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Chapter 1

The private jet’s cabin smells like leather and money, a world I don’t belong in. Yet. I’m sprawled on a cream plush seat, still in my cheap blazer and jeans, snapping pics with my phone.

My thumbs fly, texting Jess: WTF, I’m on a MILLIONAIRE’S JET to France. Event’s saved. Pinch me.

I hit send, grinning like an idiot. Three hours ago, I was screwed—my flight grounded, my shot at this startup pitch gone. Then some airport suit waved me over, said a private plane had space. Twenty minutes later, here I am, sipping Dom Pérignon I didn’t pay for, waiting alone in this luxurious plane. Surreal as hell.

The cabin’s quiet, just the hum of idle engines and light jazzy music in the background. I lean back, snapping another shot—my sneakers on the seat’s edge, scuffed against the luxury.

Jess pings back: Private jet? Who? Spill!

I smirk, typing: Dunno who yet, but I owe them my life.

The jet’s tiny—six seats, a sleek bar, a curtained nook at the back. No crew yet, just me and this insane luck. I sip the champagne, bubbles sharp on my tongue, and wonder who’s footing this. Some exec? A rock star? A random angel?

A car engine purrs outside, faint through the fuselage. I crane my neck, peering out the oval window. A black Rolls-Royce glides up, sleek as a panther, stopping by the jet’s stairs. The door swings open, and out steps a woman! Tall, mid-40s, wearing a big hat, all sharp cheekbones and dark lipstick. Her trench coat’s tailored, heels clicking as she strides toward the plane like she’s on a runway.

My breath catches—she’s hot, older, but yeah, hot as hell. The kind of woman who owns buildings, not just jets. I fumble my phone, snapping a blurry pic for Jess: Her?

She climbs the steps, ducking in, and the cabin shrinks. Her eyes—green, piercing—lock on me, a smirk tugging her lips.

“Chérie, you’re in my seat,” she says, voice low, French lacing every syllable.

I freeze, champagne glass halfway to my mouth. She shrugs off her coat, revealing a silk blouse and skirt that hug her like they cost my rent. Elegant, but her gaze is filthy, raking me head to toe.

“Uh, I’m so sorry—” I start, scrambling to stand, but she waves a hand, nails red and sharp.

“Sit,” she snaps, dropping into the seat across from me. “You’re Charlie, non? The little entrepreneur I saved?”

She crosses her legs, slow, deliberate, her skirt riding up just enough. My throat’s dry—she knows my name? Her smirk widens. “I’m Maxime. You’re welcome.”

I nod, flustered. “Yeah, thank you, Miss—uh, Mrs.? Really. I was dead without this flight.”

“Dead?” She laughs, soft and dark. “Petite, are you alive because I say so?” Her tone—I can’t read it. It shifts from playful to somewhat commanding, and my stomach flips.

She leans forward, elbows on her knees, close enough I smell her perfume—jasmine, expensive. “Don’t worry, Charlie. You’ll have plenty of time to pay back.”

Her words hit me like a knife. They could mean anything, yet my mind only has one explanation. A nervous smile is all I manage as she looks at me like I’m naked; I can feel her eyes on my damp skin.

My mind scrambles for something to say, but a phone ring saves me. She grabs it, keeping naughty eye contact uninterrupted.

“Allo?” she says, her voice sultry, like she’s speaking to me, not the phone.

Maxime launches into a long, animated call, her tone sharp and fluid, switching between French and English. “Oui, c’est réglé… Non, pas encore…” I catch snippets—business, maybe, but her eyes flick to me now and then, a predator’s glint.

The jet’s engines roar to life, vibrating through the seats, and we’re rolling, lifting off. My stomach lurches as we climb, clouds swallowing the ground below. Only when we’re steady in the air does she hang up, tossing the phone aside. She grabs a champagne flute from the bar, swirling it, then turns back to me, her focus laser-sharp again.

“Enfin, just us now, chérie,” she purrs, sipping slow, her gaze pinning me to the seat.

"What business you in, Charlie?"

"I'm working on a big fitness food supplements project," I tell her, happy that the conversation is making a somewhat normal turn.

"Oh, such big project for such petite young woman. How old?"

"Me? I'm twenty-two," I lie, adding three years to my real age.

"Mmm," she murmurs, satisfaction on her lips. "So young, so successful—you remind me of my younger self, ma chérie."

She leans forward again, her face sharp but beautiful in a very special way—exotic in a French way. She hesitates, eyeing me, then finally says what I somehow already sense. “You owe me, Charlie. And I collect.”

