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I slowly sank into my seat, on a long plane ride back home. It had been a worthwhile visit to see my family. My mom wasn't doing well, so seeing her before things worsened was nice. It was sad to think it might have been the last time I would see her up and about, but at least I got to see her.

'Great,' I thought as a couple walked to my row.

"You've got the middle," the man said with a smile.

"Asshole," the woman whispered as she sat beside me.

I pleasantly smiled as I looked at both of them. They half-smiled back as they got comfortable. I was glad I had picked out the window seat.

"You had to pick the night flight?" the woman said as she shook her head.

Immediately the man shook his head and looked away from her. I could tell this was going to be a long flight.

The arguing didn't stop. Even after we took off, they argued about everything. Her name was Tracy, and her husband was Michael. I say her husband because he didn't have a leg to stand on. Everything that they argued stemmed from him not making the right decisions.

I felt sorry for the guy. "Excuse me," the flight attendant said as she came by. "A number of the passengers have asked if you could lower your voices," she said politely. "This is a night flight and many of them wish to go to sleep."

"Talk to her," Michael said as he put in his earbuds.

Tracy shot him a glance and then gave the attendant a look that could kill.

"Thank you," the attendant said as she walked away.

I read some emails that the store manager had sent me. It was amazing that he still sent me things even when I was on vacation. Why couldn't he manage the store while I was gone? He was the store manager; it was in his title. But then I had to think of his assistant, and it dawned on me why he was going through me.

"Excuse me!" Tracy said as another flight attendant passed. "Can I get a blanket; this plane is cold!"

"Yes, of course," the attendant said as she smiled at Tracy.

"Would you like one too?"

"Yes," I replied. Michael was too entranced with whatever he was watching on his phone to know what was happening.

Tracy laid her head back and closed her eyes, and for the first time since she got on the plane, there was silence.

The first attendant came by and smiled as she saw Tracy fast asleep and Michael staring at his phone.

I had to use the bathroom slowly and quietly. I shifted past both of them.

"A moment's silence, huh?" the attendant said as I exited the bathroom.

"Yeah," I smiled.

She was beautiful, and the uniform didn't do much to hide her lovely figure. If anything, it made it more inviting.

"I think she woke up," the attendant said, looking down the aisle.

Sure enough, I could see her brown hair going back and forth as she probably started a new argument with her husband.

"I feel sorry for him," I said as I stepped back. I didn't want to get into the middle of that again.

"I feel sorry for all of us," the attendant said.

"She back at it again?" the second attendant asked as she came up.

"Yup," the first one said. Staring down at her chest, I saw the name badge.

"I better go and sort it out," the second one said as she walked forward.

"Maybe I could pretend to have stayed in the bathroom longer," I laughed.

"That might be a good idea," Laci said as she looked at me. "Maybe I should join you."

"That's funny," I laughed.

"I wasn't joking," Laci said as she moved forward.

What happened next surprised me, as we ended up in the small bathroom. In a flurry, my pants came down to my ankles, and Laci had fished out my hard cock.

Looking down at her, I saw her wedding band working back and forth on my dick.

My luck with single women was horrible; every time I tried to date or meet someone single, they all turned me down, but Laci was the third married woman I had in the past five months.

"Like the view?" Laci said as she worked her hands back and forth on my dick.

"Yes, love it," I replied.

I wouldn't complain if a married flight attendant wanted to give me a blow job. Laci worked her mouth back and forth on my dick as she looked up at me.

First, the blonde at the football stadium, then the married woman that wanted me to fuck her on the family couch, and now a busty flight attendant. I was in a married woman role, and I loved it.

"How about you do something for me?" Laci said as she stood up.

"Anything," I replied.

Laci placed both hands on the small sink with her back to me. "You know what to do," she smiled as she looked behind me.

'Mile high club, here I come,' I thought.

I pulled up her skirt and immediately noticed Laci was going commando underneath. "I love the thrill, what can I say?"

