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I got my first credit card when I was 18. And the first thing I bought with my first credit card was a membership at the local gym. I paid extra for a personal trainer. I wanted to get fit. Not just kind of fit, not just in shape – I wanted to be the Jessica Rabbit of my town.

I didn't have that far to go; despite my belly, which has more than its fair share of rolls, 36-C cup breasts generally get plenty of positive attention. My ass was big enough, and firm enough, to almost balance a glass on it.

My thighs had their cellulite and my BMI was on the wrong side of “normal”, but I was always under the impression that my good parts more than made up for all that. I had long blonde hair that went all the way down to my hips, and bright green eyes. A little elfin nose and a pair of pouty lips and I wasn't wanting for much in the looks department.

So why was I so crazy to improve my body?

As usual, because I'm a girl, I was doing something for a boy. My boyfriend, Liam, had been growing more and more distant since we graduated high school. We both went to the community college in our town, and we spent a lot of time together since so many of our friends were away at school. Frankly, he just didn't have many friends to hang out with – neither did I. Which made it so weird and scary when he started spending less and less time with me. And the time we spent together just seemed different. He didn't seem as interested in me.

I was really worried that he was going to break up with me. Or, worse, that he was leading me along while cheating on me with some tramp. He always said he didn't need anything more than I wanted to give him, physically; we made out tons and he would touch my breasts sometimes if I felt like letting him. But what if he was lying?

Well, I decided that I was going to get so hot that he'd be stupid to break up with me or look at any other girl, no matter how much she wanted to put out!

That first day at the gym, I met my personal trainer. The gym was actually closing up, or getting close to it. There weren't too many people around and he had just finished up with another client, a young girl who looked really, really fit. She didn't have my curves, but she was definitely hot.

The man who signed me up for the package called the personal trainer over and introduced him as Tyrone. Tyrone smiled wide and took my hand, the pressure of his handshake almost painful.

But looking at him – now, that was really painful. Not because he was ugly. The opposite. He was hot as the sun, and just as bright. With dark mahogany skin, big chocolate eyes, bright white teeth and a shaved head, he was one of the most handsome men I'd ever met. And his body – oh, boy. I could certainly tell why he was a personal trainer. He wasn't wearing a shirt, and a light shimmer of sweat covered his twelve-pack abs and rock-hard chest.

I had to swallow to make sure I wasn't drooling.

I was here for Liam, not to ogle my personal trainer!

“Nice to meet you,” Tyrone said, and wouldn't you know it; even his voice was sexy! Like smooth jazz with each syllable. “I didn't catch your name?”

“Karen,” I said, nearly choking it out. Was I blushing? I knew I was probably blushing. He dropped my hand, his smile patient and kind.

“Are you used to working out? Know your way around a gym?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. I'd come prepared to work out, just in case, but this was actually my first time being in a gym. I had my hair up in a ponytail, gym shorts, a sports bra and a tank top. Tyrone glanced over my body quickly; I assumed he was just making sure I was dressed appropriately.

“Well, we'll definitely need to start you with a tour,” he said, flashing those pearly whites again, and nearly melting me in my shoes.

“Oh,” I said. “Right now?”

“Not tonight,” he shook his head. “Come back tomorrow, same time. Alright?”

“Yeah, for sure, definitely!”

I felt like I was walking on air when I left. I didn't really understand why, but I liked the feeling. I also didn't really understand why I was so excited to go back, or why I kept thinking of Tyrone when I was lying in bed that night. Why thinking of him...his dark skin...his smile...had me feeling overheated even in the air conditioning. I tossed and turned, too excited to sleep. But I needed to be well-rested for my workout the next day!

