
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER 1

“They want to do what to me?!” I asked, panicking. The pilot stared back at me with an exasperated look.

“Did you not read the full job posting?” he groaned. “Not again.”

I had been a flight attendant for over a decade, working for both major airlines and taking the occasional private gig. I had been inappropriately squeezed, grabbed, touched, and caressed more times than I could count. On a weekly basis married men would proposition me with wild promises after a few too many whiskeys.

I thought I had seen it all. Apparently, I was wrong. I was between airlines at the moment, working short, local flights on private planes to make ends meet. When I had seen the job listing for this flight, paying almost ten times the usual rate, I applied immediately. I probably should have read it more closely.

“I think you might have to find a different flight attendant,” I said, eyeing the exit. “I’m sorry to leave you short staffed, but I don’t know if I can do that.”

The pilot sighed and smiled. “It’s okay. I’ll let the clients know that we’re going to be a bit delayed while we call in a backup. Not the first time this has happened.” He reached for his phone.

“Wait,” I said. “What are they like, the clients?”

He put the phone down. “They’re very…particular. They know what they like. I’m not going to lie to you, it doesn’t seem like a walk in the park to meet their specific…needs. But I don’t think I’ve ever had a stewardess leave without a smile. They also tip really, really well.”

I could feel my resolve slipping. The last few months had been tight and I was barely scraping by. I had been counting on this job to clear up some credit card debt and get the interest charges under control. A tip would mean I might have enough left over to do something nice for myself as well.

“Can you explain free use to me one more time?” I asked the pilot.

The pilot leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers together contemplatively.

"Well, Jennifer," he began, "free use means exactly what it sounds like. The clients pay top dollar for your... services during the flight. In exchange, they get complete access to you - physically, emotionally, however they wish."

I felt a chill run down my spine despite the warm cabin temperature.

"These gentlemen expect you to cater to their every whim, no matter how unusual or explicit."

My mind raced, trying to process the implications. I was no "good girl" or virgin. Flying around the world for my job had afforded me many opportunities to sleep with men in exotic locations. I just never thought I'd consider actual sex work.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart. This was business, right? Just another unconventional client looking for some extra attention. I'd probably handled worse.

"So, do they get rough?" I asked, trying to keep my tone light and professional. Inside, a thousand alarms were blaring, warning me away from this precarious situation.

The pilot shrugged nonchalantly. "Sometimes, depends on what mood they're in. They don't take turns, either."

I swallowed hard, feeling queasy.

"I see," I managed to say, though my voice sounded weak even to my own ears. "And what exactly are the rules for this?"

The pilot shrugged. "I just know they're not technically supposed to injure you or leave any physical marks. At least not on purpose"

I nodded slowly, still struggling to wrap my head around the bizarre arrangement. The pilot seemed completely unfazed, which only added to my unease.

"And what about consent?" I pressed, needing to clarify. "Do I have a say in what happens?"

The pilot chuckled dryly. "Consent is implied when they hire you. Once the plane takes off, you're theirs to command. It's all part of the service."

A cold dread seeped into my bones. I couldn't shake the image of being at these men's mercy, forced to endure who-knew-what degradation and humiliation. And yet...

The prospect of earning such a massive sum of money was tempting. More than that, the thrill of the forbidden, the danger lurking beneath the surface, sent a shiver through me.

"I'll do it," I said, my voice shaky.

As soon as the words left my lips, I wanted to take them back. Panic set in, my stomach churning with anxiety. What had I just agreed to?

The pilot's face broke into a wide grin, clearly pleased with my decision. "Excellent choice, Jennifer. You won't regret this. I'll call their driver and tell them we're ready to take off. You should go back there and prep the cabin."

I numbly stood up, my legs feeling like jelly. As I made my way towards the rear of the plane, the pilot's cheerful farewell echoed behind me. I paused outside the galley, taking a deep breath to steady my nerves.

This was happening. I was really doing this.

With trembling hands, I began to tidy up the cabin, pretending to focus on the mundane tasks to distract myself from the horror show unfolding in my mind. Every so often, I caught a glimpse of myself in the polished chrome of a seatback, and the woman staring back looked pale and haunted.

As I arranged the pillows and blankets, I couldn't help but wonder what kind of men these clients were. Were they sadists who got off on inflicting pain? Creeps preying on vulnerable young women? Or simply wealthy perverts with a strange fetish? I would find out soon enough.


