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 Emily pushed open the door to the gym and stripped off her bright pink hoodie. She was sexy and she knew it. Her bright blue sports bra barely managed to keep her massive round breasts from spilling over indecently. Her black yoga pants seemed painted on her long, shapely legs and hugged her plump, round ass nearly tight enough to keep her rump from jiggling as she walked. Nearly, but not quite. She flipped her long blonde hair over her shoulder and smiled at the clerk, a buff young man who always seemed to forget how to speak clearly when she came to the gym.  
 
    "Hello?" she called, her round little nose wrinkling and her plump lips twisting into a frown. The clerk had his back to her, and instead of blushing and stammering at her, he was staring back into the gym by the free weights. There seemed to be a small crowd gathered, most of the people in the gym, in fact, all in a cluster watching something over by the free weights. That wouldn't do. All eyes should be on her! 
 
    "Oh, sorry Miss Emily," the handsome man mumbled as he reluctantly turned back to face her. His dark eyes flitted up and down over her body. She was tall and lean, but had the ass and tits of a porn star. All natural too. She'd graduated high school a gawky skinny tomboy and started college the next autumn as a blonde bombshell. Puberty had come all at once, and with a vengeance. She'd spent the next two years improving her skills with make up and learning about fashion, as well as keeping her body toned, tanned, and fit. She may have once been the ugly duckling, but now that she was a swan she had no intention of ever going back! 
 
    "Thanks, Pete," she smiled, big and bright. It never failed her. The young man blushed redder than his tight polo shirt. "I'll just be doing some spin tonight. It's cardio day." 
 
    "Cool! Here's your locker room key!" he handed her the little key on it's orange plastic ring. She almost stamped her foot in frustration. No sooner had he handed it over than he turned back to resume watching the goings on over by the weights.  
 
    "What's going on over there?" she asked peevishly. 
 
    "Oh, a new guy joined the gym," Pete said absently.  
 
    "Yeah, so? What makes him so darn special?" 
 
    "What?" Pete blushed again. "Well, we don't get too many guys like him," he mumbled. 
 
    "I don't know what your'e talking about, but I'm going to see this for myself!" She dropped her bag and her hoodie by the desk and stomped further into the gym. She was the hottest woman at the gym, by God! Some man wasn't going to steal all the attention that was rightly hers! 
 
    "Damn, look at him go!" one of the muscle-bound body builders said, his husky voice filled with awe. Emily nudged him in his brawny shoulder and he moved aside absently, his eyes still fixed on the enormous man before him.  
 
    He was a big man, and handsome, Emily supposed, for a black man. They really weren't her taste. He lay back on the weight bench with a hulking Latino man poised behind his head to spot him. Sweat sheathed his muscular, ebony body barely covered by a tight lycra shorts. He huffed and grunted as he worked the barbell up and down at a furious pace.  
 
    "What's the big deal?" Emily snorted. The guy was lifting that much more than Emily could handle herself, but he was a man after all. He was setting a furious pace. 
 
    "You're kidding, right?" the slab of beefcake beside her chuckled. "He's been going at it like this for ten minutes straight." 
 
    "Bullshit!" Emily chewed her bottom lip. That kind of endurance was certainly impressive, if true. She took a closer look at the huge black man, and nearly gasped out loud. Once glance at his tight black shorts was enough for Emily to realize he was pretty special after all. An enormous bulge sat high and tight between his glistening dark things, stretching out the black material of his shorts. It would take a truly over-sized cock and balls made a bulge like that. She'd heard black guys were bigger than other men, but she had no idea they were THAT much bigger. The gym was in a white bread suburb of a white bread city in a white bread state.  
 
    "Damn this guys is amazing," the body builder grunted with a shake of his head. "I wonder if he needs a work out partner?" 
 
    "Yeah," Emily frowned. The gym gets its first black member and everyone was treating him like a celebrity. She should have been satisfied, after all it, it wasn't as if a new, hotter woman had showed up to knock Emily off her little throne. She didn't have any interest in dating anyone other than men just as uptight and conservatively white as herself. Yet, just like everyone else standing and watching, the blonde felt drawn to the big man. She stayed rooted to the spot, her blue eyes fixed on that impressive body and enormous bulge until, at last, the big black guy grew tired of the work out. 
 
    "That's enough for now," he said, his voice deep, but his tone surprisingly easy-going. The brute behind him helped ease the barbell into its holder and the black guy sat up. He heaved a huge sigh before taking a towel and wiping his rippling brown muscles dry. 
 
    "You need me to spot you, amigo, just ask," the latino man behind him noted. 
 
    "Thanks," he winked up at him before standing and stretching like panther. His dark eyes scanned the small crowd of people around him. Most nodded and smiled, but quickly began to disperse. Emily should have done the same, but instead, she took a step closer. The new guy was only a few inches taller than her five-nine. His dark hair was cut short, and Emily could see that each of his muscles were perfectly proportioned. He knew how to build his body, she would give him that. The black man gave her a knowing look as the blonde approached. 
 
    "Hi," was all Emily could think to say. 
 
    "I didn't see you before. Did you catch much of the show?" he smirked. 
 
    "Uh, just the tail end," Emily blushed.  
 
