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I pivoted and passed to Ian, who was undefended. He went for a layup, and missed. Like, he was fully unmarked and he still missed. I muttered under my breath, jumped into Joe who was flatfooted, and caught the rebound. Joe spun round to mark me but I got off a fade away – watched as the ball arced towards the rim. Swish. No net.

I gave a shit-eating grin to the boys. “That’s the game, baby!”

Joe and his team looked mildly annoyed. A lot of his friends hadn’t met me before and I think were a little annoyed that a girl was clearly the best player on the court. And the best trash talker. I high fived Ian and the other guys on my team.

“You carried us, Georgie,” smiled Ian, panting.

“Yeah, no shit. You’re all buying me drinks.”

I’ve always loved basketball, and played for England Under-18s and England Under-21s. I’m 5’11 and very long-limbed. I’ve got a bleached pixie haircut, a lot of tattoos, and great cheekbones even if I do say so myself. These days I channel most of my competitive instincts into my career, but I still find time for a few games of pickup near Brick Lane every week. My friend Ian organises games a lot and I love showing up and destroying whoever’s on the court. I’d say my trash talk’s as good as my game. Love getting under people’s skin.

“One more game?” said Joe.

“You boys really want another beating, huh?”

“One of these days you’re going to lose so badly and it’s gonna be so fucking sweet.”

“Probably not today though, right?”

The gate to the court creaked. Joe glanced round. “Oh, hey Aiden.”

Aiden was 6’4”, black, and very muscular. “Hey,” he said, in a deep voice. He looked like the stereotype of an athlete, but I’ve played against enough gym idiots not to be intimidated by that. He wasn’t even the tallest guy on the court. I looked forward to scoring from the three point line over his head while making fun of his busted air jordans.

First play and I got a three pointer after a nice assist from Ian.

“It’s happening again, boys!” I yelled, enjoying seeing Joe grimace. He carried the ball back to the midcourt line and passed to Jake. Ian screened him but Jake got a shit bounce pass off to Aiden who was unmarked. Aiden dribbled to the key, did a fake pump and then slotted a smooth jump shot.

“Okay, not bad,” I said.

Aiden glanced at me and then at Joe.

“What’s her deal?” he said, in that ultra deep voice.

“Oh she’s just like that all the time,” said Joe.

Next play and Joe checked the ball with Jake again.

I made up ground to block Aiden.

“I’ve got Aiden!” I yelled as cockily as I could, but he cut inside. Jake peeled round Ian and got a pass off to Aiden as I circled round in front of him again. And then he fucking did me with an anklebreaker – I stumbled as he accelerated round me, smashed past Omar (who’s useless) and scored a layup.

“That was fucking lucky!” I called.

Aiden gave me a look. “Oh yeah? You try.”

He threw me the ball, hard.

Aiden and his team won the next play. And the next one. And the one after. We got back two after that. But we lost 21-9 in the end.

“OHHH!!” bellowed Joe in mocking victory, and the rest of the regulars joined in, whooping and hollering.

I felt my cheeks glow red. I was furious and humiliated.

Aiden wasn’t joining in the whooping, he was kinda trying to downplay everything, which was somehow worse.

We went to the pub afterwards, although I wasn’t my usual self. The guys kept rubbing in the loss or commenting that I was being unusually quiet, or pointing out that I owed them drinks. Urgh. I nearly snapped at them. In fact, towards the end of the night I lost it a bit at Jake, going red in the face and saying it wasn’t funny. Everyone chilled after that, but in a kinda patronising way, like you could see they were all kinda communicating to each other, “Gee, Georgie’s super sensitive about this.’

I went to the beer garden to cool off, and there was Aiden. He grinned at me.

“Oh, fuck off!” I said, and stormed over to him. We got into an argument and I ended up saying that he only won because he has the advantage of being a male athlete and that didn’t make him a good basketball player.