CHAPTER 2

15 minutes later, the door to the cabin opened with a soft hiss. I turned to greet our passengers, plastering on a bright smile. Six men stepped inside, tall and imposing figures clad in expensive suits. Their eyes scanned the cabin critically before locking onto me.

"Good afternoon, gentlemen," I greeted them warmly, extending a hand. "I'm Jennifer, your personal flight attendant today. Please, make yourselves comfortable."

The men filed in silently, their faces inscrutable. I led them to their seats, offering drinks and snacks as I went. Each man accepted a glass of champagne with a curt nod, their gazes never leaving mine.

As I poured the bubbly liquid, I noticed the way their eyes lingered on my curves, the slight smirk playing on their lips. It sent a shiver down my spine, but I kept my composure, focusing on the task at hand.

Once everyone had their drink, I retreated to the galley to collect my thoughts. I needed to mentally prepare myself for whatever lay ahead. Taking a deep breath, I tried to visualize success - collecting my hefty paycheck, impressing the clients, getting through this ordeal unscathed.

Just then, the intercom crackled to life. "Lady and gentlemen, this is your captain speaking. We'll be taking off shortly. Please fasten your seatbelts and return your electronic devices to airplane mode."

I felt a surge of adrenaline mixed with dread. It was happening. Once we were airborne, I would be at their mercy.

As the engines roared to life, the plane began its slow taxi towards the runway.

I moved methodically through the cabin, checking that everything was in order before taking my jump seat and buckling in. My heart pounded in my chest, a sickening mix of fear and anticipation building with each passing second.

Finally, the aircraft lifted off, soaring into the sky. The men sipped their champagne, seemingly unaffected by the altitude change. I, on the other hand, felt lightheaded, my palms slick with sweat.

As the plane leveled out, the pilot came back over the intercom. "We are officially at cruising altitude. You may unbuckle your seat belts and uh, move about the cabin."

I released my seatbelt with shaking hands, standing up to enter the cabin. The men watched me intently as I arrived.

"Does anyone need anything else to drink?" I asked the men.

One of the men, a burly individual with a thick beard, spoke up. "Actually, I could use a whiskey, if you wouldn't mind."

I nodded, trying to maintain my professional demeanor. As I made my way to the galley, I heard muffled conversations breaking out among the passengers. Their voices were low and gravelly, punctuated by occasional laughter.

Pouring the man's requested drink, I glanced back at him, expecting to see appreciation in his eyes. Instead, he was staring at me with an unnerving intensity, his gaze traveling from my face down to my cleavage, which was still visible above my uniform top.

I quickly handed him the refilled glass, eager to put some distance between us. "Is there anything else I can assist you with?" I asked, forcing a bright tone into my voice.

The man took a sip of his whiskey, eyeing me over the rim of the glass. A sly smile spread across his rugged features, sending a chill down my spine.

"For now, I'm just enjoying the view," he drawled, his voice dripping with innuendo. The other men snickered, their eyes now fixed on me too.

I felt like an exhibit in a zoo, on display for these leering strangers. Swallowing hard, I pasted on a polite smile. "Well, please let me know if you need anything at all during the flight."

Before I could turn and go back to the galley, I felt a hand on my thigh. My instinct was to slap it away, like I would have done on any other flight before this. But I suppressed it.

I remained frozen, my breath catching in my throat as the man's large palm continued to press against my leg, inching higher with each passing second. His touch was firm, almost possessive. Eventually his arm disappeared up my skirt and he reached my panties, fingering the soft lace gently.

I bit my lip to stifle a gasp, my body tensing up in shock and revulsion. This was going far beyond any boundary of professionalism. Yet, despite my outrage, I didn't immediately pull away. Some twisted part of me wondered how far this would escalate.

"Sir, I..." I started to protest weakly, but he silenced me with a finger to my lips.

"Shh," he murmured. "You don't talk."

His hand delved deeper, fingers looping under my panties, groping my bare flesh boldly. I closed my eyes, trying to block out the sensations coursing through me. But it was no use. His touch was electric, igniting a dark hunger within me that I'd never known existed.

As the man's fingers explored my most intimate areas, I felt a shameful heat building between my thighs. Despite my initial disgust, I found myself arching into his touch, craving more of the forbidden pleasure he offered.

He chuckled low in his throat, sensing my growing arousal. "That's it, baby," he purred, his voice dripping with lust. "Let me make you feel good."

