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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.
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Rockstar Harem: Book One - Fall & Rise






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



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

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

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

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

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

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




His Spring Break Harem: The Complete Collection






The complete contemporary MFFF harem series where the holiday of a lifetime creates memories none of them will ever forget...



Forty years old and newly divorced, the last place Josh expects his holiday of a lifetime to take him is Spring Break!

But thanks to a booking mix-up, he finds himself surrounded by the hottest, wildest, and most open-minded women he has ever met!

Journey along with Josh as he gets to know Chiho, Aiko, and Mei, a trio of free-spirited college students whose intimate friendship knows no bounds, as together they show him what Spring Break is really all about.




A Writer’s Harem: The Complete Collection






First, he was struggling for inspiration, but now with five women demanding his attention, he's struggling to find time to write it all down!



Jack needs ideas for his next novel.

So, when an old college friend asks him to watch his lavish city apartment for a few weeks, he jumps at the chance.

But what he doesn't realise is that the luxury apartment comes with three stunning neighbours, and a very dedicated housemaid, all of whom are eager to welcome him to the building and provide him with all the inspiration he needs.

And that's before he is introduced to an avant-garde visual artist, whose interest in him extends far beyond the artistic.

As his relationship with all five women continues to develop, Jack finds himself moving from one tryst to the other, all of which provide ample inspiration for his new book.

If only he had time in between to write it all down!

Can Jack satisfy all five women at the same time and write the next Great Novel, or will his abundance of inspiration be his downfall?

Find out in A Writer's Harem: The Complete Collection.
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