    "I'm Marcus," he offered a hand, big and strong and wearing fingerless lifting gloves. Emily took it, surprised at the suppleness of his firm grip. 
 
    "You're not a regular," Emily started. Staring into Marcus's dark brown eyes, she felt her body begin to respond. She felt hot and flush. She could feel her nipples stiffen under her sports bra. 
 
    "Nope, usually just jog at the park or lift weights at home," Marcus shrugged. "But I don't know, I kind of felt like showing off tonight." 
 
    "You have really good stamina," Emily whispered, and finally released the young black man's hand.  
 
      
 
    "Oh, yeah? You know us black guys, we like to stay a step ahed," Marcus said casually, but he straightened even so, clearly quite proud of herself. "Stamina is kind of our forte too. I mean, I honestly could go all night, but that kind of workout can get really fucking boring." 
 
    "Gosh, how does anyone keep up with you?" Emily asked with a girlish giggle. She hadn't felt insecure in a long time, and but this imposing well-hung black man was certainly having that effect on her. She felt like an awkward teen all over again.  
 
    "White guys can't keep up," Marcus said flatly. "But some of you white girls can, for a bit. That's why I keep three white girlfriends. Gotta give them time to rest." 
 
    "Bullshit," Emily repeated, though this time her voice was hushed and breathless. She felt a surge of annoyance. This arrogant asshole had three girlfriends, while she'd have been happy with one guy who didn't treat her like a sex toy just because she looked like a porn star. 
 
    "Ha! You want to find out, princess?" he arched a heavy eyebrow as he took a couple of steps back to examine Emily head to toe. Emily shivered under that hot gaze.  
 
    "What? No, I don't think so," she protested, a little to forcefully. 
 
    "Babe, all that means to me isn't you haven't been with a black man yet. Or maybe you're a fucking racist," he shrugged. "Either way, once you have have been with one of us you won't think about white guys ever again. Not sexually anyway!" The big man stepped up and lay his hands on Emily's shoulders. "I promise to give you a better work out than you'll get in here, too." 
 
    "I can't...." 
 
    "Yes you can," he stepped so close that Emily could feel the heat radiating off his big muscular body. 
 
    "I shouldn't..." Emily tried again. 
 
    "You really really should," Marcus corrected her.  
 
    "I won't," the blonde said, her voice shrinking even as she felt her sex heating up from the nearness of the incredibly confident young black man. 
 
    "You will, I think," Marcus nodded, then smiled. "Or not. It's up to you. But what have you got to lose, really?" 
 
    "I don't know." 
 
    "Your virginity, actually. But I have a feeling you won't miss that so much," Marcus said as he took Emily by the hand and led her to the front desk. Emily followed along, biting her lower lip. Her belly fluttered and for a moment she thought of pulling away. She watched the buff man's slim hips sway as she walked ahead of her, pulling her by the hand. She had a view of his tight ass now, but the memory of that bulge still danced before her mind.  
 
    "Give the nice man your locker key," Marcus said as she handed his own over. Pete simply stared at them and held out his hand. Emily's fingers felt numb as she too returned her key. 
 
    "Going home already, Miss Emily?" Pete asked, a shocked look on his face. 
 
    "Yeah, uh, sorta," Emily stammered. 
 
    "She's coming home with me," Marcus said, his voice cool with arrogance. "Don't forget your stuff, babygirl," he pointed at Emily's bag and hoodie.  
 
    "Yeah," Emily scooped up her things. "Where are we going?" 
 
    "To my place. I drive fast, so you'd better keep up!" Marcus said before striding out through the door. Emily fished out her keys with trembling fingers. How had that black dude gotten under her skin so quickly? She paused, leaning against the front door with her forehead pressed against the cool glass. She wasn't one for one night stands. She liked gentlemen who didn't boast. She didn't even know this person!  She heard Marcus start up his motorcycle and hurried out the door. She didn't want to lose him! 
 
    The short drive to Marcus's apartment was just long enough for Emily to snap out of the sexual trance that filled her mind like a haze. Several times she nearly turned away and let the cocky black man drive on without her. She kept reminding herself that she wasn't racist, not really. She just wasn't into black guys. Was she? She'd never even fantasized about them, anyway. Then she'd glance up at the man crouched over the growling engine of his rocket-like motorcycle with his powerful brown arms flexing and Emily's thoughts once again turned to the memories of Marcus's incredible bulge.  
 
    "No way it's really that big," she whispered to herself as she followed the cycle through the city streets. She'd heard black guys were hung. Everyone had. Too much for many woman, some even said. Her mouth watered as she imagined the outline of the thick shaft and hefty balls straining the elastic fabric of those black shorts. Thinking of that cock excited her in ways actually seeing a man's hard cock never quite had managed. Did it make her an awful, shallow slut to be that much more attractied a much larger penis? Maybe it did, but maybe it was natural too. Natural. Primal. Animnal sexual instincts. Emily began to pant. 
 
    "Come on, you can drive faster!" Emily grunted as she stomped on the gas. As if sensing her eagerness, the hunky black man picked up speed, tearing through the suburbs until pulling into his aparment's parking lot. Emily parked beside him and nearly jumped out of her car. 
 
