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My First Black Man

My footsteps echoed against the walls of the empty locker room. It was completely deserted, as always. As a new freshman on the college basketball team, I pretty much knew what the schedule was. For the next four hours, I’d have the place to myself. Then, it would be time for practice.

I sat down on a bench and pulled my phone out of my gym bag. My thumbs flew over the touch screen, opening up a special hidden app I used to watch porn.

Yes, porn. My roommate was always in my dorm, and there weren’t a lot of private rooms on campus. The only time I ever had to be by myself was just after English 101, which was right next to the athletic building.

I scanned the locker room one last time, making sure I was truly alone. I strained my ears to catch any stray footsteps or voices, but there weren’t any. I was by myself. With a final contented sigh, I played the very first video, “Lesbian slumber party.”

I grabbed my cock through my gym shorts just as the scene opened. Two girls wearing plain white bras and fluffy socks were making out on a bed as they fingered each other. They moaned softly as they rubbed each other’s clits and grabbed each other’s breasts through their bras.

I listened to the moans and watched as I stroked, but the scene didn’t unfold any further. It was just girls making out and thrusting on each other’s hands. Occasionally, one would go down on another, but there were no close-up shots of pussies or nipples or anything. Plus, it was no fun watching two girls going at it without a dick to make things interesting.

“Fuck this shit,” I muttered. I closed the video and opened another.

This time, I watched “Sissy guy cuckolded.” It was a basic, run-of-the-mill cuckold video with a milfy blonde and her quiet, reserved husband. Yawn.

I scrolled through the videos on my app, growing impatient. My cock was slowly getting hard, but nothing was really turning me on. I needed something hot, something hardcore. I wanted something fresh. Then, my eye caught on a title that intrigued me.

BBC.

That was it, nothing else. Curious, I clicked on the title.

The scene opened with a girl lying on a table. She was blonde, young, and petite. A stereotypical “hot girl.” She was massaging her breasts while making sexy duck-faces for the camera. It panned down along her body, showing off her flat stomach and curvy hips. She was shaved, which was nice. Her pussy lips were pink, luscious, and juicy.

Then, he came in.

The black man was tall and heavily-muscled, like a cartoon character come to life. His broad thighs flexed as he stalked his way toward the little girl on the table.

My cock jerked in my hand. Well, this is interesting, at least, I thought to myself. I slid my hand into my waistband and touched my fingers to the bare skin of my cock.

The girl in the video made a few whimpering noises as the black man approached. He wore only a pair of tight, heather gray briefs, but they didn’t do a very good job of hiding what was underneath.

“Oh. My. God,” I muttered.

The black man in the video...he was hung. His cock nearly strained his man panties past their breaking point. The elastic at his waist trembled as it struggled to pull back the monster of a cock he wielded. The man drew down his underwear just enough for it to spring forward. His cock was brown with a slightly paler tip, thick as my ankle, and so long I couldn’t imagine anything like it fitting inside of anyone’s pussy.

BBC. Big Black Cock, I realized. I curled my fingers around my shaft.

The girl gasped as the black man forced her thighs apart. He bent down shortly to give her grapefruit-pink pussy a few licks before positioning his cock at her entrance. She panted with desire, and probably with fear on top of that. Without waiting another second, the man thrust his cock forward, popping it through her tight entrance. She screamed wildly as he began fucking her.

I found myself jerking my fist around my cock as I watched. I’d never really watched porn with a black man in it. I mean, as a white guy, it made sense for me to prefer guys who looked like me fucking hot chicks, right? But there was just something about this BBC video, about this man in particular. I just couldn’t take my eyes off of him and his firm, plunging ass. Maybe it was intimidation, or admiration. As an athlete, I could definitely appreciate the work that went into his body.

Yeah, that was it. I was merely appreciative. I was secure enough in my own masculinity to admit that much.

I began jerking harder, and a choked moan escaped my lips as I watched the man holding his girl down, his body massive over her tiny, squirming frame. My lips fell open, trembling. There was a familiar ache deep in the root of my shaft, spreading slowly through my legs. My skin tingled. A tiny bit of precum gushed from my tip, dripping onto my fingers.

