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Chapter One

“No working late tonight, okay?”

It was Friday night, and the normally busy office was practically deserted. Outside, in the parking lot, only a handful of cars remained.

Yet, regardless, Sarah had rolled her eyes when she’d heard her boss urging her to leave.

She knew how the game was played here in America. People didn’t work to live – they lived to work; even if it damn near killed them.

And for the employees of Fenris Recruiting, that philosophy went double. In the three months since she’d accepted the job as Senior Sales Analyst and moved to America, Sarah had never worked harder in her life.

Which is why the trim British girl was utterly incredulous when her normally slave-driving boss, Marcus, had started to urge her to leave.

“It’s Friday night,” he told her, standing in the doorway of his office looking sleek and handsome. “You should be out with your friends, Sarah. Whatever you’re working on can wait until Monday.”

Sarah stood outside Marcus’ office, clutching an armful of files and folders to her chest.

“Pffft,” she snorted. “You know I don’t have friends, Boss. And I know that if I don’t get these figures for you by Monday meaning, you’ll… what’s the American expression? Ream my ass out?”

Marcus snarled in frustration.

“I mean it, Sarah,” the Vice President of Sales growled. “It’s nearly the end of the month. Time to be somewhere safe. Somewhere else.” He narrowed his dark brown eyes, and brushed a wisp of chestnut hair from his brow. “Go home. That’s an order.”

Sarah looked up at her handsome boss. Since moving to America, she hadn’t had much luck making friends, and had fallen pretty flat on the dating front. She’d actually kind of been looking forward to working late with this handsome, well-built specimen of American manhood.

But from the expression on Marcus’ chiseled features, it was clear he really wanted her to leave.

“Okay, okay,” Sarah nodded. “I’ll just wrap this up and leave.” She shrugged her slender shoulders. “I guess I could go and see a movie, or something.”

Marcus snarled again, and turned to look at the enormous windows lining one of the walls of his office. Dusk was approaching, and the streetlights had already started flickering into life.

“Well, be quick about it,” the handsome VP snapped. “I’ll see you on Monday.”

And with that, Marcus’ office door slammed shut, and Sarah was left standing in the corridor, feeling stupid.

With a sigh, she tottered back towards her cubicle, clutching the files to her chest.

She swore that each day she lived in America, she was more and more confused by the natives. Americans could be the warmest, most welcoming people on earth – but on a bad day, they all acted like arseholes. Or ‘assholes’ as they’d say out here.

Just take Marcus, for example. Normally, her handsome boss was good-natured and flirty. She’d even had a few Fifty-Shades-of-Grey-inspired fantasies about the muscular, chestnut haired executive. Every time she looked at his desk, she’d blush these days – after imagining him taking her roughly over the back of it.

But tonight it had been like Marcus was an entirely different person. He was short, snappy and cold to her. Even his big, warm brown eyes seemed icier than normal. And then there was him being so insistent that she leave for the night.

Sarah snorted. Sure, she’d told him that she was going home – but Sarah knew better than that. She’d follow Robert Downey Junior’s philosophy – “smile, nod and then go ahead and do whatever the fuck you were going to do anyway.”

She’d stay late and finish up her project; and Marcus would never be any the wiser. Sure, it would mean the sacrifice of her Friday night. But the look on Marcus’ face when she delivered the figures he wanted ahead of schedule?

That would be worth it.

With a wry smile, the pretty British girl scurried back to her cubicle to get working.


Chapter Two

Dusk turned to dark pretty damn quickly.

Sarah worked diligently on her figures for a little over an hour – until the office lights dimmed automatically, and her stomach rumbled. Glancing at her watch, she realized in was nearly 7:30 already; and the office was truly deserted.

The pretty British girl yawned, and kicked off her high heels. The figures were nearly done now. Just another ten minutes and she’d call it a night. Maybe stop by TGI Fridays on her drive home for a cocktail. She’d become quite a fan of Long Island Ice Teas since moving to America.

And, hey, you never know… Three weekends ago, she’d almost been picked up by a guy at that same TGI Fridays. She was hopeful that ONE of these nights, she’d finally get to break in the bed in her tiny, studio apartment.

With that delicious thought in mind, Sarah hurried with her work.

