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Chapter One

Frank never got tired of waking up with Chloe, his twenty-one-year old roommate, her warm, soft body wrapped around his. But this morning, something felt different, like something was missing.

It took him a moment, in the bleary-eyed haze of the morning, but he finally realised what was missing.

Ava.

He had fallen asleep with Chloe in one arm and Ava in the other, best friends from college who had somehow become part of his life. He didn’t know how, and was old enough and wise enough to know that when a forty-year-old man suddenly finds himself sleeping with not one, but two, beautiful Japanese college students nearly half his age, he should not ask questions.

Still, he did have one question.

“She had to go home early,” said Chloe, through a sleepy yawn, as she snuggled closer into him. Frank looked at her and wondered for a moment whether he’d asked his question out loud. “Had to change before her morning lecture.”

“She didn’t have a change of clothes?” he asked.

“Not this time,” she said, her hand moving gently over his bare chest. “She hadn’t been planning on staying over.”

“Oh, right,” he said, trying and failing to sound casual.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Nothing,” he said.

“Have we spoiled you?” she asked, looking up at him, her expression serious.

“No,” he said, unsure what she meant.

“Have you gotten used to the idea of being with both of us already?”

“What?”

“Am I,” she said, straddling him beneath the covers, “not enough for you any more?”

“You’re more than enough,” he said, pulling her close and planting soft kisses on her even softer lips. “More than I can handle.”

“That’s not true,” she said, rocking her hips on top of him. “I think you amply demonstrated that last night.”

“That was…” he stumbled, trying to think of the right words. “Intense. I didn’t plan for it to…”

“It was amazing,” she said, moving faster, her body warming up. “You were so powerful. The way you claimed us both, god, it was so hot.” She kissed him harder, slipping her tongue into his mouth, moaning as she thought about him last night, how domineering he had been, how assertive. “It was better than I could have hoped.”

“You were expecting that?” he asked, surprised.

“Not that exactly,” she said. “But I knew we couldn’t tease you all day without some kind of reaction. And we were right.”

Teased him, they had. With her explicit video from the college restroom showing him how much she had missed him, and Ava’s ‘hot goth’ outfit promising such bad things as she left in the morning, they had been swimming around his head all day.

“Is that what you like?” he asked. “Because I’m not sure I…”

“Sometimes,” she said, “I like it when you take control and tell me what to do. I trust you to do it right.”

“But not all the time?”

“No, not all the time,” she said, pushing herself up slightly and looking him in the eye. “Sex is like ice cream. Sometimes you want something exotic like pistachio, and sometimes something comforting like vanilla. And sometimes,” she said, with a grin, “it’s all about the decadent chocolate.”

“And what flavour are you thinking of right now?”

“Something nice and simple, a palette cleanser of sorts after last night’s intense flavours. But a double serving, something we can enjoy together.”

“I’m always happy to share,” he said with a grin.

“Don’t I know it,” she said, leaning in and kissing them, before she climbed off of him; the absence of her warm body on top of him was immediately felt.

“Where are you going?” he asked.

“Just getting you your palette cleanser,” she said, turning around and straddling him once again, this time much higher up as she slid her head beneath the covers and sampled her favourite dessert.

* * *

Thank God it’s Friday.

It had been a long week at work, and Frank was ready to be out of there. It was barely 9 am, but he had already had enough. All he wanted to do was to think about anything other than work.

Just then, Frank’s phone beeped.

It was Ava.

In case u were wondering what i was wearing 2day x

He opened the message and saw an image. Opening it to full screen, he saw it was Ava, standing in front of a mirror in what must be her dorm room.

She had done her long, dark hair and her curls rested gently on her shoulders. She was wearing a light pink top that clung to her large chest and slim waist, and a dangerously short denim skirt that clung to the top of her toned thighs, her long legs bare and smooth, and a pair of simple black strappy shoes with a slight heel, which gave her already incredible legs even more shape.

She looked so soft and feminine, it was hard to believe this was the same woman from the previous night, where her black clothing and heavy makeup gave her a much darker vibe.

Is this more appropriate 4 studying? x

He began to type.

I know I wouldn’t be able to focus on anything else if I saw you wearing that.

She began typing.

R u jealous of all the college boys looking at me as I walk around campus?

He felt himself getting hard as his sense of possessiveness took over.

They can look all they want, but you’re coming home to me tonight.

The three dots danced, but he continued typing.

Bring some clothes.

This weekend, you’re all mine.

The dots stopped. Then restarted.

Yes, sir. You’re the boss.

I’m yours whenever you want me ;)

His thumbs flew over the screen faster than his brain was able to process.

I want you now

Three dots.

U know where 2 find me x


Chapter Two

“Taking another early lunch?” asked Mark, as Frank rushed past his desk.

“Dentist appointment,” said Frank, not stopping.

“A filling?”

“Something like that.”

* * *

I’m on my way x

Frank had texted Ava back immediately, to which she had replied with an address. As he got closer, he realised it was not the address of her dorm, but of a juice bar just off campus. As he walked past the storefront to the door, he could see her through the window, looking like an idealised figure from an advertisement, the kind that only exists in fantasies.

She was perched on a stool by the bar, her feet resting on a stool rung, her long, shapely legs ascending forever upwards, as if to heaven, finally disappearing into her short skirt, which ended high up her glorious thighs, just low enough to cover her ass. She was leaning forward, her back straight, her breasts pressed out prominently. Her juicy lips were wrapped around the tip of a paper straw that sat in a tall, plastic takeaway cup filled with a bright green concoction that looked as healthy as he imagined it tasted.

She looked like the wet dream of every college guy on campus, and if there was any doubt, the table of guys sitting next to the window who were all blatantly checking her out, provided scant-needed confirmation.

As he walked in, he pushed the door just a little too hard, and it banged against the wall as the bell above chimed repeatedly. Yet not a single head turned. It was as if he hadn’t made a sound. She really had captured the attention of the whole room.

As he entered the juice bar, he saw her lean back and laugh softly, her newly-curled hair bouncing gently as she did so. As he got closer, he could see what she was laughing at. It was the college guy on the stool next to her, or more precisely, whatever he had just said. She wasn’t, much to his chagrin, laughing in his face. He knew it, and so did the college guy, who had that unmistakable glint in his eye; the one all guys get when they have only one thing on their mind.

