breath when I pulled back. A glance to the side showed Dylan had his hard cock in his hand.

“Get it wet for me,” Sophie encouraged him.

I got my hands on her inner thighs and my eyes stayed on her as I slid the touch higher. A caress on her flushed, swollen mound made her hips judder and her neck stretched out when she rocked her head back. It stretched her body out and her breath came out in hoarse, rasping pants when I used my fingers to expose her clitoris.

Flicking my thumb on the little swollen button had Sophie crying out. The turbulence we suddenly hit wasn’t severe, but enough to rock the plane a little. It stopped me for a moment and a glance behind showed Dylan dropping to his knees. I knew the way in which he was about to get his erection wet and felt the shivers when he grabbed the short skirt of my uniform to drag it up the back of my thighs.

My hair was grabbed to bring my attention back to Sophie and I ducked my head down to get my mouth on her clitoris this time. Fast, flickering licks had her squirming, but tension filled her body when I wrapped my lips around the erect bud to suck on it. The way she started to grind against me soaked my lips with the sweet taste of her arousal, but my head popped up when my panties were dragged down.

“He’s a bad man,” Sophie teased when she made me look her in the eyes.

That’s the way I stayed when Dylan’s fingers grasped my buttocks to spread them. He went after my asshole first and it was me getting pleasure from fast, flickering licks now. Sophie pulled my head back down and I got my tongue playing on her clitoris, while I was teased and tormented by licks as well.

They slid down onto my pussy and I pushed back to get more of them. Dylan pulled harder on my ass cheeks as he forced her face against them and I let out muffled groans when his tongue slipped inside. It didn’t stay there long though.

“Get it wet,” Sophie urged him.

I got fingers to her slick entrance when I backed off to catch a breath. Her head rocked back to stretch out her body once more when she felt the penetration and the sound of her soft, whimpering groans didn’t only excite me.

The brushing touch of Dylan’s erection rubbing on my pussy lips didn’t stop me and I got my tongue back on Sophie’s clitoris, while I finger fucked her. If anything, feeling his hard cock spread me open made me lick his wife harder and she grabbed at my hair to pull me onto her.

Hands grasped at my hips, with the slow stroking of Dylan’s erection fucking into me quickly becoming the hard slap of his groin crashing against my naked ass. It forced me forward onto Sophie and her groans became more desperate as I gave her my fingers hard.

“Yes, fuck yes bitch,” she gasped as she tightened her grip on my hair to keep me between her thighs.

I could tell she was close when she really started grinding against me. Her movements became more frantic and I slid my fingers knuckle-deep to hold them inside her, while I swept rougher licks across her clitoris.

Dylan kept fucking me until he heard his wife’s gasping curses in the last seconds of the climb to orgasm. He brought our bodies together to hold his full length inside me as I licked harder still to push Sophie all the way. Her back arched tightly in a moment of still before a convulsion ripped through her when the hot burn of pleasure between her thighs exploded to a climax.

The uninhibited release swept through her body to make her writhe around on my fingers, while I pushed back onto the rigid hardness of her husband’s erection. Dylan rolled his hips to shove against me and I clenched my inner muscles around his shaft as Sophie’s excitement soared to a high.

Her back arched again and she stayed like that in the final throes of orgasm before it sapped her strength to make her slump down. Dylan pulled out of me right away and dragged my panties off before rising to his feet, with Sophie pulling my hand from between her thighs then dropping to her knees on the floor.

It was me watching now and shivers trickled down my spine when Sophie took Dylan’s erection in her mouth. That it was slick with my arousal seemed to delight her and she hungrily sucked on it to take the taste. The quick and dirty blowjob ended with her pulling me to a kiss. When it ended, she looked to her husband and smiled.

“Now I get to see,” she said.

Dylan grabbed my wrist to pull me closer to the sofa when he dropped down to sit on it. He then got his hands on my hips to turn me, so I was facing away from him and I understood what was wanted when he yanked my skirt up. Shuffling into position, I straddled his legs and let him pull me down onto his lap.