I swallow, heat creeping up my neck. “Collect?” My voice cracks—she’s too direct.

“Oui,” she purrs, French curling the word. “A ride like this? It’s not free.” She smiles like it’s a joke, but we both know it’s not.

Her eyes flick to my chest, my hips, like she’s sizing me up. “You’ll pay with something… fun.” She snaps her fingers, and a woman glides from the curtained nook—Latina, stunning, all warm skin and quiet grace.

“Sofia, ma belle, bring the silk.”

Sofia nods with a gentle smile, evidently used to hearing such requests. She disappears behind the bar, and my pulse spikes.

“Silk?”

Maxime’s smirk turns wicked. “You’re nervous, chérie. Good—I like that. Do you like Sofia? Is she a beautiful girl or not? She’s my favorite stewardess. I’d like you to be her friend, oui?”

Before I can say anything, she stands, towering over me, and tugs my blazer’s lapel. “Take this off. You won’t need it.”

“Uh—what?” I stammer, but her hand’s firm, peeling the jacket down my arms with elegance, like I have no other option.

My phone clatters to the seat, Jess forgotten. Maxime’s touch lingers, fingers brushing my bare shoulder, and I’m caught—terribly uncomfortable, but turned on, completely under this woman’s control.

“Bon,” she murmurs, stepping back as Sofia returns, silk ties dangling from her hands. “Beau, no? Sofia is a stunning young woman, isn’t she? Look at her!” Maxime doesn’t ask, she commands, and I feel her voice in my pussy.

I look at Sofia—she has the face of an angel, but this is all too much for me. I’d panic if she didn’t have the most relaxed expression, telling me it’s every day for her.

“She will help you,” Maxime says with a soft smile, like she’s trying to calm me down, but her sharp lips do just the opposite.

“Help me? Do I need help?” I ask, trying to sound unbothered, yet my heart almost escapes my chest.

“Well, it depends,” Maxime says calmly, “on how well you obey.”


Chapter 2

Maxime sinks back into her seat, legs crossed tight, champagne flute dangling from her fingers like a toy. Her green eyes sparkle with mischief as she watches me, pinned to my chair by her stare.

“Chérie, you look so stiff,” she says, her French purr dripping with mock pity. “Let’s loosen you up, non?”

She sips her drink, slow and smug, then nods at Sofia. “Ma belle, tie her arms. Up high—let’s see those jolis pits.”

"Wait," I mutter, but even I can hear the weakness in my voice.

Sofia steps closer, silk ties soft in her hands, her angelic face calm as ever. My pulse hammers—tied up? On a jet? With this millionaire woman? I open my mouth to protest, but Maxime cuts me off with a laugh, sharp and bright.

“Oh, don’t fuss, Charlie. You’re my guest—be a good petite fille, oui?” Her tone’s light, joking, but her eyes scream obey.

I’m trapped, heat coiling deep despite the dread, the thrill of the strange eclipsing my fear.

Sofia’s gentle, though—she kneels by my seat, her warm fingers brushing my wrists as she loops the silk around them. “Lift your arms,” she murmurs, voice soft like she’s soothing a child.

I hesitate, but Maxime’s watching, sipping again, legs shifting like she’s enjoying this too much. So I obey—raise my arms, slow, and Sofia pulls the ties up, knotting them to a metal rung above the seat—some jet gizmo I hadn’t noticed. My blazer’s gone, my tank top rides up, and my armpits are bare, exposed. Cool air hits them, and I squirm, helpless.

“Magnifique,” Maxime purrs, leaning forward, champagne glass tilting. “Look at you, all stretched out. So vulnerable, ma petite—it’s adorable, non?”

She’s joking, but her voice dips, hungry, and I catch her free hand twitch, like she’s fighting to stay put.

Sofia steps back, hands clasped, waiting, and Maxime grins wider. “Sofia, ma chère, smell her. Those lovely armpits—what’s she like?”

My face burns—what the hell?

"Smell me?" I blurt, tugging at the ties, but they hold firm. Sofia glances at Maxime, then leans in slowly, discreetly. Her nose brushes my left armpit, her breathing careful, as if she doesn’t know what to expect. Her hair tickles my skin, and I freeze—mortified but tingling. She inhales, slow and deliberate, then pulls back, her brown eyes meeting Maxime’s.

“Fresh,” she says, voice steady. “A little sweat—nervous, maybe. Like soap and skin.”

Maxime tsks, swirling her champagne. “Pfft, that’s it? Fresh? Sofia, you bore me—I need plus!”

