THE CONTENT OF THIS STORY IS ADULTS ONLY
Contains explicit sexual material.
This was an incident that happened whilst serving my apprenticeship.

My sexual appetite for the male penis knew no bounds, should a male approach and make a play for me I was only too willing to do his bidding. I liked the shear pleasure I received from holding, or playing with a hard male penis.

One day a fellow apprentice came charging  into the machineshop all excited and somewhat annoyed. He just had to tell his story

”God you wouldn’t believe it” He said

”I just had a bloody big black guy hit on me” 

Suddenly he had the attention of the other apprentices in the vicinity.

“What do you mean a black was trying to hit on you?”

“This bloody big black fellah … comes up to me and tells me if I went with him to his cabin, did him a few favours, have a bit of fun with him, he’d give me 200 cigarettes.”

“There’s no way I’m going to bend over for any black man or indeed any bloke for 200 cigarettes.”

“So how much would you do it for” Some smart-ass asked.

“I wouldn’t fuck’n do it period and if you want to continue to own your own teeth you’ll keep your smart remarks to yourself He angrily replied. 

 “He may not have meant favours and fun the way you thought he meant it” Someone said

“Oh he meant it in the way I took it to be” He replied

“So what happened?”

I told him I wasn’t a poofta and promptly left.

“Can you imagine it, the cheek of the bastard, I should have planted him one”

 “Why didn’t you” Some one asked.

“Because he’s a big bastard that’s why” Which brought laughter to all.

He continued telling us about his manhood and how many women he’d screwed in the past.

But it planted the seed in my head. I’d be only too happy to go on board and accommodate him, especially for 200 cigarettes. I didn’t smoke but I knew I could bring them ashore and turn them into cash. A carton of cigarette (American had a value of approx. one pound ten shilling) that’s thirty bob to have some cock fun with a black guy. This sounded good value to me.

As the morning progressed I couldn’t keep my mind on the job in hand. I wanted to slip away there and then, but I had to have patience. I was starting to feel like a bitch on heat

So when lunchtime came I told my colleges that I was not able to play our usual footy match, I had other things to do.

I casually walked around the dockside, trying not to be in too much of a hurry.

I had a quick look up and down the dock. No one was there to see me climb the gang plank leading onto the deck 

I started my search immediately, wandering up and down the alleyways, passed the mess, where there were a few crew members who watched me closely as I glanced in. I did not linger, just kept walking around and around
In the end I gave up and went out onto the deck and leaned over the rail, I thought to myself this is a waste of time, how was I going to find the right guy, I had no idea what he looked like.

 George had said he was a big guy, well I could hardly ask each and every black crew member if he was the one handing out cigarettes for sexual favours.

I stayed where I was for a while, staring down into the dock bottom, feeling let down. I’d done nothing else all morning apart from fantasying about this black guy. I was deep in.

The dock was reasonably quiet right now, all the compressors were off. There was a hiss of steam or escaping compressed air coming from a leaky valve. A tug, or departing ships siren sounded on the river A flock of squabbling seagulls fighting over scraps that had been thrown out.

It came as a shock when a very large black man, dressed in T-shirt and jeans, close-cropped hair, leaned against the rail right next to me.

God my heart started racing like mad and my legs were jelly, my stomach had a hundred wriggling snakes inside. This had to be him.

At first no words were spoken. I took a sidewise glance at him. Oh god he was looking straight at me. I was blushing

“I’ve watched you floating round the place, you wanting to buy cigarettes boy”

With great effort I stammered “Ye..s. Ye…s I do”

“I got some …. In my cabin, would you like to come and see?”

“Yes! Yes! I would” I replied

He looked around checking to see if anyone was watching and said “Follow me”

I followed him back into the accommodation, along the alleyways, stopping outside what must have been his cabin. Again he looked to see if the area was clear and proceeded to open the door, asking me to step inside.

I was so excited and scared that I almost tripped over the step as I entered.