    "I knew you were an eager one!" Marcus grinned as he pulled off his black helmet. He jogged toward the stairs, and Emily raced to follow him. 
 
    "I'm just, curious, that's all!" the blonde huffed as they reached the landing and Marcus unlocked the door.  
 
    "Sure," he nodded. "Hey, curiosity is a powerful thing. Come on in and let's get naked!" 
 
    "Okay," Emily blushed as she followed Marcus inside. She was no floozy to sleep with a guy on the first date, or even the second. Quite the opposite, in fact. She'd grown pretty choosy with men. She wasn't just looking for a cute guy, she was looking for the guy. Dating black guys wasn't even on her radar but there was something about Marcus. Something irresistible. 
 
    "Fuck, you're hot," Marcus said in appreciation. "Hotter than any of my girlfriends. Just don't tell them I said that!" he closed the door behind them and dropped his helmet and keys onto a big easy chair.  
 
    "I won't," Emily gulped. She didn't have time to say much more before Marcus was all over her. He took the blonde in his beefy arms and pulled her into a tight embrace before leaning down and sliding his thick hot tongue deep into Emily's mouth. She was so stunned by the bold move that it was all she could do to stand there and take it for a few moments before regaining her wits. Marcus's lips were incredibly soft and thick, but he kissed with such fierce passion that the blonde melted into his arms.  
 
    His big black hands began to touch her, starting with her lower back and then moving on to explore her tummy, her thighs, and finally her breasts. More than curious herself, Emily mimicked him, shivering at the eroticism of seeing her pale white skin contrasting against his deep mahogany skin. His skin was smooth, and smelled faintly of coco butter. The muscles beneath were iron hard. His body felt amazing to her touch. 
 
    "You're a good kisser, babygirl," Marcus smiled. Emily pulled her tank top over her head and dropped it on the floor. She covered her big breasts shyly for a moment, then slowly lowered her hands. His big dark eyes widened as he gazed down at her naked chest. Even without a bra, they were high, firm, and almost perfectly round. 
 
    "You like?" Emily asked. 
 
    "Do I?" Marcus pulled her close by the waist and lost himself kissing, sucking, and licking Emily's tits, paying extra attention to her long pink nipples. Emily swayed on her feet as Marcus worshipped her breasts, pushing his face between them and covering every curve with kisses.  
 
    "You aren't so different from white guys," the blonde commented with a laugh. "They seem to like 'em too!" 
 
    "Just wait," Marcus shot an irritated glance upward as he knelt. He dug his tongue into Emily's belly button and reached up to roughly pull down her yoga pants, hooking his thick fingers to snatch her thong in the process.  
 
    "Wait, let me get my shoes off!" Emily protested and leaned back against the back of the couch. She kicked off her athletic shoes as Marcus stood and did the same. Emily settled her plump ass against the couch and spread her long legs slightly, showing off her trimmed, blonde little bush and the delicate pink lips below, wearing only bright blue ankle socks. 
 
    "A natural blonde?" Marcus's voice shook with lust. He pulled off her own shoes and shucked off his shorts. Naked save for long black tube socks pulled up over his muscular calves, he put his hands on his hips and let the blonde get a good long look at his big black cock. 
 
    "My God!" Emily gasped, her blue eyes as wide as coasters. To say Marcus was big would be an understatement. Half-hard his cock sprouted from his loins to droop over his stupendous balls in a gentle arcing curve. Already thicker than her wrist, the shaft pulsed along the fat vein running across the top to the mushroom-shaped purple head at the tip. Unlike the mottled look of white cocks, his shaft was a deep shade of brown from the base to just below the head, rippling with thick veins. It was nearly twice as long as any white man's cock Emily had ever had the pleasure of playing with. She stared at it, stunned. 
 
    "I've seen that look before," Marcus chuckled. "Don't worry, women can take it. Turns out your bodies were meant for this kind of size all along. Only you don't know it until you first try black cock. Trust me!" 
 
    "I certainly hope so!" Emily gasped. Her huge tits heaved up and down as she panted in nervous excitement. "Otherwise you're gonna kill me with that thing!" 
 
    "You think?" Marcus took his cock in both hands, wrapping his long dark fingers around it and heaving the great length up. He stroked up and down slowly, and bit by bit the massive shaft grew even more, swelling outward from his body. "I suppose thirteen inches sounds pretty unbelievable and scary to a white girl like you." 
 
    "You're right about that!" Emily nodded, unable to take her eyes off it. 
 
    "Think of it this way. It's just big enough to fuck you to the max. Like max lift days!" Marcus let go of himself, letting his fully hard cock bob before his ebony loins like a weapon. 
 
    "Oh boy," Emily whimpered. 
 
    "Hold on to the couch," Marcus said as he stooped to snatch up Emily's ankles. The blonde nearly tipped over the couch. She spread her arms wide and held on tight as Marcus moved foward, guiding the blonde's long legs around his trim waist. 
 
    "I can't believe this is happening. Or that I want it to!" Emily whispered. Their eyes met, and for a brief moment, Marcus gave her a sympathetic look. 
 
