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I'm going to lose my job.

The words echoed clearly in my head. These were probably my future-employers and I was going to lose my job even before I had begun. All for a little fun.

There was no doubt about it. I tried to close my legs together, but it was too much effort to keep my legs closed whilst dangling in the air. The pull of the straps made it so that having my legs apart was the most comfortable position.

My arms and legs were sore from being stretched for so long and my nipples begged to be released from the clamps. The nipple clamps attached to the base of my nipples made every little move result in jolts of pleasure, sizzling through my body despite the shame I was feeling.

Saliva dripped from the corners of my mouth from biting into the rubber gag for so long and the anal bead was still stuffed into my hole securely.

Once the men and women entered, conversation stopped completely. They stared at me with surprise clear in their eyes. I was blushing red from head to toe. This was not how I had hoped to greet my employers. Of the six, only three were familiar. Scott and Jasmine were captain and co-captain of the flight while Killian was my trainer.

Killian's look of disapproval burned through me, though the rest of them were looking at me with a desire and hunger that was all-too-familiar. After all, I had been wearing that same look for the past few hours.

"What is this, Killian?" the older man in the expensive-looking suit asked, turning to my dark-haired supervisor in surprise.

My face burned red with shame, and I pleaded to him with my eyes. Please come up with a cover story. Please come up with a cover story.

I recited the mantra in my head, hoping that he would somehow think of something to get me out of this conundrum without getting me fired at the same time. I had been working behind the scenes all this time and had not had a chance to meet the owner of the private craft yet.

He looked pleased though, and that was a good sign. Something for Killian to work with.

"Mr. Garrick, Sir," Killian started, clearing his throat. "This is a new feature in the flight. Perhaps I would let her explain it to you."

Oh crap. I had to think quickly.

Mr. Garrick was in his late thirties and had two black, burly bodyguards who looked to be around his age as well.

I inhaled sharply when Killian pulled the ball gag from my mouth. I flashed the men my best smile. My legs were still spread wide open, showing off my glistening pussy. My naked body was exposed completely to them and I had to convince them that no, I did not just get left behind by a sadistic lover I picked up from the bar and I was meant to be here.

I said the only thing I could think of.

"Good evening, Mr. Garrick. I will be your in-flight entertainment for the day."

Fuck me.
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His lips were warm as he pulled my head to his, lips smashing into mine with dominant brutality. When he realized the panties were in the way, he pulled his head back and quickly got rid of it.

I barely had time to inhale before his lips were on mine again, dominating every breath of air I took. It was almost painful the way he sucked on my bottom lip and tongue, taking control of my mouth utterly and completely as he pressed my body against his hard body firmly with his hands on my buttocks.

I felt as if I was burning up inside. His cock penetrated me slowly and I bucked against him, feeling the head of his cock enter me.

The sane part of my mind screamed at me to stop this madness. There were several men around us, watching, waiting eagerly for their turns. I had turned from the dancer who wouldn't even take her clothes off, to someone who was offering herself to be fucked as her voyeuristic captors watched.

I wrapped my legs around his firm hips and he held me in the air with his hands secured tightly on my buttocks. I sighed into his mouth as the pressure from my arms were reduced and my pussy clenched around his cock.

"You're fucking tight," he growled as we surfaced for air. My lip felt bruised from his dominating kiss. I felt someone coming from behind me and gasped when hands reached around my torso and grabbed my breasts.

"Ahh!" I jerked around in Mikhail's grasp, though his hands were like marble on my ass, keeping me attached to his body tightly.

Mikhail spread my butt cheeks open so that his friend could fuck me easier and I wiggled to try and get free.

"It's too big! It won't f-"

My protest was cut short as his lips crashed onto mine, swallowing anything I was going to say. His tongue dipping to my mouth, tasting my skin. There was a wildness that brewed beneath the uniforms and I knew that they men weren't going to leave until they've fucked my brains out.

It was unfair how much control the men had over the entire situation. It was unfair that I was completely naked while the only naked, lewd parts of their bodies were buried inside mine. What they offered wasn't fair either. They were offering bliss that transcended physical sensations. They offered a slice of heaven.

My legs tightened around Mikhail as he penetrated into me completely, impaling me with his throbbing cock. His thighs spasmed as he fitted himself inside me. I could feel the wall inside me separating the two men's cock being stretched as Leo started pushing into me.

When both men started penetrating me with their hard, throbbing cocks, I was pliant. Lost. The fierce possession and harsh treatments turned me on.

Dominance oozed from their muscular bodies and they demanded utter compliance as they double penetrated me.

"Oh god," I murmured, body reacting to the sensation of two cocks pushing into me, spreading me apart from the inside. My inner walls clenched tightly and relaxed, alternating between welcoming the cocks deeper into me and trying to keep them inside.
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My cheek rested against the cool, silky fabric and I felt myself being moved. The table lifted until I was completely upright so that I could see nothing in front of me. I couldn't see what was happening to my body and it filled me with an unspeakable fear.

The light turned on and I was suddenly basked in it.

The stage was suddenly very cool against my damp and newly bared skin. The audience inhaled almost collectively, sucking out all the air from the theater hall. I knew what they were seeing.

