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Amelia Torres, 29

The alarm went off at 04:15, the same shrill tone that had wrenched her out of sleep in a hundred anonymous hotel rooms before. Amelia groaned, rolled onto her back, and stared at the ceiling. The curtains were drawn tight against the city’s glow, but the room still smelled faintly of recycled air, of jet fuel from last night’s arrival.

She lay there for a moment, listening to her own heartbeat, stretching one long leg out from beneath the covers. The sheet slipped down her thigh and left goosebumps in its wake. She could already feel the ache of the day ahead in her arches, the dry pull of cabin air in her throat. And underneath that, deeper and more secret, the low buzz she never quite managed to shake before a flight.

Her body woke differently when she was working. It was as if her skin knew she’d soon be under a hundred gazes, every curve and line packaged neatly into a uniform that made her both untouchable and the object of endless fantasies.

Amelia slid out of bed, bare feet sinking into the scratchy hotel carpet, and padded into the bathroom.

Mirror

The mirror gave her back her real face first: eyes still swollen from too little sleep, olive skin shadowed under her cheekbones, hair frizzed from the pillow. She leaned closer, touched the faint crease left by the sheets across her chest. Imperfect. Human.

She smiled at herself—dry, rueful—and whispered, “Professional first. Everything else fits under the scarf.”

That was the trick. The uniform was a mask, a performance. Underneath, her body hummed with the things she never let anyone see.

Shower

She showered hot, letting steam fog the glass, the water dragging her nipples into tight points. She soaped herself quickly at first, then slowed as her hand slid across her stomach, lower, grazing the neat strip of hair she kept between her legs. She paused there, temptation flaring sharp and sweet.

Not yet. She curled her fingers into a fist and rinsed off, pressing her thighs together under the spray.

When she stepped out, she toweled briskly, then stood naked in front of the mirror again. This time she looked properly. The long line of her legs, the curve of her hips, the roundness of her ass. Her breasts—full C-cups, the nipples darker, already hard from the change of air. She cupped them, thumbs brushing over tips until she had to bite her lip.

She let go, laughing softly at herself. She was thirty in a few months and still acting like a teenager sneaking thrills before school.

Dressing

The uniform lay in precise order on the bed: tights, suspenders, skirt, blouse, scarf, heels.

Amelia started with the stockings. She rolled the first sheer leg slowly, inch by inch, the fabric hissing over her skin. The suspenders clipped into place with a small metallic snap that made her pulse jump. Then the other leg, snug against her thigh, hiding and highlighting all at once.

She didn’t have to wear them. Airline regulations demanded plain tights. But she never flew without suspenders underneath. It was her private rebellion, a secret layer no one could see—unless she wanted them to.

The pencil skirt came next, sliding up her thighs, hugging her ass so tightly she turned sideways to admire the curve in the mirror. She smoothed her palms over her hips, then gave herself a small smack on the rear. The sound made her laugh.

Blouse: crisp, white, the fabric stiff against her nipples. She buttoned it slowly, watching the strain as the cotton stretched across her breasts. The airline insisted on “modest tailoring.” Amelia wore hers one size tighter.

Scarf: navy with a thin gold stripe, knotted neatly at her throat. A perfect bow to distract from the fact that her cleavage was practically begging for attention.

Hair twisted into a severe bun. Earrings small, discreet.

Finally, lipstick. She leaned in, dragged the red across her mouth in one precise stroke. Opened her lips wider than necessary, watching her tongue flick briefly against her teeth. In the mirror she saw what passengers saw: perfect, polished, untouchable.

She smiled, slow and private. Beneath the scarf and skirt, she was already damp.

Reflection

Amelia sat on the edge of the bed and buckled her heels. The straps bit into her ankles, her calves tightening with the new posture. She straightened, crossed her legs, and studied her reflection in the full-length mirror opposite.

This was the woman they saw: Senior Flight Attendant Torres. The woman who kept order in the cabin, who smiled at crying children and flirted politely with businessmen, who handled drunks at thirty thousand feet with a calm authority that belied the turbulence inside her.

This was also the woman she barely admitted to herself: damp already, mouth itching for something to wrap around, thighs pressing together under the skirt.

She whispered it aloud, only for herself:

“I am both the uniform… and what it hides.”

The words landed like a confession, like a vow.

Decision

She stood, smoothed the skirt, adjusted her scarf one last time.

Her phone buzzed with the crew’s group chat: meet time in thirty minutes. She slipped it into her bag and stared at herself one final time.

Most mornings she would push the thoughts down, bury the hunger under professionalism, and let herself off with a lonely orgasm in a hotel bed twelve hours later.

But not today.

Today she wasn’t going to step back.

She let the secret smile curl her lips as she locked the hotel door behind her.
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1 — “Cockpit Service”

The jet still smelled of disinfectant and coffee from the catering crew. Amelia slid her bag into the galley locker and smoothed her skirt over her thighs, feeling the cling of the pencil fabric. She moved automatically through her checks, but the vow she’d made in the mirror earlier still thrummed in her chest: not today. Today I won’t step back.

“Morning, Torres.”

She didn’t need to turn. She already knew the voice—low, gravel-edged, intimate even when it was nothing more than professional. Captain Reed brushed past on his way to the cockpit, a folder tucked under one arm. The scent of his aftershave—spice, clean soap, and something faintly leathery—cut through the recycled air.

She turned enough to glance. His uniform was crisp, stripes sharp against his shoulder. He passed her a manifest sheet, and as she took it, their fingers touched. It should have meant nothing, but the warmth of his skin left her thighs pressing together beneath her skirt.

“Need your sign-off,” he said, tone neutral.

She scribbled her name. When she handed it back, his eyes lingered on hers a heartbeat too long. “Perfect.”

The word echoed in her chest.

Reed tucked the manifest under his arm, then lowered his voice just a fraction. “Once we’re up and running, Torres—I may need you to stop by the cockpit. I’ll buzz if so.”

It was phrased like nothing more than a procedural note. But his eyes made it clear there was more layered beneath.

“Yes, Captain,” she said, her voice coming out steadier than she felt.

He gave the faintest tilt of a smile before disappearing into the cockpit.

Amelia pressed a palm flat against the galley counter. Her lipstick was flawless, her scarf neat, her uniform immaculate. But inside she was shaking, damp already between her thighs.

She stepped into the aisle, her heels ticking smartly against the floor, and began her routine greetings as boarding trickled in. To every “Welcome aboard,” she offered a smile, but her mind was fixed forward, on the locked door she knew she’d be walking through later.

…

They’d been in the air for just over two hours. Dinner service trays were cleared, cabin lights dimmed, and most passengers had settled into movies or sleep. Amelia moved through the aisle with practiced calm, heels whispering against the carpet, uniform flawless as ever.

They still had six hours to go before New York.

Her body hummed with the quiet monotony of routine—cups clinking in the galley, the faint press of air against her skin—but underneath, her vow gnawed at her. She’d promised herself this flight would be different. And every time she thought back to the captain’s words before take-off, she felt the tug grow sharper.

“Once we’re up and running, Torres—I may need you to stop by.”

The memory made her thighs tighten against each other as she stacked trays. She found herself stealing glances at the cockpit door whenever she passed, her chest tightening in anticipation.

The interphone buzzed. A single tone that made her jump, though no one else paid it any mind. She reached for it, her pulse quickening.

“Torres?” Captain Reed’s voice, steady as always. “When you’ve got a moment, come forward. Nothing urgent.”

Her heart slammed hard enough she had to steady the receiver against her ear. “Understood, Captain,” she managed, her voice calm despite the damp heat already blooming between her legs.

She replaced the handset and glanced around. Her junior colleague was chatting softly with a passenger near the mid-cabin galley, distracted. Perfect.

Amelia smoothed her skirt, adjusted her scarf, and started down the aisle. Each step felt heavier, more deliberate. The low murmur of passengers, the drone of engines, the occasional cough—all of it faded under the drumbeat of her own choice.

At the cockpit door, she pressed the call button. The lock clicked, green light glowing. She slipped inside, closing it firmly behind her.

The hum of instruments surrounded her, dials glowing in low amber light. The space felt smaller than usual, more intimate. Reed sat in the left-hand seat, jacket off, shirt stretched across his shoulders. The co-pilot’s seat was empty, headset draped across the console—a scheduled rest break.

Reed looked up from his checklist, mouth tilting in the faintest smile. “Good timing.”

“Everything okay?” she asked, voice smooth, though her pulse pounded so hard she could hear it in her ears.

“Everything’s fine,” he said, gesturing to the seat beside him. “Just needed to confirm some… paperwork.”

The corner of his mouth told her exactly what he meant.

Amelia’s breath caught, but she didn’t move back. This was the moment—the edge she’d promised herself she would step over. She smoothed her skirt once more, her hand trembling just slightly, then crossed the tiny space until she was close enough to smell him again: spice, leather, the faint musk of man layered over recycled air.

Her choice was made. She wasn’t stepping back.

The cockpit door clicked shut behind her, sealing her into the hum and glow of the flight deck.

Reed leaned back in his seat, eyes on her, one hand still resting lazily on the checklist. His calm was steady, practiced—but the air between them was anything but.

Amelia smoothed her skirt one last time, feeling the tremor in her fingers. She had always imagined what it might be like, locked away up here, the world believing her to be the perfectly composed attendant while she…

Her thighs clenched.

“Paperwork, Captain?” she said softly, raising an eyebrow.

The corner of his mouth curved. “Something like that.”

He set the folder aside and turned toward her, his gaze dragging down her uniform—scarf knotted neatly at her throat, blouse stretched tight over her breasts, skirt sculpting her hips—before pulling slowly back up to her mouth.

Her breath quickened. She felt herself leaning forward without conscious thought, as if the thrum of the engines themselves was pulling her closer.

“I’ll be quick,” she whispered, though her voice trembled with need.

Reed didn’t answer with words. His hand reached up, brushing the edge of her scarf, tugging just enough that the knot slipped sideways, the silky fabric grazing her throat. That was all it took for Amelia’s composure to collapse.

She dropped to her knees between the pilot seats. The cockpit floor was rough under her tights, pressing into her kneecaps, but the discomfort only fed the rush. The locked door loomed just behind her shoulder, passengers only feet away. One knock, one buzz, and she’d be caught with her mouth full. The thought made her wetter.

Reed shifted back in his seat, legs spreading. His bulge strained his uniform trousers, and she reached for it with hands that trembled but didn’t hesitate.

The metallic jingle of his belt filled the cabin as she fumbled the buckle open, the zipper rasping down. She tugged him free and froze, breath catching at the sight. Thick, flushed, already slick at the tip. Heat radiated against her palm, the musk of him sharp and intoxicating in the sterile, recycled air.

“Jesus, Torres,” he muttered, voice lower than she’d ever heard.

She didn’t give him a chance to say more. Her lips parted, tongue flicking over the swollen head before sealing her mouth around it. The taste hit instantly—salt and skin and pre-cum that smeared against her tongue. She hummed low in her throat, swallowing him deeper.

Reed groaned, one hand flying to her bun. He gripped the twist of her hair, guiding her down the length of him. Her lips stretched wide, jaw aching, spit already slicking her chin.

“That’s it,” he murmured, thrusting gently into her mouth. “Good girl.”

The praise sent a jolt through her. She forced her throat to relax, taking him deeper, gag reflex fluttering. Tears pricked her eyes. He pulled her back an inch, then slid her down again, setting a rhythm—controlled, unhurried, as though testing how much she would give.

Amelia moaned around him, the vibration humming through his cock. Her scarf brushed his thighs with every bob of her head, a filthy parody of professionalism. The engines droned beneath it all, but she could hear the wet glide of her lips, the obscene slurp each time she swallowed him.

“Look at you,” Reed groaned, his voice rough with disbelief. “Uniform perfect, mouth ruined.”

She obeyed, dragging her eyes up to meet his. Tears streaked her cheeks, mascara smudging, but she held his gaze as he pushed deeper. Her throat clenched tight around him. His jaw flexed, his face taut with the effort of control, and the sight almost undid her.

Her hand slipped beneath her skirt, panties already drenched. She pressed a finger to her slit and nearly cried out at how wet she was—slick, swollen, her clit throbbing. She rubbed quick circles, trying to match the pace of his thrusts.

Reed saw it. His smirk was feral. “You’re touching yourself? Fuck. Serving drinks out there, but you’re dripping under this skirt, aren’t you?”

She whimpered around his cock, nodding as much as she could with his length stuffing her throat.

“Say it.”

She pulled back just long enough to gasp, spit stringing between her lips and his cock. Her lipstick smeared across the shaft. “Yes, Captain. I’m soaked.”

He groaned, hips jerking forward, pushing until her throat convulsed around him. She gagged, saliva spilling down her chin, soaking into the neckline of her blouse. But she didn’t pull back. She opened wider, relaxing, taking him deep until her nose pressed into the coarse hair at his base.

“Fuck, Torres,” he growled, hand tightening in her bun. “That’s it. Take it. Take all of it.”

She did. Tears streaked hot down her cheeks, spit dripping onto her tights, her throat stretched and raw. She let herself choke softly, moaning around him, her fingers working furiously under her skirt. The wet squelch of her pussy filled the tiny cabin, mixing with the lewd slurps of her mouth.