    "This may hurt for a few a couple seconds," was all he said before he guided the tip of his huge dick to Emily's dripping wet sex. They braced themselves, Emily with her death grip on the couch, and Marcus by holding tight to the blonde's curvy hips. He moved forward with a smooth motion, his mighty black cock forcing the petal-like lips to part and spread wider than ever before. 
 
    "Stop! Too thick!" Emily gasped. 
 
    "Really? Come on!" Marcus grunted and held his wrist-thick knob inside her.  
 
    "Give me a second at least!"  
 
    "Fine," Marcus groaned, shaking with obvious desire to thrust even deeper. Emily's pussy felt like it was stretched so much it could rip any second. She closed her eyes and concentrated on the sensation of her pussy twitching around the over-sized invader. The pain had been sharp, but faded quickly, though she wouldn't call it comfortable. 
 
    "Go a little deeper," she said after a time. "But slowly, please?" 
 
    "For now," Marcus said curtly before easing his big body forward. Bit by bit he sank into the woman's grasping wet snatch. Each veiny inch stretched her more and more, sending painful shocks up the blonde's spine. Just over halfway in she felt that ridiculous cock head bottom out inside her, and something amazing happened. 
 
    "Oh my GAWD!" Emily screamed as orgasm took her as suddenly and explosively as a gunshot in the night. She bucked on the couch and almost fell over the back of it. Only Marcus's powerful hands around her waist kept her upright.  
 
    "That's what I was waiting for!" Marcus laughed and pulled back. He jabbed two-thirds of his cock back and forth, the head slamming the back of the screaming woman's pussy each time. 
 
    "More!" Emily screamed, her toes curling in her blue socks as her second orgasm rocked her even before the first had faded from her mind. Marcus certainly obliged, thrusting deeper, forcing her pussy to open up, deep inside, and take that superior black cock. Her womb opened before Marcus's cock head as if giving him a royal welcome. Her normally flat belly swelled and bulged up before her as the black man pushed his mighty cock balls-deep. 
 
    "And here you thought I was all talk!" Marcus laughed. He pulled back all the way, slapping the woman's belly with his messy cock, which somehow seemed even darker and larger for being dripping wet.  It felt as heavy as her own arm! 
 
    "I may have been having a blonde moment!" Emily admitted. She looked down in wonder at the cock that had moments before stretched her out so completely. The size and color contrast was shocking, and erotically beautiful. She wanted more. 
 
    "Are you ready, now?" 
 
    "Yes," Emily nodded.  
 
    "Good," Marcus backed away, his socks sliding on the hardwood floor. "Go and lay down on the couch, on your belly." 
 
    "Okay," Emily nodded. Her legs felt wobbly, and wearing only her own socks, nearly slipped on the floor. She stretched out on the couch, resting her head on her arms and pushing her plump ass upwards. She spread her legs slightly, giving the dark man a good view of her dripping white pussy from behind. 
 
    "Let's just see if you can handle the full BBC workout," Marcus sighed as he settled over top of her.  
 
    "BBC?" Emily giggled, thinking of British TV.  
 
    "Big Black Cock," Marcus snorted. 
 
    "Mmm, yes. That does sound good!" 
 
    The big man fumbled for a moment to position himself just right, bracing his legs against the armrest and planting his hands on either side of Emily's slender shoulders. His muscular rump hung poised in the air for a long moment before he arched his back and drove his cock to the hilt inside Emily's hot pussy once again. 
 
    "Yes!" Emily hissed in pleasure as she felt her body filled nearly to bursting. The sensations were unlike anything she'd ever felt, so unlike sex with toys or with men or when using her own fingers. The size and heat of Marcus's cock was simply beyond compare. 
 
    "I love white pussy," Marcus muttered to himself. He pulled back halfway and thrust again. Then again. Soon he was slamming his athletic body down into Emily's at the same furious, blistering pace he'd used at the gym.  
 
    "You're so rough!" Emily squealed in delight as she came almost immediately. She writhed under him, pushing her soft ass against those hard-pounding loins. Her pussy and womb quivered fitfully around the massive black tube that relentlessly filled them. 
 
    "Haven't even worked up a sweat yet!" Marcus grunted in his usual cocky manner. Amazingly, he only fucked faster, harder. The couch rocked on its legs and slid back and forth across the hardwood floor. Emily screamed and screamed and finally bit into the flesh of her own arm to muffle herself as the black bull of a man fucked her hoarse. 
 
    There seemed to be no slowing him down, let alone stopping him. Faster and faster he fucked, until his toned, flexing ass was a blur of motion and his balls slammed themselves in a rapid steady beat against the backs of her thighs. He would drive recklessly for ten or fifteen minutes at a time before slowing. Each time he did Emily braced herself, ready to feel his undoubtedly huge load fill up her insides. 
 
    "Not done yet!" Marcus would growl through clenched teeth. He only took a moment to catch his breath before the cycle would start all over again. Emily felt the sweat dripping off Marcus's muscled chest to land on her own glistening back. The room felt as hot as a blast furnace. Her head swam. She felt delirious with unending pleasure. 
 
    "Fuck MEEE!" she wailed as an orgasm as strong as a semi trailer rolled over her prostrate body. The pleasure started as intense pressure deep in her belly where her abused uterus clenched tightly at Marcus's thrusting cock, then spread outward in a rush, down to her toes and up to her brain in less than a heartbeat. The rush of sensation overwhelmed her, and she slumped, blacking out. 
 
