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Husband on the Down Low:

My colleague Claire had been flirting with me for months - but she was barking up the wrong tree. I'm only interested in men. And one man in particular caught my attention - her handsome husband, Mark. For what seemed like forever, I thought Mark could be nothing more than a lustful fantasy. After all, he's married to one of my best friends, right? But one night, when I was staying over at their house, I was woken up in the middle of the night by a figure under the covers, and sweetly sucking lips and tongue bringing me to the brink of climax.

Pumped at the Gym:

To most people - including his wife - Ray was a typical, red-blooded American man. But while he's married and straight, his desires are still haunted by an intense sexual experience from his youth - when he'd spent a summer on his knees, eagerly servicing a handsome college kid he met at Bible camp. Ray's secret desires are about to get reawakened - when he joins the gym at his wife's behest - and discovers that his long-long camp partner, Marcus, is now employed as a trainer there. Confused and conflicted, Ray immediately finds himself yearning for a taste of the experiences he'd had all those years ago - and horny and manipulative Marcus is more than willing to oblige.

Deal of a Life Time:

Ruthless business tycoon Marcus Rhys-Westin clawed his way from the mean streets of London, to the towering heights of Wall Street. But while this sexy, alpha businessman beds models and porn stars by night, he has more exotic tastes in daytime. It's power that Marcus craves - like the power to convince hungry junior executive Frankie Valachi to earn his position with his talented lips and tongue. Frankie's not gay - but willing to do anything for his big break, he's naked beneath Marcus' death; sucking him sweetly and secretly, even as Marcus closes the biggest deal of his career, with two of the wealthiest men in the world.


Husband on the Down Low

Chapter One

So my relationship with the Newmans was a strange one.

I’d known Claire Newman for years. We’d worked together at the sales office, out on Long Island, for about five years before I got my transfer to New Jersey – and over the course of that time, she and I had become pretty much best friends.

Claire was the perfect sales rep. In her late thirties, she was a neatly put together blond with a pretty face and an ass that looked outstanding in the tight pencil miniskirts she always wore. There was not a male client who could resist her charms, and not one single heterosexual colleague of ours who hadn’t tried to hit on her.

But Claire only had eyes for two men in her life – her husband, Mark – and me.

Which is where the ‘strange’ part I warned you about comes in.

Because I was immune to Claire’s charms. 

Why? 

Because I’m gay.

I mean, I knew she was attractive. Just like how I’m not into cars, but I can admire the sleek lines of a Ferrari when I see one. She was also sweet, and funny, and one of the best friends I’d ever had.

I just didn’t want to bang her.

Which was part of the reason, I think, that Claire did want to bang me. 

It had started off as joking – she promised me a blowjob if I landed one particular client, and squeezed my ass in the elevator a couple of times. Then it moved on to her actually hitting on me. One night, when we were away at a sales conference together, she knocked on my hotel room door at midnight wearing nothing but her bathrobe.

“You do know what ‘gay’ means, right?” I’d told her.

Things had been awkward for a day or two, but we soon got over it, and actually became closer friends as a result.

But that didn’t stop Claire’s interest in me.

“I’m pretty sure I can ‘cure’ you,” she joked one day (to which I’d responded: “Being gay isn’t a malfunction, y’know.”) Another time, she boasted: “I’m pretty sure I could give you a blowjob that’s better than any guy could give you.” (I laughed in her face at that one.)

But things only got really weird when Claire finally backed down from her attempts to get into my pants, and invited me over for dinner instead.

Because that’s when I met her husband.

From the moment he opened the front door and welcomed me inside, I was in lust. I could instantly see what Claire saw in me – because I could see exactly the same thing in her husband.

Mark was a tall, slim, dark-haired man with an intense gaze and a sexy, lean body. We could have been brothers, in that respect. Which probably makes it sound pretty narcissistic when I say that he was instantly lust-worthy. 

As we shook hands, and he invited me inside, I automatically pitched a tent inside my pants.

That night, I became fast friends with Mark as well as Claire – but that friendship was twisted by a weird triangle of lust we had going on.

Claire was into me. I was into her husband. And poor old Mark? He was happily in love with Claire.

And that’s how things would remain – until one crazy night almost a year later.


Chapter Two

About six months ago, I got transferred to our New Jersey office, and moved lock, stock and barrel to the suburban shit-hole that is Woodbridge. 

The money was better, I was in a more senior position and – even I have to admit – you get a lot more apartment for your buck living in Jersey. But I’ll admit I missed Long Island, and the people I worked with.

Most notably Claire.

She and I had become really close during the time we worked together – going out for drinks several times a week, having dinner at each other’s houses. I even got to be pretty friendly with Mark; even though I continued to harbour an unrequited crush on him during all that time.

So when I got called back to Long Island for a sales conference, I was eager to see her again – and Claire was just as keen.

“You can spend the night at our place,” she promised. “It will be awesome!”

And it was. After a long day crunching numbers and listening to motivational speakers, I was happy to roll onto the driveway of Claire’s condo, and have the door opened to the smiling face of my best friend and her (infuriatingly attractive) husband.

We cracked a bottle of sparkling wine, and ate far too much sushi, and stayed up late joking, and laughing, and reminiscing about old times.

But little did I know that this was just the start of the night’s adventures.

*              *              *

At a little past midnight, I fell asleep in the spare bedroom – sleeping nude, as I always do. I was still a little buzzed from the sparkling wine, and tossed and turned while I had some particularly vivid dreams.

One in particular was especially vivid. I dreamed I was lying on the beach, getting the most delicious blowjob from a tanned, toned cabana boy.

Except as I drifted between wakefulness and sleep, I suddenly started to wonder if this was just a dream.

And almost as soon as I wondered that, I opened my eyes and found myself staring at the ceiling of Claire’s spare bedroom.

And sure enough, between my legs, I felt the moist, delicious sensation of a mouth wrapped around my raging hard-on.

I looked down, but all I could see was a lump under the covers, bobbing up and down. Somebody had snuck into my bed, and was sucking my cock while I slept!

Instantly I knew who it was… Claire. 

That cheeky little mare had been hitting on me for years. Had the champagne gone to her head? And she’d finally decided to prove to me that “I can give a blowjob as good as any man can!” 

It was a horrific violation of trust. I was absolutely furious with her. I mean, technically this was rape. 

But her mouth was deliciously warm, and wet… And her fingers massaging my balls, and her tongue swirling around the swollen head of my cock was oh, so good. She must have been sucking me for a while, while I was asleep – because within seconds I could feel my balls churning, and my orgasm approaching.

Like a typical horny guy, my instincts kicked in. Yes, I had every right to be mad as hell at Claire – but right now there was a more pressing need between my legs. If I didn’t get that sweet release…

And then it came.

I arched my back, and groaned, and felt my cock throb as I spurted my salty load into the sweetly sucking mouth. The cocksucker gulped eagerly, swallowing each spurt down, and I nearly cried out at the incredible intensity of the moment.

And then it was over. My balls drained, I flopped back down onto the bed, gasping for breath.

For a moment or two, I just lay there, utterly drained. But then I heard and felt the head rustling beneath the covers of my bed.

Struggling to sit up, I threw back the covers and prepared myself to yell angrily at Claire.

Except it wasn’t Claire underneath the blankets.

It was her husband, Mark!


Chapter Three

Handsome, gorgeous Mark – in his boxers and a t-shirt, with a guilty look on his beautiful face.

I sat there, too stunned to speak. I just watched as he held up a finger to his lips, to ‘sssh’ me – and then wipe my cum from his mouth with the back of his hand.

I didn’t know what to say… What to think. Here was the guy I’d lusted after for so long – and he’d just eagerly swallowed my load.

“I…” I gasped, barely able to put together a coherent sentence. “W-wwhat?”

Mark sniggered, crawling up to sit beside me in bed.

“Oh, come on,” he grinned. “I’ve seen the way you look at me. You knew this was going to happen sooner or later.”

“B-but…” I stammered. “W-what about Claire?”

Mark rolled his eyes.

“How do you think she and I got together?” He admitted. “She’s always had a thing for metrosexual-type guys – I know she’s been flirting with you like crazy. When she and I met, she did the same thing with me.” He winked. “It just happened, though, that I was bisexual.”

I was still stunned.

Mark leaned forward and kissed me – and I tasted my own cum on his lips. “But just because I’m married to a woman doesn’t mean I don’t miss the taste of cock from time to time.”

Finally able to find my voice, I murmured: “D-does she know?”

“No,” Mark admitted. “And I’m not sure how she’d feel if she found out.” He looked towards the door guiltily. “So this is probably just a one-time thing.” And then he kissed me again. “But don’t lie. You’ve wanted this as much as I did.”

My face burned red. 

“H-how did you know?”

“I’m not an idiot. I’ve seen the way you look at me.”

Absolutely stunned, I looked into Mark’s sexy, dark eyes and asked: “Okay. So now what?”