He stood and his other hand slid up to cup my breast, squeezing the soft flesh roughly through my uniform blouse. I moaned softly, my resolve crumbling under the onslaught of sensation. I was lost in a haze of desire, my mind consumed by the primal urge to submit to this dominant stranger.

As he continued to fondle me, I became acutely aware of the other men watching with rapt attention, their eyes gleaming with excitement.

The awareness of the other men's gazes only heightened my shame and arousal. I felt exposed, like a wild animal on display for their entertainment. And yet, I couldn't bring myself to stop him. If anything, their presence seemed to fuel the fire burning inside me.

The man's grip on my breast tightened, his thumb brushing over my nipple through the fabric. I whimpered, my hips rocking involuntarily against his hand. He smiled, pleased by my reaction, and began to rub my clit in slow, deliberate circles.

Pleasure coiled tightly in my core, threatening to erupt at any moment. I knew I should push him away, but I was powerless to resist. All I could do was stand there, trembling and panting, as he fingered my clit.

Suddenly, he unzipped my skirt, letting it fall to my feet.

I stood there, naked from the waist down except for my tiny panties, my heart pounding wildly in my chest. The cool air of the cabin caressed my skin, making me acutely aware of my vulnerability. The man's eyes raked over my exposed body, drinking in every curve and contour.

Without warning, he spun me around and pressed me face-first against the armrest of a nearby seat. His hand returned to my pussy, two fingers plunging deep inside me. I cried out at the sudden intrusion, my walls clenching reflexively around his digits.

He pumped his fingers in and out of me relentlessly, curling them to hit that sensitive spot inside that made stars burst behind my eyelids. I grunted and writhed against the armrest, my breasts heaving with each ragged breath.

I couldn't believe what was happening - I'd never imagined a passenger, in the middle of a flight, violating me so publicly. And yet, the sheer depravity of it all only served to heighten my arousal. I was completely at his mercy, and the thought sent shivers down my spine.

His fingers continued their merciless assault on my g-spot, driving me closer and closer to the edge. I could feel my orgasm building, a tsunami of pleasure threatening to engulf me. Just when I thought I might pass out from the intensity, he withdrew his fingers abruptly.

"No cumming until I say so," he growled in my ear, his hot breath sending goosebumps racing across my skin. "Now get on your knees and show me what a good little slut you can be."

With trembling legs, I dropped to my knees, looking up at him with a mixture of fear and desperate longing.

I stared up at him, my mouth watering in anticipation as I awaited his command. He grasped his erection through his pants, stroking himself slowly as he regarded me with a predatory gaze.

"Open wide," he commanded, his voice low and husky. I parted my lips obediently, my tongue darting out to wet them in preparation.

He freed his cock from his trousers, allowing it to spring forth, thick and proud. Pre-cum already glistened at the tip, and I could smell the musky scent of his arousal.

Leaning forward, I wrapped my lips around the head of his dick, sucking gently as I looked up at him through half-lidded eyes. He groaned in approval, his hand tangling in my hair as he guided me further down his shaft.

I relaxed my throat, taking him deeper as he urged me on. His cock filled my mouth, stretching my lips wide around its girth.

He began to thrust shallowly, fucking my face with increasing urgency. I gagged occasionally, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes, but I didn't pull away. Instead, I focused on the vibrations of his cock against my tongue, the rough texture of his shaft against my palate, and the deep, guttural sounds of pleasure emanating from his throat.

The other men watched intently, their erections straining against their pants as they savored the spectacle of their fellow passenger dominating me so thoroughly. A second man stood and took his cock out, eager for his turn.

The man holding my head forced his cock deeper, hitting the back of my throat as he fucked my face with abandon. I choked and sputtered, tears streaming down my cheeks, but still I sucked and licked, determined to please him.

Just as I thought I might black out from lack of oxygen, he pulled back slightly, giving me a brief respite. I gulped in a few precious breaths before he plunged back in, setting a relentless pace.

From the corner of my eye, I saw the second man approach, his massive erection bobbing as he walked. Without a word, he grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head towards him, forcing me to release the first man's cock.

"My turn," he growled, pressing the head of his dick against my lips.

I opened my mouth instinctively, welcoming the new intruder. The second man's cock was even thicker than the first, and I had to stretch my jaw wide to accommodate it.

He didn't bother with gentle thrusts; instead, he slammed his hips forward, burying himself to the hilt in my throat. I felt like I was choking, my airway constricted by the immense girth of his member.

