
First Class

by

Yvonne Renolds

Table of Contents

––––––––

Copyright

First Class

​Copyright © 2015 by Yvonne Renolds

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof

may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever

without the express written permission of the publisher

except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

If any of the sexual situations within this story have

occurred in your life consider yourself lucky.

​First Class

––––––––

“Okay, not only does that man have a gigantic bank account, but he's packing some serious heat, too” said Julia.

Paige looked up from her bookings terminal and looked at Julia, her coworker. They were both flight stewardesses for an elite airline and were preparing to take in passengers for the newly arrived luxury jetliner.

At least Paige was working, Julia had her eyes fixed on something other than her own terminal.

“Packing heat?” asked Paige. She looked around at the various wealthy passengers waiting to board the plane. “Who is packing heat? Should we inform security?” She tried not to sound worried. This being her very day on the job she did not want to suddenly fly into a panic. Would not do good for appearances.

Julia chuckled. “No, silly girl. Not a gun. A different kind of heat. The kind that is shaped like a salami, is hot and thick, and rewards you for a job well done.” 

Now Paige was thoroughly perplexed. Was this a first day ribbing she was getting from Julia?

“Okay, I give up. What heat? And who's packing it?” Paige said, a little exasperated.

Julia gave a slight nod at a well dressed man standing over at the water fountain by the far wall.

When Paige looked at him she instantly saw what Julia was talking about. The man was wearing a high end casual suit, but it did little to hide the fact he had a rather enormous cock pressed against the fabric of the groin. Even from this distance, with the two girls standing at the gate, it was quite prominent.

Paige gasped a little. It was so huge!

Julia chuckled. “See what I mean? Quite the concealed weapon, don't you think? Maybe we should take him over to the security room and do a nice thorough pat down, just to be sure.”

Trying to regain her composure, Paige tried to focus on her terminal. But her eyes were drawn back to the man's package. Wasn't he aware others could see it? Pants or no pants?

“Yeah, wow!” Paige said. “That's impressive.”

“Been a while since I've enjoyed one that size,” Julia said. “Makes me want to cry.”

Paige's eyes were then drawn away from the man's package, and up to his face. Other passengers crossed in front of the man, obscuring his face. But when they passed Paige finally got a real good look at him.

Then she sort of recognized him. His name was Cole, of Cole Acquisitions corporation, a multi-billion dollar firm that dealt in all kinds of expensive goods. Paige recognized him from a recent tv interview he did. At the time she found herself intensely attracted to the older white man, but now, here in the flesh, he was positively handsome.

“I know him,” Paige said to Julia. “From TV. Cole I think his name is.”

Julia's eyes widened in surprise. “Really? Billionaire hunter, huh? Good luck bagging him. You'd be set for life!”

Paige was struck with a thought and looked at Julia imploringly. “I have a naughty idea, and I'll need your help to make it happen.”

Julia was thunder stuck by this sudden change in her new coworker. She laughed. “Really? Girlfriend, if you have a plan to get that wonderfully big billionaire's roll all up inside you while on the job, I'm all for it! People need some spice in their lives after all. Who said flight stewardesses can't either?”

Paige nodded, and took Julia's hand and squeezed it in excitement. “Okay, how long until passengers start to board?”

“About five minutes,” Julia said, equally excited at what might happen next.

“Can you cover for me? Do the boarding yourself?” Paige asked.

It wasn't that big of a deal, actually. The flight would be barely a third full if all the reservations actually arrived and boarded. Not that it matter for these folks, they could afford to miss as many flights as the wanted.

Julia nodded with enthusiasm. “Yeah, no sweat. But what will you be doing?”

Paige shut down her terminal and grinned. “Why, I have to go pat down that passenger over there. Got to play it safe, right?”

Julia chuckled as Paige walked around the desk and toward Cole.

He did not notice her approach at first, as he was looking up at one of the television terminals. This profile showed how incredibly sexy he was. Her heart beat faster.

As she came up to him, he turned and looked at her. Such a handsome man! He looked over Paige's curvy body and his face brightened with delight and Paige's breath caught in her throat.

“Hello,” Cole said with a big smile. He was still appraising her curves.

Paige beamed at him. “Sir, may I see your boarding pass please?” She grinned.

At first Cole was a little confused, but the mischievous look on her face made him chuckle. “Uh, why of course, miss.” He handed it to her.

