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I gripped my armrests as the plane picked up speed down the runway. As the nose lifted into the air, I pushed my head back into the seat, my body jittering and my foot anxiously tapping against the floor.



The pilot came on the intercom, saying something about how clear the weather was and how quickly we should arrive at our destination. I wasn’t listening. My mind was too preoccupied with trying not to vomit or pass out.



It wasn’t until the plane came level in the air did I exhale, gasping as my nerves finally calmed—well, mostly.



I glanced over to the seat next to me. A girl about my age was biting her lips, holding her laugh as she leaned against the window.



“S-sorry!” She said, giggling. “You looked like you were about to pass out.”



My pale skin blushed. “I-I’m a nervous flyer…”



“I don’t mean to make fun of you. It’s just cute.” She stuck out her hand, “I’m Zoe, by the way.”



I felt a bit reluctant to shake the hand of the girl who was just laughing at my misery, but my overly polite attitude forced me to shake her hand. “Hi Zoe, I’m Stella.”



Her grip was strong, though she was basically my size, I felt like she was going to break my dainty little fingers.



Her dark eyes met my blue ones, and the smirk on her lips slowly dropped.



“I take it you don’t fly a lot?” She asked, leaning back in her seat and spreading her legs—getting nice and comfy.



I shook my head, brushing down my black jeans. “Not at all. I’m just flying to my sister’s for the holidays.”



“Well don’t worry. I fly all the time and have never gotten into a plane crash yet.” She said with a cheeky wink.



I frowned, her words offered little encouragement. Zoe’s skin was tanned, whether it was her natural skin tone or she spent the last few weeks on a beach somewhere, I wasn’t sure.



Her black hair was braided down to her breasts, and she wore almost a dozen hand-made bracelets on her left wrist. She definitely seemed like the well-traveled type of girl.



I was the complete opposite. I spent most of my time indoors watching Rom-coms, or cuddling my cat. I had never even left the country.



The flight was only supposed to be two hours, thankfully. I reached down and grabbed my backpack from under my seat.



My hand searched around inside for my book. Exactly what I needed to keep my mind off the fact that we were thousands of feet in the air.



It didn’t help.



Each bump of turbulence caused me to yelp like a little girl. From the corner of my eyes, I could see Zoe biting her thumb to keep from laughing in my face.



I swiped the blonde hair stuck to my sweaty face away, trying my best to stabilize my breathing, but another unexpected bump of turbulence caused me to squeal and drop my book.



Zoe couldn’t hold it in any longer. The girl tossed her head back and laughed. Loudly.



The soft blush in my cheeks turned a furious red as I leaned forward, trying to find my book on the dimly lit flooring. My seatbelt held me back as my hands surveyed the ground.



“H-here, let me,” Zoe said between chuckles as she wiped a tear from her eye. She unbuckled her seatbelt and wiggled to the edge of her seat, leaning over to get my book.



I wanted to shove her away. Her incessant mocking was the last thing I needed right now.



The seatbelt dug into my stomach as I leaned over.



As we both searched, my hand brushed against hers.



Zoe yelped, pulling her hand up and sitting straight in her seat. I furrowed my eyebrows at her as my other hand found the corner of my book.



“What?” I asked, sitting back up and placing my book in my lap. Zoe cleared her throat. “U-uhh… Nothing…”



Even with her tan skin, I could see the hints of pink in her cheek.



“Never touched a human hand before?” I mocked. It felt good getting a jab in, with how much she was laughing at me.



Zoe pressed her lips together, turning to stare out the window.



I still looked at her perplexingly. I might be afraid of flying, but this girl seemed to be afraid of the brush of my fingers.



In any case, I roll my eyes and tried to find the page I was on. Somehow, I actually managed to get lost in my book—at least, for a while.



I nearly forgot that I was flying until another sharp bump of turbulence nearly caused me to fly out of my seat.



I yelped, gripping my armrests with all my might as the plane stabilized.



I grimaced, barely able to breathe or calm my racing heart.
 “Holy…”
 I muttered.



It wasn’t until my eyes glanced to the side—did I realize my mistake.



It wasn’t my armrest that I was digging my fingers into, it was Zoe’s thigh!



I pulled my hand away, “Oh! Sorry!”