“Oh yeah?” he said, his massive Adam's apple bobbing up and down. “How about you and I go take turns taking three pointers. Best out of ten. Nothing to do with size or strength or speed. Just who’s the most skilful. Who’s the best. And if you win, I never come play with you guys again.”

“I like the sound of that. And if you win?”

“You send me a sexy photo.”

“What?!”

“In your underwear.”

“No way!”

“See, you don’t back yourself. You know I’d win.”

“No, it’s…”

“What else could it be? You think you’ll lose.”

“No I don’t, that’s just an inappropriate thing to bet on.”

“Listen to this shit. “An inappropriate thing to bet on.” You sound scared.”

“Fuck you, I’d kick your ass.”

“Let’s do it then, sweetie.”

So we found ourselves back at the court, just the two of us. It was dark now but the floodlights were on. Aiden went first.

Swish.

I went second.

Swish.

It got to 8-8 and then I missed my next shot.

“Fuck!” I said, and Aiden just chuckled.

“Take your fucking shot then,” I said.

Aiden aimed, took the shot – scored again.

I took my next shot. It went in.

Aiden scored again. So did I.

Last one. Aiden scored. He’d won.

“FUCK!” I said.

“Most important shot of my life, sweetie.”

“I’m not doing it.”

“Oh no?” Aiden suddenly turned on me. His voice seemed to have dropped another octave and there was now a look in his eye. It was intimidating. I flinched.

“We agreed, Georgie. This is a weak move. So you’re all talk? Can’t take your own medicine?”

He glowered at me. “Send me a pic, or every time we play here I’m gonna demolish you. I’ll target your game, girl. Not even your team, just you. And I'm gonna beat you down every time. Or, you know, you could just do as we agreed. He loomed over me, and for the first time I realised just how intimidating his muscles were. They gleamed.

I looked up at him. He was looking down at me with intense eyes and I was suddenly very aware I was alone at night with a man I’d never met before. But my pride. My identity.

“Go on then,” I said. “See you at the next game.”

I walked away, wondering if I should have just sent him the pic.

The next game, Aiden was true to his word. He played even better than before, fouled me once, and dunked on me twice. His team won every game that evening. For the last game I was put on his team. I refused to pass to him, but my game was off and I only scored three baskets. Same thing happened in the game after that, only worse. Aiden started marking me in defense and blocking my shots, even stealing when I got passed to. When I ran into him it was like bouncing off a wall of hot, sweaty muscle. It kept on like this until finally I decided to see what other groups I could play basketball with. I just made excuses in Ian’s WhatsApp group while I tried to find some new people to hang with. I found one group, but half of them didn’t show up on the night, and the other half were shit.

Finally, I got a message from Aiden:

Hey girl, I miss you

I’m busy

Come back

You’d have to stop playing like an aggressive asshole

I’m not, I’m just better than you

Fuck off

Please come back. I mean it. I miss you. We miss you. Just send me that pic and we can be done.

I rolled my eyes and sighed. I stood up, lifted up my t-shirt and took a photo of my bra, then– No, I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction. I didn’t send the pic.

I found myself talking about the situation with my best friend Julia as we hung out at her flat.

“Mmm, I guess you could say to Ian and the other guys that you feel he’s targeting you? They should throw him out the group.”

“No way, I’m not doing that. That’s just humiliating.”

“Well, then find another group to play with.”

“Urgh.”

I looked at Aiden’s WhatsApp profile.

“Is that him?” said Julia. “Damn, he’s a good looking man.”

“I don’t see it.”

“Oh, come on.”

“Alright, he is. He’d be like model sexy if he wasn’t a fucking psychopath.”

“Mmm, what if you send him a photo of, like, me in my bra from the neck down? Then it’s not you?”

I sighed. “Ah, fuck it. Fine. You do it.”

I handed Julia my phone. She stood up, lifted up her t-shirt, and took a photo of her bra. Then she sent, and handed it back to me. I looked at the screen. Under the photo she’d added the caption: Here you go Daddy

“Why the fuck did you write that?!”