“Well,” Mark reached over and grabbed my wrist. He lifted my hand and pressed it against the crotch of his boxer shorts. My eyes widened as I felt his raging hard-on beneath the thin material. “I made you feel good. I think it’s only fair that you return the favour.”

I moaned, squeezing his cock through his shorts. Then I hurriedly pulled down his pants, and moaned again as my fingers wrapped around the bare skin of his beautiful erection.

“Oh, fuuuck,” I groaned, stroking it.

“Here, roll over,” Mark insisted, and forcefully grabbed my shoulders. I felt him gently push me face-first into the pillows, and lift my bare ass into the air.

Turning my head, I looked over my shoulder and saw Mark kneeling behind me. From somewhere he’d produced a small tub of coconut oil, and I moaned as I felt him smear a warm glob between the cheeks of my ass.

“I’ve wanted to fuck your tight little ass from the moment I saw you,” Mark groaned, rubbing more coconut oil into his hard-on, until it gleamed in the moonlight. And then he grabbed the root of it, and pressed the head between the cheeks of my ass.

I moaned, and clutched the sheets as I felt his cock nuzzle between my cheeks. A moment later, it was pressed against the tightly-clenched ring of my asshole, and Mark grabbed my shoulders to brace himself.

“Unnngh,” I groaned, as he pushed his hips forward, and my ass surrendered to the pressure. A moment later, I felt his cock sinking inside of me – inch after delicious inch.

“Shit, your ass is tight,” Mark groaned hotly into my ear, leaning across my back as he bottomed out inside me. “I don’t know why we didn’t do this months ago.”

And then he began to fuck me.

I clawed at the sheets, and clamped my teeth into the pillow, as Mark’s thick, delicious cock slithered in and out of my ass. Each thrust inside me stimulated my prostate perfectly, and soon my half-hard cock was dribbling pre-cum onto the sheets, as Mark thrust bareback into my back door.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned, and I knew he was close to cumming. I could feel his cock throbbing, and swelling inside me, and I thrust my ass back at him. “Oh, shit, here it comes!”

And then he groaned, and sunk himself so deep into my ass that I cried out. Then I felt it – burning spurts deep inside me; filling me with his delicious seed.

I groaned, and practically came onto the sheets beneath me.

Finally, with a satisfied groan, Mark collapsed on top of me. For a moment, we lay there skin-to-skin; his cock still buried deep inside my ass. Then, finally, he pulled his softening shaft from my rear end with a wet-sounding ‘schlurp’, and it was followed by a hot deluge of cum running down my thighs.

“Oh, God,” Mark groaned, kissing my ear as he panted to get his breath back. “That was amazing.” And then he spanked my ass, and kissed me briefly, and whispered: “I better get back to my own bed, before Claire notices I’m gone.”

And then, just like that, he crawled out of bed and struggled to pull his boxer shorts on.

I watched him go, ass throbbing deliciously. I couldn’t believe what had just happened. It was so surreal, part of me wondered if it was all a dream.

Only the warm, pleasant ache in my ass demonstrated that it wasn’t.

I sleepily yawned, and then collapsed into a satisfied, dreamless sleep.


Chapter Four

Sleep embraced me like a lover, and for the next few hours I lay satisfied and sleeping in the spare bedroom, until the early morning light filtered through the curtains and I sleepily began to re-emerge into consciousness.

That dreamless sleep had slowly become a dream-filled one – and, once again, I found myself drifting out of a sexually-explicit dream which involved me getting a luxurious blowjob. This time, I think it was in the back of a taxi cab (something that had occurred to me for real the previous New Year’s Eve.)

But, just like earlier that night, the sensation of getting a blow job didn’t end when I woke up.

I lay there in bed, and felt something warm, and wet, and delicious sucking on my straining cock.

Groaning, I looked down and once again saw a lump under my blanket, bobbing up and down roughly where my lap was located. Once again, I felt a warm, wet mouth and swirling tongue urging me closer and closer to orgasm.

“Unnngh,” I groaned, arching my back. “N-no… What if Claire hears?” I swatted at the lump under the covers. “You’ve got to go back to bed, Mark…”

But a strong hand batted by hand away, and then pinned my wrist to the mattress.

The inexorable sucking and slurping between my legs intensified, and soon I lost all self-control.

“Oh, God,” I squirmed, as I felt my balls churning once again. “Oh, fuuuuck.” And then I came a second time that night; spurting into a warm, wet mouth and groaning as I felt the cocksucker greedily gulp down each salty mouthful of my cum.

Balls drained again, I flopped back onto the bed.

The figure under the covers started clambering up, to lie beside me.

“T-tom, “ I groaned, wrapping my arms around them. “You shouldn’t have done that. What if…”

Except then, the mysterious cock-sucker emerged from the covers, and I realized it wasn’t Mark at all. It was Claire!

Beautiful, sexy Claire – sluttily licking my cum from her lips, and giggling.

“Good morning, handsome,” she giggled, snuggling close to me in bed. I realized she was naked, just like I was.

“E-elaine!” My eyes widened. “What the fuck!”

“Oh, come on,” she winked. “You know how long I’ve been wanting to do that to you.” And then she snuggled closer to me. “And face it… When you’re underneath the covers, it doesn’t matter whether I’m a boy or a girl.”

She looked up at me mischievously.

“After all, you did cum, didn’t you?”

I was stunned. Absolutely floored. Part of me was furious with her, for violating me like that. But after the clandestine encounter with Mark, the previous night, I couldn’t feel too bad about it.”

“You’re awful,” I growled, but squeezed her into a hug anyway.

“I’d better get back to Mark,” she winked, clambering out of bed. “He’d kill me if he knew I’d snuck in here.”

I just snorted derisively. If Claire only knew the truth!

But, then again, Claire had always been attracted to ostensibly gay-seeming men. Perhaps if she knew the truth, she’d actually be into it. 

So as Claire clambered out of my bed, I threw back the covers and climbed out too.

Naked, I took her hand.

“Let’s go and join him… Together.”

“Together?” Claire sounded frightened. “Are you crazy?”

But for the first time in my life, I realized I probably wasn’t crazy at all – and the thought of snuggling in a big bed with my best friend and her sexy husband seemed like a wonderful way to start the day.

And who knew where that could lead?

The End


Pumped at the Gym

Chapter One

Ray North wasn’t gay.

He had a wife and kids to prove that. 

If you needed more proof: At work, he often flirted with the girls in the sales team. 

Also, he played golf at the weekends, and poker on Tuesday nights with his buddies from the sports bar, and most of the conversations with his buddies revolved around which celebrity women they’d like to bang (Ray’s choice was Scarlet Johansson.)

So, just to reiterate, Ray definitely wasn’t gay.

Or, at least, that’s what everybody thought.

Because Ray had a secret: Sometimes he was a little gay.

It had started that one time at Bible camp.

He’d been eighteen at the time, and he and another kid from Philadelphia – a good-looking, muscular African American kid of 19 years old – were sharing a cabin in the Poconos while they learned about Christian doctrine, and went hiking, and were taught that sexual abstinence was the only way to prevent disease, pregnancy and a life of misery and sin.

And there’s nothing like three hours in a sweltering cabin being taught about how evil sex is to get two horny young boys talking about how awesome it sounded.

“Man, I would give my left nut just to see a pair of titties,” said Marcus, his bunkmate, as they lay in their cabin after lights out. “Have you ever, like, seen a pair?”

“Only in magazines,” Ray lamented, lying on the bunk underneath Marcus’s.

“There’s this girl at school – Caroline. She has huge boobs. Every time I see her I…” Marcus paused uncertainly. “I… you know.”

“You what?”

“I, like, pop a boner.”

“Oh,” Ray nodded.

There was awkward silence in the cabin. The two young man lay in silence, listening to the wind whistling through the trees outside.

“Hey,” Marcus eventually broke the silence. “I stole my Mom’s Victoria’s Secret catalogue when I came up here. You wanna see it?”

“Sure.”

Clambering off his bunk, wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts, Marcus fumbled around in his bag and pulled out a dog-earred, ratty copy of last summer’s Victoria’s Secret catalogue.

The two guys huddled in the bottom bunk and started flicking through the pages.

“Man, she’s hot,” Marcus grinned, as they flicked through the pages of sexy pajamas and lingerie.

“Look at her ass,” Ray’s eyes were fixated on the buttocks of a beautiful blond, wearing nothing but a revealing thong.

“Hehe,” Marcus sniggered. “You’ve got a boner, dude.”

Ray’s cheeks burned red. He looked down and, sure enough, the front of his pajama pants were making a tent; formed by the sizable erection he’d got from staring at all the sexy pictures.

There was another awkward silence.

“So,” Marcus asked. “You ever, like, rub one out?”

“Huh?”

“You know… Like, jerk off.”

Ray’s cheeks burned even hotter.

“W-well, I guess,” he stammered.

“It’s okay, dude,” Marcus reached over and patted him on the knee – and it was like an electric shock flew through Ray at the contact. “I do it all the time. Or, at least, I used to. Until Pastor Richards told us in was a sin during Bible Class.”