But even as I struggled to breathe, I couldn't deny the thrill of being used so brutally. It was degrading, yes, but also intensely arousing. My pussy throbbed with need, slick with my own juices.

The first man stepped forward again, his cock hard and ready once more. He gripped the back of my head, pulling me off the second man's dick and onto his own in one smooth motion.

I moaned around the thick meat in my mouth as the first man resumed his brutal pace, slamming into my throat with reckless abandon. Tears streamed down my face, my vision blurring from the combination of saliva and the intense stimulation of having my throat ravaged.

Meanwhile, the second man reached down to grab my breast through my uniform, pinching and twisting my nipple harshly. I cried out, the pain mixing with the overwhelming pleasure of being so thoroughly used.

Just as I thought I couldn't take anymore, the first man pulled out suddenly, leaving me gasping for air. Before I could recover, the second man hoisted me up by my armpits and bent me over the armrest of a nearby seat.

He rammed his cock into my dripping cunt without preamble, fucking me with savage intensity.

The second man's cock pounded into me mercilessly, his balls slapping against my clit with each brutal thrust. I screamed in ecstasy, my hands scrabbling at the seat cushion as he used me like a cheap fucktoy.

My mind reeled, unable to process the sheer intensity of the pleasure-pain cocktail assaulting my senses. Each brutal thrust drove me closer to the brink, my climax building to a fever pitch.

The first man sat on the seat in front of me, grabbing my hair to guide my head back onto his cock.

I let out a high-pitched whine as the first man's cock invaded my mouth once more, his salty precum coating my tongue. The dual sensations of being orally and vaginally penetrated simultaneously pushed me over the edge.

I came hard, my inner walls clamping down on the second man's pistoning cock as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. My vision went white, my screams muffled by the thick flesh filling my throat.

Through the haze of my orgasm, I felt the first man's cock twitch and pulse, signaling his impending release. He pulled me off his dick just as he erupted, shooting spurt after spurt of hot cum directly onto my face.

The second man followed suit, his cock jerking violently as he emptied himself deep inside me. I collapsed forward, spent and shaking, as the two men caught their breath.

I lay there, sprawled across the seat, the men's semen dripping down my face and legs. The taste was bitter and salty, mingling with the lingering flavor of their cocks on my tongue.

As I caught my breath, I became aware of the third man standing nearby, his erection still rock-hard and straining against his pants. He gave me a lewd grin, clearly eager to join in the debauchery.

"You're quite the slutty little flight attendant, aren't you?" he sneered, reaching down to unzip his fly. "I bet you've got a tight asshole too, don't you?"

Before I could respond, he grabbed my panties and ripped them off to expose my bare buttocks.

I whimpered as the cool air hit my exposed pussy, still sensitive from the intense fucking I'd just received. The third man's crude words made my cheeks flush with shame and arousal.

"Whatever you need, sir." I whispered, looking up at him with hooded eyes. I'd never had anal sex before. Just wasn't something I was interested in. But it couldn't be that bad, right?

He chuckled darkly, giving his cock a few strokes with a handful of lube as he positioned himself behind me. I braced myself, knowing what was coming, but unsure of how much it would hurt.

With a grunt, he pressed the head of his dick against my puckered hole, applying pressure until the ring of muscle finally yielded to his girth. I gasped as he sank into me, inch by thick inch, until he was fully sheathed.

He started to move, his hips snapping forward in a brutal rhythm that had me crying out in a mix of pain and pleasure.

His cock stretched me wider than I ever thought possible, the burning sensation of penetration giving way to a dull ache as he continued to pound into my ass. I clenched around him reflexively, trying to adjust to the intrusion.

Despite the discomfort, I couldn't deny the perverse thrill of being taken this way. The idea that I was allowing these strangers to use my most intimate holes, to take my anal virginity by force, sent a shiver down my spine.

As the man behind me picked up speed, his balls slapping against my clit with each powerful thrust, I felt another orgasm building within me. This time, however, it was different - darker, more primal.

Lost in the haze of pleasure and pain, I surrendered completely to the moment, letting go of all inhibitions and rational thought.

My body shook uncontrollably as the third man's cock drilled into my ass, each brutal thrust sending shockwaves of pleasure-pain coursing through my veins. I was lost in a world of pure sensation, my mind consumed by the overwhelming stimuli.