She made a show of looking it over. Then she handed it back, and dropped him a very meaningful wink. “Could you please come with me, sir. We just need to make sure everything is in order.”

Now Cole was confused. “Uh...” he managed to say. His smile started to fade a little.

Paige nodded her head in the direction of the door to the security room. “Much more private in there, sir. To make sure things are all in order.” Her eyes widened with meaning.

She could see that it finally clicked with Cole. He chuckled again, nodded his head in agreement with your little show and said, “Please lead the way, miss.”

Calmly she led him across the terminal's waiting area. A glance at the reflection in on of the huge windows showed Cole looking down at her round ass. Catching him in the act made her feel even more thrilled.

Perfect.

At the door she keyed in the combination on the keypad, and opened it. She motioned him inside. “Please go ahead, sir.”

Repressing a grin, Cole went inside. As Paige entered she sneaked a look over her shoulder at Julia. The other stewardess was helping some early bird passengers, but still managed to lock eyes with her. Julia smiled in wonderment.

Paige closed the door, which locked on its own. The room was small and, although it had the official title of security room, it really was just an area for staff to relax and maybe catch a nap between shifts.

Looking curious, Cole put his jacket and carry on bag on top of the only table.

“Looks very secure,” he said, leaning back against the table. His groin was much more prominent at such a close range. The cock bulge was nothing short of extraordinary.

Paige found she was shaking a little. Nerves?

Cole noticed, and his expression changed to one of concern. “Are you all right, miss? You look like you're shaking.”

Paige found herself closing the short distance between them, and the next moment she was pressed up against him, to both their surprise.

“I'm shaking in anticipation,” she said, almost breathless.

Having a beautiful young shapely girl suddenly lathering herself up on his person, didn't seem to phase Cole in the least. He put his arms around her in a comforting hug. “Anticipation of what?”

“This,” Paige said, and kissed him.

His lips met hers without hesitation or protest. As if, he too, had been wanting this for a long time, but could not indulge in the impulse.

They kissed deeply and passionately. Warm, wet, and wanting. Paige found herself rubbing a hand on his cock bulge like it was instinctual for her to do so. His dick was big and thick. And even after a few moments of tongue hockey, it was actually growing in size.

She was immensely pleased to have such an effect on him. She'd desired him ever since she saw him on tv. 

And for now, right here, he was all hers!

As she rubbed harder against the thick hidden piece of meat, she found herself moaning into his mouth. Fuck what a turn on this was!

“Now boarding Elite Air flight 111!” came a sudden voice over the PA system.

Cole stopped kissing her and said, “That's our flight, isn't it?”

Paige looked coy and dropped to her knees. She started undoing his pants, the bulge bare inches from her nose. “Yup, that is our flight. But we won't be boarding just yet?”

Cole's eyebrows shot up in mock alarm. “We're not?” He watched as she undid his pants button and started to unzip his fly. “When do we board?”

Paige licked her lips. “We board right after I suck your big fat cock dry.” She grinned up at him. “Only way to make sure everything is all secure, sir.”

He chuckled. “Yes ma'am!”

With everything undone, Paige yanked his pants down to his knees in one fluid motion. His dick was now straining against his tight underwear, as if begging to be unleashed. Paige was happy to let it out of its confinement.

Gently, she eased his underwear up and over his growing erection, and yanked them down. A big dick swayed out, almost like a falling tree, and bobbed provocatively in front of her face.

It was as immense as it was beautiful. Big, thick, veiny and standing more at attention by the moment.

His ball sack dangled low, and she found it incredibly arousing to see it jiggle with any minor movement he made.

She arched a brow up at him. “Well, sir,” she said. “It appears you have been packing a dangerous weapon upon your person.”

Cole grinned down at her. “It's only dangerous when I use it on flight stewardesses. Is that a crime?”

“Could be. Depends on how you want to use it,” Paige said. “Perhaps a closer and more thorough inspection should be done?”

“Be my guest,” he said.

Paige grasped the base of his thick shaft. It felt incredibly solid. She gently started to jerk up and down his cock's impressive length. She braced herself against one of his thighs with her other hand.

After a couple of minutes his big dick was standing at full attention. If he wasn't fully erect before he was now. Cole began to breath heavily.

She jerked harder, tightening her grip slightly, but now she made sure to include his swollen prick with the top of the motion.

“A little too dry?” she
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