She’s teasing, but her jaw tightens, lips pressing thin. She’s torturing herself, I realize—wants to smell me herself, taste me, but won’t. Sofia’s her leash, and she’s pulling it hard.

“Take a sample, ma belle. Be useful, bring it here—I’ll judge myself.”

Sofia nods, unruffled, and grabs a spare silk tie from the bar. My eye catches blue sky with white clouds beneath us for a second. Is this really happening?

Sofia kneels again, pressing the silk tie firmly against my armpit, rubbing slow circles. My skin’s increasingly damp from nerves, and the silk drags, cool and slick. I bite my lip—a weird jolt shoots through me. She really wants to smell that?

Sofia finishes, folding the tie neatly, and glides to Maxime, offering it like a gift.

Maxime takes it, her fingers brushing Sofia’s with a smirk. She lifts the silk to her nose and fixes her gaze on me, like she’s about to know me inside out. She inhales deeply, eyes half-closing.

“Mmm, oui,” she murmurs, voice thick. “A goddess indeed, and a lot of soap—something sharp underneath. Wild, non?”

Dissatisfaction washes over her face. “But no, it’s not enough! You need to warm her up, Sofia. Allez, I want her pheromones—her pure essence!”

She exhales loudly, then tosses the tie aside, gripping her glass tighter. “You’re a tease, Charlie, even tied up. I could eat you alive—but I won’t.”

She won’t?

“Not yet,” she adds, like she’s reading my mind.

She’s playing herself, I see it—legs crossed so tight her skirt strains, free hand clenched on her thigh. She’s holding back hard, keeping Sofia between us on purpose, directing every move.

“Ma belle, try her neck,” she says suddenly, voice cracking with glee. “Mark it—your lipstick. Tell me how she tastes.”

Sofia grabs a tube from the bar—deep red, Maxime’s shade—and slicks it on her lips. She leans in, and I shiver as I catch the lipstick’s scent. An involuntary loud gasp escapes me, driving Maxime wild.

“Oh, regarde-la! She likes that,” she says, excitement bursting out, no more hiding. “It’s because of you, Sofia—your beautiful, sexy lips make her wet, I can tell!” Her eyes turn glassy. “Mark her neck already, Sofia—vite! Don’t make her wait!”

Sofia presses her soft, damp mouth against my neck, a wet kiss that lingers like she’s been waiting for this. My pulse jumps under her lips, and she pulls back, licking them slow.

“Salty,” she says, calm as ever. “Warm—and... rich.”

Maxime groans, theatrical but real, tipping her head back. “Rich? Mon dieu, Sofia, you kill me!”

She sips her champagne fast, like it’s keeping her sane. “I’d lick that neck myself, chérie—suck it till you crie!”

Sofia smiles, biting her lip, her pulse visibly quickening.

“Sofia, assez! Check if she’s got fresh pheromones for me—dépêche-toi!”

I catch myself breathing heavily—this is spiraling, and I’m too horny to protest. Sofia exhales hard as she leans into me, brushing her cheek against my damp armpit, though she didn’t have to. She dips into my skin, takes a deep inhale, and closes her eyes. “Oh, you’d love this so much, Maxime.”

“Merde!” Maxime yells, nearly standing, her right hand slipping to her inner thigh. “Take a sample already, sweet Sofia—don’t keep me hanging!”

Sofia’s warm, soft face cuddles my armpit as she pulls out her tongue, licking my skin all over.

“Oui, mark her there too!” Maxime cries, eyes dripping with lust. “Get over here, how is it?”

Sofia keeps licking, smearing her saliva across my armpit with her cheeks, her nose, her blood-red lips.

“Sofia?!” Maxime snaps.

Oh my god, what’s even happening? Why is this hot woman glued to my armpit, and why in hell do I find it so irresistibly hot? Does she like it so much?

Sofia snaps out of it, like waking from ecstasy, and hurries to Maxime. She presses her face to Maxime’s nose, and Maxime sniffs her like she’s a délicieux parfum.

“Merde, Sofia, you smell so good—is this you or her?”

“She smells ungodly, Maxime. It’s not even sweat—it’s like lust has its own scent.”

“For God’s sake, Sofia! You torture me!”

“I’m sorry—”

“Pas de désolé! Bring me more of her—her minou!”

“What?”

“Her kitty, Sofia—bring it! Now!”


Chapter 3

My breath catches—kitty? Oh, dear, this woman is going all in like I don’t have a single word to say about it. I could feel helpless if her decisive tone didn’t drive rushes of sweet chaos through my veins. Sofia doesn’t blink, just turns to me, her brown eyes locking on my crotch. She obeys her master like a robot, but I can see want in her eyes. This girl is something else, a true treasure, going for my most private parts—making my horniness go absolutely wild.

