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Chapter 1

The smell of frying bacon drifted upstairs as I finished touching up my makeup in the mirror. Down below, I could hear Ben clattering pans. My lovely husband, always making sure I was fed before I got sent off to a new temp job.

I padded downstairs to the kitchen. He looked up from the stove, grinning when he saw the ridiculous little outfit I’d chosen: a cropped red tee, denim hotpants barely covering my ass, and knee-high socks with stripes. I tossed my blonde hair over my shoulder and sent him an air-kiss.

“Jesus Christ,” he said, spatula in hand. “That’s what you’re wearing to your first day at the flight school?”

“Apparently so,” I said, reaching for a mug of coffee. “I’m not sure what I’ll be doing, to be honest. But you know the rules…”

“Free use,” he finished for me, his grin widening.

I nodded, sipping. “Anyone who wants me.”

“And they won’t be able to wait to peel down those hot pants,” he said, already getting turned on.

I giggled and rolled my eyes. He was always like this before I started a new job. Ben put down the spatula and came over, eyes already locked on the way my large tits strained the little crop top.

He pressed me against the counter before I could even sit down. “I like knowing you’re going to come home stretched and dripping, telling me everything that happened.” His hand slid straight down the front of my shorts. His fingers brushed my bush and dipped between my folds, already finding me wet.

“Ben,” I gasped, clinging to his arm.

“You’re soaked already.” He groaned against my neck. “How long until you have to be at the airport?”

I glanced at the clock. “Fifty minutes.”

“I only need two.”

He turned me around and pushed me against the counter, tugging my shorts and panties down to my thighs in one swift yank. His cock was already hard, tenting his joggers. He pulled it out, thick and ready. “Got to fill you up before those hot flight instructors get their turn.”

I stuck my ass out for him, giving it a little wiggle. I whimpered as the blunt head of his cock pressed against me, and then he drove inside with one hard thrust. My back arched, the counter digging into my hips as he buried himself deep.

“God, yes,” I moaned, clutching at the counter.

He fucked me urgently, hips slamming against my thighs, each thrust hard and needy. His breath was hot against my neck. “How many of them are you going to let use you?”

“No idea… any of them… all of them…” I panted as he pounded into me.

“Do you think they’ll fuck you on an actual plane?”

“No idea… I hope so… god, fuck… yes, like that…”

His hand reached around, finding my clit and pressing two fingers to it. He circled it roughly, pulling me back onto his cock. I moaned again, arching my back even more.

My orgasm hit fast, my cunt clenching around him as he drove into me. He groaned, teeth against my shoulder, and with one final thrust, he emptied himself inside me, cock pulsing as cum flooded me. My legs went weak as I bent over the counter, shaking like crazy.

We stood there for a few seconds, panting. When he pulled out, I felt his cum run down my thigh.

“Perfect,” he murmured, pulling my shorts back up over the mess.

I kissed him, laughing breathlessly. “I love you.”

“Shit,” he said, suddenly, leaping back to save the bacon, which was starting to burn in the pan.

I just giggled, sitting down to wait for my breakfast.


Chapter 2

When I got to the airport, I collected my security lanyard from the gate and found the hangar where the flight school was based. The place smelled like jet fuel, grease, and coffee. A handful of men were already there, dressed in crisp white shirts with epaulettes on their shoulders, black ties, and neatly pressed pants. The pilots. They looked every bit the part: clean-cut, professional, and very aware of how hot they were. Their eyes landed on me the second I walked through the door.

“Hi,” I said brightly, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear as I smiled at them.

One of the instructors stepped forward. He looked like he was the most senior, probably in his early fifties, with flecks of grey in his dark hair and neatly trimmed beard. His name tag read Captain Harris. His eyes ran over me shamelessly before he extended his hand.

“You must be the new temp,” he said, his voice smooth and commanding. “Not exactly dressed for office work, are you?”

I shook his hand, batting my lashes. “Guess I was dressing more for the free-use side of the role.”

That earned me a ripple of laughter from the others. But their attention never left my body, my bare thighs, the tight line of denim hugging my hips, the obvious outline of my nipples pressing against my crop top.

Captain Harris’s smile sharpened. “No worries. We like initiative around here. Why don’t you come with me? I’ll show you around and then introduce you to your boss, Janet. She’s in charge of all the bookings and flight plans, so I imagine you’ll be helping with that.”

As I followed Harris across the hangar, I caught the whispers of the other men behind us. They weren’t even pretending not to stare at my ass. My pulse quickened. Captain Harris was so hot, I just wanted him to take me right there.

He led me across the hangar, past a couple of small planes. When we came to a set of metal stairs, he let me go first. I could feel his eyes on my ass as we went up. At the top, a door opened up into an office.

“This is Janet,” he said.

Behind a wide desk stacked with binders sat a beautiful woman. She was mid-forties, maybe, but polished to perfection. Her ginger hair fell in glossy waves to her shoulders, framing a face with subtle eyeliner and bright red lips. She wore a tight white blouse that looked ready to burst at the buttons, her breasts so generous they made my own look modest. A pencil skirt hugged her hips and thighs, ending just above her knees.

She glanced up at me over the rim of her reading glasses. “So you’re the new girl,” she said. Her eyes swept me up and down, lingering on my hot pants. I felt my cheeks flush under her gaze. “I hope you’ve been keeping your hands to yourself, Captain Harris,” she smirked.

“As always, Janet. You know how I am with my hands. I remember you when you first started here as a free-use temp. You were every bit as needy as our new girl looks.”

Janet looked a bit flushed, crossing her legs tighter. “That’s true, Captain Harris, and I can still be needy when I want to be.”

Harris checked his watch. “Anyway,” he said, turning to me. “I’ve got a lesson now, but I thought I might take you out for a flight this afternoon, show you what we do here.”

“Oh my,” I replied, my heart pounding with excitement. “That would be wonderful.”

Janet sniggered. “If you’re getting the Mile High treatment later, then you’d better buckle down to some work this morning. I’ll show you how to file flight plans.”

And with that, Captain Harris left the office, the door clicking shut behind him, leaving me alone with Janet. She showed me to my desk and slid a binder across as she came around to my side. “Alright, let’s get you started. Nothing complicated, just filing the flight plans and making sure the bookings line up with available aircraft. Easy enough.”

She leaned over me to point at the computer screen. Her perfume washed over me, and with her blouse gaping, I had a perfect view straight down into her cleavage. Her tits looked even bigger from this angle, full and heavy, the lace of her bra just visible beneath the straining buttons.

“See this?” she murmured, one manicured finger sliding across the screen. “All the incoming students get entered here. Then we assign them an instructor…” Her voice slowed as she noticed me staring at her chest. Instead of pulling back, she smirked.

“You know what?” she said. “Fuck work. I doubt you can wait until this afternoon, and I know I can’t. Follow me.”

She straightened and swept toward the door, hips swaying, and heels clicking on the floor. My pulse quickened as I hurried after her, wondering what was going on.


Chapter 3

We went down the stairs and through the hangar until Janet pushed through a side door into one of the workshops. The air was heavy with the scent of oil and metal, the clang of tools echoing against the concrete walls.

