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The Airport

My tiny black hand grasps the white handle of
my travel luggage as I stand in front of the business lounge of the
airport. My heart is beating so fast that I am afraid it will jump
out of my chest. I look inside and see countless older white men in
business suits typing on their laptops and talking on their phones
and wonder which one of them is my new Daddy.

We met on a website that is like Tinder for
Sugar Daddies and Sugar Babies. It was my first time and I really
didn’t know what I was doing, so I just put up some pictures from
the beach and waited. At first, I got messages offering me money
for sex, but I just wasn’t ready to stoop that low, even despite my
desperate financial situation.

And then He messaged me. Daddy said that his
name is Richard and offered to pay me for chatting with him on this
website. Just like that, no strings attached. And so we exchanged
messages for weeks, and every week I would just see more and more
money on my account. And it wasn’t really that bad – he was polite
and respectful. And even more – he was educated and funny and in
the end I was really looking forward to our little chats.

But of course, there is the catch – there
always is. I don’t know how he looks like. I know that he is older
than me (which is kind of obvious, since there are very few rich
people under twenty-one) and that he is white, but that’s it. At
first, I was too shy to ask. Then, I tried hinting at it in various
ways, but he just ignored all my attempts. And when I finally got
the courage to ask him directly, he proposed to meet in person.

And not only to meet, but actually to travel
together to a small tropical island in the Caribbean. Of course, he
pays for everything and I receive compensation for my time, but… I
just can’t see any other reason for him hiding his appearance
unless he is old, fat and ugly. And the thing is, I am no idiot – I
know that most Sugar Daddies are old, fat and ugly, and I am ready
for that. Well, at least I think I am. But with Richard, it is
different… I really like him as a person, even though I barely know
anything about him. His wit, his experience, his empathetic manners
that could suddenly switch to healthy sarcasm in a second made me
giggle like a student who was in love with a teacher and laughed at
his stupid jokes.

His mind excited me and while I am not one of
these women who say that the brain is the sexiest part of a man’s
body, I must confess that the combination of mystery and subtle
flirting made me rub myself off during our chats more than once.
And while I never had a white fetish, I just couldn’t help but
wonder what it would feel like to get fucked by a white man.

I know that I am probably just deluding
myself, but I really feel that there is a little bit more behind
this than just a monetary transaction. And even though I will
probably be disappointed, I am just so curious to see how he really
looks like.

I take a deep breath and step towards the
counter. The skinny white guy looks at me, sees a young black girl
in a simple skirt and blouse, and looks back at his tablet.

Typical.

I pull the ticket out of my back pocket and
try to attract his attention.

“I am sorry.”

He looks at me again, and this time his eyes
stop at the curves of my hips and the bulging hills of my breasts,
completely ignoring my ticket.

Fucking typical.

“Miss, this is a lounge for business class
travelers, you can wait elsewhere.”

I am usually not mad at these people, but I
am so nervous that I feel my blood boil in my veins… only to
immediately calm down when I hear a low masculine voice from behind
me.

“This lady is with me and she will wait
inside.”

I feel his scent before I see him. A fresh
masculine scent, dominating and invigorating, it screamed money. I
already know that it is Daddy. Now, I just need to turn my head and
take a look at him. I want to and don’t want to do it at the same
time. I feel blood rushing to my head and the sound of my heartbeat
pushes out the sounds of the outside world. Somewhere far away the
skinny white clerk is apologizing while I turn my head as if in
slow motion to look at Daddy’s face and see white…

… I see the white fabric of his shirt,
tightly draping his muscular chest. The man next to me is way
higher than me and I already feel enveloped by his wide frame even
without our bodies touching each other. I don’t have time to think
about what I see. There is no going back anymore and I just have to
see his face.

I look up. Daddy is smiling.

My eyes jump from his square jaw to little
wrinkles around his hunter's eyes, from his wide cheekbones to the
occasional streak of silver in his hair.

