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Chapter One

Frank moaned as the sweet bliss of release flowed through his body.

His morning had started in the same manner as the day before, with a beautiful Japanese college student waking him up in the best way possible. Only today, it wasn’t Chloe, his roommate, but Ava, Chloe’s best friend.

“Morning,” said Frank, stretching his awakening body as Ava crawled out from under the covers.

“Morning,” said Ava, licking her lips as she curled into him.

“That was quite the wake-up call.”

“Did you enjoy it?” she asked, her hand resting on his chest, her large breasts pressed softly against his side.

“Very much,” he said. He wrapped an arm around her and held her close to him. He could feel her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath.

Ava smiled. “Good. Chloe said you might enjoy a certain routine first thing in the morning.”

“There was nothing routine about that. Did she tell you what else I enjoy first thing in the morning?” He asked, as his hand slid down her slim, toned body.

“Mmmm, maybe,” she said, with a grin.

“Maybe?” he asked, his fingers sliding between her legs.

Ava let out a sharp gasp as his fingers found what they were looking for.

“Definitely maybe,” she said, leaning in and kissing him.

* * *

By the time they had finished with their morning routine, Chloe had already left.

“She wanted me to have the full experience,” Ava explained, as the pair of them walked naked through the apartment and into the bathroom.

Frank felt a pang in his chest, and he realised he missed not seeing Chloe before she had left. It hadn’t been the first time he hadn’t seen her in the morning, but it had become their regular thing, and he realised in its absence how important it had become to his daily routine.

Fortunately for him, Ava was more than ready to fill that gap. And as she pulled him into the stream of hot water, wrapped her arms around his neck, and pulled their bodies close together, he found her morning routine just as satisfying.

* * *

“Well, that’s one day to get clean,” said Ava, as they dried themselves off. “You know, I could really get used to that.”

Frank looked at the beautiful woman as she ran the soft towel over her even softer body, her pale skin shining as droplets of water ran from her wet hair over her slender shoulders. He realised he could get used to that, too. But as soon as the thought entered his mind, he felt that tightness in his stomach.

Guilt?

Remorse?

Whatever it was, he didn’t like it. And he didn’t like just how much chemistry he and Ava appeared to have. And he definitely didn’t like the feeling that was starting to blossom in his chest.

Don’t fall for her.

Don’t fall for her.

Don’t fall for her.

But even as he repeated that mantra to himself, part of him knew it was already too late.

As he got ready for work, Ava had disappeared into Chloe’s room to get ready for college. She had a later class, but was going to hit the library and do some studying beforehand. For once, Frank was ready first and actually found himself waiting for Ava.

He checked the time and knew he had to go soon. Part of him thought he should just leave her in the apartment. He trusted Ava and Chloe enough not to worry about this relative stranger being there on her own, and the door would automatically lock when she left, so that wasn’t a problem. But there was something else.

He didn’t want to.

More specifically, he didn’t want to leave without seeing her again, without holding her and kissing and feeling her body against his. It’s what he would have done with Chloe, and, as Ava had been so eager to point out, Chloe had wanted her friend to get ‘the full experience.’

Which was as good an excuse as any to wait for her.

Not too long after, Ava emerged and just about knocked Frank on his ass. He had been expecting her to be wearing the same crop top and jeans combination she had arrived in the previous day, but here she was in a completely different outfit. Given the different sizes of their bodies, it was safe to say these weren’t Chloe’s clothes, which gave Frank reason to believe that last night’s encounter wasn’t quite as spontaneous as he had been led to believe.

She had changed into a matching black, off-the-shoulder, long-sleeved t-shirt and skirt outfit, which gave her a distinctly gothic vibe. The t-shirt was skin-tight and clung to her large, braless chest, allowing her nipples to poke prominently underneath. Her short skirt danced around her pale thighs as she moved towards him, pinching the sides as she showed off her outfit. Her long, toned legs were criss-crossed with black fishnet stockings, which pressed into her soft skin, and disappeared into a pair of heavy black boots with heels which made her look a good couple of inches taller.