“Hey,” he said, standing behind her, placing one hand on the small of her back. He had never been a jealous guy, but here and now, it was different.

“Sorry, gramps,” said the punk-ass college kid, straightening up on his stool. “We were talking.”

“And now you’re not,” Frank said, his tone harder than he had realised. The kid puffed up his chest, and Frank sized him up, wondering if he was really going to fight this guy half his age, over a woman half his age in a trendy juice bar. I reminded him of something from an old musical, and he half-expected the guy seated by the window to push back their chairs and to burst into an intimidation-through-musical-number choreographed dance routine.

“Oh, boys,” said Ava, as if they were just being silly. “There’s no need for that. This is my new friend, David.”

“Dave,” he corrected her.

“Dave,” she said, as if enjoying how his name sounded in her mouth, which caused Frank’s blood pressure to rise. “Dave, this,” she said, spinning around on her stool to fully face him, and to wrap an arm around Frank’s waist, “is my boyfriend.”

“No fucking way.”

“Yes fucking way,” said Frank, as if asking what are you going to do about it?

“Sorry, Dave,” said Ava. “I told you I was taken.”

“I didn’t think you meant–”

“What can I say? I like older men. They have so much more experience in the areas that matter.”

The young man sized him up, then gave Ava a final once-over, doubtless committing her perfect form to memory for his solo activities tonight.

“Experience?” he scoffed. “He probably can’t even get it up half the time.”

“Oh, he has no problem in that department,” said Ava, slipping off her stool. “But that’s the problem with college guys; always thinking with their cock. There’s more than one way to please a woman, you know. Maybe you should think about finding one of them.”

Dave opened his mouth to say something, but no words came out. With that, Ava interlocked her fingers with Frank’s and led him towards the exit. As he followed behind, he saw the table of college frat boys watching the scene, and was sure he heard the faint sound of clicking signalling a musical interlude was about to break out, but perhaps that was only in his imagination. But what he was sure of, and at which he couldn’t help but smirk, was when he heard one of them mutter under his breath.

“No fucking way…”

* * *

“I hope you’re not mad at me,” said Ava as they walked down the street, hand in hand, her fingers wriggling in his. “I was just being friendly.”

“So was he,” said Frank. “The kind of friendly college guys are to smoking hot college girls.”

“There’s no need to be jealous,” she said, as they kept walking, turning a corner and heading deeper into student territory. “As I said, I’m not into college guys, I’m into older men. They really know how to treat a lady.”

“They do,” he said. “But maybe less of the old?”

“Old-er,” she said, emphasising the final syllable, as she stopped outside the entrance to her dorm block and leaned her back against the brick wall next to the entrance. “Although some might say I’m more than in my rights to call a guy who is twice my age, old.”

“For me to be twice your age,” he said, as she grabbed the edges of his jacket and eased him closer, “I’d have to be forty-two. I’m barely forty.”

“Big difference,” she said, pulling him closer.

“Very big,” he said, his body pressing up against hers, pinning her slim frame to the wall. He felt her smooth thigh slide between his legs, rubbing against his cock through his trousers.

“Very,” she said breathlessly, moaning into his mouth as he leaned in and kissed her, his tongue sliding into her mouth, as his hands felt the hot, soft skin of her midriff as they slid under her top. Then she gasped as his lips left hers and he buried his face in her neck.

“God, you’re so worked up,” she said, her hands gripping his back, as his hands slid up further. “Maybe I should flirt with college guys more often?”

“I thought you only liked older men?” he asked, tasting her soft skin as he inhaled the sweet scent of her perfume and her body.

“But they don’t know that,” she said, as his hands slid up to the underside of her breasts. “Oh god, we need to get upstairs now.” Frank pulled back and let Ava lead him into the building. His cock was throbbing, and he had all but forgotten they hadn’t gotten inside yet. He would have happily fucked her, there and then.

“Maybe I could tease my professors, instead,” she said, leading him quickly up the stairs, effortlessly taking two at a time. “Would you prefer that? To imagine those older men undressing me with their eyes? Wondering what I look like naked?” She pulled him through a door, and they stumbled out of the stairwell and across the corridor, banging into the wall opposite, next to a dorm room door. His hands went to her thighs, feeling her soft skin and toned muscles as they clenched underneath his touch.

“Would you?” he asked, as his lips once again found her neck.

“My professor today was cute,” she said. “I was sitting down front, and I could tell he was trying the whole time not to check me out. Trying not to think about how it would feel to touch me, to have my legs wrapped around him, to take me back to his office and undress me. Trying not to think about what colour underwear I was wearing. But, do you want to know a secret?”

“What’s that?” he asked, as she took him by the wrist and guided his hand down between her legs.

“I’m not wearing any underwear.”

She gasped breathlessly in his ear as his fingers found her hot, wet folds, coating his fingers in her arousal. He pressed her against the wall and kissed her hard as his fingers moved along, eliciting those sweet moans that got him so hard.

Bang.

They both started, snapping back to reality and looking up the corridor. There was, Frank realised, a beautiful woman standing in the corridor with them, staring directly at them. She was tall and slim, wearing nothing but a short towel and slippers, and had a small washbag dangling from her finger. Her features were distinct, but not sharp, and her shoulder-length dyed-blonde hair was slicked back from the shower she had evidently just finished taking, droplets from which dripped from the ends of her hair and ran down over her soft shoulders.

“Oh, hey, Mei,” said Ava, casually. Franked back away from Ava slightly, trying to subtly slide his hand from beneath her skirt without being noticed. “This is Frank.”

“Oh wow,” she said, looking him up and down. “The Frank?”

“Just Frank is fine,” he said, wondering what Ava had told him to elicit that response. As he stood there, hand behind his back, Ava’s hot juices on his fingers, he knew there could be so many things.

“Well, Just Frank,” she said with a grin. “It was nice to meet you. Don’t let me keep you.” She gave him a knowing smile and walked slowly into the dorm room next door to where they were.

“I think we should go somewhere a bit more private,” he said. Ava shrugged mischievously, then unlocked the door next to them and led him inside.