She was a mess—scarf crooked, lipstick ruined, stockings cutting into her thighs—but she had never felt more alive.

Any knock on the door, any call from the crew, and she would be exposed. The thought sent another gush of slick into her panties, dribbling down her fingers.

Reed leaned back in his seat, eyes half-closed, letting her work, letting her ruin herself for him. Every low groan from his throat fed her hunger, every twitch of his cock on her tongue told her she was doing exactly what he wanted.

She wasn’t Amelia Torres, professional flight attendant, anymore. She was his slut on her knees, scarf brushing his thighs, throat wide open in the captain’s cockpit.

And Amelia, kneeling on the rough carpet with her scarf brushing his thighs, thought only one thing: this is what I was made for.

The cockpit was a cocoon of heat and breath, the air heavy with the scent of sweat and sex. Amelia’s knees burned against the carpet, her jaw ached from stretching, but she didn’t care. She was lost in the rhythm: his cock filling her throat, her fingers slick between her thighs, the captain’s low curses pulling her deeper into her role.

Then the interphone buzzed.

A sharp electronic tone that cut straight through the haze. She froze, cock still buried halfway in her mouth, eyes flying wide.

Reed’s hand tightened reflexively on her bun, holding her still. For a moment, neither of them moved, as if the plane itself had stopped around them.

The buzz came again.

Reed groaned low in his chest, then reached with his free hand, flicking the switch to answer. His cock pulsed heavy on her tongue as he spoke, voice perfectly even. “Cockpit.”

It was the first officer. “Captain, you want me back up front in ten? I’ll grab a coffee.”

Amelia’s throat convulsed around him at the sound, panic and arousal colliding. She tried to pull back but Reed held her steady, his thumb stroking the line of her jaw.

“Take fifteen,” he said smoothly, as if nothing at all was happening. “I’ll call if I need you sooner.”

“Copy that.” The line went dead.

Reed set the receiver back in place with deliberate calm. Then he looked down at her.

Her mouth was still stretched around him, saliva dripping down her chin, lipstick smeared, eyes glassy. She was trembling, her hand still shoved under her skirt.

He smirked, pulling her head back just far enough that she could gasp a breath. “Where were we?”

Her chest heaved. Every nerve screamed at her to stop, to pull back before they were truly caught. But the danger only made her wetter, the pulse between her legs more frantic.

“Please,” she whispered, voice raw. “Don’t stop.”

Reed’s groan was low, dark, the sound of a man surrendering to his own hunger. “Good girl.”

He guided her back down, his cock sliding wetly into her throat again. Amelia moaned around him, every fear eclipsed by the filthy thrill of knowing how close they had come to being discovered.

Her hand worked faster under her skirt, panties shoved aside, fingertips circling her clit as she choked softly on him. Each sound felt magnified by the hum of instruments, by the knowledge that one more call, one more knock on the door, could end everything.

Reed didn’t ease up. If anything, he pushed harder, hips rolling as though testing how much she would take, how far she would go. Tears slid down her cheeks, spit stringing from her lips, but she never pulled away.

She was his now, she realised—on her knees, scarf askew, uniform perfect above the waist but ruined beneath. And the risk of exposure only sealed it.

Reed pulled her up suddenly, his hand firm on the knot of her bun. Amelia stumbled to her feet, breath ragged, lips slick with spit. Her knees wobbled from crouching so long on the carpet, but he steadied her against the captain’s seat.

Her scarf had slipped askew, one end dangling low against her chest. Her blouse was still buttoned, but damp patches clung to her nipples, betraying her arousal. Stray strands of hair had escaped her bun, clinging to her sweaty face.

Reed turned her to face the controls, pressing her forward until her palms spread flat on the cold metal panel. The instruments glowed faint amber under her fingertips, lights flickering with each subtle shift of the plane. She felt the vibration of the engines through her chest as her breasts pressed hard against the console.

“What are you doing?” she whispered, voice thin with nerves and arousal.

He leaned in, lips almost brushing her ear. “Exactly what you came here for.”

A shiver coursed through her. She knew she should laugh it off, pull herself upright, walk out—but instead she pressed her hips back, grinding her ass against the thick bulge of his cock.

Reed groaned, low and guttural. “Fuck, Torres.” His hands slid up her thighs, fingers digging into the nylon until he reached her hemline. In one rough movement he bunched her skirt at her waist, baring the suspenders and the glossy tops of her stockings.

“Christ,” he muttered, running his thumbs along the lace. “You wear these under regulation tights? Naughty little slut.”

Before she could answer, his hands hooked into the waistband and yanked both tights and panties down to mid-thigh. The elastic bit cruelly into her skin, cutting lines into the soft flesh of her legs.

Amelia gasped at the exposure, cheeks burning. The cool air hit her pussy, and she knew he could see it: swollen lips glistening with slick, her arousal soaking through the ruined gusset of her panties.

Reed growled when he saw her. “Ruined already.”

He shoved the wet fabric aside, pressing a finger to her slit, stroking through the mess. She jolted forward, hands clawing at the panel.

“Spread,” he ordered.

Her voice broke as she obeyed, heels scraping against the carpet, legs straining against the tension of her tights. She bent deeper, ass high, scarf brushing her chin, cheek pressed to cold metal.

The blunt head of his cock nudged her entrance, hot and thick. Amelia whimpered, back arching, every nerve screaming for him.

“Say it,” he commanded, voice low but unyielding.

“Yes, Captain,” she whispered. “Please—fuck me.”

That was all he needed. He thrust inside in one sharp stroke.

Amelia cried out, the sound muffled by the cockpit’s hum. The sudden fullness split her open, stretching her around him. Her cunt clutched desperately, slick walls dragging along every inch of him. She grabbed the console edges, nails squealing faintly on metal as he bottomed out.

“God,” he hissed. “Tight little slut.”

Her eyes squeezed shut. The humiliation thrilled her—the thought of passengers dozing calmly behind her while she was bent over the captain’s seat, stuffed full of his cock.

Reed set a punishing rhythm, hips slamming into her ass. Each thrust rocked her forward, breasts crushed painfully against the unyielding console, scarf slipping further down her neck. The engines’ drone fused with the wet, obscene slap of his cock driving into her.

Amelia tried to stay quiet, biting her lip, but muffled gasps and moans escaped anyway. The fear of being overheard only made her wetter; each thrust squelched inside her, her juices spilling down her thighs.

“Keep your voice down,” Reed growled, hand sliding from her hip to cover her mouth. “Unless you want them to know what their perfect attendant is doing up here.”

Her muffled whimper was soaked with need.

He bent close, his lips brushing her ear. “This is why you wear those stockings, isn’t it? For me to bend you over the cockpit seat and wreck you.”

She moaned into his hand, nodding frantically, shame and lust burning hot in her chest.

His free hand seized her breast through the blouse, squeezing hard until the buttons strained. His thumb found her nipple, flicking back and forth until she shuddered. Her cunt clenched in response, milking him.

“Look at you,” he snarled softly, thrusting harder. “Serving drinks with that smile, but here—here you’re nothing but my cock sleeve.”

His words shattered her. Her body betrayed her, hips grinding back against him even harder.

Her orgasm surged too fast, coiling tight. The pressure between her legs was unbearable. She rubbed her clit against the seam of her ruined panties with each slam of his hips, the friction dizzying.

“Say it again,” he demanded, voice ragged.

“I’m—your slut,” she gasped against his palm. “Your… your cockpit slut.”

Reed growled, gripping her hips with bruising force. The rhythm grew savage, each thrust pounding her into the panel, the wet slap of flesh on flesh echoing louder than the hum of the engines.

Her climax hit like a freefall. Her cunt convulsed violently, clamping around him, pulsing in hot spasms. She muffled her scream into his hand, tears streaking down her face as she rode the quake, thighs trembling, tights cutting cruelly into her skin.

Her legs buckled, but he held her upright, still thrusting, still filling her. She felt his cock drag hard against her walls, stretching her with every relentless stroke.

“You’re not done,” he growled. “Not until I say.”

At first it was faint, a low ripple through the fuselage, just enough to rattle the overhead dials. But then it struck harder, a violent jolt that made Amelia’s cheek bounce off the cold panel. Warning lights blinked, alarms pinging faintly, ignored.

Reed only gripped her tighter. One hand clamped bruisingly on her hip, the other braced against the console as he pounded into her. Each new tremor from the plane thrust her body forward, only for him to yank her back onto his cock.

Amelia gasped into the instruments, her moans muffled by metal. Every vibration travelled through the plane into her cunt, turning each thrust into a double shockwave—his cock slamming inside her, the turbulence shuddering through her bones. Her breasts bounced painfully against the panel, nipples aching through her blouse.

Her tights were twisted around her thighs, elastic cutting cruel grooves into her flesh. Her ruined panties clung damply to the side, slick strings connecting her folds to the captain’s cock every time he withdrew. She could feel his cum from earlier dribbling out, mixing with her own wetness, making each thrust obscene and messy.

“Hold still,” Reed growled, but he wasn’t slowing down—if anything, he was fucking her harder, daring the plane to toss them apart.

She couldn’t. The turbulence jolted her forward, then slammed her back into him. The seat creaked, console rattling, scarf half undone and sticking to the sweat at her neck.

Her orgasm had already wrung her once dry, but now it built again—raw, uncontrollable. Her clit rubbed against the rough seam of her panties with every brutal thrust, sending sparks up her spine.

“Oh god—” she panted, voice breaking.

“Say it,” Reed demanded, his mouth hot at her ear, voice harsh over the roar of engines. “Say what you are.”

Her throat worked, words catching, but shame and lust dragged the truth free.

“I’m your slut,” she sobbed. “Your cockpit slut. Use me, Captain, please—use me.”

His groan was guttural, his thrusts turning feral, hips slamming her ass so hard the sound echoed in the tiny cabin. “Good girl. That’s exactly what you are.”

Her body betrayed her. The turbulence surged, and with it her release. Her orgasm tore through her like the plane had dropped out of the sky. Her cunt convulsed violently, clamping down on him, milking his cock with desperate spasms. Her thighs shook, knees giving way, but his grip on her hips kept her impaled.

She buried her cry into the console, forehead slick with sweat against cold metal, hands white-knuckled on the edges. Tears streaked down her cheeks, smearing mascara, her mouth open in a silent scream.

Reed’s breathing broke into sharp curses. He hammered into her once, twice more, then shoved deep, grinding his hips tight to her ass. She felt the first hot spurt gush into her, then another, thick and flooding, leaking out around his cock to drip down her trembling thighs.

Amelia’s body seized with each pulse, her cunt clutching him greedily, refusing to let go. Cum spilled down her legs in messy trails, soaking the tops of her stockings, sticky warmth spreading across the backs of her thighs.

“Fuck, Torres,” he groaned, voice hoarse. “My perfect little slut, right where she belongs.”

Her whole body shivered, muscles twitching, breath broken in ragged sobs of pleasure. The alarms blinked quietly on the panel, demanding attention neither of them could give.

Slowly, the turbulence eased, the engines steadying again. But Amelia was still trembling, bent over the captain’s seat with her tights tangled, her cunt full and dripping, her scarf half undone, every nerve humming with ruin.

She moaned, weak, unable to deny it.

Silence settled in the cockpit, broken only by the steady hum of the engines and the faint tick of instruments.

Amelia’s chest heaved against the console, her cheek pressed flat to cold metal. Her skirt was still bunched at her waist, tights tangled halfway down her thighs, panties ripped to the side and clinging damply to her swollen lips. The smell of sex hung thick in the air, clashing with the sterile tang of electronics and filtered air.

She felt ruined. Stretched, dripping, claimed.

Reed slid out of her slowly, his cock dragging through her raw, pulsing cunt. The emptiness made her whimper. A gush of his cum spilled out immediately, hot and sticky down the backs of her thighs. It ran over the tops of her stockings, soaking into the nylon in messy trails.

She pressed her legs together instinctively, but the soaked gusset of her panties only squelched against her, smearing the mess higher.

Reed tucked himself back into his trousers, buckling his belt with the same calm precision he’d shown flipping a switch. As though he hadn’t just fucked his senior attendant over the captain’s seat.

Amelia stayed bent forward, panting. Her thighs trembled, knees sore from kneeling earlier, the waistband of her tights cutting painful grooves into her skin. Her blouse clung with sweat, her nipples still hard points against the damp fabric.

Reed caught her chin, tilting her head up.

Her reflection in the darkened instrument panel startled her: lipstick smeared, tears and mascara streaked, scarf half undone and damp with sweat. She looked debauched. Ruined. And the way Reed’s mouth curved told her he liked it that way.

“You’d better fix yourself,” he said quietly. “Passengers don’t like messy service.”

His voice was professional again, calm, but his eyes were still dark, burning.

Amelia swallowed, nodding. Her hands trembled as she tugged her tights back up over sticky thighs, the nylon dragging uncomfortably against skin slick with cum. The gusset pressed the mess tight against her, and she could already feel it seeping through, hot and humiliating.

She smoothed her skirt back down, though the fabric clung faintly where her thighs were wet. Her panties were ruined—twisted, sodden, chafing against her swollen folds. Every step she took would remind her.

She wiped her mouth with her fingers, smearing the lipstick back into something like order. The taste of him lingered on her tongue, salty and bitter, impossible to erase. She retied her scarf, tugging it tight around her throat, silk damp with sweat and spit.

