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Book Five:

The Arrangement


Chapter One

Mark rolled over and sighed with satisfaction.

This is the life.

His bed was big, cool, and empty. Plenty of room for him to stretch out and enjoy the relaxing morning he had planned. And what he had planned was absolutely nothing.

He couldn’t remember the last time he had a morning like this. No work, no gym, no errands, just a vast expanse of free time stretching endlessly throughout the day. Perhaps he would get up in an hour, perhaps two.

Or perhaps, he thought, not at all.

He stretched out and then snuggled into the covers. He was so comfortable, he wasn’t sure if there was anything that could entice him from the bed. A large breakfast, perhaps? With bacon and eggs and a pile of toast as high as his coffee mug? Yes, that would hit the spot.

Then, a day lounging on the couch, catching up on some TV shows he had planned to binge at one point, but never had the chance to do so. Or perhaps he might just take it even easier and enjoy a long, languorous jerk-off session. There were plenty of worse days to spend a morning, and he had plenty of time on his hands and plenty of memories to let the session carry on for as long as he wanted.

Yes, he thought to himself, his hand sliding down beneath the covers, that sounds like the perfect way to start the morning.

BANGBANGBANG!

He jolted up in bed at the sudden noise.

BANGBANGBANGBANGBANG!

The noise repeated, louder this time, longer. There was someone at the front door of his apartment, and they certainly weren’t interested in waiting around. Not that he could blame them, they were underpaid and overworked, expected to run around the city, delivering an unreasonable amount of packages with no breaks.

BANGBANGBANGBANGBANGBANG!

But none of that made the pounding on his door any less irritating.

“I’m coming,” he grumbled as he jumped out of bed and pulled on a pair of loose pyjama bottoms, not bothering with a top just to get a package from a guy who would be out of there as soon as the door was opened.

BANGBANGBANG!

“I’m coming!” he shouted back at the guy ruining his relaxing morning, and for what? He didn’t even know what he had bought. He couldn’t remember ordering anything, although that didn’t mean much. The amount of stuff he had ordered and swiftly forgotten about verged on embarrassing. Still, that didn’t make this any better, and the banging on the door may as well have been a mallet directly to his brain.

The noise continued as he marched barefoot across his apartment, his feet thumping on the wooden floorboards, as if in response.

“I said, I’m com-” he shouted as he threw open the door, his irritation through the roof, but was cut short when he saw the person making all the racket was not, in fact, the delivery guy, but Seo-yun, his goth-inspired Korean neighbour from across the hall, flanked by Ha-yoon and Eun-ji. “Oh,” he stuttered, “what’s…?”

She barged past him and into the apartment, making sure her sharp elbow caught him in the ribs.

“Please, come in,” he said, stepping aside and sweeping his arm grandly through the air, as the other checked his ribs weren’t broken. Seo-yun let out a frustrated grunt as she threw herself onto the couch, arms folded, as Ha-yoon and Eun-ji followed her into the apartment. “Please, make yourself at home.”

It was at this point that he noticed they, like him, were wearing their pyjamas. But unlike him, they weren’t shirtless.

Seo-yun was sitting there in a tight black top, which clung to her breasts, her hard nipples clearly visible underneath, and showed off her flat stomach. She also wore a pair of tight, black shorts that clung to the top of her thighs, showing off her pale, smooth legs.

Ha-yoon was wearing a pair of yellow silk pyjamas. The long-sleeve, button-up top clung to her large breasts and hung loosely over her slim frame, highlighting her curves, and a pair of matching, loose-fitting trousers that hung loosely on her legs, but clung to her ass.

Eun-ji, her long red hair tied into a ponytail, wore a loose-fitting red button-up top, which rested gently on her small but pert breasts, and a pair of longer, loose-fitting shorts.

He closed the door and turned to see Ha-yoon sitting on the opposite end of the couch to Seo-yun, as Eun-ji hopped up onto one of the stools next to the breakfast bar. “Let me just go get a –”

“Stay,” ordered Seo-yun, sharply. When neither Ha-yoon nor Eun-ji made a remark about her tone, he realised this was serious.

“Alright,” he said, “what’s going on?”

“Why don’t you tell us?” said Ha-yoon, her tone sharp.

“I’m not sure I understand…?” he said, moving closer to the group and looking to Eun-ji for guidance.

“Well,” said Eun-ji, speaking slowly as she chose her words carefully, “we were having breakfast this morning, and you came up in conversation.”

“Me?” he asked, pressing his finger into his bare chest as he pointed to himself, his stomach sinking as he waited for Eun-ji to elaborate further.

“Yes,” said Eun-ji. “You.”

“What about me?”

“Well, it wasn’t so much about you, but about what you were doing.”

“More like, who you were doing,” spat Seo-yun.

Oh shit.

“I’m sorry,” said Mark.

“Good,” said Ha-yoon.

“I mean,” he continued, “I’m not sure what you mean?”

“Oh right,” said Seo-yun, “so you just forgot you were fucking all three of us?”

“I didn’t forget,” he said, suddenly feeling three pairs of eyes boring into him. “I just assumed you knew.”

“Well, you know what they say about assumptions,” said Ha-yoon.

“Yeah,” added Seo-yun, “it makes u a fucking prick.”

“Alright,” he said, stepping forward, “let’s all calm down a second.”

“Why don’t you just fuck off a second?”

“You know this is my apartment, right? I didn’t burst into your place to accuse you –”

“It’s not an accusation if it’s true.”

Mark considered arguing the semantics of the point, but decided better of it.

“Alright,” he said, “I apologise, truly. I didn’t mean to upset or hurt anyone. I wasn’t keeping anything a secret, and I most certainly was not trying to pull some kind of old sitcom scam to see all three of you at the same time.”

“So what were you doing?” asked Eun-ji.

“I…” he paused to think. “I don’t know. I was just living here, and then suddenly three smart and funny, and beautiful women moved in next door, and then one thing led to another and then another and then another. None of it was intentional.”

“A likely story,” said Ha-yoon, her tone softening ever so slightly.

“Ha!” cried Mark. “You think ever in my wildest dreams I could trick three stunning women, who are half my age by the way, into sleeping with me? You think I have that kind of rizz?”

“One,” said Seo-yun, “you definitely aren’t that smart or charming.”

“Thank you,” he said.

“And two, don’t ever say ‘rizz’ again.”

“Noted.”

“Ok,” said Eun-ji, “even if this wasn’t part of some nefarious scheme, you still chose to sleep with all three of us.”

“That I will readily admit to,” he said. “I’m sorry if there has been some misunderstanding about whatever is going on here, and I regret that it seems to have upset all three of you, but I don’t regret anything that happened between us, any of us.”

“What a big man,” said Seo-yun, “not regretting getting to fuck all three of us.”

“It was more than just fucking,” he said, truthfully. “I like you, all of you. I think you’re all amazing.”

“But not amazing enough to commit to,” said Ha-yoon.

