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Olivia was standing in the galley. She
had already checked the flight’s inventory of food and drinks and
reviewed the passenger manifest on the data pad. Lydia hung up her
garment bag and stowed her suitcase.

“You quit early last night,” Lydia
said.

“Yes, how did it go with Carlos and
Anton.”

“They got drunk, and I got ten
minutes.”

“That’s why I went to the hotel
early.”

They met them in a bar on the beach in
Tahiti and were more interested in drinking than fucking. Olivia
remembered when she could go almost all night, get a couple of
hours of sleep, and still function the next day. Now, if she didn’t
get eight hours, she felt like crap the entire flight. She didn’t
want to admit it but she felt old at forty. Most guys on the beach
were half her age and didn’t like being called mom.

“Whose is the flight crew?” Lydia
asked.

“You, me, Landon, and Harper the
virgin.”

“How do you know she’s a
virgin.”

“Not that kind of virgin, but that
would be nice. It’s her first flight, just out of
training.”

“Wow, who did she piss off to get
this?”

This flight was the worst the airlines
had. It was twenty-one hours from Tahiti to Paris, with a two-hour
layover in San Francisco. They had twelve hours in Paris and then
another twenty-one back to Tahiti. The only consolation was two
days off in Tahiti. Olivia had gotten to the point that she was
happy to stay in the hotel and rest. Lydia was only twenty, and it
was party time.

“Let me look at the
manifest?”

Olivia handed her the data pad. They
were only half full to San Francisco but full to Paris, two hundred
and ninety passengers.

“Dimitriy is getting on at San
Francisco.”

“Yes, I saw,” Olivia replied. “Another
guy that can only go a couple of minutes.”

“True, but don’t you love how big cock
rips open your pussy. If you don’t want him, I’ll take
him.”

“You are married with
children.”

“So.”

“He’s all yours.”

“What about the pilot Captain
Harrison?” I thought you two had a thing.”

“Maybe I’m looking for more,” Olivia
responded, thinking she was too old to party all night and maybe it
was time to find just one man. He was married, and they had a few
good times in the hotel during layovers.

“What are you looking for?”

“A man that will spend hours enjoying
my body.”

“Oh, honey, you will never find that.
My husband thinks halftime during the football game is enough for
any woman. That’s why they make sex toys.”

“Landon is coming,” Olivia said,
seeing him come down the gangway.

“Well, I guess we have to stop being
sluts.”

He was a straight arrow, very
religious, and filed a complaint with the airlines for a hostile
work environment because they talked too much about sex. They
smiled at each other, and then he stowed his bag.

“You and Landon take the back. I will
take Harper with me for training.”

“Where is she?”

“Late.”

Oliva liked the flight attendants to
be on board before the flight crew. She finally saw her coming down
the gangway, and the special-needs passengers were behind her. One
was in a wheelchair. Oliva thought she was gorgeous, with
shoulder-length blonde hair, beautiful blue eyes, and red lips. She
was tall, six feet in heels.

“I’m sorry. I know I’m late. I got a
taxi driver that couldn’t find the airport.”

“Go stand in the galley and stay out
of the way for now.”

After Olivia got the passengers
settled in, she went into the galley. Looking over Harper, Olivia
thought she was a throwback to the old days of the airlines, where
women were hired for their looks and perfect shape. She wore the
airline’s business uniform, a skirt, a short-sleeved shirt, a
jacket with two buttons, a scarf, and a hat. Olivia wore slacks and
a long-sleeved white shirt with a name tag.

“First, ditch the hat and scarf. I
hope you have better shoes, or your feet will die by the time we
get to Frisco. We don’t get to sit down much.”

“Yes.”

Olivia was wearing black
cross-trainers. The airlines didn’t approve, but she didn’t care.
The shoes the airlines provided were designed to look nice but not
for standing for hours. Wearing those shoes had her soaking her
feet after every flight. Harper took off the hat and
scarf.

“I’ll work the door; you work the
aisle.”

This was Tahiti, so people came here
for vacation and parties. She didn’t want to put a rookie on the
door. There were always a few drinks that had to be confiscated.
Some would be half drunk, and if Harper were at the door, they
would be hitting on her, throwing the entire routine into
chaos.

“It’s so exciting,” Harper said. “How
long have you been doing this?”

Olivia was going to say before you
were born but said, “Over twenty years.” Her first flight was from
San Francisco to Anchorage, full of miners going up to work the
diamond mind. That’s where she learned that if you didn’t want a
hand up your skirt, don’t wear one. A few decent men were on that
route, and she joined the mile-high club by going into the bathroom
and hopping up on the sink. On one flight, she took three cocks.
Now the bathrooms had cameras to ensure no one was trying to make a
bomb. The co-pilot was responsible for the men. She was responsible
for the women. There was a monitor in the galley. It was a good
thing the airlines didn’t know she was bisexual. Sometimes there
would be sexy women, and she would go to the bathroom and see if
they needed help. Horny college students and married women would
let her suck their pussy while she manipulated the clit to have a
nice orgasm. She thought of it as a job perk to make up for the
terrible hours and low pay.

Olivia walked up the aisle and had a
knack for knowing which passengers were going to be a problem
smelled the booze on two men when they got on. When they got into
the jump seats for take-off, Olivia said, “Keep an eye on the
passengers in twenty-four B and C.”

“Whey, are they terrorists?” Harper
asked.

“No, they’re drunk. Hopefully, they
won’t be barfing all over the seats. If they dash to the bathrooms,
don’t stop them. Help them.”

“Ok.”

