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  FUN WITH THE FLYING TWINS




  Belinda Wolf




  The Boeing 777 had leveled out at 30,000 feet and though some turbulence was predicted the crew was unconcerned. Business as usual.




  Johanna was busy preparing the first round of drinks. “Did you see those twin guys halfway down on the left?” Cassie asked her. “God, they’re gorgeous, and they look

  exactly alike.”




  “How could I miss them? They both flirt shamelessly,” Johanna retorted. “They introduced themselves as Matthew and Mark, and when I asked how I could tell them apart the one on

  the outside chuckled and said, ‘That’s easy, sweetheart. The one who will be squawking that he’s terrified would be my brother Mark. The one slipping his hand up your skirt and

  copping a feel . . . that would be me.’”




  “It’s not often you see anyone that handsome,” Cassie said, “but to have two of them . . . damn! Wouldn’t you love to fuck them both at the same time?”




  “Cassie, shame on you,” Johanna giggled. “Very unprofessional.”




  That was a standing joke because neither one of them cared about professionalism when it came to the attractive men on their flights.




  The co-pilot was announcing that they were in for “a little” turbulence and should buckle their seat belts.




  Cassie was serving drinks as the jet bounced along, sometimes suddenly dropping enough to make passengers gasp.




  Her little dimpled knees flashed beneath her tight mini as she moved down the aisle, her voluptuous breasts peeking over her blouse when she bent down to set drinks on trays.




  When she reached the twins, Matthew looked up at her, his hypnotic emerald eyes capturing hers. “Angel face, if this plane starts to go down in the storm could you grant me one last

  request?”




  “I’m here to please,” Cassie said, smiling.




  “Wonderful. My dying wish is to be deeply imbedded in your luscious body, rapturously shooting my load,” he whispered. The plea on his captivating face was so alluring Cassie

  couldn’t feel insulted.




  “I don’t know, love. We’ll see,” she whispered, unable to ignore the heat that enveloped her, culminating between her thighs.




  Cassie’s period was due in the next four days. Before her period she became so violently tormented by sexual arousal that she became irrational in her nerve-racking need.




  “I don’t feel well,” Mark whimpered, faking like a spoiled baby, and Cassie decided he looked a little peaked.




  “I’m sorry, love, what can I do?” she asked.




  “If you could get that auburn-haired lady with the cute bubble butt to hold my head while I barf, that would be good.”




  God, he was sexy – and adorable. “Why Johanna? What’s wrong with me?” Cassie said with a pout.




  “Absolutely nothing, angel, you’re perfect. Except my brother told me he would pulverize me if I hit on you and I’m really not up to it with this queasy stomach and

  all.”




  “Good man,” Matthew said, patting his knee.




  “I’ll see if she has a minute,” Cassie said, winking at him. She looked around the cabin. A number of seats were empty as they sometimes were on night flights. There were two

  dozen or more rowdy football players who had won their game in Dallas and were on their way home to Atlanta. Drinking and partying hard, they were hitting on female passengers.




  Cassie found Johanna and delivered Mark’s message, rescuing her from an overly enthusiastic ball-player.




  Going back to the twins, Johanna leaned over Matthew, pressing her breast against his cheek, and touched Mark’s forehead with a gentle hand. “You don’t look well, sweetheart.

  Can I make it better?”




  “Such comforting hands, sweet lady,” Mark whispered, taking her hand and pressing it down hard against his cock. Johanna gasped. It was extraordinary, and rock hard. “I’m

  sorry to be such a nuisance. It gets that way when I’m badly frightened, and it hurts when it’s that hard.” Those compelling green eyes penetrated hers, his voluptuous mouth an

  enticing appeal. “Would you mind rubbing it a little?”




  Her tight-fitting bodice brushing against Matthew’s face, Johanna squeezed and massaged as Mark pushed into her hand, groaning with pleasure. “Is that better, love?” Johanna

  whispered. The cabin was too dark for anyone to see incriminating details.




  “Watching you jack my brother’s cock is going to make me come,” Matthew murmured. Deftly, he popped the top button of her low-cut blouse with his teeth. With no warning she

  felt a nipple being vigorously sucked into his mouth.




  With a sharp intake of breath she jerked up, a shock wave of passion spreading through her tummy and down her inner thighs. Matthew was sucking her nipple so hard it made a little popping sound

  when she pulled away.




  “Spoilsport,” he said, grinning.




  “Oh God, I’m going to be sick,” Mark moaned. “Please, angel, could you escort me to the toilet?”
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