“Yeah,” Ray nodded. After washing one too many crusty socks, his mom had given Ray a similar lecture.

Marcus turned to Ray and said: “Dude, I’ve got a boner, too.”

Ray gulped. It suddenly felt chilly in the sweltering cabin. He felt very uncomfortable all of a sudden, in such close proximity to his friend.

His eyes flickered down for a second, and they spotted a bulge similar to his own tenting out the front of Marcus’s boxer shorts.

“M-maybe we should get to bed,” Ray suggested, his mouth dry.

“Yeah,” Marcus nodded, before looking back and forth a little anxiously and admitting: “But, like, I’m going to have a hard time getting back to sleep with this.” He indicated his erection.

Ray’s pulse started racing.

“W-what are you talking about?”

“Well, listen, dude,” Marcus said nervously. “Rubbing one out is wrong, right? But I figured… Well, maybe if you rub mine and I rub yours, it kind of cancels it out, right?”

Ray’s eyes grew wide.

“Dude, that’s, like, gay.”

“No!” Marcus raised his hands. “No way, man. We’d be looking at the Victoria Secret’s catalogue the whole time. That’s not gay. We’re just, like, rubbing one out except we’re doing it to each other. But we’re looking at pictures of girls, so it’s definitely not gay.”

“I don’t know, man.”

“C’mon. You wanna go to bed like that?” He indicated the bulge in the front of Ray’s pajama pants. “You know the difference between “light” and “hard”, right?”

“W-what?”

“You can still get to sleep with a light on.”

It took Ray a second to get that, but when he did he snorted loudly.

“Listen, it’s not gay. You just rub me, I rub you, and then we’re done and we go to bed.”

Ray gulped. His mouth was dry. He felt really uncomfortable. But what was making him feel that way wasn’t his buddy’s lean, brown, nearly-naked body sitting next to him on the bunk bed.

It was the fact that he was curious.

“Here,” Marcus got up onto his knees. “Take your pants off.”

And Ray’s eyes grew wide as he watched his friend pull off his boxer shorts.

A moment later, Ray got an eyeful of Marcus’s two taut, brown butt cheeks and then his long, hard cock as it went boing out of his boxers, like it was on a spring.

Ray’s eyes bulged.

He’d never seen another guy’s erection before, and Marcus’s was an eye-opener; literally. It was long, and big, and fat and brown.

“C’mon, man,” Marcus ordered. “Take yours off, too.”

“I’m not so sure about this,” Ray stammered.

“Dude, c’mon,” and as Marcus said that, he lowered his hand, curled his fingers around his swollen erection, and started stroking.

Ray looked down with amazement, mesmerized by the sight of Marcus’s huge cock. As his friend’s hand slid up and down the thick, brown, veiny shaft, his foreskin pulled back and forth over the swollen head; revealing teasing glimpses of the pink, glistening glans beneath.

“Are you taking your pants off, or what?”

Mouth dry, Ray did as he was told – scooting up into a sitting position and pulling off his pajama bottoms.

A moment later, the two young men were naked on the bed – Marcus’s body bulky and brown, while Ray was incredibly self-conscious about how skinny and pale he was.

“Here,” Marcus grabbed Ray’s wrist. “Touch it.” And with that, Ray found himself curling his fingers around the massive erection projecting from Marcus’s lap.

Ray licked his lips. God, it felt so weird to be doing this. So wrong.

But it also felt amazing – the hard thickness beneath his fingers, contrasting with the smooth softness of Marcus’s skin. The heat emanating from his cock almost burned the palm of Ray’s hand.

“C’mon, man – stroke it up and down.”

So Ray did as he was told – watching the big, swollen head of Marcus’s cock pop past the ring of his foreskin on the downward stroke, then get covered back up as his hand moved upward.

“Aw, man. That’s good,” Marcus grinned. He reached into Ray’s lap and started giving him a similar handjob.

Ray’s eyes bulged as the sudden sensation of a strange hand – somebody else’s hand – touching his dick for the first time.

It felt amazing. Ray felt the blood rush to his cock and make it stand taller and more erect.

“Here, turn the page of the catalogue,” Marcus ordered, indicating the Victoria’s Secret catalogue. Ray nodded – acutely aware that as long as they were doing this while looking at pictures of girls, it wasn’t gay.

Not even a little bit.

“Aww, man,” Marcus grinned, completely unselfconscious as he stroked Ray’s pale, pulsating cock. “That chick is hot.”

“Y-yeah,” Ray nodded; although truth be told, he was having trouble concentrating. He’d rather have actually been looking at Marcus’s huge hard-on than crinkled pictures of girls he’d never actually meet.

“Yo,” Marcus interrupted him. “You’re chafing me, man.” 

“Sorry.”

“That wasn’t an invitation to stop,” Marcus snapped. “You have any lotion or something?”

“Lotion? No.” The fact that, as a guy, he didn’t pack any lotion should hopefully have been evidence that he wasn’t gay. Not at all.

“Man, you’re going to rub me raw,” Marcus complained. “Here, spit on it.”

“W-what?”

“Spit on my cock,” he ordered.

Ray froze and looked Marcus straight in the eye.

“Yo!” Marcus looked away. “Don’t look at me, man. That’s gay.”

“Oh, okay,” Ray’s face went white. “W-what do you want me to do?”

“Spit on my dick. You’re chafing me.”

“O-okay.”

Reluctantly, Ray uncurled his hand from Marcus’s enormous cock and spat in his palm. Then he returned to stroking his friend’s hard-on.

“Awww, shit,” Marcus moaned in pleasure. “That’s the stuff. Spit on it more.”

Ray lifted his hand away, but Marcus grabbed a fistful of his hair.

“Naw, man – spit on it, not on your hand.”

Eyes wide, Ray nodded. Then he looked into Marcus’s lap, at the massive black cock clenched between his slender white fingers, and gulped.

Leaning over, he hawked up a big mouthful of spit and drooled it onto Marcus’s swollen shaft.

“Awwwww, yeah,” the big black man groaned, as Ray’s hand began stroking his hard-on again – this time with a wet “schlick, schlick, schlick” noise.

“Damn,” Marcus groaned. “This must be what if feels like to get a blowjob. All wet and shit.” He turned to Ray. “You ever gotten a blowjob.”

“No,” Ray admitted. “I haven’t even kissed a girl.”

“Pity,” Marcus groaned. “I would kill to know what a blowjob feels like.”

“Me too.”

And then Marcus got a wicked gleam in his eye. He looked left and right, as if checking that they were, indeed, alone in their cabin.

“Hey. Why don’t we, like, try it out.”

“What?” Ray stopped stroking, until Marcus grabbed his wrist and started forcing him to continue jerking him off.

“Just to see what it’s like,” the handsome black kid suggested. “I mean, to see if it’s as all it’s cracked up to be.”

“Dude, that’s…”

But the more Ray thought about it, the more curious he actually was.

And not just to feel what a mouth would be like on his own cock. He was ashamed to admit he was curious about what it would be like to have Marcus’s big, black cock between his lips.

“Listen,” Marcus said. “Suck it. Just for a little bit. And then I’ll do you, okay?”

Ray looked around the empty cabin – as if expecting one of the Bible camp counsellors, or his own parents, to come jumping out from around the corner and catch him.

“If I do this,” Ray warned, “you have got to keep quiet about it.”

“Sure thing, buddy.”

“No, I’m serious,” Ray added. “I’m not gay.”

“I know,” Marcus held up his hands. “Hey, neither of us is gay. We’re looking a Victoria’s Secret catalogue, right? There’s nothing less gay than that.”

“Okay, then,” Ray nodded.

And then he got up onto his knees, and started lowering his head into Marcus’s lap.

The first thing that struck him was the powerful, musky smell of Marcus’s big dick. Then the sheer size of it. Ray wasn’t sure if he’d be able to fit it in his mouth.

But he tried anyway – curling the fingers of one hand around Marcus’s thick shaft and pulling back his foreskin until the enormous, swollen head of his big, black cock was revealed.

“That’s it,” Marcus grabbed the back of Ray’s head. “Open up.”

Heart pounding, Ray opened his mouth and placed it over the tip of Marcus’s cock.

“Oh, fuck,” his black friend groaned, as he felt Ray’s lips close around the tip of his dick. “That feels fucking amazing.”

Ray felt a little burst of pride as the compliment.

It was actually pretty intense having a big, hard cock in his mouth. Ray started imagining what it was going to be like having the favor returned; and started swirling his tongue and bobbing his head in motions he knew would make Marcus feel good.

“Oh, shit,” they were clearly working, as Marcus gripped the back of Ray’s head and forced his head up and down in his lap. “That’s so fucking good.” With his other hand, he reached between Ray’s legs and continued jerking him off.

Ray’s head swam. He was losing himself in the sensations of Marcus’s big, black cock buried in his mouth, and his own dick getting stroked ever closer to climax.

“K-keep going,” Marcus suddenly stammered, and Ray felt his friend’s grip on his head get tighter. “Don’t stop. I’m going to…”

And then suddenly Ray’s mouth flooded with a spurt of hot, salty wetness.