Her fingers brush my jeans, undoing the button slow, deliberate. I’m dizzy, the jet’s hum fading as she tugs them down just enough, slipping under my panties. Our eyes meet again—a second, electric—and she slides a finger along my slickness, soft but sure. She looks at me like she was saying sorry, but I really want this.

It’s so crazy—this heavenly woman, all warm skin and calm grace, wants me? My tied arms strain, heart slamming as she lands her other hand on my armpit, showing me again it’s not all about her mistress’s demands—it’s her own want too.

I gasp, hips twitching, a flood rushing through me as I feel her finger dive a little deeper, but nothing too deep. She’s so close, so beautiful, and I’m losing it—going wet, wild just for her. Sofia pulls back, her fingertip glistening, and glides to Maxime, offering it like a prize she secretly craves for herself.

Maxime moans with excitement as she grabs Sofia’s wrist, yanks it to her mouth, and tastes me—lips closing over the slickness, eyes rolling back.

“Mon dieu!” she explodes, dropping her champagne, glass shattering on the floor.

She comes to me and grabs my cheeks with a single hand. This is the first time she’s touched me, crosses my mind, and her hand is warm but full of command.

She hisses into my face, “Charlie, you diablesse! You just tease me, it’s too much—you need discipline!”

Her voice cracks, French fire spilling out as she sits again, legs shaky as she soothes herself by squeezing her breasts, roughly. “Sofia—lose your shoes. Sit beside me, feet on her face. Vite!”

Sofia kicks off her heels, barefoot now, and sits next to Maxime, who’s panting like she’s run a mile.

“Allez,” Maxime snaps, pointing at me, “punish her!”

Sofia lifts her legs, swinging them over, and presses her bare feet against my face without hesitation—warm, a little sweaty, toes curling into my cheeks. It’s meant as humiliation, punishment—smelly soles smearing me—but oh my god, it’s so freaking hot. This gorgeous woman’s scent, her skin on mine, floods my senses.

I inhale, helpless, a pool soaking my panties. My tongue flicks out on its own, tasting salt, and I moan, trapped in this twisted bliss.

Sofia’s expression is pure surrender, like she was afraid of what my reaction would be, but now she’s relieved. Oh, you can put any part of your body on my face, gorgeous!

Maxime’s not happy. “Non, non, non! Sofia, you’re too beautiful, too chaude—you can’t do your job like this! You’re useless!” Her voice rises, shrill with frustration, as she pushes Sofia’s legs away from me and grabs her arm. “Turn over—immediately!”

Sofia obeys, flipping onto her stomach across Maxime’s lap, skirt hiking up to her thighs. Maxime yanks it higher, baring Sofia’s ass—smooth, golden—and snatches a leather paddle from the bar.

“You ruin everything,” she growls, then swings.

The first smack lands hard—crack—red blooming on Sofia’s skin. She gasps, soft, but doesn’t flinch.

Maxime spanks again, faster, paddle slapping flesh, Sofia’s ass swelling pink, then red.

“Oui, take it!” Maxime cries, her own breath ragged, hand trembling as she swings.

I watch, tied up, mesmerized—Sofia’s body jolts with each hit, her skirt bunched, welts rising. But her gaze fixes on me, and while her eyes shut with every slap, she’s looking at me and licking her teeth with such a slutty elegance. Oh my god, this is the absolute hottest scene I’ve ever seen in my life.

My phone buzzes on the floor—Jess, probably—and I think, if only she knew how this free ride escalated. Private jet to private hell, and I’m dripping for it.

“This is what I do to pretty asses like this,” Maxime yells, as Sofia keeps looking at me like she wishes it was me holding the paddle, spanking her raw. Oh, I’d love that—love to feel her squirm under my hand, hear her gasp for me. But I’m helpless, arms and legs bound, trapped in this whirlwind, this crazy sweet chaos.

Maxime’s spanking slows, her chest heaving, paddle dropping as she stares at Sofia’s red ass.

“You’re too much,” she mutters, then flicks her gaze to me—wild, unhinged. “And you, Charlie—next.”


Chapter 4

Maxime’s panting, paddle limp in her hand, Sofia’s red ass still sprawled across her lap. The jet’s cabin feels smaller, air thick with sweat and lust. She shoves Sofia off—gentle but firm—and Sofia stumbles to her feet, skirt falling crooked, her warm eyes darting to me, like she was afraid I would not approve such degrading behaviour on her.

