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Book Three:



The Co-Worker




Chapter One


“Hi Mark.”

Her voice was high, as if she was surprised to see him, even though she was standing in his doorway. She had one hand on the doorframe and the arm of her short, fluffy dressing gown slid down to her elbow, exposing her soft, pale skin. Her red hair hung in effortless curls around her shoulders.

“May I come in?”

“Of course,” he said, stepping aside to clear a path for her, watching her stride with confidence into his apartment, the fluffy hem of her dressing gown bouncing softly on her bare thighs just below her ass.

“Mark?” She said, looking over her shoulder, her expression turning to one of confusion. “
Mark?

 ”

“Sorry, what?” he asked as he snapped out of his daydream.

“The quarterly figures,” said Don, the wide man standing at the front of the room, his eyes focused on Mark. It was as if his gaze was a laser-guidance device controlling all other eyes in the room, which he quickly realised were also focused on him.

“Oh, yes, of course,” said Mark as he shuffled through his papers, pulling out a printed report and flipping through it, his eyes scanning the pages as he tried to focus.

It had been days since they had moved into the apartment across the hall.

Seo-yun.

Ha-yoon.

Eun-Ji.

Three stunning Korean women in their early twenties (nearly half his age!), he had become instantly enamoured with them, meeting them as they were moving in and, as a gentleman does, offering his assistance.

Whilst he anticipated they may get him a bottle of wine or something as a thank you, the last thing he expected was for Seo-yun and Ha-yoon to pop over separately to show the sort of thanks he could only dream of!

But since that day, he hadn’t seen any of them, not even randomly coming and going in the corridor or elevator, but the thought of them didn’t escape his mind, and his desire to see them only grew.

Then, as the days dragged on, he began to get a sinking feeling that his interactions with the three women were over. Perhaps Seo-yun and Ha-yoon had regretted it? Perhaps Seo-yun and Ha-yoon had decided once was enough, and perhaps Eun-Ji wasn’t interested at all? Or perhaps they had discovered one another’s visits and had argued about it, the three of them deciding that no one could have him and that they should avoid him altogether?

The last one struck him as the least likely, but it was his favourite to think about. Three beautiful women arguing over who could have him.

Regardless of the reason, he couldn’t stop daydreaming about the three of them, individually or together, with the idea of being with two or even three of his stunning neighbours at the same time occupying most of his thoughts. But as he sat in the meeting, Eun-Ji, the cute redhead who hadn’t come to pay him a visit, came to occupy all of his thoughts.

He knew it was silly. He didn’t even know her. In all, he’d probably spoken to her for a whole five minutes! But she, like the others, had cast a spell over him and he didn’t know what to do about it.

He had thought about going over, knocking on their door like a friendly neighbour, perhaps bringing them a housewarming gift. But without an invitation to come over that seemed needy, perhaps even creepy. It was one thing for 
them

 to come over and show their appreciation; it was quite another for him to go over there with no real reason other than to see them.



Thirsty.



He believed that was the common parlance of the day. And though he might very well be feeling parched, he had no intention of making a fool of himself in an effort to quench that thirst.

These were the ideas that were running through his mind as he headed to his next meeting, whatever that was about. He had tried to recall as he walked down the corridor, but 
she

 had such a firm grip on his mind that he had gotten lost in his own workplace and had to backtrack down several corridors to actually find the meeting room at all!

“Sorry I’m late,” he said as he finally found his way back, trying not to sound out of breath as he entered the room, “I had to help someone with –”

He stopped mid-sentence, frozen to the spot as he stared at her. This was getting out of hand. It was one thing to think about her every day, but now he was hallucinating that she was actually in the room!

“Not a problem,” said Nigel, who was sitting by the table, not bothering to look at him, “we were just getting acquainted. This,” he said, finally turning to look at Mark, “is Eun-Ji.”

“Hi,” she said, standing from her seat, “nice to meet you.”

She reached out her hand, and after a slight pause, he stepped forward and shook it.

“Nice to meet you,” he said, her soft fingers holding onto his, “
Eun-Ji

 , is it?”

“That’s right,” she said, “that’s very good pronunciation.” She let go of his hand and brushed a lock of red hair behind her ear.

“Well, then,” said Nigel, “now that the niceties are over, let’s get down to business, shall we?”