And then she heard it….

A muffled sound of voices from across the field of cubicles.

She froze for a second, and glanced up.

Had Sarah actually heard that?

It was late, and she was tired, and the sound had been so brief and fleeting that for a moment the pretty British girl wondered if she’d just imagined it… But then she heard it again.

From all the way across the room of cubicles.

Chuckling. Laughter. Mumbled voices.

It seemed to be coming from the direction of Marcus’ office.

Sarah suddenly narrowed her eyes. Wasn’t he meant to be alone in there? Wasn’t that the whole point of him demanding everybody leave the office that night?

At first, Sarah did the typically British thing – put her head down, tried to focus on her work, and ignore the sounds. There is no problem big enough, she tried to convince herself, that you can’t ignore it.

But then she heard it again – more laughter and chuckling. Sarah froze.... Was Marcus okay?

Was that him making those noises? Or was there somebody else in the office?

It seemed ridiculous, but she suddenly felt like she was in danger. She’d seen the scary corporate compliance videos about workplace shootings and the like. What if somebody had broken in, and she and Marcus could be in trouble?

The sound of voices echoed around the deserted office one more time, and it was more than Sarah could ignore any longer. Picking up her ‘Sales Analyst of the Year’ trophy, to use as a makeshift weapon, the pretty young woman pushed back her chair, lifted herself to her feet and carefully started walking towards the source of the noise.

She just had to see what it was, she told herself. It was probably nothing.

Maybe it was the radio. Maybe he was watching a video on his computer. Hell, back when she was working in England, Sarah had one time discovered that the reason her boss like to work so late was so he could watch Sons of Anarchy on Netflix without his wife bitching at him.

But Sarah couldn’t be sure unless she saw it for herself.

So the pretty young woman tip-toed in her heels towards Marcus’ door; and then peered through the glass partition.

And gasped.

She’d expected to see her handsome boss sitting at his desk, hard at work. Instead, he was standing in the center of his office, back turned towards the doorway.

But that wasn’t what had made her gasp.

It was the fact that Marcus was naked.

She was staring at his tanned, muscular back and shoulders. His tight, taut buttocks were facing her. He had a truly amazing physique; and Sarah’s panties would have been moist if she wasn’t quite so shocked.

And she had every reason to be shocked: Because Marcus wasn’t alone.

Kneeling down in front of him, similarly naked, was the Head of Finance – a handsome black man by the name of Rufus.

Sarah couldn’t see exactly what was happening, but it looked fairly obvious. Rufus was kneeling down in front of the Vice-President of Sales, and his head was bobbing back and forth in front of Marcus’ crotch.

He was giving Marcus a blowjob!


Chapter Four

The wet sound of sucking echoed through Marcus’ office door. Her boss was standing there, groaning in pleasure, using one hand to guide Rufus’ head back and forth in front of his crotch.

“Oh, my!” Sarah gasped, dropping the ‘Sales Analyst of the Year’ trophy to the ground.

The thump was loud enough to penetrate even the closed door of Marcus’ office.

Immediately, her boss swiveled around and peered out of the glass partition – his warm, brown eyes meeting hers instantly.

Likewise, Rufus bobbed his head to the left, to look around Marcus’ naked hip. Saliva was drooling down the handsome black man’s chin. He too spotted Sarah instantly, and his eyes widened in alarm.

“Oh, God!” Sarah gasped, and stumbled backwards. “I-I’m… Sorry… Excuse me… I’ve got to…” And she started scurrying back towards her desk, in total panic mode.

“Wait!” It was Marcus, scrambling for his pants. “Sarah, wait!” The door of his office flew open, and he staggered out after his junior Sales Analyst, with his pants pressed in front of his crotch to protect his dignity.

“Sarah, wait!” He demanded.

Sarah froze… She couldn’t help herself. He was her boss, after all.

“Sarah! What the hell are you doing here?” Marcus growled, standing there butt-naked except for the pants covering his crotch. “I thought I told you to go home!”

Sarah nervously turned around, and then turned her head so she wasn’t staring at her boss’s magnificently naked body.

