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Prologue

 


You know, there is nothing quite like sinking
the whole considerable length of my big black cock all the way into
the pink and pale pussy of a white chick. Being the guy I am, I get
more than my share of white trim. And it happens in the damnedest
of places. I've had white girls on basketball courts, in libraries,
in parks. Hell, I even scored some delectable snatch on the Eiffel
Tower! This time, it happened, again, outdoors. And on the top of a
cliff!

And it wasn't like I was actively looking for
hole to fill. Just like always, I just happened to be at the right
place and the right time. And she happened to be looking for some
fine dark meat to fill her up.

I think we both got what we wanted.

I spotted her in Allison Park. This is a
small park on the Jersey side of the Hudson. It sits atop the
Palisades and has a fantastic view of the Cloisters Museum in Upper
Manhattan. And even though I love the Cloisters and the whole area
around Inwood, the view she gave me when we met was far more
interesting than anything happening on, over, or across the
river.

What happened next... Well, read on, dear
reader. Read on.

 


 



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter One: One Good Workout
Deserves...

 


One of the great pains in the ass of our
times is that they keep canceling sport’s seasons. Basketball has
been a big part of my life since I was a kid. Even now, college
graduate and rising engineer, I still love the game so much I play
in amateur leagues across New York City. And I’m good - all false
modesty aside - good enough I could have made the NBA. But I didn’t
have the fire in belly one needs for that. Besides, I had my heart
set on a career in engineering and, well, that’s the road I took
and I regret nothing.

Even so, I love to play. And when the season
was canceled on account of yet another pandemic, I needed another
way to keep in shape. And that was why I happened to be jogging
along the Palisades that day.

Damn good thing, too. It was because I was
jogging in that place at that time that I got to indulge in my
other passion - pussy! And not just any pussy, but, as I said,
white pussy. Ever since I was a kid, there’s been something about
the idea of sinking my big, black cock into the pink depths of a
white girl that has always inflamed me.

My boys always kid me about it.

But it never stopped them from joining me
whenever a hot babe with a yen for dark meat wanted a bunch of us
to slip her the salami at the same time. I could tell you things,
yo!

Good memories.

Even so, pussy was pretty much not on my mind
that day. It was a cool Sunday morning. It was bright and sunny.
Very low humidity. Perfect for running.

But where?

I still live in the neighborhood in which I
grew up, a few blocks from my Alma mater on Fordham Road, in the
Belmont section of the Bronx. I could have run the perimeter of the
Bronx Zoo, but I didn’t need to see all that depressing hood to the
south. And I was bored of running up and down the Pelham Parkway.
Besides, running around the Bronx, I would have to keep popping my
mask on and off while running.

And, believe me, running with a mask on is no
fun at all!

So I hopped in my car and drove to Manhattan.
I wanted to run across the George Washington Bridge. I wanted jog
down to the river’s edge and then head north. I knew there was a
path up the cliff near the marina, which was a killer workout after
three or four miles. From there, it was an easy jog through the
woods and back to the bridge, then back to my car.

So that’s what I did.

And, damn, was I glad I did!

Because of the situation, there were very few
people on the bridge. Which made it a joy to run across - usually
one must keep an eye out for the serious bicycle riders, who like
to speed across the bridge and get very annoyed at any walker or
runner who might get in their way! Likewise in Palisades Park. As I
made the left off the bridge to jog down to the trail entrance, I
saw no one.

The new normal was working in my favor for
once!

Again, no one on the old CCC trail down to
the river's edge. No one on the trail under the bridge. Even at the
recreational area, there were only a couple of families picnicking.
It was nice not to have to dodge cars, or gawking walkers. And,
especially, it was great to breath free like the good old days.

No mask equals bliss in exercise!

It was a beautiful day. The sun was shining.
The temp was in the low sixties with just a slight breeze - just
enough to keep you relatively dry without freezing your ass. By the
time I got to the marina and ready to tack the trail back up the
cliff, I was well warmed up and feeling good.

I stretched a little, then began. The trail
here is steep - you head up a cliff! But it's also paved and has
some stairs along the way. Definitely a cardio workout! I won't
bore you with the details, but I felt winded, but fantastic when I
reached the top.