Chapter Two


The meeting went on for a full hour, but by the end Mark was none the wiser. He had sat there and listened and responded to questions, sometimes even talking at length, but not a single detail about the actual content of the meeting had stuck with him.

All he had been able to think about the entire time was Eun-Ji.

How?

Why?

When?

Was this a giant coincidence, or something more?

The word 
fate

 echoed around his mind, even as he tried to shrug it off. He wasn’t one to believe in such things, but seeing Eun-Ji sitting opposite him in his place of work, well, it was hard to not think that 
something

 was going on.

But still, there was no indication from her that she even recognised him. There were no sly glances, no hidden smiles, no feet running playfully up his leg under the table, teasing him as his boss droned on, none the wiser. She was completely professional.

So much so that he began to wonder if she 
actually didn’t recognise him!

 Sure, they were neighbours and he had helped them move in a little, and sure, he had been visited by her two housemates, but that had nothing to do with her.

Maybe she 
had

 forgotten who he was. After all, they’d only met once. That he had been constantly thinking about his stunning Korean redhead neighbour didn’t mean that she had been thinking about him!

“Mark?”

“Ahh!” Mark cried out as the unexpected voice broke him out of his thoughts.

“Sorry,” said Eun-Ji, peeking timidly around the door to his office, “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“That’s alright,” he said, hand on his chest, his heart racing, “I was just miles away.”

“I can come back, if you’re busy?”

“No, no, it’s alright,” he said, calming down, “please, come in.”

She walked into the office and closed the door behind her. She remained near the door, smiling sheepishly, her hands in front of her. He turned in his chair to face her, taking her in for the first time. She was so much different from the first time they had met that it was almost as if she were a different person.

Gone was the tight t-shirt and baggy sweatpants that showed off her ass. Instead she wore a tight-fitting white blouse and grey blazer, with a grey pencil skirt and dark leggings. Her shoes, instead of comfortable trainers, were sensible flats. Her hair was neater, freshly washed and curled, her locks bouncing around her shoulders.

“Oh, well, umm,” she stammered, her pale cheeks reddening slightly, “Nigel said that if I was having any difficulties that I should, umm, in the meeting, err, come speak to you?”

“Oh right, of course,” he said, not remembering that at all. “Happy to help.”

She smiled, her teeth perfect white.

“Well, I err, was having a bit of trouble with the err, printer, so I was wondering if you… only if you’re not busy. It can wait and…”

“Not a problem,” he said, the piles of work he hadn’t even touched since this morning running through his mind, “I’ve got all the time in the world.”

She smiled again, bigger this time.

“Ok, thank you,” she said. “It’s the one down the hall.”

“Lead the way,” he said, signalling to the door with one hand as he stood from his chair. She turned and walked away and Mark couldn’t help but glance at her juicy ass, outlined perfectly, but professionally, in her close-fitting skirt.

“It’s just in here,” she said, turning from the corridor they were walking down, into one of the printing nooks. On top of one of the printers was a large pile of papers. “I’ve tried everything,” she said, looking at the digital display on the side, “but I can’t seem to figure it out.”

“It can be a little tricky,” he said, “especially if you’re not used to this model.”

She looked at him and began sucking her bottom lip, a nervous tic he supposed. He looked at the woman in front of him, nearly half his age, her early twenties, and it dawned on him.

“Have you 
never

 used a printer before?”

“I have,” she said defensively, “once.”

He couldn’t help but smile.

“It’s not funny,” she said.

“It’s a little funny,” he said.

“Everything is digital these days,” she said firmly, “I didn’t even know people still used these!”

He smiled sympathetically. She wasn’t wrong.

“We’re a bit behind the times in some regards,” he said, “there are a series of legacy systems that are too integrated and convoluted to update without starting from the ground up. The time and cost that would take is…” He stopped, realising he was boring her. “Suffice to say, these printers will be here a long time.”

“So, can you show me how to use them?”

“It would be my pleasure.”

She gave him a hearty smile and turned to the printer.

“So what do I do first?”

“First, you scan your badge so HR knows you aren’t stealing prints.”

She looked at him over her shoulder.

“Seriously.”

She pulled her badge from a clip on her skirt and pressed it against the touchscreen.

“Here,” he said, reaching from behind her to tap the sensor with his finger.

“Sorry,” she said, “you must think I’m an idiot.”

“Not at all,” he said, “these things are ridiculous.”

