Following my experience with Trudi, I continued to get my money's worth. I masturbated for weeks at the memory; closing my eyes, I'd see her sitting on the swivel chair, exhaling cigarette smoke in my face, and I'd hear her Leeds accent saying 'I know this black guy... He's realleh fucking big... He'd definitleh fuck you for meh..."
 
I wished she could see me, now, using a 10" black dildo on myself in bed; looking down on me, unsmiling, cigarette between her fingertips. I had a video clip of a young woman who looked a bit like Trudy, smoking and showing a bit of attitude, holding up a middle finger to the camera, and I'd inevitably use it to bring myself off after several days of looking at interracial porn and denying myself orgasm. So when an opportunity arose for another work assignment, I found myself ringing her.
 
************************************************************************************
 
"Trudeh... Oh, Patrick... Hiyeh! I knew you'd ring meh..." she laughed.
 
"Well, I'm coming back again, so I thought I'd give you plenty of warning... Next Wednesday night..."
 
"Ok... Wensdeh? OK. It'll be two hundred... If you want, you know, both..."
 
I got a bit nervous. "Yeah... I want you there, as well..."
 
She giggled and tutted. "Silleh. Of course I'm gonna be there! I mean both, you know, what we talked about... Both ends... A bit less if you only want to suck him off..."
 
I understood what she meant. "Two hundred is fine."
 
************************************************************************************


It wasn't difficult to spirit away £200, and 'accidentally' pack one of my wife's silk robes. On arrival at the hotel I rang Trudi again, and we arranged for her to come to the hotel later. I liked the idea of her looking slightly tartier, so I asked her to wear more makeup and a low-cut top.  I’d also asked her to ask for directions to my room if the prettier of the two receptionists is on duty; I’d like to think of her speculating about a prostitute and a big black guy visiting my room late at night. Maybe she’ll think they are going to put a show on for me; maybe she’ll guess correctly that I’m in the process of becoming a black cock slut. I reminded myself to make eye contact with her when I check out.
 
I finished work early with an excuse and retired to the hotel for an afternoon of pampering and preparation. I swam in the pool, slept for an hour, had a hot bath and shaved around my balls and crack, leaving my anus smooth and hairless. I longed to shave my legs, but this would raise too many questions even if I decided to feign a new interest in cycle racing! Instead, dressed in my wife’s black silk robe, I rolled my 20-denier, sheer, seamed black stockings up my thighs and imagined how a woman must feel to be dressing for sex. I fastened the clip of my black, floral lace suspender belt at the front, rotating it around my middle before proceeding to attach each of the fiddly little clips with their tiny bows to the stocking-top bands. Finally I slid my hands along each stocking, from ankle to thigh, ironing out any wrinkle or crease.
 
Perched on the edge of the bed in front of a full-length mirror, I opened my legs and picked up my vibrator, playing the buzzing tip around my anus. Earlier, waking up from heated dreams, I had anally masturbated, luxuriously and deliciously, with loads of thick hand cream. I didn’t use either of my big dildos; I wanted to relax and lubricate myself but still be able to present a tight hole for penetration later. Of course, I didn’t masturbate all the way to completion; I wanted to be out of control with lust, beyond the point were common sense might see me changing my mind…
 
I had purchased a pair of Agent Provocateur ‘ouvert’ panties, and I pulled them on. Ouvert panties are what were once called ‘crotchless’ in less enlightened circles. They are designed to beautify a woman without in any way impeding the ingress of a man’s cock. A tiny, lacy triangle of pink fabric at the front was joined to similar at the back by two flimsy strings; a floaty transparent frill sat on each hip. This prissy little garment wouldn’t cover a woman’s mildly engorged labia, let alone a pair of overflowing balls and a very erect precum-coated cock. 
 
