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Black Coffee

“How can I help you-”

I turn to face my next client and see a
perfect torso draped in an expensive white shirt. I don’t know a
single thing about textiles or tailoring but it just screams
money.

“-sir.”

Bulging chest muscles and cannonball
shoulders make him look like a wall of manly flesh and I feel a
light tingle in my lower belly.

“Miss?”

His voice is somehow deep, velvety and
slightly raspy at the same time and I can’t help but imagine how my
name would sound on his lips as he fucks me.

“Are you alright?”

I think that I most certainly am and then I
realize that I am still at work in a coffee shop, he is my client
and I have been staring at his body for at least ten seconds
already.

“Uhm, yes, I’m sorry, sir.”

I raise my eyes to meet his and regret the
decision. The piercing cold of his eyes and the dreamy sharpness of
his facial features make my heart skip a beat.

“Coffee. Black. To go.”

It sounds like an order and my body obeys.
Usually, when older white men try to order me around I just roll my
eyes and put minimal effort, but not this time. My hands work like
a perfect machine and I feel his stare on my back as I work as fast
as a human being possibly can, because the sooner I finish, the
sooner I get to see him again.

Finally I put a lid on his cup and turn
around to face him.

“What’s taking so long, hurry up you
worthless slacker!”

I barely see the little man behind my new
favorite customer’s wide back, but his voice sounds as nasty as he
looks. I am used to insults by now, but I am not at all used to
what happens next.

My favorite client slowly and calmly turns
around to face the little man, towering above him. The little man
instinctively lowers his gaze and takes a step back, bumping into
the person behind him.

“I believe she does a good job and your
comment is uncalled for. Apologize.”

His voice is calm but stern and everyone in
the room now stares at the scene. The little man looks lost at
first, but then takes a look around and realizes that there are a
lot of people in the café and he thinks is safe because it is a
public place.

“Take a walk buddy, what’s your problem?”

The little man tries to sound tough, but his
shifty eyes betray him. Then, a huge palm lands on his shoulder and
he freezes.

“Apologize. Now.”

I can see beads of sweat appearing on the
little man’s forehead. I can also see my customer’s perfect ass
tightly draped in the expensive fabric of his trousers.

“Uhm, well, I suppose I was out of line, sir,
I am sorry, sir.”

“Apologize to her.”

“I a-, I am truly sorry, miss.”

Without saying a word, my customer turns
around and takes his cup of coffee from my hand. For a single
moment his fingers brush against mine and it feels like there is an
electric spark running through my body.

He puts a ten-dollar bill on the counter.

“Keep the change.”

As he is about to turn away and leave
something clicks in my head.

“Sir, I am afraid that I cannot accept that,
we have a strict no-tip policy. Please wait a second.”

This is bullshit, of course, and the
half-full tip jar standing on the counter is a testament to the
ridiculousness of my statement but I don’t care. I quickly pull a
five-dollar bill from the cashbox and write my name and phone
number on it.

My heart beats so fast as I hand him
Lincoln’s portrait with my scribblings written across his face. He
takes it and our bodies touch again and the electricity feels even
more intense.

He smirks when he sees my additions to the
five-dollar bill.

“See you later, Akua.”


 White Cock

I spend the rest of my shift nervously
checking my phone every two minutes. Of course I don’t expect him
to message me straight away, but I just can’t control myself.

I have never met men like him before. Men who
looked like him, acted like him, men who made me feel anxious even
thinking about them. Even before I moved to America most of the men
I knew were just average, just guys getting by.

No strength, no ambition, no desire.

And then this man protects my dignity for no
reason and tries to walk away like he expects nothing in
return.

I hear the door to the staff room open behind
me and my colleague Clara, a white hipster girl with about a dozen
of nose rings of various diameters, pulls me out of my
thoughts.

“Sorry I’m late, Akua, I’ll make it up to
you, I promise.”

“It’s ok Clara, are you ready to take
over?”

“Sure!”

“Ok, I’ve counted the cash and sent the
report to the manager.”

“Great, thanks! Have a safe ride home! And on
the way check out the moron who parked his limo right in front of
the building, I bet he is an old rich white geezer who is looking
for a sugar baby. Fucking white people, am I right or am I
right?”

I smile politely and leave the shop. The
white limo in front of the building is indeed huge and polished to
a shine. As soon as I step on the pavement the door opens and I see
him.

My new favorite customer gets out of the
backseat and makes a couple of steps toward me. For the second time
today I see his perfect chest right in front of me as he towers
above my little body.