“What? That’s, like, part of the whole thing when you send a nude.”

“Julia, what the fuck have you done?!”

“Oh calm down, he’ll love it. It’s not even you. It’s a blurry pic of my bra. It needed that caption to sell it.”

My phone beeped. Aiden had replied:

Good girl

“Fuck’s sake! I didn’t want this,” I snapped.

I yelled at Julia a bit, then left.

I started playing with the guys again. Aiden still played hard but didn’t specifically target me. We were always kept in separate teams as I was still considered the second best player on the court. Sometimes the teams I was in actually won. And Aiden didn’t come every time. When he was away I could be my usual, dominant self.

Our court was closed for works in the last two weeks of summer, but Ian found an indoor place that was cheap if we all chipped in.

Playing indoors in the summer was disgustingly sweaty but the place had showers at least. But one Wednesday night after everyone had gone home I went through the wrong door and walked into the mens. There was Aiden, naked, wet, looking like… like a freak of nature. Like some cheesy idea of a sex god or something out of an advert…. He’d just had a shower and his swollen black muscles gleamed. Rivulets of water trickled down his six pack. And hanging between his legs. Jesus Christ. What was that? I’ll always wonder if he had a semi at the moment I walked in on him because his big dick looked thick and heavy.

“Oh my god!” I spluttered. I sort of froze for a second, staring at him. He was like… it’s hard to describe. Like the stereotype of masculine perfection. I realised my jaw was hanging.

Aiden smiled at me. “Like what you see?”

He sauntered over to me while I stayed rooted to the spot. I just couldn’t believe how powerful and sexual he looked.

He towered over me. “This is pretty fucked up, you know. Just coming into the mens and staring at me, naked. Now I gotta see you naked.”

“Uh, no.”

“No? What is this, sweetie. You want me to tell all the guys about this? About how you came into the changing rooms and just stared at me like a pervert?”

“No.”

“Well, make it even, then.”

“Umm, no. Look, sorry, this was an accident.”

I realised I was feeling horny and scared.

Aiden stepped closer to me, forcing me to crane my neck. “An accident?”

“Yeah.”

My mouth was dry.

Show me your underwear.

“Um, no.”

“Do it.”

I glanced down at my hands. Looked back up at him.

His voice went low. “Unless you want me to show them that photo.”

I stared at him.

“You scumbag.”

“Show me what’s in your shorts.”

I realised he was getting an erection. God he was huge.

“Show me,” he said.

I let out a small sigh, grabbed my waistband, and stretched it forward so he could see my knickers.

“Nice.”

I let my elasticated waistband snap back into place.

“Ah ah,” he said. “You took a good long look at me. That was too quick. Show me again. And hold it this time.”

I grimaced and pulled open my shorts again. I glanced down at my knickers. Looked up at him. He was looking intently, with intense, controlled arousal. He looked me in the eye with that intense expression.

“You saw all of me,” he said in a quiet, controlled voice.

I knew what he wanted. And, at this point, I realised my pussy was throbbing with arousal. An exquisite ache that almost seemed like it was controlling me. I realise how hot it would feel to show him my pussy. But there was no way I was doing what he wanted. I just stood there, unsure what to do, caught between my arousal and my determination not to submit to this guy.

Aiden sighed. “Sweetie, I know what’s going on here. You’re used to feeling superior. That you’re the best. That you’re the one who dominates. And you know why you’ve constructed all of that? To protect the part of you that feels submissive. The part of you that wants what you can’t have: to meet your match. To have someone to look up to. Who you can’t dominate. Well, gorgeous, you’re looking up at me right now.”

I gulped.

Aiden stroked my face with his big hand. “Show me your pretty pussy, baby. You know it’s going to feel good. I won’t tell anyone. I’m into you, Georgie. Now:”

How voice dropped an octave and his face went stern. “Show. Me. That. Pussy. Now.”

