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​ RECAP






In episode 1, five sexy women got
together for drinks and ended up spilling the beans about their
first experience with a big black cock. Roxanne went first, telling
everything about her big black Nigerian professor back in college.
And now, it is sweet Erin’s turn. Enjoy the second episode in this
five-part anthology!


Erin the Pilot and The Southern California
Mandingo Association

​




It was early in my career. I finished
my training and required hours three months before this happened. I
took to piloting private flights early on, enjoying the freedom,
the money. It’s more relaxed than typical commercial and you meet
lots of interesting people. I guess I had no idea just how
‘interesting’ they might be.

Another reason I enjoyed private was
being able to link up with copilots when the gig called for it.
Longer flights, like the one I had that day, required them. I was
excited but this guy I liked, his name was Steven, was on the gig
with me. He didn’t seem to mind playing copilot to a woman. And he
was cute. A cute, goofy white guy with a pretty smile that helped
the hours pass quickly. We’d done some supervised stuff together in
the past, and then a few private trips together as well. I guess we
were getting closer, gradually sort of, and I could tell that he
really liked me. I just wasn’t sure if I was ready to cross that
professional line yet – but I was certainly close.

Anyways, that day I was
dressed as usual. A white button up tucked into black slacks -
black belt, black shoes, black tie. My hair pulled back in a long
ponytail, my make up just modest and professional, you know? Of
course there’s always the fact of my tits, I know I know, men are so helpless,
aren’t they? And with my shirt tucked in as tight as it was, that
made it tight against my chest, and well, you get the picture. Men
like to look. My clients are mostly men, and obviously so is
Steven. I’m to the looks I get, to the attention, to the silly
jokes from passengers wanting to check out the ‘cock
pit’.

That morning I waited
outside on the tarmac, beside the aircraft, watching a sleek black
limousine approach from down the runway. It was clear skies, wind
wasn’t really a factor, and I was anticipating a long but easy
flight from Los Angeles to Dubai. I didn’t know much about the
passengers other than there were three of them, and the flight had
been booked by a man who wouldn’t be attending. The man who had
paid for it: Jason Morgansen. I don’t know why I still remember
that name but I do. Must be some friend, I figured, to buy his
buddies a luxury flight all the way across the world. It was not
cheap, let’s put it that way.

The limo pulled up and the driver got
out and he opened the passenger door. Despite the fact that it was
a limousine I sort of felt like it was a clown car when I saw how
large the guys were that came out of it. My first assumption was
they were football players, linebackers or something, straight out
of a big and tall ad. They approached me as I stood beside the
loading stairs, all smiles, big white teeth shining in that early
day sun.

“Well hello there beautiful,” the
first one said extending his hand. He had this old school kind of
afro, and I pegged him in his early 50s. “I didn’t know an angel
was gonna take us cross the damn world. I’m Marvin.”

I shook his hand and welcomed him with
a smile, and I noticed the way he stared into my eyes before
boarding. Many men do. He was older, sure, but handsome. The kind
of masculine energy that women like me are drawn to. Though, as of
right then, I didn’t find myself overly attracted to any of
them.

“Morning Captain,” the second one
grinned, close to the same age as Marvin, with a smooth shaven head
and signs of tattoos running down his neck and disappearing under a
nice shirt. “Names’ Reggie.”

Reggie was so tall he blocked the sun,
and when I shook his hand, got a real idea of how large he was. It
was like sticking my hand inside a catcher’s mitt. After that was
the youngest of the three, younger than me, couldn’t have been more
than 19 or 20. His name was Carl, and he was a damn beefcake. I
couldn’t tell how much of that was muscle and how much was eating
well, but ladies when I tell you he was the size of a semi-truck
you should believe it.

The stairs squeaked under their weight
and I closed it up after them. They were getting settled in the
cabin when I entered the cockpit and found Steven going through his
pre-flight protocols. He was dressed the same as me, and his wavy
blonde hair was wild on his head. His big green eyes were happy to
see me as always.

“Hey Hey Erin,” Steven said, looking
up from a clipboard. The wide windshield of the plane showed the
private air strip, the cloudless sky beyond. “Ready for the long
haul?”

“I figured I’d nap and let you handle
most of it,” I chuckled, sitting down in the cockpit and going
through my own protocols. “Jeeze a nonstop to Dubai.”

“Your longest nonstop as
pilot?”

“Sure is.”

“Won’t be so bad. At least we’ve got
each other to keep company.”

I looked at him and
smiled, letting him peer at my blue eyes, daring him to look away.
I think maybe it was then that I really started to consider what it
might be like to fuck Steven. He was so handsome, so clean, so
nice. We’d have to stay over in Dubai at least a night to recoup
before coming back to the states, and who knows, I thought, maybe
Steven and I would get lucky. It was at the very least something to
look forward to at the other end of what was about to be a fifteen
hour flight, across North America, over the southern tip of Hudson
Bay, out across the north Atlantic, through Europe, and right on
down to Dubai. Yes, to be young and pretty and a pilot is a lot of fun.
And handsome pilots are just another bonus.

Needless to say, ladies – that is not
quite how it all worked out.

We were at altitude by 9:30 a.m.
Steven and I sipped coffee and chatted occasionally with the lone
flight attendant, a cute black girl named Tasha, with a bubbly
personality and a really nice ass not so hidden behind a blue
skirt. She was in and out of the cockpit to take orders and prepare
in-flight food and drink, dropping by to see if Steven or I needed
anything. But sometime around noon that day, just as we were
getting into Canadian airspace, Tanya came rushing into the cockpit
with a fit of giggles so breathy I thought she was going to pass
out.

“Ya’ll are not gonna believe this,”
Tanya heaved once she had collected herself, wiping a tear out of
her eye, and her cute southern drawl coming through in her mirthful
state. “It’s crazy I’m telling you!”

With the craft on autopilot, Steven
and I turned to Tanya with our full attention, a gleam of gossip in
our eyes.

“Alright spill,” I urged her, laughing
because her own was infectious.

“Well I brought them their

































































































































cover.jpg