The other men watched intently, erections still hard and ready as they took in the sight of me being claimed by yet another stranger. They exchanged knowing glances, clearly eager to get their turn with me.

The third man grunted with effort, his muscular thighs flexing as he continued to hammer into my stretched-out asshole. I could feel his cock throbbing inside me, growing harder with each passing second.

Suddenly, he slammed into me one final time, burying himself to the hilt as he erupted in a torrential blast of hot cum. I screamed, my voice echoing through the cabin as I was flooded with his seed, the sensation pushing me over the edge into a mind-shattering climax.

As the aftershocks of my orgasm subsided, the man slowly withdrew, his softening cock slipping free of my abused hole with a wet pop. I collapsed forward, gasping for breath, my body trembling with exhaustion and post-coital bliss.

As I struggled to catch my breath, the remaining three men moved in, their hungry gazes roaming over my battered body. I knew what was coming, but I was too spent to resist.

The bearded man knelt beside me, running a rough hand over my swollen lips and tender breasts. "Looks like our little flight attendant’s holes have all been warmed up for us,” he growled, palming his erect cock.

The other man stepped forward, unzipping his pants to reveal an impressive length. "I call the mouth," he sneered, stroking his shaft.

The last one approached, his eyes gleaming with sadistic intent. "And I want the ass."

They surrounded me, their lustful intentions clear. The bearded man lay on the floor of the cabin, pulling me into his lap.

The bearded man gripped my hips, positioning me above his throbbing cock. With a savage grunt, he forced me down onto his dick, stretching my already sore cunt further. I cried out, tears streaming down my face as he began to rut into me with brutal efficiency.

Meanwhile, the man who claimed the oral privilege stepped forward, his engorged member bobbing inches from my face. Without hesitation, he shoved his cock past my lips, forcing me to swallow his thick length.

I gagged and choked, saliva dripping down my chin as he fucked my mouth with reckless abandon. His balls slapped against my cheeks with each powerful thrust, the relentless pace leaving me gasping for air between deepthroat sessions.

Behind me, the third man lined up his cock with my anus, the tip probing at my still-sensitive entrance.

The man behind me pushed forward, his cock breaching my previously used hole once again. I whimpered, my throat constricting around the invading length of the other man as he continued to piston in and out of me.

The combination of having all three holes stuffed full was almost too much to bear. My mind reeled, overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of the penetrations. Tears streamed down my face, mixing with spit and slobber as the man in my mouth relentlessly fucked my throat.

The bearded man beneath me grunted, his hands digging into my hips as he drove up into me with increasing fervor. I could feel his cockhead battering against my cervix, the brutal pounding threatening to send me into another screaming climax.

The bearded man's thrusts grew more erratic, his cock pulsating wildly inside me as he neared his peak. I could tell by the way his grip tightened on my hips and the guttural sounds emanating from his throat that he was close.

The man in my mouth sensed his partner's impending orgasm and redoubled his efforts, slamming his cock down my throat with vicious abandon. I choked and sputtered, struggling to breathe as he rode out his own climax, painting my palate and throat with thick ropes of cum.

Behind me, the third man's hips snapped forward in a flurry of activity, his cock plunging into my overstretched anus with renewed vigor. He grunted, his balls slapping against the bearded man's as he chased his own release, determined to fill me with yet another load of hot seed.

I could feel his and the bearded man's cocks touch each other through the thin wall separating my vagina and asshole as they moved in a practiced rhythm.

The bearded man's cock throbbed violently inside me, his entire body tensing as he reached the brink of orgasm. I could feel his semen beginning to flood my uterus, the initial spurts followed by a steady stream of hot cum that seemed to go on forever.

Behind me, the third man let out a feral roar, his cock erupting inside my abused anus with a ferocity that bordered on animalistic.

The bearded man's cock pulsed and twitched, unleashing a torrent of thick, sticky semen deep within my womb. Each spurt sent waves of warmth spreading through my core, the sensation both soothing and overwhelming after the brutal pounding I'd endured.

At the same time, the man behind me howled in ecstasy, his cock jerking and spasming as he pumped what felt like gallons of scorching cum into my ravaged rectum. I could feel every pulse and throb of his member as he emptied himself inside me, the sheer volume of his release causing my stomach to bulge outward.

The onslaught of semen flooding my insides left me weak and trembling, my body awash in a sea of warm, viscous fluids. I hung limply between the three men, my legs quivering and my vision blurring at the edges.