I felt blood rush to my pussy. Felt it throb. Almost in a trance, I stretched open the waistband to my knickers. We stood there like that for what seemed like half a minute. With Aiden taking in my ‘pretty pussy’, me feeling horny and humiliated and like I’d completely submitted – a feeling I’d never had before.

Eventually Aiden let out a slow, deep whisper, laden with arousal. “Good girl…”

He reached slowly down. I felt I should stop him. I didn’t know what to do. My body wanted this so badly even if I was trying to tell myself that I didn’t. I felt torn. It would feel so good if… if…

Aiden brushed the back of his finger against my pubic mound, and I let out a little involuntary gasp. Urgh, my body had betrayed me. Aiden stroked the back of his finger up and down a couple of times, and then started massaging me with more pressure. I moaned.

“Good girl…” he whispered again.

He moved lower down, and brushed the back of his finger against my pussy lips. I let out a kind of trembling sigh, and braced myself against the wall. Aiden’s massive black cock was fully erect now and was like something out of a film. Fuck, I felt intoxicated.

Aiden moved closer to me, his hulking figure boxing me in against the wall. God he was so strong and powerful. He slowly bent his face towards mine. Fuck, it was now or never. If I was gonna leave, it was now. But I just dithered, caught like a rabbit in the headlights, my eyes wide with shock, worry, and indecision.

Aiden’s full, warm lips met mine. He kissed me. Softly. Then deeply. I found myself giving into him. Kissing him back. He slid a big, thick finger into my pussy and I moaned into his mouth. He kissed me passionately as he drove his finger in and out of my increasingly wet pussy. We stayed like that for several minutes in the eerie quiet of the deserted changing rooms. Then Aiden started stroking my clit and I moaned into his mouth again. He started kissing my neck. I felt his hard, big, muscular body pressed against mine, and his huge erection pressed against my stomach. I couldn’t believe what was happening but I felt overwhelmed with arousal.

Aiden moved his finger in gentle circular motions on my clit, the rest of his big powerful hand encasing my pussy like he had a firm grip on it. Like he owned it. This whole situation was so inappropriate, felt so taboo… it was the most turned on I’d ever been.

Aiden increased the speed and pressure a little, now moving his finger from side to side. Fuck, I realised I was going to cum. It was building. It felt so good. So fucking good. My clit. His hot body. His skin against mine. The kisses on my neck and throat. His huge black cock pressing into me. My clit. My clit.

“Aaaaaaagh!” I wailed as I came hard, sooner than I expected. My body convulsed and I pressed my face into his shoulder, bracing myself against him.

“Good girl,” he whispered, and kissed me on the cheek. My orgasm was still subsiding as he pulled my gym clothes off me. Gently but assuredly. Then he removed my sports bra, and pulled off my knickers.

“You beautiful thing,” he growled.

His big cock twitched.

“Get on your knees,” he ordered.

“Umm…”

He grabbed my face. “Do it, sweetheart. This will feel as good for you as it does for me. I promise. Now get. On. Your. Knees.”

I nodded, my pussy throbbing once again, and he let go of my face as I sunk to my knees. His dick was huge, and pointing upwards. Christ it was so thick, and masculine. I reached up and grabbed it. There was something so sexy, so arousing, at seeing his pure arousal on display, all the male sexual energy, bursting at the seems, inspired by his desire for me. All of it targeted at me. His cock felt warm, and way harder than I expected. Fuck, it was impressive.

I heard a deep voice from above me.

“Kiss it,” it said.

I leaned slowly forward, pursed my lips, and gave the head a kiss. I felt a little shudder of filthy arousal travel down my spine. As I pulled back, a strand of his precum hung between my lips and the slit of his cock. I looked up at his domineering expression. Then I planted more kisses all over his throbbing dick, feeling it twitch with each kiss. I suddenly felt overcome with lust.

Aiden let out a series of long, low, masculine groans and I saw his body tense up. I was fucking horny at this point. I stuck out my wet tongue and started licking his shaft. Aiden groaned even louder. I alternated between licks and kisses, coating him in my saliva. I’d swear it looked like his cock swelled even bigger, and he clenched his right fist. Finally, I took him in my mouth, swirling my tongue underneath the head of his impressive cock.

