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I.

Valeria hated airports.

While she was waiting in the line to pass
the security control, the beautiful blonde thought that there was
something in the airports that made her more nervous than usual.
Those moments were the
only ones in which she was not in control. She was used to always
do what she wished. However, in an airport she was obliged to
follow severe rules dictated by others, that could decide where she
had to place herself, what she had to do or even if she could take
the plane to New York or not.

She couldn’t stand so many people, and so
close to her. Valeria knew that she grabbed attention and she
hadn’t a problem with that: she loved it, in fact. She was blonde,
she had a beautiful face with elegant cheekbones and a mouth with
delicious pouty lips; her body was drop-dead gorgeous, with a small
waist, long legs, round ass and perfect boobs.

She was every man’s wet dream, and she knew
it.

Today she was wearing a pair of micro
shorts that left her long and tanned legs exposed.
The men that were ahead in the
line twisted their bodies slyly to catch a quick glimpse of her
legs and, later, of her chest. Although Valeria was wearing a
discreet white shirt, the size of her tits was big enough to grab
anyone’s attention. Probably they were undressing her with their
eyes. And the men that were behind her in the line would be for
sure admiring her legs and her butt, so tight in her shorts.
Valeria didn’t mind that men -and women- watched her as long as
they wanted. It made her feel great. What she didn’t stand was that
they invaded her space, that she could feel the warmth coming from
the bodies of fat and sweaty men.

Finally it was her turn in the control and
she put her purse in a tray and her trolley on the conveyor belt.
She walked through the metal detector. It didn’t beep, but
nevertheless one of the policemen stopped her.

“You’ve got to quit your ankle boots,
miss”.

That was another thing she hated about the
airports. The policemen loved to pass the time with her; and it was
very easy for them to achieve it. She looked at the policeman that
had spoken to her, a thin ugly man with a moustache, and bent to
take her ankle boots off. Now she can almost sense all the eyes
fixed on her again, now that she was bent down, staring at her
thighs and butt.

She would have loved to nail the policeman
face with the thin and long heel of her ankle boots.

She walked again, barefoot, through the
detector, left the ankle boots in another tray so the guards could
scanner them and walked back again below the detector. No beep. But
the guards weren’t going to free her so fast. One of the
policewoman called her to a side.

That was typical, too. There wasn’t anything
that made hornier to a dyke guard than frisk a hot chick like
Valeria.

“Any reason to frisk me?” a furious Valeria asked.

The policewoman smiled. She should be getting wet inside the
uniform.

“It’s just a random control, miss. It will
be just a minute”

She came closer to Valeria. Valeria thought
that the guard swayed her hips a lot while she walked, as if she
were flirting with her. She had a good figure, and she wore an
uniform so tight that showed how taut her body was; but Valeria was
in a whole other league.

“Open your arms, please”

Valeria did what she was told and
the policewoman hands
caressed her body looking for something. First she did it gently,
but then the contact became rougher, with more force, as the
policewoman measured Valeria’s discomfort and took some liberties,
running her hands over Valeria’s chest side, her waist and her
hips.

“Open your legs, please”

“I reckon the only way that sentence works
for you is to be wearing the uniform”, Valeria answered loudly.

The other woman turned her face as if she
had been slapped. She stood up and both women
looked at each other
with irritation.

“Open your legs, miss, or I’ll think you’ve
got something to hide and I’d be obliged to examine you more
carefully”.

Valeria hold the policewoman stare. It was
impossible to hide anything in her shorts: her shorts couldn’t be
tightest. But she knew
that they could take to some room and frisk her exhaustively, or
retain her till she lost her plane. It wasn’t worth it.

Slowly, she opened her legs.

“Enjoy your job, agent”, she disdainfully
whispered.

The policewoman bent down and grabbed her right thigh with both
hands, right there where the shorts covered it. Then she did the
same with the left thigh.

“Maybe we should call a dog. I’ve sniffed
something weird, unpleasant”, the policewoman said as she stood up,
staring at Valeria.

Valeria became furious and decided she
couldn’t let that go unanswered, even if that cost her the flight.

“A dog? I suppose a bitch isn’t enough”

Fury sparkled in the policewoman eyes, and she took a step
forward, as if she was going to hit Valeria. But before she could
do anything, the policewoman noticed that her superior was walking
to her zone. It would have been a difficult to explain the
incident.

“You are lucky I’m on duty”, the woman
hissed.

“You are lucky I’m in rush”, Valeria
answered in the same secret tone.

