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Chapter One

Ray North wasn’t gay.

He had a wife and kids to prove that. 

If you needed more proof: At work, he often flirted with the girls in the sales team. 

Also, he played golf at the weekends, and poker on Tuesday nights with his buddies from the sports bar, and most of the conversations with his buddies revolved around which celebrity women they’d like to bang (Ray’s choice was Scarlet Johansson.)

So, just to reiterate, Ray definitely wasn’t gay.

Or, at least, that’s what everybody thought.

Because Ray had a secret: Sometimes he was a little gay.

It had started that one time at Bible camp.

He’d been eighteen at the time, and he and another kid from Philadelphia – a good-looking, muscular African American kid of 19 years old – were sharing a cabin in the Poconos while they learned about Christian doctrine, and went hiking, and were taught that sexual abstinence was the only way to prevent disease, pregnancy and a life of misery and sin.

And there’s nothing like three hours in a sweltering cabin being taught about how evil sex is to get two horny young boys talking about how awesome it sounded.

“Man, I would give my left nut just to see a pair of titties,” said Marcus, his bunkmate, as they lay in their cabin after lights out. “Have you ever, like, seen a pair?”

“Only in magazines,” Ray lamented, lying on the bunk underneath Marcus’s.

“There’s this girl at school – Caroline. She has huge boobs. Every time I see her I…” Marcus paused uncertainly. “I… you know.”

“You what?”

“I, like, pop a boner.”

“Oh,” Ray nodded.

There was awkward silence in the cabin. The two young man lay in silence, listening to the wind whistling through the trees outside.

“Hey,” Marcus eventually broke the silence. “I stole my Mom’s Victoria’s Secret catalogue when I came up here. You wanna see it?”

“Sure.”

Clambering off his bunk, wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts, Marcus fumbled around in his bag and pulled out a dog-earred, ratty copy of last summer’s Victoria’s Secret catalogue.

The two guys huddled in the bottom bunk and started flicking through the pages.

“Man, she’s hot,” Marcus grinned, as they flicked through the pages of sexy pajamas and lingerie.

“Look at her ass,” Ray’s eyes were fixated on the buttocks of a beautiful blond, wearing nothing but a revealing thong.

“Hehe,” Marcus sniggered. “You’ve got a boner, dude.”

Ray’s cheeks burned red. He looked down and, sure enough, the front of his pajama pants were making a tent; formed by the sizable erection he’d got from staring at all the sexy pictures.

There was another awkward silence.

“So,” Marcus asked. “You ever, like, rub one out?”

“Huh?”

“You know… Like, jerk off.”

Ray’s cheeks burned even hotter.

“W-well, I guess,” he stammered.

“It’s okay, dude,” Marcus reached over and patted him on the knee – and it was like an electric shock flew through Ray at the contact. “I do it all the time. Or, at least, I used to. Until Pastor Richards told us in was a sin during Bible Class.”

“Yeah,” Ray nodded. After washing one too many crusty socks, his mom had given Ray a similar lecture.

Marcus turned to Ray and said: “Dude, I’ve got a boner, too.”

Ray gulped. It suddenly felt chilly in the sweltering cabin. He felt very uncomfortable all of a sudden, in such close proximity to his friend.

His eyes flickered down for a second, and they spotted a bulge similar to his own tenting out the front of Marcus’s boxer shorts.

“M-maybe we should get to bed,” Ray suggested, his mouth dry.

“Yeah,” Marcus nodded, before looking back and forth a little anxiously and admitting: “But, like, I’m going to have a hard time getting back to sleep with this.” He indicated his erection.

Ray’s pulse started racing.

“W-what are you talking about?”

“Well, listen, dude,” Marcus said nervously. “Rubbing one out is wrong, right? But I figured… Well, maybe if you rub mine and I rub yours, it kind of cancels it out, right?”

Ray’s eyes grew wide.

“Dude, that’s, like, gay.”

“No!” Marcus raised his hands. “No way, man. We’d be looking at the Victoria Secret’s catalogue the whole time. That’s not gay. We’re just, like, rubbing one out except we’re doing it to each other. But we’re looking at pictures of girls, so it’s definitely not gay.”

“I don’t know, man.”