In the reflection she studied herself: hair mostly neat, uniform straight, smile restored. Only she knew the secret dampness between her legs, the sting of her knees, the ache in her cunt that throbbed with every breath.

Reed handed her a folded tissue. His expression was unreadable now, clipped back into the role of captain. “You’ve got service to finish.”

Her lips curved into a small, secret smile as she took it. “Yes, Captain.”

The cockpit door unlocked with a soft click. The sound jarred her back into reality. The muted drone of the cabin seeped in: the rustle of blankets, the murmur of passengers settling, the faint clink of cutlery.

She stepped out as though nothing had happened, heels clicking softly down the aisle.

A businessman in 4A glanced up as she approached. She gave him her perfect professional smile, tray balanced neatly. “Would you like some water, sir?”

Her voice was smooth, calm, unbroken. No one would guess that under her skirt, her thighs were sticky, her tights damp, her cunt still leaking with the captain’s cum.

He nodded absently, eyes already back on his screen. Amelia bent slightly to pour, and the movement forced another warm trickle down her leg, sliding beneath the nylon to her ankle. She clenched, hiding the shiver that went through her body.

She straightened, offering the glass with steady hands. “Enjoy the rest of your flight.”

Her colleague passed in the aisle, smiling politely, oblivious. Amelia’s heart thudded hard in her chest. Each step back to the galley was torture: cum squelching against her panties, thighs rubbing wetly, heels clicking as though nothing was wrong.

She stopped at the galley mirror, pretending to adjust her scarf. Her reflection smiled back at her: immaculate, composed, perfect.

No one would ever know that half an hour ago she’d been bent over the captain’s seat, begging to be used, dripping as he filled her until she screamed into the console.

No one but her.

And she couldn’t wait to do it again.
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Hotel Journal

The hotel room was quiet except for the faint hum of the minibar. Amelia sat cross-legged on the bed, hair loose around her shoulders, a fresh towel wrapped haphazardly around her body. Her tights and panties were still in the bathroom sink, soaking in hot water. No amount of scrubbing would erase the stains of cum and slick already worked deep into the nylon.

She flipped open the leather-bound journal she kept for layovers. To anyone else it looked like notes about routes, flight hours, maybe a log of cities visited. She had pages like that near the front, neat handwriting about gate changes and on-time departures. But the back half was a different book entirely.

She clicked her pen, bit her lip, and began to write.

I told myself this morning I wouldn’t step back. I didn’t. God help me, I didn’t.

I can still feel it. Every part of me knows what I did. My throat aches when I swallow. My knees burn from the carpet. My panties… well, they’re ruined, and not just from me. My cunt hasn’t stopped leaking since I left the cockpit. I’m sitting here in this hotel towel and I swear if I spread my legs the sheets would be stained too.

I thought it would be a quick thing. Maybe a kiss. Maybe a touch. Something I could pass off as nothing if I lost my nerve. Instead I was on my knees with his cock in my throat before I’d even had time to think. I looked up at him while I gagged on him, mascara running, spit dripping onto my tights, and I loved it. I loved it.

Her pen hovered, the rush coming back as she remembered. She slid the towel open without even meaning to, her breasts bare in the cool air, nipples hard.

She wrote faster.

The best part wasn’t the cock in my throat. It wasn’t even him fucking me over the seat with my skirt up and my tights biting into my legs. The best part was the risk. The knock on the door that never came. The interphone buzzing while his cock was still inside me. I thought my heart would stop. Instead it made me wetter. I wanted to choke on him while the first officer waited on the other end. I wanted to scream when the turbulence hit and I came all over him, but I bit it back. Because I’m not supposed to be that woman.

But I am. God, I am.

She dropped the pen, slid her hand between her thighs. Her skin was still tender, folds swollen, slick seeping out as though her body refused to stop reliving it.

She kept writing one-handed.

I’m the perfect attendant in the cabin. I pour drinks, I smile, I tuck my scarf neat at my throat. And then I’m in the cockpit with my mouth full, my cunt stretched, his cum dripping down my legs into my tights while I serve businessmen their bottled water. They had no idea. No one did. No one but me and him.

And I can’t stop smiling about it. I thought I would feel ashamed. Maybe I should. Instead I feel… alive. Like the uniform isn’t just for them anymore. It’s for me. My little secret, my little rebellion, my little proof that I’m not just the smiling doll they think I am.

She arched her back, towel sliding off completely, fingers circling her clit with frantic need. She wasn’t writing anymore. She was gasping into the page, her pen scratching jagged lines.

When the orgasm tore through her, she pressed her thighs together tight, biting the end of the pen to stifle the cry. Her slick spilled hot over her hand, dripping onto the open page.

She laughed breathlessly, chest heaving, the journal lying stained beneath her.

Next time, she scrawled with shaking fingers, I want more. Not just him. Not just once. I want to be used. I want someone to see me in this uniform and know immediately what I am. I want to be caught. I want to be ruined.

She set the pen down, closed the book carefully despite the smudge of wet ink, and lay back against the pillows. Her towel lay discarded on the floor. She pulled the covers over her naked body and let herself drift in the glow of it, the memory of his cock still heavy inside her, the thrill of her secret sealed onto the page.

Sleep would come soon, but not the kind that erased anything. She knew she’d wake hungry for more.
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2 — “Layover Windows”

The layover hotel bar smelled like citrus cleaner and old wood, a tired shine on the brass rail catching the city lights. Amelia slid onto a stool, the hem of her navy dress whispering over her thighs, and felt the ache in her calves remind her she’d been in heels for too many hours. Her skin still held the faint, sterile scent of airplane air no shower could erase. Underneath it, she swore she could smell him on herself—phantom aftershave and a memory of slick that made her swallow.

Her tights from the flight were soaking in the sink upstairs; the gusset had gone a bruised grey where cum and sweat refused to lift. She’d laughed at herself when she left them steeping, then wrapped her hair down over her shoulders and came downstairs anyway, pulse steadying to the bar’s low hum.

“Gin and tonic,” she told the bartender, voice smooth, a touch husky from sleep and secrets. Condensation bloom on glass, lime wedge, the first cold hit on her tongue.

“Long day?”

The voice to her left was warm, a calm baritone that sounded like late-night radio. She turned and recognized him instantly: 4A. First class. Navy suit, white shirt open at the throat, a steel watch glinting when he lifted his drink. Earlier he’d watched her pour water with the concentration of a man memorizing a ritual. Now he was close enough that she could see he had a scar at the edge of his eyebrow, the kind that suggested a life where interesting things happened to your face.

“It shows?” she asked, smiling. The smile that got her through everything from missed connections to crying toddlers.

“Only if you look for it.” His eyes flicked lower—mouth, throat, the place her collarbone caught light. He didn’t pretend he wasn’t looking. “You were… very composed today.”

Composed. If only he knew. She felt the ghost of a scarf knot at her throat, the drag of nylon at her thighs. Her body warmed, a low throb answering the word.

“You were in 4A,” she said.

“I was.” His mouth tilted. “Hard to miss you from there.”

She took another sip to hide the way heat pooled, slow and heavy, between her legs. He’d had the perfect vantage—her bending, pouring, smiling—while she leaked under her skirt from what she’d done in the cockpit. The thought ran a current through her belly.

“Business or pleasure?” she asked, because that was what you asked at bars in cities that weren’t yours.

“Both, if I’m lucky.” His knee brushed her thigh under the bar rail. Not an accident. Not a push, either—just contact. His eyes searched her face. “You looked distracted in the aisle once or twice. Not in a bad way.” A beat. “Like you had somewhere you’d rather be.”

She coughed a laugh, nearly choked on lime. Somewhere she’d rather be: kneeling, gagging, braced over cold instruments, skin still remembering. She set the glass down and let the ice settle with a soft clink. “I made it where I needed to go,” she said, and let the statement sit there, layered enough for him to find if he wanted.

His hand shifted on the bar; his thumb traced condensation from the base of her glass. He followed the wet trail up with his fingertip, then lifted it, watching a droplet cling before he rubbed it away. The smallest, stupidest motion, and her nipples tightened against the soft dress like they’d remembered the press of a blouse.

“Do you always come down after a flight?” he asked.

“Not always.” She held his gaze. “Sometimes I go straight to bed.”

“And tonight?”

She could have lied. Could have smiled, finished her gin, and gone upstairs to write it all down again until her fingers shook. Instead she let her knee stay against his under the rail; she leaned an inch closer, enough to breathe the faint ghost of his cologne—cedar and something mineral, expensive but unshowy.

“Tonight I’m not going to bed alone,” she said, and heard the steadiness in her own voice with a kind of pride.

He didn’t grin or whoop or ruin it with chatter. He just nodded once, like a decision had been made on a boardroom table and everyone could finally stand. He tossed a note onto the bar, and when he stood, his palm skimmed the back of her thigh in a not-accident that sent heat racing under her skin.

In the elevator, the mirrored walls doubled them: her hair down, mouth glossed; his shirt collar open, throat smooth, tendons cut in relief when he swallowed. He set his hand at the small of her back, then lower; his fingers found the curve where her ass began and rested there like possession and promise.

“Which floor?” he asked.

“Hers,” she said, giving her number, and watched his eyes fall to her mouth again like gravity had rules.

The doors slid shut. Her pulse climbed. Somewhere above them her tights soaked in a little hotel sink, a ruined, floating secret. She felt the same damp heat gather again now, a body’s instant treachery. She pressed her thighs together and let it happen. Tonight she wasn’t stepping back.

The corridor carpet muffled their steps, but Amelia’s pulse was loud enough she swore it might echo. The gin in her belly had warmed her, but it was nothing compared to the low, steady heat gathering between her thighs. The hotel’s muted décor—gold trim, beige walls, patterned runners—felt unreal beside the thrum in her body.

They hadn’t spoken much after the elevator. Words had seemed pointless, heavy with everything both already knew. His hand had stayed at her back, fingers resting just above the swell of her ass, a weight she couldn’t stop thinking about.

At her door, she paused with the keycard in hand. Her reflection shimmered faintly in the polished brass number plate: hair loose, mouth glossy, pupils blown wide. He watched her with calm patience, the kind that only stoked her hunger.

“You sure?” he asked softly, voice pitched for the private space between them.

She swallowed. Her tights upstairs were still soaking in the sink, her thighs still sticky when she sat down here at the bar, and she’d come down already promising herself: no more stepping back. “Yes,” she said, slipping the card through the lock. The green light blinked. She pushed the door open and stepped inside.

The room smelled of hotel neutrality—bleached sheets, canned air, the faint hint of whoever had last smoked too close to the window. She heard the door click shut behind her and felt her chest tighten with anticipation.

He dropped his jacket onto the chair, loosened his tie, and looked at her like she was still in the aisle, offering him water with that smile. “I couldn’t stop watching you on the flight,” he said.

Her throat went dry. “I noticed.”

“You bend just so,” he went on, stepping closer. “Perfect posture, perfect smile. But I saw it. The little twitch in your jaw. The breath you had to take deeper than normal. Like you were already wet while you poured my drink.”

Heat flooded her. She hadn’t realised she’d been that transparent. Or maybe she had wanted to be.

“I was,” she admitted, voice low.

That simple confession seemed to spark something in him. His hand found her hip, thumb brushing the waistband of her dress. He leaned in, lips close to her ear. “Then I’ll have my drink now.”

The phrase hit her like turbulence. She pressed back against the wall, dress clinging to her curves, the faint cling of sweat at the small of her back. His mouth met hers—hot, insistent, tongue sliding past her lips. He tasted of whiskey and salt. She moaned into it, her knees softening, his hand sliding lower until it cupped the curve of her ass.

Her body betrayed her instantly. She ground against his thigh, the damp heat of her pussy soaking through the thin barrier of her dress. He felt it and groaned, deep and approving. “Knew it,” he muttered against her mouth. “Knew you were serving more than coffee up there.”

She should have bristled at the filth of it. Instead, she felt a desperate surge of pride. She wanted him to know. Wanted him to see her like that.

He kissed her harder, then pulled back suddenly, eyes scanning her uniform dress like it was prey to be unwrapped. “Keep it on,” he said roughly. “For now.”

She nodded, breathless.

He guided her to the edge of the bed, sat down, and tugged her between his knees. She stood, trembling, while his hands roamed over her hips, smoothing the hem up an inch, then another. His eyes were level with her stomach now, mouth so close she could feel the ghost of breath on her tights.

“Do you know,” he said, fingertips brushing the seam between her thighs, “how hard it was to sit there in 4A and not imagine this?”

Her voice shook. “Tell me.”

“I imagined pulling you into the lavatory. Bending you over the sink. I imagined the whole cabin wondering why their angel-faced attendant came out flushed, lipstick smeared, thighs wet.”

Her cunt clenched so hard she had to bite her lip.

“But this,” he murmured, sliding his hands higher under her skirt, “is better. No interruptions. No one to stop me from ruining you properly.”

The words hit her like a blow. Her thighs parted on instinct, invitation written in the tremble of her legs.

He pressed a kiss through the nylon, right against the damp heat of her core. She gasped, fingers tangling in his hair, skirt bunched around his shoulders. His teeth scraped lightly, just enough to make her jolt.

She could already feel it: the slide had begun. There would be no pulling back tonight.