Chapter Three

As soon as they were inside the room, Ava turned and pushed him back into the door, causing it to slam shut behind him, a sound he knew Mei would hear. She kissed him hard, her tongue pressing into his mouth, searching for his, desperation in her movements. He was no different, his hand moving to her ass, hitching up her skirt as one hand caressed her asscheeks and the other slid down between her legs.

Ava whimpered as his fingers found her entrance, hot and wet, and began to tease it. She pressed down, but he lowered his hand the same amount, keeping the pressure just enough to leave her needing more.

He groaned as her thigh rubbed against his cock, and her hands moved up his chest, tugging at his tie, pulling it off and dropping it on the floor, before undoing the top three buttons of his shirt and kissing his exposed chest.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “On the bed.”

“Which one?” He looked over her shoulder at the room as she continued kissing his chest. It was a twin room, with two single beds. Each side of the room was decorated differently, with posters and trinkets and piles of books for different subjects sitting on the floor.

“Your bed,” he said, guiding her backwards across the room, until her legs hit the bed and she fell onto her back.

“How do you know this is my bed?” she asked.

He picked a book from the top of the pile and held it up for her to see. The title read:

Cunnilingus: An Oral History

“Just a little bedtime reading,” she said. “That could be anyone’s.”

“But it isn’t,” he said, dropping it back on the pile of books.

“You interested in giving me a history lesson?” she asked, spreading her long legs, pushing her skirt up, and revealing her slick, neat slit.

“Maybe later,” he said, undoing his trousers, “but right now I need to give you another lesson.”

“You know,” she said, her fingers slowly working her clit, “there’s more than one way to please a woman.”

“I know,” he said, pulling down his boxers and freeing his hard cock. “But I know how to do it this way, too.”

“Fuck,” she moaned, as he took off his blazer and hung it on the chair by her desk, “you really do.” He stepped forward and ran his hands over her smooth legs, then lifted them onto his shoulders, kissing her calves as he stroked them, moving his lips from one leg to the other as Ava continued to finger herself. He moved in closer, pressing her legs up and tightening the angle of her body. Then with one hand, he reached down for his cock and ran the tip up and down her wet lips, groaning as he felt her juices coating him, mixing with the precum that had already formed on the tip.

“You’re so wet,” he groaned.

“It’s your fault,” she moaned, fingers moving faster. “I get so wet when you get jealous.”

“I’m not jealous,” he said, easing the tip into her tight entrance, holding himself there. “Because I know you’re mine.”

“I’m all yours. Show me how I belong to you.”

“Oh fuck!” she cried, as he buried himself to the hilt inside her, in one smooth motion. Frank held himself there for a moment, savouring the feel of her glorious pussy as she held his cock tight, coating his shaft in her juices. She looked incredible as she looked up at him and as he slid all the way out of her and all the way back in, her beautiful features contorted with pleasure, and she looked even more so.

“You look so beautiful when you’re taking my cock.”

“I feel beautiful,” she moaned, as he began to fuck her. “I can tell how badly you want me.”

“So badly,” he said, bucking his hips faster, groaning as her velvet-smooth pussy took his cock time and again. “Show me your tits,” he growled. “I need to see them.” Ava moaned and, with her free hand, began tugging up her top, exposing her toned mid-riff, her muscles tensing as her body reacted to taking his cock. Then she pulled it up further, her hand tugging at the middle of her shirt, exposing the underside of both large breasts.

“More,” he ordered, fucking her harder. She shifted on the bed, arching her back as she pulled up her top further, exposing her hard, dark nipples. He watched as her partially-exposed breasts bounced, her slim fingers clinching her top. “More.”

She pulled her shirt up more, freeing her breasts fully, moaning as he fucked her harder, her big tits bouncing freely.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned. “You really love my tits.”

“They’re perfect,” he growled. “You’re perfect.” He groaned as he felt her pussy gripping his cock as her body spasmed at his words. She gasped as he reached forward with one hand, pressing her legs closer to her body, and took one of her breasts in his hand, caressing it as he rolled a nipple between his thumb and forefinger. Ava pulled her shirt up higher and bit it, holding it between her teeth as she let go of it and moved her hand to her other breast, mimicking his actions, playing with her tit as it bounced in her grasp.

She moaned into her top as she bit it, her saliva soaking into the fabric as she held it firm between her teeth. Frank let go of her breast and straightened up, and Ava moaned, needing more.

“Just a second,” he said. “You know I know what I’m doing.” Ava nodded, desperation in her eyes, then moaned as Frank unhooked her leg from one shoulder and placed it on the other, holding her legs close together, one hand wrapped around both of her ankles, tightening the angle as he penetrated her. She moaned loudly, fingers still working quickly between her closed legs. Frank watched his cock sliding in and out of her tight, wet cunt, his length coated in her juices, and he felt himself getting close. Her pussy was so good he could barely stand it.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he moaned, fucking her harder, their bodies meeting with a wet slap. “I’m going to fill you up until it’s dripping out of you.” She nodded her head quickly, eyes wide, desperate to be filled, moaning as he held her legs closed and close to his body, fucking her hard as he got closer and closer.

“You know who this pussy belongs to?” he growled.

She nodded.

“It’s all mine.”

She nodded again, yes.

“You going to flirt with any more college kids who don’t know how to fuck a woman?”

A shake of the head, no.

“Going to tease any more horny old professors?”

No.

“Going to give me your sweet pussy wherever I need it?”

She nodded her head vigorously. Yes, my pussy is all for you.

“You going to take my fat load like a good little slut?”

Yes, please, fill me up.

“That’s right, because you belong to me.”

Only to you.

He growled, on the brink of exploding inside her. Ava moaned, sensing his impending orgasm, her fingers digging into her large, bouncing breast, begging him to fill her up.

“You feel so good on my cock,” he growled. “So fucking good. I’m gonna – fuck – I’m gonna cum.”

Ava moaned loudly, begging him to fill her tight pussy, and as he heard her desperate moans, he cried out loudly and flooded her body with her seed. He groaned as he pounded her tight slit, cock throbbing as he shot thick ropes deep into her desperate cunt, painting her pink walls with his creamy load, filling her up as she moaned and begged and writhed on the bed, desperate for more as he gave her everything he had.

He kept fucking her, thrusting deep and hard, unloading fully into her eager pussy, pumping load after load into her, emptying his balls until she had taken every last drop of cum.