“C’mon. You wanna go to bed like that?” He indicated the bulge in the front of Ray’s pajama pants. “You know the difference between “light” and “hard”, right?”

“W-what?”

“You can still get to sleep with a light on.”

It took Ray a second to get that, but when he did he snorted loudly.

“Listen, it’s not gay. You just rub me, I rub you, and then we’re done and we go to bed.”

Ray gulped. His mouth was dry. He felt really uncomfortable. But what was making him feel that way wasn’t his buddy’s lean, brown, nearly-naked body sitting next to him on the bunk bed.

It was the fact that he was curious.

“Here,” Marcus got up onto his knees. “Take your pants off.”

And Ray’s eyes grew wide as he watched his friend pull off his boxer shorts.

A moment later, Ray got an eyeful of Marcus’s two taut, brown butt cheeks and then his long, hard cock as it went boing out of his boxers, like it was on a spring.

Ray’s eyes bulged.

He’d never seen another guy’s erection before, and Marcus’s was an eye-opener; literally. It was long, and big, and fat and brown.

“C’mon, man,” Marcus ordered. “Take yours off, too.”

“I’m not so sure about this,” Ray stammered.

“Dude, c’mon,” and as Marcus said that, he lowered his hand, curled his fingers around his swollen erection, and started stroking.

Ray looked down with amazement, mesmerized by the sight of Marcus’s huge cock. As his friend’s hand slid up and down the thick, brown, veiny shaft, his foreskin pulled back and forth over the swollen head; revealing teasing glimpses of the pink, glistening glans beneath.

“Are you taking your pants off, or what?”

Mouth dry, Ray did as he was told – scooting up into a sitting position and pulling off his pajama bottoms.

A moment later, the two young men were naked on the bed – Marcus’s body bulky and brown, while Ray was incredibly self-conscious about how skinny and pale he was.

“Here,” Marcus grabbed Ray’s wrist. “Touch it.” And with that, Ray found himself curling his fingers around the massive erection projecting from Marcus’s lap.

Ray licked his lips. God, it felt so weird to be doing this. So wrong.

But it also felt amazing – the hard thickness beneath his fingers, contrasting with the smooth softness of Marcus’s skin. The heat emanating from his cock almost burned the palm of Ray’s hand.

“C’mon, man – stroke it up and down.”

So Ray did as he was told – watching the big, swollen head of Marcus’s cock pop past the ring of his foreskin on the downward stroke, then get covered back up as his hand moved upward.

“Aw, man. That’s good,” Marcus grinned. He reached into Ray’s lap and started giving him a similar handjob.

Ray’s eyes bulged as the sudden sensation of a strange hand – somebody else’s hand – touching his dick for the first time.

It felt amazing. Ray felt the blood rush to his cock and make it stand taller and more erect.

“Here, turn the page of the catalogue,” Marcus ordered, indicating the Victoria’s Secret catalogue. Ray nodded – acutely aware that as long as they were doing this while looking at pictures of girls, it wasn’t gay.

Not even a little bit.

“Aww, man,” Marcus grinned, completely unselfconscious as he stroked Ray’s pale, pulsating cock. “That chick is hot.”

“Y-yeah,” Ray nodded; although truth be told, he was having trouble concentrating. He’d rather have actually been looking at Marcus’s huge hard-on than crinkled pictures of girls he’d never actually meet.

“Yo,” Marcus interrupted him. “You’re chafing me, man.” 

“Sorry.”

“That wasn’t an invitation to stop,” Marcus snapped. “You have any lotion or something?”

“Lotion? No.” The fact that, as a guy, he didn’t pack any lotion should hopefully have been evidence that he wasn’t gay. Not at all.

“Man, you’re going to rub me raw,” Marcus complained. “Here, spit on it.”

“W-what?”

“Spit on my cock,” he ordered.

Ray froze and looked Marcus straight in the eye.

“Yo!” Marcus looked away. “Don’t look at me, man. That’s gay.”

“Oh, okay,” Ray’s face went white. “W-what do you want me to do?”

“Spit on my dick. You’re chafing me.”

“O-okay.”

Reluctantly, Ray uncurled his hand from Marcus’s enormous cock and spat in his palm. Then he returned to stroking his friend’s hard-on.