Two mechanics looked up from where they were hunched over an engine block. They were broad, filthy with sweat and smears of black grease, their coveralls tied at the waist to show off their bare chests. Both of them froze when they saw Janet stride in with me trailing behind.

“Morning, boys,” Janet purred, leaning against the nearest workbench. She popped open the top couple of buttons on her blouse, and the swell of her cleavage spilled out a little more in the lacy bra. “I’ve brought you a treat.”

The mechanics exchanged a look, grinning like wolves, their eyes flicking between me and Janet.

“Janet,” one of them said, wiping his hands on a rag, “you’re too good to us.”

“Molly,” she said. “Meet Brad and Tony.”

Brad gave me a little salute. He had shaggy blonde hair, like a surfer. Tony was darker, with black hair and olive skin.

Janet tilted her head, beckoning me closer with one finger. As I moved closer, she unhooked two more buttons, her blouse gaping fully open. She grabbed the back of my neck, pulling me in for a long, sloppy kiss, with lots of tongue. I felt a rush of arousal between my legs, my panties getting instantly wet as I felt her tits squash against mine.

“Fuuuck,” murmured Brad, as if he’d never seen anything so sexy.

Janet spun me around so that I was facing the men, and she was behind me. Then she grabbed the hem of my crop top and lifted it over my head. I wasn’t wearing a bra, and my heavy tits dropped down. Janet threw my top to the side and grabbed hold of my breasts in both hands, giving them a good squeeze.

“She’s got great tits, eh, boys?”

“Fuck, yeah,” said Brad.

“Sure has,” agreed Tony.

“Shall we see if she knows what to do with her tongue?” she purred.

The guys nodded, eyes wide and hungry for the show.

With that, Janet hiked her skirt higher, then slipped her panties down her thighs until they dropped to the concrete floor. She stood proudly, one leg propped on the step of a rolling ladder, exposing herself. A gloriously thick ginger bush framed her cunt, glowing amber in the harsh workshop light. She was glistening, soaking wet, her curls matted with arousal, her pink folds flushed and open.

She spread herself with two fingers, giving the mechanics a perfect view. I could see arousal pooling in her pussy. “Get over here, Molly.”

I sank to my knees instantly, trembling with excitement. The scent of her arousal hit me first, and my mouth watered as I leaned in, tongue out, and gave her a long, slow lick from her clit down to her entrance.

Janet moaned loudly, pressing against my mouth. “Mmm… yes… just like that.”

I pressed my tongue deeper, pushing into her soaked cunt. Her taste filled my mouth; salty, sweet, and utterly addictive. I lapped hungrily, sucking her clit between my lips, then plunging my tongue as deep as I could.

Behind us, Brad groaned. “Jesus Christ, look at her eat that pussy.”

Tony’s voice was thick with lust. “Fuck, she’s really going for it.”

Janet tangled her fingers in my hair, grinding her hips against my mouth. “Ohhh… she’s a natural, boys. God, she’s making me come…” Her thighs trembled as I flicked her clit faster with the tip of my tongue, sucking hard while thrusting two fingers inside her.

She cried out, head thrown back, tits bouncing as her orgasm ripped through her. Her juices spilled over my chin as I licked and fingered her, drinking down everything she gave me.

When her spasms finally slowed, she dragged me up by the hair and kissed me hard, moaning against my mouth, her taste smearing between our lips. She pulled back just enough to turn toward the men.

“Now, why don’t you fuck us?” she said simply. “Both of us. Right here.”


Chapter 4

The words shot straight through me, heat pooling between my legs. Before I could even think, Brad grabbed me by the hips and spun me toward the workbench, pushing me down so my chest pressed against the cool metal. Beside me, Janet bent over in the same position, her skirt hiked up over her ass.

“Oh yeah… fucked side by side,” she murmured, flashing me a wicked grin.

I heard the rustle of zippers, the slap of cocks pulled free. I glanced over my shoulder to see both men holding long, fat dicks in their hands. Then strong, dirty hands yanked my hot pants down, baring my ass. Brad spread me wide, not bothering with gentleness, and shoved himself inside with a rough, hungry thrust.

I gasped, the cold metal under my cheek, the sudden stretch making me cry out.

Beside me, Janet let out a long, throaty moan as Tony slammed into her just as roughly, the sound of his hips meeting her ass echoing in the workshop.

The two of us clung to the edge of the workbench, tits pressed against it, while they pounded into us hard and fast, grunting with effort. Greasy fingers dug into my hips, dragging me back onto his cock with every thrust, the smell of oil and sweat and sex thick in the air. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to be getting fucked thirty minutes after arriving.

They both started fucking us hard. Brad had a nice, thick cock, and he stretched my cunt open perfectly as he pounded me from behind. Tony was taking Janet hard too… so hard that her breasts had popped out the top of her bra and were swinging back and forth like crazy.

“Oh god, fuck me,” she moaned, over and over, her eyes locked with mine. Then they rolled up in her head, and she cried out as she came hard.

Brad snarled behind me, one hand suddenly tangling in my hair. He yanked my head back, forcing me to arch my back, his cock spearing me deeper than before. “Fucking free-use slut,” he growled.

I could only moan, my body jerking helplessly as he fucked me harder, hips smacking against my ass with filthy, wet slaps.

Tony reached forward, one greasy hand wrapping around Janet’s throat, forcing her head up as he pounded her. Her eyes rolled back, mouth open in a silent cry of ecstasy. She looked gorgeous being fucked like that. The workshop rang with the brutal rhythm of four bodies colliding, the sharp grunts of the men, our desperate cries, the slap of skin on skin.

Brad slammed into me even harder, snarling in my ear, his sweaty chest pressed to my back now. I could feel him thick and urgent inside me, stretching me, using me. “Come for me,” he whispered in my ear.

That was enough to push me over the edge, and I came hard, my cunt clenching around his thick cock as he fucked me through it. Then he slowed, before finally pulling out and letting me collapse face down on the workbench. But I didn’t get a rest for long. The guys swapped, and Tony guided his cock into me instead.

Soon, they were both fucking us hard again; Brad slamming into Janet, while Tony held my face down firmly against the metal of the workbench.

“You want my cum on your face?” he growled, fucking me harder as he chased his release.

“Yes… please…” I gasped.

Brad and Tony both pulled out, and Janet and I spun around, kneeling on the floor in front of them. The men stroked their thick cocks above us, faster and faster. Suddenly, Brad erupted, thick cum spewing all over Janet’s upturned face. Tony followed seconds later, long lines of warm cum over my tongue and across my cheek.

Beside me, Janet moaned shamelessly as Brad’s load dripped from her lashes, streaked her red lips, and slid down the valley of her cleavage. We knelt side by side on the concrete floor, both of us a filthy mess, faces dripping with cum while the men groaned above us, squeezing out every last drop. Their hands stayed wrapped tight around their cocks, milking themselves, strings of white still spattering our chests and hair.

I caught Janet’s eye through the mess. She laughed softly, then leaned over and licked a thick streak right off my cheek. “Mmm,” she purred, licking her lips. “Delicious.”