"I am sure," I said.

I pushed into her and looked in the small mirror. Laci's mouth let out a small gasp as I entered her.

"Is this what you wanted?" I said as I started to fuck her.

"Mmhmm," Laci nodded.

Laci bit on her lower lip and closed her eyes as I started to fuck her harder.

“Harder," she moaned as I gripped her hips and pushed deeper into her. "Yes!" she said, pushing back onto me.

I moved my hands from her hips and squeezed her huge boobs. "Yes!" she nearly screamed as she moved one of her hands from the sink to her mouth.

Her eyes went wide as she looked at the door. I stopped for a moment, thinking someone must have heard her.

Laci shook her head, and I started back up again. "I want you," she whispered.

I gave her everything I had and more. She was taking it and giving it back just as hard.

"Cum for me," Laci said, staring into the mirror and looking at me.

I nodded that I was cumming, and I couldn't stop myself. Laci quickly turned around and took my dick into her mouth.

I held the back of her head as I came. I pushed myself deep into her mouth.

"Thank you," Laci said in a cheery voice. "That should make the night go a lot better."

"Well, you know where I am, if you want to go again," I smiled as I pulled my pants up.

"That is definitely on the table," Laci said as she peeped out the door.

"The coast is clear," she said as she pulled me out of the bathroom.

I composed myself and walked down the aisle to my seat.

'Shit!’ I said as I noticed that both were still up.

I shifted past them and sat back down in my seat.

"Took you long enough," Tracy said as she shook her head.

She just couldn't keep her mouth shut.

I ignored her and pulled the blanket up. I placed my head against the window and slowly drifted off to sleep.

I dreamt of many things, including going another round with Laci. It almost felt real, feeling her rub on my dick.

Almost too real. I woke up with a start as I felt a hand on my dick. "Shh," Tracy said as her head was on my shoulder.

I looked over at her husband. He was fast asleep and did not know his wife was giving me a hand job. How did I not feel her take my cock out of the zipper?

"He's going to wake up," I whispered.

"No, he won't," Tracy whispered back.

"What are you doing?" I asked. It was a stupid question. She was giving me a hand job under the blankets.

"I never felt a black one before," Tracy shrugged.

She shrugged as if she was saying it was no big deal and that I should go along with it. Then she turned to look at her husband, and with a devilish smile, she looked back at me.

"No!" I whispered as I shook my head frantically.

Tracy smiled and pulled up the covers as her head dived underneath.

"Holy," I said out loud.

I looked over at Michael; he didn't even flinch.

Tracy's head started to bounce up and down underneath the blankets. I tapped on the top of her head, trying to make her stop, but it didn't. If anything, it made her go faster.

I didn't feel sorry for Michael anymore. If anything, I was jealous of him. His wife was an expert cock sucker.

Tracy had my toes curling in my sneakers. Damn, she was good. That mouth of hers was good for something else other than complaining.

Laci walked by to check on everybody. When she came by, she smiled.

"Well, that should keep her quiet for a while," she whispered.

I could only nod as Tracy had the entire length of my dick down her mouth and down her throat.

Tracy stopped and came up from under than blanket. "Fuck me," she whispered as she turned her back to me.

Whoever made these seats didn't make it so that the human body could contort in a way that made it possible to easily fuck in them.

"Meet me in the bathroom," I said as I gave up trying to move into position.

I made it to the same bathroom where I had fucked Laci just a few moments ago. Outside I heard Laci talking to someone.

Then the door opened, and Tracy walked in. She quickly closed the door in the light of the small bathroom. I could see Tracy now. She was no looker by any means. She was slightly above average. She looked like one of the typical day-to-day customers that came into my grocery store.

"Sit," Tracy ordered.

I sat on the toilet as Tracy lifted her white and yellow sundress.

Slowly she lowered herself onto my dick.

"Yes," Tracy said in a low moan as she slid down the entire length of my dick. I reached around
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