Zoe was frozen, her eyes wide like a deer in headlights as she stared at her thigh where my land had laid.  “Z-Zoe?”



She was paralyzed, not even I seemed that scared.



Finally, she seemed to snap out of her trance. Zoe shook her head, her eyes avoiding me like the plague. Once again she stared out the window—but in her reflection, I could see the panic and embarrassment in her dark pupils.



“Okay, what’s the deal here?” I asked, tugging at her shoulder. “Do I have a penis drawn on my forehead or something?”



Zoe inhaled deeply. Finally, the girl spun in her seat to face me. Her black braids dangled in front of her face. “Okay fine. It’s nothing personal, but you look like a girl I used to date.”



Now I was the one taken aback. My cheeks blushed and I cleared my throat. When she said that, I imagined myself and Zoe lounging on the beach somewhere exotic, me resting in her arms.



Nothing about me stood out, my blonde hair was straight and uninteresting, and my clothes weren’t anything flashy either. I couldn’t imagine Zoe being interested in someone like me.



The girl shook her head, dispelling all the painful memories that were building up.



“Sorry, ignore me.” She said, softly. Her eyes fell back out the window to the clouds passing by.



I tried to get back to my book, but we apparently flew into a tornado. The plane was rocking and shaking, and I was on the verge of passing out.



Zoe glanced over, all the color gone from my cheeks as my stammered breath came out as whimpers.



“Oh my god…” she said, grabbing my hand. “Relax girl. We’ll be fine. It’s just a little turbulence.”



My hand gripped her as I pressed my back against the seat. I closed my eyes, but that just made it even worse. Each bump made it feel like we were tumbling out of the sky.



My nails dug into her skin, but Zoe didn’t seem to mind. Her other hand rested on my thigh, stroking up and down in a poor attempt to calm me.



“Just breath, it’ll be alright…” She whispered.



I did as she said. My heart pounding like a drum, and my leg was jittering against the floor.



Zoe pulled me close, leaning me against her shoulder. Her skin was warm, and the soft scent of her perfume filled my nose.



I could feel myself calming down as I pressed my face into her shoulder. My racing heart slowed to a steady thump, and suddenly the turbulence didn’t seem so bad.



My blue eyes fluttered, and my thoughts came back to me.



I glanced up at Zoe. The tanned beauty was holding back a smile as her hand rested on the meat of my thigh.



“Th-thanks…”
 I whimpered, blush filling my pale cheeks.



The fear in my heart was replaced with embarrassment. I was a grown woman, and here I was cuddling up to a stranger because I was afraid of flying. Despite being embarrassed, I didn’t want to let go.



Her hand fit perfectly in mine, and her flowery scent put my racing mind at ease.



My eyes glanced down at her hand, laying innocently on my jeans. Her fingers curled around my thigh, gripping my leg.



My heart started to beat again, not from fear, but from exhilaration.



I bit my lips as I watched her hand inch up my thigh until her pinky brushed against my crotch.



Slowly, I spread my legs, allowing her hand to slip in closer. I had no idea what was going through my head, but the fear was displaced with dirty thoughts.



My hand squeezed hers, signally her to keep going.



“Are…Are you okay?” Zoe whispered in my ear.


I glanced up at her, my blue eyes glistening with lust. I nodded my head, smiling.              “Better than okay.”



She smiled back, her hand gripping my thigh eliciting a whimper from my lips.



“Good girl…”



She stroked my thigh, sending shivers up my spine.



I glanced around us. The flight was mostly empty, and we were right near the back. Perfectly hidden from peering eyes.



My gaze shifted to her chest. The girl was wearing a tight white T-shirt that held snugly to her figure. Her nipples peered out against the fabric, begging to be let free.



My mouth began to water as I eyed her chest.



I had no idea what was coming over me, I barely ever lusted over boys—let alone a girl.



She noticed my fixated on her tits. “You can touch them if you want…” she whispered her voice barely over the sound of the airplane.



I looked up at her and whimpered “R-really?”



She nodded her head. “Please do. I love ruining innocent little girls like you.”



 



I let go of her hand—my fingers moving as if on their own. As my fingers dug into the soft tissue of her chest, Zoe tossed her head back and moaned. Her hard nipple pressed against my palm as I squeezed. The delicate fabric of her top did little to hide the softness of her skin.