I couldn’t help myself; I leaned toward her, and our mouths met in a sloppy kiss, cum smearing between us and dripping onto our tits, tongues tangling as the mechanics watched.

Brad groaned, tucking himself away with a satisfied smirk. “Jesus Christ, it was hard enough to get any work done with just Janet here.”

Janet finally pulled back, strings of spit and cum still connecting our mouths.  She stood and extended a hand to me. I took it, legs wobbly as she pulled me up beside her.

We cleaned ourselves up in the restroom before heading back to the office.

“Those guys are great fun,” said Janet as we climbed the stairs. “But they’re all wham, bam, and then it’s over. Wait until you get some time alone with Mr Harris.”

“What’s he like?” I said, already getting turned on at the thought.

“You’ll see,” she smirked.


Chapter 5

I could hardly wait for the afternoon. Finally, through the office window, I spotted Captain Harris’s plane rolling across the tarmac, taxiing smoothly toward the hangar. Even from here, I could see the way he sat tall, one hand on the yoke, every inch the confident pilot. My pulse quickened just watching him, remembering the way he’d looked at me earlier, promising to take me up in the plane after lunch.

Beside me, Janet followed my gaze and smirked knowingly.

Suddenly, the desk phone rang. Janet picked it up. “Flight school bookings, Janet speaking.” A pause, then… “Oh, Miss Fairchild… again so soon? Mm-hm. Yes, of course, we’ll arrange that. Right away.”

She hung up and turned to me. “You’ll have to wait. Our favorite heiress wants another lesson, right now, and she only has Captain Harris.”

The plane pulled to a stop, and Harris and the student climbed down onto the tarmac.

Minutes later, a sleek black limo glided up the access road, pulling to a stop beside his plane. A uniformed driver leapt out to open the door, and out stepped the heiress. She was tall, dark-haired, and dripping in wealth. She had huge sunglasses, diamonds flashing at her neck, and a tight designer dress hugging every curve. She strutted straight toward Captain Harris.

I leaned against the glass, watching intently as she pressed her body up against his, running her hand over his chest, moving in too close with a spoiled, hungry smile.

“Unbelievable,” I muttered, jealousy twisting inside me.

Janet laughed softly, filing her nails like this was the most ordinary thing in the world. “Never mind, sweetheart. Yes, she’s a bratty little slut, but the customers come first, I’m afraid. With any luck, Harris can take you up tomorrow.”

I turned from the window, flushed and horny. I couldn’t wait until tomorrow. “Is he really going to fuck her?”

Janet rolled her eyes. “The heiress is a complete slut. She’ll have her hands on him before they’ve even cleared the runway. And once they’re cruising? They’ll be fucking in the sky. Count on it.”

I scowled with envy.

Janet laughed, closing her binder with a snap. “Poor thing. But we do have other pilots, you know.”

Before I could answer, she reached over and pressed the intercom switch. Her voice rang through the PA system, broadcasting to the whole hangar. “Attention instructors. Is anyone available for a quick briefing with our new free-use recruit in the briefing room?”

She released the button, then winked at me. “Let’s see who’s feeling generous. Why don’t you head down to the briefing room and see who turns up? I’ll handle the flight plans.”

“Thank you!” I beamed, kissing her on the cheek and bouncing down the steps to the briefing room. It was a small room, with two rows of chairs facing a projector and a table. The walls were covered in maps and charts. I had to wait less than five minutes before two figures appeared at the door.

The first was young for a pilot; he couldn’t have been more than twenty-one, with floppy blond hair falling into his eyes. His epaulettes gleamed on a freshly pressed shirt. His smile was boyish, but his eyes flicked immediately to my legs in my tiny hot pants.

The second was older, taller, a striking black man with a chiseled jaw and shoulders that filled out his uniform perfectly. His tie was loose, his grin confident, the kind of man who knew exactly how attractive he was.

“Afternoon,” the older one said smoothly. “We heard there was a new girl who needed some… attention. I’m Captain James, but you can call me Tom.”

“Hi, Tom,” I purred, crossing my legs and suddenly feeling very horny.

The younger one shifted awkwardly, trying to look composed but failing to keep his eyes from darting at my cleavage. Tom noticed and smirked. “This is Nathan,” he said, clapping the blond so hard on the shoulder that he nearly fell over. “Still in his first year as an instructor. But he’s keen, eager to learn, and exceptionally good with our female clients, if you know what I mean.”

Nathan blushed, but his grin gave away his excitement. “It’s, uh… it’s nice to meet you.”

I leaned back in my chair, arching my back a little to make my tits strain at the crop top. “Nice to meet you, too, Nathan.”

Tom sat next to me. “So, Molly… what exactly are you hoping to learn today?” His hand brushed against my bare knee, sliding higher without waiting for permission.

His touch was already making me breathless. “I… I don’t know. Maybe you could show me how instructors look after their female clients?”

Tom’s grin widened. “Gladly.” His hand pushed between my thighs, firm and deliberate, finding the damp heat through my hot pants. He cupped my mound firmly over my clothes. “Are you already wet for us?”

I gasped, my hips squirming. Nathan’s eyes widened, but he came and sat next to me on the other side. He licked his lips and reached out a hand, fingers brushing my arm, then drifting to trace the side of my breast.

“Go on,” Tom urged him. “She likes it. Don’t you, Molly?”

“Yes,” I breathed, shivering.

That was all the encouragement Nathan needed. His hands slide under my top, fingertips grazing my nipples, while Tom’s thick fingers pressed harder against my pussy from the outside, grinding the fabric into my soaked folds.

Nathan pushed my little red crop top higher until both of my tits spilled free, nipples already stiff and aching.

“God…” he whispered, staring for a moment before leaning in. His mouth latched onto one nipple, hot and wet, sucking greedily. His tongue flicked it, then circled, pulling moans from deep in my chest.

Tom’s grip between my legs grew firmer. His palm ground over my pussy in slow, deliberate circles, pressing my hot pants tight into my folds. Each drag of fabric against my clit made me whimper louder. I knew my panties must be soaked through now, as he made me twist and squirm in my seat.

“That’s it,” Tom murmured in my ear. “Let Nathan play with those perfect tits while I make you cum right here.”

Nathan’s other hand came up, squeezing my free breast as he sucked harder on the first. His teeth grazed my nipple, making me gasp, then he switched sides, his lips tugging at the other one while his fingers pinched and rolled the one he’d just left wet and swollen.

Meanwhile, Tom didn’t let up. He moved his hand in slow, grinding circles, rubbing me exactly where I was desperate for it. The fabric of my underwear dragged over my clit, the pressure almost unbearable.

I whimpered, hips bucking helplessly against his hand.

“You’re close, aren’t you?” Tom breathed, his teeth grazing my ear. “Soaking already, and we haven’t even gotten these shorts off. You’re going to come just like this. Come in your panties.”

Nathan moaned against my tits, his lips sucking me harder, sloppier, as if he couldn’t get enough. His breath was hot on my skin, his tongue leaving wet trails across my breasts while he kneaded them desperately.