“Oh god,” he moaned, as he finished, breathing heavily as he held himself deep inside of her.

“Oh god,” she moaned, letting her shirt slip from her mouth, the large wet spot on the pink material impossible to miss. “I’m so full.” She groaned as he eased his cock out of her, her pinkness throbbing as she pushed out his thick load. “I’m literally overflowing with cum!”

Frank lowered himself to his knees and spread her legs.

“What are you doing?”

“Using my experience,” he said, moving her leg back to his other shoulder. He watched his cum dribbling out of her pussy, making its way to her asshole, then scooped it up on two fingers and pressed them deep inside her pussy.

“Oh fuck!” she cried, as he slid them inside.” You’re pushing your cum back inside me!” She leaned back and moaned as he began to fingerfuck her with his cum-covered fingers, curling them and stroking her walls as he filled her all over again.

She groaned as he massaged his hot cum into her G-spot, as he took her clit in his mouth, her bud slick with her juices, and began to lick and suck at it. Ava moaned and rocked her hips, riding his fingers and mouth at the same time, as she grabbed her big tits, squeezing and teasing her nipples, gasping loudly as her pussy-soaked fingers smeared her juices over one of them.

She moaned louder, her cum-filled pussy primed for orgasm. He wasn’t joking when he said he knew more than one way to satisfy a woman, and as he fingerfucked her with his semen-coated fingers and sucked and licked at her swollen clit, he was glad he wasn’t a horny college guy anymore, fumbling around, like trying to learn a musical instrument for the first time.

Now, he was a fully grown man who knew what he was doing and knew exactly how to get a perfect performance from Ava’s stunning body. Within minutes, he had her moaning and bucking against his face, her juices coating his chin as his mouth and fingers worked to bring her to climax, moving in harmony as she sang her song of ecstasy from climax to completion.

Performance finished, Ava arched her back, moaning as she lay on the bed, recovering from the intense sensations he had caused to pulse through her body.

“That,” she said, dreamily, “is why I only date older guys.”

“An older guy,” he said, standing up.

“Just the one,” she said. “I don’t think I could handle more than that. But what I can handle,” she said, reaching down and taking hold of his wrist, “is a body full of your cum.” She took her fingers and guided them to her mouth, slipping them between her lips and sucking them hard, moaning with pleasure as she swallowed down his cum and her juices, as the rest of his thick load continued to drip out of her gloriously full pussy.


Chapter Four

They rested on the bed for a short while, both fully dressed, even if their outfits were a bit worse for wear. But all too soon, they had to go; Frank back to work, and Ava to her next lecture.

Still, he took a few moments to watch Ava strip off her pink top and replace it with an equally-flattering white one, watching intently as her fingers slowly did up the buttons up the front, leaving the top couple undone, her breasts heaving against the partial covering, showing a drool-inducing amount of cleavage.

“And just to show you how good I am for you,” she said, opening a drawer. “I’m going to wear these.” She pulled out a pair of delicate, pink panties and stepped into them, pulling them slowly up her legs, moaning as she pulled them tight to her body, before straightening out her short skirt. She turned and pressed herself against him. “So you have something to rip off me later.” She leaned in and kissed him, and for a moment, he had flashes of throwing her on the bed again, ripping off her clothes, then his own, and spending the rest of the day fucking each other’s brains out.

“How about I rip them off you now?” he asked, his hands going to her ass.

“I’d love that,” she said. “Really, I would. But I have a lecture and you,” she said, reaching down and cupping his cock, “have work.” He grumbled and then kissed her, and left her in her dorm room to finish getting ready as he headed back to work to catch up with what he should have sorted this morning.

“Oh, hey there,” said Mei, as she stepped out of her dorm room, pulling out one wireless earbud as she saw him. Gone was the towel, replaced with a light-blue workout outfit, consisting of a lycra crop top that clung to her slim body and matching skin-tight shorts that clung to her toned ass and the tops of her thighs. Her breasts were smaller than Ava’s, but larger than Chloe’s; a perfect handful.

“Hey, Mei,” he said.

“You heading out?”

“Err, yeah,” he said. “Got to get back to work.”

“You can walk me out,” she said, standing by his side. “I’m just off for a jog.”

“You a friend of Ava’s?” he asked, trying not to imagine her slim body in action, her skin shiny with sweat, her skin-tight outfit hugging her body.

“Of sorts,” she said. “We share a wall. That brings its own level of familiarity.” She smiled, and Frank suddenly became acutely aware of how noisy he and Ava had been. “What are you studying?” he asked, trying to change the subject.

“Economics,” she said, rolling her eyes. “It’s so incredibly boring. I’d much rather spend my mornings doing something that gets my heart racing. But for now, I guess jogging will have to do.” She offered him a slight grin, then, as she stepped forward and pushed the building door open, giving him ample opportunity to stare at her peachy ass in those figure-hugging shorts, she said casually. “Just so you know, I like my men to come with experience.” Frank froze, and as she passed, saw her looking over her shoulder at him. “It makes it so much easier for me to do the same.”

Then, with a wink, she slipped in her earbud and began to jog away, leaving him standing there, stunned, watching her peachy ass dance as her hips swayed, as if of their own accord.

* * *

#workhard

Frank stared at the image of Ava in the library, phone angled from height, as she pouted into the camera, her fingers in a peace sign. He stared at the image, letting it sear into his brain; the buttons of her white top heaving under the strain of her large breasts, as the camera captured the majesty of her heaving cleavage. She had pushed her chair back from the desk, letting him catch a glimpse of her toned thighs in her short skirt, which rode up dangerously high.

Then his phone buzzed as another message came through.

Thinking of u in library x

But this wasn’t Ava, this was Chloe. She must have been in another part of the library, which wouldn’t be surprising, given it was a big place. But the odds of both women texting him from the same building wasn’t what interested him at the moment.

Thinking of u

He knew what that meant. That same euphemism she had used before. The one that had preceded her sending the video to him, the one of her on campus, the one where she was in the ladies’ restroom, trying to be quiet as she filmed her dripping-wet pussy as she fingerfucked herself as she thought about him.

He groaned as he felt his cock hardening under his desk, images of her stroking her sweet pussy with her slender, delicate fingers, of them pressing inside her as she stifled a moan. He pictured her, not in the restroom, but in the library stacks, in some rarely used corner of the library, leaning back against the shelves as she touched herself to thoughts of taking his big cock, of him fucking her senseless, of him cumming deep inside her as she begged for him to fill her up.