Ray’s eyes bulged. Marcus was cumming, right in his mouth!

And as he tried to pull his head away, he found he couldn’t. Marcus had the back of his head grasped firmly, and was keeping Ray’s head buried in his lap; and his spurting cock buried in the smaller man’s mouth.

As more jets of cum flooded his mouth, Ray was forced to swallow them down – eyes tearing up as he struggled to gulp down the stringy, salty fluid. 

Only when the spurts fully finished, and Marcus’s impressive cock started to grow soft in Ray’s mouth, did his black friend allow him to pull his head away.

Gasping for breath – cum and saliva running down his chin – Ray sat up.

“Awww, shit,” Marcus was gasping. “That felt fucking amazing, dude.” He turned to his friend and admitted: “I can see now why guys want girls to do that too them so much.”

Spluttering, Ray wiped his lips and chin with the back of his hand. Once he’d caught his breath, he turned to Marcus and indicated his own pale, white erection – which was harder and bigger than he’d ever seen it. 

He was ashamed to admit, sucking Marcus’s cock had actually turned him on.

“You didn’t tell me you were going to cum,” Ray complained. “I thought I was only going to suck it for a minute.”

“Oh, but man, it felt so good. I couldn’t stop myself.”

“B-but, it’s your turn now, right?”

And that was the moment Marcus paused, and wrinkled his nose.

“Woah,” he admitted, head clearing now that the desperate need in his balls had been released. “I don’ t know, bro.” He stared at Ray’s throbbing white cock. “I don’t know if I’m cool with that.”

“But I just sucked yours!”

“Yeah, but dude,” Marcus shrugged. “Sucking another guy’s dick? That’s kind of gay.”

*              *              *

Maybe it was kind of gay – but that didn’t stop Marcus demanding Ray do it again that very same evening; after Bible classes had ended and they’d both retreated back to their cabin.

Or the next night. Or the night after that.

In fact, for the rest of the Bible camp, Marcus and Ray had an arrangement. At night, they’d wind up in the same bunk together, and Marcus would pull off his pants and expect Ray to obediently get down on his knees and get sucking.

And the thing was – Ray was only too happy to do it.

In the end, Marcus never once returned the favor. The best he’d do it give Ray a half-hearted handjob and stroke his balls, until he sat back and watched the skinny white 18-year-old finish himself off; spurting into his own eager hands.

“Listen,” Marcus explained on the last night, as Ray knelt on the cold cement floor and sucked and slurped on Marcus’s big, black cock. “It’s not gay if you get your cock sucked.” 

He stroked Ray’s hair, as Ray’s head bobbed up and down. “And there’s nothing wrong with being gay, seriously.” A moment later, Marcus’s cock swelled, and throbbed, and started spurting hot, salty cum into Ray’s eagerly sucking mouth.


Chapter Two

That had been fifteen years ago.

And over the course of that decade and a half, Ray North had determined that he, just like Marcus, wasn’t gay. 

That whole thing had just been a phase he went through that one time at Bible camp. An experiment.

An experiment he’d repeated once more at college, when he’d walked in on his gay roommate masturbating and felt the urge to join in.

And during the early days of his marriage, when he was away on business in Las Vegas, it was an experiment he’d tried just once more in a steam house off the strip.

But apart from that, never again.

Because Ray North wasn’t gay. Right?

Well, he wasn’t until he joined the new gym, down on the outskirts of Philadelphia.

SteelBunz gym was a sleek and glossy place that opened up directly on Ray’s commute home – and since he was anxious to keep fit, and lose a few pounds, he’d stopped in to see whether it was worth joining.

And immediately discovered that he knew one of the trainers there.

Marcus, his one-time bunkmate at Bible camp, ran the weight training and pilates classes – where he spent most of the day teaching overweight housewives how to bend and flex in front of full length mirrors.

“Oh my God, Ray!” Marcus recognized him immediately, and came strutting over to him with a bit more of a swagger to his gait than he remembered from Bible camp.

“H-hey, Marcus,” Ray said uncertainly, as Marcus came and shook his hand. “I didn’t think you’d remember me.”

Marcus leaned in close – close enough for Ray to smell the scent of sweat and musk on him.

“C’mon, bro,” Marcus grinned. “It’s not like you forget the first person to suck your dick.”

Ray’s cheeks burned red.

Trying to ignore the subject, Ray asked: “S-so how have you been?”

“Me? I’m fine. My boyfriend and I are getting married next month – as long as the courts approve marriage equality, that is.”

Ray’s eyes widened. “Y-your boyfriend?”

“Oh, yeah,” Marcus nodded, seemingly without any self-consciousness. “I’m gay, dude. I thought you might have guessed that when you were sucking my cock back in Bible camp.”

Ray’s cheeks burned red.

“I…” he stammered. “That…. It was just a phase.”

“Ha! That’s what I told myself,” Marcus nodded. “I tried for years to not be gay but one day… You know what? I just came out; to myself. Then I came out officially a couple of weeks later, and I’ve never been happier.”

“I’m not gay,” Ray repeated. “I’ve got a wife and kids now.”

“Oh, please,” Marcus grinned. “I get more ass from ‘happily married’ straight guys than anybody.”

“Well, not me,” Ray snapped. “That was just…” He tried to find the right words, before settling on: “That’s just not me anymore.”

“Sure,” Marcus nodded. “Whatever. So what are you doing here, anyway? You gonna sign up?” He punched Ray playfully in the arm. “Tell you what, buddy. For old time’s sake, I’ll give you a free series of personal training sessions, if you want.”

Ray looked Marcus up and down.

It had been fifteen years, and Marcus was not how he remembered him. Still looking youthful and handsome, the good-looking black guy was now stacked with muscle, and had a rippling body that made Ray think…

Well, it made him think thoughts that he knew a happily-married heterosexual guy shouldn’t feel.

And that was why he decided to say no to Marcus’s offer. To turn the offer of free training down, to get into his car and drive on out of his old friend’s life forever.

But instead of saying or doing that, Marcus opened his mouth and found that the words “sign me up” came out instead.


Chapter Two

That had been three months ago.

Twelve weeks later, Ray was a regular customer at SteelBunz Gym, and one of Marcus’s most loyal customers. 

But while in part that was due to Marcus’s skill and ability as a trainer (Ray had lost twelve pounds, and was leaner and stronger than ever) there were more than a few other reasons for him hitting the weights and treadmill so often.

It had started with some uncomfortably long and lingering eye contact. That had moved on to some appropriate, and then not-so-appropriate touching, as Marcus laid his hands on Ray’s skinny body to “help him with his form.”

And within a week of starting personal training sessions, it had ended in one of the massage rooms; with Ray on his knees sucking on Marcus’s big, black cock.

And twelve weeks later, that’s pretty much how every session ended.

*              *              *

It was Tuesday night, and Marcus groaned in satisfaction as he leaned back against the massage table.

His 6pm appointment, Ray, was kneeling down between Marcus’s outstretched legs, unzipping the front of his sweat-suit with practiced indifference. As he exposed his pale, hairless chest, Ray looked up and smiled at his very ‘personal’ trainer.

“Same as normal?” he purred.

“Oh yeah,” Marcus nodded. “Back and forth, just like with the kettle bells a few minutes ago.”

With a nod of comprehension, Ray started this familiar part of his regular ‘workout.’

His slender fingers curled around the waistband of Marcus’s shorts – pulling them down the black man’s muscular brown thighs until they pooled around Marcus’s ankles.

His thick, ebony cock swung limply from between Marcus’s legs, looking like a swollen mortadella. His shaven pubes made his sizable cock seem even more enormous than it really was - and responsively, Ray’s mouth started watering as he prepared herself to tackle it.

Marcus threw his head back and groaned. He’d just felt Ray’s warm, wet mouth envelope his stiffening shaft.

The muscular man didn’t give all his clients such ‘personal attention,’ but Ray was a special case. Their history, dating back to Bible camp, left him confident that Ray would never let anybody else know about this ‘special’ treatment. And, Marcus was pleased to learn, his old bunkmate sucked dick like a porn star – and with an enthusiasm he found intoxicating.

As a good-looking gay man, Marcus had got plenty of blowjobs in his past – but he could tell that Ray genuinely loved doing it. It was a pity he still insisted, desperately, that he “wasn’t gay.”

For somebody who isn’t gay, Marcus rolled his eyes, he sure sucks a whole mess o’ dick.

Shaking his head, Marcus tried to focus on the wet sound of suction as it echoed through the empty room. Marcus closed his eyes, murmuring in bliss as he felt Ray’s slender fingers knead and caress his heavy ballsack.

“Oh, yeah,” he groaned. “That’s good.”

Kneeling between his legs, Ray felt a vicarious thrill. Turning Marcus on turned him on.

He worked harder, lovingly lapping Marcus’s cockshaft with his tongue, all the while caressing the big black man’s testicles with his fingertips. Saliva drooled from his mouth, dripping down onto his bare chest. Inside his sweat pants, his own pale, white cock was hard and throbbing.