“Commit to what?” Mark asked. “The truth is, as much as I would like to, I hardly know any of you. There is nothing to commit to. But that doesn’t mean what happened between us didn’t mean something, that I don’t feel something for you.”

“Who are you talking to?” asked Eun-ji.

He looked around the room, at the three women scattered around his apartment, his stunning neighbours that he hardly knew, and yet felt so strongly about.

“All of you.”

Seo-yun rolled her eyes and pretended to be sick as she stuck her fingers in her mouth, but he got the sense it was only half-hearted. And the others seemed to be softening too.

“I’m not saying,” he continued, hoping not to make things worse, “that I know what is going on, or where things are headed next. But I do know that I don’t want to hurt any of you.”

“So?” said Seo-yun. “Who is it?”

“Who is what?”

“Who is it you want to be with? Or are you ready to drop us all now that you’ve had your fun?”

“What? No!”

Seo-yun stared at him sharply, taken aback by the strength of his outburst. There was something like doubt in her eyes.

“I’m not looking to drop any of you.”

“Well, you can’t date all three of us,” said Ha-yoon.

“Why not?” he asked, defiantly.

“Because that’s not how it works,” said Seo-yun.

“Since when have you cared how things worked?” said Mark. “Ever since I met you, all you’ve done is turn your nose up and snarl at how things are supposed to be. There is no one I have met in my entire life who cares as little about ‘how it works’ as you.”

Seo-yun opened her mouth, ready to fire back some retort or other, but for the first time since he had met her, she had no words.

The silence hung in the air between them, none of them finding the words, or at least none daring to utter what was being suggested.

“Are you saying,” Eun-ji said finally, “that you want to date all three of us?”

“I…” he said, unsure how to proceed. “I’m not sure what I’m saying. But what I do know is that I think all three of you are amazing women, and I don’t see a world where I don’t want all three of you in my life.”

“But,” said Ha-yoon softly, “how would that even work?”

“I don’t know,” he admitted. “I’ve never been in this position before. But I do know that I’m willing to do whatever it takes to make it work, if you are?”

The three women were silent.

“Are you really trying to convince the three of us that it’s alright for you to keep fucking all of us?”

“I’m not trying to convince anyone of anything,” he said. “I’m just expressing how I feel, and if you all feel the same way, then I’m happy to see how we can move forward. And if you don’t, then well, I guess that’s that. The last thing I want is to get in the middle of your friendships and ruin everything, and I know there’s no way I can avoid that if I end up dating just one of you.”

The silence hung between the four of them, no one willing to say the words that would change forever.

“I think,” Eun-ji finally said, her voice soft, barely more than a whisper, “that I might like to try that.” Ha-yoon and Seo-yun stared at her, stunned. “And I think they would too.”

“That’s a little presumptuous,” said Seo-yun.

“Oh please,” said Eun-ji, her tone firm. “This is exactly the sort of excuse you’ve been looking for. I’ve seen the way you look at her when there’s no one looking.”

Seo-yun’s eyes darted from Eun-ji to Ha-yoon and back.

“I don’t know what you mean,” Seo-yun said, averting her eyes to the floor.

“I think you’re crossing a line here,” said Ha-yoon.

“Am I?” said Eun-ji. “Or am I saying what both of you are afraid to admit? That you love each other and can barely stand not tearing each other’s clothes off every minute of the day.”

Mark stood there, stunned. There was so much he wanted to say, so many questions he wanted to ask, so many possibilities unfolding before him that he could barely comprehend them all without his brain exploding. But he also knew that now was not the time to articulate any of them, and that doing so would likely ruin everything between them all, forever.

“She started it,” muttered Seo-yun, her head turned, eyes fixed on Mark’s guitar hanging on the wall.

“How did I start it?” said Ha-yoon, shocked and a little offended at the accusation. “You’re the one always sniping at me!”

“What else am I supposed to do?” said Seo-yun, turning sharply. “When you look like that all the time?”

“Look like what?” said Ha-yoon, exasperated. “I’m in my pyjamas!”

“And you still look fucking hot!” cried Seo-yun, as if the whole thing should be completely obvious. “How else am I supposed to get through the day without touching you?!”

“Oh,” said Ha-yoon softly. “I… I thought you were just being a bitch.”

“Sometimes I am,” said Seo-yun, her defences dropping. “It’s a lot of fun, you should try it sometime.” Seo-yun smiled softly, and Ha-yoon laughed a little, then Eun-ji laughed, then Seo-yun laughed, and suddenly the whole apartment was filled with the sound of three best friends sharing a moment.

Mark smiled, relieved to see the three of them smiling again, even if that was a novel look for Seo-yun. Part of him wished he wasn’t there, that this was a moment for them upon which he was intruding. But he also knew that without him and this sexual intervention, this conversation would never have happened. He wasn’t patting himself on the back about it, but that was simply a fact.

“So, what now?” asked Seo-yun, as the laughter finally died down.

“I think,” said Ha-yoon, “I need a hug.”

“I don’t do–” began Seo-yun, her walls reflexively going up. But before she could react, Ha-yoon had bounced across the couch and was on top of her, her soft body pressed against her roommate, arms holding her tight.

Seo-yun sat there, unmoving as Ha-yoon continued to embrace her, then slowly turned as much as she could in Ha-yoon’s embrace to face her, and reached up with one pinned arm to gently give her a little pat on the hip, the only place she could reach. Seo-yun cried out as Ha-yoon squeezed her ever more tightly, and Eun-ji laughed gently.

Finally, Ha-yoon relented and eased up from Seo-yun, letting her friend turn more towards her, but still staying close. Seo-yun’s hand, Mark noticed, was still resting on Ha-yoon’s hip, her thumb gently stroking soft skin, just above the waistband of her pyjamas. Ha-yoon’s hand was planted on the sofa, then she reached up and carefully stroked Seo-yun’s bare, slim arm. Their eyes were locked on one another, neither shying away from what was happening. Mark watched as Ha-yoon’s hand slid up Seo-yun’s arm, over her shoulder and over her neck, sending shivers through Seo-yun, as Ha-yoon cupped her friend’s face. Her thumb gently stroked Seo-yun’s cheek and, without words, Ha-yoon leaned in closer, both women closing their eyes as their lips parted and their mouths met for the first time.

Eun-ji inhaled sharply, hands to her face in delight, as she watched Seo-yun and Ha-yoon kiss for the first time. It was slow and passionate, tentative but clear this was what they both wanted. Seo-yun gasped weakly as Ha-yoon took control and slipped her tongue into Seo-yun’s mouth, caressing her tongue. Seo-yun leaned back, and Ha-yoon leaned forward, both positioning themselves so they were lying across the couch, Ha-yoon’s body on top of Seo-yun’s, as her roommate wriggled beneath her. Ha-yoon moaned with surprise and pleasure as Seo-yun’s hand slid from her hip to her juicy ass, grabbing her through her silk pyjamas, pulling her closer to her. Seo-yun moaned and wrapped her leg around Ha-yoon's, pulling her thigh between her legs, rubbing against her black shorts.

