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Book One:

The Rock Chick


Chapter One

“Hi Mark.”

“Oh, hi Seo-yun. What’s up?”

“Oh, nothing,” she said, her fingers absent-mindedly playing with her short, jet-black hair. “Do you mind if I come in?”

Mark’s heart began to race.

“Not at all,” he said, stepping aside for his new Korean neighbour, “please, by my guest.”

She smiled at him and walked into his apartment for the first time. Her footsteps were surprisingly quiet, especially given her footwear, a pair of industrial knee-high boots, with thick soles, laced all the way up.

His eyes went to them, marvelling at the effort just putting them on must be, then continued to travel up. Up to her thighs and her black stockings covered in black hearts, the edge teasing just the scantest flashes of her pale skin between them and her short black skirt that swished over her ass, barely concealing it and her underwear, if she was wearing any.

Her top was one of her standards, a black band t-shirt, with various rips and tears showing more flashes of her pale skin, cropped to show her flat stomach and navel piercing. Even though she was facing away from him, he was acutely aware of her nipples poking against the fabric, so prominent had they been when he answered the door.

She was, as far as he could tell, not a bra person.

He took a deep breath as he closed the door behind her, quietly trying to control his heart rate. After a moment, he turned around, half expecting her to be standing directly behind him, staring at him, as if in challenge.

Instead, she was moving away from him, walking carefully through his apartment, eyes exploring as her fingers gently drifted across every surface, giving him the sense she was a very tactile person.

Touch is my love language, he heard her say, her hands pressed soft against his chest, so show me some love.

“Wow,” she said, breaking Mark from his daydream, “very cool. May I?”

“Uh, yeah, sure,” he said, watching her finger his prized possession, an electric guitar which was hanging on the wall. He walked towards her, ready to help her take it down, the fantasy drifting from his mind.

Seo-yun was most certainly not the sort of woman who spoke about love languages. She was the sort of person who mocked people who spoke about love languages.

My love language is get the fuck away from me.

But still, watching her reach on her toes up to take the guitar from the wall stand (even with the block heels, she still wasn’t tall enough), her hands treating the instrument with care and reverence, he was sure he was right, even if Seo-yun would never admit it.

She took it off the wall and examined it carefully and began to stroke the strings, a faint buzz following the tips of her fingers as they slid up and down, as if excited by her slightest touch. A feeling he could relate to, or rather, would relate to, if only he was so lucky.

She sat on the couch and placed the guitar on her leg, the wood of the body resting on the top of her stocking. He noticed that as she had sat down, her short skirt had risen up, and tried not to think of her pale, peachy ass pressed against the cushions.

“Do you want a plectrum?” he asked, watching, but keeping a respectable difference away from her as she leaned forward and picked up the cable leading into the small amp sitting next to the couch

“No thanks,” she said, plugging the cable into the guitar and running her hand over the amp until she found the power switch, “I’m pretty good with my fingers.”

He looked at her fingers, long and slender, her fingernails short and painted an immaculate shiny black.

She began to play.

He watched in amazement as her fingers moved effortlessly across the strings, picking out a beautiful melody, far more complex than he could have managed. He was more of a “three power chords and heart” kind of guy, more Johnny Ramone than Jimi Hendrix, and he had imagined Seo-yun would have been the same.

But no, she was good. Like, really good.

She continued to play, each note a mixture of haunting beauty and sorrow, the amp’s built-in reverb and delay turned up higher than he would normally use it, and as the strings sang at her touch. He got the sense that she was about to burst into song, releasing a similarly deep and yet pained melody.

“Cool,” she said instead, pressing her hand over the strings, muting them suddenly as the last echoes of reverb and delay pulsed from the amp, “I really need to get one like this.”

“Oh yes,” he said, taken aback by her sudden switch of tone, as if playing like that was nothing to her, just something to noodle when bored.

“Would you mind?” she asked, holding the guitar out to him.

“Sure, no prob,” he said, walking over and taking the guitar. He had for half a second thought she was asking him to play something and the thought terrified him. There was nothing he could play that would top that. But as she unplugged the cable and switched off the amp, he realised she was just asking him to rehang the guitar, making him a roadie in his own home.

Funnily enough, he didn’t mind her ordering him about one bit.

He reached out and took the guitar from her, grabbing the instrument by the neck. As he did so, her fingers brushed against his and both of them froze. They stood there a moment, hands touching, both holding the neck of the guitar at the same time.

“I got it,” he said, “she’s in safe hands.”

“That’s what a lady likes to hear,” she said, letting go of the guitar.

He turned to the wall, the words still ringing in his head, and as he hung the guitar back up on the wall, adjusting it so it sat just right, he could feel the warmth of the wood, her warmth from where it had pressed into her soft thigh, the heat of her body passing into his most prized possession.

“So,” said Seo-yun, “there was actually a reason I came around today.”


Chapter Two

“Come.”

“I’m sorry,” he stammered, “I’m not sure I…”

He trailed off, his voice deserting him as his brain refused to process what was happening.

She was sitting on the sofa, legs crossed, her skirt rising up her pale thigh, a wry smile on her dark red lips, her eyes focused on him intently.

“Come, sit,” she said, patting the couch cushion next to her. Right next to her. “Is something the matter?” she asked, her smile fading slightly as concern took over.

“Uhh, no,” he continued, feeling the heat of the room suddenly rise, “I’m just err… not sure I heard you correctly.”

She patted the cushion again.

“I promise I won’t bite,” she said, “unless you want me to?” She laughed and Mark laughed, although he wasn’t sure whether or not she was joking.

In all honesty, he didn’t know her that well.

He had helped her and her friends across the hall move in a couple of days ago, but she had been pretty quiet that day. Or, rather, her expressions had been less words and more disgruntled moans and sighs at having to do anything at all. And when he had tried to make conversation, she had simply rolled her eyes at him and kept on walking.

He didn’t know why that dismissive attitude had had such a strong effect on him, but he knew it couldn’t be healthy. Still, like most things that were bad for you, they were undeniably tempting.

He took a few steps closer to her and sat on the couch. Even though it belonged to him, he suddenly felt like he was intruding in some way.

“You can get closer than that,” she said, looking at him. He was only a few inches away, the minimum respectable distance, but that still wasn’t close enough for her.

She had never been in his apartment before and yet she seemed completely at ease, as if this was actually her home. She sat there patiently, smiling at him. This is the most they had ever communicated, but her actions had a familiarity to them that, to an outsider, would have suggested the two of them were something more than neighbours. Friends, perhaps.

Or perhaps more?

He shuffled closer and she looked at him expectantly.

“Good boy,” she said as he moved up closer again, until his leg was nearly touching hers. He looked at the space in between, the top of her thigh was completely exposed, as was the round curve of the side of her ass. He looked up at Seo-yun quickly, the smile still on her face.

“Is there something interesting down there?” she teased as she looked down to where he had been looking seconds before. He followed her gaze down to her exposed skin and watched as she ran her hand carefully over it, as if searching for whatever had caught his attention. She yelped as she spanked her ass, laughing loudly as she looked up at Mark’s startled expression.

“I’m just teasing,” she said, half-apologetically. But he didn’t need her to tell him that. Not with the tension building in the front of his trousers. “About that,” she clarified, “not about the other thing.”

The other thing.

“You don’t have to, of course,” she said softly, her hand resting on her stockinged knee, “not if you don’t want to.”

The truth is he did want to.

Right now, it was all he wanted to do.

It was all he could think about.

But was that really what was happening here?

“I do,” he managed to get out, all the blood in his body still rushing south, “but why?”

She stroked his cheek with her fingers and the surprise of her touching his body, even if only his face, was nearly enough to send him over the edge. She leaned in and pressed her lips to his ear. He could feel her hot breath on him and the scent of her dark aroma surrounding them both.

“Do I need a reason to want to fuck you?”

“Na – no,” he stammered, “bu- but, most people usually do.”

“I’m not most people,” she whispered, then ran her warm, flat tongue over his ear. She pulled away and laughed. His ear was wet from her tongue and tickled, but he didn’t know if he should wipe it dry or leave it that way forever.

Ok,” she said, sighing slightly, dispensing with the fun and games, “so we were discussing what to get you as a ‘thank-you-for-helping-us-move-in’ gift, and…”

“We?”

“Yes,” said Seo-yun, “me and Ha-yoon and Eun-Ji, we. Anyway, we were discussing what to get you and they were all being really boring with their suggestions. You know, cards, wine, vouchers, that sort of thing. Anyway, despite some of my, in my humble opinion, far more creative suggestions, it was decided that ‘we’,” she raised both hands and made air quotation marks, “would get you…” she waved her hand in dismissal. “Whatever, that’s for later. The point is, I thought I might get you something myself, something a little more personal, something I thought you would really really like.”

Her hand was on his knee now, pulling his leg closer to his until they were finally touching.

“You don’t have to,” he said, unsure why these were the words coming out of his mouth, “it was nothing, really.”

“I know I don’t have to,” she said, running her hand through his hair, “I want to.” She held his hair firmly and pulled his head back slightly before running her tongue slowly up the side of his face. “Do you want to?”

He nodded his head, her hand still holding it, his cock rock hard, the fingers of her other hand squeezing into his knee.

“Ok then,” she said, letting him go, there’s only one question left to answer, “are you the good kind of neighbour, or,” she smiled wickedly, “or are you the bad kind?”


Chapter Three

“How do we…” he began.

“There’s only one way to find out for sure,” she said, her hand slowly rising up his thigh, “that’s for you to show me.”

He took in a staggered breath as her fingers moved up to his crotch, just the tips moving over his bulging member.

She leaned in and pressed her lips to his, holding them there for a moment, waiting for him to show her. He felt his cock twitch beneath her hand and she took hold of it through his trousers.

“Show me,” she whispered.

He kissed her softly and slowly, their lips meeting and parting tentatively, as if explorers stepping foot on a new world for the first time, testing the terrain. But the earth beneath his feet shook as she let out a soft moan, the sensation from her lips sending a shock through his body and his lips parted and she moaned again, a mixture of surprise and pleasure, as he kissed her harder.

Then his hands were on her, touching her bare arms and up into her hair, fingers sliding into it as his tongue slid into her mouth, finding her soft pink tongue, caressing it as she caressed his. He felt her hands on him, sliding underneath his t-shirt, exploring his body.

He ran his hand down her body, over her skirt and on to her thigh, so juicy, so firm, his fingers feeling the lace of her stockings as she shifted under his touch, throwing her leg over him, moaning as his hand slid around to her ass. He gripped the cheek firmly, causing her to gasp.

“Oww!” he cried as she bit his bottom lip, tugging at it between her teeth before letting it go.

“Too much?” she asked, “do I need to be punished?”

“Yes,” he said, firmly.

“Then punish me,” she said, “however you see fit.”

He kissed her hard and then pulled her down.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he lay her across his lap, her wriggling body rubbing against his heaving cock.

He slid his hand under her dress, his fingers sliding over her warm ass and panties. He could feel the heat rising from her, could feel the dampness from between her legs.

She let out a whimper as his fingers stroked around the wet fabric, her muscles tensing at his touch. Then he lifted her skirt, his eyes feasting on the beauty of her pale ass for the first time. It was so round and smooth that he wanted to lean down and bite it, to suck at the skin, to mark her as his.

He could smell her desire rising from her body, mixing with her perfume. Her red panties, a surprising flash of colour against her pale skin and dark clothing, were soaked. He reached down between her legs, stroking the dark wet spot, causing her to gasp, to moan, to beg.

Please.

He raised his hand and she cried out as he brought it down, spanking her asscheek, the pale skin already turning pink as he raised his hand a second time.

Then he spanked her again.

And again.

She cried out with pleasure and pain, both her moans and the sound of his hand on her ass reverberating around the room, filling every space.

He spanked her until her ass was as bright red as her panties, and her cries were reduced to muffled whimpers.

She lay over his lap, skirt still pulled up, both of them gasping from exertion. Then he leaned down and kissed her red cheeks. She whimpered as his mouth moved tenderly across the sensitive skin, before he lifted her up and she slipped onto her knees in front of him. He leaned forward and lifted her chin with his finger, kissing her softly as she knelt between his legs.

“Have you learnt your lesson?” he asked, softly.

She nodded, her eyes wide and wet, but the way she bit her bottom lip told him she hadn’t, not by a long shot. Her hands rubbing his thighs told him the same. She pressed her hands on them and pushed herself upwards, pushing him back against the couch as she kissed him. Then she slid back down to his knees, her hands gingerly reaching for his zipper and undoing his trousers.