Ping!

He looked at the notification on his computer. He had a meeting in a few minutes. He looked at it and rolled his eyes, then turned his attention back to his phone, re-reading the message from Chloe several times, then looking at the selfie Ava had sent him, letting both burrow into his mind, as if they hadn’t already done that a million times over. Then he put his phone in his desk drawer and turned his attention to his work, getting caught up before the meeting, and counting down the minutes until he could leave.

* * *

Come home quick, it’s an emergency!

That was the message that had been waiting for him when he got out of his meeting, over two hours later. He was sure the value of meetings declined precipitously every minute after the first fifteen had passed, so why some people felt the need to have them take up a quarter of a working day, he had no idea.

But he had no time to think about that right now.

What’s wrong?

He typed as he grabbed his stuff and rushed for the exit, ignoring everyone and everything as he flew down the corridor, down the stairs, out of the main entrance, and into the nearest taxi.

U need 2 take care of something right away!

The taxi sped through traffic and stopped outside his apartment building. Frank rushed out of the cab, hesitating only after the driver called back after him, demanding payment. Frank apologised, swiped his card on the reader without checking the cost, and rushed into his building.

The elevator seemed to take several lifetimes to ascend the few floors that used to take no time at all. But then, he had never been this eager to get home. So many things were rushing through his head. Flood, fire, theft. He imagined the place ransacked, all his worldly possessions either stolen or destroyed, the whole apartment tainted by the grubby hands of petty thieves. Or of thousands worth of damage, of insurance claims and excess payments and months of work just to get it back to normal.

Finally, the elevator arrived, and he squeezed himself out of the barely opened doors and ran down the corridor, relieved not to see plumes of black smoke billowing from inside his place.

He pulled out his keys, dropping them as he tried to find the right one, slipping as he skidded to stop and pick them up, then rushed back to the apartment, leaning on the door, gasping for breath as he struggled to get the key in the lock, as his heart raced with what horrors awaited him on the other side.

Then, with a soft click, it opened from the inside, and his weight against the door threw it open, nearly sending him tumbling. As he caught his footing, he looked around the apartment for whatever it was that had caused Chloe to send the urgent messages, but saw nothing out of the ordinary.

No fire, no flood, no hint of a gas leak, or burglary.

Everything looked exactly as he had left it this morning, except for one thing.

Chloe.

He turned as he heard the front door close and saw her standing in front of it. She was wearing a soft, pink dressing gown that nearly reached her feet, and a smile.

“Where’s the emergency?” he asked, hands resting on his knees as he tried to catch his breath.

“Right here,” she said, her slender fingers undoing the gently tied gown as she walked calmly towards him. He watched as the gown slowly opened, revealing first the side of her soft breasts, then a sliver of her flat stomach, then her navel, then her dark tuft of pubic hair, before it opened fully, revealing her naked body in all its glory. She stopped, and as she stood in front of him, she pushed the gown open fully, then let it slide down her arms and off, so that it pooled around her feet.

She leaned her naked body against him, her lips lightly brushing against his. She reached down and took his hand, sliding it between her legs, guiding his fingers across her warm, wet slit.

“Right. Here.”


Chapter Five

Chloe gasped as Frank’s fingers slid tenderly over her wet slit, his fingers sliding between her lips, feeling the wet heat of her folds. She pressed herself close to him, and he could smell the scent of her body.

“That’s it,” she moaned, as she let go of his hand, his fingers still stroking her as hers moved up to his tie. “I’ve been waiting for you all day. I couldn’t take it any longer.” She grabbed his tie and pulled at it, undoing it and pulling it from around his neck, dropping it on the floor and beginning to work at his shirt buttons, her fingers trembling as his fingers worked between her legs, her legs nearly giving way as he slid down further, her warm pussy in the palm of his hand as he pressed to fingers into her. He put his other hand on her back to steady her, then held her close as he curled his fingers inside of her, as she continued to undo his shirt buttons, her lips peppering his chest with gentle kisses.

Once his shirt was open, Chloe wasted no time sliding her hands down to his trousers, undoing his belt and zipper, and sliding her hand inside. Frank groaned as Chloe took hold of his cock through his boxers and began slowly working him as she gasped and rocked against his fingers as he leaned back against the apartment door.

Chloe moaned as she rocked faster against his fingers, moving up and down, riding them as he stroked her G-spot, her hand holding firmly onto his cock. Then she let go for a moment and slid her hand up to his abs before sliding down into his boxers and wrapping her fingers around his hard cock. Frank groaned as she began to pump him.

“I’ve been thinking about your cock all day,” she moaned, her grip tightening around him. “About touching you, about taking your cock in my mouth, about feeling you fucking my pretty throat and cumming into my belly.” Frank groaned as the thought rushed through his mind. “About taking your cock in my pussy, feeling so full as you fill me with cum. About – oh god – about taking you in my ass again, feeling you stretch out my tight little asshole, about how good it feels when you pump your load into my ass.” She began rocking harder against his hand, pumping his cock faster, moaning as she used her free hand to pull down his boxers, both of them gasping as she freed his length and began to pump him as fast as she could.

“Do you want to do that?” she moaned, her voice wavering as she got close already, her wetness running down his fingers, her pussy rubbing against his palm.

“I do,” he groaned, his hand sliding down to her ass, grabbing her and pulling her tight to him.

“Which one?” she asked, voice trembling.

“All three,” he said. “First, I’m going to fill your pretty mouth with my cock, then cum down your throat.”

“Oh fuck.”

“Then I’m going to fuck your tight little pussy, and fill you with my seed.”

“Oh fuck yes, fill me up.” She groaned, rubbing herself on his hand faster, her pussy fluttering on his fingers as she got right to the edge.

“Then,” he said, sliding his finger between her clenched asscheeks, “I’m going fuck you deep in the ass.”

“How deep?”

“So fucking deep,” he moaned, his finger finding her asshole and moving in small circles over it. “I’m going to cum so deep in your ass that you’re not going to be able to walk.”

“Please,” she gasped. “I need you deep in my ass.”

“How deep?” he asked, increasing the pressure of his finger on her asshole.