Ha-yoon moved faster on top of Seo-yun, the two women’s bodies moving against one another, as if they were two pieces of the same puzzle, their lips meeting and parting, their tongues lashing at one another, seeking out more as they separated temporarily, their bodies moaning as the next sensation moved through them. Mark watched as Seo-yun’s other hand disappeared up the back of Ha-yoon’s top, stroking the soft skin, as Ha-yoon’s moved across Seo-yun’s bare midriff, her fingers pressing underneath the tight-black top, then sliding underneath, moving forward until she cried out as Ha-yoon’s hand found her breast and her hard nipple.

“Do you think,” said Mark, not quite believing his own words, “that we should stop them before it goes too far?”

Eun-ji turned to face him, surprised. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” she asked. “The three of us, together, sharing one another, exploring our boundaries.”

“Oh, this is,” he said, his eyes flitting from the two women making out on his couch to Eun-ji. “I just thought they might want to do this in private for the first time.”

“If they did,” said Eun-ji, plainly, “then they would. It would only take a few seconds for them to reach the privacy of their own home.”

“Hmm,” said Mark, doubting whether the two women would be physically capable of turning their attention to anything other than themselves whilst in this state. Maybe they would make it to the door, he considered, before ending up in a pile on the floor. His train of thought was broken as Ha-yoon cried out. Mark looked to see and saw Seo-yun’s lips on her neck, sucking passionately as her hand gripped her large breast through her thin top. Seo-yun was, he realised, getting more confident with the situation, and asserting herself more powerfully.

But Ha-yoon was not relinquishing control that easily, and was moving quickly on top of Seo-yun, rubbing her thigh between Seo-yun’s legs, as her hands pulled up Seo-yun’s top over her breasts, and her hand moved from one breast to another.

Mark was now, he realised, standing next to where Eun-ji was sitting, both of them watching, eyes transfixed on the scene unfolding in front of them. Eun-ji inhaled sharply as Ha-yoon moved down Seo-yun’s body and took one of her nipples into her mouth, sucking gently, letting it fall from her lips and looking up at Seo-yun, making sure she was watching as she circled her nipple with her tongue. Then, satisfied, took it greedily back into her mouth once again, licking and sucking as Seo-yun writhed underneath her, one hand running through Ha-yoon’s long, blonde hair, holding her in position.

He saw out of the corner of his eye Eun-ji absentmindedly licking her lips, clearly aroused by the unfolding scene. Whether that was the sort of thing Eun-ji was into, he didn’t know, but she was clearly getting off on seeing her two friends exploring one another with such passion. And he couldn’t deny he found the scene unfolding in front of them appealing either, especially given the evident erection that was making a tent in the front of his loose pyjama bottoms.

This clearly hadn’t gone unnoticed by Eun-ji either, despite her seemingly total focus being on the scene unfolding on the couch. He groaned softly as, eyes still on the two women, she reached down and took hold of his cock, slowly working him through his pyjama bottoms, and he knew that something special was about to happen.


Chapter Two

Mark stepped closer to Eun-ji, the front of his arm touching the back of her, her silky sleeves so soft against his bare skin. She began to work him faster as her free hand gently stroked her smooth thigh.

“Oh fuck!” cried Seo-yun as Ha-yoon’s mouth latched on to her other nipple, sucking and licking at it, her eyes locked on Seo-yun’s expression, moaning as Seo-yun’s leg, now buried between Ha-yoon’s, rubbed against her. As she sucked, Ha-yoon pulled up Seo-yun’s top, forcing Seo-yun to raise her hands over her head as she lifted it up. Seo-yun moaned as the top got stuck on her head, covering her eyes and trapping her arms over her head. “I’m stu–” she began before Ha-yoon pounced and kissed the helpless woman, her hands exploring her exposed torso, running over her slim waist and cupping her pert breasts. Seo-yun gasped into Ha-yoon’s mouth as her roommate continued to explore her body, before finally relenting and pulling the top completely off.

“I can’t believe you left me like that,” gasped Seo-yun. “You’re such a–”

“A bitch?” offered Ha-yoon, smiling. “You’re right, it’s a lot of fun.” Before Seo-yun could respond, she kissed her again.

Eun-ji moaned softly as Mark slid his hand under the back of her top, gently running his hand over the small of her back, feeling the softness of her skin. Her hand tightened on his cock, moving faster, and she gasped as he leaned in and kissed the back of her neck, her red ponytail brushing against his face as his lips caressed her soft skin. She shivered as his other hand slid under the front of her top, his fingers stroking her flat stomach, moving slowly upwards, his fingertips brushing gently against the underside of her breasts, as they watched Seo-yun push up against Ha-yoon, both of them kissing hard, until the black haired rock chick was on top, asserting her authority on the situation.

“You want to see a bitch?” she asked, straddling the blonde, “I’ll show you a bitch.”

Ha-yoon howled as Seo-yun leaned in and sucked at her big tit through her silk pyjamas, as her free hand caressed her other tit.

“What a bad bitch,” muttered Eun-ji under her breath, as she let go of his cock and slid her hand up to his stomach and then buried her fingers down the front of his pyjama bottoms.

“So bad,” he agreed, looking not at Seo-yun and Ha-yoon, but at the redhead who was pumping his cock. He slid his hand further up the front of her shirt and cupped her breast. She moaned and rocked softly on the stool as he caressed her and took her nipple in between his thumb and forefinger, rolling it gently as she worked his cock. He slid his other hand out of the back of her shirt and up over the soft fabric, running his fingers over the back of her neck, causing her to shiver, and then down into the front of her top, cupping her other breast and teasing her other nipple.

She began to pump him faster and then, crying out as he tweaked her sensitive nipples, she turned and stared at him, a burning intensity in her eyes. She leaned towards him, and he moved forward, bridging the gap as their mouths met.

Their tongues pressed against one another, and she moaned into his mouth, leaning into him, gasping as he applied pressure to her nipples. The stool she sat on began to swivel, and he pulled his hands out of her shirt as the angle began to change. In a moment, she was facing him and had her heels hooked around the backs of his knees, pulling him close to her, her hand still on his cock, moving swiftly and sharply in the tight angle between them. He pulled away from her mouth and moved in, kissing her neck as his hands slid underneath her top, stroking her smooth waist, then down to her ass, his fingers working their way between her asscheeks and the stool, Eun-ji wiggling her ass, until she was fully sitting on his hands. She yelped and threw her free arm around his neck as he lifted her from her stool, wrapping her legs tightly around him as he tossed her light frame up to get a better hold of her.

He carried her over to the area next to the couch and laid her down on the fur rug that lay on the floor in front of it. As he lay Eun-ji down, there was a loud moan, and both looked over to the sofa to see Ha-yoon, her yellow top completely unbuttoned, holding Seo-yun’s head tight to her large breast, her other hand sliding down over Seo-yun’s ass and fingering her through her black shorts.