He moaned as she tugged at his trousers and boxers, and he lifted his ass as she pulled them down, moaning with relief when his cock sprung free. She looked up at him and licked her lips, then gently took hold of his hard cock and began to slowly stroke it.

He moaned and she moved her hand faster, her thumb gently spreading the drop of precum all over the tip of his cock. Then faster still until she was pumping him fully.

He moaned with pleasure, his hands pressing into the couch cushions, her eyes fixed on his, wide and eager.

“You like?” she asked.

He nodded, his ability to speak limited by his focus on controlling his breathing.

“You want more?”

She nodded again.

“Then show me how.”

He reached out and stroked her hair, then guided her mouth to his cock.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned as the tip slipped between her lips, her tongue swirling over it as she held herself there.

“Like that?” she moaned, letting the tip slide out of her mouth, a drop of saliva beginning to run down his shaft.

“Just like that,” he said, “but more.”

“Show me more,” she said.

He groaned as he pressed her head down, her dark red lips tight around his shaft as his cock slid into her mouth. Around halfway down he pulled her back up, guiding her by her hair, then back down a little further. He kept going, guiding her as he fucked her mouth, as he pressed himself into her throat.

She moaned with him deep inside her and he could feel her throat contracting, massaging the tip of his cock, then she pushed herself deeper down, sucking hard as she wrapped her lips around his hilt, holding herself there as she looked up at him, her eyes watering, her mascara leaving black trails down her face.

“Just like that,” he moaned, letting go. She slid her lips back off his cock and gasped, her throat now empty. Her cheeks were flushed pink and reminded him of her ass, her wet lips too. Then, with no further guidance needed, she took him back in her mouth again, sucking his cock hard and fast, one hand on his balls, the other sliding up to his t-shirt, pulling it up.

Taking the hint, he reached down and pulled it off and threw it across the room.

“You like that?” he asked.

She looked at him and nodded as she continued to suck his cock, pressing his cock into every inch of her throat. Still, he couldn’t help but think something was missing.

He reached down and guided her up by her hair and kissed her hard. She moaned, one hand working his wet cock as he slid his tongue into her mouth. As he kissed her, he reached down and took hold of her t-shirt, pulling it up. She let go of his cock and their lips parted, just long enough to raise her arms in the air and let him pull off her t-shirt.

“Better?” she asked, working his cock, her small tits bouncing as she did so.

“Much,” he said, pulling her up and towards him. She moaned as he kissed her again, her bare chest pressed against his as she straddled him, her warm, wet panties rubbing against his hard cock.

She moaned as she rode him, her arms wrapped behind his neck as she leaned back, giving him the perfect view of her body, giving his hands the space to roam, and roam they did.

“Mmm,” she moaned as his hands slid up her slim body and cupped her breasts. She gasped as he twisted her nipples slightly. “I think someone might end up being a very bad neighbour,” she said, moving over him faster.

“If you’re lucky,” he said, his confidence growing.

“Oh yes,” she said, pressing down hard on his cock, grinding herself on top of him, “I fully intend to get lucky.”

She yelped as he grabbed her ass and lifted her up as he stood, her boots pressing into his legs as she wrapped herself around him, then releasing as he lay her along the couch. She moaned and writhed as he touched her everywhere, his mouth finding her nipple and sucking hard, her hands running through his hair and down his back as he moved from one breast to the other, leaving her nipples hard and wet, moving down and kissing her navel and her oh so sexy piercing.

He moved down her body, his hands sliding down her legs then picking her up by her knees pulled her along the couch until her ass was propped up on the arm.

“Oh my god,” was all she could mutter as she lay there, her skirt pulled up over her stomach, her panties on full display. He leaned in and kissed her thighs, moving upwards as his hands moved up further, finding the waistband and slowly pulling them down even as he pressed his lips against them. “Oh my god,” she moaned louder, as he sucked at her wet lips through her panties, his mouth the only thing keeping them on her pussy.

Finally, he released her from his mouth and pulled them down, both of them laughing as he struggled to get them off over her boots and the numerous metallic shoelace clips. But as he finally pulled them from her body and looked down at her in nothing but her boots, stockings and askew skirt, he wasn’t laughing.

Neither was she as he dropped to his knees and caressed her thighs as he made his way up to her sweet slit. He pushed her legs further apart and she obeyed, throwing one over the back of the sofa as the other one hung on the edge of the arm, her boot dangling just above the ground.

He took a deep breath, devouring her scent, then buried his face in between her legs. She cried out as he ran his tongue up between her lips, tasting her desire as he buried his nose in a tuft of neat black pubic hair.

His cock throbbed as he licked her, tasting her sweet juices as she moaned and writhed on the couch.

“So good,” she moaned as he slipped his tongue inside her, “so fucking good.” He wanted to say that he thought he was a bad neighbour, but with his mouth full of her pussy, he was saying nothing.

His arms were wrapped around her thighs, gripping them firmly, feeling both her skin and her stockings as he continued to lick at her, her heat transferring to his face, her wetness covering his mouth.

He licked up further, flicking his tongue over her clit, hardly giving her time to gasp at the sensation before he took it in her mouth and began sucking at her as his tongue moved in small circles, her hips rocking against him, pushing herself closer to his mouth.

Fuck, she tasted so good.

He kept sucking, slipping one hand underneath her and teasing her entrance.

“Please,” she begged, “I want you inside me.”

She cried out as he slid two fingers into her tight body, her slick pussy gripping him as he moved them in and out, curling them inside her as he stroked her inner walls, pleasuring her in every way he could think of.

Well, almost every way.

He looked over her body, her hands pinching her nipples as she moaned, completely at his mercy. She was his to play with as he saw fit, so he decided he would.

He slid his other hand down between her legs, sliding his two wet fingers out of her and replacing them with the others.

She gasped again, groaning as the two fingers began to work her inside again, her clit still rubbing against his tongue. Then, once they were fully in sync once again, he reached down with his now free hand and slid one wet finger between her asscheeks.

“What are you – oh fuck!” she cried as his wet fingertip found her asshole, and began massaging it. “Definitely a very bad neighbour,” she moaned, pressing her ass down towards his finger. He looked up at her and saw she was looking down at him, her eyes crazy with desire. “Definitely.”

With that, he knew she was his.

She growled as he slid his finger, lubricated from her wet pussy, into her asshole, feeling it twitch on his fingertip as he held it there, letting her get used to it.

It didn’t take her long.

She rocked her body, pressing his finger deeper and deeper into her, as he began to finger fuck her pussy and asshole at the same time, her clit still in his mouth.

She was dripping-wet, her juices running down his hand and dripping onto the armrest, her body rocking harder as he pleasured her body three different ways, only her pretty mouth not currently filled by part of him.

Maybe later.

As he kept going, her moans got quieter, replaced with sharp, gaspy breaths, her body shaking, tensing on his fingers as she rocked her hips recklessly, giving herself over to the sensations running through her body.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, her voice breaking with desperation, “don’t – please – don’t stop – you’re gonna – I’m gonna – oh god – I’m gonna – I’m gonna – oh god I am – I’m I’m!”

She thrust her clit hard against his mouth as she same, her asshole twitching on his finger buried deep inside her ass, her walls fluttering on his fingers in her pussy as they curled and stroked her g-spot, her orgasm shaking her body as he fucked her three ways ‘til Sunday.

She screamed as she twisted her nipples, her back arched, showing off her remarkable flexibility, as if her soul was trying to escape her body, her skin shining with sweat, her wetness covering his mouth as she rode him harder, as he sucked and licked and fingerfucked her to an orgasm so intense, he thought she was about to explode.

Then, with a final yelp and a whimper, she fell back to the sofa, and he finally relented.

She moaned softly, her body shaking as he slid his fingers out of her pussy and released her clit from his mouth. Only then, after a moment’s rest, did he slide his finger all the way out of her asshole.

“Oh my,” she murmured, “oh my god.”

But he wasn’t finished with her yet. He climbed up onto the couch and pressed his body gently against hers, leaning in and softly kissing her. She moaned, kissing him softly as first then greedily, her tongue sliding into his mouth, searching out the taste of her own body.

“Is that enough?” he asked, softly.

“Enough for what?” she asked, her lips still seeking out her taste on his face.

“To know what kind of neighbour I am,” he said.

She laughed, her hands gently stroking his wet face.

“Not quite,” she said, “there’s still one more thing I need to know.”

“And what’s that?”

“How this feels,” she said, reaching down between them and grabbing his cock.

He smiled and then kissed her hard. He’d been wondering the exact same thing since the day she’d moved in.

He pulled back and positioned himself at the end of the couch again. He took a moment to absorb how beautiful she looked with her post-orgasm glow, then took her leg from the back of the couch and reached for the other.

Getting the hint, Seo-yun moved down the couch towards him, turning over until she was bent over the armrest, her juicy ass presented for him to use however he wanted. He ran his hand over her colourful cheek and she whimpered slightly, the bright red marks from his hand still there.

He bent down and kissed one cheek and then the other, smiling as she wriggled under his mouth. Then he stood back up and took hold of his cock, guiding it to her entrance. She groaned as he pressed the tip into her, causing her to push her ass back onto him.

He held back, refusing to give her what she wanted, even though she couldn’t have possibly wanted it more than he did. Quickly, she relented and was still.

“Good girl,” he said, pressing his cock into her from behind.

She moaned as he slowly worked himself deeper and deeper into her pussy, watching her asshole twitch with jealousy as he filled her other hole. She was wet and warm and ready and he was soon inside her throbbing pussy.

He began to move in and out of her, fucking her from behind as she lay bent over the couch, little moans of pleasure escaping her lips as he continued.

When he knew she could take it, he moved faster and faster, his hands holding her hips firmly he fucked her hard and fast.

“Oh yes,” she grunted into the couch pillow, her legs bent in at the knee, the heels of her boots pressing into his bare ass, “fuck me however you want.”

He fucked her harder, his thighs slapping her bright-red ass, her pussy feeling so good on his cock.

“Don’t. Stop. Fucking. Me.” she growled, each word forced out of her by his cock as it slammed into her. “Make. Me. Your. Little. Next. Door. Fuck. Toy.”

Her body tightened on him and he knew he was getting close.

He wanted to keep going, to fuck her forever, but soon he was on the brink and he knew there was no way back.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, pumping his cock deep inside her, “I’m going to cum.”

“Yes,” she cried, “do it. Cum wherever you want.”

He kept going, pushing himself further and further to the edge, ready to unload, waiting until the final second to do so. Then, unable to take it any longer, he pulled his cock out of her, knowing exactly where he was going to cum, moaning as he worked himself with his hand as he started to cum.

“I’m cumming.”

“Fuck yes, cum for me,” she moaned, her heels digging harder into his ass, holding him close to her. Then he cried out with surprise as the first ropes of cum shot out of his pulsating cock and coated her twitching asshole.

“You naughty neighbour,” she cried, “you’re cumming on my asshole!”

“My next door fuck toy’s asshole,” he grunted as he shot more thick ropes over her asshole as she shook her bright-red asscheeks.

“That’s right” Don’t you dare stop!”

He kept cumming, coating her asshole with his seed, marking his territory, letting the world know her ass now belonged to him.

He came and came, shooting stray ropes over her asscheeks, coating her until her ass and asshole were completely coated and thick drops of cum.

He gasped, finally done, one hand on his cock, the other on the small of her back, watching as his thick load dribbled down towards her pussy.

After a few moments, her legs relaxed from around him and she pushed herself back, her asscheeks pushing together, squeezing his bountiful cum between them, then turned to face him.

“Well?” he asked, “have we figured out what kind of neighbour I am yet?”

“Bad,” she said, “very bad.” She leaned in and kissed him, her wet nipples pressing against his bare chest, his cock slipping between her bare legs, feeling the heat of her desire once again. “Which is just how we like it.”


Chapter Four

Did that really just happen?

He sat there, dumbfounded, his head spinning.

Had Seo-yun just come over and fucked his brains out as a ‘thank you’ for helping her move?

Yes. Yes, she had.

He could still taste her, smell her, feel her. He touched his bottom lip, still sore from where she’d playfully bitten him. She was still in his mouth and on his skin, her juices were still warming his cock.

He tried to think about what it meant, if anything?

She had come – and cum – and gone in a flash.

And now he was left here, wondering what it all meant.

“That was really good,” she’d said as she slid her red panties up her thighs, pressing them tight to her body and sighing with satisfaction as they filled with his cum.

“Really?” he’d asked.