“Hands on your knees,” she told him.

He obeyed without comment, settling at the edge of the bed. The mattress dipped, making his thighs part. He watched her from below her eye line now, which was exactly how she wanted it—his chin tipped up, breath measured, pupils already dilating.

Amelia stood a step back, smoothed her palms down her dress, then let them reverse and climb slowly, mapping the curve of her waist, the rise of her breasts. She felt the fabric pull against her nipples and watched his throat work. The room was quiet except for the hush of the air-con and the city whispering through double glazing.

“Tell me when you want me to stop,” she said, and let the promise hang.

She began at her throat. Two fingers slid under the collar, tracing the notch of her clavicle, then lower, over the shallow where perfume pooled. She undid the first hidden hook at the back of the dress; the faint click sounded indecent in the stillness. Another hook, then another—each one loosening the dress a fraction, each one making her skin feel newly exposed to the hotel air.

His hands flexed on his knees, but he didn’t reach.

She turned her back to him and lowered the zip in a slow metallic sigh. The dress eased open like a mouth. She peeled it down to her waist and paused, letting him see: the simple black balconette bra hugging her breasts, straps biting faint red lines into her shoulders from the long day. Her skin was warm, faintly flushed where the dress had held her tight.

He exhaled, a little too hard.

“Keep looking,” she said, and rolled the dress over her hips until it pooled at her feet. Suspenders gleamed against the tops of her thighs, straps running to sheer black stockings. Her panties were a new pair—fresh since the shower—already damp where her body had remembered the elevator and decided for her.

He reached for her then, fingertips just brushing the back of one thigh. The nylon tingled. She didn’t step away.

“Kneel,” he murmured.

She smiled. “You first.”

He slid off the bed to the carpet, suit trousers tightening over his thighs as he dropped. From there, his view was nothing but leg: the clean line of nylon, the crescent of her ass framed by suspender straps, the thin triangle of damp cotton hugged to her sex.

His hands circled her calves, thumbs pressing into the tendons. He bent and kissed the dip behind her knee through the stocking. The static whisper of nylon against his mouth made her shiver. He kissed higher, lips finding the seam that traced the back of her leg, following it with the kind of attention that made something low in her belly go bright and hot.

“Turn,” he said, voice rougher.

She turned, slow, until her thighs were inches from his face. Her scent rose—soap, skin, and the slick heat he’d already coaxed to the surface. He was breathing it; she watched the way his chest lifted, how his lashes fluttered briefly shut like he’d had to steady himself.

“Don’t touch with your hands,” she said. “Use your mouth.”

A faint smile tugged his mouth as if to say: gladly.

He pressed a kiss to the inside of her knee and dragged it up, open-mouthed, teeth grazing nylon just enough to catch. Another kiss, higher. He tongued the soft give above the stocking top, then slid his mouth over the suspender clip and breathed there. The tiny metal shape warmed against his exhale. He didn’t rush to the payoff. He lingered like a man who’d paid for a tasting menu and wanted every course.

By the time he reached the edge of her panties, she was shaking.

“Take them off,” he said against her, breath hot through damp cotton.

“You,” she answered.

He slid the panties aside with his lips first, just to test her, and the wet heat of her nearly undid him. A low sound escaped before he could swallow it. He caught the waistband delicately between his teeth, dragged it down an inch, then used his fingers—finally—to pull them slow over the swell of her ass, down her thighs, to her knees. She stepped out, foot arched, watching his pupils flare.

He sat back on his heels, panties fisted in one hand, and stared. She liked the hunger there. She liked how composed he’d been at the bar and how that composure was dissolving now, molecule by molecule, because she’d decided to let him watch.

“Open,” he said, touching the inside of her knee with two fingers.

She opened. He leaned in and kissed the soft, bare slick of her—no nylon barrier now, just his mouth and her. His tongue traced the cleft with a patient precision that made her clutch the bedpost. He tasted like whiskey and clean skin; she tasted like everything dirty and new. He groaned, licked again, and then flattened his tongue and pressed. Her knees nearly buckled.

“Bed,” she said thickly, because if he kept her standing she was going to fall. “Sit. Hands behind you.”

He obeyed at once, climbing back up onto the mattress, bracing himself with his palms behind him, chest open. It put his mouth at the perfect height and his body in perfect view: shirt rumpled, collar open, sternum rising with measured breaths.

Amelia stepped between his knees and bent to kiss him. She tasted herself on his tongue and didn’t shy from it. She kissed him hard enough that her teeth clicked against his and he made a small sound that pleased her more than it should have. When she broke the kiss, a thin thread of saliva stretched and snapped.

“Look at me,” she said.

He did, unblinking.

She reached behind and unclasped her bra. The straps slipped off her shoulders; the cups fell away. Her breasts were lifted from their day-long prison and ached with relief. Nipples peaked, dusky and needy. She took one in her hand and rolled the nipple between finger and thumb until she hissed.

He swore softly. “Please.”

“Not yet.”

She stepped back just enough to make him exhale like he’d lost air, then hooked her thumbs into the stocking tops and peeled each one down in turn, keeping her suspenders on like jewellery. The stockings left faint honeycomb impressions on her thighs that made his gaze stumble. She made a tidy parcel of nylon and laid the bundle on the chair with her dress. Everything careful. Everything ceremonial.

Then she took his hand and guided it to the suspender clip at her hip. “Unfasten it.”

He did, slow, swallowing as the strap snapped free. She guided his other hand to the opposite clip, then the back two, until all four hung loose, straps swinging like black silk punctuation.

“How do you want me?” she asked.

He blinked once, as if a dozen answers crowded his mouth. He glanced at the window, and she followed his gaze: floor-to-ceiling glass, city stacked in electric tiers, a thousand anonymous lives looking nowhere and everywhere.

“Against that,” he said. “Hands on the glass.”

She felt it like a current. Exhibition. Exposure. The second story wanting the thing the first one had only hinted at.

“Tell me,” she whispered, stepping close enough that his breath warmed her belly. “Tell me what you’ll do.”

“I’ll put you there,” he said, voice gone hoarse, “and part your thighs and fuck you slow enough that you can see yourself in the glass, fast enough that you forget to care if anyone sees you. I’ll leave your suspenders on so you remember what you are.”

She exhaled, a sound half laugh, half surrender.

“Then strip,” she said, and reached for his belt.

He didn’t move his hands from behind him—he let her do it, eyes locked to hers while she undid the buckle, tugged the leather free, opened the fly. She released him and watched his cock lift into the air like gravity had finally given up. Thick, flushed, weighty. Her palm wrapped around him and he groaned in a way that made her thighs press tight.

“Stand,” she said, and backed toward the window, pulling him with her by the root of his desire. Cool glass waited, the city a live audience behind it. She set her shoulder blades to the pane and felt the chill bite her heated skin.

He stared like a man about to pray.

“Hands,” she reminded softly, turning and planting her palms on the glass. The city blurred under her breath fog. Her nipples flattened cold, then sparked bright. Her ass arched, an invitation written in muscle and nerve.

“Now,” she said, voice low and certain. “Serve yourself.”

And when he stepped in behind her and pressed the head of his cock to her, she didn’t flinch or look back—she met her own eyes in the pane and smiled at the woman looking back.

She backed until her shoulders met the cold pane. The city leaned into her skin, chilled glass against overheated flesh. Brake lights pulsed below in thin red rivers, office blocks glowed above in stacked squares, and her reflection shimmered between them—hair mussed, lips swollen, bra straps hanging loose against flushed skin.

He came up behind her, shirt open, belt dangling from his trousers. His cock pressed hard into the curve of her ass, hot and heavy, a promise she couldn’t mistake. His hands closed around her hips and tugged her skirt higher until the bunch of fabric sat at her waist.

“Hands on the glass,” he ordered.

She obeyed, palms spreading wide, breath fogging the pane. The city blurred where her lips parted; the glass slickened with each exhale. Her nipples flattened cold against it, sparking a sharp ache that arrowed straight to her cunt.

He nudged his knees between hers, spreading her stance. Stocking tops dug into her thighs, suspenders pulling tight with the stretch. She knew how she looked in the glass—legs parted, skirt bunched, bare ass tilted back for him. The reflection made her moan before he even touched her.

“Look at yourself,” he said, voice low and rough. “See what you’ve turned into.”

She lifted her eyes. The woman in the pane stared back: mouth open, cheeks flushed, a filthy parody of the polished attendant who’d smiled through safety checks and meal service. Her nipples stood out sharp in the reflection, flattened to the cold surface while her ass begged behind her.

“God, yes,” she whispered, throat dry.

He pressed his cock between her cheeks, sliding through the slick heat spilling down already. The fat head dragged across her folds, smearing her wetness over glass-cold skin. She gasped at the friction—soaked, swollen, desperate.

“Anyone could look up and see you like this,” he murmured, rocking against her slit, smearing her juices up and down. “All they’d need to do is glance at the window and they’d know.”

She pushed her hips back, chasing him. “I want them to.”

The admission shocked even her, but the truth of it snapped something loose. She ground herself shamelessly on his cock, smearing slickness along his shaft, coating him in her need. The sound of it—wet, obscene, muffled only by the pane—filled the room.

He groaned and lined himself up, blunt head pressing against her entrance. “Beg.”

“Please,” she gasped, forehead bumping the glass. Her breath left hot bursts of fog with each word. “Please, fuck me. I need it—Captain—”

He thrust forward, burying himself to the root in one brutal drive. Her scream fogged the glass white. The cold surface shuddered against her nipples as his cock stretched her wide, filled her tight channel with searing heat. Her hands clawed at the pane, nails squeaking faintly on glass.

“Fuck, you’re soaked,” he groaned, hips slamming forward again. “Dripping like you came down here just for this.”

“I did,” she moaned, voice ragged. Her cunt clenched hard around him, slick already running down her inner thighs.

He set a rhythm—deep, pounding strokes that bounced her breasts against the window, glass squeaking faintly each time her nipples dragged. Her reflection blurred with every slam, hair sticking to her damp cheeks, mouth opening wider as filthy sounds spilled out unchecked.

“Look at you,” he snarled against her ear, his breath hot while his cock speared her. “Uniform perfect at the bar, now a fucking mess at the window.”

Her thighs trembled. Her wetness ran freely down her legs, streaking over the tops of her stockings, sticky and shining in the reflected city light. Each thrust made obscene squelches, amplified by the pane pressed tight to her chest.

“Say what you are.”

“I’m—” She choked on her own moan as he bottomed out. “I’m your slut. Your hotel slut. Use me—”

He growled and fucked her harder, hips snapping into her ass until her forehead thudded the pane with every thrust. Sweat slicked her back; pre-cum and her juices mixed, dripping down her thighs. She could smell everything—her musk sharp in the air, his sweat spiced with cologne, the faint chemical tang of cleaned glass warming under their heat.

The city became a blur beyond her tears. Neon smears, headlights, offices with blinds half-drawn. She felt them all watching, imagined faces turning up, seeing her tits squashed flat, her ass jiggling each time he slammed inside. The humiliation made her gush hotter, her cunt milking his cock in greedy pulses.

He reached up and caught her throat from behind, tilting her chin so her eyes locked with her own reflection. “Don’t look away.”

She didn’t. She stared into the ruined face in the glass: lipstick smeared, eyes wild, spit stringing from her lips. The shame broke her open.

“I’m—I’m coming—” she sobbed.

“Do it,” he snarled, grip tightening on her throat. “Make yourself come for me against the glass. Let them all see.”

Her orgasm detonated like turbulence. Her cunt spasmed around his cock, clamping so hard he swore into her hair. She screamed into the glass, forehead sliding against the fogged pane, thighs quaking as slick gushed out, soaking his cock, running down the inside of her stockings. The window squeaked under her clenched nipples, her palms sliding as her body gave out.

He didn’t stop. He hammered through her climax, cock pistoning in her spasming cunt, wet sounds filling the room. His balls slapped her ass, his chest slick against her back.

“Good girl,” he growled, pounding her harder. “My slut, painted on the glass for everyone to see.”

She sobbed, drool wetting her chin, forehead smeared with fog and sweat. “Yes—yes, I’m yours—fuck, I’m yours—”

His thrusts grew ragged. He slammed deep and held, cock pulsing hot inside her. She felt the flood as he spilled—thick, heavy spurts pumping straight into her cunt. Cum mixed with her slick and gushed down her thighs, dripping onto the carpet.

He ground deep, burying every drop, groaning into her hair as her cunt milked him empty.

The glass was smeared with fog and sweat, a filthy mirror of her collapse. Her arms shook, palms slipping down until her breasts flattened harder, nipples aching, belly dragging the cold pane.

He pulled back slightly, his cock sliding wetly free, cum drooling from her hole down her stockinged legs. She whimpered at the emptiness.

“Look at yourself,” he said again, voice hoarse but commanding.

She lifted her eyes. The woman in the glass was wrecked: flushed, damp, thighs streaked with cum, stockings ruined, mascara running in thin lines. And she smiled.

Her breath wrote the truth in vapor: blurred, messy, perfect.

The glass was still slick with her fogged outline when she peeled herself away. Her breasts stung from being pressed so long; her thighs were trembling, stockings wet and sticky where cum and slick had run down to her knees. She tried to steady herself, brushing hair from her damp face, but her reflection mocked her—lipstick ruined, scarf half-dangling, sweat shining on her throat.