They saw a rectangular wall wrapped in satin and a pair of plump breasts exposed from a hole. A little down below my breasts was another gaping hole where my legs were spread wide open, showing my glistening pussy lips.

Without warning, rough tongues found my already hardened nipples, licking it and wetting it thoroughly before blowing upon it so that it was harder still. I moaned loudly, throwing my head back and pushing my breasts outwards even more so that they could access my exposed flesh better.

The two men paid close attention to my nipples, licking and sucking upon them, expert tongues moving in lazy circles, teeth nipping gently.

I let out small cries of surprise when they pinched my nipple between sharp teeth. Delicious tingling sensation moved like a low bass vibration from my breasts to my groin and lower still, making my pussy wet with juice.

I writhed in my bondage, hands clenching into tight fists in my helplessness. Their touches were languid, slowly building up the tension in my body to almost unbearable levels. My body fluttered with fear and anticipation and I was quickly lost to the pleasures of their tongues on my body.

Fingers grasped my soft mounds, squeezing and kneading the naked flesh there, closing in to draw out the pebbled, tortured tip that was no doubt bright red from the torment.

Warm hands cupped my sex abruptly and I cried out so loudly it rang in the hall in a most unnatural manner. I wished I sounded sexier. I wished my breasts were bigger and nicer looking. I wished I could see what was happening to my body!

I shuddered in fear and anticipation. I had neither the strength nor the will to fight back as fingers danced over my sex, brushing the supersensitive nub of flesh there before moving inward.

"Ohh..." I moaned, mortified by the way my body immediately responded to the touch. I didn't even know who was touching me, but the fingers felt calloused and large. Definitely a man's hand.

I couldn't believe I was letting a stranger touch me like this, and in front of an audience no less. Yet, I was getting immeasurable turned on by what the unnamed men were doing, like some desperate animal in heat. I mewled as fingers penetrated my folds, moving in to spread me from the inside. . .
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(Exhibitionism, Public Humiliation, BDSM)

Daisy Rose

Flight Attendant-in-training, Alicia Manning just wants to have a little fun with a sexy hunk she picked up at a bar.

Her first mistake was taking the fun onto a private jet.

Her second was underestimating her date, who lost no time in tying her up in a swing and leaving her to hang, literally.

When the owners of the airplane appear, she quickly claims to be special in-flight entertainment. A third mistake that will cause her to be spanked and filled by the strong alpha males who are used to entertainment of a certain kind...
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"Check out the hot guy at twelve o'clock," the woman at the table next to me whispered loudly. I looked away from my date to see who the woman was drooling after. My date had been droning on and on about how much money he could stand to make on his latest 'revolutionary new idea'.

The hot guy at her twelve o'clock had just walked into the bar and he was indeed, very hot. If my blind date scored a 8/10 on the hotness scale, the new guy was a solid 10.

Despite his good looks - my date, not the hot guy - I wasn't having a good time at all. The online website had set me up with him and our time together was looking less and less like a date and more and more like a scam. I made a mental note to get a refund from the dating site for not vetting the man enough.

The date had started off promisingly but was now spiraling into a lecture that I couldn't wait to walk away from. To be honest, I was interested in his idea at first. He was a programmer and he had been working on a new app that he hoped to put in the market. Unfortunately, when he realized I work as a flight attendant for private jets, he started looking at my job as an opportunity to make himself famous.

I was an flight attendant-in-training. That is to say, I did everything an air stewardess was supposed to do except that I did it for free because of the 'in-training' attached to the back of my work title.

He wanted me to pitch the idea to the wealthy customers in order to get funding.

When I turned down that idea, he started talking about how he would be able to double my investment in just a few short months. He was talking as if my investing in his idea was a done deal. Fat chance. I may be young but I certainly wasn't stupid.

Losing interest in my date altogether, I focused instead on the 10/10 guy, who was increasing in hotness at the same rate that my date was decreasing. My date had dropped from an 8 to a 4.5 due to his personality.

Soft music played in the background, not loud enough to drown out the grating salesman who was still talking in my general direction. The dim lighting made it hard to have a clear look at hottie's face.

The hottie had sat down at the end of the bar. He had dark brown hair that almost shined in the light and looked to be in his early thirties. His clothes were stylish and expensive looking.

"He's hot. I wonder if he's single," the woman's friend responded as my 'date' continued on about all the challenges he may face in the near future with an elaborate scheme on how he was going to tackle those challenges.

"He's in a bar alone on a Friday night. Of course he's single."

I stared dreamily at him, silently approving his choice of drinks. Whiskey on the rocks. My 'date' had ordered two glasses of beer without even asking me what I wanted. My beer laid untouched on the table while he had downed his two minutes after the waiter set it in front of him.

My neighbor twirled her long silky hair in her fingers as she tried to seduce the sexy stranger from thirty feet away.

"Alicia- Alicia!"

"Huh?" I turned my attention back to my date, whose name I had forgotten ten minutes into his presentation.

"So, what do you think? I think you can start with just a modest $2,000 investment, and then we'll go from there?"

He flashed me a winning smile that didn't quite reach his eyes.