“Really,” she’d said, leaning in to kiss him once again, her hot body pressing against his, stirring further desire within him already. “And I suspect you enjoyed it, too,” she’d said, gently squeezing his twitching cock.

“Do you want to…?” he began.

“Mmm, I’d love to,” she’d said, pulling away and bending over to pick up her t-shirt, flashing her cum-filled panties to him, “but I’ve got things to do. Not better things,” she’d added, pulling her t-shirt over her head, her nipples once again prominent underneath, “just… things.”

“No problem,” he’d said, feeling a little deflated.

“But,” she’d added, moving close to him, “even though this was supposed to be a one-time deal, we will certainly be revisiting this. A lot.”

She leaned in and gave him another kiss, long and slow, her mouth moving with precision, her tongue working meticulously in his mouth, letting him know she meant every word, every action.

Then, like that, she was out the door.

He sighed, laying back on the couch where they had just fucked, wearing nothing but his boxers, the cushions still warm from her perfect body.

“Fuck,” he muttered to himself as those feelings rose up from his stomach, the ones he should most certainly not be feeling, certainly not after a single encounter with a woman he barely knew.

Even if she was sexy as fuck.

He closed his eyes and, still feeling her warmth on him, drifted off to sleep, confident when he woke up it would be with a clear mind and his head screwed on right.


Chapter Five

He awoke with a start as someone knocked on his door.

“Just a second,” he garbled as he tried to stand, his legs not feeling like his own after who knows how long asleep on the couch, “just a second.”

He wobbled across the room, his legs taking him this way and that, before the sudden onset of pins and needles nearly brought him to the ground.

“I’m coming,” he shouted as he planted a hand on the wall as he stopped himself from falling. He took a moment to catch his breath, then unlocked the door.

“Hi,” she said.

“Err, hi,” he replied.

Part of him had been hoping it was Seo-yun returning, having cancelled all her other appointments. A bag part of him, in fact.

But instead, it was Ha-yoon, Seo-yun’s blonde bombshell of a flatmate, in a skin-tight, pink dress.

“Can I come in?” she asked.

“Err, sure,” he said, stepping aside for the second time today, watching with disbelief as she walked into his flat, eyeing everything just as Seo-yun had. “What’s up?”

“Oh nothing,” she said, hopping up onto the breakfast bar and kicking her impossibly smooth and shiny legs gently underneath herself, her pink heels swinging underneath her, “I just wanted to say thank you for helping us move in.”

She smiled the most perfect smile he had ever seen and suddenly he felt as if his legs were going to give way from under him.

“You know,” she said, eyeing him up and down, “you’re not wearing any clothes?”

He looked down, panic flooding his senses, rushing instinctively towards his clothes scattered around the couch.

“Sorry,” he said, “I was sleeping and I didn’t realise…”

“It’s ok,” she said, “it’s not a problem.”

He grabbed his trousers and pulled them up, doing them up as she watched, seeming completely at ease with his near nakedness.

“In fact, it makes things easier.”

It was then he knew he was in trouble.


Book Two:

The Good Neighbour


Chapter One

“Get a move on, this thing’s heavy.”

“Oi, be nice. He doesn’t have to help us at all, you know. Thank you, err…?”

“Mark.”

“Thank you, Mark. Some of us appreciate your help, even if not everyone does.”

“I’d appreciate it a whole lot more if he’d hurry up.”

This had not been the post-workout cooldown Mark had been expecting when he returned home from the gym that Saturday morning. All he really wanted was to get to his apartment, have a shower and then chill with a post-workout snack.

But when he saw the three women struggling with large brown boxes from a van parked on the side of the road (which was more likely than not going to be ticketed), he felt compelled to help.

That they just so happened to be three incredibly beautiful Korean women did not influence his decision at all.

Definitely not.

“Allow me,” he’d said, skipping up the stairs to the building entrance, trying to hide how out of breath that made him after his extensive workout. He swiped his keycard and held the door open for them.

“Thank you ever so much,” said the first one, a cute blonde, who had been struggling to hold her box and open the door, “it keeps closing.”

“To keep out strangers,” he said, “you never know who’s trying to sneak into the building.”

“So probably best not to open the door for complete strangers,” said the woman behind her. She had short, jet-black hair and an equally black outfit to match. She reminded him of a model from an old site he’d seen a number of years ago, where ‘alt’ women would post sexually explicit photos of themselves to regain bodily autonomy.

He wondered if that site still existed, or whether the rise of other sites had replaced it. He decided he would Google it later, just for the sake of curiosity.

“Yes,” said the third, a short redhead with an adorable smile, “you never know, we could be international jewel thieves posing as helpless new tenants to infiltrate this exclusive building and rob some heiress of her valuables.”

“If you are,” he said, “I’m sure I’ll feel embarrassed about it when I read about it in the society papers.”

She smiled and he smiled back. There were many ways to describe the apartment block, but ‘exclusive’ was not one of them. It wasn’t exactly falling apart, but there probably weren’t any bejewelled socialites living here either.

He watched as the redhead entered the building, her tight jeans clinging to her ass, and decided whether criminals or not, it was worth the risk.

“You finished perving?” asked the woman in black. “We’re not waiting for you.”

“I err…” began Mark, taken aback by being caught out like that.

“Ignore her,” said the blonde, “we both do.”

Ping!

The elevator sounded and the doors opened. The three women immediately piled into it.

“Well,” shouted the woman in black, “are you coming or what?”

“Oh right,” he called, rushing towards the elevator.

“These aren’t getting any lighter, you know!”

He moved faster, sliding in just as the doors were closing, and just about managed to stop his gym bag from being caught between them.

The woman in black watched with indifference, having made no attempt to keep the door open, despite being closest to them.

“Thanks,” he said, unsure who or what he was saying thanks for.

“Here,” said the woman in black as she shoved the large box into his chest. He let out a sharp breath and took the weight of the box. It was surprisingly heavy, which he put down to his muscles still being tired after the gym. Yeah, that was probably it.

“Seo-yun,” the blonde woman said sternly, “don’t be so rude to our new neighbour.”

“Pfft,” said Seo-yun, “he probably doesn’t even live on the same floor. We’ll probably never see him again.”

“Still,” said the redhead, “it’s nice to have a friendly face in the building.”

She smiled at him and he couldn’t help but smile back, his face growing hot as she gazed at him with her big eyes.

“We all know what sort of friendly face you like,” said Seo-yun to the redhead.

The blonde woman spoke sternly to Seo-yun in Korean. Or at least, Mark suspected it was Korean, he didn’t actually speak the language so couldn’t say for sure. But having seen more than a couple of Korean TV shows and movies, there were certainly certain words and phrases he thought he recognised in there.

Seo-yun replied back in Korean, the situation getting more heated as the four of them remained in the elevator, which continued to rise up into the building.

He had never been a fan of elevators and had a sudden fear of what would happen if they got stuck in there. There was hardly any room with four of them and three big boxes and although these women were likely to be roommates, it didn’t seem that their relationship was as carefree as he would have expected.

“They’re not always like this,” said the redhead quietly, as if reading his mind.

He nodded, giving her a small smile in acknowledgement.

“Yes,” she said, “sometimes they’re not in the same room!”

She laughed and he laughed and Seo-yun and the blonde woman turned to see what was so funny. But before anyone could say anything, the elevator pinged and the doors opened.

“This is our floor,” said the redhead.

“Second door on the left,” said Seo-yun, stepping closer to him, her dark scent drifting towards him as she moved eagerly towards the doors.

“Right,” said Mark, stepping out of the elevator and turning left, the large box still in his arms, which were starting to ache.

“Keep going,” said Seo-yun, following him down the corridor, content to let him carry her box. “Stop.”

He stopped outside a nondescript apartment door, just like all the others in the building, then stepped aside to let Seo-yun unlock it. She walked into the apartment, leaving him holding the box, as the other two women entered behind her.

When no one came to take the box, he headed in after them.

“You can put it anywhere,” said the blonde, “it’s all a bit of a mess at the moment.”

He stood in the hallway to the apartment, looking around. It was a mirror image of his flat, only almost entirely empty.

“We’re still waiting for the furniture to be delivered,” she added, puffing, her hands on her hips. He noticed her breasts were surprisingly large, now they were not hidden by the box she was carrying.

“We couldn’t manage the big stuff,” said the redhead. “That’s coming later.”

“We all know you can manage the big –”

The blonde woman glared at Seo-yun, who rolled her eyes, sighing as she walked away.

“Thank you so much for your help, Mark,” said the blonde woman.

“No problem,” he said, “do you need help with anything else?”

“Oh no,” she said, “that was the last of it. We just need to return the truck now.”

“Hopefully we didn’t get a ticket,” said the redhead.

“Alright,” said Mark, “no problem. I guess I’ll leave you all to get unpacked. But if you need anything, just feel free to let me know and I’ll see what I can do.”

“That’s very sweet of you,” said the blonde woman, smiling. “Oh, where are our manners? We haven’t even introduced ourselves. I’m Ha-yoon.” She stuck out her hand and Mark took it in his, shaking it gently, feeling her soft touch in his grip. “And this,” she said, indicating to the redhead, “is Eun-Ji.”

“Hi Eun-Ji,” said Mark, sticking out his hand.

“Nice to meet you, Mark,” she said, ignoring his hand and wrapping her arms around his neck, hugging him surprisingly tightly.

“Sorry,” he said, “I might be a bit ripe. I just got finished at the gym.”

“That’s ok,” she said, letting go, “it’s manly.”

He felt his stomach flutter as she continued to smile at him.

“And that,” said Ha-yoon, swinging her arm vaguely into the apartment, “is Seo-yun.”

Mark waved at Seo-yun, who was leaning against the wall, eyes glued to her phone. She gave a half-hearted wave, not even bothering to look up.

“Right,” he said, “I need to go shower. If you need anything, just let me know. Not in the shower, I mean, any other time. I–”

“We will, thank you,” said Ha-yoon, smiling as she prevented him from making more of a fool of himself.

“Hang on,” said Eun-Ji, “how can we get hold of you?”

“You can knock on my door,” he said, opening their front door.

“And which door is yours?”

“This one,” he said, walking across the corridor and unlocking the door opposite.

“Yay!” said Eun-Ji, quickly clapping her hands in front of her. “We’re neighbours!”

“Oh, yay,” deadpanned Seo-yun from inside the apartment. “Fantastic.”

“Well,” said Ha-yoon, “I guess we’ll be seeing a lot more of each other.”

“I hope so,” said Mark, stepping into his apartment and smiling as he closed the door.

A lot more, he thought, more hopeful than expectant.


Chapter Two

“Sorry about that,” he said as he walked out of the bathroom.

“No problem,” said Ha-yoon, “take all the time you need.”

As he walked back to the living room, he saw that Ha-yoon was no longer sitting on the breakfast bar where he had left her when he went to take a shower. He followed the sound of her voice towards the couch and saw two dainty feet hanging over the armrest.

He walked up to the back of the couch and looked down at Ha-yoon. She was relaxing, her head on a pillow, her long smooth legs stretched out along the couch, her tight pink dress riding high up her thighs.

She was flicking through one of his men’s magazines. He’d started buying them as a bit of a throwback, nostalgia before everything went digital and everything was accessed by staring at a screen.

“I didn’t know people still bought these,” she said, flicking the page, eyes continuing to read whatever article she had landed upon. “I like it though. It’s nice to have something to actually touch, you know?”

“Yeah,” he said, not mentioning what else it would be nice to touch.

“Come, sit,” she said, looking up at him.

“Alright,” he said, walking around the couch, watching as she elegantly moved her legs from the couch, knees closed the whole time, until she was sitting upright. He sat next to her and felt a wave of familiarity wash over him. This was precisely how things had started with Seo-yun earlier.

Seo-yun.

Ha-yoon’s surly flatmate who had turned up out of the blue, played his guitar and then begged him to fuck her, a request he happily fulfilled. It was apparently her way of saying ‘thank you’ for helping them move in, but he thought if that’s all it was then a card and a bottle of wine would have been more than sufficient. After all, he didn’t really do all that much.

And now Ha-yoon was here, sitting where Seo-yun had.

Which is why he had felt compelled to take a shower. He had fallen asleep when Seo-yun left, waking up only when Ha-yoon arrived. He could sense straight away something was in the air and, whilst he wasn’t sure what was going on, he felt uncomfortable talking to Ha-yoon with the taste of Seo-yun’s pussy in his mouth and her juices on his cock. So he quickly freshened up, just to be polite.

He wasn’t expecting the same thing to happen again. Well, not really. Hope and expectation aren’t really the same thing.