Suddenly, I heard voices.

Shit! I thought. My hand flew out of my shorts, and I scrambled to close my porn app. I ran around a bank of lockers just as two people walked into the locker room.

“—sick, bro. These practices are killing me. I’ll definitely let loose at the party,” one voice said.

“Yeah, I hear that. But who says we can’t unwind now?”

My eyebrows rose. The two men bantered softly back and forth, their voices growing louder as they ventured closer to my hiding spot. Then, they were directly on the other side of the lockers I was hiding behind, and I realized I knew who they were.

Tracy and Andre, two of my teammates. I was frozen in place, unsure of what to do, but then—

“So now what?” Tracy asked.

“Now, you get on your knees.”

My mouth went dry at the sound of Andre’s deep, authoritative voice. I could imagine Tracy now, a young freshman, as he noisily lowered himself to his knees before the older sophomore. And Andre, with his jersey hanging on his wide, athletic frame, his dark skin glistening with sweat...

I gulped. I’d spoken to Andre a few times, but we weren’t really friends beyond the team. But after watching the video, I saw him in a whole new light.

I heard some rustling, like clothing rubbing up against itself. Tracy groaned so quietly that I barely even heard it. Then, I heard him gasp.

“You know what to do,” Andre said.

It was silent for a few minutes. Then, I heard the unmistakable pop of a hard cock sliding into slick, wet lips. Tracy moaned again, this time louder but sounding muffled, as Andre groaned throatily.

Holy shit.

I couldn’t believe it.

The sounds were unmistakable. Tracy made gagging noises as Andre fucked his throat. My mind instantly recalled the huge cock in the BBC video, and I couldn’t help but mentally put that cock on Andre’s athletic body. I wondered if his was threaded with veins, if the tip was slightly paler than the rest. Before I even knew it, my hand was drifting down to my shorts again, clutching at my throbbing cock through the thin fabric.

“That’s it, boy. Suck that cock,” Andre murmured.

Tracy gagged some more. I imagined Andre’s large fist curled in Tracy’s dark hair, with his shorts around his knees, hips thrusting. I heard a slap and my cock jerked in my hand as I wondered what that sound was. My mind went wild with the possibilities.

Finally, Andre made a high, anguished groan. He sighed deeply, and the movements stopped.

“Mmm,” Tracy intoned, and I could clearly picture him happily swallowing Andre’s load.

I was breathless.

“Come on, man,” Andre said. There was some more rustling. “We better go.”

I cupped my groin until I heard their footsteps fade away and the door slam behind them. Then, I was on my feet, tearing my shorts down to my ankles.

Oh my fuck, I thought as I began jacking off. I screwed up my face, closing my eyes to the world around me. I didn’t need porn anymore. I wanted to get off while the experience was still fresh in my mind, while the ghost of Andre’s voice still hung in the air. My other hand crept back toward my ass, fingering my crack.

I bit my lip.

I drew a fingertip against my hole and felt it pucker as my cock shivered. Fuck. What was I doing? I wasn’t gay...

Yet I couldn’t stop thinking about Andre.

And it felt so good to touch my back door while I thought about him.

My fist twirled and twirled around my cock until the dry rub was stinging me. I spat twice in my hand and went back for more, tightening my fingers until it was barely a hole and more like a wall. My hips thrust forward, thrusting into my hand, as Andre’s whispers echoed in my ears. My fingertip plunged into my sphincter, and suddenly I was coming, hard and fast.

My cries echoed loudly, and I was lucky I was alone. My cum streamed out, the most I’d ever seen in one time. My shorts were ruined, and I had to change into a fresh pair.

I left the soiled ones crumpled up in the bottom of my locker, a reminder of the dirty thoughts I’d just had. But even after leaving them behind and heading to my next class, I couldn’t stop thinking about that BBC video, and I couldn’t shake my sudden curiosity about Andre. It was more than a curiosity, it was an obsession. Even before I could admit it to myself, I knew I just had to get Andre alone, to see for myself just how big he was, and perhaps to find out if he’d do to me what Tracy did to him.

* * *

It was finally time for practice.

I’d been
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