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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​This steamy short story contains scenes inappropriate for 18-years and below. An innocent 18-year-old woman is stripped and taken for the first time by a stranger on a plane. There are also scenes of humiliation, spanking, exhibitionism & voyeurism, bdsm, fisting, public sex, and much more.

...

The last thing Anastasia expects when she boards a flight is to be indoctrinated into the mile-high-club. The innocent and naive young woman is completely unprepared when a handsome older man she meets mistakes her for another and joins her in the airplane's lavatory. Her first time is taken right then and there, the man's expert hands touching her everywhere at once, taking her apart piece by piece.

He steps in closer, slotting himself between her legs and forcing her thighs open to the point where she can no longer find any leverage, only the hard press of his body keeping her from falling to the floor. She curls her legs around his torso, if only for something- someone to keep her grounded, but that only draws their bodies closer together.

He crooks a finger under her chin, forcing her eyes on him. "I'm going to take this off and when I do, I want you to beg.”

...
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"Listen- I-" she starts, but doesn't manage to get another word out. His lips are on hers in an instant, suffocating her with the passion of her desire. His tongue finds its way into her parted lips, picking up the taste of his own blood with a groan. His skin is so warm that she can feel it through the layers of their clothes.

She is distracted by the way he still has a hand curled in her hair, yanking her head back and keeping her at his mercy.

"Stay still," he warns. She doesn't know if it's the sound of his voice or the way he looks at her, but she still against her will, her body refusing to move at all. She should be fighting back and screaming for help, but his eyes enthrals her, putting her in a trance-like state. It's supernatural, the effect this man has on her. "Will you be a good girl and stay still for me?" he purrs.

It's really unfair that he seems to know all the right things to say to make her tremble apart. She shudders and melts easily as he leans in for another kiss, her lips parting of her own violation and even attempting to kiss him back, inexperienced tongue darting out to dance around his, tasting the bittersweet coffee on his tongue. She struggles between terror and unfamiliar arousal. The man's hand loosens from her hair, no longer finding it necessary to keep her in place so roughly.

The lack of shirt makes it easy for him to feel the skin of her neck down to her cleavage, fingers pressing the soft flesh of her breasts as he trails his hand to the side and cups her breast. She tries to bring her hand back to her breasts and cover up with the coffee-soaked shirt, but he's already cupping her breast, tugging her bra out of the way to pluck at her sensitive nipple.

She gasps, the sound too loud in the quiet room and he grabs her top and stuffs it into her mouth, keeping her silenced.

"Be good for me, baby," he whispers in her ear, checking all the kinks in her head.

She finds that she really likes it when he tells her what to do. Inexplicably, she wants him to be pleased with her. He draws his head down to kiss her neck, leaving a burning trail of kisses on her pulse that is fast rabbiting out of her control. She is aware that she's breathing entirely too harshly, but she has as little control over that as she does on the rest of the things  that are happening around her.

She moans as his fingers slide between her legs, rubbing her heat through her pants. She should really be fighting back, but she has never met someone like him before, someone who seized control so absolutely, doing things exactly the way he wants it. The memory of him rebuffing the pretty air stewardess's advance surfaces in her mind and she feels a terrible sort of triumph from being able to capture this man's attention without even meaning to.

His fingers tighten on her nipples and she lets out a soft moan, muffled by the shirt stuffed in her mouth. She leans back far enough that she can feel the glass mirror on the back of her head and his hand splays on the small of her back, supporting her weight. His lips close and suckles over her neck, down the chest and on her breasts, suckling one nipple, and then the other, sending flares of pleasure all through her body.

She is gasping for breath by the time he is done playing with her and the large hand on her back pulls her up, helping her sit back. He waits for her to catch her breath with an indulgent smile and crooks a finger under her chin, holding her steady with an arm around her waist. She tries to spit the cloth stuffed in her mouth out, feeling it soaking with her saliva and not enjoying the way that it's stopping her from verbalizing herself.

He steps in closer, slotting himself between her legs and forcing her thighs open to the point where she can no longer find any leverage, only the hard press of his body keeping her from falling to the floor. She curls her legs around his torso, if only for something- someone to keep her grounded, but that only puts their body closer together.

He crooks a finger under her chin, forcing her eyes on him. "I'm going to take this off and when I do, I want you to say, 'Put your cock inside me, Daddy'," he instructs, the lewd words coming from his lips so easily, as if he is asking for something completely innocent and natural.
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Anastasia wishes she had time to clean up a little bit more, but she had just finished her evening classes. If she had gone home to change into something sexier, then she might miss her flight.

Her hair is tied in a braid that was meticulously done that morning, but has now turned into something of a messy bird's nest. Still, it could be worse. She could have fallen ill from the terribly stressful week she has had. She had taken a few extra shifts at work in order to make up for the fact that she isn't going to be around during the weekend and there were so many papers due for her classes.

Honestly, there should be a rule against giving freshmen so much work. Shouldn't she be having the time of her life?

She chews on her bottom lip and steps out of the bus and marches into the airport, trying her best to leave the stressful weak behind her.

She has been talking to Donald online for months now. He's a successful businessman in the city and he paid for her flight tickets to go see him during the weekend.

Anastasia isn't so innocent that she doesn't know why he would do that. He wants to fuck her.

She doesn't mind the thought of losing her virginity to him too much, to be honest. She follows some famous social media influencers and a few of them share the same philosophy that if they're going to have sex with more experienced men who has a thing for fucking beautiful young women right out of high school, then why shouldn't they get paid for it?

She just turned eighteen a few months ago and Donald claims to be as straight-laced as they come, going as far as to say that he has never paid for sex before, but he would do it for her.

It all makes her feel rather cheap, to be honest, but she likes him well enough except for that one conversation and she's trying her best not to think about the awkwardness there and the bad taste it left in her mouth afterwards.

She hadn't asked for money point blank, but she sort of brought up the fact that they met up on a site for Sugar Daddies and he asked her to talk to him outside of the site and asked her to be exclusive because what they had was- is special, but he never got around to giving her any money.

Everything's just been rather awkward, honestly, but he claims what they have is real and she really does enjoy talking to him. Maybe if she decides she doesn't like him by the end of the trip, she would go back on the site and talk to someone else. Lindsay, who introduced her to the site, told her that she should have reported him. The site is supposed to protect both of them. He should have been paying her weekly and the
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