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

Ceyonne looked up from her bookings terminal and looked at Mila, 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 Ceyonne was working, Mila had her eyes fixed on something other than her own terminal.

“Packing heat?” asked Ceyonne. 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.

Mila 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 Ceyonne was thoroughly perplexed. Was this a first day ribbing she was getting from Mila?

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

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

When Ceyonne looked at him she instantly saw what Mila 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.

Ceyonne gasped a little. It was so huge!

Mila 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, Ceyonne 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!” Ceyonne said. “That's impressive.”

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

Ceyonne'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 Ceyonne finally got a real good look at him.

Then she sort of recognized him. His name was Logan, of Logan Acquisitions corporation, a multi-billion dollar firm that dealt in all kinds of expensive goods. Ceyonne 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,” Ceyonne said to Mila. “From TV. Logan I think his name is.”

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

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

Mila 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?”

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

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

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

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

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

Mila chuckled as Ceyonne walked around the desk and toward Logan.

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 Ceyonne's curvy black body and his face brightened with delight and Ceyonne's breath caught in her throat.

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

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

At first Logan 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 Logan was confused. “Uh...” he managed to say. His smile started to fade a little.

Ceyonne 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 Logan. 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 Logan looking down at her round black 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, Logan went inside. As Ceyonne entered she sneaked a look over her shoulder at Mila. The other stewardess was helping some early bird passengers, but still managed to lock eyes with her. Mila smiled in wonderment.

Ceyonne 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, Logan 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.

Ceyonne found she was shaking a little. Nerves?

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

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

“This,” Ceyonne 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. Ceyonne 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.

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

Ceyonne 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?”

Logan'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?”

Ceyonne 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, Ceyonne 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. Ceyonne 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.”

Logan 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,” Ceyonne said. “Perhaps a closer and more thorough inspection should be done?”

“Be my guest,” he said.

Ceyonne 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. Logan 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 asked. She leaned forward and spit on his cock a couple of times getting big gobs of saliva on it. She continued jerking, and the motion felt a little smoother.

Logan closed his eyes and tilted his head back, completely enjoying being jerked off by this sexy black stewardess.

Through the door the could her passengers milling about, oblivious to their little antics. It added a more thrilling charge to what they were doing.

Suddenly, Logan's eyes opened. He motioned her to stop. His expression was of mild concern.

“Wait,” he said. “Are there cameras in here?” He looked around.

Ceyonne giggled. “Hell, no,” she said. “People nap in here during shifts.” She resumed jerking him off. “If there was I'd be in serious trouble right now.”

Logan chuckled, but moaned as she grasped his nut sack. She gently pulled at it, and rubbed his testicles between her fingers. She could also just see the curve of the bottom part of his butt cheeks as he leaned against the desk. She found the view exhilarating.

“Wonder how this tastes,” she said.

“One way to find out,” he said.

She slowed her jerking motion and licked the very tip of his swollen prick. Then she kissed the back of its head. She licked again, and again like it was an ice cream cone.

He watched her work eagerly.

She swirled her tongue around his prick, until the purple flesh glistened under the lights.

A few more slow, purposeful kisses turned into her slipping his prick between her puckered lips. She sucked it like a lollipop. From inside her mouth she feathered her tongue over the head.

Now Logan really moaned loudly.

She decided it was now or never. Slowly, she eased the top portion of his cock deeper into her hot wet mouth. Its girth spread her mouth wide, but she managed it without a problem. She loved how it felt to have his fat cock slide along her tongue and graze the rough of her mouth.

When his prick touched the back of her throat she stopped. Looking down the rest of his length she realized he was only half way inside her.

Now she understood why Mila said she loved big dicks. There was so much to enjoy!

Even slower than before, she eased back up his length, making sure she maintained an intense level of suckage. When her lips slid over his prick, she kissed the tip again.