He was standing right behind her, her sweet perfume and shampoo wafting up like a dream. He was concerned he was standing too close to her, invading her private space, but she seemed perfectly comfortable and he needed to be that close to show her how to use it.

“What now?” she asked, turning her head, her eyes locked on his, her lips inches from him, her body not moving away.

“You err, need to umm,” he stammered, “put the pages here.”

“Could you show me?” she asked, turning back to the printer but making no attempt to get out of the way.

“Umm, sure,” he said. He leaned forward for the papers, one hand reaching past her. As he leaned in, she leaned in, her ass pressing out behind her, rubbing against him as he grabbed the papers and placed them in the correct tray.

“They just go there,” he said.

“Right there,” she said, her ass still pressed against his crotch, not moving. “A perfect fit.”

“Then you press this button,” he said, reaching for the display. She reached out and put her hand on top of his. It was smaller and softer and sat there as he pressed button after button. “Then, finally, ‘Go. ’” He pressed the big green icon and the machine whirred to life.

“Woo!” she cried, standing up straight and clapping softly. “You’re so clever,” she said, turning quickly, her body directly next to hers.

“Not clever,” he said, “just been here a while.”

“I find that when you 
really

 need someone to do a good job,” she said, placing her hands on the front of his jacket and looking deeply into his eyes, “you need someone with plenty of experience.”

He thought for a moment she was going to kiss him, or that she was waiting for him to do so. But then the printer beeped and went silent and she turned and gathered up both sets of papers and headed back to the corridor, a breezy “thanks” fluttering in her wake.



Chapter Three


Mark’s head throbbed as hard as his cock. His run-in with Eun-Ji had left him in a spin. Had it all been an innocent misunderstanding, or had she been flirting with him? It felt obvious that it was the latter, but then that was the one he wanted it to be, so was he just interpreting events as he wanted them to be?

He ran the encounter over again in his mind, her scent rising as if she was still pressed against him, her ass still against his crotch as he bent over her towards the printer. He saw her eyes penetrating his soul as she looked up at him, her hands on his chest.



I find that when you really need someone to do a good job, you need someone with plenty of experience.



Fuck, he was so close to kissing her there and then, of pushing her back against the printer, of letting his hands explore her perfect body through her clothing, of turning her around and bending her over, hitching up her skirt and pulling her underwear to the side, fucking her in the middle of the office.

It would have been so risky, but that was part of the appeal, and he was sure that if he’d been deep inside of her, he wouldn’t have cared whether they were caught or not.

“Burning the midnight oil, yeah?”

Mark looked up and saw Nigel standing in the doorway to his office.

“Something like that,” he said.

“I’m impressed, normally you’re out of here at five on the dot. Just like me!” He laughed as if he had said the funniest thing in the world. Mark joined in, desperate for Nigel to leave, so he could pack up his stuff and get out of there. He hadn’t intended to stay so late, and had no intention of staying a second longer than he had to.

Mark watched as Nigel walked out of the office, waited for the sound of the automatic doors at the end of the corridor and began rapidly packing up his stuff.

“Going home?”

Mark cried out in surprise. He looked up from his bag on the floor and saw Eun-Ji standing there once again.

“Sorry,” she said, “I seem to keep doing that.”

“It’s my fault,” he said, straightening up in his chair, “I should have better spatial awareness.”

“It seemed fine to me,” she said, straight-faced, adding before Mark could work out what to make of that sentence, “heading out?”

“Oh, err, yes,” he said, standing up and putting his bag on his chair, “just finishing up here and I’ll be going home.”

“Me too,” she said, standing there as he put his suit jacket on and picked up his bag, “where do you live?”



Chapter Four


“Sorry for acting like we didn’t know each other,” she said, laughing as she closed the door to his office once again. “I wasn’t sure how much you shared with your work colleagues.”

“Nothing.”

He wondered if he meant whether or not have had told his colleagues, such as Nigel, about the three stunning Korean women who had moved in across the hall, and how he had already fucked two of them. He could see how that would put Eun-Ji in an uncomfortable position, and potentially make her the topic of speculation and gossip. Fortunately, for both him and Eun-Ji, he didn’t really like Nigel or any of his other colleagues, certainly not enough to share details of his sex life with them, even if they insisted on sharing theirs.