The cabin wasn’t big, discarded clothing was scattered all over, the portholes were shut, curtains drawn, and the smell of smoke filled the air

Oh god I thought, my knees were knocking and he must have heard my heart pounding inside my chest.

 I heard the door lock behind me. Had I done the right thing, now I was scared and panicky.

“The cigarettes are in my draw here” He said

“Oh er! How much are you charging” I enquired

“I’m asking two quid a carton” Was his reply 

“Er that seems rather a lot” I said, my voice almost giving up on me

“Well we could use something else apart from currency” He said

 “What do you mean something else?” This was it I knew what was about to come.

There was a wicked little smile on his face. “How much do you have on you boy” He asked

Of course I had nothing I’d only come over with one thing in mind and I had not expected to be asked the question, I’d never really thought it through.

“Well er nothing on me but I can get some money” I said

“Well why don’t we arrange an alternative mode of payment” Continuing to smile

“Well what is the alternative” I replied

“We could get to know each other a little better and have some fun at the same time….if you know what I mean” Giving me a wink

I knew what he meant all right “Yes I think I do” I replied

“Well what do you say is it yes or no, make your mind up fast or leave?”

Oh god! Oh shit I thought I was so excited and trembling.

He was staring at me, waiting for my answer.

“Well what is it boy”

This is what you came for. The little voice was telling me. He’s standing right in front of you. He’s made the proposition and after a little bit of fun you could be walking away with 200 cigs, that’s thirty bob, come on don’t be a fool tell him yes.

“Yes Ok you have a deal” I replied in a trembling voice
“Good get your gear off and let’s get on with it” He said.

He wasn’t hanging around; once I’d agreed he wanted the goods

I started to undress at the same time he went to the top draw of his desk, then finding a key, unlocked the second draw. It was full of cartons of cigarettes.

“What kind do you want” He asked

It made no difference to me but I thought Lucky Strike

“The Lucky Strike” I said

He selected a carton put them on the desk and locked the draw again

By now I was down to my last piece of clothing, my undies

He turned and started to peel off his on gear. I was hesitating with my undies when he said, “Come on boy get them off, and let’s see that nice white ass of yours”

I took of the last piece of clothing and was now standing naked before him, I realised it was past the point of no return as I stood there watching him as he removed the last of his clothing

 I gazed at what was between his legs. Black but still hanging in the downward position, I realised how white I was in comparison.

“Over here boy”

I took the three steps necessary to stand in front of him.

He placed his hands on my shoulders, pushing down and saying

“On your knees boy” 
I dropped to my knees, his black slack penis only inches from my face.

Hell I was white against his blackness.

I could smell his body as I gazed at the object before me, surrounded by the black bushy pubic hair.

One hand stroked his cock whilst his other remained on my shoulder.

As I watched I saw it begin to fill and enlarge going from downward pointing to upward pointing, now it was full erection, hard and the skin was stretched tight over its surface, giving it a shiny ebony appearance. To me all hard cocks look good, but this one was exceptional

“Open your mouth boy” 

 I did, and at the same time his hand moved from my shoulder to the back of my neck pulling my head onto the hard shaft.

I felt its stiffness and warmth as it slid between my lips.

My tongue moved over the firm surface. My mouth, trying to swallow the long shaft almost gagging as the head all but touched my tonsils

“Hmmm!” It felt so good, as I licked and sucked at it

Likewise he let out a groan of pleasure, feeling the warmth of my mouth close around the hardened shaft.

“Oh man that feels good boy” As he worked his hips back and forth. Both hands firmly clasped at the back of my head. Holding me in place  

My hand took over the pumping of the shaft. Up and down, as he murmured further “Ohhh’s! and Arrrr’s!” The expression on his face was one of sheer pleasure.

“I love doing young boys and men… they don’t complain to their mothers and don’t get pregnant.” He said

I kept my mouth firmly around the hard warm penis, continuing to work it.

I thought that this is what he preferred and that I could eventually expect to feel warm sperm fill my mouth as a reward, but no, when he’d had sufficient pleasurable warm up, it was time for the main course.