“I know,” she stammered, “b-but I had some work I needed to finish and…”

She never got to finish. Before she could, Rufus came scrabbling out of Marcus’ office wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts. Just like Sarah’s boss, he had a magnificent physique – lean and muscular, kind of like Floyd Mayweather’s body.

“Shit, Marcus,” Rufus snapped. “I thought you said this place would be deserted. What the fuck is she doing here?”

“I thought it was deserted,” Marcus stammered. Then he turned to Sarah and desperately tried to reassure her: “T-this isn’t what it looks like.”

Sarah said nothing. She just stood there, blinking. She didn’t know what “it” was, but to her “it” had sure looked like Rufus had been on his knees with Marcus’ cock in his mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” Rufus looked like he was panicking. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck…”

Sarah blinked again. She didn’t know what to do… How to respond…

In the end, she blurted out the only thing that she could think of:

“Erm… What’s going on?”

Marcus and Rufus stood there, one naked, the other in his boxers, and stared incredulously at Sarah. Surely she couldn’t be so oblivious…

And it was clear she wasn’t. She was just utterly shell-shocked by the revelation that her sleek and sexy boss was apparently having a gay love affair with their Head of Finance.

Both of them, as far as she knew, were happily married and ostensibly straight.

It was Marcus who finally broke the awkward silence.

“Sarah,” he insisted. “You can’t tell anybody about this.”


Chapter Five

Sarah blinked.

She had no idea what to do… Or say.

This was the weirdest situation she’d ever been in, in her life.

“Sarah,” Marcus repeated. “You can’t tell anybody about this.”

“Oh, fuck, if my wife found out…” Rufus groaned.

“I…” Sarah blinked. “Listen, I don’t…” She wasn’t making sense. She couldn’t even formulate an adequate response. “I can’t even…”

Marcus looked back and forth around the office.

“Nobody else is around, are they?” he demanded. “You’re alone, right?”

“Yes,” said Sarah – and then immediately regreted it. She was here on a temporary visa. She had no friends or family nearby. And she’d seen enough Hollywood movies to wonder if Rufus and Marcus were about to murder her for discovering their secret.

But instead, Marcus ushered her into his office.

They shut the door.

As Rufus and Marcus struggled to put on their clothes, Sarah stood there primly and tried not to make eye contact… Or look at anything else, as these two gorgeous men struggled to clothe their nakedness.

“Okay, Sarah,” Marcus insisted, as he pulled on his shirt. “What’ll it take?”

“W-what do you mean?” She asked.

“What’ll it take to make sure not a soul finds out about this.” He connected his cufflinks. “I mean it… What do you want?”

Sarah blinked again. There wasn’t anything that she ‘wanted.’ Was he trying to… trying to bribe her?

“Well?” Marcus looked up expectantly at her.

“I-I just want to know what’s going on,” Sarah asked, dumbfounded.

Marcus and Rufus exchanged nervous looks. Eventually, Marcus shrugged and told his black friend: “We might as well tell her. I mean, if the truth’s going to come out, it might as well be the whole truth.”

Rufus flumped down in one of Marcus’ office chairs, and ran his hand through his close-crapped, afro hair.

“Shit,” he sighed. “I guess.”

Marcus nodded. He turned to Sarah, and gestured towards one of his office chairs. Nervously, the pretty British girl sat down in it.

“So, Rufus and I were at college together,” Marcus explained. “Penn State. We were roommates, and in the same fraternity.”

“O-okay,” Sarah nodded. She still didn’t fully understand America’s college system, or the mystery of fraternities. She’d always thought they’d sounded kind of gay – and given what she’d just walked in on, perhaps that assessment wasn’t inaccurate.

“So when we were at college,” Marcus took a deep and ragged breath as he confessed this next bit, “we… erm… fooled around a couple of times.”

“It was just a bit of experimentation,” Rufus stammered. “Y’know. Every kid tries it, right?”

Sarah’s cheeks turned pink. She’d kissed more than a few girls during her time at Durham University, in the UK.

“A-anyway…” Marcus continued. “That was just a phase. We weren’t gay or anything.”

“Fuck no,” Rufus nodded. “I had a girlfriend in freshman and sophomore year.”

“And after college ended, that was that.”