“They’re work colleagues, not friends. Never confuse the two. No good can come of crossing that boundary.”

“Hmm,” she said thoughtfully, stepping closer to his chair, “I can think of 
some

 good that can come from crossing boundaries.” She ran her fingers down his tie then grabbed it, wrapping it around her hand as she pulled him towards her. He yelped with surprise as he jolted forward, but was silenced by Eun-Ji’s lips on his.

She pressed her lips hard against him, clinging onto his tie as she climbed onto his chair, straddling him as she hitched her skirt up her thighs with her free hand.

“What are you doing?” asked Mark, his hands instinctively going to her ass and holding her in place.

“Just showing you my appreciation for all your help today. It’s really nice to have someone help you get settled into a new environment.”

She wriggled on top of him, getting comfortable and kissed him again, moaning into his mouth as his grip tightened on her ass, his nails scraping slightly against her leggings covering her asscheeks.

“I’ve been waiting for this all day,” she said, as she tugged at his tie, pulling it off and throwing it across his office, her fingers immediately moving to undo the buttons on his shirt.

“Me too,” he said, “longer than that even.”

“Really?”

“Since the first moment I saw you,” he said.

“Even in my old t-shirt and sweatpants?” she asked, sceptically.

“
Especially

 in your old t-shirt and sweatpants,” he said.

He groaned as she pulled his shirt open and dragged her fingernails down his chest, leaving faint red marks, then moved his hands from her ass to her blouse, caressing her breasts as she pulled off her blazer. Her breasts heaved against her blouse as she struggled with her blazer, pushing her chest forward as she did so. Mark tried not to squint, fearful that one of the buttons might pop off and hit him in the eye, but her blazer was soon on the floor and together they began to unbutton her blouse, making quick work of them. Eun-Ji sighed with relief as her shirt spread open, revealing her plain white bra (very professional), which barely contained her breasts.

“Oh, thank god,” she moaned. Hands finally free, she grabbed the back of Mark’s head and pressed his face between her breasts, moaning as he kissed her soft skin. She smelled so good and as he kissed the edges of her breasts, she tugged at his shirt, pulling it down his arms and leaving it scrunched up behind him.

He continued to kiss at her body, her breasts rubbing against his face as they both worked to take off her open blouse, leaving her in nothing but her bra. She sighed as Mark ran his hands up her bare back, feeling her soft skin under his hands, her body reacting to his touch as he moved further up, his fingers tracing the straps of her bra before moving down and undoing the clip with one practiced motion.

“Smooth,” she said, sliding the straps down her arms and pulling out one, grabbing hold of the back of his head and repeating the movement with the other, so that the only thing holding her bra on was his face.

She slid her fingers into his hair and took hold, moving his head back so he could look at her. She was stunning. Her red locks curled over her bare, pale shoulders, her simple bra barely hanging onto her large breasts, until she smiled and shook her body slightly, causing the bra to slip off into Mark’s lap.

He gazed upon her magnificent, creamy breasts, her nipples dark and hard. His hands slid up her slim body and cupped them in both hands. He felt their weight and softness, Eun-Ji’s moans of pleasure sending shivers through him as he gently rolled her nipples between his fingers.

She ran her hands over his exposed torso, down his back and up his chest, her fingers teasing his nipples as he teased hers, then slid down between their bodies, one hand cupping his crotch, his cock growing in his trousers, then both hands went to his belt, undoing it.

He led his hands fall from her breasts, exploring her naked body as he leaned in and kissed her breasts, from one to the other, one hand on her back holding her close as he teased one nipple with his tongue and then the other, moving back and forth before taking one in his mouth and sucking at her whilst he licked.

“Oh god,” she moaned as she dug her fingernails into his back. He slid his hand down her back and under her skirt, cupping her ass before sliding deeper between her legs, his fingers following the fabric of her panties beneath her leggings until he found a warm, wet spot. She rocked on top of him, rubbing herself against his fingers, one hand on his back as the other slid down the front of his trousers, into his boxers.

He moaned into her breast, sucking harder as he felt her warm hand wrap around his cock. She began rocking on top of him, stroking him with limited mobility as he moved his mouth from one breast to the other, sucking her other nipple, his fingers between her legs working at the same pace as his tongue. With his free hand, he slid down her back, his fingers tracing down her spine, until he found her skirt, and the zipper at the top. He took it between his fingers and slowly pulled it down, listening to Eun-Ji sigh as he freed her from her clothing, then slid his hand underneath and grabbed her ass as he continued to finger her. Her grip on his cock tightened and she groaned with frustration, so she pulled her hand from out of his trousers and slid off the chair.