Still, as she sat there, her hands resting in her lap, her stunning long legs begging to be stroked and kissed, her breasts heaving as she sighed, he couldn’t help but hope.

“So,” he said, playing it as cool as he could, “what’s up?”

“Oh, nothing much,” she said, a wry smile forming on her lips, “I just wanted to say, you know, thank you for your help this afternoon.” Her fingers began to play with her long, blonde hair, twirling it around them and then letting it go.

“It was nothing, really,” he said, “anyone would have done the same.”

“Perhaps,” she said, unconvinced, “but not anyone did.” She tilted her head. “Certainly not with Seo-yun acting the way she was.”

Mark thought about Seo-yun, her dark looks and her sharp tongue. There were, he was sure, plenty of guys who would have been more than happy to put up with her attitude. Indeed, there were more than a couple who would have been actively encouraged by it.

“She can be so rude. I wouldn’t take it personally.”

“It’s alright,” he said, deciding against telling her that Seo-yun had already been over to show her appreciation in another way, “moving is a stressful time. Everyone needs to blow off steam now and again.”

“That’s true,” she said, “but it doesn’t explain why she’s like that every other day of the year.” She smiled and laughed, then stopped suddenly. “I’m sorry,” she said, “that was awfully catty of me. I love her, really I do, even if she does drive me mad sometimes.”

“We’ve all been there,” he said, “everyone is different, but that’s what makes the world so interesting.”

“If only Seo-yun could be a little less ‘interesting’ sometimes,” she said. They both laughed, the sound filling the apartment then drifting off, leaving the two of them in a comfortable silence.

Mark knew what she meant, but he had found Seo-yun to be just the right amount of interesting, but then again, he didn’t have to live with her.

She reached out and ran her finger along his cheek.

“You know,” she said, “it’s really nice to have such a helpful neighbour living across the hall.” She shifted closer. “It’s great to live with your best friends, but sometimes it’s good to know you have a man you can call on for your other needs.”

“Always happy to help,” he said, his cock twitching as her sweet perfume drifted around him.

“And I’m,” she said, leaning in, “always happy to return the favour.” She kissed him, her soft lips brushing against his, her hand gently stroking his face. She moaned softly, sliding her tongue into his mouth where it met his. He turned his body to face her, his hand stroking her bare arm, amazed at how soft she was, eager to find out if she was that soft all over.

His hand drifted down from her arm, over the side of her silky pink dress and down to her bare thigh. She sighed, pressing her body closer to him, kissing him harder as his hand stroked her thigh.

“Oh god,” she gasped as he kissed down her neck, his hand sliding further up as he pushed her dress up over her ass. She dropped her shoulder and the thin shoulder strap of her dress fell off. He kissed over her shoulder, his free hand moving to slip off the other strap, leaving her pink dress hanging on her large creamy breasts.

She ran her fingers through his hair and held his face to her neck as her other hand moved down to his hand which had slid up to her ass. She grabbed him by the wrist and pulled his hand away, lifting it into the air as she pulled at his t-shirt, practically tearing it off his body and throwing it across the room. Then she grabbed his wrist again and slipped it underneath her short dress, gasping as his fingers stroked at her wet, lacy panties.

He felt his cock getting harder as his fingers traced the outline of her wet lips, her desire warm against the edge of his finger. She moaned and rocked against his hand, her grip on his hair loosening only long enough for his lips to meet hers.

She moaned and slipped her leg over his lap, straddling him on her knees, his hand still between her legs, her hand still gripping his wrist. She pulled his hand up and the softness of her underwear gave way to the softness of her skin, her toned stomach which felt so warm. Then she pushed his hand down, letting his fingers slip into her underwear, sliding deeper, his fingers moving over her completely smooth slit, gliding over her clit and slipping between her lips.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, rocking on top of him as his fingers slid up and down her slit, her warmth coating his fingertips as she rose and fell on her knees, gasping as she rose higher and his fingers slipped fully between her legs, finding her entrance.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he slid a single finger into her. She pressed herself down, pushing the finger deeper inside her body, her wet hole taking him easily. “What are you…?” she began to say as his finger curled inside of her, but her words turned to moans, primal noises as he stroked her there.

She moved faster, kissing his face and neck, letting go of his wrist, confident that he knew better than to stop doing exactly what he was doing.

“I need more,” she moaned by way of an explanation, as if any were needed, and ran her hands over his bare torso, kissing his neck as her hands moved down his chest.

So did he.

With his free hand, he stroked her blonde hair, smiling as she swung her hair and it waterfalled over her shoulders and tickled his body. He slid his hand down, sliding underneath the top of her dress. She moaned and sucked at his shoulder as he took her breast in his hand, feeling its heft and softness, caressing it, her hard nipples pressed into the palm of his hand.

She pulled back. The spot where her mouth had been was throbbing, hot and wet, and he knew it would leave a mark, but he didn’t care. She rested her hands on his chest as she continued to ride his finger, reaching up with one hand to pull one side of her dress down, exposing his hand and her breast squeezed between his fingers. As his hand slid across and under her dress to her other breast, her hand replaced his, almost as if she were suddenly shy. He smiled at the thought that the woman who was riding his finger with such vigour might be nervous to let him see her doubtless magnificent tits. But he wasn’t complaining, he had one hand on her chest and the other between her legs, things were pretty good from where he was sitting.

She moaned as he caressed her other breast as she pulled her dress down and slipped her hand over his. As he moved his hand away, hers remained in place, leaving her holding both her tits now, large and doughy, pressing them together as she pressed her fingers into them, watching him as he watched her.

He pressed his face forward into them, kissing the edges of her breasts pressed together, his face sinking deeper as she parted them, letting his lips press into the space between her breasts. His cock twitched as he listened to her gasp as he kissed her chest, moving across and between her fingers, feeling her fingers moving further down until his mouth was directly on her exposed nipple. He took it in his mouth and sucked gently, his tongue flicking over it, teasingly. She had been so protective of her breasts that he knew his best route was to go gently. There was plenty of time for more enthusiastic sucking later, if that was what she liked.

He moved the other way, kissing over her breast, towards the other, her hand returning to cover her wet nipple as the other moved to let him take it in his mouth. He sucked and licked at her once again, her body shaking as he slid another finger into her wet pussy, feeling her grip on him as he filled her tight hole.

She slowed down for a second, her body adjusting to the extra finger, then sped up, bouncing harder than ever.

“You’re so good at that,” she said, pressing down, pushing his fingers deep inside her as she rocked her hips, his fingers still stroking inside of her, “I can’t wait to see what your dick feels like.”

“Me either,” he said, “you’re so wet and tight.”

“So wet and tight,” she agreed, “so ready for you. But I need to cum first. Can you make me cum?”

“I can make you cum.”

“You promise?”

“I promise,” he said, meaning every word.

“What are you…?” she moaned as he slid his fingers out of her wet pussy and out of her underwear. He held them up, slick and glistening, then slid them into his mouth, letting her watch him suck her wetness from his fingers, letting her see how much enjoyed the taste of her pussy. “Oh fuck, that’s so hot.”

“So you are you,” he said, knowing it was cheesy as fuck, but undeniably true. She was so fucking hot, he could barely stand it, and he knew he had only one mission and it would be his honour.

He ran his hands over her thighs and cupped her ass, digging his fingers in as he stood, lifting her into the air. She whooped with surprise and wrapped her arms and legs around him, holding him tightly as he effortlessly held her petite frame in front of him.

She pulled herself close to him, pressing her wet nipples to his chest, her breathing heavy in his ear.

“Where are we going?” she asked as he carried her through the apartment.

“It would be rude not to give my guest a tour of the apartment,” he said.

“So rude,” she agreed.

“Starting with the bedroom.”

He pushed the bedroom door open with his foot and carried her into the dark room, tossing her onto the bed. She laughed as she bounced effortlessly into place and he went to turn the lights on and close the door.

He looked at her, her pink dress pulled around her waist, her long smooth legs stretched out on the bed, her perfect breasts, with their large, dark nipples, rising and falling with her breath. He walked towards her, undoing his trousers and slipping them off as he crawled onto the bed, kissing up her body until his lips met hers. She moaned and wrapped her legs around him, pulling him close, his boxers and her panties the only things between his cock and her pussy. Even then, he could feel the heat of her on his cock.

“Mmm,” she moaned in between kisses, “I taste so good.” She kissed him harder. He kissed her back, sliding his tongue into her mouth, feeling hers caressing him, then pulled back, kissing down her naked body, hands sliding over her skin, cupping her breasts as he moved further down, his hands sliding into the sides of her dress and sliding it further down, clearing a path for his lips. She moaned and wriggled her petite body, helping him slide her dress down over her hips, as he slipped off the bed and onto his knees, pulling the dress down over her legs.

He placed the dress carefully on the floor and ran his hands up her legs, feeling their softness, kissing her shins as he looked up over her perfect body. She was like a blonde angel, hair flowing over his pillow as she lay there, hands kneading her breasts, pert nipples poking through her fingers, only her pink panties stopping her from being completely naked.

For now, at least.

He kissed up her legs, stroking them as he moved, parting them gently as he travelled further between them. She moaned as he moved his mouth from one leg to the other, kissing her knees then moving inwards, his lips making their way up her inner thighs. She wriggled and squirmed as he kissed the sensitive area, the scent of her body rising as he moved further up.

He took a moment to gaze upon her lips, outlined underneath the wet fabric, and kissed them. She moaned, bucking her hips as his lips moved over her underwear, his nose brushing against her clit underneath.

She brought her legs up onto his shoulders, wrapping them around him as he kissed between her legs.

He had been planning to peel them off, to strip her completely naked before his next move, but feeling how tightly she had him in between her legs, he had no desire to move. Instead, he slid two fingers underneath the waistband of her underwear and moved them gently along underneath, pulling the thin material away from her body, moving his fingers down until he gently peeled her panties from her wet lips, causing her to gasp and her legs to tighten, then pulled them to the side.

Her slit was glorious, slick with desire, her dark lips swollen, her entire area waxed smooth. He wasn’t opposed to a bit of pubic hair, but he loved how his tongue slid between those freshly waxed lips, lubricated by pure desire. The only thing he had wondered was if she was a natural blonde. He doubted it, but it was always fun to find out.

Never mind, he thought to himself, there was plenty of time to find out more about her later. The only thing he needed to find out now precisely how she liked to have her pussy eaten, a task he was curious about himself.

She rocked her hips gently as he kissed her exposed pussy for the first time, feeling her wet heat coating his lips, then his tongue as he gently ran it up over her. The taste of her flooded his mouth, causing his cock to throb. He did it again, slowly, seeing just how she liked it. Then, feeling she was responding well, sped up.

She let out a moan as she rocked her hips on the bed, moving herself faster against his tongue, causing him to speed up, pressing his tongue deeper between her lips. He tightened his grip on her thighs, holding her steady as she squeezed him more firmly, her back arching as her body rose and fell with every lap of his tongue.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, her fingers digging deeper into her breasts, squeezing them tightly as she rubbed herself faster against his face. “Oh fuck yes!” she cried, losing any sense of modesty she might have had as he flicked his tongue over her clit and began moving around it in small circles. He watched her rocking on the bed as his tongue pleasured her, feeling her wetness on his face, running down his chin and onto the sheets.

“Oh, good boy,” she moaned, her hand sliding down her body and into his hair, taking hold, “suck my clit, just like that.” He kept going, his lips wrapped around her clit, sucking at her rhythmically as his tongue continued to work her into more and more of a frenzy. “Make me cum like the dumb blonde slut I am.”

He kept sucking, the thought of her taking on the persona of a girly girl, all blonde hair and pink dresses, all part of a secret fetish to get fucked like a college cheerleader, making his cock ache.

If that’s how she wanted it, that’s how she’d get it.

But first, he wanted to make her cum like she’d never cum before.

So, he slipped his hand from around her thigh, missing the feel of her soft skin as soon as it was gone, and slid his arm underneath himself.

“Oh please,” she begged, as she felt the tips of his fingers teasing her wet entrance, “I want to feel you inside me again!” It wasn’t quite how he wanted to be inside her, but he was certainly happy to oblige, slowly pushing two fingers into her wet entrance, feeling her pussy contracting against them as he slowly worked them once more into her body, then began moving them in and out as he once again stroked her there.

“How can you do th–aaah!” she cried, her body shaking as he used his mouth and fingers to devastating effect, fingerfucking her as he stroked her g-spot, his mouth sucking and licking at her clit at the same time.