Maxime’s gaze follows, locking on my tied-up frame, and her lips curl, wild and unhinged.

“Et toi, Charlie—you look so innocent, like a little spanking was too much for you, pretty eyes,” she says, voice low, French snapping like a whip. “But non—you enjoy too much, I see in your eyes, diablesse. We fix that.”

Fix that? Is this millionaire woman going to spank me, or something even worse?

I breathe heavily, realizing all this time I haven’t made a single sound—I’m just too perplexed. I’m still reeling—Sofia’s feet on my face, her spanking, that look she gave me—when Maxime snaps her fingers.

“Sofia, ma belle, blind her. Tie her eyes! No pleasure for this ungrateful passenger, only discipline.”

My stomach flips—blindfold?

Sofia nods, calm as ever, and grabs another silk tie from the bar, black and sleek. She steps close, her breath brushing my cheek, and I catch that flicker again—want, quiet but real.

“Hold still,” she murmurs, a gentle smile forming on her fatal lips being the last thing I see before she drapes the silk over my eyes.

Darkness swallows me. The tie’s cold, tight as she knots it behind my head, cutting out the jet’s luxe glow, Maxime’s smirk, Sofia’s angel face. My arms ache above me, legs twitch, but now it’s just sound—engine hum, Maxime’s sharp laugh—and the pounding in my chest.

“Parfait,” Maxime purrs, closer now, her perfume teasing my nose. “No looking, chérie—you feel what I want you to feel. Sofia, spank her. Allez!”

"Oh?" I hear myself breathe...

Sofia’s hands find my jeans again, tugging them down further—cool air hits my thighs, my ass half-bare under stretched panties. I hear her shift, the paddle’s leather creak as she grips it.

“Bend her,” Maxime orders, and Sofia pushes my shoulders forward, as far as the ties let me go—ass up, blind, helpless.

The first smack lands—clap—sharp on my left cheek, a sting that jolts me forward, like a wasp stung me. Wow, this was harder than I expected. I gasp, loud, the sound bouncing in the dark. It hurts, hot and quick, but my body betrays me—wetness pools, a throb I can’t stop. Just imagining Sofia swing almost makes me say More!

“Oui, encore! Harder!” Maxime cries, her voice cracking with glee.

Harder?

Sofia swings again—crack—right cheek now, firm, deliberate.

Fuck, this really was harder. This angel knows how to hit, that’s for damn sure. The sting blooms, red heat spreading, and I bite my lip, stifling a moan.

“Ohhh!”

I would scream her name, but I’m afraid of Maxime’s reaction. This is probably my maximum—I can’t see this going any further. If she wants me to behave, maybe I’d better do it.

“Ma belle, you’re too slow—spank till she learns!”

Another hit—slap—then another, a rhythm building, each slap echoing in the cabin. My ass burns, skin tingling, and I squirm, tied arms pulling, legs shaking. In the absolute dark, I can literally see the pain—radiating in red waves, leaving my stinging ass, leaving my pussy leaking helplessly.

Maxime’s taunting floats through—French and filthy. “Oh, la vilaine fille! You wiggle too much, Charlie—Sofia, plus fort! Teach her!”

Her legs must be crossed tight again, champagne forgotten—I hear the strain, her fight to stay back.

Sofia obeys, paddle landing harder—crack, crack—my cheeks blazing, a raw sting making me question if I can even take any more of that. But fuck, after every crack, as the sting subsides, my desire just runs wilder. I’m not supposed to enjoy this—blindfold’s her trick—but every slap sends a jolt to my core, slickness soaking through my drenched panties. I groan, low, feeling my inner thighs wet. And Maxime catches it.

“Non, non! You like it? You like it, don’t you?” she snaps, half-laughing, half-furious. “Sofia, stop—she’s too naughty! Merde, you ruin my discipline! Oh, I can’t rely on anyone—I’ll need to fix it myself.”

The spanking halts, paddle clattering to the floor, and Sofia’s warm hand brushes my thigh—soft, steadying me.

My breath’s ragged, blind world spinning—sting, heat, want crashing together.

Maxime’s closer now, her voice a hiss against my face. “You’re trouble, petite. But don’t worry, I have methods to discipline girls like you!”

The silk stays tight on my eyes, keeping my senses at maximum alert—I can feel Maxime’s fire, Sofia’s calm, and smell their presence, both at the same time. My ass throbs, a dull ache I shouldn’t love, but there’s a kind of excitement running through me that can’t compare to anything I know.