Mark turned his attention back to Eun-ji, who looked at him, biting her bottom lip, waiting for what came next. Mark kneeled between her spread legs, the bottom of her red shorts now a dark crimson, and leaned in and began unbuttoning her shirt. She could no longer reach his cock and was moaning in frustration, but he would not be hurried. He slowly and methodically undid one button at a time, as if slowly unwrapping a present and savouring every minute.

Then, finally undoing the last button, he opened her shirt, pushed it over her pert breasts and marvelled at her beauty. Eun-ji moaned as he gently ran his hands over her body, cupping her breasts and gently playing with her nipples. She whined on the rug, writhing, desperate for more. He leaned in and kissed her, their naked chests pressing together, and she wrapped her legs around him, rubbing herself against his hard cock. He kissed her harder, their lips meeting and parting faster, then she rolled him over and straddled him.

He watched as she pulled off her top and threw it across the room, then rested her hands on his stomach and rocked on top of his cock. He reached out and stroked her thighs, his hands sliding around to her ass as she leaned forward and kissed him. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw two dainty feet step next to his head. He looked up the thin legs and saw a pair of black shorts slide down them, revealing a tight, pale ass. He watched as Seo-yun climbed back onto the couch and straddled Ha-yoon’s face, moaning with pleasure as she felt her friend’s mouth on her slit for the first time.

He felt the pressure on his chest reduce and looked up to see Eun-ji getting to her feet, standing over him as she played with the waistband of her shorts, pulling the front down to give him a glimpse of her red pubic hair, before pulling them back up. He watched, his attention fully on the redhead as she slowly worked her shorts down her hips and slid them down her thighs, before letting them drop to her feet. She stepped out of them and planted her feet on either side of his body, moaning softly as she ran a hand down her trim body, running a finger through her pubic hair, and between her wet lips. She moaned, and she slowly fingered herself, gasping as her finger found her entrance, then pulled it away, thin strands of her wetness running from her slit to her fingertip. Then slowly, she raised her finger to her lips and took the wet tip into her mouth, moaning softly as she tasted herself.

“Want a taste?” she asked.

Mark nodded, his cock aching in his pyjama bottoms, throbbing harder as he watched her stop closer again and lower herself down, planting her knees in the plush rug, her wet pussy right above his face. She stayed there a moment, rocking on her knees, giving him a good look, before she sat down and placed her wet lips on his mouth.

She moaned loudly as he began to lick at her, slow, exploratory strokes as she rocked slowly on her knees.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, stroking his hair with one hand, “nice and easy.”

He kept going, tasting her divine pussy as she moved on top of him, his hands stroking her firm ass, feeling the muscles tightening and relaxing as she rocked. From the couch, he could hear Seo-yun’s moans as Ha-yoon buried her face deep between her legs. Eun-ji, he figured, must have heard it too, as she too began to moan, rocking faster on Mark’s face, pressing her pussy into his mouth. She moaned as he licked her deeply, then grabbed hold of her ass, held her close and slid his tongue deep inside of her, the taste of her flooding his mouth as her pussy tensed on his tongue as he licked inside her.

“Your tongue feels so good inside me,” she moaned as she rode his face faster, grabbing his hair tightly as she rocked on top of him, her hot wetness running down his chin and his neck. He kept going, tonguing her pussy, then grabbed her hips and pulled her back, sliding his tongue up her slit, and over her clit. She cried out as his tongue flicked over her, then leaned forward and planted one hand above his head, as he took her clit in his mouth. She moaned and rocked on top of him on her hand and knees, the other hand still holding onto his hair as she rode his face. He ran his hands over the backs of her thighs and up to her ass, stroking her naked body as she moved above him, then slid one hand inward until his middle finger found her entrance.

“Oh fuck!” she cried as he began fingering her wet hole, teasingly pressing his fingertip inside of her. She rocked more powerfully on her knees, throwing her ass back, desperate for his finger to penetrate her. But he kept his finger just out of reach, until she was panting and whining and then thrust his finger deep inside her tight hole. She moaned loudly, rocking on top of him, riding his finger as she rode his face, as he sucked and licked at her sweet clit.

He could feel her wetness dripping down his finger already, her tight pussy pulsating on his digit, her moans increasing as he curled it inside of her, stroking her G-spot, causing her whole body to shake. She began to whine and pressed her clit hard into his mouth. He sucked her harder as his tongue moved in small, swift circles over it.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her grip on his hair tightening, “don’t stop.”

He kept going, stroking and licking and sucking at her pussy, the moans of Eun-ji and Seo-yun mixing in the room, a sexual choir as the two of them got closer and closer to climax. Mark’s cock throbbed, desperate for stimulation, to feel Eun-ji or Seo-yun or Ha-yoon’s tightness gripping him, to feel their heat and wetness enveloping his cock as he fucked them.

“That’s it!” cried Eun-ji, shaking on top of him, her red pubic hair rubbing against his nose as her body convulsed. She leaned forward, pressing her head into the rug, tightening the angle at which his finger penetrated her pussy, pressing her clit even closer to his mouth. She whined and shook.

“Oh please – yes – just like – oh my god – just like that – I’m so – oh god I’m so close – please – please – oh fuck, please – oooooooooh goooood – fuck I’m so so – oh god I’m gonna – I’m gonna – yes, that’s it, that’s it, thats aaaaaaah!”

He felt the wetness on his face increase as she came, rocking wildly on top as he finger fucked her dripping-wet pussy and sucked on her throbbing clit, her walls fluttering on his digit as she threw her ass back onto it, her legs squeezing her body, as from the sofa, he heard the familiar orgasmic moans of Seo-yun as she rode Ha-yoon’s face to climax. Mark’s cock throbbed as he listened to the two women cumming at the same time, their moans of pleasure driving him mad with desire, his need for all three women reaching levels he didn’t even know existed.

Eun-ji let out a final cry and fell to the floor, panting and gasping, her smooth skin slick with sweat, her body shivering as post-orgasm shockwaves rocked her body. Mark rolled onto his side and wrapped an arm around her, holding her close as she recovered, kissing her softly, causing her to moan with pleasure as she tasted herself on his lips.

Mark moaned too as she pressed her ass back against his cock.

“You’re so hard,” she whimpered.

“Sorry,” he said, pulling his hips back.

“No,” she said, pushing her ass back against him. “You must need it really badly.” She moaned as she rubbed her ass against his cock. Seo-yun cried out and fell to the floor with a thud, her naked body shivering, her skin covered in sweat, as she shook from her orgasm.

“Are you alright?” asked Ha-yoon, quickly lowering herself from the couch to lie on the floor with her new lover, her tits bouncing beneath her open top as she moved. Seo-yun shivered as Ha-yoon wrapped an arm around her and nodded, an exhausted smile on her face as she looked at Eun-ji and Mark.