She stood there in front of him and he watched, captivated by her perfect body, her large creamy breasts, her dark, hard nipples, shining with wetness from his mouth, her slim waist and flat stomach, the sort of body he wanted to lick all sorts of things off of, as she wriggled her hips and slid her pencil skirt down, letting it fall to the floor.

She stepped out of her skirt and shoes, leaving her standing there in nothing but her leggings and a pair of simple white panties, a redheaded Korean goddess. She stepped forward and crouched down in front of him, reaching up and taking hold of his trousers, pulling them down as he lifted himself up to help her, stretching out his legs as she pulled off his shoes and took his trousers off.

“Much better,” she said, her hands running over his bare thighs, her fingers tracing the outline of his cock underneath his boxers. She began kissing up his thighs towards the bulge. “So. Much. Better.”

She kissed the tip of his cock through his boxers, smiling at it twitched under her lips, then slid her hands up and slid her fingers into the waistband of his boxers. She pulled them down slowly, over his ass first, leaving his cock trapped, until finally she slid them all the way down and his cock shot out.

“Oh my,” she said, examining his rock-hard cock as it stood to attention. She ran her hands up his bare thighs, eyes still fixed on his cock, stroking his thighs as she leaned in and kissed the side of his shaft. He moaned as she carefully kissed up one side and then the other, stopping just before the tip. She examined the tip carefully, a drop of pre-cum sitting on top and quickly ran her tongue over it, licking it up. He moaned as her warm, wet tongue glanced over him, then moaned again as she began to move it in circles over the tip, one hand cradling his balls as the other held the base of his shaft, holding him steady as she licked at him.

He looked down and saw her looking up, her big eyes locked on him and slipped the tip of his cock into her mouth. He watched, moaning softly as she slid her lips over the tip, moving it in and out of her mouth, her tongue teasing him as it sat on her bottom lip.

He wanted to stand up and fuck her pretty mouth, to press his aching cock into her throat until he came. But he knew she knew what she was doing, and let her continue to tease the pleasure out of him.

As if she could sense his desperation, she let out a pleasured moan and slid her lips further down, taking in the top of his shaft, her head bobbing on his cock as she watched him watching her, her fingers cradling his balls, massaging them as she went deeper again.

He moaned as she took him all the way into her throat, the tip of his cock pressing against her throat as she held him there, coating him in her saliva, then slid her lips back up, thin trickles connecting the two. She took a deep breath as his cock fell from her lips and began quickly stroking his wet shaft with her hand.

“Fuck,” she said, her red curls and tits bouncing as she stroked him quickly, “I really wanted you to fuck me against the printer today.”

“I could tell,” he said, remembering her ass pressed into his crotch as she bent over.

“Then why didn’t you?” she asked, working his cock, “why didn’t you bend me over the printer and pull my panties down? Why didn’t you give me what I needed?” She pumped his cock faster, her fingers letting out a wet squelching sound as she worked him. “Why did you make me wait so long?”

“Because I’m a bad co-worker,” he said.

“So very bad,” she agreed, tightening her grip on him.

She worked him faster, pumping his shaft as she took the tip of his cock in between her lips, sucking and licking at it as he gripped the armests of his chair, trying not to unload in her expert mouth.

He reached out with one hand and stroked her red curls, his cock twitching as she moaned as he took a firm grip of her hair. Her hand slid from his cock and she held herself against his knees as she let him control her, letting him guide her mouth up and down his cock.

She bobbed up and down, her tongue flicking against the underside of his shaft as he fucked her mouth, her warm saliva running down him, and onto his balls. He kept going, controlling her until he was on the verge of cumming, then pulled her up. She gasped for breath and he leaned forward, kissing her hard, his tongue finding hers in her mouth, then let her go.

“
So very bad,

 ” she moaned on her knees, her hands still gripping his thighs. “It’s my first day and you already have me on my knees.”

“You’re right,” he said, offering her his hand. She took it and he helped her to her feet. Both of them standing now, he moved in and kissed her, feeling the heat of her panties and leggings and as his cock slipped between her legs, feeling her rubbing herself against him.