"Oh shit! He's coming this way!"

I resisted the urge to turn to the stranger coming out way and focused on letting down my date gently.

"Look-" I paused. I had forgotten his name. I think it started with a D. Dick? Douche? Dingo? I let it go. "I thought this was a date, not a marketing opportunity," I said finally.

"Oh," his face fell. "You'll think about it though?' he insisted.

"Yeah. Maybe," I lied, standing up to get out of the uncomfortable situation. "I got to go."

"Wait!" he cried out suddenly. His hand shot out and grabbed my wrist hard enough to bruise.

"Ow!" I reacted instantly by pulling my hand back, but his grip was tight and it only caused myself more pain. His eyes glowed, but not just from the alcohol.

"You should finish your drink," he insisted, gesturing to the untouched beer on the table.

"Why don't you drink it? I'm not a fan of beer," I pushed the drink to his side of the table, but he eyed it with distaste, which was weird considering how he downed his own drink so quickly.

"Just a sip, darling. I'm sure you'll start enjoying yourself more once you've drank a little."

I set my jaw and tried to remember if I had left him alone with my drink. He was being too suspicious. "I should go," I attempted to pull my hand away again. It was like I was being gripped by a solid rock.

"Is anything wrong?" a sexy voice growled from beside me.

I turned to the man standing next to me with pleading eyes. The hunky guy looked even hotter up close. Dark hair, curled in front with a few loose tendrils covering his hazel eyes. His skin had a healthy tan and he was much taller than he looked. He had the physique and tone of a gymnastic athlete.

His expression was serious as he turned from me to my 'date'.

"Mind your own business," Dick-face said.

"You should let her go," he gestured to my wrist and raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow.

"Fine. She's not worth it anyways," he said, letting go.

I cradled my wrist, mentally kicking myself as he tossed a twenty on a table before angrily pushing himself off his seat and stomping out of the bar.

"Are you okay?" the sexy hunk asked me, his expression softening.

"I owe you one," I said with a smile.

"Let me buy you a drink then," he responded without missing a beat. I could feel the jealous eyes from the women behind him, glaring holes into my skull from snatching the hottie from right under his noses.

"Are you always this suave?" I mentally kicked myself. Just say yes, you moron.

"Always ready to save a damsel in distress."

"Alright," I smiled. "One drink. Preferably not that one," I pointed to the untouched beer on the table.

"No. I think he might've put something in there," he said.

Blood rushed to my cheeks and I nodded, "You got that vibe too?"

"Yeah," he said, walking towards the bar. "Let me get you a drink to calm down," he said. "Then maybe we can bring this somewhere more... private?"

The bar was crowded with people, most of them busy with their own drinks and their own dates. The soft music was quickly being overwhelmed by chattering crowd.

"I know just the place," I said with confidence.
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"This is amazing."

I waited for him to get over the fact that we were on a private jet reserved for the richest of men.

On the short drive here, I found out that Warren was a few years my senior. He worked as a lawyer for some big shot company and was on his way to being a partner. Recently single, the sexy hunt wanted the thrill of banging a stranger without the strings attached. All good points in my book.

"What're you waiting for?" I said, having taken off my clothes and draped myself over the seats.

He didn't even notice. Instead, he was too busy exploring the cockpit. "Can you fly this thing?" he asked.

I sighed and nodded, "Yes, but barely." I've watched enough takeoffs to know how to operate the flying aircraft, but if anything were to occur out of the norm and standard procedure, I would be completely lost.

Perhaps taking him on a private tour on a plane was not the best idea I've had. It had been months since I'd last had a lover, and even longer since I'd been able to let myself go completely.

The date was supposed to end with a quick bang and a relaxing sleep. Instead, I had impressed my date with my choice of environment so much that he decided exploring the plane was more interesting than licking my sopping wet cunt.

And I was dripping wet, with juice leaking out of my pussy as I waited for him to make full use of this chance to bang me.

When he finally returned from the cockpit, he took a look at me and his lips quirked a little at the corners. "You're an excited one, aren't you?"

I didn't even think to lie. "I've been waiting for this all night." I opened my legs wide, draping my right leg over the seat and letting my left leg fall over the couch so that he could see how glistening wet I was.

My clothes was folded nicely on the table and I was one hundred percent ready for him to bang me. Usually, I was good at reading people but Warren threw me completely.

"I was thinking we'd use some toys I found in the cockpit."

My attention went to the bag he held in his hands and my eyes widened when he pulled out a leather strap from inside the bag.

"I don't think we should be touching those," I murmured, suddenly shy.

"Nobody will ever find out," he said, taking a pair of handcuffs out from the bag and setting it next to the leather straps.

I closed my legs, face red with shame, and joined him on the floor as he pulled out one kinky toy after another, most of which I did not even know the names of.

"I believe this sex swing should go on the beam there," he pointed at the ceiling of the plane. Sure enough ,there was an overhead beam where leather straps could be attached.

"Have you used these before?" I asked, feeling out of my depth as he started pulling more and more toys out. There were paddles and whips, candles, canes, crops, clamps, and so many other toys that we were fast filling the floor with the assorted sex devices.
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