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Megan sat in the lobby of the intergalactic transport station waiting for her transport. Her large travel satchel was attached to her back while her personal items were in the smaller satchel underneath her enormous breasts. 

A bubble emerged from between her glowing pink lips growing to the size of her head before popping.

Another hour until the transport and she could move on from this dirty hole. The pictures on her informational bracelet looked nice enough, but there was not enough fun to sustain her for a long period of time. 

Typically, on planets where the people are uptight and the buildings look too clean and shiny there is an undercurrent which makes for fun. 

The inhabitants feel repressed and need to release their excess tension.

But not here. On this planet everyone was boring.

Another hour and she would be gone, unless she could hitch a different transport ride.

A second bubble emerged and popped, causing Megan to pull the gum back into her mouth.

Her pink and yellow dreadlocks bounced from side to side as her head began gently swaying in tune to some galactic music from her bracelet. At least they had good stations, she thought to herself.

Megan's clothing was a bit tattered with a brown jacket and pants showing signs of wear. Underneath little specks of light blue, pink, and yellow burst through to check out the surroundings.

One pink boot and one yellow boot completed the outfit.

Around her neck a blue ruby key with gold and silver inlay hung on a strand of Mescali leather.

The key was given to her after a wild week of sex with a particularly virile Xacnti male. It was a night she would never forget and whenever her ass hurt, she was reminded of that wild night.

The Xacnti culture was one of barter with money outlawed, thousands of years ago. He paid by giving Megan one of his most prized and valuable possessions. 

The key was kept in a vault inside of a walk-in vault located inside of an armoire in the bedroom where they spent a week.

Since putting the key around her neck Megan felt her luck change. Whenever she was in trouble all she had to do was rub the key between her fingers and a solution would present itself. 

Just feeling it between her massive breasts pushed all of her anxiety and problems away.

This interstellar transport would be hopping Megan for ten stops along this spiral arm of the galaxy. She hoped that one or two would have some fun, so that she could toss the rest of her ticket.

Hopping was something she learned from a few of her backpacking friends. You found a heavily discounted ticket with a lot of stops and grabbed it before the transport sold out. 

The idea was to hop around the galaxy looking for fun. When you found a planet you either sold or tossed the rest of the ticket and hung out at a party or festival.

Maybe Megan would see one of her friends on this hop. It is more fun traveling the galaxy with friends than alone as a backpacker.

Thirty minutes until the transport and Megan could see everyone milling around by the gate as the last of the cargo was loaded on board.

It was always strange taking these flights. The transports were huge and filled with cargo, meaning the seating area was either in an empty cargo bay or in a cheap seat area with broken benches and seats.

The transport looked safe enough which was a good sign and a few backpackers started to congregate around the docking area. 

Megan looked over the crowd but could not see anyone she knew which was a good and bad sign. 

Just as they were about to start boarding a figure with a light backpack rushed into the docking bay.

Megan recognized her as Sandy and raised her hand just as her bubble popped.

‘Megan? No way!’

‘Hey stranger.’

‘How long has it been?’

‘Since Galaxia 13-B at least.’

‘Yes!’

‘That was some party.’

‘One amazing party! Are you hopping?’

‘Yeah, ten stops out the spiral arm.’

‘I got five.’

‘Let's hope for a good time before your fifth.’

‘Agreed.’

Megan and Sandy boarded together and quickly grabbed some seats on the side wall facing the older broken seats in the interior.

The wall seats would be a bit colder, but from the looks of the interior seats much more comfortable.

They continued chatting as the ship pulled away from the docking station and moved out of the atmosphere, winding its way through the various moons and into space. Once a clear path was detected the jump turned on its gravity drive and prepared to move to their next destination.

The chatting soon turned to flirting and Sandy asked Megan to look after her bag as she went in search of a bathroom to clean herself up.

Seeing Megan was a real treat and she wondered if there were any empty spaces in the cargo bays where two backpackers could hook up during the jump.

Megan moved from side to side adjusting her tuck while smiling at her fellow passengers. Those who looked over wondered just what she was doing and quickly turned away when they caught sight of her massive bulge.

Seeing Sandy was great. Not just because she was a close friend, as close as a galactic backpacker could get, but because Sandy was a wild ride and always horny.

One thing about galactic backpackers, no matter where they may be sex was always an option.

Sandy returned a couple of minutes later, whispering something into Megan's ear just as the jump was about to begin.

They smiled and blew each other kisses just waiting for the right moment.

Sandy swung her body length brown hair around her body and began gently stroking it, a sign that she was becoming sexually aroused. In a few minutes she would be wet and wild ready to pounce on Megan's massive futanari cock.

Twenty-four inches of pussy stretching glory. Once you have it inside you will never forget it. Maybe if Sandy was lucky Megan saved up her cum and would drench her hair instead of cumming inside of her. Feeling Megan's cum being absorbed through her hair was divine and caused her to have multiple orgasms the last time they had sex.

Megan looked over at Sandy's large blue eyes and winked sliding her hand over between her legs where her clit was waiting.

The moment Sandy felt Megan's massive clit her body went limp and a submissive sigh emerged from between her lips.

Megan closed her legs and smiled, leaving Sandy's hand to grasp her growing clit.
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Megan and Sandy snuck out of the cargo hold where everyone was seated with Megan following Sandy around a couple of corners into one of the other cargo holds. 

Crates and boxes were piled from the floor to the thirty-foot ceiling creating a maze. Sandy led Megan to the left and then a right and then two lefts where there was some private space between the tall palates.

There was a fence where the private stuff was located so they moved to the back corner behind a pallet next to the fence.

‘I think we can have some fun here,’ said Sandy.
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