I stood up and walked to the table; my hand cream lubricated buttocks and inner thighs felt wonderful as I walked. I was on the 8th floor of the hotel and felt fairly safe so I switched off most of the lights and opened the curtains. Standing by the window, sipping a glass of red wine, I imagined how good an attractive woman must feel in this situation; lips coated with thick, red lipstick, recently-coiffed hair tumbling down her shoulders in loose curls and a beautiful, plump pair of boobs spilling out of a lacy basque or half-cup bra. How I longed to be that woman, just for a day! The world would blush at how slutty and how promiscuous I’d be.
 
I longed for my wife to think that way. In the prime of her life, with a ripe, sleazy body and an inviting mouth, she deserved to be getting some serious length every night. I had enjoyed suggesting it to her and loved the fact that she was turned on by the thought of strange cock- big strange cock, but I doubted it would ever happen. I imagined her, in this situation; awaiting the arrival of an illicit lover, sipping red wine to calm her nerves and slowly exhaling cigarette smoke.
 
I felt nervous. Using my huge gel dildo on myself was one thing; OK, at 12” long and nearly 6” around it was bigger than almost any human cock, and I had inserted almost its entire length on many occasions. Being that full was delicious, but a real cock wouldn’t bend, and I’d have no control over how far up me it would be inserted. The thought was slightly scary, but very exciting.
 
There’s a tap on the door. It’s them.
 
I open the door and Trudi walks in, leading the guy. She looks great in a cream-coloured mac covering a skinny pink vest top, short skirt and long, white leather boots. Her hair is in pigtails and she’s wearing thick mascara with glossed pink lips.  

"I'm not queer or nothing," says the guy, who's name is Charles. He's tall and in his 20s. "Just wanted to say..."
 
"Neither am I..."
 
Trudi giggles. "He just likes wearing lingerie and sucking black cocks, don't you?" She moves closer to me, stroking my suspender belt and knickers. "These are nice. What are they?"
 
"Lise Charmel. The knickers are Agent Provocateur..."
 
"They're lovleh. I bet they feel realleh nice..." 
 
They do. The first time I put on a pair of my wife's stockings was a revelation. I just hadn't imagined how good they would feel. Adding one of her suspender belts and a g-string was sensational; everything was so light and skimpy. I slinked around the room, looking in the mirror. I couldn't believe I was wearing all this beautiful stuff and still felt naked, a gentle breeze cooling my legs despite their covering. It felt like they existed for no reason other than to increase my desireablity. I imagined being outside in them on a spring day, with just a floaty cotton dress over them. I'm deeply envious of women. How they are not in a constant state of sexual arousal, I don't know!
 
Her hand trails down, cupping my balls, then feeling my shaft with thumb and index finger. "You're dripping again, naughteh boy. have you been playing with yourself?"
 
We both smile and she kisses me on the lips. I can taste that she's been smoking recently.
 
"Your breath tastes divine," I breathe into her ear, shivering. "and that lipstick smells gorgeous..."
 
She seems to remember, and taking a pack of Silk Cuts out, she throws her handbag on the bed. She slowly draws one of the cigarettes from the pack and places it between her lips.
 
Charles is leaning on the edge of the table, arms folded. he has removed his jacket and is wearing a white t-shirt and grey jogging pants. He sighs. "Are you smoking, again?"

"Shut up!" replies Trudi, dangling cigarette bobbing about between her lips as she talks, looking around for a light. "Ee likes it, and ee's payin'!"
 
"Here..." I say, taking out a lighter from the pocket of the silk robe and flicking it on. She clomps close to me, fag still hanging, and touches it to my flame. Once lit, she doesn't move away, but stands close to me, dragging. I can see the dark roots in her blonde hair and her heavy mascara and eye shadow as her eyes narrow. She is wearing a lot of perfume. Her glossy, pink lips form an 'O' and she exhales into my face, one arm folded across her chest with a cupped hand holding her elbow, cigarette smouldering away between her fingertips.
 
"You going to put on a show for meh, love?" she asks, gently and quietly. "You going to get down on your knees and suck 'im off?"
 