    "Yes, take it!" Marcus's fierce growl brought Emily to a few seconds later. Her pussy throbbed painfully, raw and sensitive from cumming so hard so many times.  
 
    "Stop! Please, I need a break!" the blonde whined desperately. 
 
    "No fucking way!" Marcus shifted his grip, taking a fistful of Emily's long blonde hair in his black fist and holding it like reins. The harder Emily screamed, the faster Marcus fucked her.  
 
    "GOD!" Emily shouted, pushing up against the unstoppable fucking machine atop her. Her oversensitive pussy filled with sharp pleasure, pleasure so intense she couldn't distinguish it from pain. She tried to wiggle out from under the horny man, but he was far too strong.  
 
    "You're not going anywhere until I'm done with you, you white little slut!" Marcus exulted. Try as she might, Emily's body was too weak, too spent to resist. She fell foward, flopping like a doll as the horny black man savaged her sloppy hot cunt. It seemed to take hours, but finally, after making her scream and cry until tears streaked down Emily's cheeks, Marcus came at last. 
 
    "You asked for it!" he groaned as he pushed down hard against her. His cock swelled inside the blonde, stretching her even more before those bloated black balls loosed their load. Each shot felt hot enough to scald. The thick, heavy cum bloated her womb even more as he pumped what seemed and endless stream of potent seed deep inside her. The excess streamed out of her red, stretched lips, soaking Marcus's balls and pooling on the couch cushions. 
 
    "Jesus, you almost did kill me!" Emily whined as Marcus settled beside her and pulled her soft, curvaceous body into his. 
 
    "Don't complain. You fucking loved it and you know it!" Marcus whispered, and tenderly kissed the back of her neck.  
 
    "I guess you weren't lying about your stamina," Emily forced herself to laugh. She felt like she'd been strapped to one of the gym's more intimidating machines all day and night. Quite a work out indeed! 
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
    Emily promised herself she wouldn't call Marcus. She'd crawled to her car at seven in the morning and driven home in a daze. She hadn't made it to work that day. She'd needed time to soak in a hot bath and let her pussy try to return to normal. It was two days before she felt right again, and she'd put on her sluttiest dress and heels to hit the night clubs. She'd found a willing man easy enough, but as the night drew to a close, she found she just couldn't bring him home. The thought of playing with a normal-sized white dick simply did nothing for her. 
 
    After that, she'd amended her promise and decided to wait a week before calling Marcus. That second promise lasted only a day. It was Saturday night. She was horny. She was confused. More than that, she needed validation. That horse-hung black man had gotten the better of her and she couldn't stand it. 
 
    "Heya Miss Emily!" Pete stuttered as she strutted into the gym. 
 
    "Hi there!" Emily leaned over the counter, giving the young man a good view of her cleavage, this time displayed in her tiny gray sports bra. 
 
    "Need your key?" 
 
    "Maybe, is that new guy Marcus here tonight?" she blushed as she asked it. She was hot and made men eat out of her hand! Only she didn't feel like doing that. She felt like begging for more of Marcus's wonderful black cock. Begging like a wanton slut. 
 
    "Nope, haven't seen him," Pete shook his head sadly. He glanced down wistfully, as if he knew how little chance he now stood. 
 
    "Bummer," Emily sighed.  
 
    "Didn't you go home with him the other night?" Pete asked. "I thought maybe you were an item now, or something." 
 
    "Yeah, well, not exacty," Emily shrugged.  
 
    "You didn't hook up?" 
 
    "Yes, but..." she had no idea why she was revealing so much to him. Maybe she sympathized with him. He'd always mooned over her, and now she knew how he felt.  
 
    "Damn, he's lucky. You're so pretty, Miss Emily. And nice too. If he doesn't appreciate you..." he blushed as his voice trailed off. 
 
    "You're sweet!" she smiled and touched his hand, which made the poor kid jump. "Thing is, he's got other girlfriends. I don't know if I can handle that." 
 
    "Talk to him, maybe he'll change her mind?" the young man suggested, trying to be helpful. She suddenly felt guilty about the way she'd brushed him off in the past. He seemed like a sweet guy, really.  
 
    "You think?" 
 
    "Worth a shot. If it doesn't work out, let me know. I'd treat you like a princess!" 
 
    "You know, if it comes to that I must might!" she laughed, not to mock him, but to share his optimism. "I'll call him up. Thanks, Pete." 
 
    "Anytime, Miss Emily!" 
 
    Emily's hand shook as she stepped back outside and pulled out her phone. She nearly hung up as Marcus's line rang and rang. 
 
    "Hello?" came the groggy voice at the other end of the line. 
 
    "Marcus? This is Emily. You know-" 
 
    "Sure, I remember you!" Marcus chuckled. "How could I forget. Are you walking okay?" 
 
    "Yes, thank you very much!" Emily grinned into the phone. She hadn't walked so good for a couple days there.  
 
    "So what do I owe the pleasure? Another booty call?" Marcus asked jovially. There was something though, a little catch to his deep voice.  
 