My whole body trembled, legs shaking as Tom bore down harder, his palm pressing and grinding the fabric against my swollen clit in tight circles. The sensation built and built until I was crying out, clutching at Nathan’s hair, pulling him tight against my tits as the orgasm ripped through me.

I came hard, bucking against Tom’s hand, my pussy pulsing even through the fabric, soaking the inside of my shorts. My thighs clamped around his wrist as if to trap him there, while Nathan groaned against my nipple, sucking like his life depended on it.

When it finally eased, I sagged back against the chair, breathless, my chest and face flushed. My tits were wet from Nathan’s mouth, my panties drenched from Tom’s relentless hand.

Tom pulled his hand away slowly. “Now let’s see how she tastes,” he said.

Before I could catch my breath, both men took me by the arms and lifted me easily from the chair, setting me down on the edge of the table. Charts and papers fluttered to the floor as they cleared space for me.

Nathan’s hands were clumsy but eager, tugging my crop top up and over my head, tossing it aside. Tom was more deliberate, unbuttoning my shorts and peeling them down with my panties in one smooth motion, baring me completely. I gasped at the sudden exposure, heat rushing to my cheeks as their eyes raked over me.

“Perfect,” Tom said with a low growl.

They guided me onto my side, one leg bent, the other stretched out, leaving me wide open. The cool surface of the table pressed against my shoulder and hip while their hands roamed greedily over my bare skin.

Nathan dropped to his knees first, burying his face between my thighs. His tongue found my pussy immediately, lapping up the wetness they’d already coaxed from me, circling my clit with messy, desperate strokes. I moaned, clutching at the edge of the table as pleasure surged back through me.

Then Tom knelt behind me, spreading my ass with his strong hands. I shivered at the cool air against my rear entrance, then cried out when his tongue pressed firmly against my hole. He licked me there without hesitation, slow and thorough, the obscene sound of it mixing with Nathan’s frantic slurping at my pussy.

The sensation was overwhelming; two mouths working me at once, one on my dripping cunt, the other on my tight ass. I writhed between them, every nerve ending alight, my voice breaking into shameless cries.

Nathan moaned into my pussy, his tongue stabbing deeper, fingers spreading me, gaping wide so he could lick everywhere at once. Tom’s grip was rougher, holding my cheeks apart as he dragged his tongue over and over my rim, circling, teasing, then pushing just enough to make me squeal.

“God, yes!” I gasped, my whole body trembling. “Don’t stop… oh fuck, don’t stop…”

Pinned on my side, bare and dripping, I came hard for the second time, my vision going black as the sensations ripped through me. They licked me through wave after wave of pleasure, until finally I couldn’t take any more.


Chapter 6

Tom stood, slowly unbuttoning his shirt, his dark chest broad and gleaming under the strip lighting. His trousers hit the floor next, his thick cock springing free, heavy and already erect. Nathan was right behind him, fumbling with his belt in his eagerness. He stripped off in seconds, his lean young body flushed, cock jutting proudly. His dick was slimmer than Tom’s, but long, curving up toward his stomach as if begging for attention.

“On your knees, Molly,” Tom said.

I slid down from the table, my body still shaky from my climax, and dropped to the floor between them. Their cocks loomed above me, one dark and fat, the other pale and curved, but both hard as rock. My mouth watered just from the sight.

“Open wide,” Tom murmured.

I leaned forward, tongue out, and licked a slow line up Nathan’s shaft while my hand wrapped around Tom’s. They both groaned, their cocks twitching in my grip. Then I took Nathan into my mouth, sucking him down as far as I could manage, my lips sliding wetly over his length.

Tom growled above me. “Good girl. Now take us both.”

I gasped around Nathan’s cock as Tom pressed the head of his against my lips. He pushed forward, claiming one side of my mouth while Nathan stretched the other. My jaw ached as both cocks slid between my lips at once; two hot, throbbing lengths filling me, rubbing against each other on my tongue.

“Fuck,” Nathan whimpered, his hand tangling in my hair.

I gagged slightly, drool spilling down my chin, but the filthy thrill of it made me moan around them.

They moved together, shallow thrusts at first, then deeper, feeding me cock from both sides of my mouth. My tongue flicked frantically between them, tasting both men at once, while spit and pre-cum ran down onto my tits.

My throat was stuffed full of cock, drool dripping down my chin as I bobbed between them, when suddenly Tom’s hand caught Nathan’s jaw.

“Come here,” he growled.

Before I could react, the two men were kissing over my head; hard and rough, their tongues clashing as they thrust into my mouth side by side. The sight made my pussy gush all over again. Two pilots, kissing hungrily while I knelt between them, sucking them both. It was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. My moans vibrated around their cocks, and they groaned into each other’s mouths, thrusting against my lips.

Tom broke the kiss first, his chest heaving. “Now let’s fuck her.”

They hauled me up easily. Tom sat on one of the chairs, pulling me down onto his thick cock, impaling me in one hard, glorious thrust. I cried out, clutching at his shoulders as his length filled me completely, stretching me wide.

“Ride me, Molly,” he ordered, his big hands gripping my hips.

I started to fuck myself on him, slamming all the way down to take him so deep it almost hurt.

But Nathan wasn’t about to be left out. He pressed in behind me, kissing the back of my neck as his cock nudged between my thighs. Tom spread my legs wider, holding me open for him.

“Go on,” Tom urged.

Nathan groaned, guiding himself to my swollen pussy. He pushed forward slowly, sliding into my cunt alongside Tom’s fat cock. My eyes rolled back, the stretch almost unbearable, two cocks squeezing into me at once, rubbing hard against each other inside my soaked cunt.

“Fuck, that feels good,” Nathan gasped, gripping my waist.

“Push deeper,” Tom growled. “I want to feel your cock against mine.”

They both thrust together, stuffing me completely, my pussy stretched around both their lengths. The chair creaked under us as they fucked me in tandem, cocks sliding wetly side by side inside me.

I screamed with pleasure, clawing at Tom’s chest. Every thrust filled me fuller than I thought possible, the pressure almost unbearable. I was an incoherent mess, moaning continuously.

Tom’s mouth crashed to Nathan’s again, the two men kissing roughly over my shoulder even as they drove into me, their groans mixing with mine. I came, my whole body going rigid. My cunt clenched helplessly around their shafts as wave after wave of pleasure flooded every nerve in my body. It stretched on, dragging me over the edge again and again. The pressure of two cocks grinding inside me kept setting it off in waves, one crashing orgasm flowing straight into the next.

“Good girl,” Tom groaned, holding me down on his cock as if to pin me through it. “Come all over us.” I was suddenly aware that Tom’s thighs were soaked with my release. I must have squirted all over him.

Nathan was whimpering behind me, thrusting desperately like he was right on the edge. But it was Tom who was the first to lose control. Still buried to the hilt, he groaned deep in my ear, his whole body going rigid under me. Then his cock jerked hard inside me, thick spurts of hot cum pumping deep into my pussy.

The sensation of being filled while I was still quivering on the edge sent fresh aftershocks ripping through me. I gasped and clung tighter, my pussy clamping down around him like a vice.