The man in my mouth finally pulled back, his softening cock slipping from between my lips with a lewd pop. Strings of saliva and cum connected my mouth to his spent erection as I gasped for air, my throat raw and sore.

Slowly, the trio disengaged from me, stepping back to admire their handiwork. I lay there, a broken and debauched mess, cum oozing from my gaping holes and staining the carpet beneath me.

The three men stood over me, their chests heaving with exertion as they gazed upon the carnage they had wrought. Cum dripped from my holes, pooling on the floor and matting my hair with its stickiness.

Their eyes roamed over my prone form, taking in the sight of my bruised and swollen pussy, my stretched-out asshole, and the trails of cum leaking from both. A low chuckle rippled through the group as they shared a look of dark amusement.

"What a fun toy you've been," the bearded man said, his voice heavy with lust and satisfaction. "You can go to the bathroom now if you need to."

I stood up and straightened out my top, wrinkled and dirty from the abuse I had just taken.

I stumbled towards the lavatory, my legs wobbly and my head spinning from the intense physical and emotional trauma. As I locked the door behind me, I leaned against it, trying to process everything that had happened.

My makeup was smeared, my hair a tangled mess, and my eyes were bloodshot from choking on cock.

I sat down on the toilet, taking a second to collect my thoughts. Suddenly, the door opened.

The first of the men to violate me entered the small space, closing the door softly behind him. He leaned against the sink, his gaze fixed intently on me as I sat there, vulnerable and exposed.

"You did so well, Jennifer," he said, his tone a mix of praise and something far more sinister. "Such a good little slut, taking it all like that. But I want another turn. In private."

He stepped closer, reaching out to trail a finger along my cheek, smearing the remnants of my ruined makeup. His other hand pulled his cock out.

I looked up at him, my heart racing as I realized he wasn't finished with me. Despite the exhaustion and pain coursing through my body, a spark of fear and arousal ignited within me.

"Wh-what do you want?" I managed to stammer, my voice barely above a whisper.

His fingers traced down my neck and came to rest on the swell of my breast. He gave it a gentle squeeze, his thumb brushing over my nipple through the fabric of my uniform top.

"Just a little encore performance," he purred, his breath hot against my ear. “I’d be kicking myself if I didn’t take advantage of this perfect throat again.”

With that, he shoved his cock into my mouth.

The man's cock slid between my lips once more, pushing past my tender tissues and filling my mouth with its heat and hardness. I couldn't help but gag slightly at the intrusion, my throat still sensitive from the earlier assault.

But even as I struggled to accommodate him, a perverse thrill coursed through me. There was something about being used, about being reduced to nothing more than a receptacle for these men's desires, that stirred a dark part of my soul.

The man's hand tightened in my hair, guiding my head as he began to fuck my mouth with slow, deliberate strokes. I could taste the lingering flavor of his earlier release mingling with the fresh pre-cum oozing from his tip.

As he plundered my throat, I found myself relaxing into the act, letting my jaw fall open wider to take him deeper.

The man's cock plunged deeper into my throat, hitting the back of my mouth with each forceful thrust. I felt myself getting lost in the rhythm, my mind hazy with lust and submission.

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes, not from pain this time, but from the overwhelming sensations crashing over me. The salty tang of his precum mixed with the coppery taste of blood from my abused gums. I moaned around his cock, the vibrations sending shivers through us both in the tiny bathroom.

The man groaned, his hips snapping forward with increased urgency as he felt my throat constrict around him. He grasped my head firmly, holding me in place as he ruthlessly pounded into my mouth, chasing his impending climax.

My nose pressed against his pubic bone with each thrust, inhaling the musky scent of his arousal. The wet slap of flesh on flesh echoed off the tiny walls, punctuated by my muffled whimpers and the man's guttural grunts.

I felt the telltale twitch in his cock, signaling his approaching orgasm. Panic flared in my chest, but it was quickly overshadowed by the desperate desire to please him, to earn whatever tip I was working towards.

I relaxed my throat, allowing him to plunge as deeply as possible, surrendering completely to his use. My hands gripped the edge of the toilet seat, nails digging into the porcelain as I took his relentless fucking.

The man's grip on my hair tightened almost painfully as he neared the edge, his movements becoming erratic and frenzied. With a final, brutal thrust, he erupted down my throat, his hot seed coating my tongue and the back of my mouth.

