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The cabin gleamed under low lighting, every surface polished to perfection. We’d finished the final checks and taken our stations. I stood at the front, just beyond the galley, as the door opened.

He stepped in.

Tall. Dark suit. One carry-on slung over his shoulder. His eyes swept the cabin, then locked on mine.

“You’re on my flight tonight,” he said.

“Yes, sir.”

He didn’t smile. Just kept walking until he was close enough I could smell him. Clean, crisp, expensive. His gaze scanned my uniform like it was a test.

“You understand discretion.”

“Completely.”

“This aircraft is private.”

“I know.”

“No interruptions.”

“I’ll ensure that.”

His eyes didn’t leave mine. I felt my spine straighten, chin lift. I wasn’t used to being inspected like this, not so directly, not so intensely.

“You were chosen carefully.”

“I’m honored.”

“You should be.”

The engine hum picked up, low and rising as the pilots began their preflight sequence. The cabin door closed behind him with a heavy thunk, sealing us off. Just the two of us now.

He moved past me without a word, heading down the aisle. I tracked him with my eyes only. He dropped his bag onto the leather seat at the rear of the cabin, then turned and looked at me again.

I stayed rooted.

He didn’t have to give orders. The air shifted around him. He radiated authority in a way that felt deliberate. Practiced. Like this wasn’t new for him. Like every inch of this jet was his personal territory, and I’d just been invited inside.

My heartbeat kicked up. I could feel it in my throat.

He sat, legs spread, forearms resting on his thighs. Watching.

I moved then. Walked the aisle, slow and measured, aware of his eyes following the sway of my hips. I’d worn the tighter skirt, the blouse with the deeper cut, subtly pressed and pinned just so. I’d prepared.

He said nothing until I reached the small bar beside his seat. I checked the stock automatically, organizing bottles that didn’t need organizing.

“Your name,” he said.

“Samantha, sir.”

He nodded once.

The plane vibrated under us as the engines engaged fully. The lights above dimmed slightly, casting the interior in golds and shadows.

He leaned back in his seat, arm draped along the backrest. Casual, but in control.

“I reviewed all the applicants myself,” he said.

I glanced at him. “Yes, sir.”

“You were the only one I marked for direct service.”

That made my throat tighten. I swallowed it.

“I’m ready to serve.”

He let the words hang there between us, watching how I held them.

A small smirk twitched at the corner of his mouth.

“You’ll address only me tonight.”

“Understood.”

“No chatter from the others.”

“There won’t be.”

“Good girl.”

The phrase struck somewhere low. Hot. I shifted my weight just slightly. His eyes flicked down, catching it.

We began taxiing.

He reached into his coat, pulled out a tablet, and tapped the screen once. Then he set it aside, gaze lifting again.

“You’re not just here for looks.”

“No, sir.”

“But I do like how you look.”

That hit harder than I expected. My skin tightened under the compliment.

“Thank you.”

He stood again as the jet lifted off, fluid and balanced. The moment we hit altitude, his presence seemed to fill the space completely. No distractions. No distance. Just his voice, his eyes, and the growing pressure between my legs.

“You’ll stay close.”

“I will.”

“Eyes on me.”

I nodded.

“Tonight, you’re mine.”

—-
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The cabin lights dimmed after we reached cruising altitude. The soft glow along the aisle lit the polished surfaces in gold. Outside, the sky was black and endless, broken only by the occasional blink of a wingtip light.

I moved quietly, checking the temperature, the position of the shades, the alignment of pillows and glasses. He watched me the entire time from his seat at the rear, legs crossed, one hand draped on the armrest.

“Posture matters,” he said.

I turned to face him fully, hands behind my back, spine straight. “Understood.”

“So does responsiveness.”

“Yes, sir.”

He tilted his head slightly, eyes raking down my body. “You don’t fidget.”

“I was trained not to.”

“Good training.”

“I learn quickly.”

“I can see that.”

I swallowed. My pulse was steady but quick. The hum of the engines filled the space between us, low and constant.

He stood slowly. No rush, no wasted movement. He approached me, steps unhurried, gaze unblinking.

I held still.

He circled me once, close enough I could feel the heat of his body pass by my back, his scent crisp and exacting. When he stopped in front of me again, he didn’t touch.

“Is there anything else you require?” I asked, voice even.

“Soon.”

“I’ll be ready.”

His jaw flexed slightly, the barest sign of approval.

“Remove your jacket,” he said.

I didn’t hesitate. I slid it off slowly, folding it over one arm and setting it aside on a nearby seat.

He looked at my blouse, the way it clung to my curves, the line of skin where the top button stayed undone. I let him take it in.

His voice dropped, not quieter, just heavier. “You were fitted for this.”

“Yes.”

“For me.”

“Yes, sir.”

His fingers reached up, just one, brushing the edge of the collar. He didn’t press. Just felt the fabric, then pulled his hand away.

He sat again, still watching. “Turn.”

I did.

“Slower.”

I turned again, one measured pivot, letting him see the way my skirt hugged my ass, the line of my spine under thin fabric. When I faced him again, his expression hadn’t changed, but something in the air had.

“You follow instruction well,” he said.

“I enjoy clarity.”

“You’ll get it.”

I nodded once.

He leaned back, one leg propped over his knee, arms spread across the back of the leather seat. The cabin looked like his throne room. I was standing in it, presented.

“Every move you make reflects me,” he said.

“I understand.”

“I chose you for discipline.”

“You’ll find me consistent.”

He smiled then. It wasn’t kind. It was possessive.

“You’re going to be useful.”

“Yes, sir.”

The engines vibrated beneath my heels. The air at this altitude pressed in around the fuselage, like the whole world had narrowed to this private corridor, this sound, this man.

He looked down my body again. “Stay close.”

“I will.”

“Ready to serve.”

“Always.”

He gave a short nod, then gestured lazily toward the bar. I moved to prepare his drink, every movement precise, aware of how the fabric of my blouse stretched when I reached, how my skirt lifted slightly when I bent. I let it happen.

I felt his eyes. I didn’t look back.

When I returned with the glass, he took it without thanks, but his fingers brushed mine as he did. Just a whisper of contact, but deliberate.

He sipped. Watched me over the rim.

I stood still, waiting.

His eyes narrowed, approving.

“You’re learning what I want.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And how to give it.”

I didn’t reply. I didn’t need to.

The silence said everything.

—-
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He stood again as I was wiping down the galley counter. His presence behind me didn’t need an announcement. I felt it before I
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