He couldn’t deny that he felt so powerful laying between her legs, having them wrapped around him so tightly, so desperate was she for him to stay in place, to feel her rocking her entire body, rubbing herself forcefully against him, losing control as he used his fingers and mouth to fuck her so intensely that she could no longer form words.

Still, it wasn’t enough. He wanted to make her cum, hard. He knew he was close, she was so fucking wet his finger slipped in and out of her with ease, his hand and face dripping with her desire, her scent driving him mad. She rocked her hips with a furious intensity as her grip on his hair tightened, a sure sight she was getting close. So he kept on doing what he was doing, sucking and licking and fingerfucking her glorious pussy, servicing her as she deserved to be serviced.

He listened as her breathing sharpened, her moans turning into grunts, her body shaking faster, trembling at the sensations he was sending through her, bringing her closer and closer to the climax he had promised her and fully intended to deliver.

His cock was so fucking hard underneath him and her pussy was so fucking wet. All he wanted to do was to sit up, pull her tight body towards him and fuck her brains out, feeling her cum all over his cock as her orgasm finally peaked, and then keep fucking her until he unloaded deep inside her quivering body.

But this wasn’t some video on the internet. He knew the last thing he should do was change absolutely anything. She was so close and all he had to do was to keep going exactly as he was, giving her the time and space to finish, which she so desperately craved.

“I’m so,” she gasped as he continued to work her clit, his fingers sliding in and out of her, “oh god yes, I’m so fucking close!”

He kept going, feeling her getting closer and closer, her actions getting sharper and sharper until she finally came.

“Oh fuck!” she cried, pushing her ass into the air, thrusting her hips up and down wildly, forcing him to hold her tighter just to keep on, “What the fuck!” She screamed as she came, one hand gripping his hair, the other clinging to the bedsheets, her big tits bouncing as her body shook and writhed on the bed, the pleasure almost too much for her to take. Still, he kept going, pushing her further and further, letting her dictate how long her orgasm lasted, letting her ride his face and fingers for as long as she could, letting her get off to the full extent she was capable.

It wasn’t easy as she got wilder, bucking like an animal, trying to throw him off, but holding him in place at the same time, her body both shaken by, and desperate for, the sensations raging inside of her, threatening to tear her apart, until finally, with a deep sigh, they subsided.

She let go of his hair and unwrapped her legs from around his head, his fingers sliding out of her as she curled up in a ball, her knees pulled into her chest, shaking and shivering on the bed, twitching as the post-orgasm waves ran over her.

He crawled up onto the bed and lay behind her, wrapping his arm around her and holding her gently, her body shaking as she got used to his touch.

“What did you do to me?” she whispered.

“Exactly what you asked me to do,” he replied, gently stroking her hair from her face and kissing her cheek. She shivered again and pressed her body back into him, so he held her more tightly.

“That was…” she began, “that was…”

“Yeah,” he said, softly, “it was.”

She laughed raggedly, her breathing still shaky.

“It was,” she confirmed.

It felt comfortable there and then, right.

Sure, his hard cock was throbbing and pressed into her ass, but holding her like that felt like something he could do all night.

“I don’t know how I’m going to top that,” she whispered.

“You don’t need to,” he began, before she turned and kissed him, reaching back with one hand and stroking his wet cheek.

“Yes,” she said, looking into his eyes, “I do.” She rolled on the bed, turning to face him, kissing his pussy-soaked lips, moaning as she tasted herself on him as she had before, only more intensely.

She moaned and rocked against him, her hand sliding down and taking hold of his cock through his boxers, working him slowly as she savoured the taste of her pussy on his lips.

She sat up and looked at him, her pink tongue sliding across her face as she licked her juices from him, then leaned back down and kissed his chest, moving further down, her soft breasts rubbing against his body as she slid down, rubbing over his cock as she moved down to his stomach, then dropped to her knees, her fingers hooked into the sides of his boxers, looking at him as he watched her pulling them down, his cock springing free, thrust into the air as he lifted his ass to help her pull them off, them sliding down his legs, leaving him completely naked.

She looked up at him from the edge of the bed, raising herself up on her knees and kissing the tip of his cock. She took it in her hand and began to stroke it slowly, spreading his precum across the tip, moaning softly as she sped up, working him faster.

He watched as she worked him, eyes hungry with desire, then moaned as she opened her fingers and licked the underside of his cock, running her tongue slowly up his shaft and over the tip, leaving a trail of warm saliva behind. She kissed the tip, causing him to twitch, then stuck out her tongue and began to slowly move in circles over it, licking up his precum as she coated it with her saliva.

He watched her as she watched him with wide eyes, tongue moving slowly and deliberately before taking him between her lips, licking around it as the warmth of her mouth enveloped the tip. He moaned, pushing his hips up and she slid her lips further down his cock, then began moving slowly up and down, one hand holding the base of his cock, the other cupping his balls.

She loosened the grip of her lips, letting her warm saliva run down his shaft, coating him. He moaned softly as he felt it trickling down his shaft, then moaned loudly as she slid her lips down him once again, all the way this time, pressing the tip of his cock into the back of her throat as she wrapped her lips around the hilt. He could feel the muscles in her neck contracting, massaging the tip of his cock as she swallowed.

Slowly, she slid her lips back up his shaft, letting his cock fall out of her mouth as she breathed deeply, her lips shiny, a drop of saliva resting on her chin. She licked her lips and wiped her chin with the back of her hand, then leaned forward and kissed the tip of his cock.

He sat up on his arms and watched as she stood, her body perfect. She slid her thumbs into the side of her pink panties and turned away, wiggling her hips as she slid them down, bending over as she exposed her perfect ass and pussy, letting out a soft moan as she peeled them from her wet slit, and dropped them to the floor.

Any hint of shyness seemed to have disappeared and she turned and crawled back onto the bed, her large breasts hanging down, brushing against his hard cock and up his body, pressing against his chest as she leaned in and kissed him, moaning into his mouth as she rubbed her wet, smooth slit across his wet cock.

He moaned, bucking his hips, feeling her petite body on top of him, moving with ease, reacting to his every touch as he ran his hands over her naked body, down her back and cupped her ass.

She felt so good on top of him, her pussy so warm against his cock he could have let her rub her lips over him until he came, shooting his load between them, covering both their stomachs as she moved on top of him. But he needed to be inside her.

She stroked his face with one hand and slid it down his body, in between them and took hold of his cock. She kissed him hard as she pushed her hips up and guided him towards her entrance. She moaned as he pressed the tip into her tight entrance.

He gripped her ass harder, but let her set the pace as she moved up and down, pushing herself further onto his cock as her tight body adjusted to accommodate him.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he moaned, desperate to be fully inside of her.

“You’re so fucking big,” she replied, kissing him harder as she rocked faster, pushing herself further down each time until he was fully inside of her. “Oh fuck,” she moaned, holding him there, rocking her hips as she pulled him around inside her, getting used to being filled by him. Then, slowly, she rose back up, sliding him almost all of the way out of her and all the way back in. She gasped as he filled her again, then repeated the movement, riding him slowly at first, but getting faster and faster until she was bouncing on his cock, his hands on her ass helping her move up and down.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as bounced up and down on his cock, throwing her ass back, her wetness dripping down his balls, her hands pressing into his chest, her fingernails digging into the skin.

She pushed herself upright, her hands on his stomach, bouncing on his cock as he watched her perfect body moving, glistening with sweat, her big tits bouncing as she rode him.

He began to rock his hips underneath her, his hands moving from her ass and up her slim body to her breasts, causing her to moan. She ran her hands up her body, over his hands, squeezing his fingers harder into her breasts and then continued up, running them through her long blonde hair, before tossing it back and forth as she shook her head with pleasure.

His eyes devoured her body, perfect in every way, moving down from her beautiful face, eyes closed with concentration as she rode his cock, down her perfect breasts and her slim waist, to her perfectly smooth slit, shining with desire as she fully took his cock deep into her body. He could feel himself getting close. The feel of her body as she rode him was incredible, the look of pleasure on her face, a close second, the moans as she took him all the way inside her, the icing on the cake.

He held back, tensing, prolonging the feeling, letting her ride him for as long as he could stand it.

“Oh god,” he moaned, “you feel so good. I’m going to cum.”

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “that’s right. I want you to cum. Cum for me. I want to feel you cum deep inside of me.” She rode him even faster, her breathing ragged as she drove him closer and closer to the edge.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, “I’m cumming.”

“Oh yes, cum for me, cum for me, please.”

He moaned as he came, thrusting deep into her as he painted her walls, shooting thick ropes into her perfectly-waxed pussy as she bounced on his cock.

“I can feel you cumming,” she gasped, breathless, “give me more.” She leaned forward, hands on his chest as she continued riding him rapidly, as he pumped his load into her, her tight pussy sliding up and down his shaft.

He moaned as she lowered herself fully onto him, rocking her hips, pulling him in every direction as he coated every inch of her insides with his seed.

She kept going, her wetness rising as she took his semen into her, her walls fluttering as she started to cum on his cock, moaning and gasping as his hard cock twitched inside her until they were both finished.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, collapsing on his chest, breathing heavily, his cock still fully inside of her. “Oh my fucking god.”

He held her, feeling her body shake from the aftershocks, stroking her soft hair as she lay on top of him, her warm body so comfortable right there.

“That was incredible,” he said.

“Really?”

“Really.”

He kissed the top of her head, holding her as they lay there, completely satisfied.


Chapter Three

“I look such a mess.”

Ha-yoon ran her fingers through her long hair again, trying to straighten it out without much luck. She was back in her tight-fitting pink skirt, which was creased from their earlier activities. Her lipstick was almost all gone (shared between his lips and his cock) and her make-up had smudged from sweating as she rode him furiously.

Still, from where he was lying in bed, she had never looked better, and he had no qualms about telling her so.

“Aww, you’re so sweet,” she said, looking at him for a moment, before returning her gaze to the mirror, “but I look like a slut.” She turned to him. “Don’t even.”

He held his hands up, conceding the point.

Make me cum like the dumb blonde slut I am.

Those were her words, not his. He had just done what he was told.

“But,” she said, eyes locked on her reflection, “you did.”

“Just being neighbourly,” he replied, smiling.

“Yes, well,” she said, giving up trying to hide the fact they’d just fucked like animals, and walked over to the side of the bed, “when they see me looking like this, they’re going to know just how neighbourly you were.”

“Is that a problem?” he asked, thinking back to Seo-yun’s earlier visit and their neighbourly interactions.

“No,” she said, “I just like to be neighbourly in private.” She leaned in and kissed him. “Is that a problem?”

“Not at all,” he said.

“Good,” she said, kissing him again.

He felt his body stirring and reached for her, stroking her beautiful face as her tongue met with his.

“Oh, I can’t,” she said, bolting up suddenly. “If I do, I’ll never leave.”

“That’s fine by me,” he said, “I’m always happy to entertain my neighbours.”

“And very entertaining you were too,” she said, giving him a quick peck on the lips before heading for the bedroom door, her hips swaying with every step.

As she left the room, he jumped out of bed and pulled on his boxers, following her out into the rest of the apartment. He watched from the doorway as she bent over to pick up her shoes, giving a perfect view of her ass and her underwear, still damp from her arousal. She tried to put on one, stumbling and falling onto the couch.

“Allow me,” he said, walking across the room and taking one of the shoes.

“Such a gentleman,” she said, stretching out one of her long legs, allowing him to put her shoe on, his fingers tracing her ankle, then up over her calf. She stretched out her other leg and he began to caress that too, until she held out her other shoe and he put that on her dainty foot.

She moaned softly as he kissed and stroked her legs, eager to part them and taste her again.

“I really have to go,” she said, making no effort to leave.

“Ok,” she said, making no effort to get out of her way, his mouth moving up her thighs as her legs parted for him once more.


Chapter Four

“Now I really have to go,” she said, standing up, her legs unsteady as she tried to balance. “That was so good though.”

“My pleasure,” he said, the taste of her fresh on his lips.

“The pleasure was all mine,” she said, pressing herself into him and kissing him long and hard, tasting her on his lips once again. “But now I owe you one.”

“Just one?”

“For now,” she said, smiling. She kissed him softly and headed for the front door, her heels clicking steadily with each step.

“Welcome to the building,” he said as she opened the front door, looking back at him one last time.”

“Thank you,” she said, “it was quite the introduction.” She flashed him one final smile and closed the door behind her.

Yes, he thought to himself as he licked his lips, quite the introduction. And as he headed back to bed for a well-earned rest, he couldn’t help but wonder if Eun-Ji would come knocking at his door, looking to introduce herself in the same manner her roommates had.

There was no way for him to know, but he certainly had a feeling she might very well end up doing just that.