He turned and pushed her back, and she hopped up onto his desk. He leaned in and kissed her, laying her onto her back, her red hair flowing over the side of the desk as her slim, pale legs in her leggings hung over the other. He kissed her naked chest, his hands caressing her breasts as he made his way down her body. She moaned as he kissed the edge of her leggings, the fabric crinkling as his nails ran down them.

He kissed down over them, until he was between her legs, feeling the heat of her pussy on his face, the scent of her desire rising up to him. She moaned as his fingers slid into the side of her leggings and tugged them down, pressing them against his face as she pulled her legs up towards her, then leaned back and slipped them from her feet.

He dropped them to the floor and ran his hands up her legs for the first time, feeling her delicate skin, smooth to the touch. She moaned as he kissed her inner thigh, now fully exposed, and slid his fingers into the sides of her panties, gently guiding them down, exposing her neat red bush, then going further, peeling the material off her swollen lips.

She pressed her legs together as he moved back and slid her underwear off her feet, pressing the warm material and breathing deeply as he took a moment to admire her naked body in all its glory.

Then he opened his desk drawer.

“What are you doing?” she asked as he placed her panties in it.

“Evidence,” he said, “as part of your performance review.”

“How am I doing so far?”

“I’m afraid I can’t tell you that until the review is completed,” he said, closing the drawer and running his hands up her legs, parting them slowly as he lowered himself onto his knees, his lips tasting the soft, smooth skin of her legs as he worked his way up.

“But I can tell you,” he said as he parted her legs further and gazed upon her wet slit, “things are looking very impressive.” She moaned as he kissed her inner thighs, making his way closer to her, her body writhing with impatience as she lay open for him on his desk, her hands moving over her naked body, caressing herself as she wanted him to caress her.

He wrapped his hands around her thighs and held himself in position as he ran his tongue up her for the first time.

“
Oh Mark

 ,” she cried, her back arching as his tongue moved up her slit, parting her lips as he tasted her for the first time. She let out a high-pitched gasp as the tip of his tongue flicked over her clit. He looked up at her naked body, her hands on her breasts, drinking her in as he savoured the taste of her on his lips.



The first taste is always the sweetest.



He moved back in, running his tongue up her again, a second sensation of her taste flooding his mouth, then again and again. He kept licking at her, steady strokes with his flat tongue, his nose buried in her red pubic hair. She moaned as he ran her tongue up her once more, her wetness now coating his mouth and chin as she rubbed herself against his face, her legs tightening around him. He took one final lick and then focused on her clit, moving in small quick circles on top of it, causing her to gasp and squeeze his face with her thighs.

She tasted so good and it felt so good to have her wetness running down his neck, her taste in his mouth as he pleasured her sensitive bud as his nose brushed against her red pubic hair.

She squealed softly as he took her clit in his mouth, sucking at her as he continued to lick, her hips rocking as she rubbed herself against his face. She squeezed him tighter with her thighs again as she reached down and grabbed his hair, locking him into place between her legs. He kept licking as she held him there, allowing one hand to slide from her thigh and reach underneath. She cried out as his fingertips brushed against her slit. He felt her wetness on his fingers, warm and slick, and gently worked his finger into her.

“Oh my god,” she cried as his finger pressed into her entrance, moving slowly back and forth as he slid inside her, getting deeper, her wetness coating him until he was fully inside of her. “
Oh my god!

 ” she cried as he curled his finger inside of her brushing against her g-spot as he moved in and out, her tight pussy convulsing as he penetrated her. “
More!

 ”

He obeyed, sliding a second finger into her, feeling her tightness as he finger fucked her, his fingers curling inside her as she continued to rock on top of his desk, her grip in his hair tightening.

She rocked harder, her ass slapping on the desk as she rode his face and fingers, her wetness increasing and running down his face and wrist as he continued to suck and lick at her as his fingers pumped in and out.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” she cried, her voice going higher, almost to a whine, “I’m so close, 
so close.

 ”

He kept going, pushing her further, his cock throbbing as he felt her heat on his face, her pussy contracting on his fingers as worked inside of her, pushing her closer and closer to the edge, until with a shudder he knew she had tipped over.