“We both got married, had kids…”

“I swear, nothing like that has happened in the fifteen years since I graduated,” Marcus promised. “I’m totally straight.”

And then there was an awkward pause.

“Well, then I got the job here,” Rufus continued the story. “And low-and-behold, my old buddy Marcus was working here.”

“And we both found ourselves working late a couple of times…”

“And things hadn’t been great with my wife and I…” Rufus looked really uncomfortable admitting this. “And Marcus has this bottle of Bourbon from his trip down to Kentucky…”

There was an awkward silence.

“And, anyway,” Marcus gulped. “Something like this happened.”

“And it’s been happening ever since,” Rufus nodded.

Sarah’s mouth was dry.

“I…” She stammered. “I don’t know what to say.”

“Well, that’s the point,” Marcus insisted. “We need to make sure you don’t say anything at all.”

“Yeah,” Rufus nodded. “Man, if this got out… My wife would divorce me.”

“Our careers would be over…”

“I could never look my family in the face again.”

“Sarah,” Marcus took a step closer, and looked deep into Sarah’s blue eyes. “Please don’t tell anybody about this. Please. We’ll do whatever you ask.”

“Yeah,” Rufus nodded. “Anything.”

Sarah blinked. And then a devilish smile curled her lips.

“Anything, you say?”


Chapter Six

The truth be told, Sarah would have kept her mouth shut for nothing.

After all, she was British – and Britain is a culture that knows a thing or two about people minding their own business. And, besides, it’s not like they were doing anything wrong.

But the moment she saw the two men’s eager, pleading faces, a devilish instinct came over her. She suddenly saw that this was an opportunity; and she had nothing to lose by taking it.

“O-okay,” Sarah nodded. “I don’t want anything crazy… But here we go:” She took a deep breath. “How about that corner office? To, erm, keep an eye on you.”

Rufus and Marcus exchanged glances.

“Man, they’ll be pissed about that,” he sighed. “I’ve had managers and directors trying to claim that office for weeks.”

“Yeah, but we can do it,” Rufus promised. “We’ll move you in Monday.”

“Okay,” surprised at how easy this was, Sarah continued: “And a raise, of course. And a bump up in position. I’m not greedy; I’ll take senior manager if you can’t give me director.”

Marcus rolled his eyes.

“Fuuuuck, you drive a hard bargain.”

“And one more thing,” Sarah demanded. “I want the company to file my green card paperwork. I don’t want to get deported if there’s another round of layoffs.”

Marcus nodded.

“Consider it done.” Then he snarled: “So… Anything else?”

Sarah thought better of making any more demands. It was clear Marcus’ defensiveness had been transformed into annoyance. He was back in Vice-President of Sales mode now; and feeling like he was having to swallow down a particularly unfavorable deal.

“No. I’m good,” Sarah promised.

“Okay,” Rufus sat back in his seat now, still just wearing his boxer shorts. “So you drive a hard bargain. Now let’s see how committed you are. How do we know you’ll stick to your end of the deal? We can’t let a soul know about this.”

“Yeah,” Marcus nodded. “I don’t want to get you an office and a promotion, just to have you throw us both under the bus next week.”

Sarah considered their words carefully. They both had a valid point. Once she’d got what she wanted out of them, it would be impossible to take it back from her – even if she did expose their late-night trysts.

But fortunately, Sarah had her own devious solution to the problem.

After securing herself a promotion and an office in a matter of minutes, she was feeling powerful. And that made her feel sexy. And that made her acutely aware of the fact that she was standing in an office with two gorgeous men, both of whom were mostly-undressed and had been fooling around with each other just moments before.

Sarah felt butterflies in her stomach.

“S-so. You guys are married, right?”

Marcus and Rufus exchanged nervous glances.

“Yeah… Why?”

“So you like girls, right?”

Rufus nodded: “We totally like girls. I mean, we’re straight.”

“Apart from this.”

“And this doesn’t count.”

Sarah licked her lips, and looked nervously over her shoulder to make sure the office was truly deserted.

“Okay then, boys,” she purred wickedly, unbuttoning the top button of her blouse. “If you want some way to prove that I’ll hold up my end of the bargain… How about you both get undressed again, and give it to me personally.”