“Awww, shit,” Marcus moaned in pleasure. “That’s the stuff. Spit on it more.”

Ray lifted his hand away, but Marcus grabbed a fistful of his hair.

“Naw, man – spit on it, not on your hand.”

Eyes wide, Ray nodded. Then he looked into Marcus’s lap, at the massive black cock clenched between his slender white fingers, and gulped.

Leaning over, he hawked up a big mouthful of spit and drooled it onto Marcus’s swollen shaft.

“Awwwww, yeah,” the big black man groaned, as Ray’s hand began stroking his hard-on again – this time with a wet “schlick, schlick, schlick” noise.

“Damn,” Marcus groaned. “This must be what if feels like to get a blowjob. All wet and shit.” He turned to Ray. “You ever gotten a blowjob.”

“No,” Ray admitted. “I haven’t even kissed a girl.”

“Pity,” Marcus groaned. “I would kill to know what a blowjob feels like.”

“Me too.”

And then Marcus got a wicked gleam in his eye. He looked left and right, as if checking that they were, indeed, alone in their cabin.

“Hey. Why don’t we, like, try it out.”

“What?” Ray stopped stroking, until Marcus grabbed his wrist and started forcing him to continue jerking him off.

“Just to see what it’s like,” the handsome black kid suggested. “I mean, to see if it’s as all it’s cracked up to be.”

“Dude, that’s…”

But the more Ray thought about it, the more curious he actually was.

And not just to feel what a mouth would be like on his own cock. He was ashamed to admit he was curious about what it would be like to have Marcus’s big, black cock between his lips.

“Listen,” Marcus said. “Suck it. Just for a little bit. And then I’ll do you, okay?”

Ray looked around the empty cabin – as if expecting one of the Bible camp counsellors, or his own parents, to come jumping out from around the corner and catch him.

“If I do this,” Ray warned, “you have got to keep quiet about it.”

“Sure thing, buddy.”

“No, I’m serious,” Ray added. “I’m not gay.”

“I know,” Marcus held up his hands. “Hey, neither of us is gay. We’re looking a Victoria’s Secret catalogue, right? There’s nothing less gay than that.”

“Okay, then,” Ray nodded.

And then he got up onto his knees, and started lowering his head into Marcus’s lap.

The first thing that struck him was the powerful, musky smell of Marcus’s big dick. Then the sheer size of it. Ray wasn’t sure if he’d be able to fit it in his mouth.

But he tried anyway – curling the fingers of one hand around Marcus’s thick shaft and pulling back his foreskin until the enormous, swollen head of his big, black cock was revealed.

“That’s it,” Marcus grabbed the back of Ray’s head. “Open up.”

Heart pounding, Ray opened his mouth and placed it over the tip of Marcus’s cock.

“Oh, fuck,” his black friend groaned, as he felt Ray’s lips close around the tip of his dick. “That feels fucking amazing.”

Ray felt a little burst of pride as the compliment.

It was actually pretty intense having a big, hard cock in his mouth. Ray started imagining what it was going to be like having the favor returned; and started swirling his tongue and bobbing his head in motions he knew would make Marcus feel good.

“Oh, shit,” they were clearly working, as Marcus gripped the back of Ray’s head and forced his head up and down in his lap. “That’s so fucking good.” With his other hand, he reached between Ray’s legs and continued jerking him off.

Ray’s head swam. He was losing himself in the sensations of Marcus’s big, black cock buried in his mouth, and his own dick getting stroked ever closer to climax.

“K-keep going,” Marcus suddenly stammered, and Ray felt his friend’s grip on his head get tighter. “Don’t stop. I’m going to…”

And then suddenly Ray’s mouth flooded with a spurt of hot, salty wetness.

Ray’s eyes bulged. Marcus was cumming, right in his mouth!

And as he tried to pull his head away, he found he couldn’t. Marcus had the back of his head grasped firmly, and was keeping Ray’s head buried in his lap; and his spurting cock buried in the smaller man’s mouth.

As more jets of cum flooded his mouth, Ray was forced to swallow them down – eyes tearing up as he struggled to gulp down the stringy, salty fluid. 