She gasped slightly, and beamed up at him. A string of spittle extended from the tip of his cock to her bottom lip. “Tastes good,” she said.

Logan nodded, smiling. “So I've been told.”

Ceyonne returned her attention to his dick, now wet from her mouth. She slurped up the string of spittle and enveloped his prick again with her lips. Now she started to really suck in earnest.

Moving her head back and forth, she made sure each time she slid his cock into her mouth, more of it went in. From time to time she twisted her grip on his shaft slightly.

The room filled with her wet slurping sucking noise her mouth made with his fat cock inside it.

Soon Logan started to move his hips with the motion of her head, and she could tell that soon he would cum in her mouth. She was so hungry for it!

“General boarding for passengers Elite Air Flight 111.” Came Mila's voice over the PA system.

Even over the sound of her sucking Logan's cock, she could tell Mila had a 'hurry up in there' tone to her voice.

Ceyonne switched into overdrive. Sliding her hot wet mouth up and down as much of the length of his dick as she could manage.

Logan now had a white knuckle grip on the edge of the table. He breathing was fast and heavy.

She knew he was going to pop. Faster and faster she sucked.

“Final boarding call for Elite Air 111,” Mila called. She actually sounded a little worried.

Suddenly, Logan grabbed the back of Ceyonne's head. “Ah, fuck!” he cried, and started to ram his cock into her throat. Even over her gagging, Ceyonne kept sucking. She'd be damned if she would stop now. He was fucking her throat!

Then, Logan came. He moaned loudly. From deep within her hot wet mouth Ceyonne felt a hot gush of cum explode from his prick. It shot against the back of her throat. 

She kept sucking, only slowing a little bit. She looked up at Logan who's eyes were closed, and mouth open with pleasure as he spasmed his hips as he shot his full load into her hungry mouth.

Ceyonne felt the pulsating jets of his hot sperm fill her mouth, clog her throat, and slide down it.

Logan slowed, then stopped. His eyes rolled into the back of his head, and he seemed on the verge of passing out.

Perfect.

When he had shot his very last drop, Ceyonne gave his white cock a few quick sucks to get the last of it out of him.

She finally took his fat dick out of her mouth. Cum glazed her lips, and she had a little on her chin. She swallowed loudly.

She licked her lips. “Looks okay to me. I think the danger it presented has past.”

Logan could only chuckle.

“Final, FINAL boarding call for flight 111. Would all staff please report to the gate immediately.” Mila was now in full concern mode.

Ceyonne kissed the tip of his prick one last time. “We have to go now sir. Inspection is complete.”

Logan laughed, but did not have to be told twice.

He eased his wet, cum slick cock into his underwear as he pulled up his pants.

Ceyonne stood. Wiped her chin with her fingers and licked any tasty drops of his cum that remained.

She then straightened her uniform, and went over to the door and opened it.

Logan grinned at her as he grabbed his carry on bag and jacket.

As he hurried past her she said, “See you on board.”

“I hope so,” he said with a very satisfied smile.

Out in the concourse, they both walked quickly to the gate. Mila was the only one there. No other passengers remained.

Mila checked Logan through and he quickly moved off down the tunnel to the plane.

Ceyonne came up to Mila, who was beside herself with excitement.

Mila said, “That was cutting it close.” 

She cut Ceyonne off when she started to speak. “Tell me later, we have to run, girl!”

They did, running down to the plane and inside. They ignored the annoyed looks they both received from the other flight staff.

Soon, everything was back on schedule and the plane took off.

After being in the air for a while Ceyonne tried to find where Logan was sitting but couldn't.

“Where the heck did that monster cock get off to?” she asked Mila during a lull between helping passengers settle in. They were resting in the stewardess' nook where they arrange the drink cart.

“He's in my section, at the back near the kitchen,” Mila said.

Peeking the curtain and looking out over where the passengers were sitting, Ceyonne found the tasty cum slinger sitting idly in his seat, reading a magazine. Unlike normal airlines, Elite Air did not have rows of seats, just a large designated section with a pair of seats together. Almost like a luxury living room but on a plane.