Eventually, sleep came, and now I was dreaming of Tyrone! I dreamed that he was kissing me, like Liam did, but it was so much better. I was feeling wet and strange between my legs. I rubbed my thighs together and moaned – and I woke up, suddenly, when I actually cried out, loud enough to wake myself up. My heart was racing, I was sweating, and my panties were all damp. Confused and irritated, I changed and went back to bed, trying to force myself not to have any more dreams. I guess it worked, because when I woke up the next morning, I felt great!
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Tyrone was true to his word. The first thing he did was give me a tour. But it wasn't just a tour, it was also a workout!

The gym was near closing time, again, but he insisted we'd have enough time. Still, the more we went at it, the more people left. Tyrone told me he'd have me doing weight training along with cardio. He said that both are okay on their own, but they really work best together.

“Like men and women,” he said with a smile, and I smiled back even though I didn't really get it.

The first thing he showed me was how to do some simple stretches using a towel and a block. Easy enough! Then he took me to the bench press machines; he explained the muscles that bench pressing works.

“Girls freak out about bulking up to much, but it really doesn't happen,” he said. “Mostly, bench pressing actually increases your femininity – makes your chest really stand out and supports your assets, if you know what I mean.”

I didn't really know what he meant but I laughed. He stood towering above me and told me to lift the bar, lower it to my chest, and then push it back up. The very first time I tried it I nearly died! I almost dropped the bar onto my throat. I really wasn't very fit. Luckily, Tyrone was there to catch the bar. He frowned a bit.

“We'll certainly have to work on that,” he said. I was disappointed in myself, because he seemed disappointed in me.

“Let's try it this way,” he said. This time, he held the bar, too. I lowered it slowly to my chest; the way his hands were positioned, I could feel the backs of them against my breasts, and something tingled where they touched me. But then he was lifting, and so was I, and we were putting the bar back on its supports.

“Again, six times,” he barked – I could see, now, that he wouldn't always be so nice and smiley! But I did what he said. Every time his hands came down, they pressed on my chest, right where my nipples were. And every time, I felt that tingling thrill. I was looking straight up at Tyrone as he towered over me; he was so impressively built, like a black god. My eyes kept traveling between his legs, but I didn't know why.

Eventually, we moved on. A few stations later we were at something he called the squat bar. At this point, the only other person in the gym left. And then one of the front desk guys shouted across the room:

“Hey! Ty! You stayin'?”

“Yup,” he hollered. “Still wanna work out after this. I'll lock up!”

That's how I figured out we were alone, a fact which maybe should have scared me, but didn't. If anything, I liked that we'd be alone. Less eyes on me, judging me. Anyway, he was about to show me the squats. I watched as he put a heavy bar over his shoulders and squatted down. Simple,  right?

Not so much.

I failed, again. And he looked disappointed, again. But then he was behind me.

“I'll help you, Karen,” he said. He slipped his hands around me, right under my chest, his fingers underneath my breasts. I felt like all the wind was knocked out of my, my skin crawling in a good way. I got my bearings again, cheeks burning, and lowered down. This time, with Tyrone's help, I managed to do it! I felt really proud of myself.

“Ten times!” he barked right into my ear, making me shiver. I obeyed, letting him help me down and then help me back up. When we went down, I could feel my ass pressing against him, between his legs. That made me feel really crazy, like I wanted to take all my clothes off and...

Well, I didn't even know where to start!

When we were done with squats, we went around the rest of the gym. Finally, with my muscles aching and my confidence shattered from doing almost everything wrong, Tyrone led me to the locker rooms.

“You can change, shower, everything in here,” he said. “Bring your own lock, ok?”

“Ok,” I said, and he must have heard how forlorn I was. He crossed his arms and sighed.

“What's wrong?” he asked.

“I just...I'm no good at this,” I said. Defeated, I crossed the room and sat on one of the wooden benches. He followed, but remained standing in front of me.

“No one's good at this at first,” he said reassuringly. “You did fine for your first time ever at the gym. Really, Karen.”

“Really?” His kind words lifted my spirits, and when I looked up at him I felt like I could trust him with anything.

“When you feel like quitting, remember why you're doing this. Why are you doing this, Karen?”