“I think,” said Ha-yoon, “we need to get these two to bed.”

“I’m not sure we can take them across the hall like this,” said Mark, not wanting to part with either of them.

“Your bed,” clarified Ha-yoon, with a grin.

“Yes, please,” moaned Eun-ji.

Carefully, he helped up the tired redhead, holding her light, naked body and scooping her up off her feet.

“You’re so strong,” she whispered as he carried her fireman-style across the apartment and into his bedroom, where he lay her on the bed. As he turned to leave, she grabbed his arm. “Don’t go.”

“I’ll be back in a second,” he said.

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

He leaned in and kissed her, and she wrapped an arm around his neck, holding him close, moaning as she tasted herself on his lips again, then, reluctantly, let him go. He stood there a moment longer, gazing down at her beautiful face, her cheeks flushed, then left the room.

He saw Ha-yoon helping Seo-yun to her feet, her legs still wobbly after what must have been one hell of an orgasm.

“Don’t even think about it,” warned Seo-yun, her arm wrapped around Ha-yoon’s shoulder for support. “I do not need to be rescu–hey!”

Ha-yoon giggled as Mark scooped Seo-yun up in her arms, her naked body so soft and warm against him, the hard-shelled woman suddenly feeling so vulnerable. And though she grumbled as he carried her towards the bedroom, he felt sure it was just for show. She did not hate being cared for, not nearly as much as she pretended.

When he carried her into the bedroom, he found Eun-ji under the covers of his bed, the one side of which was pulled back, allowing him to easily slide Seo-yun underneath. Eun-ji immediately wrapped her arms around her friend, pulling their naked bodies together in an embrace Mark found both wholesome and sweet, and perhaps a little bit arousing. At that moment, he felt Ha-yoon’s hot body pressed against his back, her breasts rubbing against him as she slid her hand down his pyjama bottoms and began pumping his cock.

Mark gasped at the sudden sensation and at Ha-yoon’s lips on his neck. Then she pushed him onto the bed and climbed on top of him. She looked down as she straddled him, her soft, silk top brushing against her breasts, her hands resting gently on his stomach as she rocked against him. Then, without a word, she pulled off her top and, smiling, dropped it on his face. He pulled it off and looked down to see her crawling backwards down the bed, kissing his stomach as she pulled his trousers down. His cock bounced free, and she took it in her mouth, bobbing her head up and down a couple of times, then let it fall from her lips as she continued to undress him. Once the bottoms were off, she threw them across the room and began working her way back up, stroking his legs and kissing his thighs, moving her lips inwards and kissing between them, then running her tongue over his balls, before taking one in her mouth and gently sucking on it, her eyes on him the whole time.

Finally, she let it fall from her mouth and ran her tongue slowly up the underside of his cock, her blonde hair flowing down as she took the tip in her mouth, caressing it with her lips as her tongue swirled around it. Mark moaned as she slid her lips further down his shaft, sucking him slowly but tightly.

As she pushed him further into her throat, he felt her lips loosening, letting her warm saliva trickle down his cock, coating him and allowing her lips to slide more easily up and down him, until her head was rapidly bobbing up and down, the tip of his cock rubbing against her throat as she took him deeply.

From next to him, he heard a soft gasp and felt Seo-yun pressing up against him, her body blocked by the covers, but her hand stroking his chest. He turned and saw her watching with awe as Ha-yoon sucked his cock. She looked at him, and he looked at her, their eyes meeting, their meaning clear, then returned to watching Ha-yoon work.

Ha-yoon ran her hand through her blonde hair, pushing it back from her face, letting both of them have a perfect view of her taking his cock in her mouth. She slid her lips up and down him and then, holding the tip between her lips for a moment, let it fall. She smiled as she breathed heavily, pushing her hair back over her shoulder and then raised herself to her knees. She ran her hands over her body, cupping her impressive breasts and letting them fall from her hands, leaving them bouncing almost hypnotically as her hands slid down to her yellow pyjama bottoms. She slid her thumbs into the sides and slowly worked them down, exposing her hips, then her tuft of pubic hair, then her tight slit, dripping wet. Seo-yun moaned in his ear as they watched her pull her trousers down to her knees, then lifting one leg and then the other, pulling them down and off. She straightened up and knelt before him, completely naked. She was so fucking beautiful.

She crawled forward, letting her breasts brush against his wet cock, then straddled him, rubbing her wet pussy along the underside of him, before raising herself up, taking hold of him and guiding him into her.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned as she pressed the tip of his cock into her pussy, so warm and wet. They both groaned as she pressed herself down, sliding him further into her, moving up and down, moving deeper down every time. He rubbed her thighs as he watched her, her hands moving through her blonde hair as she worked herself deeper onto his cock, until he was finally fully inside of her. Seo-yun gasped in his ear, her fingers moving down his body to the tip of his cock. She rested the back of her hand on his pubic region and began to carefully finger Ha-yoon’s clit. The blonde woman sighed at her touch and began rolling her hips on Mark’s cock, her hands sliding down to her tits, tugging at her nipples as she pulled him around inside her tight body, moaning softly as his length stroked inside of her.

Then she slid herself all the way up to the tip of his cock, leaving his shaft covered in her wetness. Seo-yun moaned in frustration, her clit being out of reach, so she ran her finger up the front of Mark’s cock, and brought her wet fingertip to her lips, moaning softly as she sucked her new lover’s juices from it.

“That’s so fucking hot,” said Ha-yoon, “I can’t wait for you to taste my pussy in all its sweet glory.” She looked directly at Seo-yun and began slowly fingering her clit, smiling teasingly, then turned her attention back to Mark and cried out as she plunged down onto his cock, taking him fully inside of her before rising again. Mark moaned softly as he felt her pussy enveloping his cock time and again, her tight body gripping him as she rode him. He watched as her perfect body rose and fell above him, her thighs tightening under his grip as they worked, her tits bouncing freely as she gathered her hair and let it fall behind her.

She moved faster, her tits bouncing more wildly, then she leaned in and kissed him hard, her hands planted firmly on his chest, her nails digging into his skin. He cried out into her mouth as her nails dug in deeper, then she pushed back from his mouth and laughed softly, her grip on his chest loosening. She looked him dead in the eye as she rocked on top of him, throwing herself back on his throbbing cock, as his hands explored her naked body.

“Touch her,” Mark said. He turned to Seo-yun, and she looked at him. “Touch her.” She licked her lips and leaned into him, kissing him passionately, her tongue moving against his, her hand on his body. Then she broke off the kiss and gave him a rare smile, then she turned to Ha-yoon and ran her hand up her slim arm, and slipped underneath, cupping her friend’s breast as she rode their neighbour’s cock.