“Hold it, hold it boy” He said as he withdrew himself from my mouth. “I ain’t gonna come in your mouth this time fellah”

“I’m now ready to fuck that nice tight white ass of yours”

“On ya hands and knees boy ---- ya gonna be my hot bitch”

I did as he requested, as I knelt there I was looking at the carpet, it looked dirty and stained, probably hadn’t been cleaned in a long time, seen plenty of drinking sessions with him and his buddies.

Various cupboard doors and draws banged open and shut as he searched for the lube.

“Ha there it is” He exclaimed in triumph at eventually finding it.

“Right boy lets get your pussy-ass ready for my black cock”

Oh hell I couldn’t wait for it. I’d done nothing else all morning but think and fantasise about this moment.

“Ohhhh” I said as a greased finger shot up my arse.

“There you go boy, feel good eh? I nodded my approval
Then two fingers were inserted just to widen my ring gear ready for the main piece.

He placed me in the position he most favoured, pushing my head and chest flat on the cabin floor, and then lifting my arse higher up, his big firm hands holding my hips in place.

Now I could smell the stale smells in the carpet a mixture of everyday living, cigarette ash, and spilt beer.

Placing himself directly behind, he kept hold of my left hip whilst his right hand guided the sleek hard black monster.

Oh! I felt the bulbous end just touch the entrance.

“Now just relax fellah and we’ll have this (cock) inside you in no time”

I did as he suggested and let myself completely relax; he was a master at it.

He pressed himself inward and I could feel my ring piece slowly expand to make way for his hard cock. More pressure and the rounded head pushed itself inside. Oh god it felt so good.

With gentle easy strokes the shaft followed suit, inch by inch my tight warm velvet tube swallowed up the beautiful black monster.

“Oh boy you got it all now” I could only imagine what it must have looked like.

My pale white skin and his ebony black skin now locked together.

Both his hands were now gripping my hips firmly, as his hips swayed back and forth.

Thrust! Thrust! Thrust! With each and every stroke, giving complete pleasure to both partners.

In—out—in—out. It was like a well-oiled piston and shaft, his balls slapping against me at the end of each inward stroke
Oh god I wanted to scream with delight, but thought better of it, should there be anyone within listening distance outside.

His own feelings were in similar vein 

I could hear his snorts and shouts as he plunged back and forth.

He pushed me forward fully onto the floor falling on top.

His hands, now up and around my chest, are squeezing my breast.

His arse rose and fell, rose and fell, sending his vomiting rod deep inside my warm well-lubed velvet love tunnel.

His mouth was at the back of my neck. I could feel his hot breath, hear his excited gasps. His teeth now sinking into my skin and flesh and he bit into me.

A shudder ran through my trembling body. How was I going to explain a love bight on the back of my neck? Right now I did not care, I loved a man leave his mark and at the same time it gave me a thrill.

His arse was now rising and falling much quicker, his grunts and gasps, his lips kissing my neck his teeth biting my neck.

Huh! Huh! Huh! Then he gave a sudden final gasp “Ohhhhh” At the same time he gave three final mighty thrusts and lay still.

His cock pulsed and throbbed inside me as sperm was transferred deep inside my love tunnel. One more deposit to add to the sperm bank.

We remained locked together for a while, enjoying the afterglow of our love making.
Then the once proud tool lost its strength, and I could feel it going limp, before finally being withdrawn.

There was no need to linger; I’d served my purpose for the time being.
After dressing he thanked me and handed over the cigarettes.

I hid them in my overalls as I sneaked back to the machine shop, being very careful not to let any of my workmates see what I had. It wouldn’t take a brain surgeon to work out how I had come by them.
The well being feeling that I felt after every fuck lasted for the rest of the day, and my mind relived the experience over and over. I wanted to tell someone every one that I’d just been screwed by a black guy…… but who could I tell.
Yes there were more visits to his cabin. I managed to relieve him of at least half his draw of cigarettes, giving me some extra spending money for a while.