    "Um," Emily licked her lips. She was tempted to say yes. She took a deep breath. She wasn't a slut! She wasn't interested in hook ups or booty calls. She wanted more. "That night was a one-time thing. I don't do booty calls," Emily explained, willing herself to keep her voice steady and her resolve strong. 
 
    "Yeah? So I'm not just a big black hunk of meat to you?" 
 
    "Well, maybe, maybe not. Depends on you," Emily said. 
 
    "Are you serious?" Marcus didn't seem to believe it. 
 
    "What? I thought you said you had three girlfriends!" 
 
    "Kind of. I have three women that I sleep with from time to time. All are in relationships. With white guys. They're just using me for sex," he said, and for the first time, Marcus didn't sound arrogant or even all that confident. He sounded sad. 
 
    "Look, I know we don't know each other, really. But who knows, maybe we should, like, go on a date or something and see where things lead?" Emily suggested, her voice high and nervous. 
 
    "I'd really like that, Emily," Marcus replied quietly. 
 
    "Good. I'll pick you up at eight, then?" Emily offered quickly, before either of them could change their mind. 
 
    "You don't want to ride my motorcycle?" Marcus chuckled.  
 
    "No good for dresses. I was thinking dinner somewhere nice. Then maybe we talk and get to know each other a little."  
 
    "It's a date then!" Marcus said cheerfully. 
 
    "Good! I can't wait!" Emily beamed, and pressed the End Call button. Only time would tell where things could lead! 
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
    "I can't believe you cooked this, Marcus!" Emily squealed in delight as she swallowed her last mouthful of succulent prime rib. They'd been dating for a week now, and in that time, Emily had come to understand a lot more about the mysterious black man. His confidence was an act, at least partly. Like her, she'd been a late bloomer, his height and muscles only really starting to develop when he was seventeen. He was full of her own prowess, but insecure about it too. Emily could relate. 
 
    "I'm a man of many talents," Marcus said slyly. 
 
    "I know that for a fact! Though you can't gamble worth a damn! How much did you lose at the River Boats last night?" Emily teased gently. They had a lot in common. Similar politics. A similar outlook on life. Even more than that, Emily was pleased to find that beneath the cocky exterior, Marcus was a warm and gentle soul. He even volunteered at the local animal shelter to care for strays. Emily slipped off her heels and touched his ankle with her toe. The sexual chemistry was undeniable. After a more than a week of holding back, Emily was ready to give in to her newfound desires. Completely. 
 
    "At least I can hold my liquor," Marcus snorted. His soft brown eyes grew wide at the feel of Emily's foot under the table. He reached across and took the blonde's hand in his huge black hands. 
 
    "I think it's time, Marcus. I want you in the worst fucking way," Emily said softly. She'd finally gotten over her reluctance. Marcus was black, so what. Her uptight parents and friends would just have to get over it. He was a handsome man. A good man. She wanted him. 
 
    "Yeah? You know how I can get. I can be a bit, er, rough," Marcus said sheepishly. 
 
    "I know. I liked that too. You taught me a few things about myself," Emily admitted. 
 
    "I can hold back, if you want me to. Take things a little easier?" he offered. 
 
    "Hmm," Emily thought about it. Marcus had pushed her to her limits and then just kept on pushing. It was scary, intense, and almost more than she could handle. Her panties began to grow damp under her dress. "No. Do the opposite. Let it all loose. I want you to be you. All the way." 
 
    "Are you serious?" Marcus looked at her doubtfully. "I can be pretty selfish, sometimes." 
 
    "Selfish? In what way? I think you doubled my yearly orgasms in one night!" Emily giggled, feeling her arousal grow just remembering it. 
 
    "I do like doing that," Marcus grinned. "But sometimes I like using a woman in other ways. Where its all about my pleasure and only my pleasure." 
 
    "God, that's naughty!" Emily gasped, nearly cumming at the very thought. "I can't say I don't owe you that, though." 
 
    "You're willing to give it a try?" Marcus's eyebrows flew up and his eyes widened with eager anticipation.  
 
    "I really like you, Marcus. I want to be your only girlfriend," Emily leaned over the table, her breasts nearly spilling out of her low-cut dress. 
 
    "The feeling is mutual," Marcus beamed happily. "I haven't seen those others since the night we met. Consider yourself my one and only." 
 
    "Great!" Emily pushed back from the table and stood up. She was no stripper and didn't know much about dancing, but she gave her new boyfriend the best damn striptease she could. She slowly revealed her lightly tanned skin one seductive curvaceous patch at a time. When she finally peeled off her panties and tossed them across the room, Marcus stood from the table on wobbly legs with a giant tent in his khaki slacks. 
 
    "You've got to be the sexiest woman I've ever met!" Marcus said as he shucked off his clothes. He didn't tease, opting instead for speed. His clothes flew, and in moments he was as naked as his lover, fully hard and ready for action. 
 
    "And you're the sexiest man on the planet!" Emily gushed.  
 
    "Prove it," Marcus's voiced hardened and he snapped his fingers. He winked subtly as she pointed to the ground before his feet, letting Emily know that is was all in fun. "On your knees like a good little white bitch!" 
 