Aiden gasped and stroked my hair for a minute as we both savoured the sensations. I moaned with his cock in my mouth. Fuck, this was incredible.

Then Aiden held my head in his strong hands, and started pumping his throbbing sexuality in and out of my mouth, slowly but firmly. I loved the feeling of his firm, smooth cock sliding against my tongue. Hearing his masculine groans. I could tell he was on fire. His cock was alive with sexual ecstasy, for him and for me. He pulled out of my mouth and rubbed his wet dick all over my face, holding it by the base and sliding it from side to side. I stuck out my tongue so I could taste him at the same time and because I knew it would drive him wild.

“Fuck!” he snapped, then drove his incredible cock back into my mouth and started fucking my face as we both moaned in pleasure. This went on for several minutes as saliva started to drip from my mouth and down my chin.

“You beautiful fucking thing,” growled Aiden.

Finally he pulled out of my mouth and lifted me to my feet. He kissed me again, letting his hand rest around my throat. He kissed my ear, then the side of my neck, and then my right nipple. I let out a little gasp.

Then he spun me around, and kissed the back of my neck and top of my spine.

“Put your hands against the wall,” he growled in my ear. “Now spread your legs.”

I did as he commanded, afraid and horny for what was to come next.

But he didn’t fuck me straight away. Aiden kissed his way down my spine, moaning to himself in appreciation. Then he kissed each of my ass cheeks, put his big hands on them – and ate out my pussy from behind. I gasped and shuddered, clenching my eyes and throwing my head forward as I leaned against the wall. He ate me out for perhaps a minute – my pussy was soaking wet – then stood up.

I felt something warm and hard and yet giving, pressing at the lips of my burning pussy.

Aiden whispered in my ear, “I’m about to make you my bitch.”

I was so horny, but still: “Uh, don’t call me that.”

“That’s how it’s gotta be, bitch, if you really want me to fuck you.”

“Uh, you might be too big for me,” I said, a little panicked.

“I’ll be gentle. Now say you’re my bitch.”

“Umm…”

“Or this won’t happen. I’ll leave and you’ll never hear from me again.”

“Ummm…”

Fuck, I was so fucking horny. I needed it. My body overrode my brain and I blurted out, “I’m your bitch.”

“Good girl.”

He slowly pressed his huge cock into me. Fuck. I’m not gonna lie, at first it was painful. It stretched me, pressing hard against the walls of my pussy, the friction feeling almost dry despite how wet I knew I was. I gasped and grunted. Aiden pulled out and then back in, slowly, his dick feeling more lubricated now. I had this feeling of frustration in my pussy – I could feel its hunger for him, the need to be pounded and taken. It almost burned with ecstatic anticipation. My nipples were rock hard, almost painful. God I wanted him to take me.

Aiden slid into me again and this time he pushed deep into me, past my resistance, all the way in. He. Filled. Me. Up. My eyes rolled back in my head and I made the most unflattering groan, like an animal, weirdly low-voiced for a woman.

“You’re my bitch now,” said Aiden, grabbing my waist and starting to thrust his big juicy cock in and out of me. Strong, authoritative strokes. The sensation of masterful control. He really knew what he was doing. Knew he had me. My pussy glowed and throbbed, and at the deepest part of each thrust I made an involuntary rasping sound at the back of my throat. Fuuuck, it felt so good. He slid in and out of me at a controlled pace for a long time, stretching me and working my pussy over. Making my pussy his. I felt another orgasm building.

“Oh God,” I whined, my eyes clenched shut, my hands braced against the wall. “Oh God.”

“That’s it, bitch. Cum for me.”

“Ohh!”

“Cum for me, show me you’re a good girl.”

“Ahh!”

“Call me Daddy!”

“N– No…” I gasped.

He thrust into me extra hard, making my ass jiggle and sending painful, beautiful strands of pleasure out from my pussy and through my body and heart.