“So deep. As deep as you can, I need you to – oh god – I need you to fill up my asshole with your cum until it’s dripping out of me.”

He pressed the tip of his finger into her asshole as his other hand continued to work her pussy. She moaned, body overwhelmed as she rocked back and forth, unsure which she needed most as his fingers worked her tight holes.

“I’m going to fill you up,” he groaned, “and leave my cum dripping from every hole.” She gasped and baulked, rocking wildly between his fingers, her hand gripping his cock hard as she pumped him. He felt her body shaking, more and more, until, with a high-pitched whine, she started to cum.

“That’s it,” he growled, fingerfucking her pussy and asshole, “cum for me.”

“I’m cumming!” she cried. “I’m cumming for you!”

He held her close as he fucked her tight holes, pushing her orgasm further and further as she rubbed her naked body against him, her small but perfect breasts rubbing against his bare chest as she rode the waves of pleasure for as long as she could, before they finally passed.

She leaned against him, breathing heavily, her body hot. He kept his hands between her legs, holding them still as she recovered, then slowly moved the tip of his fingers from her ass, and his two fingers from out of her pussy.

“You’re so wet,” he said, holding up his hand. Chloe moaned as she leaned in and ran her flat tongue over his wet palm, tasting herself on him, before he took his two wet fingers into his mouth and sucked them dry, Chloe moaning as she watched him. Then he leaned in and kissed her, the two of them sharing the taste of her arousal as they leaned against the apartment door.

“I think,” he said, acutely aware that he was still wearing all of his work clothes, even if they were undone and pulled open or down, “it’s time to take this to the bedroom.”

“I agree,” said Chloe, pulling his jacket from his shoulders. “We can have so much more fun in there.” But even as she said that, she dropped to her knees. “But first…”

Frank moaned as Chloe took him into her mouth. She looked up at him as she wrapped her lips around his shaft, bobbing up and down slightly as her tongue moved in circles over the tip of his cock, her hand wrapped around the base of his shaft. He watched as she stroked and sucked and licked his cock all at the same time, picking up speed as she took him deeper into her mouth.

“Ooooh fuck,” he groaned, as she took him into her throat, pressing the tip against the contracting muscles, massaging him as she swallowed, her hot saliva coating him. Slowly, she opened her mouth and slid his cock out, leaving thin strands of saliva from his tip to her lips, before breaking them with her tongue.

“You feel so good in my throat,” she said, taking his wet cock in her hand and pumping him quickly, her breasts bouncing as she did so, her other hand tickling his balls.

“It feels so good to be in your throat,” he moaned, reaching down and stroking her soft hair. She leaned in and took the tip into her mouth, licking his glans as her hand worked his shaft, causing his hips to buck.

“Show me,” she said, letting the tip slip from her bottom lip. “Show me how you like to use my throat.” She licked her lips and opened her mouth, ready to take his cock. He gently stroked her hair, then placed his hand on the back of her head and guided her mouth down onto him. He groaned as she clamped her lips around him, her hot mouth enveloping his length. Slowly, he began to guide her head and back and forth, watching as her lips slid up and down his shaft as more and more disappeared into her mouth. She moaned with pleasure as his hand moved faster, pressing down further as her head bobbed up and down on his cock, until she was taking him fully into her mouth. He felt her mouth tighten on him as she hollowed her cheeks, sucking at him as he fucked her mouth, the tip of his cock brushing against the back of her throat as she grabbed the back of his thighs and pressed herself deeper down.

“Oh my god!” he gasped as she pressed him deep into her throat, holding him there, before pushing back and letting his cock fall from her mouth. She gasped for air, her lips wet, saliva dripping from her bottom lip down her chin and between her breasts.

“I want…” she said, breathing heavily. “I want you to fuck my mouth.”

Frank took a moment to let her catch her breath. Then she leaned in and took him in her mouth again, eyes wide and wet, holding there as she waited for him to fuck her mouth. He stroked her hair gently, then held her head firmly as he began to buck his hips. She moaned as he began to fuck her mouth, moving slowly at first but quickly picking up speed, her lips tightening around his length.

“Your pretty mouth feels so good on my cock,” he said firmly, and groaned as she moaned, nodding her head and rubbing the tip on the underside of her mouth. He groaned at the sensation and began fucking her mouth faster, pressing deep into her throat, moaning as he felt her take his full length.

She moaned as he fucked her throat, sending vibrations through him.

“You’re going to make me cum if you keep doing that,” he said, and she immediately did it again, causing him to let out a low growl. “Fuuuuck.”

He kept fucking her throat, feeling her warmth and tightness, the softness of her lips, her warm tongue lapping at the underside of his shaft, the tip caressing his glans as he thrust in and out, all the while she looked up at him, obedient, eager, desperate for more.

“Oh fuck,” he growled, as he watched her on her knees, taking his cock deep in her throat, “I’m going to cum.” She let out a long, high-pitched moan, sending quick vibrations through the tip of his cock, down his shaft, and through his body. “Oh fuck, that feels so good.” She did it again, and within seconds, he knew it was enough to tip him over the edge. He grunted loudly as he fucked her mouth, cumming hard as he pressed his cock deep into her throat, feeling her muscles contracting as she swallowed, his hot cum shooting straight down her throat into her welcoming belly. He groaned as waves of pleasure rushed through him, his cock twitching in the tight space, rubbing against her mouth and throat, shooting out thick ropes which dribbled down her throat as she swallowed his big load with ease, taking every single drop until he was finished.

“Oh fuck,” he gasped, stroking her hair as she eased herself back off his cock. “Oh fuck.”

He looked down at her, her cheeks flushed pink, breathing heavily, hair messed from his grip. Her lips shone with saliva, her soft tongue poking out as she gasped for breath, her eyes wet. She opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue, showing him she had swallowed it all.

“Good girl,” he said, gently stroking her hair, as he panted, leaning against the door. “You know how to treat my cock so well.”

“And how to take your thick load,” she added with a smile.

“And how to take my thick loads,” he corrected, already thinking of where he was going to cum next.


Chapter Six

Frank watched Chloe’s tight ass jiggle as she jogged to the bedroom ahead of him, as he stripped off his clothes, leaving them strewn across the apartment floor. When he entered the bedroom, she was standing at the foot of the bed. Her cheeks still had a little colour, and her hair, despite her attempts to tidy it, was still a little messy. Her body, soft and perfect, swayed slightly as she waited for him.