    "Yes Sir, you hunky Black Master!" Emily said gamely. She swayed her hips side to side as she crouched on the thick rug in front of her little fireplace. She cupped her breasts and licked her lips slowly as she looked up at her ebony lover seductively. 
 
    "Nice! Now open up and start sucking!" Marcus growled, putting his hands on his hips and thrusting his huge black cock forward. The blunt purple tip nudged Emily's lips, smearing her dark pink lipstick and pushing her head back. 
 
    "Oh!" Taken aback, Emily could only stare down the length of that monstrous cock for a moment. From that angle, the veins seemed to pop from that rich brown skin, and the head loomed dangerously before her. She pursed her lips and kissed the knob, and was surprised by how hot the skin felt. She was no stranger to sucking cocks, but this was not the typical white cock. Marcus's black dick looked like a real jaw-breaker!  
 
    "Use your tongue, for fuck's sake!" Marcus said in exasperation.  
 
    "Like this?" Emily opened up and drew her tongue slowly around the tip from the bottom up, flicking as she rounded the nose of it. 
 
    "Oh yeah! But more, faster!" 
 
    "Yes, Sir!" Emily nodded and proceded to lick, kiss and slobber all over Marcus's massive prick. The size of it still astounded her, though part of her realized that his size was just right for her body, the men she'd been with before, all white and all too small.  
 
    "Such a good little slut. But I want a suck job, not a licking. Put it in your mouth," Marcus's normally friendly voice was stern with command. 
 
    "Okay," Emily took a deep breath and opened her mouth as wide as it would go. She pushed her head forward, her blonde hair falling around the sides of her face. Marcus's cock seemed far too thick at first, and her jaw strained painfully as she did her best to get him past her lips.  
 
    "Don't be shy, babygirl. I don't mind a bit of teeth on me!" 
 
    Emily nodded and pushed again. Tears welled in her bright sapphire eyes as her jaw popped open and the apple-sized head came to rest on her tongue. She sucked her breath in through her nose, her nostrils flaring. Her jaw smarted like crazy, but by the way Marcus was grunting, it felt really good. She reached up to rub his huge furry black balls and started to suck. 
 
    "This feels good, but you need to go deeper," Marcus said, his voice hard enough to make it clear that it wasn't a suggestion. 
 
    Fighting through the pain in her jaw, Emily did her best. She worked another inch into her mouth. She wiggled her tongue as best she could and slurped down hard around the purple head. Slowly she began to bob up and down. 
 
    "Good, this is where it gets really tough. If it's too much, pinch my leg, understand?" Marcus asked quietly, stroking Emily's cheek. 
 
    "Yes," the blonde said as she pulled back with a pop. She rubbed the spongy wet cockhead all over her pretty face for a moment before sucking her back into her mouth. The pain was getting easier to manage, and she bobbed deeper, pushing down until the head nudged the back of her throat.  
 
    "You're not even halfway. Ever deep throat?" Marcus asked, an evil gleam in his eyes. Emily shook her head just a little. "Then just relax. You're gonna gag." 
 
    Panic filled the young woman as she sat back on her heels with her mouth stuffed with big black cock. She almost reached up and pinched Marcus's thigh, but stopped herself. He hadn't been wrong about taking it all in her pussy. He knew what she was doing. It was a game, after all. She trusted him. She put her arms behind her back and waited. 
 
    "That's a good white whore!" Marcus grinned. He took a firm grip on the blonde's head, and slowly, inexorably, began to push. Predictably, Emily gagged hard the moment the huge cock head entered her throat. She fought against the sudden, panicky urge to pull back. But even if she had, Marcus's grip was far too strong. Her throat felt like it would split any moment, burning and swelling outward from her neck. But he didn't stop, he kept going and going. Every so often he'd pause and while Emily's powerful spasms overtook her. As soon as they subsided he went right back to it, sinking his cock still further. 
 
    "And that's how it's done!" Marcus exclaimed in triumph as his huge balls came to rest right on Emily's cute little chin. The blonde could hardly believe it. Then again, she could hardly think with her throat stuffed so painfully full, let alone breathe. Marcus pulled back, and Emily sighed in relief as the huge black cock slowly pulled back out of her throat and came out of her mouth with a loud sucking sound. 
 
    "Next time I'll be fucking your face like a hot pussy, Emily," Marcus patted her head affectionately.  
 
    "My God," Emily said, her voice a hoarse whisper. "I'm actually looking foward to that!" 
 
    "But for now, I have your ass to conquer!" 
 
    "Are you kidding?" Emily's aching jaw dropped. There was no earthly way that could even be possible! 
 
    "Nope, lay across the coffee table, on your back. If you want me to stop, say peanut butter," Marcus offered a hand and Emily took it. She trembled, her big breasts wobbling as the big man led her over to the big, glass-topped table. 
 
    "On my back?" Emily asked. "Won't it be easier from behind?" 
 
    "Easier? Sure. But I won't get to kiss you and watch your face!" Marcus gently pushed her down onto the table, urging her to lay back. 
 
    "The things I do for you," Emily said wryly. 
 
