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​​​Look Inside

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. 


Sexy Hunk In A Bar

"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. 
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