The man's cock jerked and pulsed as he unloaded spurt after spurt of thick, creamy cum directly onto my tongue. I swallowed frantically, my throat muscles working to gulp down every drop, determined not to make an even bigger mess of my face

As the last tremors of his orgasm subsided, he slowly withdrew his softened member from my mouth with a lewd pop. I coughed, sputtering and gasping for air, my cheeks flushed and my eyes watering from the intensity of the experience.

The man smoothed a stray lock of hair from my face, his touch surprisingly gentle considering the brutal way he'd just used me. "Good girl," he murmured, before turning and exiting the cramped bathroom, leaving me to clean up the aftermath of our depraved encounter.

I slumped back in the toilet seat, my chest heaving with ragged breaths as I tried to calm my racing heart. The taste of the man's cum lingered on my tongue, a bitter reminder of the degradation I'd endured.

With shaky hands, I reached for some tissues to wipe away the tears, spit, and cum caked on my face. As I cleaned up, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror - my makeup was ruined, my hair a tangled mess, and my uniform stained with cum and sweat. I looked like a cheap whore, used and discarded.

A pang of self-loathing washed over me, but it was swiftly replaced by a twisted sense of pride. I had pleased them, hadn't I? Given them exactly what they wanted, no matter how degrading it was. And for that, I deserved their approval, didn't I?

After taking a second to catch my breath I slowly stepped out of the bathroom. There stood the pilot.

The pilot, his face impassive as always, regarded me with a calculating gaze. He stepped closer, his presence imposing despite his smaller stature compared to the other men.

"Well, well," he drawled, his voice dripping with sarcasm. "Looks like you've had quite the workout, haven't you?"

He reached out to trace a finger along the curve of my ass, where a visible imprint of one of the men's hands remained. "Seems like you enjoyed it too, judging by the noises I heard back here."

"I'm just doing my job," I replied, my voice steady despite the turmoil churning inside me.

The pilot's smirk grew wider at my response, clearly amused by my attempt at professionalism in the face of such debauchery.

"Oh, I know you are," he purred, his hand sliding around to cup my cheek. "And you're doing it very well indeed. These guys can be rough, but you took it like a champ."

His fingers drifted down to toy with the buttons of my uniform, popping them free one by one until the fabric gaped open. Cool air kissed my skin as he revealed the black lace bra I wore underneath.

"I forgot to mention earlier," the pilot continued, his eyes gleaming with wicked intent. "They like to watch me fuck the flight attendants after they're done. It's part of the fetish."

The pilot's hand slipped beneath my bra, palming my breast roughly as he squeezed. "Don't worry, sweetheart," he cooed, his breath hot against my ear. "I'll make sure they get a good show."

He yanked my bra down, exposing my breasts to his hungry gaze. His fingers pinched my nipples, twisting them mercilessly as he ground his hardening cock against my hip.

"Let's go back to the cabin, finish our work for the day," the pilot suggested, his voice low and menacing.

I bit back a whimper as the pilot's cruel fingers worked my sensitive nipples, sending jolts of pain and pleasure coursing through my body. My breasts ached, heavy and swollen, begging for relief.

"Yes, sir," I managed to choke out, my voice trembling with a mix of fear and anticipation.

The pilot led me out of the cramped bathroom, his hand never leaving my breast as we made our way back to the main cabin. The other men were lounging on the plush seats, passing around a bottle of liquor, their eyes fixed on me with predatory hunger.

As soon as we entered, the pilot pushed me forward, forcing me to bend over a chair at the head of the cabin.

"Now, let's give them a show they won't forget," he whispered into my ear.

The pilot unfastened his belt and zipper, freeing his impressive erection. He positioned himself behind me, the head of his cock nudging against my soaked entrance.

"You ready for this?" he growled, his hands gripping my hips tightly.

Before I could respond, he thrust forward, burying himself deep inside me in one swift motion. A sharp cry escaped my lips as he stretched me wide, his thick length probing every inch of my inner walls.

The pilot set a brutal pace, pounding into me with a fervor as the other men watched with rapt attention. Their groans and curses filled the air, spurring him on as he rutted into me like a beast in heat. "Fuck her harder, Mike!" one of them yelled.

I braced myself against the chair, my fingers digging into the leather as he continued to pound.

The pilot's relentless thrusts sent shockwaves of pleasure-pain through my core, each stroke hitting a spot deep within me that made my vision blur. I clenched around him, trying to accommodate his massive size, but it only seemed to encourage him to go deeper, faster.

