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Chapter 1: Ah, Paris
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Arielle was my introduction to Europe. And the experience set the tone for that whole summer before my senior year at college. I had just turned twenty-two in May and had managed to keep a four-point-oh average in all my classes. And I had done that in spite of the fact that I played center for the Fordham basketball team, led the team to a championship, and still dated (and laid) a string of fine, blonde, young women, all eager to experience what made a black man superior in all ways.

My wonderful Aunt Beulah, who had been a great success academically and professionally decided to reward me for the first two accomplishments. If she knew about all the women, I’ll never know. I don’t think it would have changed a thing. The reward would be a summer-long tour of the great cities of Europe. It would be a great opportunity for me to see something of the world and get out of the Bronx for a while.

My first stop was Paris. And things started looking up as soon as I stepped onto the plane. For that was where I met Arielle.

The plane was not totally full and it was not too difficult to get my seat. Fortunately, I had an aisle seat. That’s usually better for me because of my height. When I sat, the window seat was still empty. I hoped it would remain so so I could stretch out a bit more.

Just as I was getting used to the idea and just as the flight attendants were getting ready to button up the plane, another figure hurried down the aisle. As they got closer, I saw a gorgeous, slender blonde pushing a carry-on in front of her. As she got closer, I could see she was bare legged and wore loose, fashionable shorts and an elegant blouse that, though loose-fitting somehow did not hide her figure - which was very sexy. As she pushed, her eyes flitted to the seat numbers above the rows.

And she stopped right next to me.

I looked up at her. She looked down at me. And that was the last time she would be able to do that until we were cuddled up in her flat in the Marais the next day.

But that was later. At that moment, we looked at each other. It was just a second, but it felt like much, much longer. Her face... how can I adequately describe her face? Nothing I can say will do it justice. If that had been the only moment I ever saw her and our paths never crossed until thirty years from now, I would know Arielle’s face.

Her face was oval with high cheekbones. The nose was pert and slightly upturned. Her lips were red, her eyes wide and green. Her skin was flawless. Her hair was honey, drawn back in a tight tail that exposed the delicate seashells of her ears. 

“Excusez moi,” she said, after that eternal second. “I believe that is my seat.” And she pointed to the window seat next to me with a long and lovely finger tipped with a perfect, crimson nail.

“Absolutely,” I said, apropos of nothing. I staggered out of the seat. “Can I help you with your bag?”

She smiled, somehow making the cabin that much brighter. “S’il vous plais.”

Fortunately there was still space enough in the overhead bin across from our seats. I lifted the bag and easily slid into place between two others. I turned back to her. “There you go.”

“Merci,” she replied. As she turned to slide into her seat, her gaze fell to my waist. Her eyes widened a little. “C’est tellement gros,” she whispered. She glanced up at my face again with a small smile, then sat in her set, buckled and stared out the window.

I glanced down and felt my cheeks get hot. I was wearing sweats to be comfortable on the flight. And my dick had grown enough at the sight of this lovely woman to make a fairly obvious tent.

I sat and buckled myself in. I hoped I would not embarrass myself again on the flight. Turned out I did not have to worry about embarrassment but I did have to keep an eye out for the flight attendants for what happened later.

In the meantime, as the plane was pushed back, my eyes kept drifting back to this gorgeous babe’s lovely, well-toned, and lightly tanned legs. Of course, I could not help wondering what color her pubes were, or how wet she might get. I did not know yet that I would soon have an answer to both questions. I tried not to think such thoughts. And I wished my hard-on would go away. I grasped it through my clothes and shifted it so it would not be so damned obvious - one of the many problems of having a huge cock!

I felt my cheeks burn anew when I saw her glance at my lap while I re-positioned my package. Nice going, Tysheem, I thought. Now she’ll think you’re a fucking pervert.

And with such thoughts, I fumed at myself and stole glances at my companion as the plane taxied to the runway. I gripped the armrests and pointedly looked anywhere but at her as the engines roared and the plane accelerated.