After they finished the flight safety
announcements that only some listened to and the drink service,
Olivia went into the forward galley.

“Come with me. We need to check the
flight crew cabin.”

Olivia put the code into the door
lock, and they went inside. There were two beds. The new planes
were so sophisticated that they could almost fly themselves. Two of
the flight crew would sleep while one remained on the flight deck.
The beds weren’t made, so Olivia opened the cabinet and handed
Harper sheets and a blanket.

“They talk about you in
training.”

“I know that I’m a total
bitch.”

“Yes, and if it weren’t for you and a
handful of others, our pay and benefits wouldn’t be this
good.”

“It took many years to get the
airlines and pilots to stop treating us like we were no better than
fast food workers. People don’t realize the hours of specialized
training we have to get. That’s why I got this route punishment
from the airline’s management.

“Are you certified?”

“Yes.” Olivia was one of the few
flight attendants that had the training to land the
plane.”

“Didn’t the pilots used to treat you
as just something to fuck.”

“I didn’t mind that. Some of them have
a sweet cock.”

Oliva finished making the bed, looked
at her watch, and had almost an hour before meal service. She sat
down on the bunk.

“Sit down and take a
break.”

Harper sat down and crossed the long
legs.

“I was wondering why you have your own
hotel room in Paris and not sharing it with Landon. I must share
with Lydia.”

“Because I’m special. I have special
equipment.”

She stood up, pulled up the skirt, and
pushed down the panties. Olivia couldn’t believe this lovely thing
had a cock. She was fooled and wasn’t going to pass up this
opportunity. Getting on her knees, she took it, licked it, and
kissed the head. It was only four inches, but it was thick. Oliva
stroked it and wanted it.

“Do you want to join the mile-high
club?”

“Is that a thing anymore?” Harper
asked.

“It is for me.”

“Oh yes.”

They learned about it in training. It
wasn’t a big thing anymore, but for almost a decade or more, men
and women would go into the bathrooms and have sex. Today, they
were worried about people making shoe bombs. Olivia thought
enjoying it, even for a few minutes, would be nice. Harper pushed
in the cock. The thick cock ripped the pussy open and kept going in
and out. Oliva pulled up the shirt and cups of the bra so Harper
could get her hands on the boobs wanted to kiss her but didn’t want
to mess up the makeup.

The cock kept going in and out. She
stopped, and Oliva thought it was over, but she unbuttoned the
blouse and spread it open. There were small man boobs.

“I want to get implants.”

Olivia ran her hand over them. “No,
these are much sweeter. Oh, fuck, baby.”

Harper was thrusting again, and now
Oliva was about the bed because the pussy was getting super sloppy,
and the ass was getting wet.

“Love the cunt, baby; I want to fuck
it all day and all night.”

“Yes, just keep it inside.”

There was a knock on the door. Olivia
knew it was Lydia; it was almost time for the meal service. Harper
pulled out, and she couldn’t believe it was still hard. She stroked
it, and Oliva opened her mouth and swallowed most of it. It was
good that there were extra sheets because these were wet with her
juice.

Olivia took the meals from the
microwave and put them in the cart. As Harper pushed the cart, she
put more in the microwave. Lydia came in.

“Was she a virgin?”

“No, but it was fantastic.”

“I may want a taste.”

“No, she’s mine.”

Lydia knew that look when Olivia
stacked a claim; that was it. She returned to help Landon service
the passengers in the back half of the plane. Olivia prepared meals
for the flight crew when all the passengers were fed.

“Time for you to meet the captain and
the rest of the flight crew,” Olivia said. “Beware of captain
Harrison. He thinks every flight attendant should ride his
cock.”

“How many times were you with
him?”

“A few times. It was exciting
initially, but he’s married with children, and I’m looking for a
relationship.”

Olivia knocked on the door, and the
engineer looked through the peephole and opened it. She handed them
their meals.

“This is Harper, and it’s her first
flight.”

“Since she is a virgin, we will try
and give her a smooth flight,” the co-pilot said.

“What do you gentlemen want to
drink.”

Olivia got their drinks. When she
handed pilot Harrison his coffee, he said, “If you are free in
Paris.”

“I’m not.”

When Olivia left, the co-pilot said,
“Shot down, crash and burn. Maybe it’s menopause.”

“She’s not that old.”

“Do you know why they call it
menopause?”

“No.”

“It means men take a pause. You are
not getting any of this.”

“I will talk with Harper during my
break. Maybe I can get her wheels up,” Captain Harrison replied. He
went into the galley, and Harper was there. They all had training
on workplace sexual harassment, but on some flight crews, it didn’t
matter.

“Will this be your first time in
Paris?”

“Yes, I’ve never been anywhere. That’s
why I became a flight attendant.”

“Well, if you want someone to show you
the sights?”

“The sights or the inside of your
hotel room?”

“Both.”

“I don’t get involved with married
men. It’s too complicated.”

“If you change your mind, it’s
available.”

There would be no fooling around on
the plane. A captain would never risk his career or pension. They
were held to a higher standard. It would mean immediate
termination. It was different for the flight attendants. If they
got caught, and because of the union, there would be an official
reprimand, loss of pay, and reassignment. Olivia came into the
galley.

“Out of my galley,
captain.”

“Yes, mam.”

He went into the room and got on one
of the bunks. That way, he would be rested when they landed in San
Francisco. He reported to the flight deck when they were twenty
minutes out and took control. After landing, everyone worked like a
well-oiled machine. They had forty-five minutes to turn the plane
around, get the passengers off, fuel the aircraft, bring
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