Moans spilled from my lips, mingling with the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh and the pilot's grunts of effort. The other men's lewd comments and cheers fueled the fire burning inside me, pushing me closer to the edge.

One of them grabbed my swinging breast, squeezing it roughly as he tugged on my nipple. The added stimulation sent me careening over the precipice, my orgasm crashing through me like a tidal wave.

I screamed, my body convulsing as waves of ecstasy rippled through me.

The pilot's rhythm faltered for a moment as I came undone beneath him, but then he redoubled his efforts, chasing his own climax as my spasms milked his throbbing cock.

"That's it, cum for me!" he snarled, his hips snapping forward with renewed vigor. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his seed erupting deep inside me in powerful spurts.

The pilot's roar of release echoed through the cabin as he emptied himself into my willing body, his hot cum flooding my already sensitive insides. I felt him pulse and throb, filling me to capacity, marking me as his.

As the aftershocks of our shared climax began to subside, the pilot slowly pulled out, his softening cock slipping free with a wet sound.

I collapsed onto the chair, my legs shaking and my chest heaving as I struggled to catch my breath. The pilot's warm seed still trickled from my used pussy, a sticky reminder of the depravity we'd just engaged in.

The other men approached, their faces flushed with lust and satisfaction. They ran their hands over my body, groping and fondling me possessively as if staking their claim.

"What a pro," one of them said, his voice thick with admiration. "I can't believe this is her first flight."

I couldn't even muster a response, my mind reeling from the intensity of the experience. All I could do was lay there, submitting to their touch, as they marveled at the damage the pilot had wrought upon my once pristine body.

The men continued to admire and exploit my post-coital state, their hands roaming freely over my curves, occasionally dipping between my thighs to feel the evidence of their gratification.

"Look at that," another man remarked, his fingers delving into the copious fluids leaking from my spent cunt. "She's practically dripping with cum. You really turned her out, Mike."

The pilot smiled smugly at the praise, his chest swelling with pride at having finished breaking in the new flight attendant so thoroughly.

"Alright, we've got about ten minutes before landing," the pilot said as he tucked himself away and redid his belt. "So wrap up the next part quickly."

The pilot returned to the cockpit, leaving me alone with the six men. Suddenly, they all pulled out their cocks.

Lying bare on the table, I stared in horror as the men stroked their erect penises, their eyes gleaming with a feral light. But they didn't touch me. They just stared, stroking themselves off one by one.

As the men brought themselves to climax, thick ropes of semen arced through the air, splattering across my face, breasts, and stomach. The cool liquid coated my skin, matting my hair to my forehead as I lay there, impaled on the chair, drenched in the proof of their release.

When the last spurt landed on my lips, the men sat back, panting and satisfied. They looked at me with a mixture of awe and ownership, as if they'd claimed not just my body but my very soul during those few hours in the sky.

One of them wiped a strand of cum from my cheek with a thumb, smearing it across my mouth. "Taste it, sweetheart," he urged, pressing the slick digit against my lips. "Savor your initiation."

I parted my lips, hesitantly accepting the salty-sweet taste of the stranger's cum on his finger. It was an act of submission, acknowledging their dominance over me. As I licked the residue clean, I felt a strange sense of accomplishment wash over me.

I had completed the fight. Whatever doubts I had over my own physical limitations evaporated. I felt like a sex champion.

The plane began its descent, the seatbelt signs flickering on as the captain's voice crackled over the intercom. We were almost home, but I knew my true journey was only just beginning.

The pilot wasn't kidding about the tip, either. I made enough money to clear my debt and move out of the shithole apartment I'd been keeping in Cincinnati.

I worked a few more Free Use Flight Attendant gigs, saving up money to relocate to the west coast and start a new career. But nothing matched the intense depravity of that first flight – the way those men had insatiably used me like a sex doll. Eventually I’d settle down, find a husband, and promise to fuck only one penis for the rest of my life.

But during those moments of dark fantasy, of lonely masturbation, my mind would return to that flight, servicing multiple cocks with wild abandon, my body marked and claimed by the pilot and passengers who had taken what they wanted from me.

Those fantasies became more frequent as the years passed, a testament to the lasting impact of that fateful flight. Even as I built a life with my husband, started a family, and put my wild days behind me, the memory of being a sex slave in the skies never truly left me.
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