Ha-yoon moaned as Seo-yun played with her tit, caressing it, teasing the nipple, riding Mark harder and faster. Mark reached up and grabbed the back of her head, pulling her towards him and kissing her hard as his other hand slid down to her ass, gripping her tightly and pulling her close to him, holding himself deep inside of her, then rolled her onto her back. She gasped as he removed his mouth from hers, and spread her legs as he began to fuck her. Her fingers dug into her breasts, and he watched as Seo-yun began to kiss her neck and around to her mouth.

Ha-yoon gasped into Seo-yun’s mouth as Mark fucked her hard and fast. He felt himself getting close and remembered how good it had felt to cum in her tight body the first time. Then, with sheer force of will, he slowed down and pulled himself out of her.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Move back,” he said, “put a pillow behind you.” She listened and put a pillow against the headboard, then sat up against it, her legs spread, her pussy lips shining with wetness. He reached out a hand toward Seo-yun, and she took it. “I think you’ve recovered enough, time for some fun.” She smiled brightly and eased her slim body out of the covers, and embraced him on her knees, kissing him as his slick cock slid between her legs and rubbed against her pussy.

“You ever done this before?”

“Done what?” asked Seo-yun. Mark looked at Ha-yoon and then at her pussy. Seo-yun followed his gaze, then her head snapped back to him. “Maybe not.” Her fingers stroked his chest.

“I’m sure you’ll be a natural,” he said, “and I’m sure Ha-yoon will happily show you what she likes.”

“Oh, I definitely will,” said Ha-yoon. “And what I’d like right now is for your mouth to be on my pussy.”

Seo-yun looked from Mark to Ha-yoon and back again, then leaned in and kissed Mark hard, holding her naked body against his. He smiled as she bounced from him to Ha-yoon, their naked bodies pressed against one another for the first time, their hands exploring one another as they kissed. Then slowly, Seo-yun moved down Ha-yoon’s body, leaving a trail of kisses between her breasts and over her flat stomach, over her mound until she was on her knees, her mouth hovering over her wet slit. Ha-yoon shivered at Seo-yun’s hot breath between her legs, then, gently stroking her flatmate’s black hair, guided her mouth to her pussy.

“Oh yes,” cried Ha-yoon, as she felt Seo-yun’s lips on her slit for the first time. “That feels so good,” she purred, stroking Seo-yun’s black hair, then cried out again as Seo-yun slid her tongue up her. Mark watched, his cock throbbing, then positioned himself behind Seo-yun. He ran his hands over her asscheeks and spread them slightly, gazing up upon her tight asshole and wet slit. He leaned in and ran his tongue up her, and Seo-yun moaned into Ha-yoon’s pussy, causing Ha-yoon to cry out as well, and press Seo-yun’s face deeper between her legs.

“You’re so good at that,” moaned Ha-yoon. “An absolute natural.”

Mark moved his mouth from Seo-yun’s wet slit and, looking at Ha-yoon, licked his lips. Ha-yoon bit her lip, remembering how good she had tasted. Then, eyes still on Ha-yoon, Mark positioned himself behind Seo-yun, who wiggled her ass as he stroked her wet lips with the tip of his cock. She moaned as he slid into her wetness with ease, even as her tightness took hold of his cock.

He began moving slowly, fucking Seo-yun from behind as she ate out Ha-yoon, his hands stroking her naked body. She moaned and began rocking on her knees, pushing back on his cock as she lapped at Ha-yoon’s pussy. Ha-yoon moaned, her eyes moving from watching Seo-yun eat her out and Mark taking Seo-yun from behind. She looked at Mark, one hand on Seo-yun’s head, the other on her breast, playing with her nipple.

Seo-yun groaned as Mark fucked her faster, and she threw her ass back harder, the sound of her ass slapping against his hips merging with the soft wet fap as he thrust time and again into her dripping wet pussy. He moved faster, pounding her ass, his hands firmly on her hips as he took her from behind, the vibrations moving from his body, through Seo-yun’s shaking figure, and into Ha-yoon.

“Oh god,” Ha-yoon cried, her tits shaking, as the three of them rocked as Mark powerfully pounded Seo-yun’s hot slit. As he did, he felt a pair of hands on him from behind, then Eun-ji’s soft lips kissing his neck. He groaned as Eun-ji’s hands moved over his body, stroking him as he fucked her friend.

“She’s got such a great ass,” whispered Eun-ji into his ear, “you just want to…”

She leaned forward and bit Seo-yun’s ass, causing her to suck Ha-yoon’s clit more firmly, causing Ha-yoon to gasp with pleasure. Eun-ji giggled and went back to kissing Mark’s body.

“I didn’t know you…” began Mark.

“Oh, I’m not,” said Eun-ji, “but that doesn’t mean I can’t appreciate the female form from time to time. Besides, who doesn’t like to see their friends enjoying themselves?”

“Oh yes, just like that,” moaned Ha-yoon. “Suck on my clit, you – oh fuck – oh yes – show me how much you want to eat my pussy – oh goood – that’s it use your tongue – worship my tight – oh yes – my tight pussy – suck me like a good little bitch – oh yes, that’s it – take it from behind like a good little slut as you make me – oh god – make me, make, me fuck yes – I’m gonna I’m gonna cuuuuuummmmm!”

Ha-yoon cried out, rubbing herself powerfully against Seo-yun’s face, gripping her hair tightly as she fucked her mouth, Seo-yun worshipping Ha-yoon’s clit with her tongue and lips, sucking and licking at her blonde slit, bringing her friend to orgasm. As Ha-yoon’s cries of pleasure rang out, Mark could feel Seo-yun’s pussy tightening on his cock, throbbing as he pounded her, as Ha-yoon pressed her pussy into her face.

“Watch this,” whispered Eun-ji, slipping her finger into Mark’s mouth. Mark sucked at the digit, getting it wet before Eun-ji quickly slipped it out and leaned forward, sliding her hand between Seo-yun’s legs. Seo-yun moaned loudly into Ha-yoon’s pussy, causing Ha-yoon to shake harder.

“That’s it,” moaned Eun-ji as she rapidly fingered Seo-yun’s clit. “You know you want to cum.” Seo-yun moaned loudly, her body shaking as she got closer and closer.

“Oh yes,” cried Ha-yoon, “cum for me while you eat my pussy.” There, under the encouragement of all three of them, Seo-yun came. Ha-yoon cried out as Seo-yun continued to suck her clit, and Mark moaned as her walls began to flutter on his cock, her wetness increasing as he pounded her ass.

“Keep going,” cooed Eun-ji, as she continued to finger her friend. “That’s it.”

Seo-yun writhed and moaned and rocked wildly on her knees, her body shaking as she came hard, Mark’s cock deep inside her, thrusting sharply, until with a whimper, she went limp.

“Oh my god,” she moaned weakly, her cheek resting on Ha-yoon’s inner thigh.

“Good girl,” soothed Ha-yoon, gently stroking Seo-yun’s hair. “That was so good.”