“I hope we can meet other day, when you are
not in such a hurry, to
make things clear”

“When I’m back I’ll be sure to look for you
with enough time to talk”

“I hope you don’t forget it, there’s nothing
I want more than that”

They stayed in silence for some seconds, coldly staring at
each other. Valeria thought for a moment that they weren’t going to
wait and they would tangle in a brawl right there. But finally the
policewoman took a step back.

“Put your cheap whore ankle boots on and get
out of here”, the woman whispered.

“These ankle boots could pay your salary for
two months, slut”, Valeria harshly answered.

She bent down and put her ankle boots on.
Then, haughtily, she walked past the policewoman, that was red with
fury as if she were going to burst, took her purse and her
trolley.

“We’ll see each other again soon. My name is
Valeria”

“I’m Rebeca. And I hope that’s true and you
dare to come”

Valeria blew her a mocking kiss and
hurried to the departure gate. She imagined that Rebeca was staring at her ass while she
hurriedly moved away.

Her flight had already started the boarding. She waited a
couple of minutes in the line and her turn came fast. The
stewardess didn’t pay any attention to her, and Valeria walked
through the passenger walkway to the plane.

She entered the plane and went to her seat.
She had an aisle seat. She often preferred the window seat, though.
When she arrived to her row of seats she saw that the passenger
that should travel in the window seat hadn’t arrived yet. She
smiled. She lifted her small suitcase to the trunk and passed to
the window seat.

Once she was sat, she undid one button of her shirt. This wasn’t
the first time she had used that trick to keep her favorite seat:
if a man arrived and saw her there, calmly sat, it was very
difficult that he would ask her to exchange the seat. All she
needed was to flap her eyelashes, smile sweetly and ask with her
tenderest voice if he wouldn’t give up the seat. It helped to show
some cleavage and have her long legs at sight, as she was doing
now. It had a 100% effectiveness in the case the passenger was a
male. If the passenger was a female… well, then that not always
helped.

The airplane was getting full, but there
wasn’t any hint about Valeria’s seat partner. For a while she
fantasized. What if the seat was still free when the plane closed
its doors? That would be so great news… There was six hours ahead
of her and Valeria would
love to travel without anyone annoying her in the side
seat.

In that moment a new passenger came in to
the plane; Valeria’s face twisted in rage and bitterness.

There were just a couple of things Valeria hated more than
airports.

Paula Simón was one of those things.

That was the last straw. Valeria watched her
moving forward through the plane, looking around with that arrogant
smirk Valeria knew so well. Paula wore a short black skirt, very
tight on her hips, and a red blouse with two buttons undone. Even
from her seat Valeria got a glimpse of her breasts. She had her
redhead mane free and wild. She was looking at her sides as if
everything in the plane was hers.

Valeria knew she was the owner of the seat she was sat in. Fate
was such a son of a bitch. Valeria moved her hand to the slovenly
bun she had done and she untied it. She wanted to have the best
appearance when Paula arrived. She quickly brushed her gorgeous
blonde mane and waited.

Paula stopped in her row and checked her
boarding pass. Then she paid attention to the woman that occupied
her assigned seat. She recognized her at the moment and a shiver ran along her body from
head to toe.

“Who could think this? My old friend Valeria Campos is
here”

“Paula”, Valeria answered still in her
seat; she didn’t make
any move to getting up. “What an unexpected joy”

Both looked at each other with disdain,
checking out each other
as they had been doing for a whole year, comparing each other. And
as they had done daily, both arched their back subtly to make her
breasts look fuller, bigger.

“Don’t tell me we are going to share this flight”

“I see you are as clever as always,
Paula”

“You, however, are not, since I see you’ve
confused what your seat is”

“I thought I was going to travel alone, but
now I see I won’t. Bad luck, for sure”

“Yes, you’ve always blamed bad luck for
everything that didn’t went as you planned”

Valeria got up and moved slowly to the
corridor. She was satisfied to see how Paula blinked when she was
on her feet, how her eyes looked over her body, from her long legs
to her big boobs. The women had almost the same height; just a
couple of centimeters of difference for Valeria’s benefit.

“I know very well who to blame for some things that had happened to
me”

“Oh, really?” Paula asked mockingly. “I suppose you were
always a bad loser”

Valeria clenched her teeth.

Three years ago (it seemed a whole life!),
Paula and Valeria were coworkers in an international advertising
agency. Since the beginning there was a subtle rivalry between
them. Valeria had spent one year in the company already and Paula’s
appearance caused the
men attention to split in two instead of belonging to her in
exclusive.

Valeria was then dating in secret with a
creative director of the agency, Marco, a stud that gave her the
better fucks of her life. One night the whole agency went to a
party, Marco convinced her, taking advantage that she was drunk, to
have a threesome with Paula. Both girls were heavily drunk and
accepted. But once they were in Marco’s house, both of them giving
head
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