“My boyfriend, Liam,” I said. “I think he's losing interest in me. So I want to get really hot, so he can't possibly break up with me!”

Now, Tyrone frowned again.

“Karen...you should do this for you, not for a boy,” he said.

“But I love Liam. I want him to stay with me,” I argued.

“If he doesn't love you anymore, losing weight isn't going to help that,” Tyrone pointed out.

“Why not? I mean, I think everything else is ok...we always have fun together. I'm nice to him. He's nice to me. We're really good friends,” I explained. “He's my best friend.”

“Your best friend? Or your boyfriend?” Tyrone asked, one eyebrow arched. I pouted my confusion.

“My boyfriend,” I said.

“Are you sure about that? What's the difference between a boyfriend and a best friend? Do you treat him like a boyfriend?”

“Duh,” I said. “I wouldn't hold hands with my best friend. Or, like, go on dates.”

“And what do you do for your boyfriend, that separates him from your best friend?”

I blinked.

“Well...um...I give him rides when he needs it. You know, home from a party if he's been drinking. And...I'm always there for him. He can talk to me about anything. He knows that. At least, I think he knows that...”

“That's not exactly what I mean, Karen,”  Tyrone said, smirking a little. I tried to figure out what he did mean. What did I do for Liam? Well...

“I cook dinner for us sometimes,” I offered. “We don't live together or anything, but if we don't feel like going out to eat...”

“Karen,” Tyrone chuckled. “That's still not what I mean.”

“Well, what do you mean?” I asked in a huff, annoyed by his snarky, knowing smirk.

“I mean in bed,” Tyrone said. “What do you do for him in bed?”

“Oh!” I gasped. I hadn't expected him to ask a question like that. Was it even any of his business? I didn't think so! But that dumb smirk on his face said otherwise, like he had a right to know.

“Nothing,” I said, putting my nose up in the air. “I'm waiting until marriage. Liam knows that, and he's okay with it.”

Tyrone chuckled again and shook his head slowly back and forth.

“Your poor boyfriend,” he said. “No wonder he wants to break up with you. Princess, you've got to know he's lying when he says he's okay with an arrangement like that.”

“He is not!” I protested. “I let him kiss me as much as he wants, and he can even touch my...well, you know. My chest. As long as it's over my bra...”

“So basically, you're teasing him,” Tyrone said, and now he rolled his eyes. “That's even worse than holding out on him. You get him all hot and bothered, let him get a little squeeze of those tits, and then shove him out the door. Man, if I had a woman who did that, she'd be out the door in a second.”

I was flaming red now. He'd called them my tits. That was bad enough, but every word he said seemed so...true. Liam did always try to go further. And he did seem frustrated sometimes.

“But...I'm not sure I want to let Liam go any further,” I said, looking down at my feet.

“Then don't,” Tyrone said with a shrug. “A man should never force you to do anything. But don't expect him to stick around, either. That's not fair. A man needs to get off, Karen. You get that, right?”
 

I shrugged. I hadn't learned much in high school, but I knew that boys sure did care a lot about sex.

“And, frankly, you're missing out,” Tyrone went on. He grabbed the ends of the towel draped around his neck and rocked on his heels. He was taller than me by at least two feet, and with me sitting down and him standing up, it was even more obvious.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, it's not like sex feels bad for chicks, if you know what I mean. I mean, you touch yourself, right?”

Wow! No way! I blushed so hard, they ought to have called the fire department. I felt like my tongue was too big for my mouth. I shook my head, hard, my long ponytail whipping back and forth. Tyrone's eyes nearly bugged out of his head.

“You're telling me you've never touched yourself? Not even a little bit?”

“No,” I said, only able to muster a squeak. He was looking at me like I was an alien just landed on earth...and I kind of felt like that, too.

“Daaamn,” he said. “Well, that's your problem baby girl. You need to learn how good it feels, and you'll be begging Liam to slip his dick inside you.”