That was it for Nathan, too. With a strangled moan, he slammed deep from behind, pressing me even harder down onto Tom’s cock. His body shuddered against mine as he spilled inside me too, his cum flooding over Tom’s, the two loads mixing hot and thick inside my cunt.

“Oh my god!” I cried, feeling the double warmth gush into me. The fullness was incredible, two cocks swelling and pulsing together, pumping me full from both sides. They held me pinned, groaning as they emptied themselves completely. Cum leaked out around them already, running freely over Tom’s thighs. I could only whimper, overstimulated and cock-drunk, my body still trembling.

Finally, they pulled out, leaving me sweaty and dripping.

“That concludes our briefing today, Molly,” Tom said, smirking as he buttoned up his shirt.


Chapter 7

The next morning, I wanted to look my best, so I dressed in a short pleated skirt that barely covered my ass, and a thin vest top without a bra. The fabric clung to my skin, making me look every bit the eager slut I felt like.

When I walked into the hangar, Mr Harris was already waiting by a sleek four-seater plane, sunglasses on, arms folded. He looked every inch the captain: broad shoulders, crisp uniform shirt rolled up at the sleeves, confidence radiating from him.

“Morning, Molly,” he said, flashing me a smile. His eyes slid down my bare legs before flicking back up to meet mine. “I’m sorry we had to cancel our flight yesterday, so I’ve rearranged my schedule for today. Are you ready to go right now?”

“Yes please, Captain,” I purred, already feeling a rush of excitement and arousal.

We climbed into the plane. Mr Harris was in the left seat, and I was in the right. The cockpit was narrow, intimate, his thigh brushing mine as he started the engine. The vibration ran up through the frame, through my seat, and straight into my core.

He talked me through the basics, showing me the throttle, the pedals, and the yoke. I nodded like I was paying attention, but really I was just staring at his strong hands as they guided mine. He taxied us down the runway, and I felt my stomach lurch when we took off.

Soon, we were high above the city and the fields. I could see the ocean, stretching on forever and sparkling in the sun.

“Your turn,” he said once we were cruising along.

I gasped as he let me hold the controls, the plane banking gently under my shaky hands. He watched me with amusement, his calm confidence making it all feel effortless.

“Not bad,” he murmured. “Now… let’s switch on the autopilot, and we can have some fun.”

He flicked a switch, and the aircraft banked slightly, flying in a wide circle, out over the ocean and back again. My heart was racing for reasons that had nothing to do with flying.

Harris leaned back, unfastened his harness, and nodded toward the rear. Behind the cockpit, there were two extra seats with enough room between them to stretch out… almost like a bed.

“Come on,” he said.

We climbed into the back, the engine humming steadily as the autopilot held course. He pulled me down onto the leather seat, his hand already sliding up my skirt.

“You dressed even hotter than yesterday,” he said approvingly, his fingers finding the dampness of my thin panties.

“Yes, Captain,” I whispered, shivering as his fingers stroked me.

He kissed me, hard and deliberate, while his hand explored lower. His fingertips pulled my panties to the side, and he teased my folds. Then he slid inside my pussy, curling perfectly against the front wall of my cunt. I melted under his touch. He was so controlled, so assured. Every flick of his fingers, every brush of his thumb over my clit was devastating.

The vibrations of the plane seemed to amplify everything. My thighs shook, my pussy clenched desperately around his fingers, and within minutes I was gasping into his shoulder. Out of the window, I could see the blue ocean, dotted with boats. To them, we would just be a tiny plane up in the sky, and they would have no idea what filthy things were happening inside.

I was trembling, every nerve on fire, hips lifting helplessly against his fingers. But just when I thought I might tip over the edge, he slowed, withdrawing just enough to keep me quivering but unsatisfied.

“Not yet,” he murmured, his lips brushing my ear. “I want you begging for it, Molly. I want you desperate.”

I whimpered, my hands grabbing at my own breasts and squeezing my nipples. My legs trembled as the sensation of being edged flowed to every nerve in my body. “Please… please, Captain… I need to come…”

With his fingers deep inside me, he pressed a palm firmly against my clit, teasing it with gentle, torturous circles. “Not enough. I want you to ask me for it. Tell me how much you need it.”

I let go of one breast and grabbed at his crotch, feeling his huge, hard bulge inside his pants. I squeezed it. “Please… fuck… please make me come!” I gasped, my voice trembling.

“That’s better,” he purred. “Say it again. Tell me exactly what you want.”

“I want your fingers… I want your cock… I want to come, Captain… I’m begging you… please!” I cried, my pussy clenching around his fingers.

He grinned, leaning down to bite lightly at my neck as he stroked and teased me, never letting me get close enough to relieve the tension fully. “That’s it. You’re a good girl, asking so nicely. But you have to hold on until I say you can. Can you do that?”

“Yes! Please, I’ll do anything… I’ll be good… I’ll cum when you say!” I whimpered, helpless, my body trembling with overstimulation.

He moved with slow, deliberate precision, curling his fingers against that perfect spot, stroking my clit, keeping me right on the edge. Each movement was exquisite torture, my lips stretched tight around his fingers, my body spasming as he denied me, bringing me so close and then easing back just enough to make me ache for more.

“Beg me harder,” he whispered, lips against mine, then he bit my bottom lip, making me moan even more.

“Please… please make me cum… Captain, I’ll do anything… you can do anything to me,” I cried, shaking, thighs clamped tight around his arm as my body trembled.

“Are you going to let me fuck you in your sweet little ass?” he whispered in my ear.

“Yes! Yes… anything,” I begged.

“Then you may come,” he said. His fingers moved a bit quicker, his palm pressing firmer against my clit. I let myself go and gushed all over his hand, squirting as I came hard. My ass lifted off the seat, my hips squirming as waves of release finally washed over me. He guided me through it, and when it was done, it left me panting and breathless.


Chapter 8

Slowly, he moved to kneel in front of me, spreading my legs wide so he could admire my soaking and swollen pussy. He took off his belt and unzipped his pants, pulling them down to his thighs with his underwear. His cock sprang free, and fuck, it was big. Thick and heavy, with veins running up the side. It was perfectly straight and uncut. I reached out a hand to stroke it.

“Fuck me,” I whispered.

He positioned himself at my entrance, pressing the tip of his thick cock against my slick folds.

I moaned as he pushed slowly in, inch by inch, until he was buried in me to his balls. The stretch was delicious, the fullness overwhelming, and the sight of him entering me made my thighs tremble even more.

“God… Captain,” I moaned, hips pressing forward on their own, desperate to feel every inch.

The plane hummed steadily under us, the autopilot keeping us smooth and level. Outside the window, the coastline was a ribbon of color stretching endlessly. It was surreal, getting fucked so high above the world.

Harris began to move, slow at first, letting me adjust to the depth and making sure I felt every inch. Then he picked up the pace, each thrust deliberate and controlled. He watched me, watched the way his cock split me open. He watched as my tits bounced and my face flushed. My hands gripped his shoulders, my nails digging into his uniform as he fucked me right there in the back of the plane, high above the world, our moans mixing with the hum of the engine.