As Ray sucked it, he considered how Marcus’s cock was truly a thing of beauty – thick and black and rock hard. His lips stretched wide to accommodate it – and he struggled to swallow Marcus’s length. 

But Ray liked a challenge – and Marcus’s groans and moans of pleasure inspired him to work doubly hard to do a good job.

Ray was all about multi-tasking. As he bobbed his head, slathering Marcus’s brown shaft in saliva and slavishly licking his cockhead, one of Ray’s hands massaged and caressed Marcus’s balls. The other snaked between the black man’s muscular thighs, prodding exploratively between Marcus’s firm, muscular buttocks. There was no objection as his finger pressed against Marcus’s puckered, brown asshole.

“Oh, God,” Marcus groaned, as Ray’s spit-slathered finger sunk into his ass. “Oh, yes!”

Soon Ray was knuckle-deep inside Marcus’s ass – massaging his prostate at the same time he massaged his nuts. Marcus’s cock stiffened and swelled. Ray’s mouth instinctively watered as he anticipated Marcus spurting his salty load across Ray’s eager tongue.

But it wasn’t to be.

“Up,” Marcus ordered, wrapping his thick fingers in Ray’s short hair and wrenching his mouth from his cock. Marcus’s dick popped from between Ray’s lips with a wet-sounding ‘smack.’

Ray felt the muscular trainer haul him to him feet. A moment later, he was being pushed down across the massage table, face first.

“Today’s the day,” Marcus grinned.

Marcus effortlessly hoisted his skinny friend up, until Ray hung there – his sneaker-clad feet dangling inches above the work-out mat. He was lying on the bench, his bare chest pressed hard against the cold vinyl. His ass and legs hung off the side of the table, totally unsupported.

“Today’s what day?” Ray demanded.

“The day I pop that anal cherry of yours,” Marcus grinned, giving his friend a pat on his sweatpant-clad backside. “You’ve been teasing me with those tight little ass cheeks too long. I need to stick my dick between them.”

“No way,” Ray struggled. Sucking Marcus’s dick was one thing – this was something else entire. “I’m not gay,” he growled. “Let me go.”

“It doesn’t matter if you’re gay or not,” Marcus pinned Ray there easily enough – one hand pressed in the small of Ray’s back. “You’re getting your ass fucked.” With that, he yanked down Ray’s sweatpants, until they were bundled down around the skinny man’s knees.

Ray felt the cold air-conditioning hit his bare ass.

“Oh, Ray,” Marcus muttered appreciatively, gazing lustfully at his friend’s tight, pale asscheeks. “Look at those tight little cheeks. That ass is a work of art” He pumped his straining cock, slathering it in Ray’s saliva.

“Oh, God.” Ray groaned in pleasure as he felt the heat of Marcus’s thighs against his own. 

“Relax. You’re going to love it.” He felt Marcus’s thick fingers part his ass-cheeks, and press against the pink wrinkled knot of Ray’s asshole.

“Owwww!” Ray cried, as Marcus tried to push his fingers in. When that didn’t work, he bent his head and spat in between the white man’s ass cheeks. 

“Don’t worry,” a moment later, Ray’s eyes bulged as he felt Marcus’s chin between his buttocks. “You just need to be lubed up a bit.”

And then Ray felt Marcus’s thick, wet tongue slathering him between his legs – licking his tightly-clenched asshole until it surrendered to the probing.

“Mmmm,” Marcus lifted his head, and pressed two of his fingers against Ray’s lubed-up asshole. They both slid inside him – as effortlessly as sinking a hot knife into butter.

“Owwwww!” Ray arched his back as he felt his virginal asshole probed. “Holy shit!”

“Relax, you little slut,” Marcus groaned, pulling his fingers from Ray’s ass. He held them up “You feel so good.”

A moment later, Marcus pressed the swollen head of his cock against the entrance to Ray’s newly-lubed asshole – and pushed. 

Ray’s eyes rolled into the back of his head, and he cried out thinking about how wicked he was being. 

He was a happily married, straight guy – but despite that, he was taking the big, thick, black cock of a muscular stranger bareback into his ass. 

Ray’s greedy ass swallowed his friend’s massive cock inch by tortuous inch. It felt like heaven to the skinny white man. Marcus’s thickness stretched Ray’s ass and filled him in ways he didn’t know were imaginable.

When Marcus was finally buried to the hilt in him – his hard, muscular hips pressed tightly against Ray’s pale, taut ass – the skinnier man found that the big, swollen head of Marcus’s cock was nestled perfectly against his g-spot.

And then Marcus fucked him.

Marcus fucked Ray with the easy confidence of an experienced man. His shaft sunk in and out of Ray’s greedy, virginal ass with wet, squishy 'smacks.' As Marcus screwed his skinny white friend, his big, muscular hands caressed Ray’s naked back – giving his buddy a sensual back massage even as his big cock massaged Ray’s prostate. 

Ray turned his head and looked over his shoulder and gazed up at his well-hung friend. The contrast of Marcus’s dark, black muscles and Ray’s pale, white skin made Ray’s dick swell.

The pressure of Marcus’s fingers and dick, paired with the weight of his hard, black body crushing Ray against the massage table, soon had the smaller man breathing raggedly. He imagined herself melting into the table – just a pool of malleable, fuckable flesh quivering with erotic intensity.

Ray came.

Without his dick even being touched, he came. It was a blissful orgasm – radiating from inside his ass, throughout his body with blistering warmth and intensity. 

He felt herself balanced on a precipice of pleasure, powerless to resist Marcus’s remorseless thrusts as they massaged and pleasured his prostate.

Ray’s dick throbbed and swelled and spurted hot, white cum onto the floor beneath him.

And that was what tipped Marcus over the edge.

“I’m cumming,” the big, black trainer groaned, his hips thrusting a little harder – his dick skewering Ray a little deeper. “I’m going to…”

Buried in his ass, Ray felt Marcus’s cock swell and thicken… The thought of this big, black man flooding his virginal ass with his potent black cum instantly made Ray climax again; his cock throbbing and dribbling more sperm onto the floor.

Ray orgasmed a second time at the wet, wicked sensation of Marcus’s big, bareback black cock spurting sperm up inside Ray’s unprotected ass.

It took minutes for them both to come back down to earth from their climax. Gasping and panting for breath – still joined stickily at the crotch – Marcus and Ray struggled to rejoin the real world.

Eventually, reluctantly, Marcus withdrew. His thick, flaccid cock slithered from Ray’s tender ass with a wet-sounding slurp. 

Marcus gently helped his freshly-fucked friend slide off the massage table – Ray’s feet finding the floor just as he felt Marcus’s hot cum gushing out of his ass and down his thighs.

“Oh, God,” Ray tried to stop the flow with his hands. His ass felt pummeled, in the most delicious way possible. His whole body was tingling – he felt wicked, yet wonderful.

Marcus was pulling up his shorts, tucking his glistening cock back into the confines of cotton. He smiled at Ray as the smaller man pulled up him own sweatpants. Marcus was clearly amused by Ray’s embarrassment.

And why not? Ray had spent the past twelve weeks trying to convince Marcus that he was straight – despite having just enthusiastically sucked and fucked him right there on the massage table.

And now it was all over? Ray suddenly felt shy. He was self-conscious as he struggled to pull his clothes back on.

Self-conscious, perhaps. But he felt wonderful. Him heart was pulsing, and Ray could feel every beat in the muscles of his recently-fucked ass. The hot, damp wetness between his cheeks was a sinful reminder of just how ‘personal’ his training sessions had become.

Marcus handed Ray his timesheet to sign.

“Same time Friday?”

As Ray scribbled his signature, he reflected that his wife, back home, had no idea why her husband had suddenly become quite so enthusiastic about his gym membership. 

But he’d lost 12lbs on the 'Marcus' diet so far – and the irony was that that as long as he kept coming home thinner and fitter, his wife still considered Ray’s new-found obsession with the gym as money well-spent. 

The End


Deal of a Lifetime

Chapter One

Marcus Rhys-Westin, the sleek and aggressive Executive Vice President for Foreign Investment, wasn’t the kind of guy who dug motivational posters.

But in his enormous Fifth Avenue office, overlooking the whole of Central Park, this tanned and handsome businessman did have one piece of motivational artwork hanging from the wall. It was a framed, signed CD of rap artist Drake’s 2011 album “Take Care” – and he looked at it every day.

Why, you might ask? 

It wasn’t because he was a big fan of rap. Marcus had listened to his share of rap and hip hop growing up on the hard-scrabble streets of southeast London, but never called himself a fan of the genre.

No, it was because, back in 2012 – when Marcus had first set foot in America and begun his meteoric climb to the top of New York’s investment bankers – he’d read about a Twitter exchange involving Drake that had changed his life.

“The first million is the hardest,” Drake had tweeted to his thousands of fans. And, in response, seemingly from nowhere, the 84-year-old Texas oil magnate T. Boone Pickens had tweeted back: “The first billion is a helluva lot harder.”