Only when the spurts fully finished, and Marcus’s impressive cock started to grow soft in Ray’s mouth, did his black friend allow him to pull his head away.

Gasping for breath – cum and saliva running down his chin – Ray sat up.

“Awww, shit,” Marcus was gasping. “That felt fucking amazing, dude.” He turned to his friend and admitted: “I can see now why guys want girls to do that too them so much.”

Spluttering, Ray wiped his lips and chin with the back of his hand. Once he’d caught his breath, he turned to Marcus and indicated his own pale, white erection – which was harder and bigger than he’d ever seen it. 

He was ashamed to admit, sucking Marcus’s cock had actually turned him on.

“You didn’t tell me you were going to cum,” Ray complained. “I thought I was only going to suck it for a minute.”

“Oh, but man, it felt so good. I couldn’t stop myself.”

“B-but, it’s your turn now, right?”

And that was the moment Marcus paused, and wrinkled his nose.

“Woah,” he admitted, head clearing now that the desperate need in his balls had been released. “I don’ t know, bro.” He stared at Ray’s throbbing white cock. “I don’t know if I’m cool with that.”

“But I just sucked yours!”

“Yeah, but dude,” Marcus shrugged. “Sucking another guy’s dick? That’s kind of gay.”

*              *              *

Maybe it was kind of gay – but that didn’t stop Marcus demanding Ray do it again that very same evening; after Bible classes had ended and they’d both retreated back to their cabin.

Or the next night. Or the night after that.

In fact, for the rest of the Bible camp, Marcus and Ray had an arrangement. At night, they’d wind up in the same bunk together, and Marcus would pull off his pants and expect Ray to obediently get down on his knees and get sucking.

And the thing was – Ray was only too happy to do it.

In the end, Marcus never once returned the favor. The best he’d do it give Ray a half-hearted handjob and stroke his balls, until he sat back and watched the skinny white 18-year-old finish himself off; spurting into his own eager hands.

“Listen,” Marcus explained on the last night, as Ray knelt on the cold cement floor and sucked and slurped on Marcus’s big, black cock. “It’s not gay if you get your cock sucked.” 

He stroked Ray’s hair, as Ray’s head bobbed up and down. “And there’s nothing wrong with being gay, seriously.” A moment later, Marcus’s cock swelled, and throbbed, and started spurting hot, salty cum into Ray’s eagerly sucking mouth.


Chapter Two

That had been fifteen years ago.

And over the course of that decade and a half, Ray North had determined that he, just like Marcus, wasn’t gay. 

That whole thing had just been a phase he went through that one time at Bible camp. An experiment.

An experiment he’d repeated once more at college, when he’d walked in on his gay roommate masturbating and felt the urge to join in.

And during the early days of his marriage, when he was away on business in Las Vegas, it was an experiment he’d tried just once more in a steam house off the strip.

But apart from that, never again.

Because Ray North wasn’t gay. Right?

Well, he wasn’t until he joined the new gym, down on the outskirts of Philadelphia.

SteelBunz gym was a sleek and glossy place that opened up directly on Ray’s commute home – and since he was anxious to keep fit, and lose a few pounds, he’d stopped in to see whether it was worth joining.

And immediately discovered that he knew one of the trainers there.

Marcus, his one-time bunkmate at Bible camp, ran the weight training and pilates classes – where he spent most of the day teaching overweight housewives how to bend and flex in front of full length mirrors.

“Oh my God, Ray!” Marcus recognized him immediately, and came strutting over to him with a bit more of a swagger to his gait than he remembered from Bible camp.

“H-hey, Marcus,” Ray said uncertainly, as Marcus came and shook his hand. “I didn’t think you’d remember me.”

Marcus leaned in close – close enough for Ray to smell the scent of sweat and musk on him.

“C’mon, bro,” Marcus grinned. “It’s not like you forget the first person to suck your dick.”

Ray’s cheeks burned red.

Trying to ignore the subject, Ray asked: “S-so how have you been?”

“Me? I’m fine. My boyfriend and I are getting married next month – as long as the courts approve marriage equality, that is.”

Ray’s eyes widened. “Y-your boyfriend?”