“Do you like that, Molly?” he groaned, one hand gripping my breast, while the other moved to my clit, teasing and rubbing with perfect rhythm.

“Yes! Oh god… yes, Captain!” I cried, every nerve ending on fire as he drove into me, watching his cock disappear and reappear. I threw my head back and came hard, my body shaking and my cunt spasming around his dick.

Then he shifted me gently, turning me around so I was on my hands and knees, ass up, facing the back of the seat. I could see out the window better in this position, the tiny cars and buses making their way along the highway, oblivious to us above them.

He slid into me from behind, and I gasped at the new angle. He thrust slowly, making sure I felt every ridge of his cock deep inside me. I could still glimpse the endless blue ocean below, the tiny coastline, the sensation of being suspended in the sky, while he pounded into me like this, sending shivers through my entire body.

“Oh god… oh god, yes…” I moaned, clinging to the back of the seat.

Harris’s thrusts slowed, but only so he could reach back and spread me wider, one strong hand gripping my hip. His other hand slid lower, trailing over my ass. I gasped as his thumb pressed gently against my tight little hole, circling it, testing how I’d react.

“Yes, Captain…” I whimpered, my voice shaky.

His thumb pressed a little firmer, rubbing in small, steady circles until my tight ring softened beneath his touch.

“That’s it,” he murmured approvingly. “You’re going to take me here. I’m going to fuck your ass while we’re flying high above the ocean. No one will ever know what a dirty little slut you are up here.”

“Yes… yes, Captain,” I breathed, trembling.

He eased his cock free from my pussy, slick with my arousal, and rubbed it slowly between my cheeks, dragging the head over my rear entrance. I cried out softly, my body tensing with anticipation.

“Relax,” he ordered, and then he slid his cock deep into my ass.

“Ohh… fuck!” I gasped, my nails digging into the leather seat. The burn was sharp, but it quickly turned to pleasure.

“That’s it… that’s a good girl,” he groaned, holding himself there, letting me adjust.

I whimpered, hips twitching. “More… fuck me… please…”

He pulled back and thrust into me again. I threw my head back and moaned, pleasure flowing through my body. He started to fuck me in the ass, long, firm strokes that made me see stars every time he went impossibly deep in me with his giant cock.

He drove faster, relentlessly, his groans mixing with my high, needy cries. The pressure built in my core, the stretch making me teeter on the edge of another climax.

“Say it,” he growled, slamming into me, his balls slapping against my pussy. “Say what I’m doing to you.”

“You’re… oh god… you’re fucking my ass, Captain!” I screamed, “You’re fucking me in the ass… You’re stretching me wide open with your huge cock…”

“And you love it.”

“Yes! I love it, I love you fucking me in the ass.”

The thrusts got harder, his hips pistoning into me, cock battering deep until my vision blurred. The orgasm ripped through me without warning, white-hot and overwhelming. My pussy gushed even as my ass clenched tight around him, my release running down my thighs and spraying over the leather seat.

“I’m going to come in your ass,” he growled, behind me.

“Yes, Captain… come in my ass,” I whimpered.

The plane shuddered faintly in the air as the autopilot tried to react to our relentless fucking. With a final savage thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and roared, his cock jerking deep inside me.

Hot cum flooded my ass in heavy spurts, thick and warm, the pressure filling me until I could feel it spilling out around the base of his cock. The sensation pushed me into another wave of release. I screamed as my pussy gushed again, squirting messily down my thighs while his seed pumped into my ass.

“Fuck, Molly…” he groaned, still grinding against me, his cock still buried in my ass.

I collapsed against the leather, trembling, ass stretched and dripping. The world outside blurred into blue and green, tiny and distant. Up here, no one knew I was bent over in the back of a plane, freshly fucked and filled by my Captain.

Slowly, he pulled out, and I gasped at the rush of warmth leaking from my ass. Harris smirked at the sight, dragging a finger up through the mess.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “A free-use slut, flying high with my cum inside you.”


Chapter 9

The wheels kissed the tarmac with a soft bump, the engine throttling down as Harris guided us back to the hangar. I was still trembling, my panties full of cum. I tried to smooth my hair in the reflection of the side window, but there was no hiding the glow in my cheeks.

As the plane rolled to a stop, I spotted a sleek black limousine waiting on the apron. The door opened, and out stepped Miss Fairchild, the heiress from the day before. She was even more stunning up close: glossy black hair cascading over her shoulders, oversized sunglasses hiding her eyes, her dress a slinky strip of designer fabric that clung to her thin, model-like body.

She walked with a lazy, predatory confidence, heels clicking against the concrete as she approached. The sunglasses came off, and her gaze landed squarely on me.

“Well, well,” she purred. “A new girl at the flight school.”

My cheeks flushed as I climbed out of the plane. “Uh… yes. I’m Molly.”

“Are you one of their free-use employees?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She closed the space between us, one manicured hand sliding brazenly over my hip, her fingers grazing just under the hem of my short skirt. I could smell her expensive perfume.

“She’s adorable,” the heiress said over her shoulder to Harris. “And I can imagine what you’ve been doing with her up in your plane, you filthy boy.” The heiress’s smile widened. Her hand trailed lower, slipping under my skirt and squeezing my ass just enough to make me squeak. Then she leaned in, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered: “You’re coming with me tonight.”

I blinked. “What… what do you mean?”

“My private jet to Vegas. Me and my friends. Captain Harris here is flying us, and I want you as my… flight attendant.” She emphasized the words with another squeeze of my ass, making my pussy throb all over again. “You’ll take care of us, won’t you?”

I could only nod, breathless. “Yes, ma’am…”

“Get the flight school to add it to my personal account, Harris,” she said.

Harris nodded. “As you wish.”

“Good girl.” She kissed my cheek, almost on my lips, then pulled away, sliding her sunglasses back on. “Eight o’clock. Don’t be late.”

She returned to her limo, leaving me standing there flushed, my heart pounding with both nerves and excitement.

Harris laughed. “Looks like you’ve been recruited. Better take the rest of the day off and rest up, Molly. You’re going to need it.”

By eight o’clock sharp, I was standing on the private jet apron, my pulse racing as the limo swept back into view. The aircraft waiting for us was nothing like the little four-seater I’d flown in that morning. This was a sleek Gulfstream, painted in shimmering silver. The stairs had been rolled out, and a red carpet had been laid across the tarmac for its owner.

I smoothed down the navy-blue skirt suit the school had provided. It was tighter than any airline uniform I’d ever seen, the jacket nipped in at the waist, the skirt scandalously short, the blouse low enough to show my cleavage. I wore my hair neatly pinned, and inside I was buzzing with excitement.

The limo door opened, and Victoria Fairchild emerged like royalty. She was radiant: a cocktail dress that hugged her figure, dripping with diamonds at her ears and throat, her black hair glossy and perfect.

“Darling,” she said when she saw me, sweeping forward to kiss my cheeks. The diamonds sparkled inches from my eyes, the fabric of her dress brushing against my thighs. “You look delicious.”