    "It's my persuasive nature," Marcus chuckled. His smiling face quickly stilled, and once again, he was all business. He crouched at the edge of the table and pulled Emily's long, slender legs straight up in the air before pushing them back and tilting the woman's ass up. 
 
    "I feel so vulnerable," Emily mumbled.  
 
    "That's because you are. And I'm going to take advantage!" Marcus rubbed his spit-soaked cock up against Emily's pussy. Shivers of pleasure made her belly flutter as that wet cock rubbed across her needy clit, if only for a few seconds. He guided his cock lower, ploughing through her folds before sinking further still and nudging up against her pink, virgin ass. She'd never tried anal. She was scared to death of it. And Marcus was so big, so forceful. She nearly came just thinking about the way she'd been fucked on the couch. 
 
    "Do it, Marcus. Take my ass and take it rough!" she hissed, beside herself with lust. 
 
    "Spoken like a true slut!" Marcus laughed. He lunged forward, and his cock slammed into Emily's bottom like a punch. The tight little ring flexed, but refused to give. 
 
    "Oof!" the woman gasped as the air fled from her lungs in a rush. She panted to regain her breath, her legs shaking in the air, held up only by Marcus's strong hands. She readied herself for Marcus's next thrust. It came quickly, and even harder than before. 
 
    "Fuck!" the dark man shouted as his cock bent hard in the middle before Emily's stubborn back door was forced brutally open. Emily gripped the edge of the table as hard as she could, her whole body tense as she broke out into a cold sweat. She'd never felt any pain like it before. She could only imagine it was like what giving birth must be like.  
 
    "One more time," Marcus said huskily as he pulled out. Emily's pink hole winked at him, and he responded by thrusting a third time. The blonde screamed at the top of her lungs as half that beastly black cock slid right into her aching colon. The tube of muscly flesh clamped down like a hot vice, but Marcus was no stranger to tight orifices. He simply pulled back a few inches and stabbed in again. This time his cock speared deep into the woman's steaming guts. 
 
    "God, you're killing me!" Emily wailed, thrashing her head from side to side. 
 
    "What's the magic word?" Marcus paused, cocking his head. 
 
    "Fuck you I'm not saying it!" Emily growled defiantly. 
 
    "Such a good bitch!" Marcus laughed so hard he nearly fell back off of her. "I've decided to keep you! You're amazing!" 
 
    "Thanks, Marcus," Emily panted. "Fuck me good." 
 
    "You know it!" Marcus drilled her again, then again, his powerful body moving closer to Emily's with each brutal thrust. Emily screwed her eyes shut, fighting the pain as she felt that cock drive all the way inside her, pushing her insides around in her belly. With a meaty slap, black and white skin came together. Marcus's lemon-sized balls came to rest against her ass cheeks. He held himself still, and the sounds of their fevered panting filled the room. 
 
    Their eyes met. Lust met tenderness and affection as they gazed into each other's eyes. Emily nodded. Her ass throbbed, but the pain seemed less than before. A perverse kind of pleasure filled her now. She was pleasing her lover, making him happy. She clenched her aching asshole, making herself tighter. 
 
    Marcus took notice. That cocky look was back, full of swagger and confidence. He sneered down at Emily as he pulled back and began to pound. He slammed the blonde's bottom like he was trying to drive a stake through solid metal. Emily's huge breasts wobbled back and forth on her chest, and her delicate toes curled against her soles. She let go of the glass, instead reaching up to pull her thighs back against her body, pushing her ass up toward her hung black lover. 
 
    It was Marcus's turn to moan as Emily's hot, silky ass milked his rapidly pumping cock. His face turned grim as he fucked faster and faster, every fiber of his will focused on not spilling his copious seed deep into the woman's bowels. Emily's head swam from the pain of it. But it was rich with pleasure too. 
 
    "You fuck me so good Marcus," the blonde cooed. 
 
    "Yeah? Are you my little slut? My white fuck toy?" Marcus didn't pause. He kept pumping, his deep brown skin slick with sweat. 
 
    "Oh God yes!" Emily replied earnestly.  
 
    "Good. Good. Fucking take it!" the big black man screamed at last. He slammed his whole body back and forth fast enough that he almost pushed the blonde off the table. He threw his head back, and roared like a wild beast. His cock jerked and shot. Cum poured deep into Emily's stuffed bowels in one long spurt after another. 
 
    "Oh yes, so hot!" she whimpered in satisfaction. The thick cream, though hot, soothed her aching body from the inside. She hadn't cum, but she spread her legs and pulled the hunky black man down on top of her. Her tits smashed against his chest as they writhed together atop the heavy glass table. 
 
    "I think I'm falling in love," Marcus admitted shyly. 
 
    "Oh?" Emily asked softly, taken by surprise. She looked at his bashful face. He was so handsome, and despite his trash talk and rough fuck, he was still strangely vulnerable. Emily's heart went out to him, and not just in sympathy. 
 
    "Yeah, I know, it's too soon," Marcus bit his lip and quickly looked away. 
 
    "Marcus," Emily touched his cheeks and carefully guided him back so that they were face to face. "I think I'm falling for you too," she smiled. Their lips met, their tongues sliding against each other, as they reveled in their new-found passion. Love, it seemed, sometimes came when you least expected it. 
 
    THE END 
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