“Erm...I don't think so,” I said. My heart was racing. Tyrone gave me an odd look, then came and sat down beside me on the bench. He smelled so masculine and....hot. Being so close to him was a little intimidating, but I swallowed hard and turned to meet his big, chocolate eyes.

“Why not? You don't think your body is just like every other chick's?”

“Well, no,” I said. “I'm sure I'm perfectly normal, but...well, I never really thought about it, really. I just thought sex was something you have to do when you love someone.”

“Have to? Man, you're seriously messed up,” Tyrone said. “No offense.”

How could I not take offense to that?

“I'm not messed up,” I pouted.

“Alright,” Tyrone said smoothly, and patted my knee. His hand was huge and dark against my skin, and I felt the heat of his palm surge up my thigh right to...

Oh, well...that was strange...

“So you're saying, when Liam kisses you, and touches your tits, you don't feel anything?” Tyrone asked.

“Well...” I tried to ignore the feeling between my legs, but I could practically see my heart beating out of my chest. “It feels good, I guess.”

“Just good? Never exciting? You never feel your nipples get hard? You never get wet?”
 

“Get wet?” I asked, not even caring about how naughty the conversation was anymore. I was kind of intrigued. By his questions, but also by the way my body was responding to his hand on my knee.

“Between your legs, girl,” he said. “Your pussy. Does your pussy ever get wet?”

Oh. That. Well, I had sometimes felt like I was wet down there. In fact...I kind of felt like I was wet down there right now. My mind kept thinking about what it would be like if Tyrone slid his hand further up. I'm sure my cheeks were apple red.

“Maybe a little, sometimes,” I whispered. I looked down, no longer able to hold his gaze.

“Maybe this boy just isn't very good,” Tyrone suggested. “How does he kiss you?”

“How? Well...I guess we just...kiss, like normal, and then he sticks his tongue in and he wiggles it around,” I said. Tyrone laughed out loud, and I cringed, wondering what was so funny. When he laughed, he squeezed my knee harder, and my heart leapt a little faster.

“Wiggles it around? Baby girl, a real man doesn't 'wiggle it around'. A real man can fuck you with his mouth. When a real man kisses you, you'll feel like doing all sorts of things.”

“Really?” I asked, blinking up at him. Without thinking about it, I scooched a little closer. “What's so different?”

“I can't tell you,” Tyrone said, his face falling into a more serious expression as he regarded me. “I can only show you. Do you want me to show you, baby girl?”

I choked. No way! That'd be cheating...right?

“Don't worry about Liam,” Tyrone said. “He'll call me up and thank me for teaching you a thing or two, I promise.”

“Well...”

I really did want to know what Tyrone was talking about. And I really didn't want him to pull his hand away. I bit my lip, looked up at him, and nodded.

“Alright, princess,” Tyrone said with a smirk. “Let's do this.”

He turned towards me, grabbed my chin in his hand, and pulled me close. His lips caressed mine, gently at first, then harder. As soon as our flesh touched, I felt like there were fireworks going off in my heart.

His tongue gently pressed against my lips and I let them part, wanting to taste him and let him in. He swallowed my moan as his tongue slowly explored my mouth. He tasted like kiwis and salt, and I was nearly sitting on his lap, desperate to get closer. His hand on my chin spread out so that he held one side of my face, his fingers splayed over my cheek, holding me in place while his tongue tickled the roof of my mouth and probed my cheeks and massaged my own.

His other hand, still on my knee, was squeezing hard; then he pulled, so I was sitting facing him, and wrapped that arm around my waist. He pulled away a little bit, only to plant a series of small, light kisses against my lips while I cooed and moaned, overwhelmed by the amazing new sensations he awoke in me. I was straddling the wooden bench, and my hips kept angling down and shifting, so that there was pressure between my legs. Oh, that felt so good. And my breasts felt really heavy, my nipples all tingly. I arched my back to press them harder against his chest.