Chapter Seven

Marcus and Rufus exchanged incredulous glances again.

“W-wait,” Rufus said uncertainly. “What?”

“You heard me, big boy,” Sarah purred – and from the way he filled his boxers, Rufus certainly appeared to be a ‘big boy.’ “I’ve been living in America for months now and I haven’t even had a date. If you really want to earn my silence, you can give me some of what you were giving him.”

She jerked her thumb towards Marcus.

Rufus gave his colleague another incredulous glance.

“W-whatdya think, Marc?”

Marcus was already undoing his shirt.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” He grinned eagerly. “Sarah, I’ve been dreaming about getting into your pants since the day I hired you.”

Sarah felt butterflies in her stomach as the two handsome men stripped in front of her – Marcus pulling off his pants to reveal his lean, tanned body – and Rufus practically naked already.

For the first few moments, it was awkward. Rufus remained watching, while Marcus strode across the room in just his boxer shorts, and embraced Sarah clumsily.

He tried to kiss her, and their teeth clinked.

“Ooops.”

“Sorry.”

Then he wrapped his arms around her waist, and trod on her toe.

“Ow!”

“Excuse me.”

But then they found their groove. Marcus looked down into Sarah’s eyes, and their lips met.

“Mmmmph,” smiling, Sarah submitted limply to Marcus’ warm, wet kiss, and relaxed into his arms.

For a moment they made out like that – and then Marcus started yanking Sarah’s blouse out of her pants, and hurried to unbutton it.

As he did so, Rufus finally clambered up from his chair.

Boxer shorts sprouting a tent-pole in the front of them, he walked around behind Sarah, and wrapped his own hands around her waist – and then kissed her neck.

Sarah groaned, as two gorgeous men made out with her.

Marcus was kissing her gently; exploring her mouth with his agile tongue. Meanwhile, Rufus was nuzzling her neck and throat; which was an instant turn-on for Sarah.

“Oh, God,” she groaned, tearing her mouth away from Marcus’ lips.

The two men tore at her clothes; Marcus unbuttoning Sarah’s blouse, and Rufus yanking down her pants. She kicked off her shoes as she felt her pants drop down around her ankles, and a moment later she was standing there in her bra and panties, feeling the chill of the air conditioning on her bare skin.

“Fuuuck, you’re gorgeous,” Marcus groaned, leaning back to drink in Sarah’s curves. Sarah giggled self-consciously; but glanced down to look at the bulge tenting out the front of Marcus’ boxer shorts. Clearly he wasn’t lying.

“Yikes!” Sarah’s focus was distracted by Rufus, hooking his arms under hers, and pulling her back towards the couch in the corner of Marcus’ office. He and Marcus practically carried her to the soft leather sofa, and laid her on her back on it, long legs hanging off the side.

Marcus dropped down between them, and hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her panties. A moment later, he was pulling them down; and Sarah groaned as she felt the cool leather beneath her bare ass for the first time.

As Marcus stripped her, Rufus dropped to his knees by the side of the couch and kissed Sarah wetly on the mouth. She moaned hotly; feeling Rufus thick, soft lips moving against hers.

She’d never kissed a black guy before, and she immediately loved it. Rufus’ lips were thicker, and softer than any she’d kissed before (well, except for those girls back in university.) He had a warm, delicious musk to him… A taste, she’d later realize, that was probably the flavor of Marcus’ cock.

As Sarah made out with Rufus, he slid his hands around her chest and unhooked her bra. A moment later, Sarah’s breasts were released, as Rufus disentangled her arms from her Victoria’s Secret bra and threw it over his shoulder.

As Rufus did that, Marcus pulled Sarah’s panties down, over her hips, and past her knees, until he was pulling them off her ankles and throwing them aside.

She was naked on the couch.


Chapter Eight

“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” Marcus purred, as he hooked his hands under Sarah’s knees and lifted and separated her legs.

“Huuuungh,” she threw her head back as she felt the heat of Marcus’ breath on her exposed pussy – and then the warm, delicious wetness of his tongue.

With a long, lascivious lick, Marcus ran his tongue between the lips of Sarah’s exposed cunt. Her pussy blossomed like a flower; opening up and allowing his next slurp to slither between her labia, and then let the tip of his tongue swirl in delicious circles around her clitoris.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Sarah groaned hotly into Rufus’ mouth.