Mark held himself inside of her, and Eun-ji brought her wet finger up to his mouth. He sucked Seo-yun’s wetness from the fingertip, then slowly slid his cock out of her throbbing pussy. He gazed down at her beauty, her soft, wet pinkness throbbing beneath her dark lips, disappearing as she rolled onto her side, clinging gently to Ha-yoon’s naked body, both of them glowing with sweat.

He felt Eun-ji’s hand on his cheek as she turned him to face her, and gently kissed him, her tongue moving slowly into his mouth.

“I guess it’s time to finish what we started earlier,” she said, smiling. Mark turned his body and placed his hands on her sides, feeling her soft skin as he kissed her and guided her along the bed and onto her back.

As he knelt over her, she spread her legs and ran her fingers down through her red pubic hair, and down through her wet slit, then back up to her clit, rubbing it slowly with a wet finger.

Mark licked his lips at the memory of how good she had tasted, but this aching cock needed something else more urgently.

He ran his hands along her smooth legs, then scooped them up, holding them in the air as he reached down and guided himself towards her entrance. Eun-ji stared at him, her fingers still working slowly between her legs, and reached down and took hold of his cock. He placed her legs on his shoulders as she rubbed the tip of his cock between her wet lips, then down and into herself. They both moaned as he slid into her, her pussy hot and wet, and so tight on him. Once partly inside, she let go and let him work his way further into her.

She moaned as she grabbed one breast, rubbing her palm over it, coating it in the juices of Ha-yoon and Seo-yun, on her hand from holding his cock. She gasped as he penetrated her fully, her fingers moving slowly over her clit as he held himself deep inside of her, then got faster as he began to fuck her, moving slowly in and out, both of them having a perfect view of his sliding all the way out and all the way back into her.

She closed her eyes and gasped, tilting her head back as the dual sensation of being fucked and fingered ran through her body. Then she looked back at him, watching him fuck her, his hands gripping her legs as he moved faster and faster, his eyes moving from her wet pussy, up her slim body, over her softly bouncing breasts, to her face, contorted in pleasure, where loose strands of red hair stuck to her flushed face.

He started moving faster, pounding her tight pussy, remembering what it was like to taste her, to have his nose buried in her red pubic hair. He groaned as his cock twitched inside of her tightness, stroking her G-spot, and she groaned with pleasure. He moved faster, feeling himself getting close now, her pussy ready to tip him over the edge.

As he thought about how good it would feel to cum inside the redhead, how badly he needed release after fucking Ha-yoon and Seo-yun before, he let out a low growl. Moments later, he felt two sets of hands on him, two warm bodies rubbing against him from behind. He saw two hands stroking the legs he had on his shoulders.

“She’s so fucking hot,” cooed Ha-yoon. “I’d love to eat that little red pussy.” Eun-ji gasped, her grip on her breast tightening, her fingers moving faster over her clit.

“So hot,” agreed Seo-yun. “And such pretty feet.” Eun-ji moaned as Seo-yun ran her tongue over the top of Eun-ji’s foot, causing her to push up, raising her ass and tightening her grip on Mark’s cock. He groaned again, getting even closer.

He watched as the two women lay down on either side of their friend, then leaned in and kissed one another over Eun-ji’s prone body, giving her and Mark a perfect view, then split up and returned their focus to Eun-ji. They kissed each side of her neck gently, as they stroked her pale skin. Mark watched as they moved, kissing lower as they cupped her breasts, Eun-ji’s hand slipping away to make room.

“Good girl,” whispered Ha-yoon as she kissed lower, and Eun-ji grunted with pleasure. Then she cried out as Seo-yun and Ha-yoon each took one of her nipples into their mouths and began to suck and lick at them.

“Oh fuck!” cried Eun-ji. “That feels so fucking good!”

It looked good too, and Mark watched intently as he kept fucking Eun-ji, his cock aching for release.

“Don’t stop!” cried Eun-ji. “Any of you, I’m so close!”

Her fingers slid over her clit wildly as Mark pounded her dripping-wet pussy, as Ha-yoon and Seo-yun worked her tits.

“I’m about to cum,” growled Mark.

“No!” cried Eun-ji. “Not yet! I need to you – oh fuck – I need you to keep fucking me – just like – oh god – just like that… it feels soooo good, your cock feels so good inside of me – sooo good, sooo bg – so fucking big – you’re gonna make me cum on your big white cock – I’m gonna cum on your – on your big – white – oh fuuuuuuuck!”

She came hard, letting out a high-pitched moan as her pussy fluttered on his cock, her wetness dripping off him as he continued to pound her throbbing hole, her body gripping him, massaging him, desperate for every last drop of cum, until he couldn’t take it anymore.

“I’m going to cum!” he cried.

“Do it,” moaned Ha-yoon, “cum for us. Cum all over her tight body, we want to see how much you really want us.”

“Oh yes!” cried Eun-ji. “Cum all over me! Cum for us!”

“You’re going to make me cum so fucking hard!” he cried as he pulled his cock out of Eun-ji’s dripping-wet pussy and began working himself furiously, his eyes locked on the three stunning women in front of him: the rock chick, the blonde, and the redhead.

“Cum on me!” begged Eun-ji. “I want to feel your hot load on my soft skin.”

At this command, he cried out and started to cum, his cock throbbing as he unloaded all over Eun-ji’s shaking body.

“More!” she begged, as thick ropes coated her tight body, streaking up over her flat stomach and up between her breasts. “Keep going!”

He kept cumming, harder than he ever had in his life, coating her perfect skin with his seed, as Seo-yun and Eun-ji sucked her tits, watching his thick load landing on her, filling her navel, and dripping into her red pubic hair, his balls tensing with each fresh load, until they were completely empty and he was completely spent.

“Oh fuck,” he gasped, kneeling there, gazing at the three women.

“Oh my god,” moaned Eun-ji as he gently lowered her legs to the bed, her cheeks flushed, her fingers now moving slowly over her clit. “There’s so much!”

Mark watched as Eun-ji lay there helpless and exhausted, moaning softly as Seo-yun and Ha-yoon’s hands lightly stroked her sides as they moved down her body. The two women shared a quick kiss over her body, then, with a smile, ran their tongues over Eun-ji’s soft skin and licked up large strands of cum from her prone body. Eun-ji shivered as they lapped at her body, then watched with rapt fascination as they leaned over and kissed again, sharing his cum between them, before swallowing it down.

“We’ve made such a mess,” said Ha-yoon, licking her lips.

“Technically, I made the mess,” he said, grinning.

“But if it wasn’t for us,” said Seo-yun, “you wouldn’t have made a mess at all.”

“Can’t argue with that logic,” he conceded.

“So,” said Ha-yoon, “it’s only right that we clean it up.” Eun-ji moaned as Ha-yoon slid her tongue into her navel, scooped up Mark’s cum and swallowed it down. She smiled and moved closer, crawling towards him. She looked up at him and took his cock in her mouth, carefully sucking him clean, as Seo-yun licked up more of his cum from Eun-ji’s slim body and moved up the bed, the two women sharing their first kiss, and his thick load, as he watched the three flatmates working as one to clean up the mess he had so gladly made.