Sophie scampered forward on all fours to get in position in front of us and she took hold of his erection to guide the tip to my pussy. Her mouth opened wide as she watched it slip inside me. Her head darted forward, so she could get her tongue on his shaft and I felt it sweep across my clitoris when I’d taken his full length.

While she kept licking, his hands came around my chest to loosen the buttons of my blouse. It enabled him to drag my bra down to make my tits spill free, with his fingers sinking into my flesh to grope me.

My curses came out in gasping breaths when I looked down to the disheveled state of my uniform. The hot tension of arousal made me push back harder against him and I swiveled my hips to move about in his lap as Sophie licked harder on my clit. I saw her hand latch onto Dylan’s balls and his groans sounded in my ear.

His thumbs started to flick across my stiff nipples, with the touches I was getting from a horny, older couple driving me crazy. The pulsing contractions of my muscles grew stronger as Sophie kept licking. Dylan let go of my tits to slide his hands down to my hips.

I knew what he wanted and pushed back harder still against his muscular torso to lift myself up a little. It enable him to start fucking me and it was too much. Feeling his thickly swollen cock drive hard into me, while Sophie kept the pressure on me with rasping licks, got me edging and my hips bucked as the burning tingle of heat between my thighs finally burst to a climax.

Sophie gasped when she pulled back to watch me writhing around on her husband’s hard cock. She urged him on to fuck me and I was lost to orgasm as he pushed up against my weight. My breathing came out heavily when I lifted myself up again and suddenly his erection was pounding into me as he gave in to a primal lust.

I closed my eyes tightly as the height of my pleasure was met with hammering thrusts that got me used like a slut. Dylan didn’t stop until his excitement peaked. When I heard his grunt of release, I pushed down onto him and felt the hot bursts of cum erupting deep inside my pussy. It made me writhe around to help milk his balls dry until the rush of heady elation finally started to fade from his body.

“Let me see,” Sophie said.

Dylan’s grip tightened to help me lift up until his cum started to trickle down his shaft. Sophie leaned in to lick on it and I knew what would happen when her head came up. She grabbed my hair to pull me forward and I tasted the cum on her tongue when we kissed. It ended with my gaze on her wicked smile.

“I see why he likes you,” she teased.

“Will you accompany him on more business trips?” I asked and saw her smile widen.

It was enough to show me she would and that I could expect her to be onboard again. That would make traveling with them fun and I was in no doubt they would get me between them for more mile-high threesomes.

The End
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A knock on the door ended the kiss when I jerked my head back. My gaze met Jeff’s and I saw the smirk on his face.

“Excited, dear?” he asked me cheekily.

The tease made me stick my tongue out at him.

“I don’t have to ask you that, do I?” I shot back and squirmed around on his lap to make my bum rub against the hardness of his erection. “Is it just for me?”

“You’ll have to answer the door to find out,” he told me.

That got me scrambling up to my feet and I pulled the hem of my miniskirt down into place on my thighs.

“What are you waiting for,” Jeff said and spanked my ass. “It was your idea.”

That wasn’t strictly true. I’d admitted to him that I had fantasies about us getting another woman involved in our love life. He was the one who’d actually set up the opportunity by hiring an escort. He hadn’t told me about it until I arrived earlier in the evening, but the tingle of anticipation it sparked hadn’t left my body since.

It was more than anticipation I felt when he raised his hand again. I skipped forward to avoid another spank and looked back when I reached the door of the lounge. The connection of our eyes meeting sent a shiver down my spine. He’d been fondling me under my skirt, while I sat on his lap. The rush of arousal I felt when I left the room to walk towards the door of his apartment wasn’t for the touch of a man though.

I’d had some fumbled experiences with female friends during my younger years, but I’d never actually been with a woman properly. That it was about to happen brought a lump to my throat and I swallowed hard to get rid of it when I stopped at the door.

“OK,” I let out under my breath and brushed fingers through my hair.

My hand trembled when I grasped the handle to open the door and the beautiful smile of a pretty escort turned me into a stammering wreck.

“Uh, K..., Kelly?” I queried.

“That’s me,” she answered and her smile widened when I just stared at her. “Are you going to invite me in or will we do it here?”

“Oh, uh..., yeah, yeah,” I blurted out and stepped aside.
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