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 armrests 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.


Book Four:

The Performance


Chapter One

Mark collapsed onto the sofa, his loosened tie hanging limply around his neck, his shirt unbuttoned at the collar.

It was already getting dark and all he wanted to do was sit there and sleep until morning. But he knew he wasn’t at the kind of age where sleeping on the couch in your clothes was in any way a good idea. He could already feel the aches and pains as he woke up in the morning, neck sore, body itchy from being constrained in his work clothes all night.

He sighed as he used the last of his energy to kick off his shoes, wincing at the thought of damaging them by forcing them off without undoing the laces, but too tired to reach down and take them off properly.

His feet throbbed as he curled and uncurled his toes as he tried to muster up the energy to just think about getting up, showering and going to bed. Sure, it wasn’t late late, but it wasn’t early early either, and this wasn’t the first late night after an early morning.

His eyelids sank down and felt too heavy to lift as spreadsheets and charts and needlessly rambling emails flashed passed his eyes. He was briefly reminded of how he used to see the same sort of thing when he was a kid, playing Tetris for too long so that the shapes were burnt into his mind. But that thought, both amusing and comforting, was swiftly swept away by thoughts of work even as he tried to banish them.

It had become non-stop since they had caught their new client. A big fish with big demands, it had been a struggle to get them on the line and to, with some not inconsiderable effort, to reel them in.

He had expected things to go a bit smoother when they finally signed, but if anything they got worse. Every day was a new demand, a new struggle, a new challenge. The big fish refused to keep flapping on the deck, threatening to knock everyone overboard.

And on top of all of that, there was the other work he had allowed to pile up over the last couple of weeks. To be fair, that wasn’t entirely his fault. He hadn’t arranged for his new neighbours to be three stunning Korean women who seemed to be enamoured with him. Nor did he have any involvement in one of them joining his firm and being put under his supervision as she got used to the new environment.

Even when he tried to sit and focus on his work, the scene kept rushing back to him. There she was, Eun-Ji, her naked body spread across his desk, perfect in every way, waiting for him.

How was anyone supposed to get any sort of work done with that running through his brain?

He could still see her on the desk, feel the warmth of her skin as he pressed himself against her, kissing her, the taste of her lips, the scent of her body rushing to assault his senses. It was like he was there all over again.

It had been an intense experience, better than he could have possibly imagined (and he had imagined it a lot! Yet the reality was that he had hardly seen her since that first day, her first day.

They had both been so busy that, despite his role as her office guide, their paths had barely crossed. This, he suspected, was not an accident. When they were together, it was as if the space was electrically charged, the air buzzed with energy and it was all he could do to keep his hands off of her, to not push her up against the wall and taste her sweet lips yet again, to feel her warm tongue pressing into his mouth as his hands slid up her body. He was sure she felt the same. That look in her eyes, the one that told him she needed him to take her, to bend her over and –

BANG. BANG. BANG.

Mark just about jumped out of his skin as the thuds on the door shook him out of his daydream. He panicked for a moment, the fear of getting caught with Eun-Ji bent over his desk shaking him as hard as the fist shook the door.

But as he looked at the door and waited for his boss to walk in, he remembered he was at home, his latest tryst with Eun-Ji nothing but the sweetest of dreams.

BANG. BANG. BANG.

He looked at the door for a moment, mind still a fog. He wasn’t expecting any visitors, certainly not any who knocked like that. He wondered if it was some kind of intruder, but of course, they wouldn’t know.

He got up and walked to the door, wishing he had a peephole. It was too late and he was too tired to be dealing with whatever this was. Perhaps an overworked delivery guy in a rush, perhaps a jilted lover who had the wrong apartment. Perhaps a jilted lover who had the right apartment.

He realised then that he didn’t really know anything about his neighbours, and yet had slept with all three of them. They were beautiful and fun and a pleasure to be around, so it only stood to reason that this trio of women in their early twenties had previous lovers and admirers, right? Looking at them it wouldn’t be difficult to imagine someone becoming obsessed with one or all of them, like he had when he met them for the first time.

BANG. BANG. BANG.

“I know you’re in there.”

His heart jumped, not at the third bang, which he had been expecting, but at the voice behind the aggressively spoken words.

“Hi, Seo-yun,” he said as he opened the door and put on his best calm face, “what’s up?”

“It’s an emergency,” she said, pushing right past him and into his apartment.

“Please,” he said, waving his arm in a welcoming gesture, “come on in. Make yourself at home.”

His hand moved to his tired eyes, rubbing them as the thudding on the door seemed to continue in his brain. It took him a moment to realise it wasn’t the door making the noise, but rather it was her heavy, knee-high black boots thudding on the floor as she marched across the room.

He looked towards her as his bleary vision once again returned to focus. She was wearing a black ruffled dress, her pale thighs criss-crossed by fishnet stockings which disappeared into her boots. She had on a black corset, fastened tightly around her, making her slim waist look even slimmer. Her shoulders and arms were bare, her short jet-black hair bobbing as she marched through the apartment.

“What are you doing?” he asked, as he watched her reaching up for his guitar which was mounted on the wall.

“I told you,” she said, as she took the guitar from the wall and turned to face him, “it’s an emergency.”

She held the guitar to her body, the neck of the instrument pressed between her breasts, which were threatening to spill out from the tight-fitting corset.

“A guitar emergency?” he said, trying not to stare.

“Yes,” she said, rolling her eyes, and going to move past him, “it’s a guitar emergency.”

Her face was paler with her make-up, her eyes dark with thick eyeliner and mascara. She’d clearly spent a lot of time perfecting her sultry, gothic bitch look, so it couldn’t have been that much of an emergency.

He closed the apartment door and stood in front of it, blocking her path as she stopped right in front of him.

“What the fuck?!” she exclaimed, shocked at his audacity. How dare he stop her walking into his apartment and taking his guitar?

“You can’t just walk into my apartment and take whatever you want,” he said.

“I don’t recall you complaining the last time I came and took what I wanted,” she said, moving closer.

His mind raced back to her first visit, the one where she had popped around to say ‘thank you’, by fucking his brains out.

“I don’t recall you trying to take my stuff either.”

“I think you’ll find I took,” she purred, her eyes wide as she pressed herself closer to him. “Oh fuck sake,” she said, moving back when she realised he wasn’t buying it, “I don’t have time for this.”

“Time for what?”

“I’ll bring it back.”

“You’re not taking it anywhere, until I have an explanation.”

“Does it matter?”

“When it’s my guitar? Yes.”

She sighed and rolled her eyes.

“Alright,” she said, eyes closed as if preparing to give away her darkest secrets, “I have a gig.”

“A gig.”

“Yes,” she said. She looked at him a moment and saw he wasn’t moving. “Alright, it’s an open mic, and I can’t use my guitar because well… I haven’t got one.”

“Seems a bit of an oversight.”

“It’s not an oversight when there’s a perfectly good guitar right here, which, incidentally, you never play.”

“You don’t know I don’t –”

“I know.”

Mark stared at her. He had no idea how she knew, but she did. He thought back to that first night and how Seo-yun had played his guitar with a beauty and delicacy he had not expected. As much as he hated to admit it, she had a skill and precision for the instrument that far surpassed his own mediocre talents. He knew the instrument was in safe hands, as long as it stayed in hers.

“Fine,” he said, “but I’m coming along.”

“What? No!” she exclaimed, her dark-lined eyes widening in fear.

“I’m not letting a virtual stranger take my guitar to god knows where without me.”

She stood there a moment, processing what he was saying. She knew it was bullshit, knew there was more to it than that. But she also knew she had no choice. She held the guitar closer to her body, the neck pressed between her breasts, her fingers tightening around the neck.

“Fine,” she said, finally and releasing a sigh, “but you sit at the back and you don’t make a sound.”

“Fine by me,” he said. “There’s a case in the bedroom, I’ll pack it away.” He held out his hand and, with reluctance, she handed the guitar to him.

“Alright,” she said as he walked towards the bedroom, “but hurry up.”

“I’ll be as quick as I can.”

“And go change whilst you’re at it.” He could feel her eyes on his back, evaluating his creased suit that screamed ‘normie’. “I have my reputation to protect.”


Chapter Two

Mark thought about asking Seo-yun precisely what her ‘reputation’ was, but thought better of it. She was far too stressed for that kind of joke and with those boots on, he couldn’t be certain his balls would survive her wrath. Still, he couldn’t pretend being accosted by a hot, bad-tempered goth bitch didn’t hold at least some appeal for him.

“Would you hurry up in there?” barked Seo-yun, as she banged on the bathroom door. “You’re going to make us late!”

“Nearly done,” he shouted back, trying to ignore the twitching of his cock as she berated him.

“God,” she shouted, “I knew I should have just taken it while you weren’t here.”

“You can’t just break into my apartment and take my stuff!”

“I can,” she replied, simply.

“But you shouldn’t!”

“It’s fine,” she insisted, “I would have left a note, probably.”

He was trying to work out whether or not she was joking, but his thought process was disturbed when the hot stream from the shower turned icy cold.

“Jesus!” he cried, jumping out of the shower and wiping himself with a towel before wrapping it around his waist and throwing open the bathroom door. “What the fuck?”

You finished with your shower now?” asked Seo-yun, who was now standing in the kitchen area, the hot water tap of the sink running at full power.

“You know, what I think I am.”

“Finally,” she said, turning off the kitchen tap. She eyed his damp body for a moment, and Mark wondered whether they would make it out of the apartment at all.

“Hurry up!” she said, clapping her hands together and breaking him out of his fantasy. “We’ve got to get this show on the road!”

*

“Remind me why I’m the one carrying the guitar to your gig?” Mark asked as they walked down a darkening alleyway that looked like the sort of place he’d expect to get murdered in.

His guitar was in its hardshell carry case and he was in a more casual t-shirt and jeans getup. He tried to stifle a yawn, knowing it would only invite mockery from Seo-yun. He thought back to the days when going out to a club at this time of night would have seemed early!

That was a long time ago though and now he much preferred to be settled for the night by now. But as he followed Seo-yun, he felt a surge of youthful energy that came from the potential of an evening yet to be explored.

“Every musician needs a roadie,” said Seo-yun, turning quickly on her heels and he barely managed to stop before he walked straight into her, his tired state delaying his reaction time substantially. But if she noticed, she made no indication. Her eyes were focused on him, her expression completely serious. “Besides,” she continued, “we both know you would never trust me with anything so precious as your guitar, because you never know what I’m going to do next.” Her expression stayed the same, but he was sure there was a new glint in her eye.

“Fair point,” he said, the guitar suddenly not seeming quite so heavy in his hand. “Lead the way, boss.”

He expected her to turn and walk. Instead, she grabbed the front of his t-shirt and swung him, pushing his back against the wall and knocking the wind out of him as his guitar swung outwards.

She pressed her body tight against him, her lips warm on his, her tongue sliding effortlessly into his mouth as she kissed him hard, her fingers digging into his chest through his t-shirt. He tried to catch his breath, but his body only wanted to focus on her. She slid a leg in between his, her stockinged-thigh rubbing against his crotch as his closed hand rested on the back of her ruffled dress, pulling her closer as the hard guitar case pressed against the back of her thighs holding her in place.

She moved against him, moaning as she slid her hands up underneath his t-shirt, her nails dragging across his chest as she rubbed herself faster against his hardening cock.

Then, just as quickly as it had started, it stopped.

Mark stood there in amazement, his heart racing and his cock throbbing, watching as she resumed striding down the alleyway, the guitar case now in her hand. He touched his chest through his t-shirt, the skin burning where her nails had no doubt left their imprint, leaving no doubt in his mind that he hadn’t just imagined the whole thing.

She stopped and turned to look at him, still leaning against the wall as if she was still pressing him into it.

“You coming?” she asked, looking at him impatiently, as if he’d stopped in the middle of the alleyway for no reason other than to annoy her.

“Err, yeah,” he said as he cleared his throat and walked towards her, straightening his t-shirt and running his hands over his jeans.

“Is that how you treat all your roadies?” he asked, trying to seem as casual as possible as he chased after her down the alley.

“Roadie, groupie, same difference,” she said, shrugging. She stopped and turned suddenly, nearly causing him to trip as he again tried not to crash into her, a sight he felt she enjoyed a bit too much. “And as long as they do what I want,” she said, pressing herself into him once again, “then yeah.”

Her lips moved close to his and as he leaned in, she turned and walked away, leaving him standing there once again. As he watched her walking away again, he realised he was once again holding the guitar case.