I forget to breathe.

“Nia, I presume?”

Just fuck me right here, please.

“Y-, yes. Richard?”

“It is nice to meet you. I hope that this
little misunderstanding will not influence our first
impressions.”

I want to see the impression of your white
dick between my brown tits!

“Yes… I mean, it is nice to meet you
too.”

“Let me help you with that.”

I feel Daddy's palm on my hand that is
holding the handle of the luggage and his electric touch makes me
look down. My tiny black hand looks so good when enveloped by his
white flesh. It feels so good to be touched by him. To stand next
to him. To smell his perfume. To hear his voice…

“Are you ok?”

His question brings me out of the trance of
desire and I smile nervously and look away… only to feel his
powerful hand on my chin, as he turns my face towards him. Daddy’s
eyes pierce my soul.

“You have a very beautiful smile, Nia. I want
you to smile more often.”

An electric current of tingly sexual energy
runs between my face and my hand, the two places where Richard
touches me, closing the circuit of passion. I can’t help but smile
even wider and I see him smiling back.

“Sir, please allow me to apologize again,
please allow me to…”

The trembling voice of this pathetic lackey
causes Daddy to break eye contact with me and I feel like punching
the clerk in the face. I don’t care about him being racist, but I
hate how small and feeble he is in comparison with Daddy. And I
still can’t believe that it is actually him. But if it is a prank,
the man in front of me still has my ebony body and my bright soul
in his grasp and I want to enjoy it while it lasts.

We walk through the entrance and get seated
in the VIP lounge.

“Isn’t it weird that a VIP lounge has its own
VIP lounge?”

Yes, this is definitely the man that I met
online, my Daddy! I giggle and try to think of a funny reply, but
it turns out that it is way easier to do it online. I just stare at
him like an idiot while he orders two glasses of water for us. It
feels so surreal.

I am an attractive girl and pretty much every
Tyrone and Jamal that I ever met tried to hit on me. I fucked some
very hot guys, who turned out to be disappointing in bed and boring
outside of the bedroom. I watched movies and read stories and
always wondered if men like that really exist? Strong and smart,
protective without being possessive, funny without being goofy,
attractive without being narcissist… I always wondered if things
could be different if my biological father stayed with us instead
of leaving when I was two years old. Maybe having a male role model
while growing up would make me have realistic expectations.

But it doesn’t matter now. The man in front
of me has a perfect body and a perfect soul and it is funny that I
met him on the website where decent men are not supposed to be…

FUCK

I hate myself for breaking the illusion! I
never felt this way before and it is all that matters for now!
Everything else is not important. And I know that it will come up
sooner or later, but I don’t want to think about it NOW.

Now, I drown in Daddy’s eyes, dissolve in his
masculine voice and dream about his white athletic body.



The Airplane

“Dear passengers, this is the captain of the
aircraft speaking, the boarding is finished and we are proceeding
for takeoff. Please follow the instructions of the flight crew and
I wish you a pleasant flight.”

On the word “pleasant”, we simultaneously
look at each other and smile. We are sitting on the two seats on
the right side of the plane in the business class area. It is a
domestic flight, the first of three, so it is a relatively small
plane, built for two or three hours of flight, and thus it has only
four seats in each row, two on both sides of the central
walkway.

The plane starts moving and we instinctively
grasp each other’s hands. I am a little bit afraid of flying, and
during one of our chats Richard confessed that he gets a little
anxious too, and we joked about how sex would be a great remedy for
that.

We didn’t spend a lot of time at the business
lounge before they announced boarding, and most of the time I just
stared at him and smiled. He was his usual smart and funny self –
and it feels weird to think about him as if I had known him for
ages. It is our first real meeting, but Richard acts and talks just
like I imagined he would, and he looks even better than I dared to
hope.

We briefly spoke about flight anxiety, and I
remembered our joke about sex
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