The day he read about that exchange, Marcus Rhys-Westin decided he was going to discover the truth of that statement for himself– and, eventually, join the billionaire’s club. And when Marcus Rhys-Westin set his mind to something, there was little in the world that could stop him from getting it.

That had been a few years ago now – but today was the day.

After years of struggling, of climbing the corporate ladder, of making risky gambles and scoring enormous payoffs, Marcus Rhys-Westin was about to enter the big leagues.

The intercom on his enormous desk buzzed.

“Mr. Rhys-Westin?” It was Heidi, his executive assistant. “Your guests are here to see you.”

Marcus settled into his enormous chair – the whole of New York laid out like a tapestry through the window behind him. He half-smiled.

“Give me thirty seconds,” he told Heidi, in a British accent he’d polished and practiced to remove any hint of his East End upbringing, “and then send them in.”

As soon as he’d released the button on the intercom, Marcus pushed back his chair and peered down – under his enormous desk. 

Squeezed under there – absolutely naked – was the company’s newest Junior Associate, Frank Valachi.


Chapter Two

Marcus Rhys-Westin wasn’t gay. The models he bedded, and the beautiful women he escorted to restaurants and nightclubs across the city, attested to that.

But he loved power; and he loved getting a little payback.

“Okay, Frankie my boy,” Marcus Rhys-Westin purred, looking under his desk. “You’ve got thirty seconds to pull my flies down… With your teeth.”

Underneath the desk, Frank narrowed his dark, brown eyes and got to work.

For months now, Marcus had been using this method as a way to settle his nerves and take the edge off during tense business negotiations, like the one he was about to undertake. He needed his wits about his too much to risk drugs or alcohol – and luckily, he’d discovered an alternative option.

Which was what had led Frankie Valachi into his current position – and he was just the latest in a long line of ambitious junior executives to have done the same. 

Living in America for the last few years, Marcus had heard many people talk about being paid “under the table.” He gave boys like Frankie the opportunity to put a literal spin on that expression.

All those years ago, when he’d been working his ass off in London, preparing for the day he’d make it across the Atlantic to New York City, he’d had to do similar things – things he wasn’t proud of.

Getting on his knees in the Paternoster Square Office of his banker Reginald Phelps, for example, had been one of them.

“You want to make it in this industry, my boy,” Reggie had used to say, stroking Marcus’s luxurious black hair as the young banker’s head bobbed up and down in his lap, “you need to make connections. And I can make those connections for you.” And he’d always finish his pep-talk with: “Now get ready to swallow.”

Years later, Marcus liked to revisit those experiences - from the other side of the equation. 

Once again, it wasn’t because he was gay. 

At least, that’s what he kept telling himself. 

It was just that he liked to see just how hungry these young, hyper-masculine junior associates were. And he wasn’t going to lie – he’d learned to understand the thrill Reggie must have had when these buff, young jocks knelt down and offered to do anything to get ahead.

Hot young jocks like Frank Valachi, for example.

Frankie himself was a big, muscular kid in his mid-twenties – a product of a Jersey Shore upbringing and too many protein shakes, who’d decided to try and make a go of it in the big city; thanks to a hard earned MBA and a foot in the door provided by Marcus’s company.

Marcus had selected Frankie for one of their highly coveted junior associate positions because the handsome Italian kind of reminded him of himself at that age: Rough around the edges, but hungry for opportunity and willing to do practically anything to get it.

As he was demonstrating now.

Marcus groaned as he felt Frank shift his bulk beneath the table, and then the jock’s big, calloused hands slid up Marcus’s thighs, over the soft material of his Brooks Brother’s suit, and spread his legs. 

Marcus gasped as he heard Frankie’s stubble graze the material of his pants. He allowed one of his hands to drop beneath the desk, and he ran his manicured fingers through Frank’s thick, black hair.

“Good boy.” Marcus smiled as the burly Italian kid’s teeth sunk found and clasped the zipper for his flies, and began pulling them down.

Ziiiip.

Just then, the door to Marcus’s office rattled. 


Chapter Three

The powerful banker sat bolt upright as it swung open. He self-consciously yanked his hand from Frank’s hair and returned it to the table; feeling the slight slickness of the younger man’s hair gel between his fingers.

Striding into Marcus’s office came two of the most important people in America.

Grey-haired and rosy cheeked, in a sweater-vest that made him look like somebody’s friendly grandpa, was Warrett Buffern – the 80-something investor who’d been on top of the world’s list of Richest Men since before Marcus had been born. 

Behind him was Sheik Mohammad Malik – the head of one of the Middle East’s richest oil nations, and a man painfully aware that peak oil and global warming threatened to rob him of his billions if he didn’t invest his money elsewhere.

“Good morning, Gentlemen,” Marcus smiled warmly as they entered. “Forgive me if I don’t get up.” He did lift his ass a little off his seat in deference to the two men – but that also served to allow Frank, under the desk, to wrench open Marcus’s flies to discover what lurked inside.

If Buffern and Malik were offended by Marcus’s refusal to stand up, they didn’t show it. Instead they settled into their seats opposite him and Warrett began speaking:

“This must be a pretty exciting day for you, young man,” he smiled warmly. “If we manage to close this deal, I believe your percentage enables you to join a rather special fraternity.”

“Indeed it does,” Marcus grinned, squirming slightly as he felt Frank’s fingers slip inside his flies and pull down the waistband of his silk, HANRO of Switzerland boxer shorts. “And one of the youngest men ever to have done so, I believe.” 

“A notable new addition to the billionaire’s club, yes,” Malik nodded, watching curiously as Marcus squirmed in his seat, unaware of the reason for the handsome banker’s distraction. “But your significant percentage relies on us making a mutually agreeable business decision today.”

Marcus groaned. Underneath his desk, Frank Valachi’s big, calloused hands had met flesh. Digging inside Marcus’s pants, they’d curled around the Englishman’s cock and balls and were wrestling them free of the confines of his boxer shorts.

Marcus stifled a groan as he felt Frankie’s hot breath suddenly warm his bare skin.

“Now then,” the businessman managed to stay unflustered, “let’s get down to business, shall we?”

He turned to the monitor on his desk and swiveled it to point at the two important men sitting opposite him.

“His Royal Highness, Sheik Mohammad, has approximately seven billion dollars of capital invested in his country’s oil infrastructure.” 

Marcus suddenly gasped. 

Beneath the desk, Frank’s fat fingers had just curled around his shaft, and started stroking up and down. 

“At current projections,” he struggled to continue, “due to the diminishing oil supplies and the lower worldwide demand for fossil fuels, we estimate that his Highness will stop seeing a return on that investment within a decade.”

“And you’ll lose the lot within the next fifty years,” Buffern interrupted, turning to pat the younger Arab on the knee paternally. “Might not be of much concern to you, since you’ll be entombed with the pharaohs by then, but it’ll be a big problem for your children.”

The kindly old man frowned.

“How many do you have now?”

“Sixteen,” Malik purred, somewhat proudly. “From four wives. I’m getting married again next spring.”

“Quite,” Buffern nodded, amused. In contrast, he’d been living with the same woman in his Nebraskan hometown for the last half century.

Marcus Rhys-Westin wasn’t really concentrating on this exchange.

Behind the enormous desk, the brassy businessman was attempting to stifle a goan. Frankie Valachi’s fingers had curled around Marcus’s balls, and were massaging them sensuously. 

At the same time, the handsome junior executive had found the perfect position to lean forward, open his mouth, and engulf the head of Marcus’s fat, swollen cock in his mouth.


Chapter Four

“Oh, goodness,” Marcus sat bolt upright in his seat as he felt Frankie’s warm, wet mouth engulf him. The sharp movement caught both Warrett and Sheik Mohammad by surprise. They turned to stare at the handsome British banker as he lifted one hand to his mouth and sunk his teeth into the flesh of his tightly clenched fist.

“I… I…. I was thinking what a tragedy that would be,” he attempted to explain, his cheeks burning. “For his Royal Highness’ children to be robbed of their inheritance.”

Malik seemed satisfied at this explanation.

“And Mr. Buffern here believes he has a solution to my dilemma,” Malik nodded. 

“Indeed I do,” the old man nodded sagely. “Mr. Rhys-Westin…”

His eyes narrowed.

“Mr. Rhys-Westin?”

Marcus had lost focus for a second – which was hardly unexpected, given that beneath the desk, handsome Frankie Valachi had just slithered his tongue inside Marcus’s foreskin, and was swirling it around deliciously. 

“O…oh, yes,” the flustered businessman nodded, “Mr. Buffern’s proposal.”

With a trembling finger, he changed the slide.

“Mr. Buffern is looking for investment to penetrate a wide range of alternative energy markets,” he struggled to explain, distracted by Frankie’s mouth and fingers pleasuring him beneath the desk. “From wind farms to bio-engineered microorganisms designed to produce ethanol.”

