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Chapter 1: Pre-Flight Ritual

The international terminal at LAX was alive with the usual chaos-rolling suitcases clattering, babies crying, business travelers barking into phones, and the constant crackle of gate announcements overhead. Sophia Reyes and Lena Navarro stood near Gate 47, waiting for the final boarding call for Pacific Sky Flight 901 to Sydney: 18 hours nonstop on a 747-8, the kind of long-haul that could make or break a crew. Sophia was already in full uniform: navy skirt hugging her thick hips and ass, white blouse stretched tight across her generous breasts, red scarf knotted perfectly at her throat, heels polished to a mirror shine. Her long dark hair was pinned in a neat updo, makeup flawless-red lips, winged liner, the kind of look that made passengers do double-takes. 

At 27 she knew exactly how to use her body: confident posture, subtle sway when she walked, a smile that promised everything and delivered on demand. Lena-blonde, athletic, equally stunning-stood beside her in the same uniform, skirt a touch shorter, blouse a touch tighter. They were roommates, best friends, and partners in every sense. They flew every long-haul together. They shared everything-flights, layovers, hotel rooms, men, women, and the occasional passenger who thought they could keep up. Sophia glanced at the boarding board-45 minutes until they started calling groups. She leaned close to Lena, voice low enough that only she could hear. “Bathroom. Family one. Now.” Lena’s eyes lit up-pupils dilating instantly. 

“You’re insatiable.” Sophia’s smile was slow, filthy. “You love it.” They slipped away from the gate-Sophia leading, Lena following-heels clicking in unison on the tile. They found the nearest family restroom-single stall, lockable door, plenty of space. Sophia locked it. Lena dropped her carry-on bag with a soft thud. Sophia turned-pressed Lena against the wall-kissed her hard. Tongues met immediately-wet, hungry, no warm-up. Lena moaned into her mouth-soft, needy-then pushed Sophia back against the sink counter. “You first,” Lena breathed. Sophia lifted her own skirt-hiked it to her waist-revealed no panties, pussy already swollen and glistening, clit peeking out, inner thighs shiny with arousal. Lena dropped to her knees-spread Sophia’s thighs wide-and licked-long, slow-from asshole to clit.

Sophia’s head fell back-hit the mirror with a soft thud. “Fuck-yes-” Lena ate her like she was starving-tongue plunging deep into Sophia’s pussy-fucking her with it, curling against the front wall-then lower-rimmed her ass-pressing inside, circling, thrusting deep. Sophia’s hips rocked-moaning low-hands in Lena’s hair-pulling her closer. Lena slid two fingers into Sophia’s pussy-curled hard-then three-pumping fast while her tongue thrust deeper into her ass. Sophia’s thighs shook-voice breaking-“Lena-fuck-I’m-” She came-hard, sudden-squirting over Lena’s chin, ass clenching on her tongue, pussy pulsing around her fingers. 

Lena drank it all-pussy to asshole-lapping every thick drop-humming with pleasure as she swallowed. Lena stood-kissed Sophia-deep, filthy-sharing her release in a sloppy, dripping kiss. Thick strings of cum and spit hung between their lips, dripping onto Sophia’s blouse and collarbone. Sophia moaned-tongue chasing every drop-tasting herself on Lena’s tongue. Sophia spun Lena-bent her over the sink-spread her cheeks wide-and dove in-tongue plunging into Lena’s pussy-fucking her deep-then lower-rimmed her ass-pressing inside, wet thrusts. Lena moaned-hips bucking-came fast-squirting over Sophia’s face. Sophia drank it-pussy to asshole-lapping every drop-then stood-kissed Lena-sharing the taste in long, sloppy kisses. Cum and spit coated their chins, dripped onto their breasts, soaked into their blouses. They fixed their uniforms-smoothed skirts, wiped chins, reapplied lipstick-then stepped out like nothing happened. 

Back at the gate, boarding had started. Sophia and Lena walked down the jet bridge together-heels clicking in unison. Sophia leaned close-whispered in Lena’s ear. “Eighteen hours. Crew rest. Passenger cabins. Galley. Lavs. I’m going to swallow so much cum I won’t need dinner.” Lena shivered-smiled. “And I’m going to lick every drop out of you after.” Sophia squeezed Lena’s hand. “Deal.” They stepped onto the plane-smiling at passengers-professional, perfect. But they both knew what the next 18 hours would bring. And they couldn’t wait.

Chapter 2: Cabin Service

The 747-8 pushed back from the gate at 11:12 p.m., taxied slowly, then roared down the runway and lifted into the black California sky. Eighteen hours to Sydney. Lights dimmed to cabin mood lighting. Most passengers settled in with headphones or eye masks. The crew began the first service round-drinks, snacks, blankets. Sophia moved through first class like she owned the aisle. Navy skirt swaying, blouse hugging her curves, scarf perfectly knotted. She smiled at every passenger-warm, professional, just a hint of mischief in her eyes. They smiled back. Some lingered. Some stared. She knew who would bite. First was Ryan-the senior male flight attendant on the upper deck. Thirty-two, lean, dark hair, always a little cocky. 