And it was well worth it for the view.
Stretched out below was the Hudson. A few tugs herded their barges
up and down the river, but no skidoos or sailboats were out. Across
the river, upper Manhattan was a ridge encrusted with buildings,
punctuated with patches of forest. To the south, the good old GWB
leapt the Hudson between its towers.

Despite all the unpleasantness, it was good
to be alive. And I was certainly feeling the power of a spring
morning. So with hope in my heart, the blood singing in my veins,
and bit of randiness in mind, I found the entrance to the trail and
commenced on the leg back to the bridge.

The trail on top of the Palisades is part of
the Long Path that stretches from the GWB, all the way past Albany,
and to the Adirondacks. In this section, it runs through a short
stretch of woods before bypassing a local college and past a few
homes.

It is here that the trail cuts through
Allison Park before plunging back into the woods and to the
bridge.

Because the atmosphere of nervousness and
caution, I enjoyed myself. The trail cut over to the parkway, which
was uncharacteristically deserted, as it swung around the closed
campus. In a few moments more, I was pounding up the short street
near the park.

The trail enters through the parks exit, the
goes right to the edge of the cliff. I saw that there was a car in
the lot, but the place was otherwise deserted. I trotted lightly
along the fence down to the stone wall at the cliff's edge. I
stopped there, pulled my phone and snapped a couple of shots of the
green hills of Inwood and Fort Tryon, which sported the square
tower of The Cloisters.

I turned to continue on my merry way, and saw
a figure sitting on one of the benches facing the river. The person
was partly blocked by this stone with a memorial plaque on it, I
couldn't tell if it was a dude or a woman.

Well, I thought as I pulled my mask up off my
chin, at least this was only the like fifth time I had to cover
up.

Because I hate to run with a mask on, I
walked.

And I am glad I did!

 


 



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Three: Opening Moves

 


 


At first, all I could see was the top of a
head. Thick blonde hair. A woman? Blonde? Deep inside, I felt a
stirring, a sudden heaviness. As I started the pass the boulder
with the plaque, I saw a pale and lovely foot clad in a dainty
sandal more appropriate for an evening out than an afternoon in the
park. The lovely foot, thrust out as though she were stretching and
resting on its heal, was attached to a bare calf, pale and pinkish
lay healthy. Then I saw the knee and the top of the thigh.

I froze.

Still I could only see the top of her head
and that leg.

But it was the kind of leg that walked
through a lot of my teenage fantasies. It was the kind of leg that
I loved to have resting on my shoulders, as wrapped around my
waist!

Quite suddenly, I had a length of wood
pressing uncomfortably in my shorts.

I took another step, carefully, as though I
were stalking a rabbit or something. More of that lovely thigh,
creamy with a pink undertone, now resting - pressing even - against
the slats of the park bench.

Another step. More thigh, glorious in its
whiteness!

Yet another step and...

I had stepped right into that adolescent
fantasy!

She was gorgeous. That flawless leg ended in
a pair of lacy, red panties. Draped behind that leg was a red
dress, bunched up to her waist. The other leg was spread wide of
the other, so that her foot, which was perched on the bench,
pointed at me. One, slender, and athletic arm lay along the back of
the bench, the hand with red polish to match that on the toenails,
clutched at the top slat of the back of the bench. Her head was
tilted as she looked down at her lap, eyes riveted on the other
hand, which she had plunged inside those frilly panties.

Holy shit!

My eyes were riveted on what that hand was
doing inside those panties. The fabric was pushed up by the
invading fingers. Tufts of downy, blonde hair lined the top of that
magnificent tight I had first noticed. Behind the lacy, delicate
fabric, her fingers plowed between blonde-clad lips as she plunged
a finger or two deep inside herself.

Without even thinking, I had my own hand
gripping my cock through my running shorts. How could I not? Who
expects to come across such a sight in real life. Well, you'd be
surprised, dear reader. It happens all the time to me. But it had,
as I said, been a while since I had any pussy at all, let alone a
fine, blonde-furred one as this!

I had not had a case of wood like this in a
long time.

Who knows how long I stood there. Who knows
how long that woman frigged her cunt in the open air like that. It
could have been just
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