“That's right, baby girl,” Tyrone muttered against my flesh. “That's how you're supposed to feel.”

He led a trail of kisses down my cheek, up my jaw, to my ear. I gasped as he sucked my earlobe between his thick lips and nibbled it. Meanwhile, his hands roamed downward, until I felt them land on my breasts, cupping them from below.

“Oh! Tyrone! Wait,” I moaned, arching into his grip even as I protested. He pulled away at once, and my body immediately screamed its disapproval.

“I guess that's a lesson, anyway,” Tyrone said, sounding a little miffed. “Maybe you'll let Liam touch your tits, if you won't let me...”

“Wait,” I whimpered. “I'm so confused. That felt so good. I felt like I wanted...my nipples feel all tight and...”

Tyrone smirked.

“You're horny,” he said. “You want to orgasm. Your body wants to, anyway. Don't you even know that?”

I shook my head, biting my now-swollen lips.

“How do I...how can I...do that?” I asked.

“Bitch, you pushed me away before I could show you,” Tyrone laughed. “If you want to cum, you better let me do whatever I want to that hot little body of yours.”

I gulped hard. He was saying such dirty things, but they were making me feel even hotter inside.

“Uptight white bitches,” he snorted, and turned away. I grabbed his bicep, marveling at how hard it was. It was like grabbing a statue.

“Wait,” I pleaded. “What if...maybe you could just...”

I really wanted him to touch my breasts. My nipples felt like they actually hurt from wanting to be touched. He waited expectantly.

“Maybe you could just touch my....a little bit?” I gestured to my chest. “You'd like that, right?”

“Princess, call them what they are,” Tyrone said. “They're tits. You've got tits and nipples. A man wants a woman who can say words like that. You've got a pussy, too. A cunt between your legs. Just like I've got a cock. A man wants a woman who'll beg him to fuck her tits, suck her nipples. If that's what you want, Karen, you better ask me for it.”

“Oh,” I moaned, squirming. I'd never said words like that before! But I did want it...so bad. “P-please...Tyrone, will you please touch my...my tits?”

He smirked and grabbed the bottom of my shirt, sliding me across the bench until I was practically in his lap again. A second later and my shirt was gone, only to be followed by my sports bra. My tits were bare, milky white and bouncing. Tyrone licked his lips, staring at them like they were a Thanksgiving dinner.

“Now, these are some beautiful tits,” he said. “You should let every man on this earth play with these babies, little girl. You'd be doing us all a big favor. God damn.”

He reached for me, and I groaned in sweet relief as he finally held my tits in both hands, kneading and massaging them in his massive palms. My nipples, hard as pebbles, sent shocks all through my stomach, down between my legs, as he worked my flesh. He started gentle, but soon enough he was grabbing me roughly. And I liked it. I liked watching his dark hands on my tits, squeezing and clutching them like he owned them.

And just when I thought it couldn't get any better, he leaned in and sucked one nipple between his lips. I cried out, my voice echoing off the tiles in the locker room, as he nibbled and licked at my breast. He pinched my other nipple between his fingers, then switched, always teasing one nipple while sucking and kissing the other.

There was a crazy heat in my stomach, and I grabbed his shaved head, pulling him tight against my body. He groaned before pulling away, smacking his lips and looking up at me with hungry eyes. The minute he broke contact, I could feel my body wanting more. I definitely felt wet between my legs, and my hips were jerking against the wooden bench.

“If you really want to wait,” Tyrone growled, “I can show you something else you can do for Liam. Something he'll really love, enough that he probably won't leave you.”

Flustered, heart racing, overheated, I nodded. My blonde ponytail bounced as I moved my head, and Tyrone grinned.

“You can tell what's happening to my dick, right, baby girl?” He asked. I looked down, and was surprised to see that his gym shorts were standing up in the middle. I opened my lips in shock and confusion, shaking my head. “Damn, bitch, did you go to catholic school? I'm hard, baby girl. Look...”

