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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.
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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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