He caught her in the forward galley while she was restocking the cart. “Long flight,” he said, voice low. “Need a hand?” Sophia turned-pressed her ass back against the counter so her breasts pushed forward. “I always need a hand, Ryan.” He stepped close-door half-closed behind him. Sophia dropped to her knees without another word. Unzipped him. His cock sprang out-thick, hard, already leaking. She took him in her mouth-slow, deep-tongue swirling the head, then relaxing her throat to take every inch. Ryan groaned-hand in her hair-thrusting shallowly. Sophia controlled the pace-edging him, pulling off when his thighs tensed, then diving back down-sucking harder, tongue pressing under the ridge. When he started to beg she let him go-sucked deep, cheeks hollowing-until he came with a choked groan, flooding her mouth with thick, hot ropes.

Sophia swallowed every drop-milked him with her lips-licked the last bead from the tip-then stood. Kissed him once-let him taste himself-then pushed him out of the galley with a wink. “Back to work, handsome.” Next was the handsome passenger in 2A-mid-30s, suit jacket off, tie loosened, dark hair, strong jaw, expensive watch. He’d been watching her since boarding. When she passed with the cart he raised a finger. “Miss? Could I get some... help in the lavatory?” Sophia smiled-slow, knowing. “Of course, sir.” She led him to the first-class lav-single occupancy, lockable. Door shut. Lights dimmed automatically.

He didn’t waste time-grabbed her waist-kissed her hard. Sophia moaned-pressed against him-felt his cock already hard through his trousers. She dropped to her knees-unzipped him-took him in her mouth-deep, wet, no teasing. He groaned-hands in her hair-fucking her mouth shallowly. Sophia pulled off-turned-bent over the sink-hiked her skirt-spread her legs. No panties. He slid into her pussy-deep, hard-one thrust burying him. Sophia gasped-pushed back-took every inch. He fucked her rough-deep strokes-hand reaching around to rub her clit. Sophia came-pussy clenching around his cock-squirting over his balls. He thrust deep-pulled out-pushed into her ass-slow, then deep. Sophia cried out-ass stretched wide. He fucked her ass hard-long, punishing-then came inside her-hot, thick ropes filling her completely-overflowing, dripping down her thighs. Sophia moaned-body shaking-milked him with her ass. He pulled out slowly. Cum poured from her stretched hole. She turned-kissed him once-then pushed him out. “Enjoy the flight, sir.”

She straightened her uniform-wiped her thighs-walked back to the galley. Lena was waiting-leaning against the counter, eyes dark. “Busy already?” Lena asked. Sophia smiled-slow, filthy. “Very.” Lena grabbed her hand-pulled her into the nearest lav-locked the door. Sophia hiked her skirt-bent over the sink-spread her cheeks. Cum was still leaking from her ass-thick white trails running down her crack. Lena dropped to her knees-licked-slow, greedy-from pussy to asshole-scooping the passenger’s load. Sophia moaned-hands braced on the sink-hips rocking back. Lena tongue-fucked Sophia’s ass-deep, hungry-lapping out every thick glob-then slid lower-ate her pussy, drinking the mix of cum and Sophia’s arousal.

Sophia came-hard-squirting over Lena’s chin, ass clenching on her tongue. Lena drank it all-pussy to asshole-then stood-kissed Sophia-deep, filthy-feeding every drop back to her in super sloppy kisses. Thick strings of cum hung between their lips, dripping onto their chins and uniforms. Sophia licked Lena’s lips clean-whispered, “Your turn later.” Lena smiled-wiped her chin. “Count on it.” They stepped out-uniforms straightened, lipstick reapplied-like nothing happened. The flight was only three hours in. Fifteen more to go. And Sophia was already hungry for more.

Chapter 3: Mid-Flight Feast

The cabin was dark now-only reading lights and the soft blue glow from the bulkheads. Most passengers were asleep or lost in screens. The 747-8 droned steadily at 35,000 feet, Sydney still 14 hours away. Service was over. The galleys were quiet. Sophia moved through the aisles like she owned them-skirt riding higher with every step, blouse unbuttoned two notches too far, scarf long gone. Her lipstick was smeared, hair slightly messy from earlier lavatory visits. She didn’t care who saw. She wanted them to see. She started in business class. A couple in 8A and 8B-mid-30s, attractive, clearly on vacation. The woman (dark hair, red dress, full lips) had been watching Sophia all evening. The man (short beard, strong jaw, expensive watch) had been staring openly at her tits. When Sophia passed with the cart, the woman raised a finger. “Could we get some... assistance in the lavatory?” she asked, voice low and amused. Sophia smiled-slow, filthy. “Of course.” 