The black man pulled back, and glanced down at his colleague and lover.

“I want to taste me some of that,” he grinned, and then shuffled over, until he was kneeling next to Marcus, and throwing one of Sarah’s legs over his muscular brown shoulder.

“Oh, God,” Sarah groaned. Her legs were spread wide now – wide enough to accommodate both men between them. And as she lifted her head, and looked down the valley between her breasts, she could see both Marcus and Rufus staring up at her eagerly.

They grinned wolfishly, and then turned to each other – and kissed.

“Oh, fuck,” Sarah felt her pussy gush with wetness as she watched the two handsome men make out. Fuck, it was hot.

Self-consciously, Marcus pulled away, and turned to Sarah with a mischievous grin.

“I know somebody else that needs a kiss…” And then his mouth returned to her pussy.

“Huuuungh,” Sarah’s fingers clawed at the leather cushions, as she felt the delicious sensation of Marcus’s tongue swirling around her clitoris again.

And then that was joined by Rufus’ thick lips, kissing her thighs, and slathering her pussy with saliva.

She had two men literally devouring her – none of them remotely self-concious about their bodies rubbing together, or their tongues meeting as they explored the folds of Sarah’s soaking pussy.

Marcus swirled his tongue around her clitoris. Rufus narrowed his tongue into a point, and slithered it between the cheeks of her ass – to poke and prod wetly against the entrance to her tightly-clenched little asshole. It was incredible.

And two mouths were paired with four hands; which stroked her thighs, and slid inside her pussy, and squeezed her breasts and pinched her ass cheeks and even, at one point, sunk an inch inside her spit-slick asshole.

“Oh, fuck,” Sarah groaned, tossing her head from side to side. “Oh, God, it’s too much!”

But it wasn’t. In fact, it was perfect. Marcus and Rufus kept Sarah on the blink of climax until she wailed for mercy, and then one flick of Marcus’ tongue sent her crashing over the edge.

Her pussy gushed. Her back arched. A tsunami of pleasure washed over her, and then came crashing down to leave her limp and lifeless on the couch.

But despite her climax, Marcus and Rufus were relentless.

They licked, and kissed, and sucked and slurped and feasted on her until Sarah came again, and then a third time, and then was left squirming on the couch begging: “No more! No more!”

Chuckling, the two men lifted their heads from between Sarah’s legs. Their lips and chins were glistening with her wetness. As they looked down at the flushed, trembling girl, Rufus turned to Marcus and roughly grabbed a fistful of the white man’s thick, chestnut hair.

He yanked his head forward, and kissed Marcus wetly on the mouth.

“Mmmm,” as their lips finally parted, Rufus grinned at his old college body. “I love the taste of girl on your lips.”


Chapter Nine

“G-get on the couch,” Sarah ordered, as she struggled to sit up.

She was flushed and panting – her whole body tingling from a relentless cannonade of orgasms. Between her legs, she was dripping with saliva, and her own wetness. She felt filthy – but she also felt more aroused than she ever had before in her life.

Chuckling, Rufus and Marcus did as they were told; climbing up onto the couch, and sitting side-by-side. They turned towards each other, and started making out as they sat there.

Sarah, meanwhile, dropped to her knees in front of them – and then stretched out her arms and hooked her slender fingers into the waistband of Marcus’ boxer shorts.

She tugged, and the smooth cotton slipped down over Marcus’ muscular hips. Boing! Out bounced his penis – a thick and throbbing eight inches of veiny flesh. Sarah’s mouth watered as she saw it.

Pulling Marcus’ boxers down to his ankles, she tossed them aside, and then turned to Rufus.

The same pattern followed – except this time, the cock she released from its cotton cage was even larger than she’d imagined.

As Rufus’ boxers slipped down to this knees, his huge, black cock sproinged out, nearly slapping Sarah in the face.

“Oh, my,” she gasped. Everything she’d heard about black men’s cocks was apparently true. Rufus’ enormous shaft was as thick and long as her forearm, and throbbing hotly.