She hadn’t even turned back to the bed before the knock came.

Two brisk raps, then a pause.

“Room service.”

Her stomach flipped. Her cunt clenched hard, still leaking. She froze where she was, skirt bunched at her waist, panties abandoned across the carpet.

His eyes went wide, then narrowed into a grin. “Stay,” he mouthed, finger against his lips.

“No—” she hissed, heart hammering. But another knock landed, firmer this time.

He strode to the door, trousers half-buttoned, belt still loose, his cock glossy with her slick and a smear of cum drying at the base. He looked every inch the man who’d just used her. He didn’t bother fixing himself further—just pulled the door open.

The attendant outside pushed a tray forward, head bowed, expression neutral. Amelia pressed herself against the wall, hidden from view, breath shallow. Her skirt was still rucked up, thighs streaked with wetness, the scent of sex heavy in the air.

“Coffee and water,” the server said politely.

“Perfect,” the man replied, voice smooth as if he hadn’t just been buried inside her. He signed the slip, his body angled to block any glimpse into the room. Amelia couldn’t stop staring at the open gap of his shirt, the faint sheen of sweat on his chest, the waistband barely containing what had just ruined her.

The tray rattled slightly as it was wheeled inside. Amelia bit her lip to stop the moan that rose just from the thought of the stranger catching a whiff of the musk hanging thick in the room—the sharp, undeniable mix of sweat, cum, and her own cunt. She imagined the attendant’s nostrils flaring, a polite nod hiding suspicion.

“Anything else, sir?”

Her partner smiled faintly, eyes cutting toward Amelia’s hiding place. “No. That’s all.”

The door shut with a click. Silence returned, thick and heavy.

Amelia pressed her back to the wall, chest heaving. Her thighs were wet, stockings ruined, her cunt still twitching from the last orgasm. “God, we could have been caught,” she whispered, horrified and turned on in equal measure.

He crossed back to her, set the tray down, and grabbed her chin with fingers still faintly damp from her slick. “That’s what makes you wet, isn’t it?”

Her lips parted around a gasp.

He tugged her out from behind the wall and spun her toward the door itself. The wood was still faintly warm where the server’s knuckles had landed. He pressed her palms flat to it, spreading her legs with his knee.

“Imagine if he’d seen you like this,” he murmured, pushing her skirt up again, baring her ass. “Imagine his face if he knew his polite little delivery girl was dripping cum down her thighs.”

A whimper escaped her throat. Her thighs shook harder, slick already threatening to spill fresh.

He dragged two fingers through her slit, scooping the mixture of his cum and her juices, then smeared it along the inside of her thigh. “You’d have loved it, wouldn’t you? His eyes on you while you stand here used and leaking.”

“Yes,” she whispered, forehead pressing to the door. Shame scalded her chest even as the admission drenched her again.

He pushed two fingers into her, knuckles deep, the wet squelch loud in the silent room. She cried out, muffling it against the wood. He fucked her with his hand until she was clenching tight, her slick dripping freely to the carpet.

“Good little slut,” he said roughly, pumping faster. “So needy you can’t even catch your breath between interruptions.”

Her orgasm blindsided her. She came hard on his fingers, thighs jerking, palms squeaking faintly on the polished wood of the door. Her moan was muffled but loud enough she worried someone walking the corridor might hear. That fear made the climax sharper, darker. Cum gushed down her legs, painting her stockings in new streaks.

He pulled his fingers free and held them up, glistening. “Lick.”

She turned, eyes wide, lips parted. He pressed them into her mouth, and she sucked obediently, tasting herself and him mingled thick on his skin. Her eyes watered, but she moaned low, shame turning liquid in her chest.

He grinned, feral. “You’re addicted already.”

She swallowed, her voice a rasp. “Yes. God, yes.”

The tray of coffee sat forgotten, steam curling faintly into the sex-thick air. Amelia’s stockings clung damp and ruined to her thighs. Her reflection in the darkened TV screen caught her eye—mascara streaked, lips swollen, hair wild—and the sight only confirmed what she already knew:

She wasn’t done. Not tonight.

She left the door on its latch, a two-finger gap of hotel light spilling into the corridor like a dare.

Amelia paused in the threshold, breath short, skirt still clinging damp to her thighs, cum still drying between them. Her tights were shredded from the knee down, the tops rolled at mid-thigh, her heels still on. Her scarf was tied loose now, a token of propriety she hadn’t bothered removing. Behind her, 4A’s footsteps stopped. His hand grazed the small of her back. A second passed.

Then she stepped out.

Cool corridor air hit her like ice water. The hallway was empty. Fluorescent ceiling lights buzzed faintly overhead, casting a sterile glow over beige walls and the patterned carpet that ran the length of the floor. Somewhere down the hall, a door latched quietly shut. She flinched. Her pulse thudded.

“What the fuck are you doing?” he whispered behind her, a laugh in his voice, low and hungry.

“Showing you,” she breathed, turning her back to the wall. “What you’ve done to me.”

She reached down, lifted her skirt up past her hips — and showed him.

Her ruined tights framed the mess between her thighs. His cum had dried in milky streaks along her skin. Her slit was still swollen and pink, the gusset of her panties bunched to the side, damp and dark with slick. She kept her heels planted, spread just slightly, her knuckles white on the doorframe.

“You slut,” he said, reverent.

“Your slut,” she corrected, barely able to speak. “Your hotel slut.”

He stepped up close, hands finding her waist. “They’ll see you.”

“I hope they do.”

He didn’t answer. He spun her back to the wall, lifted one leg effortlessly, and hooked it over his hip. Her back pressed flat to the cool paint. Her ass hit the edge of the dado rail. The door creaked slightly on its latch.

Amelia bit her lip to stay quiet — but then he shoved two fingers inside her, and she gasped so loud she nearly cried out. Her cunt was soaked, aching for it, and he pumped her with thick, wet strokes. The sound of it echoed faintly down the corridor: slick, obscene.

“Keep your eyes open,” he whispered.

She did. Straight down the hallway, she could see the turn toward the elevators. The ice machine. The fire exit. Ten doors, any of which could open at any second. And still, she ground down on his hand, gasping into his neck, her slick running freely over his palm.

He pulled his fingers free and shoved them into her mouth. She sucked without hesitation, tasting herself thick and salty and raw.

“Turn around.”

She spun. Pressed both palms to the wall, elbows bent, cheek resting flat on the wallpaper. He lifted her skirt again, yanked the bunched panties down to her knee, and slid his cock between her thighs.

The first thrust knocked the air out of her.

He didn’t hold back — not after what he’d seen. He gripped her hips and slammed into her, hips slapping against her ass, cock driving deep into her soaked cunt with wet, brutal force. She nearly screamed. The wall scraped her cheek. Her scarf fluttered with every breath.

“Anyone could open a door and see you getting fucked like this,” he growled, pounding her harder.

“I know,” she gasped. “I know. I want them to.”

Her tights cut into the flesh of her thighs, still half-on, half-off. Her heels scraped the carpet with each thrust. Her palms flattened tighter to the wall, her body rocking forward with every stroke. Slick ran down her thighs again — a fresh wave, mixing with the last, soaking her legs until the nylon stuck like glue.

She felt ruined. Perfectly, utterly ruined.

“You dripping for me again?” he hissed.

“Y-yes,” she stammered. “So fucking wet—fuck—don’t stop—”

He didn’t. The corridor filled with the sound of skin on skin, wet slaps, stifled moans. Amelia clenched hard, her pussy squeezing his cock like it never wanted to let go.

Then — footsteps.

Fast. Approaching from around the corner.

He froze.

Amelia’s cunt spasmed around him involuntarily. Her breath caught.

A voice — distant, male, low — “Delivery’s late again.”

Another — female, laughing — “Don’t care, I’m not unpacking.”

Two hotel staffers. Close now. Maybe two doors down.

He pressed his body tight against her, pinning her to the wall, cock still buried deep. They held their breath together. Amelia felt a drip of slick trail down the inside of her knee, tickling her skin. Her clit throbbed. Her scarf had fallen over her shoulder.

The voices passed. Kept walking. Kept talking. The moment stretched.

The staff disappeared around the bend. No door opened.

He didn’t speak. Just growled low in her ear — “Fucking filthy bitch.”

And he fucked her harder.

Her moan cracked in her throat. She bent forward, sticking her ass out, taking every inch. Her cunt felt stretched to the limit, every nerve on fire. She couldn’t stop shaking.

“Say it,” he demanded.

“I’m your fucking slut,” she sobbed. “Use me, I’m yours, I’m—oh fuck—”

Her orgasm slammed into her without warning.

It tore through her from the soles of her feet up. Her cunt clamped around him like a fist, her legs trembling so hard he had to hold her upright. Slick poured out of her in a gush, soaking them both. Her breath broke into ragged sobs as she came, her thighs twitching, her knees almost buckling.

He didn’t stop.

“God, yes, just like that,” he groaned. “Fucking tight—dripping all over me—Jesus—”

Two more thrusts. Then he slammed into her and came with a grunt, cock pulsing deep in her cunt. Amelia felt the heat of it—thick, endless, pumping into her until she swore it leaked straight back out.

They stood like that for a beat — her bent forward, stuffed full, cheeks flushed and thighs soaked — before he slowly pulled out. Cum followed, sliding down the curve of her ass, dripping onto the carpet behind her heel.

She swayed.

He caught her.

They didn’t speak as she righted herself, tugged her skirt down. Her panties were ruined, stuck to one thigh. Her scarf was twisted and damp. Mascara streaked one cheek. Her lipstick had long since vanished.

He leaned close, still breathless. “You’re unbelievable.”

She didn’t answer. Just turned, kissed him hard, and reached behind to silently close the door.

The hotel room was still warm, but Amelia felt cold.

She leaned over the bathroom sink, thighs pressed together, one heel kicked off somewhere behind her. The mirror was fogged in patches from the hot water she’d just run, her scarf limp on the counter, one stocking peeled halfway down her calf. Her blouse was unbuttoned, but not fully removed — just open enough to feel the cool of the air against the damp sheen between her breasts.

She watched herself breathe. It came shaky. Uneven. Her chest still rose too fast. Her cheeks were flushed and streaked with faint mascara trails, her lipstick long since erased. The woman in the mirror looked fucked. And she liked it.

She reached between her thighs, fingers brushing the inside of her leg — and hissed.

Her skin was tacky. Sticky with sweat, with his cum, with hers. She could feel the dry trails of it cooling in the creases behind her knees, the curve of her ass, the inside of her tights. Her panties were bunched and twisted, soaked through at the gusset, the elastic gone loose from how hard he’d yanked them down. She peeled them away, wincing slightly as the fabric tugged.

They were beyond saving. She dropped them into the sink and turned on the tap.

Warm water flooded over her fingers, and she cupped it, let it drip slowly down the insides of her thighs. She didn’t scrub. She didn’t rush. She wanted to feel it — the slow drip of rinse over sex-wrecked skin, the trail it left as it followed the curve of her body down to her knees.

Behind her, the room was quiet. The man from 4A had returned to his own door. She hadn’t said goodbye. He hadn’t asked.

She closed her eyes and leaned both palms on the sink.

What was she doing?

The mirror didn’t answer. It just stared back: Amelia, twenty-eight, senior flight attendant, perfectly trained, perfectly presented. The uniform still fit. The lipstick could be reapplied. No one in the world would know what she’d just done in the hallway. What she’d begged for. What she was still wet from.

She glanced down. Her thighs still trembled.

No. This wasn’t just indulgence anymore.

She dried herself with a towel, slow and deliberate, pressing it to the mess instead of wiping. It soaked quickly. She didn’t care. It was proof.

Back in the bedroom, she slipped her scarf back on — not for modesty, but because she liked the feel of it against her raw skin. The tie was loose now. Lazy. Erotic. She left it that way. She folded back the bedspread and climbed in sideways, pulling the robe up around her shoulders but leaving the bottom open to the air.

She could still smell herself. Still feel the ghost of his breath on her neck. Her cunt ached — used, stretched, dripping — and the ache felt like something she could get drunk on.

She should have slept.

Instead, she reached for her phone.

There was a text waiting — not from 4A, but from someone she hadn’t expected.

CPT R.

Wheels up at 0600. But next time, you’re riding in the cockpit again.

She stared at the message, heart thudding.

Then, beneath it, another.

Unknown number

You left something in the corridor.

Her pulse skipped.

No name. No emoji. Just those eight words, and a tiny photo: a hotel service tray in the hallway, the edge of her ruined panties barely visible beneath one of the plates.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t answer.

But her thighs pressed tight again. And her breath came faster.

She looked back to the mirror — now distant, framed by the bathroom doorway. Her reflection was still there, barely visible. Legs bare. Robe parted. Scarf tied loose like a collar.

She didn’t know what came next.

But she knew what she wanted.
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Interlude — Kira Knows

Private message thread: Amelia & Kira

Amelia:

you awake?

Kira:

👀

depends.

are we talking “I need a tampon” awake

or “I might’ve just fucked a stranger in a hotel corridor” awake?

Amelia:

oh

the second one

definitely the second one

Kira:

👑

tell me everything

right now

you absolute filth

Amelia:

i’m still in my uniform

still dripping

i haven’t even taken off my scarf

Kira:

💦💦💦

wait

you actually did it?? corridor sex?