I look across at him. He's stroking the bulge in his thin pants, shaking it. He's looking at Trudi to get himself interested. I assumed he's fucked her before; my cock surges as I have that thought. I'd really love to see him fuck her.
 
She holds my hand and we walk towards him. He's stretching the material of his pants over the bulge and almost nothing is hidden; the length and girth of his shaft, the size of the head and even the folds of the foreskin. His cock is huge; it must be 8 or 9 inches semi-erect.
 
"Go on," says Trudi, "Have a feel! He dun't mind..."
 
I avoid eye contact with him; he's looking at Trudi, anyway. I touch with a couple of fingers, stroking gently from the base to the foreskin through the cotton material. He's huge, and not even fully erect. I can't help myslef, and breathe out a barely audible 'beautiful...'
 
I need to be on my knees, to submit to him. I want to delay the moment when he's released from his pants, so I gently but firmly use both hands, carrying on the work Charles himself has done, stretching the fabric tight, increasing the definition to the point where I can almost see bulging veins on his shaft. I shuffle closer putting my mouth to the shaft. I can smell shower gel but I can also smell his musk and feel the heat on my mouth. I can't wait any longer and pull the waistband out from his body and down, exposing him for the first time. I gasp. I'm glad I had a glass of wine, otherwise I might have fainted at the sight of this magnificent black cock. I want to worship it, to submit my mouth, hands and anus all at once. I position my open mouth just a couple of inches from the head, forcing my breathing to slow. I bring my hands up his muscular thighs, cupping his heavy balls in one hand and slowly clasping the other around the base of his shaft. I pull back with finger and thumb, releasing the shiny head from its foreskin.
 
I glance at Trudi as she takes a drag, smiling. "Go on..."
 
I wet my lips. I need this African fertility god to penetrate me. Slowly I slide my mouth over his glans like the most feminine of velvet purses, sucking gently. I repeat, this time, taking more length, playing my tongue underneath the head. My eyes close, and I moan gently.
 
Trudi laughs. "You dirteh fucking cockslut! Look at him, he's in heaven..."
 
I am, absolutely. So this is what it's like, pleasuring a massive, erect cock with your mouth and hands. I've fantasized for so many years about this and now I finally have a cock in my mouth. I stroke, I suck, I work my lips and tongue up the shaft, soaking it. I wish I had red nail varnish and lipstick on. I wish I had blonde hair and a pretty face and earings and a choker. I wish I was a girl.
 
I take as much of the length down my throat as I can, til I gag. I stroke and stroke and stroke, pumping his shaft, gripping tightly, enjoying the feel of his hardness increasing. I can hear his breathing now. I glance up and his eyes are closed. I am so proud of being able to stimulate such a beautiful cock and bring pleasure to its owner.
 
Trudi kneels down beside me for a closer look. "Wow," she says, wide eyed. "You're a fuckin' expert cock sucker. You sure you've never done this before? You're a natural. You're gonna put meh out of a job!" She looks up at Charles. "I hope you're ready- he's gonna spunk soon..."
 
I disengage my mouth just long enough to breathe 'I'm ready..." and smile.
 
"Oh, yeah..." says Charles, gripping the table. I know it's imminent and I know what to do. I let my lips go loose on the head, and slowly and lightly stroke the full length rhythmically from foreskin to balls. He bucks, and the first gob of hot cum spurts into my mouth. I swallow instinctively, and keep swallowing and slowly stroking as another then another spurt deposits itself in my hungry mouth. This being my first time, I want to swallow it all. I'm sure on another occasion I'll feel it splash on my face and mouth, but for now, I want it inside me. I know it can't impregnate me, but that's how it feels. I wish it could. I understand totally how a woman on heat would want to get herself fucked pregnant by a black stud. Being receptive and unprotected must increase her pleasure by 10 times. 
 
I continue sucking and swallowing til he's completely spent, licking his shaft and head completely clean. He pulls away from me without a word or making eye contact. Trudi laughs.