“I’m determined that the energy sources the next generation of Americans rely on are home-grown,” Buffern interrupted. “To secure our nation’s position of importance throughout the 21st century.”

“And also,” Marcus squirmed in his seat, as Frankie swallowed inch after inch of his shaft, and his tongue slathered the Englishman’s balls, “to secure a significant return on investment.”

Buffern winked at the Sheik: “Nothing wrong with that.”

“Based on the forecasts,” Marcus was gripping the edge of his desk now, scooching forward in his seat to give Frankie better access to his straining cock, “we estimate returns of up to 1,000% over the next twenty years.”

“In other words, dear boy,” Buffern turned to Sheik Mohammed, “if you help me penetrate this market, your investment of seven billion dollars could become seventy billion dollars before the time you’re sixty.”

Behind his desk, Marcus Rhys-Westin imagined all that money. 

His eyes half-closed as he envisioned a bank balance with zero after zero after zero on it – nine zeros, in all. Just the thought made his cock throb.

Or that might have been the handsome Italian man, sucking and slurping on his shaft beneath the desk.

“S-so, what do you think, your Highness?” Marcus stammered, gripping the edge of his desk and – out of sight – clamping his thighs tightly around Frankie’s shoulders. 

Malik’s dark and leathery face was impassive.

“It sounds very good,” he nodded. “Perhaps too good.” The Arab prince turned to the grey-haired Nebraskan billionaire. “Forgive me for saying so, but perhaps these returns you promise are too much for even the legendary Prophet of the Great Plains to make good on?”

If Buffern was offended, he didn’t show it.

“I can understand your scepticism,” the kindly old man nodded. “But you’ve had weeks to look over the proposal, and I think you’ll agree our projections are conservative at best.”

“Y-yes!” Marcus suddenly blurted out – struggling to contain a squeal of pleasure as, beneath the desk Frankie eased one of his thick fingers inside of Marcus’s ass, to accompany the warm, wet sucking of his mouth. “If you penetrate this market,” he gasped – emphasis obviously on ‘penetration’, “our estimated return of 1,000 percent is actually likely to be much higher.” 

He lifted his tightly clenched fist to his mouth and sunk his teeth into it – barely able to contain himself as Frankie’s deliciously thick finger sunk deeply inside his ass – until it was gently stroking Marcus’s prostate, at the same time the young jock’s tongue and lips continued to slurp and suck and worship Marcus’s cock.


Chapter Five

“I-if you’ll forgive me for saying so,” Marcus struggled to speak, his teeth clenched, “I wonder if your concerns aren’t so much about the risk of this investment, but the optics.”

Malik turned his head on one side and studied the handsome British banker, as he squirmed uncomfortably in his seat. At one point, Marcus bit his lip and his eyes rolled up into the top of his head – and the insanely rich Arab wondered if the British businessman was on the verge of a stroke.

Or perhaps it was just a stroke of genius.

“Quite right, Mr. Rhys-Westin,” he eventually admitted. “You are very perceptive.” He turned to Warrett Buffern and admitted: “Part of my concern is how it will look to my people if I remove billions of dollars from our domestic infrastructure and reinvest it here, in America – in the heart of “the Great Satan.”

Buffern nodded, as if he’d expected this question to come up – which, thanks to Marcus’s thorough briefing, he indeed had.

“Perhaps I should let Mr. Rhys-Westin explain how we propose dealing with this issue.”

Both men turned to Marcus – and found his squirming in his seat, one hand beneath the edge of his desk. Little did they know that just inches out of sight, Marcus had his fingers wound tightly into the thick hair of his very orally-talented junior executive – guiding Frankie’s movements as the young jock bobbed his tongue and slurped and sucked on Marcus’s cock with his talented lips and tongue.

As Marcus guided Frankie’s head with one hand, he guided the Prezi presentation with the other.

“We feel the best way to resolve this issue would be by mirroring the American innovations back in your own country,” Marcus purred – feeling an oncoming wave of pleasure churn inside his balls. “As oil reserves dwindle, energy will be a valuable commodity in the Middle East; and you could undercut all competition.”

Malik’s eyes narrowed. “Tell me more.”

“W-with…” Marcus’s eyes bulged, as underneath the desk, Frankie eased his finger even deeper into Marcus’s ass; filling him oh-so-deliciously. “W-with pleasure.”

With a trembling finger, he flicked through the presentation to the next slide.

“T-this is a map of the southwestern United States,” Marcus struggled to explain. “Here is one of the proposed investments you’ll be funding.”

Thankfully, Buffern took over speaking at that point.

“Using new silicon supercapacitor technology,” he explained, “we propose building hundreds of square miles of solar panels, out in the middle of the Nevada desert. The land there is practically uninhabitable, and bombarded with blazing sunshine 365 days out of the year.”

“T-the power collected there could potentially power the entire city of Las Vegas,” Marcus added. “For free, forever.” He bit his lip: “Can you imagine being able to satisfy the demands of 2 million people?” He placed extra emphasis on the word ‘satisfy’, as that was what he was starting to need to quench the burning, throbbing need between his legs.

“Now imagine lifting that technology directly and building a similar solar site in your own country?” Buffern suggested to Malik. “Only you have even more desert, and even more hours of direct sunlight.”

“You’d be able to sell affordable power to all your country’s neighbors,” Marcus explained, “for pennies on the dollar. You’d own energy in the Middle East for the next century.”

“And it would create thousands of jobs, and bring in billions of dollars of foreign revenue,” Buffern added.

At the sound of this, Malik’s eyes grew wide and he began nodding unconsciously. 

“Yes, yes,” the rich Arab mused. “I can see the sense in this.”

“Yes, yes,” Marcus gasped, mirroring him – groaning for very different reasons. 

Beneath the desk, Frank’s tongue was swirling in inexorable circles around the head of Marcus’s cock, and Frankie’s finger was plunging in and out of his tight, clenching ass; strumming on Marcus’s prostate like it was a guitar string. 

Oh, God, Marcus thought to himself, as he watched Warrett Buffern reach for the briefcase beside his chair. 

If I can time this just right…


Chapter Six

“So,” the grey-haired billionaire turned to the fabulously wealthy Arab, “do we have an arrangement.”

Sheik Mohammad Malik pursed his lips for a moment. Anticipation hung in the air – twice as bad for Marcus, as he felt Frank’s talented tongue and fingers balance him on the knife-edge of orgasm.

“Very well,” the Arab eventually nodded, offering his hand to shake. “It seems this is what you Americans might call a ‘no brainer.’”

Buffern shook his hand firmly.

“Now, let’s make this official.”

And with that, the briefcase clicked open and a sheaf of documents was hauled out.

Sheik Mohammad and Warrett Buffern stood, laying out the papers on Marcus’s enormous desk and towering over the brassy businessman.

Marcus, of course, remained seated – worried for a second that a surreptitious gaze into his lap would reveal the tangled curls of Frankie Valachi’s head as the eager Italian bobbed up and down with Marcus’s cock in his mouth.

“Sign there,” Buffern was guiding Malik’s pan hand. “And here. Initial here. And, of course, we’ll have to get our lawyers in to sign the next part.”

And then the final paper was slid across the desk to Marcus.

He looked up, into the expectant faces of the two billionaires.

“All we need is your John Hancock and it’s official,” Buffern smiled. “Are you prepared for what that signature will entail?”

Marcus groaned out loud – and this time it wasn’t just Frank’s eager tongue and lips that were making him lose his breath. 

He was imagining the millions of dollars of fees and commissions he was going to get for arranging this transaction – enough to finally tip his net worth from mere-millionaire to badass billionaire. 

His hand was trembling as he picked up the pen.

With his other hand, underneath the desk, he squeezed a fistful of Frankie’s hair and shoved the young man’s head even deeper onto his straining cock – jerking his hips just as much as he thought he could get away with, to shove even more of his straining cock into Frankie’s warm, wet, sucking mouth.

“H-here it is,” he stammered, as he swivelled the contract around to face his, and put his pen to paper. “You could say our negotiations have reached their c-climax.”

And as he said that, and as he scrawled his signature across the contract, he really did climax.

Stifling a moan, Marcus Rhys-Westin surrendered to a billion-dollar orgasm, right in front of two of the richest men in the world.

His whole body shuddered. He lifted his fist and bit it hard, to stifle his groan of pleasure. It was like a bottle rocket had just exploded in his balls, sending warm, hot spurts of pleasure exploding out of his cock.

And beneath the desk, Frankie Valachi did a heroic job swallowing each and every one. His throat convulsed, and he sucked down mouthful after mouthful of Marcus’s hot, salty cum as if he loved it.

As if it tasted like money. Which, in some way, it actually did.


Chapter Seven

Warrett Buffern and Sheik Mohammad Malik watched Marcus Rhys-Westin shudder and squirm in his seat, exchanging incredulous glances at each other – as if wordlessly asking: “Is he really doing what I think he’s doing?”

But when Marcus’s convulsions eventually stopped, and he came floating back down to Earth in a lightheaded daze, the only reaction he got from his two business partners were stoic smiles.