“Where do you want to put it next?”

He looked her up and down, and although he appreciated her enthusiasm as much as her beauty, he wasn’t fully recovered from filling her belly with his cum just moments ago. He walked up and kissed her, sliding his tongue carefully into her mouth, caressing hers with precise, measured laps, her moans reverberating softly in his mouth as their naked bodies pressed together. He leaned into her, and she moved back, sitting on the bed, then lying on her back, submitting to his movements as he lay on top of her.

She moaned louder into his mouth, her slim legs wrapping around him, holding him close as they kissed. He rolled, taking her with him, so that suddenly she was on top. She sat up and looked at him, her hands on his stomach as she rolled her hips over him. She was still so wet, and he felt it spreading over his cock.

“You like it when I ride you?”

He nodded.

“I like it more when you ride my face.”

“I like that, too,” she said, smiling. She climbed off him, and he backed up across the bed until his head was on the pillow, then watched as she crawled towards him. She planted one knee next to his head, then tossed her other leg over to the other side, straddling his face. He looked up at her wet pussy, just inches from his face. “How’s the view?” she asked, with a chuckle.

“Amazing,” he said seriously, stroking her thighs and ass with his hands as she gyrated above him, just out of reach. “But I like the experience more than the view.” Chloe yelped as he grabbed her hips and pulled her down, moaning as her pussy made contact with his mouth.

“Oh god, me too,” she moaned, grabbing the headboard as she rolled her hips on his face. Frank moaned as he ran his tongue up and down between her lips, sending vibrations through her pussy. He slid his hands around her body and grabbed her ass, holding her firmly to his face as he teased her entrance with his tongue. She gasped as he moved in small circles around her, tasting her tangy juices, before plunging his tongue inside her.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, rolling her hips faster, rubbing her pussy against him as he lapped at her inside, his mouth sucking at her entrance, his mouth filling with her taste. The headboard banged softly against the wall as she rode his face, moaning and grunting as he continued to lick and suck at her entrance.

He felt himself stirring as he tasted her pussy, her hot body on his face, then ran his tongue up over her wet slit again, until he found her clit. Chloe cried out as his tongue found her sensitive nub and began to move in quick, light circles around it. He felt her body shiver under his grip, as his tongue continued to circle her, as she pressed down harder, desperate for more sensation. Eager to please, he gave her just that, taking her clit in his mouth and sucking as he licked her.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “I love it when you suck my clit.”

He kept going, holding her firmly to keep her on his mouth. And, as if to make doubly sure she didn’t go anywhere, Chloe reached down with one hand and grabbed him by the hair, riding his face like he was a rodeo bull, as the other continued to grip the headboard.

“Ooooooh fuuuuuuck,” she moaned, letting the words stretch out, as her pleasure carried on, her wetness coating his face, her hot juices running down his cheeks and neck. She let go of the headboard and leaned back a little, changing the angle of her clit in his mouth, causing him to suck and lick at her harder as she reached back.

She cried out and thrust her clit into his mouth as he moaned into her, as her free hand reached back and took hold of his cock. She held onto his hair, riding his mouth, as her other hand began jerking his cock.

“You’re getting hard again already,” she said, almost with wonder, as if having a beautiful woman riding his face wasn’t a factor in that biological reaction. He held her tighter, rolling her hips in his hands, guiding the pattern with which she was riding his face, as she held on to his cock and continued to pump him.

He groaned into her pussy as she worked his cock, causing her to moan and to work him faster. He felt her grip on his hair tighten as her legs tightened around him, squeezing him as she rode his face, hard.

“Your mouth feels so good on me,” she moaned, “but I need your cock inside me now.” He groaned as he squeezed his cock, then sucked her clit harder, before she climbed off and collapsed face down on the bed. She went to get onto her hands and knees, but he rolled her onto her front. She looked up at him with wild eyes and legs spread. He moved in and kissed her hard, his face dripping with her juices, and she moaned as she wrapped her legs tightly around him. Holding himself up with one arm, he reached down with the other and took hold of his cock, guiding himself towards her entrance.

She let out a high-pitched whine as he pressed himself into her, sliding into her tight, slick hole with ease. He groaned as he felt every inch of her gripping his cock.

“You fill me up so well,” she moaned, gasping as he began to rock his hips, moving in and out of her, speeding up as she took him so well. “It was like my pussy was made just for your cock.”

He leaned in and kissed her hard, her tongue meeting his in a ferocious clash. She moaned loudly as he fucked her harder, spurred on by her hands on his back, her nails digging into him, scratching lines which would definitely leave a mark.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, thrusting deep into her, holding himself there as he adjusted his position, feeling the full glory of her pussy on him. He raised himself onto his knees and reached back to grab a pillow. Chloe moaned, his cock still deep inside of her, her hands gripping her breasts, playing with her nipples, rocking her hips against him, desperate for more.

“Don’t make me wait,” she whined. “I need you to fuck me now.”

He turned back to her, pillow in hand, and with his free hand lifted her ass. She lifted her hips, and he slid the pillow beneath her, causing her to moan as the angle of penetration tightened. He leaned in and kissed her, then raised himself onto his knees again, lifting her legs into the air and resumed fucking her.

“That feels so intense,” she moaned as he picked up speed. “So fucking intense!” She grabbed her tits again, tugging at her hard nipples, twisting them between her fingers, moaning loudly as he pounded her tight pussy.

He looked down at her slim body, her face contorted with pleasure, her hair spread across the bed, loose strands stuck to her sweat-covered face, her fingers digging into her small breasts, her slim waist, her abs tensing as he pounded her, her pussy dripping wet as she took his full length, her pussy lips gripping him as if she never wanted to let go, her juices dripping onto the pillow, her arousal soaking into the covers. He could smell her body, her sweat, her perfume, her sex, could feel her desperate arousal as he fucked her tight body as they met with a wet slap.

Her legs were so soft under his grip, her toes, curling as he pounded her, so delicate. He leaned in and kissed one ankle and then the other, tasting her sweet skin, then placed them on his shoulders and slid his hands down, over her legs, past her thighs, to her hips. She moaned as he gripped her and lifted her higher, fucking her at an even tighter angle, her breathless grunts each time he thrust inside her, causing his cock to twitch.