Chapter Three

It was dark and dingy and smelled of stale beer and sweat. He had barely taken a step inside when he felt the soles of his shoes sticking to the floor, the slight tension between the two surfaces like worn-out velcro.

He stopped in his tracks, a thousand half-forgotten memories rose up from deep within him as the door swung closed behind him, the lighting from outside disappearing, dimming the place even further.

“Don’t worry,” said Seo-yun, looking back over her shoulder, which looked paler than ever in the dull light, “I’ll keep you safe.”

She gave him a half-smile, half-smirk and strode deeper into the bar. He watched, basking in the glow of her confidence and cockiness, the kind that only comes from being in your twenties with a whole life ahead of you and nothing to lose. He remembered that feeling too, though it had been a long time since he had actually felt it. But now, being in a place like this, with a woman like that, he felt the flicker of old feelings begin to ignite and for a moment thought he might actually travel back in time and become that invincible twenty-something again.

“Two cokes,” said Seo-yun to the bartender as she hopped up onto one of the stools in front of the bar.

“Whisky in those?” he asked as he wiped a pint glass with a dirty-looking rag. Mark wasn’t sure it was making the glass any cleaner, but it certainly added to the vibe of the place. As did the bartender. Even from a distance, he towered over Mark, who was hardly short himself, his frame burly, his arms tattooed, his rugged beard surprisingly neat.

“Not tonight,” she said, “I’m babysitting.” She rolled her eyes and the bartender let out a small grunt of a laugh, acknowledging the truth of the comment without even so much as a glance in Mark’s direction.

“Coming right up,” said the bartender, who proceeded to get two coke bottles from the fridge, before popping the caps with a practised ease and placing them on the bar.

“You playing?” he asked Seo-yun before looking at Mark for the first time, his eyes briefly glancing down to the guitar case in his hand.

“I’m playing,” said Seo-yun, the faintest hint of nerves in her voice, “he’s paying.”

The bartender laughed again.

Mark balanced the guitar case on the bar between him and Seo-yun, who placed a hand on it to keep it steady, as he took out his wallet and paid for the cokes.

Once he heard the familiar sound of the card accepted beep, he put his wallet away and sat on the stool next to Seo-yun.

“Thanks,” he said, as he placed his hand on the guitar case and leaned it slightly towards him, making it easier for him to catch if it should fall for some reason.

“No problem,” she replied, her hand still on the case, their fingers touching for a moment.

“Here you go,” said the bartender, placing two glasses with ice on the bar in front of them.

“Thanks,” said Seo-yun, offering the barman a smile, who offered one back before moving to the other side of the bar.

Seo-yun picked up her bottle and poured it into her glass, tipping it at an angle. Mark did the same. The glass was cold and the water ran over his fingers, a sensation he found pleasing in the stifling air of the dimly-lit, poorly-ventilated club.

“Cheers,” said Seo-yun, taking him by surprise. She had been so standoffish all night so the last thing he was expecting was for her to offer up a toast.

“Err, cheers,” he replied, clinking his glass against the one she held aloft.

He leaned closer to the bar, instantly regretting placing his elbow on the sticky surface. It was a rookie mistake, one he would never have made in his youth, but he was a bit rusty at this, at all of it.

He looked at her and smiled, as she offered the faintest non-scowl back and then, their eyes locking for a moment until she raised her face to the ceiling and took a long drink of her coke with her eyes closed.

He watched as she tilted her head back, her black hair tickling the tops of her bare shoulders, her constrained chest heaving, her slender neck contracting as she swallowed the dark liquid down.

The chunks of ice clacked in the empty glass as she slammed it down onto the bar and let out a deep sigh.

“You sure there’s only coke in this?” he asked, smiling as he gently swirled his glass causing the ice cubes to clink.

“See for yourself,” she said.

He went to take a sip, but before he could, Seo-yun grabbed the front of his shirt and pulled him close, her other hand holding the guitar out of the way as she pressed her lips to his. He could instantly taste the sweet cola on her lips and as she opened her mouth, he felt her ice-cold tongue slide out and begin massaging the warmth of his.

“See?” she said, pulling back quickly, “I’m completely pure.”

“I’m not sure I would ever describe you as ‘pure’,” he said, then licked his lips, tasting the cola and her sweet mouth. She opened her mouth to respond, but before she could do so, the speakers began to squeal with high-pitched feedback.

“Fuck,” cried Seo-yun, as she clamped her hands to her ears, with Mark quickly following suit. Even the barman, presumably used to this sort of thing, couldn’t help but wince.

“Apologies folks,” came a gruff voice as the feedback faded away, “just a quick reminder to everyone that our open mic session starts in ten minutes.” There was another short burst of feedback, which died away quickly. “Err, we’ve still got a couple of spots available, so if you’re feeling so inclined you can come see me in the staging area and we can sign you up.”

“Alright,” she said, pushing the guitar case towards Mark as she jumped off the barstool, “let’s get this party started.”


Chapter Four

The audience clapped politely as a young woman with an acoustic guitar accidentally knocked the microphone stand, sending another jolt of feedback through the speakers.

“Alright, thank you, Josie,” said Damon, the MC, a lanky-looking man dressed all in black, with a bushy moustache, far less styled than the bartenders. In one hand, he held a battered-looking tablet and with the other flicked across the screen with one finger as Jodie hurried down the steps at the side of the stage and towards the back of the room.

Jodie’s performance hadn’t been the best, with nerves clearly getting to her. But even so, it was clear to Mark that she was a talented singer/songwriter. She just needed a bit more practice playing in front of a crowd, something she was clearly working on.

“Alright then, next up we have,” Damon glanced down at the tablet, “Carl. Put your hands together everybody.” Damon tucked the tablet under his arm and led another round of applause as Carl took to the stage.

Mark tried to glance subtly at Seo-yun. She hadn’t said anything since they had taken their seats in the small back room, which consisted of little more than a stage and a few rows of stackable chairs. The bravado which she had shown when they entered the room had slowly dissipated as the MC rattled through the list of performers, getting ever closer to Seo-yun’s name. And the closer he got, the more he felt the guitar case, which was wedged between his and her legs as they sat next to one another, began to jiggle.

Seo-yun’s eyes were locked on the stage, wide and unblinking.

“What?” she snapped suddenly, turning towards him.

He jolted back with surprise, barely catching the guitar case as it began to topple towards the row of people in front of them.

“Nothing,” he said, “sorry.” He must have been staring, he realised, even though he hadn’t meant to.

He put the guitar case back where it had been and turned, very deliberately, to the stage. He watched as the young man who was now performing, butchered a beloved 60s pop song on an insanely distorted electric guitar, which Mark was fairly sure was out of tune.

“Sorry,” said Seo-yun as she stood up abruptly and pushed past the people sitting on her other side. Mark turned and watched as Seo-yun bolted out of the room.

“Excuse me,” whispered Mark, turning to the woman sitting on his other side, “would you mind watching this for me, for a second?” The woman smiled and nodded her head, then visibly winced as the guy on stage completely missed the high note he was going for.

“Thanks,” he said, handing her the guitar case and rushing out after Seo-yun. He didn’t like leaving the guitar with a stranger, but he knew he had to find her quickly.

By the time he was out of the back room and into the main bar area, she had already disappeared. He rushed out into the street, but she was nowhere to be seen. He had no idea how quick she was, but surely she couldn’t have sprinted fast enough to get out of view, not in those heavy boots?

He walked back into the bar, hoping that he had missed her as she lurked at the bar or in some darkened corner of the room.

“Back there,” said the bartender, nodding towards a corridor at the side of the bar.

“Thanks,” said Mark, moving in the direction given, half-wondering if the glass the guy was ‘cleaning’ was the same one as when he and Seo-yun got there.

He moved down the dark corridor. In the dim light, he could see the walls were lined with ageing posters of events long since passed. Old punk bands and metal acts, alternative comedians and burlesque shows, the newest ones partially covering the older ones, which were yellowing and torn.

At the end of the corridor was a single unmarked door. Well, except for the scratches and dents from years of knocks and collisions.

He knocked gently.

There was no reply.

He knocked again.

Still nothing.

“Seo-yun?” he said, softly, unsure if it was even loud enough to hear through the thick door with the music, as it could be charitably called, echoing down the corridor from the back room.

He wasn’t sure with the noise, but he thought he heard the faintest of clicks, so he tried the door handle. Even though he was fairly certain the door had just been unlocked, he was still surprised when it opened.

He slipped into the small space and closed the door behind him. It was dark in there, but as his eyes adjusted to the light, he gathered it was a small storage room of some sort.

In the darkness, he could see the outline of Seo-yun’s slim frame. She was facing away from him, her shoulders drooped. He stood there a moment, unsure what to do.

“Are you ok?” he asked, instantly regretting it as her shoulders began to shake.

“F-f-fine,” she stammered, her voice on the verge of breaking into sobs. “I jus – I just need a…” She trailed off.

Mark stepped closer to her, an overwhelming desire to hold her rushed through him, the compulsion to comfort and protect her. But even as he thought of doing this, he knew she wouldn’t appreciate such a sudden burst of intimacy. Instead, he reached forward slowly and gently placed his hands on her shoulders. She jumped, clearly unaware that he was so close.

“Sorry,” he said, “I didn’t mean to…”

“It’s ok,” she said, “I didn’t realise – I’ll be fine. You can go now.”

“Ok,” he said, his hands still resting on her soft shoulders.

They stood there, neither of them saying anything, neither of them making any attempt to move.

“I’m not upset,” she said, finally, “I just…”

“Stagefright?” he offered, gently, feeling her bare shoulders shaking under his touch.

“No!” she said, shrugging his hands from her shoulders. “Oh god, it’s so stupid!” she cried. “So fucking stupid!”

“It’s not stupid,” he said, still standing close to her, “it’s perfectly natural.”

“Is it?!” she asked, turning around suddenly, a hardness on her face. Her eyes were bright red and her black mascara ran in dark streaks down her cheeks.

“Yes,” he said, simply.

She looked up at him, her big dark eyes shining with tears. Her hard veneer had cracked and she looked fragile, vulnerable. He wanted to wrap his arms around her and pull her close, to let her sob into his shoulder as he held her tight, letting her feel safe to be vulnerable for once.

But he knew he couldn’t, knew that any attempt in that direction might be taken as a sign of pity and cause her to clam up again, to retreat into her hardened shell. He didn’t think either of them wanted that.

Still, he couldn’t help but reach out to touch her. She flinched as his hand moved slowly towards her face and wiped one of her tears away with his thumb. She flinched slightly, but didn’t pull away, allowing his fingers to gently brush her dark hair from her face and push it behind her ear.

“You’ve got no reason to be nervous,” he said softly as his fingers stroked her soft lobe, “I’ve seen you play and sing. You’re great.”

He thought back to the first time Seo-yun had come over to his apartment, how she had taken his guitar off the wall and sat on the couch, playing and singing with a level of skill that far surpassed his own.

“That was different,” she said, turning her head away.

“Not really,” he said, his hand sliding from her face. “You didn’t know me then, I was just a stranger to you. Just like everyone here. And just like me,” he continued, placing two fingers on her quivering chin and gently turning her to face him again, “none of those people are anywhere near as talented as you are.”

Her eyes were wide, fixed on his. As he gazed at her, his words hanging between them, her expression changed from vulnerable to something else. He was worried for a moment that she was going to shout at him, that he had said something wrong, that he was being patronising. But before the thought had a chance to take root, she put her hands on his chest and pushed him backwards.

He let out a wheeze as his back hit the door, knocking the air out of his lungs. He tried to take a deep breath in but was thwarted as Seo-yun’s mouth pressed against his. It was hard, direct, her tongue wasting no time sliding into his mouth. Her body was pressed against his, pinning him to the solid door as her hands began to tug at his shirt, lifting the front up just enough to allow her hands to slide underneath.

He moaned as he felt the warmth of her soft hands slide up his sides, then groaned as her nails scratched down them, digging into him as they worked their way downwards and inwards until they found his belt buckle. She struggled with it as his hands ran over the back of the hard, tied corset, feeling the cord and leather that wrapped around her body, and pulled her closer.

She moaned as she submitted to his commands, her body rubbing against his as his hands slid down further, over the ruffles over her skirt, which was soft and silky in comparison to the hard materials of the corset. It was also far more accessible and as his hands slid down further, he found the bottom of her stockings, causing her to moan as his fingers traced the soft fabric and her even softer skin, before sliding his hands up the backs of her thighs and cupping her firm ass.