I hear my phone buzz again on the floor—oh, Jess, if you only knew… I’m tied, spanked degradingly, owned by an older woman… and still dripping for more!


Chapter 5

The jet’s cabin hums around me, my blind world pulsing with the ache in my ass—Sofia’s spanking still burns, a red sting I shouldn’t crave. Maxime’s voice slows down, like she gave up on plan A and we’re going to a new level. I can feel her lips just at my face, her smell brushing over me as her words hit. “Merde, Charlie, you make me go to my last resort!” she says, her French accent thick with excitement.

I can tell that behind her controlled composure, a beast is raging with allure. I can’t see, but her perfume swirls nearer, jasmine biting the air. Her hand intrudes on my panties, sliding under with dominance, like it was her pussy.

“You’re too much, salope—too wet, too wild! I can’t just watch anymore!”

Her fingers are rude, but her feminine elegance tells me she loves our contact. Her fingers linger between my wet folds, riding back and forth, like she’s enjoying my abundant slickness just as much as I’m scared of what’s coming.

Her voice dips, filthy and low. “Oh, chérie, I’d spank you red, but non—you’d love it too much, diablesse. I need more… plus.”

She releases my heat, and I hear rustling—fabric, maybe a zipper—her hands doing something. My tied arms strain, legs tremble, jeans still bunched at my thighs, panties soaked. What’s she up to?

The blindfold’s becoming a curse—the excitement of blindness is gone; now a sense of being trapped prevails, making me guess too much and know too little. My heart is slamming as I feel her come close again, so close.

I feel Sofia’s touch land soft on me too—her warm fingers graze my arms, slow and gentle, tracing down from my bound wrists.

“Shh,” she whispers, her breath on my neck, like she’s calming a spooked animal. Her hands slide to my shoulders, kneading lightly, then down my sides, brushing my tank top’s edge—soothing, easing my nerves. Her soothing makes me freak out even more—what is going on?

I know something’s coming, but I’m not sure these two minxes know what they’re doing. My skin prickles, caught between Sofia’s softness and Maxime’s storm.

“Ma belle, keep her still,” Maxime growls, her voice cracking, and Sofia’s hands settle on my hips, steady but teasing, nails grazing my bare skin.

I can feel Maxime’s nose on my neck, traveling through my skin like a hungry lion. She’s muttering now—French spilling fast.

“Putain, you smell like sin—your minou, your sweat—I can’t take it!”

Her boots shift, a clink of metal or plastic—fuck, what’s that?

Sofia’s fingers dip lower, stroking my thighs, easing them apart, and I shiver, blind, helpless.

“Oh?”

“Oui, oui, open her, Sofia,” Maxime rasps, closer, her heat radiating. “She’s mine—toute à moi.”

I’m panting, lost in Sofia’s touch—soft circles on my inner thighs, a promise of something big—and then I feel it.

Something firm presses against me—smooth, not too cool, nudging my soaked panties aside. My breath hitches—what the hell? Is it a dildo?

Maxime’s voice drops, a guttural purr. “Chérie—hold still for me.”

It’s her—her strap-on, I realize, blind and reeling as it slides along my slickness, teasing, then presses harder.

Sofia’s hands grip my hips, gentle but firm, holding me open, and Maxime thrusts—slow but sharp, deep, filling me.

My craving pussy can take anything now, but hell, this thing is big.

“Whoooa!” I cry out slowly, a raw yelp swallowed by the jet’s roar, my body jolting against the ties.

“You see? She likes it, putain!” Maxime yells.

Then she takes me—hard, relentless, hips slamming into mine. The strap-on’s thick, unyielding, stretching me as she grunts, French spilling out.

“Oui, prends-le! Take it, petite salope!”

Each thrust shakes the seat, shakes me—blind, I’m all sensation: Sofia’s soft fingers digging into my skin, Maxime’s rhythm pounding, her breath hot on my ear.

“You’re mine—à moi—feel it!” she snarls, pace quickening, a wild edge in her voice.

“Oh, fuck!” I manage, probably the first real word I’ve said this whole session—can’t even tell.

My ass stings against the seat, spanked raw meeting this, and I’m drowning—wet, wrecked, so helplessly owned.

Sofia’s touch shifts—one hand slides up, caressing my neck, thumb brushing my pulse, like she’s grounding me in the chaos.

“Good,” she whispers, barely audible, her other hand stroking my thigh, easing the tension as Maxime fucks me senseless.

I can’t see—just hear Maxime’s growls, feel the strap-on driving deep, Sofia’s softness holding me together. My body’s a mess—shaking, clenching, a scream building I can’t let out. The jet’s steady hum mocks me—this shouldn’t be real, but it is. And I’m hers to take, giving her everything.