“Ah! Yes, Daddy! Yes, Daddy!”

“Good girl! Good fucking girl!”

He started really pounding me now– bam bam bam bam bam bam bam–

“Oh God, oh God, oh God, oh God, oh Godddd!! Daddeeeee!!”

He forced the orgasm out of me and I was overwhelmed with pleasure. My pussy quivered, my heart skipped a beat and my legs buckled as my body shook.

“Ohhhhhhh!” I cried, feeling that beautiful sexual energy shooting out of my pussy like an exploding star. I felt a heaving in my chest. Christ, he owned me. My pussy had submitted to him of its own accord. He was my Daddy now, he’d made me his bitch. I liked being his bitch.

Aiden pulled his big cock out of me, and spun me around by my shoulders. He kissed me again, squeezed my breasts and licked my nipples while moaning to himself.

“Spread your legs,” he said.

I did so, and he reached between my legs and picked me up by my thighs so I was straddling him. He took a step forward and pressed my back against the wall to give me support.

“Put my dick in you, Georgie.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

I reached down and grasped his firm, sticky, cock and pressed it against my pussy lips. Aiden carefully lowered me onto his cock as I cooed with pleasure. Once he was half way in he started thrusting with his hips, mashing me against the wall and making my pussy spasm with sexual satisfaction.

“Good girl, good fucking girl,” he muttered from gritted teeth as he rocketed in and out of me. My back felt painful against the wall, but I didn’t care. My body was throbbing with orgasmic pleasure as I jiggled on his dick. I marveled at his physical strength and sexual stamina. What a sex god he was. Aiden leaned down and licked my nipples as he continued to pound me. I yelped and moaned and whimpered like a school girl. Mewling in animal pleasure at the sensual assault on my senses. My body was damp with sweat and from the shower water from Aiden’s magnificent body. I squeezed his muscular shoulders and biceps as he continued thrusting into me, almost crazed with lust. He must have fucked me like that for over five minutes – he really was an incredible athlete. Finally he pulled out of me and put me down. We boat gasped for breath for a moment. Aiden’s big chest was heaving. Then he took me by the hand and led me over to one of the benches. He sat down, his big dick poking upwards obscenely.

“Get on top. Show me what you can do.”

I knelt on the bench, placing a knee either side of him, grabbing his dick and sliding onto him. It still felt like a stretch when his big throbbing head entered me. But I found I liked it now. It was a reminder of his sexual prowess. I had to take it slowly as I slid down the length of his mighty cock. He sighed with pleasure, closing his eyes and leaning his head back against the wall.

I started working his cock, grinding myself on him, enjoying the feeling of his thick dick pressing hard against my g-spot.

“Yeah, that’s it…” moaned Aiden, placing his hands gently on my waist. I ground harder and faster.

“Oh, fuuuck,” rasped Aiden. “Good girl.”

All the pressure on my g-spot was starting to get to me. My cheeks were flushed and my nostrils flared, and I could feel… I whined as I felt the beginning of another orgasm building up inside me. Aiden grinned and placed his big strong hand around my throat. It felt so sensual and powerful. With his other hand he played with my nipple.

I looked him in the eye. “Cum for me, Daddy. I want your cum.”

“You want my cum, Georgie?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“You’re my bitch now, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy, I’m your bitch,” I moaned as my orgasm built.

“That’s it. I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna cum. Cum for me Georgie, cum for me while I cum in you. Oh fuck! OH FUCK!”

“Yes, Daddy! Yes Daddeeeee!!!” I wailed as I came, feeling his hot cum exploding out of his cock and deep into my pussy. Spurt after spurt after spurt as I shook and writhed and gasped. My pussy and legs trembled as I whimpered. Finally I stopped, gasping for breath.

We kissed passionately. Now we always hang out after basketball… I like being his bitch.