Her fingers finally undid her belt and she pulled her mouth away from his, gasping for breath in the darkness. He could barely see her, but could feel the heat of her body, could sense the tension and desperation in her actions as her hands worked at his jeans button and zipper, tugging his jeans and boxers down to his knees, before pressing her lips against his once again.

He felt the top of her thigh rubbing against his cock, skin and stocking, as his fingers dug into her asscheeks. He moaned as her hand grabbed his cock firmly and began working him impatiently.

She moaned as he slid a hand down her ass and between her thighs, his fingers running over her silky panties, wet and warm with her desire. He slid his finger under the side of the flimsy material, peeling from her wet lips.

She gasped as the tip of his finger slid into her wet entrance, teasing her as she pressed back against it, pushing it deeper inside of her. She kept going, pressing further back as she rocked her hips against his finger, her pussy tightening on his digit as her body tensed.

She reached down with her free hand and pulled up the front of her skirt, his cock still in her other hand, and rubbed his tip against the front of her underwear, moaning as his cock stroked her clit through the thin material.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as she pressed back, his finger deep inside her, then reached back and grabbed his wrist as she pushed her hips forward, pulling his finger out of her. His cock slid between her thighs, the warm fabric rubbing the top of his shaft as she continued to rock her hips. In the darkness, he watched as she directed his hand from between her legs and up to her lips. He felt the warmth of her tongue slowly slide up the underside of his finger, before she took it between her lips, sliding it deeper into her mouth, purring with delight as she enthusiastically sucked her own wetness.

He felt the warmth between her legs growing as she sucked hard on his finger, her thighs tightening on his cock as she rocked her hips. Then she slipped the finger out of her mouth and kissed him hard, her tongue sliding into his mouth, sharing her taste.

“Oww!” he cried as she bit his lip, before her hand pressed against his mouth, muffling her moans. He heard a soft laugh and knew she was feeling wickedly playful.

Well, two can play at that, he thought, but before he could act upon it, she dropped down, crouching before him and pulling his jeans and boxers down around his ankles in one smooth move.

He groaned as he felt her tongue teasing the tip of his cock, her saliva covering the tip, before her tongue slid down the side of his shaft.

“Shh,” she said, as she began to gently massage his balls with her fingers, “otherwise we’ll get caught.”

Mark didn’t give a fuck if they got caught, but then realised that would mean the things she was doing with her mouth would stop, so he bit his lip and stayed silent.

“Good boy,” she said, softly stroking his shaft as she took the tip of his cock in her mouth again. He stifled a moan as her tongue circled the head, her lips gliding gradually further up and down his shaft until he could feel himself pressing into the back of her throat. She held him there, her hand still caressing his balls.

Slowly, she slid her lips back up, the head of his cock resting on her lower lip for a moment before she moved back and let it fall off. She laughed softly as he breathed deeply. He could feel her warm saliva coating every inch of his cock and gasped as she took him in her mouth again, moving her lips up and down him quickly this time, her fingers massaging his balls with more intensity.

“Oh fuck,” he whispered, running his hand over her dark hair, stroking her as she sucked at him, his finger tangling in her black locks. Her lips tightened around his cock and his grip tightened in her hair, and he found himself suddenly guiding her mouth up and down his cock as her hands slid up his thighs and gripped his ass. He moaned as her nails dug into his asscheeks and pulled her closer, sliding her lisp further down his shaft and fucking her throat, her grip tightening on his ass.

He began to move her faster, her head bobbing back and forth as he guided her up and down his cock, his hips thrusting forward as he began to fuck her mouth. He moaned as the two of them moved in perfect harmony, his desire to cum down her throat increasing, of unloading as he held himself deep, the feel of her throat contracting as she gleefully swallowed it all down.

But as good as that sounded, he knew she needed more. After all, they were here for her, not for him.

He fucked her mouth harder and faster, taking himself to the brink of exploding in her mouth, then quickly pulled her back. She gasped for breath as his cock fell out of her mouth, her saliva dripping from the tip of cock to her hand on his balls. He guided her up gently by her hair and kissed her wet lips, his cock sliding under her dress and she began furiously rubbing herself against his hardness, the wetness of her panties competing with the wetness of his cock.

Now, he thought, now’s the time.

She gasped as he took her by surprise, pressing back against her and turning her to the side, pressing her back into the wall, causing what sounded like steel shelving containing a multitude of glass bottles to rattle. He kissed her hard as her hands slid underneath his shirt again. She moaned as he groped her through her corset, her hand moving to her chest, helping to free her breast, crying out with pleasure as he kissed over her bare skin and took her nipple into his mouth. She moaned loudly and he placed his hand over her mouth, muffling her moans as his tongue flicked across her nipple.

She writhed against him, her hand gripping his hair as he continued to suck at her chest. As he did so, his free hand slid down her body and underneath her dress. He tugged at her panties with one hand and reached down and pulled at the other side, until they slid down her legs and sat at the top of her boots. He slid his hand up her leg and between her thighs, causing her to cry into his hand as his finger slid up between her wet lips and began to massage her clit. She rocked her hips as he fingered her, her free hand moving up to her corset and freeing her other breast, her hand in his hair pulling him back and pushing his mouth onto her other nipple. Her knees buckled slightly as she began to suck at her other tit, his finger moving quickly between her legs.

He felt the breath from her nose on his hand, sharp breaths of hot hair, as her chest rose and fell. He kept going, pushing her further and further until she could barely take any more and then pulled back.

“Turn around,” he whispered, watching her getting into position before the words had even left his mouth. He took a step backwards and watched as she bent over, pushing her ass out as she lifted her skirt, presenting herself to him. She spread her legs as wide as she could, the delicate underwear holding her legs too close together.

“Fuck,” she muttered, struggling to pull her legs further apart. He reached down and grabbed the silky black panties, feeling her heat and wetness on the fabric, her desire in the palm of his hand, and tugged at them, ripping them from her body, clenching them in his fist. “Oh fuck,” she cried, spreading her legs further, pressing her ass further back.

He ran a hand over her firm ass, feeling the softness of her skin, then lifted her skirt further and pressed himself inside of her.

“Oh god,” she moaned as he pressed deeply into her, sliding the tip into her wet slit. He groaned as he felt the tightness of her body enveloping his cock, her tight pussy gripping him as he worked his way further and further into her.

She groaned as he pressed himself fully into her, holding himself deep as he reached around and slid his finger, slick from her pussy, into her mouth. She purred as she sucked on it, her tongue licking her own wetness from his finger. Cleaned, he pulled his finger from her mouth and slid his cock out of her, leaving only the tip inside of her body, before thrusting deeply into her once again.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, pressing her ass back as he fucked her, her breathing laboured as the corset squeezed her torso. “More.”

He began to fuck her faster, holding onto her hips, her torn panties still in one hand, her ruffled dress brushing against his body.

He thrust faster and harder into her, her moans growing in the darkness as he pounded her, his cock throbbing at the sound of her pleasure.

“Quiet,” he said, not wanting to get interrupted fucking her tight pussy.

“I can’t,” she said, her voice quivering, “it feels too good.”

He listened out and could hear a lull in the music as the acts in the other room swapped over. It had been covering their sounds partially, but now it had stopped she seemed to be louder than ever.

“Oh yes,” she cried, “just like that.”

He felt his cock twitch inside of her as her pussy tightened on him. It felt so good to hear her moans, but she had to be quiet. So, he leaned forward and took hold of her hair and gently but firmly pulled her hair back. She gasped loudly as he took control of her, then moaned with pleasure as he held the torn panties to her face, inhaling her scent deeply from them and then eagerly taking them into her mouth.

He let go of her hair and she leaned forward again, hanging down, swinging like her freed tits as she threw her ass back even harder. He took hold of her hips again and fucked her harder.

He kept going and then, with a moan, she pressed herself up from her bent-over position, throwing her arm behind him and grabbing onto his neck, moaning as she held on as he fucked her in the upright position, her free hand still on the wall as his slid up the front of her corset and found her freed breasts. She moaned as he grabbed them, caressing them as they moved closer to the wall, until her body was pressed against it. He felt the roughness on the backs of his hands as he held onto her soft breasts, pressing her into the wall from behind as he fucked her, as she held onto him, her moans of pleasure muffled as he took her from behind.

He kept going, her muffled moans getting more intense, her pussy tensing on his cock. He knew she was getting close, they both were.

From the other room, the sound of the next performer bounced down the corridor, muffling their sounds somewhat and he allowed himself a moan as he felt his body tightening, the desire to cum deep inside of her almost overwhelming his self-control.

“Oh fuck,” he whispered in her ear, “I’m going to cum.” She moaned as loudly as she could, her grip on his neck tightening, her nails digging into his skin, pushing him well past the point of no return.

With a grunt, he started to cum. He groaned into her ear as he came, his cock throbbing inside of her as he pounded her tight body, pumping thick ropes into her as she moaned with pleasure, her body eagerly receiving his seed as she began to him. He groaned loudly as her pussy tightened on his cock as he continued to coat her insides, each twitch, each powerful thrust of his cock causing her to cum even harder, which caused him to cum harder still.

He held her there against the wall, her tits in his hands, her warm juices running down his cock as he held himself deep inside of her tight body, thrusting sharply, the two of them cumming harder and harder until finally, they were both finished.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, his body pressed against hers, his cock still deep inside of her, his chin resting on her shoulder as she gently stroked his damp hair.

He turned and kissed her cheek then eased his pressure on her and reached up, gently turning her head by her chin and eased the torn panties out of her mouth. She gasped for breath and turned further to kiss him. Their embrace was softer this time, but no less intense, their bodies still pressed together, his cock still inside of her.

“Next up,” echoed a voice down the corridor, “we have Seo-yun.”

“Guess it’s time for you to show them how it’s done,” he said, kissing her softly and sliding his cock out of her.

“I think,” she said, turning and leaning back against the wall as she tucked her breasts back into her corset, “I just did.”


Chapter Five

“Stage fright?”

“A little,” said Mark, holding the now empty guitar case as he once again took his seat next to the woman in the crowd who had been watching his guitar.

“Well, you’d never tell,” she said, her eyes locked on the stage, “whatever you said, it worked wonders.”

“I just told her to imagine everyone in their underwear,” he said.

“Oh, I’ve done that more than once!” she said, laughing softly.

He offered her a smile and returned his attention to the stage. Seo-yun was there now, playing and singing with confidence, the audience captivated by her aura and skill. He slid his hand into his pocket and felt the soft fabric inside, the ruined panties he had torn off her body. He wrapped his fingers around them, feeling the last of her lingering warmth, watching as she performed on stage without them.

“I want to feel your cum inside of me,” she had said before they left the room at the end of the corridor, “whilst I’m on stage.”

And so there she was, playing and singing her heart out for a captivated audience, his hot cum slowly dribbling out of her body and running down her thigh, all masked by her ruffled dress.

Finally, as she finished performing, the audience clapped and cheered, genuine and heartfelt. And he clapped too, the only one in the crowd who knew this was only her second-best performance of the evening, and the one most desperately hoping for an encore.


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.
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He didn't think there was anything worse than being forty, divorced, and agreeing to a blind date with your best friend's wife's final single friend. But when he's stood up, he realises there's always further to fall.

But his fortunes might be about to turn around when a stunning Chinese woman approaches him at the restaurant bar, and offers an unusual proposition. With nothing better to do and with nothing to lose, he agrees, deciding it is better to spend the time with a beautiful woman than home alone.

As things quickly escalate, he finds that his new dinner companion has a whole host of friends looking for just the sort of entertainment he can provide, on one condition:

He only gets to see them when they meet for the first time.

His Supermodel Harem: The Complete Collection

Life is anything but average when you're surrounded by supermodels...

The definition of "average", Joe's life is transformed when he wins a competition and is whisked away to participate in an "everyman" advertising campaign for a high-end fashion line.

Now, surrounded by a constant parade of stunning Japanese supermodels, he finally gets to experience a life that is anything but average.

From exclusive clubs and VIP rooms to penthouse suites and luxury yacht parties, Joe experiences everything that the glamorous world has to offer, and he doesn't do it alone.

With an ever-increasing entourage of supermodels to guide him through the lifestyles of the rich and famous, he can be sure his life will be changed forever.

His Sorority Harem: The Complete Collection

Get the full college experience, with His Soroity Harem.

When he ditches the laptop for the toolbox, corporate drone-turned-handyman, Noah soon finds his hands full as he deals with a set of very demanding customers; the ladies of Kappa Sigma Psi, an all-Asian Sorority House.

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.

From the tentative first steps to the explosive finale, this experienced handyman will stop at nothing to show these stunning Asian women just how handy he can be.
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