Amelia:

door left on the latch

two steps outside

he lifted my leg and

yeah

we didn’t make it back inside

Kira:

my god

was it him again?

Amelia:

4A

he didn’t even ask

just pulled my tights to the side

used me like the hallway was his room

Kira:

fuck.

you win.

game over.

did anyone see??

Amelia:

almost

two hotel staff came past

i heard the cart

i swear one of them stopped right outside

while i was…

you know

still full

Kira:

👀🧼

i would’ve died.

did you stop?

Amelia:

no

he didn’t even slow down

just held me tighter

hand over my mouth

came in me while they walked past

Kira:

…

i’m not even going to pretend i’m not touching myself right now

Amelia:

you started it 😇

Kira:

what did you feel

like really

in that moment?

Amelia:

like i belonged there

like someone should’ve opened a door

looked straight at me

and kept looking

while i moaned through it

Amelia:

like i wanted it to be recorded

Kira:

yesss

that’s the line

when it stops being about getting caught

and starts being about offering it

Amelia:

exactly

like

if they’d seen me

i think i would’ve cum again

maybe harder

Kira:

you’re slipping, babe

and i fucking love it

Amelia:

what if it’s not slipping?

what if i’m choosing it?

what if next time i leave the door open on purpose?

Kira:

👑

full queen energy

ok

true story

hotel i used to work at had a back stairwell

CCTV blind spot

i used to walk the linen cart in with no panties

one of the staff caught me once

never said a word

but every time after that

he’d check the cameras extra slow

like he wanted to catch me again

Amelia:

did you give him something to catch?

Kira:

let’s just say

the cart had a mirror

and i made sure it fogged

Amelia:

fuck

i’m soaked again just reading that

Kira:

no shame here

babe

this is what we’re made for

service sluts

hotel whores

sky girls with cum on their thighs

Amelia:

you think that’s what i am now?

Kira:

i think you’ve always been

you just needed the right door unlocked

or unlatched, i guess 😉

Amelia:

i keep thinking about doing more

what if someone filmed it

what if someone joined

Kira:

👀

want advice?

Amelia:

always

Kira:

next flight

pack a second pair of panties

but wear none

Kira:

leave the ruined ones somewhere

in plain sight

Kira:

then wait

someone will find them

and if it’s the right someone…

Amelia:

i’m going to need more than one pair 😳

Kira:

you’re going to need a cleaning crew

Amelia:

i want to be used

and watched

and used again

Kira:

then let yourself be

stop pretending it’s an accident

Amelia:

ok

i’ll do it

next time

no panties

no locked door

if someone sees

they see

Kira:

god i love you

Amelia:

i love me too

especially like this

when i can still feel him

leaking out of me

while i type

Kira:

sweet dreams, my dirty girl

can’t wait to hear what they don’t catch next time
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3 – “Service Without Limits”

The overnight flight always had a different kind of hush.

Not the sterile calm of a mid-morning business leg or the noisy churn of a late afternoon return. This was the last flight out — dark cabin, stretched hours, warm blankets and eyes half-lidded before takeoff. And Amelia loved it for exactly that reason: it gave her space to disappear.

She stepped onto the aircraft in her uniform, heels ticking on the jet bridge, scarf already knotted perfectly at her throat. The skirt hugged tighter than usual. Not indecent — not technically — but high enough that she’d had to rehearse how to bend. She’d practiced it in the hotel mirror: knees locked, then a soft squat, not even pretending to be modest.

Her blouse was crisp, tucked in tight. Her legs bare under sheer tights.

No panties. No bra. Nothing but regulation on the outside and filth underneath.

By the time she entered the galley, her inner thighs were already damp.

“Evening, Torres.”

She didn’t have to look up to know the voice. Captain Reed, back from rest rotation, hair still damp from a quick hotel shower, sleeves rolled to his forearms. She passed him a clipboard without breaking stride.

“Manifest’s ready,” she said.

He took it from her, eyes flicking down her body as if reading more than the names.

“Good,” he murmured. “I trust your… performance will match your punctuality.”

Amelia’s breath caught. She said nothing. But her body answered: a slow flush that crept from chest to cheeks, a clench low in her belly.

He handed the clipboard back, fingers brushing hers. His mouth curled — not quite a smirk. Just enough to remind her who’d left her gasping over the pilot’s seat three nights ago.

She didn’t speak again. She turned toward the forward cabin, heels whispering against the floor, and began to greet passengers as they filtered in.

And then she saw him.

4A.

Window seat. Tie slightly loosened. Same cool eyes. Same gaze that had watched her suck cock in the galley. That had bent her over in a hotel hallway. His lips barely moved as she passed — but he mouthed it clearly:

No panties?

Her thighs clenched. She offered a smile like any other attendant — but let her hips sway a fraction harder as she moved down the aisle.

And then another pair of eyes caught her. 1C.

Younger. Maybe thirty. Fresh-pressed shirt, watch just a little too expensive, confidence radiating from the set of his shoulders. He looked up as she passed — not once, but twice. First to register the scent of her. Then again, lower. He noticed.

She didn’t hide it.

The first round of service moved in slow, predictable waves. Coat hung here. Champagne there. Amelia moved through it all with calm poise, but every step made the seam of her tights press tighter. Every crouch reminded her how exposed she was. How easy it would be for anyone to see, if they just glanced at the right moment.

She liked it. No — she craved it.

As she passed 4A again, a folded napkin slid across his tray. Casual. Precise. She took it without a word, palm folding it into her service booklet, and moved on.

In the galley, she unfolded it slowly.

You looked better in the hallway.

When you came while people passed.

Think 1C noticed? I think he wants to.

Her cunt throbbed.

She pressed her thighs together, but it did nothing to stop the ache.

She glanced back into the cabin. 1C was sipping his water — but his eyes were on her legs. No shame. Just interest. Possibility.

Reed passed behind her, brushing the curve of her back with one hand. Casual again. But deliberate.

“You might want to re-tie your scarf,” he said, eyes flicking to the side. “It’s starting to slip.”

She didn’t fix it.

She wore it like that for the rest of the service: a little loose, silk soft against the slope of her collarbone, mouth just a touch too red, tights glistening faintly under the cabin lights.

By the time they pushed back from the gate, she was already soaked.

By the time the cabin lights dimmed for cruise, she knew what was coming.

And this time, she wasn’t waiting to be invited.

The cabin lights had dimmed to a muted glow. Reading lamps flickered here and there. Most of first class had settled into recline: tablets out, shoes off, the quiet rustle of cashmere blankets over pressed trousers.

Amelia moved with practiced calm, each step timed to the hum of the engines. But inside, her body thrummed with tension. Every shift of her thighs sent a sticky pulse of warmth between them. Her tights clung to the slickness, her blouse tight against the curve of her breasts.

She paused by the galley, adjusted a tray — and undid the second button of her shirt.

Not an accident. Not tonight.

4A saw her do it. He didn’t smile. Just tilted his head in acknowledgment. The way a man might nod at a well-set table before tearing into it.

She pushed the service cart out into the aisle and began again.

“Still water or sparkling, sir?” she asked 1C, bending slightly at the waist.

She knew what he saw.

Her scarf was still tied — loose now, the knot drifting toward the swell of her collarbone. Her blouse gaped just enough to show the upper curve of her breasts. No bra. No lining. Nothing but skin and suggestion. When she bent, the silk strained over her nipples, the outline faint but unmistakable.

1C cleared his throat.

“Sparkling, please.”

She leaned in to pour, one hand steadying the glass as the bubbles rose. The back of her thigh brushed his knee — a soft, fleeting graze.

He didn’t move it.

She straightened, smile polished. “Anything else?”

His eyes stayed on hers a second too long.

“No. Thank you.”

She turned and moved on, pulse hammering.

She felt him looking now. Not just glancing — watching. Studying the sway of her hips, the way her skirt clung just a bit too tightly across the tops of her thighs. She slowed, subtly, as she passed 4A’s row.

He caught her hand, smooth and deliberate, and placed his empty glass in it.

“You missed a spot,” he murmured.

She blinked. “Sorry?”

He leaned closer, voice barely audible over the engines. “Your buttons.”

She didn’t answer. She didn’t need to.

As she turned away, she deliberately brushed the front of her skirt with one hand — smoothing it down, but not too far. Just enough for her palm to pass between her thighs and come away warm.

She slipped it behind her back and touched her fingertips to the cart handle.

Wet.

God, she was soaked.

She paused in the galley, hiding for a moment behind the bulkhead. Her breath came shallow. Her fingers trembled as she pressed her thighs together, feeling the mess she was making of her tights.

Then the curtain parted.

She turned, expecting a colleague.

It was 1C.

His brow lifted slightly, just enough to suggest he hadn’t meant to walk in — but not enough to make him leave.

“Sorry,” he said. “Didn’t realise this was crew-only.”

She held his gaze.

“It is,” she said softly.

Neither of them moved.

Then she stepped aside, giving him a clear view of the tray. The glasses. The folded napkin she hadn’t cleaned yet. Her own fingers still resting on the handle, damp.

“I’ll get what you need,” she said.

He didn’t answer. Just looked down — not at the cart. At her.

At the open line of her blouse. The faint sheen at the tops of her thighs. The wrinkle in her tights where they clung too tightly at the seam.

He knew.

And she wanted him to.

He stepped back slowly, eyes dragging down her body, then turned and disappeared behind the curtain again.

Her breath came fast now. Not panic — hunger. She liked it. She liked that he’d seen. That he knew she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. That he would sit there now, for the next hour, wondering if he’d imagined it. If she’d done it on purpose.

She turned back to the tray. Her thighs brushed. She was soaked through. Her tights would be ruined by landing.

And that thought thrilled her.

She pressed her hand between her legs, just for a second, catching the heat and damp there — and smeared it on the inside of her thigh. A trace. A mark. Like a dare.

Then she pushed the curtain open and stepped back into the aisle.

Eyes followed her.

One row. Then another.

By the time she reached 4A again, he was already holding another napkin.

She took it. Didn’t open it yet.

Not until she was back in the galley, breath hot, fingers shaking.

He saw.

They always do, when you want them to.

Want more?

She folded the note.

Then she rolled down the waistband of her tights — slowly, carefully — until they sat lower on her hips. A little slacker. A little wetter.

So the next time someone looked? They’d see everything.

And if they didn’t?

She’d make sure they had reason to.

The galley was quiet. Dim. A strip of blue LED cast a cold line across the floor, just enough to keep someone from tripping over the trolley brakes.

Amelia stood with her back to the curtain, palms braced on the edge of the service bench. Her breath came slow. Not nervous — ready. Her tights were half-rolled below her ass now, damp and clinging to the crease where her thighs met. Her cunt was slick. Sticky. She’d felt it when she bent to adjust the drawer earlier, the wet heat pressing out of her.

She hadn’t opened the napkin note again. She didn’t need to.

4A was already behind the curtain.

She heard him move. One soft footfall on the galley floor. The faint rustle of his blazer. Then his breath, close.

“You know what I want,” he said.

She nodded once. Didn’t turn.

“You’re not wearing anything under that skirt,” he said.

Still, she didn’t speak.

“I could fuck you right here. Leave the curtain open. Would you stop me?”

She shook her head.

He stepped closer, one hand sliding up the back of her thigh, finding the damp roll of her tights, pushing them lower. When his fingers reached the bare heat of her, he paused — just long enough to appreciate how ready she was.

“Soaked already?”

Amelia nodded again, her cheek brushing the cold steel of the cart frame.

He didn’t tease this time. No slow buildup. No warnings. He unzipped with one hand, gripped her hip with the other, and pressed his cock against the slick seam of her cunt.

Amelia’s breath caught.

She braced herself, bent slightly at the waist, and let him in.

The stretch was instant, obscene. She bit her lip to keep from moaning too loud. His cock filled her in one slow push, her body giving way around him, wet and welcoming. Her hands tightened on the bench.

He didn’t wait. He started to move — short, rough thrusts that pushed her thighs against the trolley, the impact muffled only by her own dripping slickness. His belt buckle knocked against her ass with each stroke. The slap of skin on skin was faint but unmistakable in the quiet cabin.

He reached around and grabbed the knot of her scarf, tugging it backward like a leash. Her head tipped back as he fucked her, and the motion exposed the open buttons of her blouse — the swell of her breasts, her flushed throat, the necklace of sweat already forming there.

“You love this,” he murmured. “You’re dripping down your legs.”

She whimpered, pressing her ass back against him, taking every inch.

And then the curtain slid.

They both froze.

1C stood in the gap — not startled. Not embarrassed.

Just watching.

His eyes flicked from Amelia’s exposed ass, skirt rucked high, tights rolled to her knees, to the place where 4A’s cock disappeared inside her, wet and glistening.

Neither of them moved.

Then Amelia spoke.

“Don’t go.”

Her voice was rough. Open. Not a question — a permission.

4A didn’t stop.

He grunted once and resumed fucking her — harder now. Deliberate. Like he wanted 1C to see what she’d become. Amelia groaned into the metal, breath fogging the tray surface, fingers slipping on the edge.

1C stepped forward. Slowly. The curtain fell closed behind him.

No one spoke.