Eventually, the kindly old Nebraskan billionaire leaned across the desk to shake Marcus’s hand. Buffern confessed, somewhat red-faced, that: “I had a pretty similar reaction when I signed my first billion dollar deal, you know.”

Marcus laughed – openly and warmly for once, the tension of his one-in-a-lifetime business deal flowing out of him like his cum had; except there wasn’t a handsome young stud under his desk to eagerly swallow it.

Speaking of which - with the one hand he still had underneath his desk, Marcus pushed Frankie’s head back from between his legs – detaching the young jock’s mouth from his softening cock with a barely audible “pop!” 

Then, kicking the naked Italian further under his enormous desk, Marcus zipped up his pants and stood, on somewhat wobbly legs, to shake Warrett and Malik’s hands.

“I suggest we retire to the boardroom for brandy and cigars,” the flushed executive smiled, rounding the desk to stand before the two wealthy investors. “Give me a second to square away the paperwork and I’ll join you.”

“Quite, quite,” Warrett beamed, giving the handsome British businessman an appraising once-over – no doubt wondering why his shirt was untucked and his pants were so creased. “We’ll help ourselves in your absence.”

Marcus guided them to the door to his office – and having passed them off into the capable hands of his assistant, Heidi, clicked the door shut behind them.

Finally alone, he flopped back against the door and breathed a huge sigh of relief.

“Okay, Frankie. Out you come.” His chest was heaving. His skin was tingling. He watched, amused, as the burly Italian clambered out from beneath his desk.

The muscular junior executive was looking immensely proud of himself – his chin glistening with saliva and Marcus’s cum. 

Frankie’s eyes met Marcus as he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, grinning with achievement.

“Don’t look so smug, you little little tunnel rat,” Marcus warned, his eyes drinking in each one of Frankie’s stocky five feet and eight inches. He was a good looking kid – bulging with muscle, his skin tanned deep, dark brown and decorated with tattoos.

But what Marcus found himself staring at was between Frankie’s legs. In addition to that shit-eating grin – not entirely undeserved, given the blowjob he’d just performed – the burly young Italian was sporting a rock-hard erection that looked perilously ready to explode.

Like the rest of him, Frank’s cock wasn’t impressive height wise; but it was incredibly thick – like two Coke cans stuck end of end.

Feeling a throb between his legs, Marcus glanced at the time on his Rolex watch.

“I gave you a very great honor today, my little Frankie,” the British businessman warned, as he crossed the room to where his Italian executive was standing. “Just being able to witness that deal being completed is probably more reward than you deserve.”

He stepped up in front of the stocky Italian; towering over him in his expensive Italian loafers.

Reaching out one manicured finger, he stroked the very tip of Frankie’s straining erection. Frankie groaned as Marcus’s flesh met his.

“I need those files processed by four o’clock today, do you understand?” He smiled, face mere inches from the handsome Italian’s. “And I need to be in the boardroom sipping brandy in…” he checked his watch “…no more than three minutes.”

“But with that being said,” the handsome British man grabbed Frankie’s bare shoulders and span him around. “I suppose you have earned your reward.”

Understanding what was about to happen next, Frankie placed his hands flat on his desk in front of him and stuck out his bare, muscular ass; offering it to his boss.

“Mmmm,” Marcus grinned, staring down at Frankie’s taut cheeks. “That’s the spirit.”

His cock had been drained just moments earlier, but it was already growing hard again. With trembling fingers, the handsome Englishman unzipped his pants, pulled out his half-hard cock and reached for the dispenser pump on his luxurious wooden desk.

It said it contained hand sanitizer, but it didn’t. It was lube.


Chapter Eight

Marcus didn’t bother with foreplay – and from the time limit he’d imposed, Frankie wisely didn’t expect any. With one hand, Marcus roughly parted Frankie’s tanned, muscular thighs and then slathered a glob of lubrication between them.

Frankie groaned as he felt the cold, gloopy gel between his cheeks.

Marcus ignored him. Grabbing the base of his now-hard cock, he aimed the swollen head of between Frankie’s cheeks.

It slithered between them effortlessly, aided by the slick, gloopy lube.

Then it encountered resistance – the wrinkled brown knot of Frankie’s asshole. Marcus grinned as he thrust – trusting that firm pressure and the slick lubrication would work their magic.

And they did. Emitting a gutteral “uugghh” sound, Frankie’s whole body tensed. Marcus felt the ‘pop’ as the young man’s ass surrendered to the pressure, and Marcus’s cock sunk inside.

“Oh, shit,” the businessman moaned, as he felt Frankie’s ass swallow his shaft inch after inch. “I knew when I hired you, it wasn’t just your GPA that would impress me.” And then Marcus grabbed Frankie’s naked hips and pulled the younger man’s ass back against his hardness, burying it inside his ass.

Marcus’s enormous cock slid inside Frankie’s ass effortlessly – like a piston into a well-oiled cylinder.

Frankie groaned in satisfaction as he felt himself filled thickly and deeply with his boss’ rock-hard flesh.

“Work that worthless little arse of yours, Frankie,” Marcus groaned, as he started to fuck his junior associate. “I’m on a time limit, remember?”

And Frankie did remember. So like a mare to a rutting stallion, he thrust back his hips and allowed more and more of Marcus’s straining cock to violate his tightness.

Marcus started to fuck him now, like a cheap little whore. He thrust his hips back and forth, slamming into Frankie’s ass so deeply that the young jock had to grip the edge of the desk for support.

He spread his legs, and braced his hips – thrusting his ass back against the Englishman.

“Ohhh, that’s the stuff,” Marcus groaned, grabbing Frankie’s thick waist and using it to leverage his thrusts a little deeper. “Come on. Work that ass. Give it to me like you mean it.”

At which point, Frankie snarled – and pushed back his ass in earnest.

“That’s the stuff, you little slut.” Marcus grabbed a fistful of Frankie’s hair and bent the junior associate’s back into a c-shaped arch. The angle forced Frankie to lift his bare ass higher into the air, and from that angle each of Marcus’s delicious thrusts sent his cock deeper and deeper into Frankie’s straining ass.

Their hips slapped together; the sound of flesh against flesh echoing wetly through the room. Marcus reached around, and used one lube-slick hand to jerk off Frankie’s straining cock even as he fucked his ass.

Frankie felt pressure build between his legs, as Marcus’s thrusts hit him in exactly the right spot, pressing against his prostate deliciously.

With a wrench of his head, Frankie yanked his hair from Marcus’s grip. Then he lowered his head – straightening his back and thrusting his hips back to meet each movement of the handsome Londoner

“Fuuuuck,” Marcus groaned. “Work that arse. Oh, shit. You better keep that up, you handsome little bastard.” His eyes rolled upwards as he felt a wave of pleasure building in his balls. 

Frankie felt his ass stretched and filled. Marcus’s cock was throbbing, like he was close to orgasm again. But not as close as Frankie was.

Mouth hanging open, Frankie came. 

He hung his head down low and moaned with pleasure. “Fuuuuck, yes.” His cock throbbed in Marcus’s hand, and spurted hot, pearlescent cum onto the carpet beneath him.

Marcus continued thrusting, riding Frankie’s ass and stroking his spurting cock until the muscular junior associate begged for mercy and, exhausted, limp and quivering, collapsed across the desk.

But Marcus didn’t stop fucking him.

Hauling Frankie forward, so the stocky Italian’s legs hung limply from the desktop, Marcus just spread his ass cheeks wider and kept on thrusting.

Frankie’s cheek rested against the cool mahogany. His whole body rocked back and forth as Frankie fucked him from behind. He closed his eyes in pleasure as he heard Marcus groaned with pleasure:

“Here it comes, you little slut…”

And then Marcus thrust so deeply inside of Frankie’s ass that the handsome jock thought he’d be split apart. And then he felt them – the throbbing spurts, and the warm wetness, and the intensely erotic sensation of another man emptying their balls into his ass.

“My God,” Marcus muttered, moments later, as he came crashing back down to earth. Balls drained, Marcus’s softening cock slithered from inside Frankie’s violated ass. “Remind me to consider you for a raise next quarter.”

Feeling like he’d just gone ten rounds with Mike Tyson, Frankie Valachi slumped onto the desktop. 

Marcus, on the other hand, took just seconds to recompose himself. He zipped up his pants, brushed down the front of his crumpled suit, and slapped his violated junior executive hard on Frankie’s bare ass.

“Thanks for that,” Marcus ordered, “But I’m running late.”

His chest heaving, muscular body glistening with sweat, Frankie Valachi slumped to the floor.

“Thanks for that,” Marcus grinned, as he tightened up his belt. “You did well.” But then the smile grew thin, and the handsome Englishman jerked his thumb over his shoulder. “Your suit’s back there. Get it the fuck on.”

And then, cool as a cucumber and ready to get back to business, the slightly rumpled businessman headed for the door to his office – ready to join his now fellow billionaires in the boardroom.

And naked, with his boss’ cum dribbling from his tender ass, Frankie watched him go.

The End
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