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Alicia was the stunning flight attendant for one of the world's most prestigious airlines, just 25 years old, a fresh graduate from a top-name university, and a natural on the dance floor. But she traded it all for the glamorous life in the skies that everyone envied. She'd just swept the title of America's Most Beautiful Flight Attendant in that big contest, landing her at the top of the nation's top ten hottest stewardesses list in all the glossy magazines. Overnight, she became every guy's fantasy—the woman they'd kill to take out, pin down, and fuck senseless.

At 5'9" with a killer 121-pound frame, Alicia was born a knockout: tall, sleek, perfectly proportioned, all delicate curves and fragile grace.

Her jet-black hair was swept up in a sleek chignon at the nape of her neck, framing an oval face that was refined and ethereal. Her soft cheeks and pert features glowed with elegant lines, arched brows over phoenix eyes. Those crystal-clear eyes sparkled like flawless gems, so pure and heartbreakingly expressive. A straight, aristocratic nose, full and dainty. Her chin was softly rounded yet pointed, with thin, plump lips that looked ready to bruise under a kiss, corners tilted in a shy smile. Her cheeks flushed a subtle pink, hinting at innocence. She carried herself with poised nobility—quiet, refined, radiating that irresistible allure of a sophisticated, elegant stewardess.

Slender arms like silk, delicate hands with ten long, graceful fingers. A tiny waist that screamed fragility, curving into a flat, taut belly with zero fat—just smooth, springy skin. And those legs? Slim, porcelain-white perfection, the kind of showstoppers with teasingly soft lines, even flesh and bone, long and straight as arrows. She slipped into strappy black heels that made her endless stems gleam like polished marble, silky and snow-pale, glowing with a pearly sheen.

Her uniform hugged her just right, a pale green scarf at her throat screaming classy stewardess vibes. Those gentle shoulders under the snug white silk short-sleeve blouse strained ever so slightly over her newly ripened breasts—firm, round, perky peaks. Through the sheer fabric, you could make out the pure white lace bra cradling them.

Alicia's dad ran a company until a bad investment tanked everything. He racked up massive debts, then drowned in booze and gambling. She fended for herself young, scraping by with odd jobs. College ate her time, so she borrowed a chunk from a small loan outfit to get by. They hounded her a few times, but school was brutal and cash was tight—she shoved the debt aside. Later, she moved away and straight-up forgot about it.

One early-morning flight from the US to Japan...

Alicia took a deep breath and wheeled the cart toward first class, same as always. From today, it was her gig—first class only.

The big shots up there were VIPs, company regulars who flew this route like clockwork. To keep them pampered and loyal, the airline handpicked the hottest, sharpest attendants to cater to them.

Alicia was nervous as hell. She was good at her job, sure, but solo first-class duty? First time. She stepped in and froze—the massive luxury cabin was dead empty. What the fuck? She blinked hard, ditched the cart, and jogged around, peering everywhere, confusion twisting her pretty face.
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