“Yeah,” Marcus pulled his lips from Rufus’, and looked down at Sarah’s wide eyes. “He’s big, isn’t he?” Her handsome boss shuddered in pleasure. “The first time he slipped that up my ass, I thought he was going to tear me apart.”

The mental image of that caused a gush of wetness between Sarah’s legs.

Now the two men were naked, she reached up and curled the fingers of each hand around each of their huge cocks; stroking their shafts eagerly.

Marcus and Rufus groaned into each other’s mouths, as they felt the delicious sensation of her hands on their straining cocks. They kissed even more passionately.

Grinning at the reaction, Sarah leaned forward and opened her mouth – and a moment later, Marcus moaned into Rufus’ mouth as he felt the heavenly sensation of Sarah’s warm, wet mouth engulf him.

For a few moments, Sarah bobbed her head in Marcus’ lap, swirling her tongue around the head of his throbbing cock, and gently massaging his balls with her slender fingers. Then she lifted her mouth – strands of saliva stretching from her lips – and turned her attention to Rufus’ impossibly-huge cock.

“Oh, God,” the black man groaned, as he felt her suckle the tip of his massive dick.

Rufus’ huge cock was intimidatingly big – so much so that Sarah at first only tried to kiss and lick the swollen shaft. But as Rufus groaned in pleasure, she grew bolder; and then finally stretched her lips wide, and sunk her mouth over the throbbing tip.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Rufus threw back his head, and groaned in pleasure.

As she swirled her tongue around the head of Rufus’ big, black dick, Sarah stroked her slender fingers up and down Marcus’ straining shaft – using her own saliva as lube. Moments later, Sarah swapped; lifting her mouth from Rufus’ cock, and returning to pleasure Marcus with her talents lips and tongue.

“Oh, Jesus, that’s so good,” he moaned.

For what must have been five minutes, Sarah switched and swapped between the two men; slurping and sucking their cocks while they kissed each other, and groaned hotly into each other’s mouths.

Finally, Marcus pulled his lips from Rufus’ mouth, and looked down at the British girl bobbing her head wetly in his lap.

“Oh, God, I’ve got to fuck you,” he demanded. “Get on the couch.”

And Sarah, whose pussy had been tingling in anticipation of just such a command, eagerly obeyed.


Chapter Ten

Sarah clambered up onto the couch, and flopped onto her back on it. Marcus was on top of her in seconds – hoisting one of her legs to throw over the back of the leather sofa, and spreading the other one until her toes scraped across the carpet.

Legs spread wide, he positioned himself at the entrance to her glistening pussy.

“Oh, God,” Sarah groaned, as she felt the head of his big cock nuzzle between the lips of her pussy.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” Marcus groaned, as he thrust inside her.

Sarah was sopping wet, and Marcus’ cock was gleaming with her saliva. He slid inside her effortlessly, inch after delicious inch, until she arched her back and moaned in satisfaction.

After months without sex, it felt amazing to be stretched and filled by Marcus’ thick, firm cock. As he bottomed out inside her, Sarah wrapped her arms around the handsome executive’s shoulders and urged him to start thrusting.

The couch creaked as he fucked her – sliding that delicious cock in and out of her trembling pussy.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Sarah groaned, eyes rolling upwards. “Oh, God, yes.”

But the action had only just begun. Sarah opened her eyes as she heard the couch creak in protest, and saw to her amazement that Rufus was also clambering onto the couch – behind his colleague.

Eyes spreading wide, Sarah watched with amazement as Rufus spat into his palm, and slathered his already gleaming cock with spit. Then he hunched himself over Marcus’ back; and pressed the thick, throbbing tip of his big, black cock between the cheeks of his white colleague’s ass.

“Oh, shit,” Marcus’ eyes shot open, as he felt Rufus’ dick nuzzle between his cheeks. “W-what the fuck are you doing?”

“What does it feel like?” Rufus laughed, as he pressed relentlessly against the tightly clenched knot of Marcus’ asshole.

“Shiiiit,” Marcus groaned, as his ass surrendered, and Rufus big, black dick ‘popped’ past the ring of resistance, and sunk inside him. “Oh, fuuuuck…”

Sarah moaned wetly, as she felt Marcus’ cock swell up inside her. As Marcus was skewered by Rufus’ thick cock, it was almost as if his own dick doubled in size inside her.