Maxime’s voice breaks—half-laugh, half-moan. “Mon dieu, you’re tight—tellement bonne! I lose it for you!”

She’s gone, fully gone—no leash, no proxy, just her taking me raw. “Sofia, cul, check her ass! Is her asshole greedy too?”

My asshole?

My phone buzzes somewhere below—and I’m spiraling, blindfolded, fucked, Sofia’s hands my only tether in this jet-fueled storm.

Maxime’s strap-on slams into me, relentless, and a quick disconnect of Sofia’s touch tells me she’s obeying her mistress, reaching for my dirty hole.

“Eh bien?” Maxime asks, impatience dripping from her mouth.

Sofia’s finger lands on my protruding asshole, circling around my rim, giving my body yet another reason to surrender, to give in.

“Oh,” I hear Sofia gasp—I know this dirty girl likes it being there, just making it all even more filthy.

It’s too much for me; her tingling finger shoots jolts of pleasure through my system, and a climax announces itself from a place I didn’t even know exists.

“Her asshole, Sofia?” Maxime asks, out of breath.

“So sweet,” says Sofia, her voice shaky with arousal.

Sweet? Oh my, Sofia, you’re breaking me—I’m gonna come!

“Sweet? What is wrong with you, putain! Focus, Sofia—is it ready?”

“Ahhhh!” I scream, their dirty talk, the thick object filling me, Maxime’s decisiveness, Sofia’s enchanting presence—it all pushes me over the edge like I could never return.

Maxime’s grunts mix with French filth—“Orgasme? Prends-le! Take it all in!”—and Sofia’s soft hand grips my hips firmly, her other hand playing with my exposed anus like she wants to enter me, but she doesn’t.

“Ahhhhhhh!!”

My second scream is louder and longer; my body snaps, shuddering hard as I come. Wetness floods, a loud cry rips out, echoing in the cabin. My legs shake, ass grinding the seat, orgasm ripping through me like a storm as this older millionaire woman shows no mercy, fucking me like I was her doll.

“Dear God!” I exhale as I catch my breath, the release so strong I’m afraid I could piss myself.

Maxime slows a little, panting, her strap-on still pressed against me like she understood my senses perfectly.

“Want more, huh, chérie?” she taunts, voice rough, dripping with smugness.

I’m wrecked, blind, panting—but it’s not enough. The build-up—Sofia’s feet, the spanking, the thrusting—was too much; this first orgasm feels only like a warm-up.

“Yes, please,” I gasp, desperate, my voice cracking with need.

“Yes, please?” Maxime mocks me, her tone sharp and biting. “Your indecency has no boundaries! You get a free ride and now have a face to ask for more?”

“Please,” escapes my mouth; I’m not even sure if I really said that—I can’t tell my feelings apart from my words anymore.

“I’m done with you, ungrateful passenger girl,” she snaps, leaving me to breathe deeply, helplessly at her mercy.

The blindfold rips off—silk yanks free—and I blink, dazed, into Maxime’s green eyes, blazing with fury and lust.

“You’re a terrible guest,” she snaps, French accent thick, “getting everything free—my jet, my queue—and now you want to fuck my stewardess? Oublie ça! Forget it! She’s mine.”

Fuck her stewardess? Is that an option?

She unbuckles the strap-on, drops it with a thud—black, slick, gleaming on the floor—and flops beside me, legs sprawling. Her silk blouse clings, damp with sweat, as she points at Sofia.

“Ma belle, come here—please me. Vite!”

Sofia kneels fast, her skirt still crooked from her spanking, her warm hands pushing Maxime’s thighs apart. Maxime hikes her skirt, baring herself, exposing her hairy but trimmed mound beside me. Sofia dives in—lips on her, tongue working quick, glistening slickness spreading around her lips.

This filthy rich older woman beside me groans, loud, head tipping back, loving each of Sofia’s moves. Oh shit, this is so dirty—never in my life could I expect something like this. I’m going to see how this fragrant, crazy dominant woman comes over Sofia’s beautiful face.

Sofia’s head bobs, wet sounds filling the jet. I’m tied beside Maxime, watching, ass throbbing, pussy aching from my own release—and then Maxime grabs me. Her hand clamps my shoulder, yanks me close, and she buries her face in my armpit—sniffing hard, frantic, like a drug.

“Oh, putain,” she mutters, inhaling deep, “your scent—sauvage!”

Sofia’s tongue speeds up, this hot milf’s hips buck, and her nose digs into my damp skin—sniffing, snorting, wild.