“
I’m cumming,

 ” she cried, her voice breathless as she struggled for air, “
I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m–

 ”

She cried out as she came, her body shaking, her legs tightening around his head, her walls fluttering on his fingers, her wetness running down his arm, as he continued to work her pussy from every angle. She pressed her hips harder towards him as she pulled his face closer to her, pressing her clit deeper into his mouth, demanding more and more as she moaned and writhed and cried out as waves of pleasure ran through her.

He kept going, letting her ride her orgasm on top of his desk as long as possible, her cries clearly audible from outside, until finally, she was finished.

She gasped and rocked on the desk, her thighs and hand loosening on him, her fingers letting go of his hair but staying there, stroking the top of his head for a job well done. He moved his mouth from her clit and slowly slid his fingers from inside of her.

“
Oh my god,

 ” she whimpered, lying helpless on the desk, her body quivering as aftershocks continued to rush through her.

He stood up and leaned over her, his bare cock rubbing against her hot and wet pussy.

“Your face,” she murmured, “it’s so wet.” She pulled him towards her as she leaned forward, kissing him powerfully, her tongue sliding into his mouth, moaning with pleasure as she tasted herself on his lips.

She wrapped her arms around him, finding her strength again, her legs wrapping around his ass, holding his naked body close to hers.

“I need to feel you inside me,” she whispered, “I want to show you what a good employee I can be. How 
enthusiastic

 I am.”

She rubbed herself against him, spreading her wetness over the underside of his cock and he pressed himself up, her arms falling from his neck, her hands finding her breasts. Her legs, still wrapped around him, tightened, pulling him closer even as he tried to move back, his cock in his hand, until she relented just for a second and moaned as he guided the tip of his cock into her.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he began to work his way in and out. He tried to move slowly, but as she tightened her legs around him, she pulled him deep inside of her.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned as her warm, wet pussy enveloped his cock, taking him fully, her body gripping him for the frist time, “you’re so fucking tight.” She squeezed her legs, keeping him deep inside her, gasping as he filled her. He pushed his ass back, her legs loosening just enough to let him slide out a bit and then back in, moving slowly as he savoured the feeling of being inside this gorgeous redhead, her red pubic hair damp and shining.

But as he pushed back as she held him deep inside of her, the tight grip of her legs caused him to thrust hard and fast into her, causing her to gasp as he ploughed his cock deep into her body time and time again. As he kept going, her legs loosened slightly, but he kept thrusting deep into her, but faster now, fucking her hard as she lay naked on his desk, her fingers digging into her breasts as they heaved with every breath.

He watched as her mouth curled into an ‘o’, as he continued to pound her pussy, her lips shiny from kissing him, her own desire smeared across her face. He licked his lips, tasting her on him still, his cock throbbing inside of her as she contracted on him, her lips gripping his shaft as he slid in and out of her.

“Don’t stop,” she cried, “ don’t stop.”

He kept going, watching as her hand slid down to her clit and began fingering herself quickly as he pounded her tight hole, her tits shaking as loud moans escaped from her lips, her breathing ragged. He kept going, feeling her body tensing as her fingers worked faster and faster, circling her clit as she took his entire cock.

“Oh god,” she cried, “I’m gonna – gonna –”

She moaned as she came again, her walls fluttering on his cock, her legs tightening around him as her body arched, her back raising from the desk, bringing him closer to the edge. And as she tightened around him, he felt himself cumming.

“Oh fuck,” he cried as he came inside her, his cock deep inside her body, his cock pulsating as filled her shaking body.

“I can feel it,” she cried, “ I can feel you cumming inside me. It feels so good, don’t stop!”

He kept thrusting into her, his cock twitching with each fresh release, his seed coating her eager walls, her body milking him dry as she took every last drop from him.

He thrust deeply into her, holding himself inside as his seed flooded into her fertile body, his cock throbbing at the thought of knocking up his co-worker as she lay prone on his desk, her breasts heaving as he pumped with sharp bursts into her.

“That’s it,” she cried, “give it all to me.”

Her skin was shining with perspiration, her breaths were ragged as he finished inside of her with a final moan, his cock pressed deep into her as the last few drops shot from his cock.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as they both finished, “
oh fuck.

 ”

He leaned forward and pressed his body against hers, both sweaty and warm and thoroughly satisfied. He leaned forward and kissed her and she moaned into his mouth as her bare legs tightened around his body once again, holding his cock deep inside as she pulled him ever closer.



