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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 
h

 is 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.
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His Summer Cruise Harem: Overboard




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

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



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



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



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




His Apartment Harem: The Rock Chick






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



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

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

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







Rockstar Harem: Book One - Fall & Rise






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



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

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

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

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

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

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