“Oh, yeah,” Marcus nodded, seemingly without any self-consciousness. “I’m gay, dude. I thought you might have guessed that when you were sucking my cock back in Bible camp.”

Ray’s cheeks burned red.

“I…” he stammered. “That…. It was just a phase.”

“Ha! That’s what I told myself,” Marcus nodded. “I tried for years to not be gay but one day… You know what? I just came out; to myself. Then I came out officially a couple of weeks later, and I’ve never been happier.”

“I’m not gay,” Ray repeated. “I’ve got a wife and kids now.”

“Oh, please,” Marcus grinned. “I get more ass from ‘happily married’ straight guys than anybody.”

“Well, not me,” Ray snapped. “That was just…” He tried to find the right words, before settling on: “That’s just not me anymore.”

“Sure,” Marcus nodded. “Whatever. So what are you doing here, anyway? You gonna sign up?” He punched Ray playfully in the arm. “Tell you what, buddy. For old time’s sake, I’ll give you a free series of personal training sessions, if you want.”

Ray looked Marcus up and down.

It had been fifteen years, and Marcus was not how he remembered him. Still looking youthful and handsome, the good-looking black guy was now stacked with muscle, and had a rippling body that made Ray think…

Well, it made him think thoughts that he knew a happily-married heterosexual guy shouldn’t feel.

And that was why he decided to say no to Marcus’s offer. To turn the offer of free training down, to get into his car and drive on out of his old friend’s life forever.

But instead of saying or doing that, Marcus opened his mouth and found that the words “sign me up” came out instead.


Chapter Two

That had been three months ago.

Twelve weeks later, Ray was a regular customer at SteelBunz Gym, and one of Marcus’s most loyal customers. 

But while in part that was due to Marcus’s skill and ability as a trainer (Ray had lost twelve pounds, and was leaner and stronger than ever) there were more than a few other reasons for him hitting the weights and treadmill so often.

It had started with some uncomfortably long and lingering eye contact. That had moved on to some appropriate, and then not-so-appropriate touching, as Marcus laid his hands on Ray’s skinny body to “help him with his form.”

And within a week of starting personal training sessions, it had ended in one of the massage rooms; with Ray on his knees sucking on Marcus’s big, black cock.

And twelve weeks later, that’s pretty much how every session ended.

*              *              *

It was Tuesday night, and Marcus groaned in satisfaction as he leaned back against the massage table.

His 6pm appointment, Ray, was kneeling down between Marcus’s outstretched legs, unzipping the front of his sweat-suit with practiced indifference. As he exposed his pale, hairless chest, Ray looked up and smiled at his very ‘personal’ trainer.

“Same as normal?” he purred.

“Oh yeah,” Marcus nodded. “Back and forth, just like with the kettle bells a few minutes ago.”

With a nod of comprehension, Ray started this familiar part of his regular ‘workout.’

His slender fingers curled around the waistband of Marcus’s shorts – pulling them down the black man’s muscular brown thighs until they pooled around Marcus’s ankles.

His thick, ebony cock swung limply from between Marcus’s legs, looking like a swollen mortadella. His shaven pubes made his sizable cock seem even more enormous than it really was - and responsively, Ray’s mouth started watering as he prepared herself to tackle it.

Marcus threw his head back and groaned. He’d just felt Ray’s warm, wet mouth envelope his stiffening shaft.

The muscular man didn’t give all his clients such ‘personal attention,’ but Ray was a special case. Their history, dating back to Bible camp, left him confident that Ray would never let anybody else know about this ‘special’ treatment. And, Marcus was pleased to learn, his old bunkmate sucked dick like a porn star – and with an enthusiasm he found intoxicating.

As a good-looking gay man, Marcus had got plenty of blowjobs in his past – but he could tell that Ray genuinely loved doing it. It was a pity he still insisted, desperately, that he “wasn’t gay.”

For somebody who isn’t gay, Marcus rolled his eyes, he sure sucks a whole mess o’ dick.

Shaking his head, Marcus tried to focus on the wet sound of suction as it echoed through the empty room. Marcus closed his eyes, murmuring in bliss as he felt Ray’s slender fingers knead and caress his heavy ballsack.

“Oh, yeah,” he groaned. “That’s good.”