He grabbed the top of his pants and rolled them down; his penis sprang into view, at least ten inches long and thick! It was blacker than the rest of his body, the tip glistening with a drop of liquid. I could feel my mouth watering just looking at it. I knew I wanted that thing...I just didn't know where, or how, or why. I gazed up at him, waiting for him to explain.

“You're gonna suck this cock, baby girl,” he said, reaching out and grabbing hold of my ponytail. “You're gonna make me cum with that pretty mouth of yours. Trust me, Liam will love it if you do this to him. Now, open wide.”

My mouth opened alright, but it was mostly from shock. But it was enough for Tyrone to shove the tip of his cock between my lips, using my ponytail like a lever, pushing me down into his lap. I groaned, spit flowing down his long, black shaft, as he thrust his hips upward. That shiny drop at the tip of his cock was musky and hot as it slid down my throat.

“Aw, yeah,” Tyrone groaned. “That's it baby. Taste every delicious inch. You better learn to love this, Karen, 'cause dudes sure as hell love it.”

My response was muffled as he fed me another inch of his massive cock. My eyes were watering as my nose struggled to take in enough breath; his fist around my ponytail was tight, making it impossible for me to move. He started pulling and tugging, then pushing me back down, his cock sliding back and forth in my mouth.

Each time he slid in, he went a little farther. My tongue lapped at his shaft, feeling a vein underneath it that throbbed. Slowly, as I got used to the feeling, I started to really like it. I had my hands on the bench, clutching it for support while he thrust his cock into my throat. When I felt the head finally hit the back of my throat, unable to go any further, his fist tightened.

“That's it? Baby girl, you're gonna have to relax,” Tyrone growled. “Get ready, princess...”

He slammed his hips upwards, while his fist forced me downwards. I would have cried out at the sensation of his cock pushing into my throat, but of course I couldn't make a noise.

“Oh, fuck, yeah,” Tyrone groaned, and held me tightly in place. “Now eat up, little girl.”

I wasn't sure what he meant...but I learned quickly. I felt his cock throb, then a burst of heat as he came inside my throat. His cum tasted salty and musky and was thick as it slid down my throat; his hips jerked with each spurt, feeding me each precious drop.

It felt like he had gallons of seed to unload in my throat, and by the time he released my ponytail, I was gasping and raw as his cum filled my stomach. The feel and taste and dirtiness of it all had me squirming and humping the bench, my whole body feeling like it was dripping with need. Tyrone was breathing hard, but he was smiling as he looked at me.

“Think you can do that for your boyfriend?” he growled. I nodded, whimpering and biting my lip. “But I bet you still feel pretty horny, don't you?”

I nodded again, harder this time.

“Well, there's something he can do for you, too,” Tyrone said, licking his lips. “But you know, only good girls deserve to cum. You sucked my cock pretty good, so I guess you've earned it...”

I was panting, dizzy with the sensations in my body.

“...but you shouldn't always expect it,” Tyrone went on. “I'm willing to show you, since it's your first time and I'm your personal trainer. But you should be happy to just have the chance to suck a man's cock. Even if he doesn't do anything for you. You can always fuck yourself with your fingers. Do it while you're sucking him off and swallowing his load, just to show how much you love the way his cock feels filling your throat. Because you do love it, don't you, Karen?”

“Yes, Tyrone,” I moaned. “I love sucking cock. I want to do it again...”

He chuckled.

“Soon, maybe,” he said. “Now, lie down and take those shorts off. Spread your legs wide for me, baby girl.”

I didn't know what he planned to do, but I was willing to do anything for my big, black personal trainer. I didn't want to give him my virginity, but anything else he could do to me would be fine. I lay back on the bench, my nipples still hard and pointing up at the ceiling, and shimmied out of my shorts and panties. Tyrone whistled, low in his chest, as he looked at my naked teenage body. His hands came to my tits again, kneading them hard.