He felt her legs pressing down on his shoulders as she pushed her hips further into the air, rocking against his cock, desperate for more as she got closer and closer to climax.

“Look at me,” he commanded. She opened her eyes and stared at him. “Touch yourself.”

“Oh god,” she moaned, running one hand down her body until she found her clit. She whined as her fingers began to massage her mound, working quickly and building up speed until they were a blur. He groaned as her pussy pulsated on his cock, pushing his own orgasm closer, his grip on her hips tightening as his body tensed.

He fucked her hard and fast, feeling himself getting close to exploding, the thought of filling both her pussy and her asshole in his mind.

“What are you doing?!” she cried as he quickly lay her ass down and pulled his cock out of her, her wetness dripping from them onto the pillow. Without a word, he rolled her over onto her front, grabbed her hips and pulled them back, sliding deep into her, then pushing her hips into the pillow and began fucking her hard from behind.

He grunted as he worked her from behind, his hips slapping against her ass, her hand pinned between her body and the pillow, still moving quickly over her clit.

“You like that?” he asked. She nodded her head, eyes closed, focused on the intensity of feeling running through her. “Me too.” He kept going, feeling himself quickly getting to the brink again, ready to explode inside her.

“I’m so close,” he growled.

She moaned as he pounded her from behind, getting close herself.

“I’m…” she murmured, helpless under the intensity of feeling. “I’m going to – oh god – I’m going to cum!”

He thrust harder, and she cried out, cumming hard on his cock as her fingers worked rapidly on her clit. He held onto her hips, holding her firm as she writhed under his touch.

“That’s it,” he growled, “show me how you like it.” She moaned louder, pushing her ass back more, her muscles clenching around his length until he was right on the brink. “Oh fuck, your pussy is so good, I’m going to cum all over you.”

“Over me?!” she moaned. “But…” Before she could finish, he pulled her ass back and spread her legs with his own, fucking her hard until he couldn’t contain himself any longer, then pulled out and began stroking himself, needing only a couple of pumps before he started to cum.

“Oh yes,” Chloe moaned, as he shot thick ropes all over her stretched-out pussy, “glaze my sweet little cunt!”

Frank grunted as he worked his slick cock, his hand gliding over himself with ease as he coated her dark lips and pulsating pink entrance with his load as waves of pleasure moved through him, before moving up and grabbing her ass, spreading her wide and pressing the tip of his cock to her tight asshole. She moaned with pleasure as he pressed the tip against her and pumped his seed into her ass.

“Fuck,” she cried, “you’re cumming in my pussy and ass at the same time!” She pressed back, and he pressed deeper, shooting a load into her asshole before pulling out and spraying the final spurts onto her asscheeks.

He groaned as he fell back, leaning against the headboard, as Chloe knelt in front of him, her pussy and ass covered in his cum, dripping from her body onto the pillow. She looked so fucking beautiful covered in his load.

“You came so hard,” she moaned, sliding a hand between her legs and running her fingers through the creamy mess he had made of her, rubbing it into her pussy, before falling to her side, exhausted. “You turned me into a real mess.” She groaned as she pressed two fingers deep inside her, filling her pussy with his load as she pushed them inside, as Frank sat back and enjoyed the show.


Chapter Seven

Tired, sweaty, and drenched in one another’s fluids, Chloe and Frank headed into the shower to clean up. It was gentle, and as Frank’s soapy hands moved carefully over Chloe’s slim body, he still couldn’t believe how lucky he was to have both her and Ava in his life.

“What are you thinking?” asked Chloe, letting the hot water run over her naked body.

“About how lucky I am,” he said.

“To be fucking two women half your age?” she asked, teasingly.

“Not that,” he said. “Well, not just that. It’s more that we have a connection, you know?”

“I do,” she said. “I thought this might be a bit of fun, but there’s something between us.” She turned to face him, her soapy body soft under his touch. “The three of us.”

“The three of us,” he said, smiling. “Perhaps we should invite her over? It is only Friday night, after all. We have the whole weekend, if you want?”

“I was going to say,” she said, “before I got distracted. I have a friend – we have a friend – who’s a musician. They’re playing a show tonight, if you want to go?”

Frank thought about it for a moment, about going with Chloe and Ava to some student gig. He would likely be the oldest one there by a long way, and would be distinctly out of place amongst the college students. But on the other hand, he wasn’t going to hide away for the rest of his life, avoiding social situations in case other people didn’t approve of the lifestyle choices the three of them were making.

“I’d love to,” he said. “If you’re alright with it?”

“Of course I am,” she said, taking his hands in hers. “I wouldn’t have suggested it otherwise. You should know that by now.”

“Fair enough,” he said, thinking back on all the other decisions she had made for the both of them, including Frank first fucking, then getting into a relationship with Ava.

“I think you’ll really like her,” said Chloe, a grin on her face.

“Like her like her?” he asked.

“Perhaps,” she said, vaguely. “But who’s to say what will happen? After all, it’s only Friday. We’ve got the whole weekend to find out.”
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Get the full dating experience with His Blind Date Harem: The Complete Collection.

Middle-aged, divorced and stood up on a blind date he didn’t want to be on anyway, Harvey is starting to come to the realisation that he will spend the rest of his life alone.

But when he is approached by Chun Hua, a Chinese post-grad nearly half his age, he soon finds himself agreeing to a series of blind dates with her and all her friends.

Follow along as Harvey steps out of his comfort zone and into the unknown, getting to know more and more women who are looking to meet someone to share their interests with, and who aren’t afraid to share their man with each other either!

From the first date to the last, His Blind Date Harem will have you yearning for the next date night.
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Mark’s life is transformed forever when his new neighbours - three stunning, twenty-something Korean women - take more than a neighbourly interest in him.

As their lives get more and more entwined, Mark finds himself having to make the sort of choice he never could have imagined: which one of the three stunning women he’s sleeping with does he want to commit to?

Or does he, in fact, have to choose at all?

From neighbours to lovers to more, follow along with His Apartment Harem: The Complete Collection, as he finds that what truly makes a home is the people you share it with.
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Life is anything but average when you’re surrounded by supermodels…

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

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

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

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