“F-fuck…”
 I whimpered, groping her chest.



Her hand gripped my thigh as she leaned in closer. She stared down the aisle, and over the seat—keeping a lookout for wandering eyes.



Confirming the coast was clear, she turned back to me, a lustful glimmer in her dark eyes. “Take your top off…”



“Wh-what?”



Even if we were secluded in the back, that was way too far for me. “Here? I can’t.”



“Nobody is going to see. It’s okay.”



I bit my lip, I knew it was a bad idea, but the dirty energy surged through me like electricity.



I gulped nervously and leaned forward, letting go of her chest, my quivering hand grabbed the bottom of my shirt. I wanted to please her.



I looked at her, and she gave a reassuring nod of her head.


With a deep breath, I pulled my shirt up to my collarbone. My petite tits popped free, and the warm air of the plane hitting my small pink nipples sent a shiver up my spine.



“Fuck…” She moaned, leaning forward. Her hands pulled my back, and her lips locked around my tit as she sucked.



“O-ohhh…”
 I whimpered, my eyes rolling back as her tongue swirled around my sensitive nipple.



The girl sucked me like a newborn babe. Her hand trailed up and down my sweaty, panting back as she sucked my chest.



Each flick of her tongue caused my body to arch and quiver. Despite how good it felt, my eyes kept peering over the seats, nervous about being caught.



My wet pussy was suffocated by my jeans, begging to be let free.



I grabbed her face and pulled her off my tits. I bridge of saliva connected her bottom lip to my nipple.



Our eyes met, and I pulled her face into mine. Our lips locked and our tongues wrestled, I tried to stifle my moans but they came out anyways. Her tongue was talented, it wrapped around mine as her hands explored my bare back. My tits pressed up against hers, and our nipples teased together as we made out.



I pulled myself off her, panting softly as my cheeks filled with a pink blush.



“Bathroom. Now.” I said.



Zoe’s lips curled into a devious smile as she nodded her head.



My shirt dropped and we both rose to our feet. She grabbed my hand and practically dragged me around the corner to the airplane laboratory.



The back of the plane was empty. The flight attendants were near the front, handing out snacks.



Zoe took one last glance, before sliding open the laboratory door and yanking me in.



It was a tight fit and the scent of artificial lemon filled the cold laboratory.



My hands held her waist, as she slammed the door closed behind me, locking it.



Immediately, her lips locked around mine. My soft, pink lips fluttered open, allowing her wet tongue to slip in.



I whimpered, my hands slipping underneath her tank top and messaging her bare skin.



My heart was racing, and my eyes fluttered close. Her rugged fingers brushed through my soft blonde hair, and her other hand trailed down my back—towards my bubbly ass.



“O-oh!”
 I whimpered. Zoe’s hand grabbed my ass. Even over my jeans, I could feel her rough touch.



The woman pulled back, a bridge of saliva connecting our lips. “Fuck… You taste as sweet as you look.” She said, smirking.



I bit my quivering lip, glancing up at her.



Her hands stayed locked on my body, as I clung to her. While she was a rough and rugged woman, her skin was soft. My hand trailed up and down her back—pulling her tank top up and revealing her fit stomach.



Zoe brushed a stray strand of blonde hair behind my ear, as she leaned in close. “Let’s get these jeans off…”



I soft moan escaped my lips. My eyes locked on hers as I nodded enthusiastically. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but my body yearned for her.



She guided me to the sink, which was little more than a silver steel box. The mirror was small, but as my fingers gripped the edges of the sink and my back arched, I could see Zoe position herself behind me.



I bit my lips as the woman stood behind me, her hands messaging my waist as I perked my ass into her pelvis.



My pussy was throbbing, and my heart was racing.
 “T-take them off…”
 I whimpered. My slit was wet and begging to be let free. I wanted her hand to explore my naked body, especially my virgin pussy.



The girl smirked as her fingers trailed to the front of my pants, my body lurched, even over my jeans—my sensitive pussy was shivering at her touch.



Zoe kissed the back of my neck, her soft lips sent tremors through my body with every peck. As my mind raced, I didn’t even notice the button of my jeans popping open.



I gasped as her fingers slipped down the front of my jeans. My light blue panties were snug and moist as they pressed up against my puffy slit—and the fabric was so thin that Zoe’s touch made me quiver.