Chapter Three

When Mark awoke, the three of them had gone.

The last thing he remembered was the three of them getting cleaned up and then getting back into bed with him, the four of them naked and content, holding one another as they fell asleep. But now, in the cold light of day, they were gone.

He got out of bed and walked around his apartment, looking for any signs of them, but they were nowhere to be found. The pyjamas that had been scattered across the place as if they would never be needed again had all been gathered up, and it was as if they had never been there, as if nothing had happened.

But it had, and it had changed everything.

He walked into the kitchen to get himself a drink, where he saw a note pinned to the front of the fridge.

Had a great time, but had to go to work.

C U Later.

Love, S. H. E.

He stared at the letter and for the first time in he didn’t know how long, he felt something in his stomach; butterflies.

He read the note again and again, imagining the three of them standing over the note in the kitchen, writing it and giggling before heading off to get ready for work.

Work.

“Shit!”

*

He got to the office late, but no one cared. He didn’t do any work either, just sat in his office, thinking about them, about how great it had been to spend the night with all three of them, and how great it would be to do that in the future.

If there was a future with them.

He had no idea what the future held for the four of them now. Clearly, something powerful had happened, and it had changed the dynamics and the intimacy of their friendship in ways he doubted any of them could have imagined, with him at the centre of it all.

Yet, it still felt so unreal.

Sleeping with three neighbours is one thing, sleeping with three of them at the same time is something else entirely. Even the thought of this was making him hard again, and he wanted nothing more than to gather all three of them up and take them home to fuck their brains out for the rest of his life.

Just as he thought that, there was a knock at the door.

“Enter,” shouted Mark, as he hit a few keys on his computer and brought up a busy-looking spreadsheet.

“Sorry to disturb you,” said Ha-yoon, her expression blank, her clothing modest and professional. “I have some files I need you to look at.”

“No problem,” he said, trying his best to look professional.

“It’s about the recent merger,” she said, walking into the office and closing the door.

“Is there a problem?” he asked.

“Not at all,” she said. “In fact, all three parties are more than happy to proceed with the arrangement.” She placed the files on the desk. “If you are happy to sign off on it?”

“More than happy,” he said. She held out a pen, and she dropped it on the floor.

“Allow me,” she said, dropping to her knees and crawling under the desk after it. “Oh, and just so you know,” she said, looking up at him from between his legs, “just because there is a group arrangement, it doesn’t mean the three cannot also operate independently, when the occasion requires.”

“And what sort of occasion would that be?”

“One like this,” she said, running her hands up his legs and unbuckling his trousers.

“Well,” said Mark, moving his chair further under the desk, “I would hate to stifle any sort of autonomy. Flexibility is the key to a successful business relationship.”

“Agreed,” said Ha-yoon, taking out his cock and stroking it, “but sometimes, you need to remain firm. Although, I have no doubt you know all about that.”


Epilogue

It had been a strange few months. Strange, in the best way.

Mark, Seo-yun, Ha-yoon, and Eun-ji had spent a lot of time together, as a group, in pairs, and singly. They had talked and laughed and shared and fucked in every conceivable grouping, and Mark couldn’t have been happier.

But he also knew something had to change.

“What’s wrong?” asked Eun-ji, as the three of them sat on his couch, pressed together as he stood in front of them, his expression grim.

“We can’t carry on like this,” he said, seriously. “I’ve been giving this a lot of thought, and although I’ve really loved how things have been for the last few months, things need to change.”

“What things?” said Seo-yun, her voice trembling.

“I realised,” he continued, “that I can’t keep fucking the three women across the hall forever. It just doesn’t make any sense, and there’s no future in it.”

“You’re breaking up with us?” asked Ha-yoon, her voice disbelieving. “With us?!”

“I’ve been trying to think what is best for all of our futures,” he said, “and it doesn’t involve the four of us living like this. Which is why…”

He reached into his bag and pulled out three brochures, and handed one to each of the women.

“...I’ve put in an offer for this house.”

They looked at the brochures and then up for this.

“Is this for real?” asked Eun-ji.

“It’s massive,” said Seo-yun.

“That’s not the first time I’ve heard that,” he said, grinning. Seo-yun glared at him, and he tried to put on a serious face. “But it has to be, if the four of us are going to live there together.”

“You’re asking us to move in with you?” asked Ha-yoon, disbelieving. “Here?”

“You don’t like it?” he asked.

“No,” she said, “I love it. It’s just…”

“It’s a big step,” said Eun-ji.

“A big commitment,” said Seo-yun.

“Yes,” he said. “It is. I’ve realised that whatever happens, I want to spend the rest of my life with you, all of you. And I want us to build a real family, together. That isn’t something we can do living across the hall from one another, and it isn’t something the four of us can do squashed into an apartment together. So, this seemed like the only reasonable solution.”

“You think you can just buy a big fuck off house and expect us to move in with you?” said Seo-yun, slapping the brochure against her lap.

“Well, I,” Mark stammered, suddenly unsure of himself.

“Because you would be right!” said Eun-ji, beaming brightly.

“Really?” asked Mark.

“We’ve been talking about it,” said Ha-yoon, “about where things are heading and where we would like things to end up, and they all happened to look just like this.” She held up the brochure with the photo of the house on it, smiled and got up and embraced him.

“There’s plenty of room,” he said, as first Eun-ji and then Seo-yun followed suit, “if anyone needs their space.”

“I’m sure we will,” said Eun-ji, “even if it’s just us two from this pair.”

“Hey!” said Seo-yun.

“Fair enough,” said Ha-yoon, shrugging. You can be noisy when you need it badly.”

“You’re such a bitch.”

“I learnt from the best,” she said, grinning.

“But right now,” said Eun-ji, refocusing the conversation, “I think we all need to go and celebrate, and give this place one final send off, go out with a bang, literally and figuratively.” The three women got off the couch, dropping their brochures on it and moved to embrace him.

“You know we’re not moving there tomorrow, right?” asked Mark.

“We know,” said Ha-yoon.

“But it’s going to be one hell of a bang,” said Seo-yun, as the three of them led him to the bedroom. “But luckily for you, there are three of us, so we can keep going for as long as it takes.”

As they entered the bedroom, Mark thought of the first day they had met. Never in his wildest dreams did he ever think those three women would become his neighbours, then his lovers, then his harem, and then finally, his family.

As they lay him on the bed and smiled down at him, he knew that wherever these three incredible women were, that for him, was home.


Thank You!

I hope you enjoyed reading this story!

To be kept up-to-date with new releases and receive a FREE EBOOK, please sign up for my Mailing List.

Thanks, O. L. Tyme.
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Read along as he gets better acquainted with Chinatsu, Mizuki, Ha-Yun, Soo-ah, and Ha-Yun, as well as Sorority President, Ms. Xi, who demands nothing less than his absolute dedication, which he is more than happy to demonstrate.
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