She led them to the nearest business-class lav-single occupancy, lockable. Door shut. Lights dimmed. The woman kissed Sophia first-hard, hungry-tongue sliding in. The man pressed against Sophia’s back-hands cupping her breasts through the blouse, pinching her nipples until she moaned into the woman’s mouth. Sophia turned-kissed the man-deep-while the woman dropped to her knees-hiked Sophia’s skirt-buried her face in Sophia’s pussy-tongue plunging deep, sucking her clit. Sophia gasped-hips bucking. The man unbuttoned her blouse-freed her breasts-sucked one nipple while pinching the other.

Sophia came-fast, hard-squirting over the woman’s chin. The woman drank it-then stood-kissed Sophia-sharing the taste in a sloppy, dripping kiss. The man bent Sophia over the sink-slid into her pussy-deep, hard-one thrust burying him. Sophia moaned-pushed back. The woman knelt behind him-rimmed his ass-tongue pressing deep. The man groaned-thrust harder-came inside Sophia’s pussy-hot, thick ropes filling her-overflowing, dripping down her thighs. The woman licked it from Sophia’s pussy-then kissed Sophia-feeding her the cum in a messy, cum-soaked kiss. They left-Sophia’s blouse half-open, skirt rumpled, cum leaking down her legs.

Next was economy-two men in 32A and 32B. Mid-30s, fit, traveling together. They’d been watching her all flight. When she passed, one raised a hand. “Lavatory break?” he asked, grinning. Sophia led them to the rear lav-double occupancy this time. Door locked. She dropped to her knees-unzipped both. Two cocks-thick, hard, leaking. She took one in her mouth-deep-throated-while stroking the other. Switched-sucked the second-then licked both shafts-tongues swirling together-then rimmed both assholes-tongue pressing deep in each while stroking their cocks. They groaned-hands in her hair. Sophia stood-bent over the sink-spread her legs. One slid into her pussy-deep, hard. The other pushed into her ass-slow, then deep. 

Double penetration-both cocks filling her completely-stretching her wide. Sophia screamed-pleasure ripping through her-pushing back to take every inch. They fucked her hard-deep, synchronized strokes-one in pussy, one in ass-hands gripping her hips, pinching her nipples. She came-pussy and ass clenching-squirting over the cock in her pussy. They thrust deep-came together-one flooding her pussy, the other filling her ass-thick, hot ropes-gallons-overflowing, dripping down her thighs in white streams. Sophia moaned-body shaking-milked them with both holes. They pulled out slowly. Cum poured from her stretched pussy and gaping ass. 

Sophia kissed them both-sloppy, cum-soaked-then pushed them out. She straightened her uniform-cum still leaking down her legs-walked to the rear galley. Lena was waiting-eyes dark, lips parted. “Holy shit, what happened to you?!” Lena asked. Sophia smiled-slow, filthy. “A couple then got double teamed.” Lena grabbed her hand-pulled her into the nearest lav-locked the door. Sophia hiked her skirt-bent over the sink-spread her cheeks. Cum was still leaking from her pussy and ass-thick white trails running down her crack and pooling under her. Lena dropped to her knees-licked-slow, greedy-from pussy to asshole-scooping both loads. Sophia moaned-hands braced on the sink-hips rocking back. Lena tongue-fucked Sophia’s ass-deep, hungry-lapping out every thick glob-then slid lower-ate her pussy, drinking the double creampie mix. 

Sophia came-hard-squirting over Lena’s chin, ass clenching on her tongue. Lena drank it all-pussy to asshole-then stood-kissed Sophia-deep, filthy-feeding every drop back to her in super sloppy kisses. Thick strings of cum hung between their lips, dripping onto their chins and uniforms. Sophia licked Lena’s lips clean-whispered, “God I needed that.”Lena smiled-wiped her chin. “I love cleaning you.” They stepped out-uniforms straightened, lipstick reapplied-like nothing happened. The flight was only six hours in. Twelve more to go. And Sophia was just getting started.

Chapter 4: Cockpit Visit

The cabin was finally quiet. Seven hours into the flight to Sydney, the lights were off except for the faint glow of seatback screens and the occasional reading lamp. Most passengers were asleep, blankets pulled high, eye masks in place. The service rounds were done. The galleys cleaned. The crew rotated through rest periods. Lena Navarro slipped forward-silent, heels off, uniform skirt riding up her thighs as she moved through the dark aisles. She had a purpose. Sophia had taken the first rest break in the crew bunks. Lena had the upper deck to herself. She reached the cockpit door-knocked twice-soft, deliberate.

The door opened. Captain Daniel Hayes-late 40s, salt-and-pepper hair, strong jaw, uniform crisp-looked her up and down. Behind him, First Officer Mark Ellis-early 30s, blond, fit, tie loosened-turned in his seat and grinned. “Thought you’d forgotten us,” Daniel said, voice low. Lena
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