She found it hard to believe that just a short while ago she was sucking that sexy man dry.

Mila grinned at her. “Well, what the hell happened? You were in there forever. I thought the pilot would send security out looking for you.”

Ceyonne smiled, playing coy. “Oh, I was guzzling his cum by the bucket load.”

Both girls burst into laughter, but hushed themselves so as to not disturb the nearby passengers.

“And?” Mila asked.

“And what?”

“Anything else happen?”

“I wish. No, there was no time.”

“You were sucking down that giant cock the entire time? Impressive.”

Ceyonne arched an eyebrow. “Not as impressive as his dick is. My, my, my.”

Mila shook her head in awe. “I wish it was me. But I've never had the courage for anything close to being in public.”

“Let's switch sections,” Ceyonne said.

“Really?” said Mila.

“Do you even have to ask?”

Mila giggled. “My section is your section. And so is he.”

Just then, the night time notice bell pleasantly sounded. Both girls went about their business helping passengers settle in for the night. The lights went off in most of the plane except for a few passengers who just couldn't sleep.

Ceyonne noticed that Logan was still reading. She sauntered over.

He had obviously been waiting for her because he looked up at her approach long before she was standing next to him.

“How are things, sir?”

“Pleasantly secure, thank you,” Logan said, smiling.

Ceyonne chuckled. “Will you be turning in for the night?”

“Not just yet. I'm replaying recent events over in my mind. Can't really sleep. If you know what I mean,” he said, looking at her intently.

Ceyonne felt herself getting wet just listening to his voice. The image and feel of his big dick ramming the back of her throat popped in her mind.

“At least let me help you with those pillows, sir,” Ceyonne said.

She leaned across him to the empty seat next to him. She fumbled with a pillow that was in it, but she was making sure her breasts were right in Logan's face. She put one hand down onto his groin, and gently grabbed his cock. It felt like she got his balls in her grip, too.

Logan, smiling pretended not to notice and turned his head slightly to give her room. He grunted slightly as she squeezed his package for emphasis.

As she leaned back, again, she released his dick and made sure her full curvy bust grazed across his nose.

“There we go,” she said, placing the pillow behind his head. “All better now.”

“Thank you, ma'am,” he said.

“My pleasure,” she said. The words dripped with innuendo. She slowly walked away from him, swaying her hips as suggestively as she could.

Back in the stewardess nook Ceyonne grabbed Mila with barely repressed excitement.

“I wanna fuck him,” she said gleefully.

Mila gave a rueful grin. “Well, duh. That's more than a little obvious, don't you think?”

Ceyonne shook her head. “No, I mean here.”

Mila's eyes widened. She'd been doing that a lot over the last few hours. “Here? On the plane?” Mila said.

Ceyonne pulled Mila in close and whispered, “He'll be my first.”

“Wow,” Mila said. “And such a big cock, too. Lucky girl.” She looked concerned. “But where could you do it? Bathrooms are too damn small and you really wouldn't have much time in them.”

Ceyonne gave it a good think, too. Then she said. “What about the upper luggage compartment in the back? Is it full up?”

Mila brightened. “Nope! Probably only a quarter full with this flight. Plenty of room to get things done without any unwanted hindrance. And you can lock it from the inside, too. So no one can walk in on you. I think that would be the perfect place!”

Both girls giggled, charged up by the excitement of it all.

“Okay, now I have a plan to get my cherry popped thousands of feet in the air. This is a great job!”

They laughed again.

After a few moments to compose herself, Ceyonne exited the nook and slowly walked down the plane toward Logan. She pretended she was looking for any other passengers who might need assistance.

When she got next to him, she glanced around. There weren't any other passengers nearby, other than the ones that were already asleep in their on private sections.

She leaned in close to him.

“Sir
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