The girl smirked, leaning over my shoulder as her hand rubbed up and down my panties.



I tossed my head back, moaning as I began to slowly wiggle my hips.



“Ohhh fuck yes… Fuck…”
 I moaned, my eyes rolling back. The lips of my pussy ate away at my silk panties. I pressed my ass back against her pelvis as pleasure coursed through me like a storm.



As I wiggled my hips, my jeans slowly slid down my leg—revealing more of my soft blue panties and my thighs.



Zoe’s other hand tugged at my jeans, letting them drop down by my sneakers.



I grinned at her through the mirror. My panties wedged between my bubbly ass cheeks, and a wet spot grew on my crotch.



The lips of my puffy pussy gnawed at my soft panties as Zoe ran her finger up and down my slit.



“You’re so wet…” she moaned into my ear. “Never been touched by a girl, have you?”



The hairs on my neck stood on edge as my eyes fluttered.
 “N-no…”



“Good.” She laughed. Her fingers slipped beneath the waistband of my panties.



As her fingers brushed past my clit, my body arched.
 “Ohhhh!”
 I moaned. My voice echoed in the cramped laboratory.



“Shhh. Not too loud, baby…” Zoe whispered into my ear. Her fingers massaged up and down my pussy lips. Grool ran down my leg as she teased my slit.



I bit my lip, letting the pleasure surge through me. My nipples pressed up against the front of my shirt—just the fabric against my pink buttons was enough to make me squirm.



Zoe knelt down on the floor. My ass was level with her face as she kissed my inner thigh. I squirmed, biting my lip shut to keep from moaning.



Her hands ran up and down my legs as dribbles of grool ran down my pale skin. “Your panties are so cute, but I think they’d look better around your ankles…” The woman said, sliding the soft blue fabric down.



I whimpered as the warm air of the laboratory hit my bare pussy.



My clit was out of its hood—glistening in wetness.



Zoe grabbed my ass, squeezing my perky skin with her rugged grip. I tossed my head back, letting my hair drape down as I slipped my foot out of my crumpled jeans.



I leaned on my elbows, spreading my stance as the woman held my cheeks apart—letting her hot breath hit my wet holes.



“So wet…”  she whimpered. A drop of grool fell to the floor like rain as she held my cheeks.



“Looks like you’re ready for me to have a taste…”



I glanced back over my shoulder at the gorgeous woman kneeling by my ass.
 “Y-yes… P-please…”



She grinned and licked her lips.



Zoe held my ass apart as I spread my feet, leaning as far over the sink as I could. My breath panted. The tiny bathroom was hot and crowded for one person, let alone two, and I could barely fill my lungs as I got a glimpse of myself in the mirror.



My eyes were filled with pure lust, and stray blonde hair stuck to my sweaty face. I bit my lip and smiled. I was always an innocent girl—but not anymore.



“O-oh!”
 I squealed as Zoe’s tongue hit the base of my pussy. She held my ass up as she ran her tongue up my panting slit. My puffy lips gripped her tongue as she ran it up and down, her nose brushing against my asshole as grool ran down my leg.



My foot quivered as I leaned back, pressing my ass against her face in an attempt to dig her tongue deeper inside me.



Zoe dug her fingers into my soft flesh, I could feel the bruises begin to form already as her tongue lashed against my wetness. Her breath was shallow and panting as she ate my pussy. Her warm breath landed on my clit—causing me to whimper.



“Oh oh oh… Zoe… Fuck…”
 I whimpered, my hips swaying as her face buried inside my bubble ass.



Saliva and grool ran down my leg, and I could feel my back about to snap with how far I was arching it.



Suddenly, a muffled voice sounded from the other side of the door.



My head snapped toward the lock, as did Zoe's. Only the wet sound of filth dripping off her chin onto the floor could be heard as the muffled voice got closer.



The door shook. My heart stopped.



Silence.



I could hear muffled footsteps walk away, finally allowing me to exhale.



Zoe stumbled to her feet, wiping her chin. “Okay, you’re moans are hot. But you’re way too loud.”



I glanced down blushing. I turned around, the edge of the sink digging into my ass cheek. “S-sorry…”



She smirked, “not your fault… I have an idea.”