Moments later, Rufus was sinking his teeth into Marcus’ shoulder, as he finished sinking his cock into his buddy’s tight little ass. He was balls deep inside Marcus, and Marcus was balls-deep inside Sarah.

Rufus began to thrust.

The couch groaned and rattled at the weight of the three of them. As Rufus thrust into Marcus’ ass, that sent Marcus thrusting deeper into Sarah. As Marcus pulled out, he skewered himself deeper on Rufus’ big, black cock. The three of them were conjoined; big, slick cocks sliding out of tight little holes like pistons churning in well-oiled machinery.

“Oh, fuck,” Marcus groaned, as he felt Rufus pounding his prostate on each inward stroke. “I-I can’t hold out much longer.” And then he didn’t; groaning hotly as his cock spurted inside Sarah’s quivering pussy.

The moment she felt herself flooded, Sarah came too – rolling her eyes and arching her back and she felt her pussy filled with his hot load. After months without sex, it was so good to feel a man emptying himself inside her once again.

And that, in turn, tipped Rufus over the edge. Groaning, he bit Marcus’ shoulder hard, and thrust so deeply into his colleague’s taut, white ass that Marcus cried out in discomfort.

And then Rufus spurted inside him.

“Oh, shiiiit,” the black executive groaned, as he emptied his balls into his buddy’s ass. “Oh, fuuuuck, I needed that.”

And then they were spent.

Still joined like a human centipede, the three of them collapsed into a sweaty heap on the leather sofa; gasping and groaning for breath.

“Oh, wow,” Sarah gasped, staring up at the ceiling as the weight of two men crushed her to the couch. “I’ve never done that before.”


Chapter Eleven

For about five minutes, the three of them just lay there in a big, sweaty heap.

Finally, Rufus slithered off Marcus’ back, and his softening cock popped from his buddy’s ass, followed by a deluge of cum which ran down the crack of his ass to drip onto Sarah’s thighs.

Likewise, Marcus disentangled himself from Sarah, and his own cock flopped free from her, leaving her a sticky, cum-filled mess.

She giggled, and then turned a little pale. She’d had so little bedroom action since coming to America that she’d stopped taking the pill… And she’d been too caught up in things to think about birth control until now.

But Marcus and Rufus distracted her from that concern almost immediately.

Laughing somewhat awkwardly, they struggled to find their boxer shorts, and Marcus handed Sarah her panties.

“S-so I guess we have ourselves an arrangement,” he laughed.

Sarah struggled to sit up; and as she did so a gush of Marcus’ cum came running out of her.

“Y-yes,” she panted, flushed and trembling. “I-I guess we do.”

Marcus reached for his pants, and began to pull them on.

“Shit… I better get home to the wife.” He scratched his crotch, and then sniffed his fingers. “Shit, I stink of pussy.”

Rufus scratched his own privates. “Count yourself lucky, buddy.”

Sarah snorted in laughter.

“I’ll tell you what,” she purred. “As soon as I get that raise you promised me, I’m ditching my studio apartment and moving to one of the luxury condos across the street.” She smiled flirtatiously. “If we reconvene our next meeting there, you can both take a shower afterward.”

It was Marcus’ turn to laugh.

“Oh, we’re doing this again, are we?”

Sarah bit her lip mischievously.

“What? You don’t want to?” She teased. “Y’know, just to make sure that I have a reason to keep your secret?”

“Well, when you put it like that…”

“Besides,” Sarah purred. “I had my first taste of black cock tonight.” She pointed towards Rufus’ flaccid package, which he was stuffing into his boxers like a floppy mortadella sausage. “Next time I want to feel it inside me.”

Rufus laughed, and his dark cheeks reddened slightly.

“Well,” Marcus patted his buddy on the shoulder. “You heard what the lady wanted. Who are we to disappoint her?”

Sarah pulled on her panties as she listened to this; feeling them soak up Marcus’ cum from her overflowing pussy.

That was the wildest, most uninhibited sexual experience of her entire life. And, with any luck, it was only the first of many.

Suddenly, her career in America was looking up.

She just couldn’t wait for next time…

The End
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