Behind her, four young men spilled out of the limo. All rich, all handsome, all dressed with the casual confidence of men who’d never had to worry about money. “Come along, boys,” Victoria sang, sweeping up the stairs with effortless glamour.

I followed them up the steps. Inside, the jet was decadent: cream leather seats arranged in facing pairs, mahogany tables already laid with champagne flutes and bottles chilling in ice buckets. Soft lighting glowed overhead, music pulsed faintly from hidden speakers. It looked more like a party than a flight.

The door to the cockpit was open, and I could see Captain Harris in the pilot’s seat, running through some preflight checks with a clipboard.

The door sealed shut with a heavy hiss, the stairs rolled back, and a steward from the ground crew gave Harris the all-clear. I buckled in with the others, the engines winding up with a deep, thrilling roar that vibrated through the cabin.

Victoria clinked her glass against one of her boys’. “To Vegas, darlings!” she said, diamonds glittering in the cabin lights. The jet began to taxi, and I felt the low rumble as Harris guided us down the runway.

His voice came calmly over the intercom. “Cabin crew, prepare for takeoff,” he said. The jet surged forward, engines screaming, and then the ground dropped away. We were pressed back into the plush seats as the Gulfstream climbed hard into the darkening sky, and the city lights glittered below.

As soon as Harris leveled off, the seatbelt light pinged off, and Victoria immediately unbuckled, tossing her hair back and grabbing a bottle of champagne. “Now we can really start.”

Music pulsed louder from the hidden speakers, a thumping beat more suited to a nightclub.

One of the boys lit a cigar, another pulled a tiny bag of white powder from his pocket with a mischievous grin. Victoria only laughed and leaned across to kiss one of the men full on the mouth. She glanced over at me, her eyes glittering. “Molly, darling, come here. Pour these boys a drink, will you?”

“Yes, Miss Fairchild,” I said automatically, heat rising in my cheeks as I moved down the aisle in my little uniform, filling glasses while their eyes roamed freely over my legs and chest.

Victoria’s hand lingered on my thigh as I passed. “You’ll want to know their names, darling. You’re going to be very well acquainted by the time we land.” Her diamond bracelet caught the cabin lights as she gestured lazily toward the golden-haired one sitting next to her.

“This is Alexander. His family has old money, but he’s much more interested in gambling.”

Alexander smirked, raising his glass in a lazy salute. “And women,” he added, his eyes running shamelessly up my legs.

Victoria giggled, then waved her glass toward a curly-haired one with a leather jacket. “That’s Marco. Rock star until the band kicked him out for never being sober long enough to write a song.”

Marco gave me a slow grin and a wink, the cigar smoke curling around him.

An athletic one came and sat on a seat arm next to us, flashing a grin full of white teeth. “Don’t forget me.”

“Of course not, darling,” Victoria said. “This is Damien. He used to run track for the national team, but he found partying much more exciting than trophies.”

Damien put his hand on mine, his diamond watch glittering. “I’ve still got the stamina, baby. You’ll see.”

Finally, Victoria’s hand swept toward the youngest. “And this is Julian. Sweet Julian. He’s barely twenty-one, and he’s so rich he’ll never have to work a day in his life. But don’t let that face fool you. He’s been corrupted beautifully.”

Julian’s boyish smile widened as he tipped his champagne toward me. “Victoria corrupts everyone eventually.”

The cabin erupted with laughter at that, Victoria included. She leaned back in her seat, one elegant arm draped over the backrest, eyes glimmering as she looked me over like I was already naked. My pussy was aching and wet from being watched by all these beautiful people.

“Now you know their names, Molly,” she said, her hand sliding higher up my thigh, fingers toying with the hem of my tiny skirt. “It’s time for you to put on a bit of a show. Come and sit on my lap.”


Chapter 10

I swallowed hard, heat rushing through me as Victoria patted her lap. The boys leaned forward in their seats, grinning.

“Yes, Miss Fairchild,” I murmured, sitting on her lap.

“Good girl,” she purred, one diamond-studded hand resting on my thigh. “Now, spread those pretty legs for us.”

I spread my thighs, conscious of the men watching. My skirt was short, and they could easily see my panties. I’d worn my best pair, white lace, and transparent enough that they could see my dark bush through them. They all leaned in, their eyes hungry.

Victoria’s fingers slid slowly up my inner thigh until they brushed across the lace. I let out a loud gasp, biting my lip as arousal flooded my body. She pressed her finger against the lace right at my clit, rubbing the damp fabric until it clung to my folds. My hips squirmed helplessly, a moan escaping from my lips.

She rubbed harder, slow circles over my clit. My head fell back against her shoulder, another moan spilling out as my thighs quivered wide apart. The men shifted in their seats, eyes locked on the little show, each one stroking the bulges in their expensive suits.

“Who wants to see her come?” Victoria asked.

There were enthusiastic nods and murmurs from my audience. With her free hand, she popped open the buttons on my shirt. Then she reached in and pulled one of my breasts out of the bra. She squeezed and teased it, pulling on the nipple to make it swollen. All the while, she was grinding my clit through my panties.

“God… ohhh god…” I whimpered, my whole body trembling as Victoria’s fingers worked me. The lace was soaked now, plastered to my pussy, every circle of her fingertip sending fire through my clit. My chest heaved, my exposed breast bouncing in her hand as she pinched my nipple hard.

The men groaned openly, champagne forgotten, their eyes devouring me. They were all touching themselves through their pants. Marco actually had his cock out, thick and leaking, stroking himself openly as he watched.

“Mmm.  Such a good little toy,” Victoria purred.

“Oh god… I’m coming…” I groaned, my back arching as the orgasm ripped through me. It hit me like a wave, hot and unstoppable. My pussy throbbed, pulsing against the lace as it gushed, soaking her hand. My cries filled the cabin, rising over the low thump of the music and the roar of the engines. I shuddered violently, legs jerking, my release flooding through me until I was left gasping, collapsed against her chest. My nipples were hard and aching, my pussy still twitching under her palm.

Victoria slipped her wet fingers from between my thighs, holding them up so they glistened under the cabin lights. Then she sucked them clean.

“Well, gentlemen,” she said smoothly, “I think it’s time to fuck her senseless.”

They were already unbuckling their belts and dropping their pants. She pushed me off her lap towards them.

The four of them were on me in an instant, hands greedy, tugging at my clothes until buttons ripped off and fabric slid down my arms. My shirt hit the floor, my bra yanked aside so my breasts spilled free. Someone tugged my skirt up around my waist while another tore my soaked panties clean off, the lace ripping in Damien’s fist.

I was naked in seconds, flushed and trembling, with their hands all over me. Alexander grabbed my arm and bent me forward over a table, the wood cool against my bare skin. My breasts pressed flat to the surface, nipples scraping as my ass jutted out toward them.

“God, look at that cunt,” Marco groaned behind me. His hand smacked my ass hard, making me gasp. Then he spread me wide.

Damien seized my hair and fed his thick cock into my mouth. I sucked on it hungrily. Victoria lounged back on the sofa, crossing her legs elegantly. She sipped champagne as if she were merely watching a play.