Then his hand brushed the edge of her cheek — not her face, but lower. He traced the smear of slick that had run down her thigh and lifted it to his mouth.

“Taste her,” 4A muttered.

He did.

Amelia cried out — the sound caught in her throat as 4A slammed deep. Her cunt clenched hard around him, the awareness of being used and watched detonating inside her.

Then 1C moved closer.

“I want to touch her,” he said.

4A didn’t stop moving. “Then do it.”

1C slid behind her, reached between her legs, and spread her folds with his fingers — careful not to interrupt the rhythm of the cock already filling her. His fingers rubbed slow circles around her clit, slick with the mix of her own arousal and 4A’s spit-slick shaft.

Amelia choked on a moan. The combination — one cock deep inside her, another man’s fingers teasing her — was almost too much. Her knees wobbled. Her scarf slipped from her throat, damp with sweat.

“Fuck,” 1C muttered. “She’s soaked.”

“She’s always soaked,” 4A said. “She lives like this now.”

He grabbed her hair and pulled, forcing her back into his thrusts. 1C’s fingers never stopped. The galley lights caught the shine between her legs, the way her cunt stretched and gripped with every movement.

“She gonna come?” 1C asked.

“Not yet,” 4A growled. “She doesn’t get to unless she’s seen.”

Then they both stepped back — just enough to turn her.

4A dropped into the jump seat. 1C unzipped. His cock was hard already. Thick. She didn’t hesitate.

She dropped to her knees between them, one hand on each thigh.

4A guided his cock back to her mouth. She opened for it, no resistance. No shame. Her lipstick smeared instantly. 1C pressed against her soaked cunt again, rubbing the head of his cock along her folds, smearing the mess they’d already made.

Then he slid in.

She gagged around the first thrust. Moaned around the second.

She was filled in both holes now — mouth and cunt, spit and slick, sweat and filth. Her thighs trembled. Her scalp burned from the grip on her hair. But her body opened to it.

And then — a sound.

Not footsteps. Not voices.

A click.

Faint. Mechanical. Cold.

The sound of a camera.

She didn’t turn. She didn’t stop.

She arched for it.

The heat was unbearable.

Not just from the thrusts — though they came fast and unforgiving — but from the layers of sweat and scent and slick that coated her skin. Amelia knelt on the galley floor, skirt rucked above her waist, tights stretched below her knees, the crotch pulled down and twisted, sheer nylon cutting lines into her thighs.

Her cunt was stretched wide around 1C’s cock, each thrust forcing a wet slap against her skin. Her mouth was stuffed full of 4A’s length, her lipstick long gone, chin and chest glazed with spit. She gagged and moaned around him, her voice nothing but vibration.

The scent in the galley was sex.

Hot. Raw. Salty. The unmistakable smell of sweat, pussy, and cum already spilled and drying somewhere she hadn’t noticed.

Her scarf was dangling from her neck, limp and dark with sweat. Her blouse had slipped halfway down one shoulder. The top of her breast was exposed now — not accidentally, not anymore.

“Open wider,” 4A growled, gripping her hair tighter. “Let me all the way in.”

She obeyed, throat relaxing just enough to let him slide deeper. Her eyes watered. Her cunt clenched around the other cock inside her. She was filled and leaking, throat and pussy both stuffed, her knees bruised on the galley floor.

And then — the curtain slid.

The cool rush of cabin air hit her back.

For a split second, everything paused. A presence entered.

Not a passenger’s voice. Not the calm tone of a crew member asking what was going on.

Just footsteps. A body. Then stillness.

1C didn’t pull out. 4A didn’t stop.

Amelia turned her eyes toward the sound, spit running down her chin, and saw him.

A third man. Mid-thirties. Smart shirt. Crew lanyard slung loose. A colleague — ground staff? pilot? She didn’t know. Didn’t care.

He was staring.

At her ruined makeup. At her skirt bunched above her hips. At the two cocks splitting her open.

She blinked once. Then pulled her mouth off 4A’s cock with a wet gasp and spoke.

“Are you going to just stand there?” she said, voice raw, trembling. “Or are you going to fucking touch me?”

No one moved.

Then the third man stepped forward.

He didn’t unzip right away. Just dropped to a crouch beside her, one hand sliding between her breasts. His palm was hot. He smeared a thumb over her nipple — bare now, exposed through the gape in her blouse — and let out a low breath.

“She’s a fucking mess,” he said.

“She loves it,” 1C replied, thrusting harder. “Don’t you?”

“Yes,” Amelia gasped. “God, yes.”

She felt the third man’s hand slide down her belly, over the tight pull of her waistband, and lower — down between her thighs where she was stretched wide, where slick smeared across her inner thighs and dripped down onto the floor.

He cupped her.

Pressed.

And she moaned, deep and guttural, her body jerking between the two cocks already fucking her.

“She’s twitching,” the third man said, fingers dragging through the slick mix of sweat and cum. “She’s going to come.”

“Not yet,” 4A said.

“Please,” she gasped, eyes rolling back.

She didn’t care how she looked. She didn’t care who saw. Her makeup was ruined, cheeks streaked with tears, thighs trembling, cunt leaking, mouth red and shiny from cock.

She wanted more.

“Please,” she said again. “Use me.”

The third man stood and unzipped. His cock was already hard.

“You want this in your mouth too?” he asked.

She looked up. “Yes.”

1C pulled out with a wet sound. Her cunt clenched on nothing, empty for a single heartbeat — then filled again as 4A dragged her upward by the scarf and bent her over the galley crate.

She stumbled forward, hands braced against the hard edge, her mouth open as the third man stepped closer and fed his cock between her lips.

Now she was bent double: ass up, skirt bunched, blouse hanging off one arm, and her mouth filled again. Her cunt was wet and empty, her throat stuffed with a new cock, tears spilling as she gagged around him.

Behind her, 1C knelt and spread her open.

She felt it — the slick press of his fingers as he pushed two inside her. Then three.

“Still fucking dripping,” he muttered. “You like being shared, don’t you?”

She moaned around the third man’s cock.

“I think she’s ready for both,” 4A said.

“She’s been ready,” 1C replied.

Then she was lifted again, manhandled into position: one cock back in her mouth, one cock slamming into her cunt from behind, a third hand holding her open, rubbing her clit in tight, filthy circles.

She was nothing but hole and heat and hunger.

The curtain was still open.

She wanted someone else to see.

She wanted the next person to walk in.

She moaned louder.

Let her body shake.

Let the sound echo down the aisle.

Let them come.

Let them all come.

Amelia’s cheek was pressed to the cold galley crate, her breath fogging the metal, her arms trembling where they braced her weight. Her scarf was bunched beneath her jaw like a makeshift gag. Her blouse hung open, one sleeve off completely, exposing the slope of her back and both breasts, the fabric damp with sweat and cum.

She couldn’t see behind her anymore. She didn’t need to.

She could feel them.

One man gripped her hips, cock pistoning into her soaked cunt. The second had moved in beside her, hand gripping her hair as he slid his cock between her parted lips. The rhythm had long since gone from coordinated to punishing. Wet slaps echoed off the galley walls. Her body rocked with every thrust — forward onto the cock in her mouth, back onto the cock pounding her open.

Her tights were shredded. Her thighs sticky. Slick and spit ran down both legs. Her knees ached from the hard flooring, her elbows burned from where they scraped the edge of the trolley. But she didn’t stop. Couldn’t. Every movement sent pleasure rippling through her spine.

She was completely, utterly owned.

Her mouth made garbled sounds around the cock in her throat, spit bubbling from her lips, tears streaking her cheeks. Every time she gasped for breath, she smelled it: salt and sweat, the sharp sting of latex from a snapped glove, the base musk of sex.

She was drooling now — a wet, constant stream that soaked her chin, her chest, the hand gripping her jaw.

And somewhere inside her — through all of it — she was laughing.

She was going to come.

She was going to come while being watched.

While being stuffed full, used, claimed.

And she wanted it.

She tried to speak. Her voice failed.

The man fucking her from behind — 1C — felt it. He slapped her ass, hard, his voice raw.

“You about to come, slut?”

She nodded, choking on the cock in her throat.

“You gonna soak my cock in front of your captain?”

She whimpered. Nodded again.

And then the curtain slid.

Click.

Cool air rushed across her bare ass, sweat-slicked back, soaked tights.

She lifted her head.

Captain Reed stood in the gap.

His expression didn’t shift.

His eyes travelled — slow, clinical, hungry — across the scene.

Amelia, bent over the trolley, blouse ruined, scarf wet, mouth full.

Two men — one behind her, mid-thrust, hands gripping her hips. The other, cock between her lips, fingers tight in her hair.

Her eyes met his.

She didn’t flinch.

She didn’t stop.

She moaned.

And her body gave out.

Her orgasm tore through her like the aircraft had dropped 10,000 feet. Her thighs locked, cunt clenching hard around the cock inside her. Her back arched, her moan muffled by the cock still in her throat. Her nipples tingled, her vision blurred.

Her orgasm wasn’t graceful. It was violent.

Her legs shook.

Her thighs spasmed.

Her slick sprayed down her own legs, splattering the floor beneath her.

She heard one of them swear — “Fuck, she’s coming on me.” — and it only made her come harder.

Captain Reed stepped forward.

Not stopping them.

Just watching.

He said nothing.

Only when she slumped forward, trembling and gasping, did he speak.

“Get out,” he said to the others, his voice calm.

The man behind her pulled out slowly, his cock slick and glistening. Cum dripped from her cunt immediately, sliding down to pool against the elastic of her tights.

The other man withdrew from her mouth. She coughed, saliva and air rushing in at once, lips raw, throat sore.

Both men stepped back.

Neither protested.

The third man — the one who had only watched — lingered at the curtain.

“Go,” Reed said again, without raising his voice.

The curtain closed.

Silence.

Amelia was still bent forward, bracing herself, her skirt wrinkled around her waist, sweat dripping down her spine, her entire body quaking.

She didn’t dare look up.

Reed moved behind her. Not quickly. With intent.

He ran a finger through the slick between her thighs, then brought it to her mouth.

She opened for it.

He slid it past her lips. She sucked. Tasted herself and the others.

He leaned in. His voice low.

“I told you not to fall apart.”

She tried to speak, but no sound came.

He stepped back. The heat of his presence vanished.

“You’ll report to the cockpit in one hour,” he said.

Her heart thudded.

“You’ll come clean. Hair tied. Skirt fixed. No tights. No panties.”

He paused.

“And no bra.”

She nodded, still bent forward.

“And Torres?”

She looked up, finally, her vision hazy, her cheeks streaked.

“Yes, Captain,” she whispered.

“Leave the mess. I want to smell it when I come back through.”

Then he was gone.

The galley was silent again. Except for her breath — wrecked and trembling.

And the slow, wet sound of cum leaking down her thighs.

Amelia stood in the galley mirror, adjusting her scarf with trembling fingers.

She hadn’t changed. She hadn’t wiped herself. She hadn’t even tried to hide it.

Her blouse clung damp to her back, the left shoulder slipped low, revealing a crescent of pink where her bra would have sat — if she’d worn one. Her skirt was rumpled at the hem, creased from where it had been shoved to her waist. Her tights were gone, balled and stuffed in the bin. Her thighs were bare.

She hadn’t cleaned the mess.

Between her legs, she could feel it: the slick heat of cum slowly sliding down the inside of one thigh. It tickled. It coated. It threatened to drip onto her heels.

Her lips were still flushed. Her mascara smudged faintly under one eye. Her voice — when she tested it softly — rasped.

She smiled.

This was her now.

She straightened her spine, fixed the tilt of her scarf with slow precision, and stepped back into the aisle.

The cabin was calm. Dimmed. A few passengers half-dozing. A few scrolling on screens. A baby cried distantly in economy. The hum of the engines was steady.

No one knew.

Except they did.

As she walked forward, tray balanced in hand, she felt it.

Eyes.

First 4A. He glanced up as she passed, and the corner of his mouth curved — not quite smug. Satisfied. His eyes dipped to her thighs and back up again.

Then 1C, two rows up. He gave a soft, almost imperceptible nod as she leaned slightly to pass him a drink.

“Still or sparkling?” she asked.

Her voice caught slightly.

“Still,” he said. “You sound a little hoarse.”

She smiled. “Dry cabin air.”

He didn’t say anything else. But his eyes lingered. She let them.

The third man — the one who had only watched — was gone. Disembarked early, or moved back in the cabin. She didn’t care.

As she reached mid-cabin, another passenger — an older man in business class — raised a hand. “Miss?”

“Yes, sir?”

“You have something…” He gestured vaguely to her chin.

She blinked.

She hadn’t seen it. Not Reed’s — one of theirs. Dried and still warm on her skin.

She smiled. “Thank you,” she said, and wiped it with one finger. Licked it clean before she turned away.

She didn’t rush.

She walked the cabin with calm grace, hips rolling gently, the secret slick between her thighs warming with each step. She was still leaking. Still full. Still ruined.

And she loved it.

At the back galley, her junior crew member was restocking napkins.

“Hey,” the girl said, without looking up. “You okay? You’ve been gone a while.”

Amelia smoothed her skirt. “Just helping with a situation up front.”

The girl turned then. Looked at her. Eyes narrowing.

“Your… tights?”

“Ripped,” Amelia said smoothly. “Caught on the trolley runner. Total write-off.”