Zoe knelt down digging into my crumpled-up jeans. “Here we go…”



“What are you do—” Before I could finish, Zoe shoved my soft blue panties into my mouth.



My eyes widened and my jaw clamped down on the soft fabric.



“There, now you won’t be so loud.”



I furrowed my eyebrows, my tongue pushing back against the dirty panties, but Zoe just shoved them in deeper.



The woman spread my legs, standing between my knees as I leaned back on the sink. “Now just enjoy this…”



Her hands explored my panting body as my pussy draped on the floor. The cold steel of the sink dug into my soft ass, but the tenderness of her touch overpowered it.



Zoe curled her fingers at the base of my shirt, slowly pulling it up until my perky tits bounced free. My nipples were hard and excited. Even the brushing of my shirt against them as Zoe pulled my top off my body was enough to make me shiver.



The woman attacked my tits, her braids slapping against my face as she leaned in, her hand groping and messaging my tits. She pinched my nipple, causing me to arch my back and squirm. My whimpers were stifled by the panties in my mouth, saliva dribbled out of the corner of my trembling lips as Zoe leaned forward, her lips sucking on my sensitive nipple.



My leg wrapped around her waist, pulling the girl into me. My bare, wet pussy rubbed against her thigh, wetness spilling to the ground.



Her tongue swirled around my pink nipple, my head flooded with pleasure and euphoria.



I tossed my head back, blonde hair falling into the sink.
 “Ohhhhh…”
 I whimpered. Saliva filled my mouth as I sucked on my own panties. The sweet taste of my pussy coated my tongue,



Zoe pulled back, a grin on her lips as she gazed into my eyes.



I could barely focus, my eyes fluttering as I sucked on my panties, my sweet wetness tasted like honey.



Zoe trailed her hand down my sweaty, panting body. Her fingers slipped down between my legs.


I whimpered, and my body squirmed as more saliva ran down my chin and neck.



Her hand teased the crest of my slit as she leaned in, kissing my neck.



I huffed as she sucked on my soft skin—I could feel the hickey forming—evidence of my dirty fun.



Each inhale I took caused more of my own pussy and sweat to fill my mouth. My panties were wet and filthy, covered in grool and saliva.



Her finger brushed against my clit, causing me to whimper and squirm.



“Hush…” Zoe whispered in my ear. “Just enjoy it…”



Her finger slipped down, sliding past my tight lips into my pussy.



My eyes rolled back, and my jaw dropped. The walls of my tight, pink slit gripped her finger as she pushed down to the knuckle.



Grool oozed out, failing like filth rain all over the floor.



My toes curled as Zoe kissed my neck, licking my soft and tender skin as she held her fingers deep inside my innocent pussy.



My foot wrapped around her ass, holding her in as I kicked the air. “Oh oh oh! Zoe!”



The panties slip out of my mouth, dangling by my teeth as the rugged girl began to pull her fingers in and out of me.



“Quiet, we don’t want to get in trouble, do we?” She said softly, stuffing the panties back into my mouth. I clamped down on them, tasting my dirty filth coat my mouth.



I shook my head, my cheeks flooding with pink as the woman increased the pace of her finger thrusting.



My tight, innocent pussy could barely take it.



The plane rattled beneath us, as my footing slipped. Whether it was from more turbulence or the increasing pace of Zoe’s finger fucking—I couldn’t be sure.



In either case, I wasn’t scared anymore. The rocking of the plane drowned away to the sheer pleasure coursing through me. My tight, wet slit gripped her fingers, I barely noticed that Zoe had slipped in another one.



I was a virgin, never so much as talked to a boy—and here I was being finger fucked in an airplane bathroom by a stranger.



Zoe’s thumb brushed against my exposed, quivering clit as she held her fingers inside my tight pussy. The walls of my pussy gripped her fingers like a glove—and her thumb circled around my clit—sending pulsated waves of pleasure through my spine.



My eyes rolled back and saliva dripped down my chin. I sucked on my panties, the dirty sensation making me quiver.



Zoe glanced up at me, her own nipples pressing against the fabric of her top. “You are so wet. Not so innocent anymore, are you… Slut?”



The word sent a shiver up my spine.



Her other hand trailed up my hand—brushing past my nipples towards my throat.