“Be rough with her,” she instructed. “She can take it.”

Hands spread me wider, thumbs parting my folds, the air cool against my wet heat. Then someone thrust their hard cock deep into my cunt, and I didn’t even know which one of them it was. Hands gripped my hips tight, dragging me back as they started to fuck me hard. My muffled moan vibrated around the cock in my mouth, drool spilling down my chin as he forced it deeper, making me gag. The one in my pussy pounded deep, balls slapping against my clit.

Victoria stood and approached me slowly. I looked up at her, eyes streaming. She reached out and pulled hard on my nipple, twisting it and making me moan even louder.

“Such an eager little slut,” she smirked. “Are you going to come for me?” Her other hand slipped under me and found my clit. She’d barely begun to massage it before I came hard, my cunt clenching on the dick in my pussy. Waves of pleasure rushed through my body as they fucked me through it.

“Now all her holes,” Victoria ordered.

Damien dragged me up and sat back in one of the huge cream leather seats. He pulled me on top of him, guiding me down onto his rock-hard cock. I gasped as he penetrated me, so deep that he bottomed out.

And then I saw the younger one… Julian. He’d been standing to the side, just watching and holding his cock. And what a cock it was, probably even bigger than Harris’s, and it had a dangerous-looking curve. As I started to ride Danien, Victoria walked over to Julian and wrapped a hand around his massive dick.

“Do you think you can take this in your ass?” she laughed.

“I… I don’t know…” I gasped, slightly breathless from Damien’s cock so deep in my pussy.

Victoria smirked, stroking Julian’s fat, curved cock while I bounced helplessly on Damien’s lap, his thick shaft slamming up into me over and over.

Damien growled against my neck, holding me down hard on his cock. “Yeah, open that ass for him, Molly. You’re going to look so fucking good stretched around both of us.”

“Okay… I’ll try…” I panted.

Victoria already had a tub of lube in her hand. She scooped some out and smeared it onto my rear entrance. Then she used two fingers to rub my tight hole, making me relax and open up, even as Damien’s cock thrust up into my pussy from below. When she pushed her fingers inside, I cried out again.

Julian moved closer, cock in hand, and Victoria guided him behind me. I gasped as his head pressed against my ass, the blunt curve pushing insistently at my tight ring. My whole body trembled, Damien’s cock buried in my pussy while Julian forced his way into my ass, stretching me wide, filling me so completely I almost screamed.

I could feel both dicks inside me, rubbing against each other with only my thin walls in between. The sensation was incredible, sending me spiralling.

“Fuck… yes,” Damien groaned, gripping my hips tighter as I was impaled on both of them. “You’re a dirty little slut, Molly. Taking two cocks at once.”

Marco stepped forward, his cock hard and dripping pre-cum. Without hesitation, he grabbed my chin and shoved it between my lips. I gagged as he slid down my throat, but the sight of me stuffed in every hole only made them rougher.

Now I was full… pussy stretched by Damien, ass split wide by Julian, throat claimed by Marco. My body was shaking, helpless, spit running down my chin, tears in my eyes as they used me in a brutal, perfect rhythm. I came so hard that I almost blacked out.

“Look at her,” Victoria laughed, taking a sip of champagne, eyes gleaming. “Three cocks at once, and one more waiting. My perfect little toy.”

The jet engines hummed, and the cabin was a blur of sweat and sex. The men swapped without pause… pussy, ass, throat, each hole claimed again and again until I couldn’t even keep track of who was inside me. Every thrust wrenched another orgasm from my shaking body until I was sobbing with pleasure, my cunt gushing down their cocks, my ass stretched wide.

Through the haze, I heard a familiar low voice cut through the groans and the slap of skin.

“Well, what’s going on back here?” Captain Harris laughed.

“Captain Harris,” Victoria purred, already sliding her panties down her legs. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

Harris loosened his tie and strode toward her with his calm, commanding confidence. Victoria leaned back on the table, spreading her long, elegant legs. I moaned around the cock in my throat, watching through watery eyes as Harris freed his thick shaft, already hard. Without hesitation, he lined up and pushed deep into her perfectly shaved pussy.

“God, yes, Captain,” she moaned, wrapping her legs around him, pulling him deeper. “Harder… give it to me.”

All around us, bodies slammed together in a frenzy. Alexander had me bent over the arm of a leather seat, his cock pounding into my swollen pussy. Julian was behind him, ready to take his turn in my ass again. Marco gripped my hair, pulling me onto his cock, fucking my mouth until drool coated my chin.

Suddenly, Marco groaned, jerking my head tight on his shaft as he erupted down my throat. Hot, salty cum flooded my mouth. I gagged and swallowed greedily, my own orgasm ripping through me, my body convulsing around Alexander.

The others followed, each taking their turn to finish across my face or tits. My skin was slick with sweat, cum, and spit, my holes aching, my voice hoarse from moaning and begging.

Across the cabin, Victoria screamed her release as Harris drove into her one final time, his cock buried deep as he shot inside her. She collapsed back on the table, trembling, diamond necklace glittering against her damp skin. Harris grunted, pulling out slowly, cum dripping between her thighs as she smirked over at me.

The cabin smelled of sex and sweat. For a moment, the only sounds were ragged breathing and the steady hum of the jet engines as we streaked toward Vegas.

“Molly, I think it’s time for another round of champagne,” Victoria said smoothly. She stood up, gloriously naked, cum glistening as it ran down her inner thigh, diamonds still sparkling at her throat. She looked every inch the queen of this decadent little mile-high kingdom.

“Yes, ma’am,” I whispered, my voice hoarse, my legs trembling as I staggered toward the bar. I was naked, but there was no point looking for my clothes; most of them had been ripped off. I looked like a total mess, but none of them seemed to mind. In fact, their eyes followed me with hungry satisfaction, like they couldn’t wait to use me again.

I poured the champagne with shaking hands, passing out glasses one by one, feeling cum still dripping down my breasts. When I handed Victoria hers, she leaned in and kissed me full on the lips, slow and claiming, before pulling back with a wicked smile.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “You can be my flight attendant any time.”

And as I looked around at the laughing, flushed faces, the glittering champagne, and the endless sky outside the windows, I couldn’t help but smile to myself. I knew it was the best job I’d ever had.
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https://books.cleocarnell.com/h05a687fh6

Lauren is frustrated that her rich husband seems to have no sexual interest in her. She finally resolves to take matters into her own hands and cheat for the first time. But working part-time in the local library means she doesn’t meet many men… 

Until the professor from the university walks in, that is. Is she brave enough to make a move? And is this older man the one to give her the pounding that she so desperately desires? 

Used By His Friends (First Time Hotwife - Book 1) 

https://books.cleocarnell.com/lhj5ursx7j 

Holly’s always been the perfect wife, sweet, loyal, and enthusiastic in the bedroom. When her husband, Travis, tells her that one of his friends has started swinging, everything changes. Suddenly, Holly can’t think about anything other than being used by as many men as possible… while Travis watches. 

So when three of his buddies come over to watch the game, she decides to put on her slutty waitress outfit and live out her fantasies for real. 
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