“It is nice to see you again, Akua. I am an
old-fashioned man and prefer live conversation to texting, so I
thought I will give you a ride home. Also, I am afraid I forgot
about my manners and didn’t introduce myself.”

He extends his hand and I put my palm into
his. He shakes it gently, but firmly and once again I feel the
sparks as my skin touches his.

“My name is Chris. It is very nice to meet
you, Akua.”

The invigorating scent of his perfume fills
my nostrils with desire and I freeze for a moment before realizing
that I probably need to say something.

“It-, it is nice to meet you too, Chris.”

He smiles, just a little bit with his lips
and my heart melts.

“Please, Akua, let me give you a ride
home.”

Without waiting for an answer he gently pulls
me towards the limo and I just follow as my body turns to putty in
his hands. He holds the door for me like a gentleman and before it
closes I see Clara’s bewildered stare from behind the shop
window.

Chris walks around the limo to get in from
the other side and I have time to take a look around. White
leather, mahogany wood and expensive-looking glass panels create
the illusion of a luxurious mansion inside the limo. The backseat
is literally a super comfortable couch and an even larger couch is
on the other side of the car. The driver’s cabin is fully separated
from the passenger area by a huge LED screen that serves as the
only source of lighting.

Chris gets in the limo from the other side
and sits next to me.

Not too close and not close enough.

“Where do you want to go?”

“Em, home?”

He waits for a few seconds and smiles.

“Mine?”

And then I get it.

“Oh no, sorry, it’s Monument Street!”

Still smiling, Chris pushes a button on the
ceiling.

“Walter, please deliver us to Monument
Street.”

The voice from the hidden intercom answers
with acknowledgment and there is silence again as the limo slowly
begins moving.

“Monument Street is quite a distance away
from here, I think it will take us roughly half an hour or so in
this traffic. It seems that we have some time to kill. What do you
suggest we do, Akua?”

I feel blood rushing to my head. He doesn’t
suggest what I think he does? Wait, why am I even thinking about
this?

“I, I don’t know…”

He smiles again and shivers run down my
spine.

“Well, I have an idea. Let’s solve the
mystery of your beautiful name. Akua… does it have to do anything
with water?”

“Ehm, not really… it means… promise you won’t
laugh!”

“Why would I?”

“Akua means that I was born on a
Wednesday.”

He looks at me squinting ever so slightly for
a second and then smiles again. I wish he wouldn’t because every
time he does I feel goosebumps all over my body.

“This is very convenient, isn’t it? Where are
you from?”

“Ghana.”

Usually I don’t feel comfortable telling
people that I am an immigrant, but it is hard to think straight
when his body is so close to mine.

“I was born on a beautiful Saturday night,
what is my name in your language?”

“Kwame.”

He smiles again and leans closer to me. Only
a couple of inches of air and several layers of thin fabric
separates my body from his and the thought of that drives me
insane.

“Kwa-me. I like that. Maybe I should use it
as a name for one of my companies.”

“M-maybe that’s not a good idea… I mean, I am
sorry, I can’t tell you what to do…”

Suddenly, his fingers touch my chin and he
turns my head towards him and looks me in the eyes.

“It’s ok, Akua. Please tell me why do you
think this is not a good idea.”

All I can think about is how good it feels to
be guided by his hand.

“Kwame is also the name of a god, the
Creator. He created himself on a Saturday, so his name is also
Kwame.”

He releases my chin and I hold myself back
from leaning onto him.

“It is interesting, and you are absolutely
right, Akua. It is indeed a terrible idea to name a company after a
religious figure.”

He leans even closer to me and I can’t help
but stare at his lips, thinking about their taste.

“It seems that you have saved me from a bad
business decision. Is there any way I can repay you?”

I involuntarily imagine several ways he could
repay me and all of them seem too good to be true. Suddenly I
realize that I am all wet below and automatically cross my
legs.

“No, I mean, thanks, you did so much already.
You are giving me a lift and you dealt with that asshole at the
café…”

“Modesty, how refreshing.”

He leans in ever closer and I am afraid to
breathe.

“Modesty is a sign of a true lady.”

Suddenly, he takes my hand and brings it to
his lips. I feel as if I am electrocuted as his lips touch my skin.
My tiny ebony palm drowns in his huge white hand and he indeed
looks like a prince in his impeccable suit amid all this luxury
around us.

“But I insist, there must be something I can
do for you, Akua?”

He still holds my hand close to
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