The girl blinked.

Then smiled.

“Fair enough,” she said. “Looks better without them, honestly.”

Their eyes held for a second too long.

Amelia turned and pulled open a new drawer. A faint shiver ran up her spine as the cold air of the compartment touched her thighs. She could feel how open she still was. How used. How dripping.

“Mind if I take the next drink round?” she asked.

“Be my guest.”

Amelia reloaded the tray, stepped back into the aisle, and kept walking.

No one said a word.

But they looked.

She wanted them to.

Her cunt clenched with every step, slick shifting, every movement a reminder of who had used her, and who still could. And who had watched her come apart.

When the curtain opened again, it was Captain Reed.

He passed by without stopping.

But as he brushed behind her, his hand grazed the bare skin just above her knee.

“Cockpit,” he murmured.

Her pulse surged.

She turned slowly, tray forgotten, and followed.

The cockpit door slid open with a soft mechanical click.

Amelia stepped inside, heart thudding, her skirt brushing the backs of her thighs. Her cunt was still wet, used, her body humming from orgasm and overstimulation. The air inside the flight deck was cooler, drier. But her skin still burned.

Reed didn’t look up at first. He sat in the captain’s seat, one hand on the controls, the other resting on the armrest. His shirt sleeves were rolled to the elbows again. His tie was gone. A faint line of sweat darkened his collar.

The hum of instruments and distant chatter from air traffic control filled the space.

Then he spoke.

“Close the door.”

She did.

The lock clicked shut behind her.

Reed glanced over. His eyes dragged down her body — scarf knotted loosely, blouse clinging damply to her back, her skirt slightly crooked from being pulled up and down all flight. Her thighs were bare. Her lips were still flushed.

“You’re late,” he said.

“I got caught in service,” she replied softly.

“I know. I saw.”

A flush crawled up her neck. She didn’t speak.

Reed stood. Moved slowly. Deliberately. He crossed the cockpit until he was standing in front of her — close enough that she had to tip her head back to meet his eyes.

His voice stayed low. “You liked it.”

She nodded.

“You let them use you.”

She nodded again.

He reached out and ran a finger along the curve of her jaw — then dragged it down to the knot of her scarf and tugged. The silk unraveled with a whisper. He let it fall to the floor.

“You let them come inside you.”

“Yes, Captain,” she breathed.

“And now you’re here.”

She nodded once more, eyes wide, lips parted.

“On your knees,” he said.

She dropped instantly, knees hitting the floor with a muted thud. The carpet burned against her skin. Her hands came to rest on her thighs, palms up.

“Look at me.”

She did.

“Tell me what you are.”

Her voice trembled. “Your attendant.”

“Not good enough.”

She swallowed. “Your slut.”

He nodded.

“You sucked cock while passengers sat five feet away. You begged to be filled. You came with my name on your tongue. And then you served drinks with cum running down your legs.”

“Yes, Captain.”

“Do you think I didn’t smell it when you passed?”

She shivered.

“I watched you. I knew. And you wanted me to.”

“I did,” she whispered. “I wanted you to see what I’ve become.”

Reed reached down and unzipped. His cock was already hard. He didn’t stroke it. Didn’t need to.

“Open,” he said.

She obeyed.

He slid into her mouth in one long, slow thrust. Her lips stretched around him, the familiar ache in her jaw blooming instantly. She moaned, throat working to take him deeper.

He didn’t thrust.

He just watched.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “So pretty. So filthy.”

She moaned around his cock.

He let her work — slow, rhythmic bobs of her head, saliva slicking his shaft, her lipstick smeared and her breath coming in shallow bursts. Her knees burned. Her cunt ached. But she didn’t care.

This was where she belonged.

After a minute, he pulled her back by the hair.

“Turn around.”

She did, hands bracing against the control panel, skirt rising as she bent. Her cunt was already on display — wet, glistening, still leaking from the men who’d used her earlier.

Reed growled.

“You’re fucking ruined.”

“Yes, Captain.”

He grabbed her hips and pushed inside — one stroke, deep, no warning. She cried out, forehead hitting the cold metal. He was thicker than the others. Hotter. Harder.

He didn’t speak.

He just fucked her.

Brutal. Controlled. Precise.

Every thrust drove her hips into the panel, her thighs slapping against his. Her breasts bounced with each impact, blouse falling off one shoulder completely. Her scarf lay forgotten on the floor.

“Say it,” he demanded.

“I’m yours,” she gasped. “Your slut. Your fucktoy.”

His hand came around and slapped her clit.

She screamed.

“Again.”

“Your slut. Your cunt. Please—use me.”

He fucked her harder, cock slamming into her over and over, her cunt stretched wide and greedy for it.

She felt it rising — the second orgasm, sharper than the first, riding the edge of pain and pleasure.

“Permission,” she gasped.

“No.”

“Please, Captain—”

He grabbed her hair and yanked her back upright, fucking her standing now, her back arched, her body shaking.

“Not until I fill you.”

She sobbed.

“Not until my cum’s leaking out of you again. Not until they smell it on you all the way through the terminal.”

She clenched around him.

He grunted.

And then he came.

Hot spurts filled her, coating the already slick mess inside. She felt it pulse, felt her cunt flood, felt her body shake.

He didn’t stop moving.

“Now,” he said.

She came.

Hard.

Body arched, knees buckling, hands scrambling for grip. Her moan filled the cockpit, loud and raw and filthy. Her cunt clenched, slick soaking her thighs, muscles fluttering.

She collapsed against the panel, gasping.

Reed pulled out slowly. Watched the mess slide down her legs.

Then he stepped back.

“Fix your scarf,” he said. “Straighten your skirt. And walk off this plane like nothing happened.”

She nodded, still shaking.

He handed her a folded tissue. “You’ll be leaking for the rest of the shift.”

She smiled.

“I know.”

The plane touched down smooth and clean, tires skimming the runway with barely a bump. The cabin lights brightened. Safety chimes sounded. Passengers began to stir — gathering jackets, unlocking seatbelts, stretching tight shoulders.

Amelia stood at the front, hands clasped neatly, smile in place.

Her scarf was re-knotted. Her blouse rebuttoned. Her skirt perfectly straight. Her hair freshly pinned. To anyone looking, she was the perfect attendant — graceful, composed, poised at the door like the face of the airline.

No one could see the slick still coating the insides of her thighs.

Or the faint ache between her legs.

Or the stretch in her cunt from being filled — twice — not an hour earlier.

Or the heat in her throat from choking on the captain’s cock.

She didn’t clean up. Not fully. Not underneath.

She liked the feel of it.

Liked knowing it was still inside her.

Liked the little slip of moisture she could feel with every step.

As the door opened and passengers began to file out, she smiled and nodded.

“Thank you for flying with us.”

“Have a lovely onward journey.”

“Safe travels.”

Some smiled back, distracted or polite. Some barely looked.

But a few held her gaze too long.

The businessman from 1C offered a nod — subtle. Controlled. But his eyes flicked down to her knees before he passed.

4A followed minutes later. No words. Just the softest brush of his fingers across her palm as he handed back his boarding pass stub.

When the final passengers left, she stepped back into the galley, leaned on the trolley, and exhaled.

Her junior crew member passed behind her.

“You okay?” she asked lightly, glancing Amelia over.

“Perfect,” Amelia replied, adjusting her scarf.

The girl smirked. “I bet you are.”

There was something in her tone. Something that said: I don’t know everything… but I know enough.

Amelia didn’t correct her.

Didn’t deflect.

She just smiled.

In the crew lounge, she changed slowly. Pulled her skirt off first, then the damp panties beneath — twisted and soaked, the cotton dark with leaked cum and her own slick. She dropped them in the bin.

Fresh tights. Clean blouse. Civilian clothes.

She checked her phone.

One new message.

No sender.

No subject.

Just a file.

She hesitated for half a beat, then tapped it.

The video opened in a black screen. No timestamp. No label.

It took her half a second to recognize it.

The camera angle was static. Slightly overhead. Narrow view. Low-quality audio.

The galley.

Her galley.

She saw the tray. The back of the cart. The emergency phone tucked into its cradle.

And then — her.

Bending forward.

Skirt rising.

A man — 4A — stepping behind her.

She watched herself get fucked on camera.

Her knees hit the floor again. Her mouth opened. Another man appeared. Then a third.

There was no sound beyond soft static and the hum of engines.

But her moans were visible in her body. Her mouth wide, her fingers digging, her cunt clenching.

She saw her own orgasm — watched the spasm of her legs, the shake of her thighs, the collapse of her body as cum ran down her skin.

The footage cut abruptly.

Just black.

Amelia sat frozen for a moment, phone in hand, breath shallow.

Then she smiled.

Wide. Wicked. Wet.

No message.

No warning.

Just proof.

Someone had watched her.

Someone had saved it.

Someone wanted her to know.

She stood slowly, slipped her phone back into her bag, and left the lounge without replying.

Her cunt clenched once as she walked.

She let it.


7

“Layover”

The hotel carpet was too soft.

Amelia stood barefoot in the middle of the room, her robe slipping off one shoulder, a towel bunched at her feet. The shower hadn’t helped. Her thighs still ached. Her lips still tingled. And her cunt—god, her cunt still pulsed like the plane hadn’t landed at all.

The mirror showed a woman who looked intact. Slightly flushed. Damp hair. Clean skin.

But she didn’t feel intact.

She felt used. Stretched. Watched.

And the worst part was—it didn’t feel wrong.

She reached for the edge of the robe, pulled it tighter across her body, and sat slowly on the bed. The mattress dipped beneath her weight. Her phone buzzed once.

1 New Message

Kira:

You made the feed.

You okay?

Amelia stared at the screen. Her cunt clenched involuntarily.

She hadn’t saved the footage, but she didn’t need to. It was printed behind her eyes: the galley lights, the angle of the overhead camera, the grainy image of her being taken from behind. Two cocks. No shame. Everything in her mouth, her cunt, her expression—exposed.

And someone had kept it.

Not for punishment.

For memory.

For her.

She typed back with shaking thumbs:

Still wet.

Kira:

Good.

Don’t dry off yet.

A second buzz.

Kira:

You free in twenty?

I’m two floors up. 823. Bring the scarf.

Amelia didn’t reply.

She stood, peeled the robe off her shoulders, and let it fall. Her skin was marked in subtle ways—faint finger bruises at her hips, pressure lines across her thighs. Her breasts were tender. Her cunt still glistened.

No underwear.

No perfume.

No barrier between now and what came next.

She dug the scarf from her overnight bag. Red. Silk. It had knotted at her throat that morning like every other flight—but now it felt like a tag, a claim.

She twisted it around her wrist.

Barefoot, she stepped into the hallway. The corridor was quiet, carpet muffled, lights dimmed to night-mode. As she passed the service lift, a chill ran up her thighs—phantom sensation of air conditioning, or memory.

Her body still remembered. Her body wanted again.

She reached the hallway that led to Kira’s room.

But she wasn’t alone.

A woman stepped out of the room next door.

Tall. Blonde. Early forties. Pale blue scrubs loose around her hips, a navy jacket folded over one arm. No shoes. A hospital ID badge clipped just above her left breast pocket.

The woman paused when she saw Amelia.

Her eyes dropped to the scarf wrapped around Amelia’s wrist.

Then to the soft flush still high on her chest.

Then down. Slowly. To her thighs.

There was no smile. Just a cool, clinical once-over. The kind a nurse might give to check for trauma. Or filth.

“Late shift?” the woman asked.

Her voice was dry, slightly husky. Like she smoked. Or whispered orders more than she spoke.

Amelia blinked. “Sort of.”

The nurse’s eyes sharpened—not cruel, but curious. “You staying long?”

“Just tonight.”

“Shame.”

Then, without waiting for a reply, she turned and walked barefoot down the hall. Not rushed. Not careless. Just… calm. Like she’d seen women like Amelia before. Or trained them.

Amelia stood frozen, heart pounding.

The woman didn’t look back.

She disappeared around the corner.

Amelia stared at the hallway long after she was gone.

Then she turned and knocked.

The door to 823 opened before her knuckles landed a second time.

Kira stood in the frame. No makeup. A black tank top. Shorts. A glass of red wine in one hand and her phone in the other.

“You came,” she said simply.

Amelia nodded.

Kira stepped aside and let the door fall open wider.

“You still leaking?”

Amelia’s throat worked. “Yes.”

Kira didn’t smile. Not yet.

She just lifted her phone, angled it so the screen faced Amelia.

It was paused on a grainy frame: Amelia in the galley. Knees down. Skirt up. Two men bracketing her body. One hand flat against the trolley for balance. Her mouth wide open. Her eyes unfocused. Her cunt dripping.

Kira looked from the screen to her face. “You looked good. Better than I expected.”

Amelia swallowed.

Kira let the phone drop and set her wine on the table.

“Get in here,” she said. “Before you start dripping in the hallway.”

Amelia crossed the threshold.

As the door clicked shut behind her, she felt her cunt clench again—fresh, humiliating, hot.

She’d already been watched. Already been filled. Already been seen.

But it wasn’t enough.

Kira took the scarf from her wrist and draped it over the back of a chair.

She didn’t touch her.

She just nodded to the bed.

“Lie back. I’ll tell you when you can touch yourself.”

Amelia obeyed.
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