Chapter Five


“So,” she said, as she picked up her skirt, her well-fucked pussy shining with her arousal, “how did I do?”

“Top marks,” he said, as he buttoned his shirt up, “I’m very impressed with how quickly you’ve adapted to the role.”

“I aim to please,” she said, pulling up her skirt. “Would you mind?”

“I preferred doing it the other way,” he said as he stepped behind her and zipped up her skirt, “but this isn’t a bad view at all.” He leaned into her and pushed her against the desk. She moaned softly as he kissed her neck, her red hair tickling his face as he buried it deeper. His hand slid up her bare thigh and his fingers traced the edge of her ass.

“Not bad at all,” she said, reaching back and grabbing the back of his head, holding his face to her neck, her other hand holding herself steady on the desk. “Maybe something to keep in mind for my next evaluation?”

“Definitely,” he said, kissing her neck again, running his tongue over her salty skin, his hand feeling the firmness of her ass. “Definitely.”



*



“Thank you for all your help in work,” she said as they stopped outside their apartment doors, “it’s really nice to have a friendly face to rely on.” She stroked his cheek, the one her thigh had been clamped to as he knelt between her legs.

“I’m always happy to help a work colleague,” he said, smiling.

“I bet you are,” she said, stepping closer, “and I think I’m going to need a lot of help.” She leaned in and kissed him softly, her tongue gently caressing his, her perfume again attacking his senses.

For a moment, he wanted to press her up against the hallway wall and fuck her again, right there and then. But that was probably against the terms of his lease, so he decided he should probably wait.

She broke off the kiss and sighed contentedly, touching her soft lips ever so slightly, before smiling and turning to her apartment door.

“Oh,” she said, stopping, “I nearly forgot, we wanted to invite you to dinner.” He looked at her for a second. “The three of us,” she continued, as if he had forgotten the other two women who lived there, “to say thank you for helping us move in and, you know…” She blushed slightly.

“That sounds great,” he said, “but there’s really no need to…”

“Great,” she said, “we’ll be in touch.” She skipped forward and gave him a peck on the cheek, then turned and quickly disappeared into her apartment.

Mark stood there a moment, stunned.

Dinner with the three of them.



To say thank you.



He’d already seen how the three of them said ‘thank you’ by themselves, so he could only dream of how they might do so as a trio.

With that image swimming through his mind, he entered his own apartment, eagerly awaiting his first dinner with the new neighbours.



Thank You!
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His Summer Cruise Harem: Overboard




When a once-in-a-lifetime cruise leaves him feeling all at sea, Scott wishes he'd stayed ashore.

That is until he meets stunning Japanese passenger, Ichika. But just as things are looking up, she is dragged away by her two equally stunning friends.



Things go from bad to worse as a day trip ashore ends with him missing his departure time and having to find his own way to their next island stop.



Fortunately for him, he isn't the only one to have missed the ship!



Together, Scott and Ichika navigate their way through an exotic land with only one another to rely on, as they chase their ship and find out that perhaps the cruise isn't the only once-in-a-lifetime experience available.



 
His Apartment Harem: The Rock Chick






It always pays to be a good neighbour, especially with three beautiful women living next door...



When Mark helps his three female Korean neighbours move into their new apartment, he doesn't think much of it.

But he soon realises they are far more thankful than he had ever imagined.

First up to show her appreciation is Seo-yun, a spunky emo-chick, who knocks on his door, determined to figure out if Mark is a good or bad neighbour, and willing to go to any lengths to find out.







Rockstar Harem: Book One - Fall & Rise






The music industry isn't the cash cow it once was.



As royalties dry up and debts mount, I have no choice but to emerge from my self-imposed exile, only to discover the entire landscape has changed.

Lucky for me, I'm now considered a "legacy" artist and have attracted the attention of current pop sensation, Clarissa Lovegood.

Desperate to shake off her "pop princess" image, she wants to work with me to write a classic rock album, but she is more enigmatic and elusive than a pop star has any right to be.

As I try to track her down, I continue offering my services at a local recording studio, which is where I meet The Ladies; a bluesy noise-rock duo who make a hell of a noise.

But our shared interests extend beyond the musical when I invite them to stay in my mansion as they finish their record, and we quickly find our rhythm as a three-piece.

Together, we try to navigate this brave new world, tracking down the hottest woman in pop, making one hell of a noise along the way!
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