“Good girl,” he said. “Very fucking good. I'm gonna taste this nice, fresh cunt...”

His hands moved down, across my tummy, towards my sex. I moaned, hips jerking upwards, as he reached even lower, his hands grabbing my inner thighs and spreading them wider.

“We'll make you more flexible,” he murmured, almost as an afterthought. I wondered what he could see down there; I was definitely wet. Could he see that? If he couldn't see it, he could sure as hell feel it, because he slid a finger against my entrance.

“Oh, my GOD,” I cried out as he slipped the finger into my virgin pussy. My hips immediately swiveled and thrust down, wanting his finger to go even deeper. He smirked, pulled his finger away, and replaced it with two. He started stroking my pussy, stopping after a few inches, when there was something in there that resisted him. Even so, his slow and steady strokes were driving me wild.

And when he leaned down, eyes glued to my bouncing tits, and blew a hot breath across my clitoris, I moaned so loud I was sure someone could hear it from the outside. When he finally wrapped his lips around my clit, I was primed to melt against his mouth. My cheeks were on fire, my stomach tight with tension, my muscles almost aching. His tongue flicked over my clit while his fingers probed and stroked my cunt. I reached down and found his head, pulling him close, needing to cum.

“P-please..please, sir...please, Tyrone, oh god, I want...I need...oh, fuck,” I murmured, eyes closed as the sensation peaked. He growled, thrust hard against my pussy, and gently grazed my clit with his teeth. That was it. I came. I flooded his mouth with my juices, my first orgasm rocking my body into wild pleasure. Everything seemed to clench and release, over and over, as waves of pleasure buffeted me. Tyrone kept his tongue flat and hard against my clit until the sensation began to slip away, my body going limp on the bench, my breath hard and uneven.

“See, princess?” he growled. “Pretty fucking good, right?”
 

He leaned back, wiping his lips. I rose to my elbows and noticed that his dick was hard again, standing between his legs. His eyes followed mine and he grinned.

“Yeah, that'll happen,” he said.

“Want me to suck it again?” I asked. “Can I, please?”
 

He shook his head, and I felt disappointed.

“Your mouth is pretty sweet, but I'd rather just fuck you,” he said with a shrug. “You've already done everything else, Karen. You're barely a virgin anymore. Now, why don't you give your body what it really wants, and let my big black cock into that tight slit of yours? It's been a while since I got a chance to pop a cherry. I love the way virgins scream...”

I was shocked by the suggestion, reeling from his naughty words. But I was dripping wet, tingling again at the thought of losing my virginity in a gym locker room, to my personal trainer. Letting him really train me...I choked. He grinned.

“You want it, don't you? Just too afraid to say it?”

“I...I...” I stammered. He gripped the base of his shaft and stroked it a few times; my eyes couldn't move away, entranced.

“C'mere, baby girl,” he said, voice smooth as butter. “Let me show you how a real man fucks. You're gonna have to learn, sometime. You know that's what a pussy's for, right? You're just a pussy, and your job is to make your man happy.”

“Oh...” I said, not sure if that really sounded right, but not caring. My mouth was watering.

“C'mon, princess,” Tyrone said, standing up so I was face-to-face with his beautiful dick. “Beg me for it. Beg me to fuck your tight, virgin cunt.”

I spoke without thinking, merely obeying his every command.

“Please fuck my virgin cunt,” I said. “Please take my virginity, Tyrone.”

“Good girl,” he grinned, and I was so glad that I made him happy. “Now get your ass back down and spread yourself.”

I obeyed again, watching him move as he positioned himself between my legs. This time, his cock teased my dripping sex, sliding up and down my puffy lips. The head would press against my clit, then slide back down to my slit. I was nervous about having such a big dick for my first time, but I wanted him so bad I was willing to go through any pain. Tyrone finally settled at my entrance, then caught my gaze.

“Ready, princess? This is gonna hurt.”