I whimpered, my blue eyes fluttering as her fingers gripped around my soft neck.



My mouth fell open, though the panties were still snug inside. Each breath was harder than the last as Zoe squeezed around my throat.



“Now just let the pleasure take over…” She whimpered.



I batted my eyelashes at her, as she slowly pulled her fingers out of my pussy. Grool oozed out, spilling down my leg.



The wetness coated her fingers like webbing, as she ran her dirty fingers around my puffy pussy lips. Even that felt amazing.



A soft moan escaped my lips, causing Zoe to grip my neck a little harder. “Shhh. Remember. Quiet.”



I tried to nod my head, but her grip was too strong.



Pleasure filled my head. My head was pounding and as it got harder to breathe, the euphoric feeling only intensified. I could feel the pleasure sensors in my brain erupt in color as Zoe teased my pussy lips, the tip of her fingers running along my slit—refusing to go in.



“P-please…”
 I whimpered. Even the one word struggled to get past my lips, with her hand around my neck and the panties in my mouth.



Zoe smirked devilishly. “Looks like the slut is begging for it.”



I was. My clit felt like it was about to burst. The air in the laboratory was moist and heavy, adding to my breathing struggles. My hand slipped on the steel sink, but Zoe’s grip on my neck held me in place.



With a laugh, she scoffed at me. “Fine. It looks like you’re about to faint if you don’t cum.”



Her fingers once again slid inside my panting, spreading pussy.



“Ohhhhhh…”
 I moaned, feeling my pussy pulsate.



My head fell back, blonde hair dangling over the sink as I let myself drown to the pleasure.



With the lack of oxygen getting to my brain, all I could feel was the rhythmic and talented strokes of Zoe’s fingers inside my tight pussy. She worked her fingers like an artist works a paintbrush, stroking and messaging the inside of my slit.



My lungs panted, and I could barely focus my eyes as Zoe held her grip on my neck—leaning over to kiss my chest.



“Are you going to cum for me?” She asked, licking my nipples. I muffled an answer,  judging by the soft pants and grool oozing out of me—Zoe already had an answer.



She grinned, picking up the pace of her finger thrusting.



My back arched and my ass dug into the edge of the sink. My teeth dug into the panties, now ruined and filthy in my mouth as my mind drowned in a tidal wave of euphoria.



I squirmed like a fish out of water, my clit about to erupt as Zoe didn’t relent in her fingering. The girl grit her teeth as she ruined my innocence. “Take it, slut.” She sneered, spitting right on my face.



I whimpered as her warm saliva hit my cheek, rolling down my face. I belonged to her, I was her innocent girl to toy with as she pleased.



With a huff, she shoved her fingers knuckle deep inside me, swirling them around as my clit erupted.



My back arched as I let go of the sink counter, gripping her wrist as she shoved my head against the glass—covered in condensation.



I spat out the panties, saliva spilling out and running down her hand on my neck. “Fuck! Fuck I’m cumming!” I yelped, unable to hold back. I didn’t care about keeping my voice down, not one bit.



The orgasm exploded in my head like fireworks as my quivering body went rigid.



Zoe pulled her hand out of my slit and let go of my throat. Grool dripped off her fingers as she stumbled back.



My legs were trembling as I gasped for breath—sliding down onto the floor.



Zoe flashed me a wink as she sucked on her fingers, swirling my wetness in her mouth. “Mmm… I love virgin grool.”



My pussy was still leaking with each deep breath I took. My gaze only now beginning to focus.



The entire laboratory was hot and steamy. My body was covered in all manners of filth, and my panties were curled up by the toilet—covered in wetness.



I wiped the filth from my chin as my head slammed back against the sink. “Holy fuck…”



Zoe laughed, swallowing the last of my grool. “Amazing, isn’t it?”



I nodded my head enthusiastically, remnants of my orgasm lingering in my head like smoke after a firework show. “Amazing indeed…”



The girl crawled onto the floor between my spread legs. She leaned forward for a kiss. Our lips locked and our tongues danced.



My body was so sore and tired, but her kiss seemed to make that all disappear in a puff of smoke.



She leaned back, staring lovingly into my eyes. “I’ll have a lot more to show you once we land and I take you back to my place.”



I whimpered, but my lips curled into a smile. “Can’t wait… Baby…”
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