Kneeling between his legs, Ray felt a vicarious thrill. Turning Marcus on turned him on.

He worked harder, lovingly lapping Marcus’s cockshaft with his tongue, all the while caressing the big black man’s testicles with his fingertips. Saliva drooled from his mouth, dripping down onto his bare chest. Inside his sweat pants, his own pale, white cock was hard and throbbing.

As Ray sucked it, he considered how Marcus’s cock was truly a thing of beauty – thick and black and rock hard. His lips stretched wide to accommodate it – and he struggled to swallow Marcus’s length. 

But Ray liked a challenge – and Marcus’s groans and moans of pleasure inspired him to work doubly hard to do a good job.

Ray was all about multi-tasking. As he bobbed his head, slathering Marcus’s brown shaft in saliva and slavishly licking his cockhead, one of Ray’s hands massaged and caressed Marcus’s balls. The other snaked between the black man’s muscular thighs, prodding exploratively between Marcus’s firm, muscular buttocks. There was no objection as his finger pressed against Marcus’s puckered, brown asshole.

“Oh, God,” Marcus groaned, as Ray’s spit-slathered finger sunk into his ass. “Oh, yes!”

Soon Ray was knuckle-deep inside Marcus’s ass – massaging his prostate at the same time he massaged his nuts. Marcus’s cock stiffened and swelled. Ray’s mouth instinctively watered as he anticipated Marcus spurting his salty load across Ray’s eager tongue.

But it wasn’t to be.

“Up,” Marcus ordered, wrapping his thick fingers in Ray’s short hair and wrenching his mouth from his cock. Marcus’s dick popped from between Ray’s lips with a wet-sounding ‘smack.’

Ray felt the muscular trainer haul him to him feet. A moment later, he was being pushed down across the massage table, face first.

“Today’s the day,” Marcus grinned.

Marcus effortlessly hoisted his skinny friend up, until Ray hung there – his sneaker-clad feet dangling inches above the work-out mat. He was lying on the bench, his bare chest pressed hard against the cold vinyl. His ass and legs hung off the side of the table, totally unsupported.

“Today’s what day?” Ray demanded.

“The day I pop that anal cherry of yours,” Marcus grinned, giving his friend a pat on his sweatpant-clad backside. “You’ve been teasing me with those tight little ass cheeks too long. I need to stick my dick between them.”

“No way,” Ray struggled. Sucking Marcus’s dick was one thing – this was something else entire. “I’m not gay,” he growled. “Let me go.”

“It doesn’t matter if you’re gay or not,” Marcus pinned Ray there easily enough – one hand pressed in the small of Ray’s back. “You’re getting your ass fucked.” With that, he yanked down Ray’s sweatpants, until they were bundled down around the skinny man’s knees.

Ray felt the cold air-conditioning hit his bare ass.

“Oh, Ray,” Marcus muttered appreciatively, gazing lustfully at his friend’s tight, pale asscheeks. “Look at those tight little cheeks. That ass is a work of art” He pumped his straining cock, slathering it in Ray’s saliva.

“Oh, God.” Ray groaned in pleasure as he felt the heat of Marcus’s thighs against his own. 

“Relax. You’re going to love it.” He felt Marcus’s thick fingers part his ass-cheeks, and press against the pink wrinkled knot of Ray’s asshole.

“Owwww!” Ray cried, as Marcus tried to push his fingers in. When that didn’t work, he bent his head and spat in between the white man’s ass cheeks. 

“Don’t worry,” a moment later, Ray’s eyes bulged as he felt Marcus’s chin between his buttocks. “You just need to be lubed up a bit.”

And then Ray felt Marcus’s thick, wet tongue slathering him between his legs – licking his tightly-clenched asshole until it surrendered to the probing.

“Mmmm,” Marcus lifted his head, and pressed two of his fingers against Ray’s lubed-up asshole. They both slid inside him – as effortlessly as sinking a hot knife into butter.

“Owwwww!” Ray arched his back as he felt his virginal asshole probed. “Holy shit!”

“Relax, you little slut,” Marcus groaned, pulling his fingers from Ray’s ass. He held them up “You feel so good.”

A moment later, Marcus pressed the swollen head of his cock against the entrance to Ray’s newly-lubed asshole – and pushed. 