“Oui, oui! You smell like a dream—” Her free hand grips her own thigh, nails digging, and she comes fast—a sharp cry, body jerking, eyes rolling back as she makes just another long snort on my armpit. It’s quick, messy, her breath hot on my armpit as she shudders, spent.

Sofia pulls back, lips glistening, her calm eyes flicking to me—want still there, quiet but burning.

Maxime slumps, grinning, a feral edge softening. “Oh, mes bonnes filles,” she purrs, French soft now, “such good girls on my plane. I’m a lucky femme, non?"

She looks me in the eye, "You smell delicious, you deserve the best, petite. You two—have fun while I freshen up.”

She stands, wobbly, smoothing her skirt. “But be done when I’m back—pas de spectacle! I don’t want to see it—not a single bit! Too jealous!”

She grabs her dropped champagne flute—shattered base and all—and struts to the jet’s rear, curtain snapping shut behind her.

Did she just leave me and Sofia alone?

Freaking mess—my pussy leaks another drip of my never-ending horny juice. What on earth is going on?!

Sofia’s on me in a flash. Her hands untie my wrists—silk falling loose, arms dropping, tingling—and she pushes me back, gentle but firm.

“Charlie,” she whispers, voice low, her warm breath on my neck.

She pulls me into a deep, wet, passionate kiss, her tongue exploring my mouth while her hand wastes no time, finding its way to my pussy with unmistakable intent. Her mouth tastes like paradise, and her fingers glide effortlessly through my slickness. Then her mouth leaves mine, trailing down my skin, over my breasts, and lower still, until her lips finally meet my pussy—her kiss soft, wet, and deliberate at first, but growing hungrier with every passing second.

Oh, fuck, this feels so unbelievably good—after the whirlwind of sensations, her gentle touch on my overly aroused body is almost too much, threatening to push me over the edge again way too soon.

I moan loudly, my head falling back as her tongue flicks and teases my clit before diving in. She slides two fingers inside, but she’s so soft and careful, aware that I’ve already been stretched and might need a gentler pace. It’s a mix of slow and fast, but above all, it’s so incredibly hot—her angelic face buried between my legs, working me like she’s known me for years, her hands gripping my hips. I’m spiraling again, the heat roaring back through me.

I’m instantly on the edge of another orgasm as her finger brushes my asshole again—this naughty girl knows exactly what drove me over the edge before, and she’s determined to make me feel that incredible pleasure once more.

I start sobbing quickly, trying to hold back the inevitable explosion as the tip of her finger slips inside, and that’s it—I’m done.

“Fuuuuuuck!” I scream, caught off guard by the overwhelming wave of pleasure crashing through me.

“Ohhh,” she moans against me, her enthusiasm making it clear how much she loves this—eating my pussy like a true expert, an absolute angel of pleasure.

I come hard, shaking, and immediately grab Sofia by her pussy through her panties, desperate for her.

“No, I can’t,” she gasps, pulling back, “only when my mistress allows.”

I’m perplexed—how obedient she is, so loyal it stuns me. I pull her close, kiss her again, soft and urgent.

“You’re a true treasure, Sofia,” I whisper, breathless.

She smiles, eyes smoldering. “And you’re a goddess, Charlie—so irresistible,” she purrs, voice sexy as pure sin. Then she slips away, disappearing behind the curtain.

I slump back, jeans still down, my panties a soaked mess, my ass sore from the spanking—trying to process what just happened. A free jet ride turned into this whirlwind of spankings, strap-ons, Sofia’s tongue. Wilder than any dream I could’ve imagined!

My phone buzzes on the floor—Jess, still oblivious to how wild this trip got. The jet’s hum steadies; Paris must be close. Probably time to end this crazy ride, right? I’m wrecked, dripping, but that treasure Sofia and this lunatic Maxime have me hooked—I’ll never see a plane the same way again.











Thank you so much for reading!










Did you enjoy the story? Please consider leaving a 5-star review! Thank you! ;)

[image: ]







Newsletter Signup & Contact

pamrousey@outlook.com










Make sure to check my other titles and keep the adventure going ;)




Under Her Venomous Lips




Straight to Lesbian: Seducing a Hot Nurse




Dirty Lesbian Apprentice: Seducing my Older Boss




Dirty Lesbian Vacation: Hungry for Girls from Behind

cover.jpeg
THREESOME

ON A PRIVATE JET






OEBPS/image_rsrcW7.jpg
< < 73 ‘& A~

l oW W W WY





OEBPS/image_rsrcW6.jpg