***

For more stories from the Good Girls series, click here: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FF69P99H. If you want to join my mailing list for occasional updates on when the new stories, bundles and deals are coming out you can find out how here: https://bit.ly/3HZilMl
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Sample Excerpt below from From Lesbian to Straight: Turned by my Big Black Roommate.

Leon started bringing back girls way less, and I really appreciated him for it. But I couldn’t stop thinking about that night I heard him fucking Daisy. Something about it obsessed me. My mind kept drifting back to it at odd times. Twice I masturbated in the shower over it. It was weird.

And then this other weird thing happened. I’d been getting really painful tension in my shoulders and back from leaning over the burrito counter all day. Leon is a qualified sports masseur, and the second time he offered to give me a massage went something like this:

“Okay man,” he said. “Well, you know, the offer’s still there if you need it. Otherwise you should go to a physio because it’s been like three weeks now.”

I was sitting crossed-legged across from him on the sofa, wearing a t-shirt and shorts. “Yeah. Um. Well… Can I take you up on that?”

“You sound really British right now.”

“Ha. Um, where, er, shall we do it?”

I hadn’t thought of that. There wasn’t room on our little sofa. I looked around. “Umm…”

“My room or your room?”

I didn’t want him to come massage me in my room, it felt like he’d be touching me in my private space, like weirdly intimidate or something. “Er, your room,” I said.

Walking into his room I felt like I’d made a mistake. This was where he fucked all his girls. This was the bed he fucked them in. But Leon was behind me, it was too late now. I entered his room, stopped, turned, and looked up at him, a little apprehensively. He loomed over me.

“Okay, get on the bed, face down.”

I did as he said.

“Mmm, it’s not ideal without a massage table,” he mused.

Leon got on the bed as I lay there feeling a little embarrassed, like maybe this was slightly awkward/inappropriate. Leon knelt over me, straddling me with a powerful thigh either side of my hips. He put his big hands on my shoulders and started kneading them.

“Holy shit, you’ve got a lotta tension,” he said, crunching the layers of my muscles.

“Ah,” I gasped. “Yeah. Ooh that feels good.”

“You’ve gotta stop carrying all that stress inside you.”

“Ooh,” I gasped, as his thumb pushed deep into a knot. “Easier said than done.”

“Yeah, yeah. Now, where do you feel the most tension?”

“Umm… upper-mid back?”

“Here?”

“No.”

“Oh, you mean lower-upper back.,” he said, playfully.

“Ha! Yeah– Ooh– Right there. Argh. That’s, ooph, that’s it.”

“Okay.”

He really dug into the muscles and I squirmed underneath him. After a while of really loosening the stiffened area he worked on my back more generally. Doing my shoulders (it felt so relaxing) and then moved onto my lower back. It was with his hands grasping my lower back/waist, that I started to wonder what it must be like for all the straight girls who lay in this bed on their stomachs, like I was now, with Leon pounding them, making them scream and yelp. I was just feeling the tiniest bit horny as his powerful hands worked my body. I found it fucking weird. I’d never been with a man, and was never going to. But it did feel good to have him work me over. When he’d finished, he got off me, and his knee brushed my bum.

“Sorry,” he said.

“No worries.”

But I’d felt a little tingle.

After that, sometimes I’d find myself stealing a glance at Leon as he came out of the shower. He was absolutely ripped, and the water made his dark skin glisten. I’d admire just how cut and muscular he was. Like a Greek statue.

He would still occasionally bring girls back, and now I couldn’t help but stay up and listen in, masturbating furiously as he made these girls cum again and again. I wished I could get laid like that, having sex with all these beautiful girls. Although, I would want to be the sub. I guess it was the overall situation I found hot. I started watching straight interracial porn. I really enjoyed watching big Black guys fucking skinny young white girls.