Ray’s eyes rolled into the back of his head, and he cried out thinking about how wicked he was being. 

He was a happily married, straight guy – but despite that, he was taking the big, thick, black cock of a muscular stranger bareback into his ass. 

Ray’s greedy ass swallowed his friend’s massive cock inch by tortuous inch. It felt like heaven to the skinny white man. Marcus’s thickness stretched Ray’s ass and filled him in ways he didn’t know were imaginable.

When Marcus was finally buried to the hilt in him – his hard, muscular hips pressed tightly against Ray’s pale, taut ass – the skinnier man found that the big, swollen head of Marcus’s cock was nestled perfectly against his g-spot.

And then Marcus fucked him.

Marcus fucked Ray with the easy confidence of an experienced man. His shaft sunk in and out of Ray’s greedy, virginal ass with wet, squishy 'smacks.' As Marcus screwed his skinny white friend, his big, muscular hands caressed Ray’s naked back – giving his buddy a sensual back massage even as his big cock massaged Ray’s prostate. 

Ray turned his head and looked over his shoulder and gazed up at his well-hung friend. The contrast of Marcus’s dark, black muscles and Ray’s pale, white skin made Ray’s dick swell.

The pressure of Marcus’s fingers and dick, paired with the weight of his hard, black body crushing Ray against the massage table, soon had the smaller man breathing raggedly. He imagined herself melting into the table – just a pool of malleable, fuckable flesh quivering with erotic intensity.

Ray came.

Without his dick even being touched, he came. It was a blissful orgasm – radiating from inside his ass, throughout his body with blistering warmth and intensity. 

He felt herself balanced on a precipice of pleasure, powerless to resist Marcus’s remorseless thrusts as they massaged and pleasured his prostate.

Ray’s dick throbbed and swelled and spurted hot, white cum onto the floor beneath him.

And that was what tipped Marcus over the edge.

“I’m cumming,” the big, black trainer groaned, his hips thrusting a little harder – his dick skewering Ray a little deeper. “I’m going to…”

Buried in his ass, Ray felt Marcus’s cock swell and thicken… The thought of this big, black man flooding his virginal ass with his potent black cum instantly made Ray climax again; his cock throbbing and dribbling more sperm onto the floor.

Ray orgasmed a second time at the wet, wicked sensation of Marcus’s big, bareback black cock spurting sperm up inside Ray’s unprotected ass.

It took minutes for them both to come back down to earth from their climax. Gasping and panting for breath – still joined stickily at the crotch – Marcus and Ray struggled to rejoin the real world.

Eventually, reluctantly, Marcus withdrew. His thick, flaccid cock slithered from Ray’s tender ass with a wet-sounding slurp. 

Marcus gently helped his freshly-fucked friend slide off the massage table – Ray’s feet finding the floor just as he felt Marcus’s hot cum gushing out of his ass and down his thighs.

“Oh, God,” Ray tried to stop the flow with his hands. His ass felt pummeled, in the most delicious way possible. His whole body was tingling – he felt wicked, yet wonderful.

Marcus was pulling up his shorts, tucking his glistening cock back into the confines of cotton. He smiled at Ray as the smaller man pulled up him own sweatpants. Marcus was clearly amused by Ray’s embarrassment.

And why not? Ray had spent the past twelve weeks trying to convince Marcus that he was straight – despite having just enthusiastically sucked and fucked him right there on the massage table.

And now it was all over? Ray suddenly felt shy. He was self-conscious as he struggled to pull his clothes back on.

Self-conscious, perhaps. But he felt wonderful. Him heart was pulsing, and Ray could feel every beat in the muscles of his recently-fucked ass. The hot, damp wetness between his cheeks was a sinful reminder of just how ‘personal’ his training sessions had become.

Marcus handed Ray his timesheet to sign.

“Same time Friday?”

As Ray scribbled his signature, he reflected that his wife, back home, had no idea why her husband had suddenly become quite so enthusiastic about his gym membership. 

But he’d lost 12lbs on the 'Marcus' diet so far – and the irony was that that as long as he kept coming home thinner and fitter, his wife still considered Ray’s new-found obsession with the gym as money well-spent. 

The End
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