Imagine my surprise when I felt her hand on mine as the plane tilted up and soared into the night sky over Jamaica Bay!  
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Chapter 2: In Flight
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As the wide-bodied liner rotated off the runway, the only thing I could feel was this woman’s hand on mine. I was pleasantly shocked. No, I was blown away. I mean, the woman was stunning, drop-dead gorgeous. And women like her are not usually taught to trust large, black men they’ve only just met! But her hand was in mine. It was a soft, and small hand. Its whiteness contrasted with my blackness. And, as always with white women, I had an enormous woody! 

You see, that’s my fetish. I love white women. I love the color of their skin. I love the luscious, pale pink of their pussies. I especially love seeing their lovely, pink holes stretched wide when impaled on my thick and long, and very dark prick. Of course, just the sight of her had made me hard as she came to my seat and asked my help with her bag. Now, she had grasped my hand for comfort. 

I couldn’t help but wonder if there was something else she wanted to grasp. 

I squeezed her hand gently. Her eyes, which had been shut tight against the plane’s movement, opened, revealing those lovely, green eyes. “I’m sorry,” she muttered in a lilting accent. “I can never be happy when the plane takes off.”

”It’s okay,” I replied. “We all have needs. Just happy to help.”

She smiled. Radiant. “Thank you... uh...”

”Tysheem,” I said. 

“Tysheem.” And since she already had it in her grasp, she shook my hand. “Thank you, Tysheem. I’m Arielle.”

”Very pleased to meet you, Arielle.” And I was. I think now is a good time to describe this amazing beauty. Although she was not tall, she was perfectly proportioned. She had perky tits that made themselves know, even through the loose blouse she wore. Her hips were pleasantly wide for her size. Her legs, well, damn! They were long and lean. Obviously she played sports — either running or tennis. Lovely, lightly tanned, and I ached to have them draped over my shoulders. Her pretty feet, with lovely painted nails were supported by CFM sandals. Likewise, her arms were lean and toned and tanned. They ended in petite hands which I already knew were soft and warm. Her nails, crimson painted, were stylish. In my mind's eye, I could already see those lovely hands wrapped around my dick, which maintained an uncomfortable yet familiar pressure in my shorts. 

I wanted to adjust myself, but...

Her face was that of a Helen. I could imagine fighting someone over her smile. Lovely oval framed by red-gold hair. Wide, green eyes. A pert, slightly upturned nose between them. Soft, high cheeks. Deep, coral lips I just ached to see pressed against my dark shaft. I had to lean forward a little to hide my hard-on 

“Thank you, Tysheem,” she said. “It is silly of me, but take offs are always frightening to me.”

”Not silly at all,” I said. “Everyone has something about flying they don’t like. Me? I hate turbulence.”

She laughed. “You are so right.”

And, after a lingering glance into each other’s eyes, we settled back in our seats while the plane climbed over the ocean. I kept stealing g glances at this lovely woman seated next to me. Arielle leaned on her armrest and stared out over the darkening sea. 

I kept looking at her. 

I mentioned that she was beautiful. That was certainly the truth. And she carried it in such a wonderfully casual way. You just knew that she took no special products or processes to look that way. Her clothes were tastefully casual even as they were revealing. Her loose blouse had slipped down over one shoulder. I could see her golden, tanned skin, smooth and flawless. There was no tan line there nor strap so I knew she wore no bra. In my imagination, I almost felt the warm weight of her tits in my hands.

Her legs were magnificent. My eyes kept following their lean, athletic curves up to where they disappeared into her loose shorts. Of course I imagined how her pussy looked. How it smelled. I imagined my big thick member stretching her pink hole wide open...

I had to adjust my shorts again to keep that tent from being too obvious. 

Well, the flight went on. As soon as the liner reached cruising altitude, the seat belt light went off. The flight attendants wheeled the
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