I started to think this was a bit weird, to be honest. It kinda just clicked one day. Obviously the porn I was watching had something to do with Leon. But I didn’t fancy him, obviously. I only liked women. Had only ever been with women. It was all kind of weird and I just pushed it down and tried not to analyse it. But I would just randomly daydream at times, thinking of Daisy getting pounded, picturing those other girls he’d pounded. Picturing myself getting pounded. Just as like, a weird, fucked up, imaginary game. It wasn’t real, it was more like an intrusive thought or a thought experiment or something. But just as an image, like a fictional little video in my head, it was hot. Like, really hot. And I’d find myself masturbating to the thought really hard. Usually I’d masturbate with my fingers, rubbing my clit, but recently I’d started using dildos more, imagining Leon’s big black cock penetrating me, thrusting into me, stretching me. It was weird for a lesbian to be indulging these kinds of fantasies but we all go to weird places in our heads. Some people fantasise over octopuses or cartoons, doesn’t mean they really want to bang one in real life. You’re just pressing weird buttons in your head to masturbate. It’s whatever. Is what I told myself.

But one night changed all that. Leon and I were hanging out in the living room, vaping weed and getting a little high.

“When are you gonna start dating again?” said Leon, taking a puff.

“Oh, I don’t know…”

“Do you still have feelings for Georgie?”

“No, fuck her.”

“But you’re not looking to date?”

“I just… She kinda knocked my confidence a bit, you know? Like, I was such a good girlfriend to her, and she still cheated on me. Like, it just makes me feel like… does anyone even want me?”

“You don’t mean that.”

“Yeah. Like, what if no one ever fancies me ever again?”

“Jesus, you know you’re a catch, right?”

“No.”

“That’s gotta be bullshit! You’re funny. You’re cool. You’re cute. If you were straight I would be hunting you down, girl.”

“Ha ha. Well if I was straight you’d be first on my list!”

Leon chuckled. “There’s a long waiting list.”

“What’s that like?.Being that… popular with women?”

“It’s great. But you gotta remember, you’re only seeing the end result. You know I flirt with a lot of women on a night out before finding a girl who wants to hook up. So you know, I’m not as popular as you think.”

“Still though, you’re more popular than I am. What’s your secret?”

“I mean, there’s this, first of all,” he gestured at his face and body, and I laughed. “Plus I got game. And like, maybe one in eight white girls are really curious to see what it’s like to get fucked by a big Black guy. So that helps too.”

“Ha, do you not find that weird?”

“Not if she’s cute!”

I laughed, and took another puff. “And what is it like to fuck a Black guy?”

“I dunno, never done it.”

I giggled.

“But yeah, there’s no such thing as what it’s like to fuck a Black guy, right? You get that?”

“Right, yeah.”

“We’re all different. I hate when people assume we’re all great in bed with huge dicks.”

“Right,” I nodded, solemnly.

“And just because I’m great in bed and have a huge dick, doesn’t make it okay!”

I laughed and covered my mouth, feeling very high.

“Oh wow, do you really?” I said, still laughing.

“Really what?”

“You know, have a huge dick?”

“Yep.”

“What’s that like?”

“What do you care? You ever even seen a dick?”

“Not in real life.”

“You don’t wanna know about it. It would freak you out.”

“No it wouldn’t.”

“Trust me girl, if you ain’t even seen a dick before and mine was the first you saw, you’d have a heart attack or something.”

“Oh fuck off!” I said, playfully, challengingly.

“I’m telling you.”

“Go on then.”

“...You couldn’t handle it.”

“Don’t flatter yourself.”

“Cos I’ll get it out, girl, if you go on like this.”

“Go on, then.”

“You serious?”

“Try me.”

There was a change in the vibe. Something hung in the air. Leon slowly stood up, and sauntered over. I tried to hide that I was shaking. I didn’t really know what I planned to do. Urgh, I should chicken out, what was I even doing? I wasn’t sure what I even wanted to happen

Leon stood in front of me, my eyes level with his groin, staring at the riveted fly on his jeans.

“Okay, girl,” said Leon quietly in that deep, smooth voice. “Take a look.”

“Um,” I blushed and gulped. “I was just kidding…”

To read the whole story, click here: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FGG6JZTJ
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