I nodded. He grabbed my legs and pulled them up onto his shoulders, which took my breath away; with his hands on my hips, pinning me down, he forced his cock into me, splitting me in half as he tore my hymen open. I screamed, fingers digging into the wooden bench, as pain jolted through me. It was worse than I imagined; and with my legs on his shoulders, his first penetration felt like it was piercing my very core. He was still grinning, his hands holding me down, watching me writhe as his cock took my virginity and plunged against my womb.

He stayed that way, hard and throbbing inside me, until the pain began to fade...and something else took its place. My eyes widened as my pussy stretched to fit him, and he slowly started sliding in and out of my cunt. Each stroke sent a thrill up my spine, had my tummy clenching, my tits swaying gently with his movements. My hips started moving on their own, meeting his thrusts so he could drive deeper and deeper inside me. Tyrone grinned wider and started fucking me harder and faster.

“That's right,” he said. “We'll make a good little slut out of you, baby girl. You'll be begging for cock by the time I'm done with you. I'm gonna send you home dripping with so much cum, it'll stain your fucking panties for days...”

Each word drove me further and further into wild abandon, my head spinning as his cock drove me into throes of passion. I could feel everything tensing again as my body prepared for its release. Tyrone grimaced and slammed into me, harder than ever; I felt him against my deepest center and cried out, cumming like crazy around his thick, black dick. My pussy clenched and squeezed him tight as he held himself inside me, riding through my bucking spasms. Only when I was going limp did he move again, and this time he had another surprise for me.

“Get the fuck up,” he growled, pulling out of me and grabbing me around the waist. Before I really understood what was happening, he had me standing up, bent over with my hands on the wooden bench. He grabbed my hips and plunged into me again, from behind, pulsing even deeper into my virgin slit.

“Oh, Tyrone,” I moaned, his thrusts so strong that my whole body bounced and rocked with them. I could hear his balls slapping against my pussy, his fingers pressing hard into my flesh.

“That’s right, baby girl,” he growled again. “Take this cock. I'm gonna wreck this fuckin' pussy...and your pretty white ass.”

One hand reached forward, grabbing my tits from below and squeezing hard; and then I felt him shove one finger against my rosebud, forcing into me. It hurt like hell, but then it turned into pure heaven; the feeling of being stuffed in both holes, letting my personal trainer use my teenage body as his own personal fuck toy, fingering my ass while he kneaded and squeezed my breasts, had me panting while another climax rose inside me.

“Cum for me again, princess,” he growled. “Show me what you've learned, little slut...”

I groaned, giving in to him again. My body gushed, my pussy milking his shaft: I felt him spasm behind me, then the sweet sensation of his cum pouring into my cunt, filling me with his seed, warm and thick. Each spurt massaged my clenching slit, while my own spasms squeezed him dry.

When he slid out of me, limp at last, he smacked my ass once, making me moan a last time.

“That's a good start,” he said. “Use some of that on your boyfriend and you won't have to worry about losing him.”

Liam? Who cared about Liam anymore? I looked back at Tyrone, who was smirking.

“I won't be around to fuck you that good all the time,” he said. “And Liam's probably a clumsy little white boy with a five-inch cock, but he'll be better than nothing. Or you can go ahead and start kneeling down on the bus, sucking off strangers. But you're better off starting with someone you know.”

“I guess,” I mumbled. “Are you sure we can't...tomorrow...?”

Tyrone rolled his eyes.

“You're not my only client, princess,” he said. “Same time next week. I'll think of some new ways to train you, alright?”

“Alright,” I said, perking up at the thought of learning something new.

“In the meantime, you really need to keep practicing,” Tyrone said. “Take all the cum you can, baby girl. Now hit the showers. Wash me out of you so Liam doesn't know how bad your pussy's been destroyed before he even got a chance.”

“Yes, Tyrone,” I cooed, hopping up on my sore legs. He'd given me one hell of a workout. I had a feeling this personal training was going to be worth every penny!
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