I stand up, knees aching, and pull the robe around myself.

“Get us a drink,” says Trudi, and I pour us a glass of wine. There’s beer in the minibar so I give one to Charles. He sits on the bed. There’s a slightly uneasy silence. Trudi lights another cigarette and sits on the bed on the opposite side to Charles. She pats the space next to her, indicating for me to sit down.

She smokes languidly, exhaling into my face after each drag. She lets her fingertips play around my lacy stocking tops and panties before turning her attention to my cock. Finger and thumb gripping tightly, she pulls back my foreskin to expose my precum-coated glans. “Clean all that off for me. Now lick it off your fingers.” She smiles as I do as she says. I love the taste of my precum and licking it in front of a woman makes it taste even sweeter.

She starts to wank me, firmly and insistently. I squirm and moan, gently restraining her forearms as she strokes and squeezes my balls, cigarette hanging out of her mouth to let her use both hands. I don’t want to cum yet, not at all in fact. I don’t want this near-delirious state of arousal to end until I’ve gone all the way. 

She blasts smoke into my face and keeps tossing me, but more gently. “D’you still want him to fuck you?”

My heart skips as I hear the words. “Oh, yeah…”

She grins. “You might have to give ‘im a bit of time to recover from your blow job, first!” Charles laughs quietly at this and mimes mopping his brow. Trudi stands up and reaches across me to stub out her cigarette in the ashtray, exhaling the last drag into my face from super-close range. She struts slowly around the bed, looking into my eyes with a sly smile on her face. “Unless… Maybeh I can get him interested…”

She stands between his knees with her hands on his shoulders, and gives me the same look before starting to kiss him. After a while, she says “Patrick… Can you come over here, a minute, please?” She continues to kiss him, then says over her shoulder “undo my bra for me… That’s it, take it off…”

She keeps the vest top on, but pulls it down to let her perky boobs pop out. She leans forward, letting Charles lick and suck her nipples. Both her hands disappear into his pants as she starts to stimulate him into further action. She looks round at me, smiling. “I bet you like this bit, don’t you?”

“Mmmm…” I reply, dreamily, stroking myself. 

“Why don’t you get readeh?”

I have a last check. I need more lubrication, so I smear a big blob of handcream on my anus and inner thighs, putting it into myself with three fingers. They slip in easily, but with a start, I catch sight of Charles’s cock, erect once more. “Oh, god…”

I imagine what it’s going to feel like, and I’m a bit nervous and massively turned on. I let the robe fall from me onto the carpet, and have a last look in the mirror at myself in stockings and suspenders, about to go from anal virgin to black cock slut; about to be fucked by a stranger in a hotel room. I decide I want the knickers off and savour the sensation of them floating down my legs to gather in heap on the floor.

I get onto my knees on the bed. There’s really only one position I want to be in; on my knees like a porn slut, presenting ripe buttocks and a fully available anus surrounded by flimsy lace stockings and frilly suspenders. 

The bed moves as he stands up and I feel him position himself on his knees between my feet. Trudy is next to me and giggling, stroking my stockings again. “Oooh! You readeh? You excited? You’re about to get fucked, you dirteh little bitch…”

Immediately I feel his hands spread my cheeks and the head of his cock at my anus. He applies pressure and I feel myself start to dilate. There’s no tightening, no tensing. My body is ready for penetration; a woman on heat, ready to accept impregnation. The massive swell of his head stretches me more than my dildo before he withdraws again to repeat the process. This time he plops fully in and I stiffen as several inches slide into me. I realise I can’t impede his length now; he could seriously injure me. I’m glad Trudi is looking out for me; she gives little instructions to Charles like a professional.

“Careful… Not too much length at first. You OK, honeh?”

“He’s so fucking big…” I sigh.

He withdraws and thrusts again and I moan in my lust and abandon. So this is what it’s like to submit to cock. It feels so fucking good. I start to push back gently, taking more and more length every time. 