She had tied her long, dark hair into two long, dark ponytails on either side of her head, which flowed freely over her bare shoulders. She had applied thick, dark makeup around her eyes, which made her eyes seem even larger, as sweeps at the ends accented their shape. Her pale skin, made paler with a touch of make-up, contrasted with her dark, plum lipstick. And to finish off the outfit, she wore a black choker around her neck.

“What do you think?” she asked, her light footsteps heavy in the thick-soled boots.

Frank tried to form the words, but none would come. Instead, he felt a primal urge to pull her towards him, bend her over the couch and lift up that delicate skirt of hers.

Ava smiled, her perfect white teeth contrasting sharply with the dark tone of her lips, the tip of her pink tongue sticking out between them. She could clearly tell her outfit was having the intended effect on him.

“Is something wrong?” she asked, taking small steps towards him. “Do you not like my outfit?” She ran her hands over his chest, her fingers gently playing with his tie. “Do you think I should go take it off? Change into something more appropriate?” Her lips were nearly touching his, and he could smell her perfume, sweet but with a sharpness to the scent, perfectly accentuating her outfit.

“I think you look perfectly inappropriate,” he said, his hands sliding to her waist, feeling her bare skin under his fingers. Ava gasped as he pulled her tight and kissed her. Moaning into his mouth, she wrapped her arms around his neck and raised herself on her toes as he slid his hands underneath her dress and cupped her tight ass.

“Then maybe I should leave it on,” she said, her leg slipping between his. “And I can show you just how inappropriate I can be.”

“Maybe you should,” he said, his hardness growing as his resolve softened, as she rubbed her leg against him.

But then, in a flash, she broke off the kiss and pulled away from his grasp. Frank watched as she walked to the door, her skirt flaring beneath her slim waist, making it look even smaller.

“Or maybe,” she said, stopping at the apartment door, “I can leave you thinking about me dressed like this, all day.” She opened the door and turned, blew him a kiss from her palm and left. Frank stood there, heart racing, cock firm, and knew he would think of nothing else all day.


Chapter Two

Hi

Have a fun morning? ;)

Frank sat at his desk, reading the messages Chloe had sent him, smiling as he typed his reply.

I did, thank you :)

I missed u tho x

He cringed a little inside. He was a forty-year-old man using text-speak to message his twenty-one-year-old girlfriend. Girlfriend.

The world swirled around his head. He had never thought of her as that before. Even though he felt a deep attachment to her and had gotten intensely jealous when she had drunkenly told him about the frat boys who had been hitting on her and Ava when they went out drinking, he had never thought of her in those terms.

Even when she had called him her ‘boyfriend’, he hadn’t made the connection. She had, after all, been drunk when she had said it, and it had taken him by such surprise that he hadn’t really had time to process it. But now, despite having woken up with another woman in his bed this morning, he felt their connection more deeply than ever.

Or perhaps that it was for precisely that reason that he felt so sure of his feelings for Chloe.

He had missed her.

Even though his time with Ava was great, the absence of Chloe had made him realise just how much she meant to him. That he was feeling a similar way with regards to Ava was confusing, but he had to focus on one thing at a time.

Chloe was his girlfriend, and he had to start from there.

Awwwwww

That’s soooo sweet

Frank’s heart pounded with excitement as her message continued to pop through. He really was smitten.

I was thinking about u last night

And this morning

I hope u 2 had a nice, long shower 2 recover ;)

Frank’s cock throbbed and, not for the first time, he was glad he had an office all to himself. He had had a great shower with Ava, the thought of which would have been enough to get his heart racing. But knowing that Chloe had been thinking about it made him rock hard. That he also knew ‘thinking about u’ was a euphemism for her touching herself as she listened to him and Ava fuck was the icing on the cake. He was about to reply when he saw the three dots start to bounce once again.

I’m in college

Thinking about u

Wanna see?

He felt a surge of lust move through his body, and for the slightest of moments, he thought he was going to cum just from those messages. He began typing so quickly that he was surprised his thumbs didn’t break his phone screen.

More than anything

He sat and waited.

And waited.

And waited.

His message had been left on ‘read’, with two blue ticks next to his message. His cock ached underneath the table. But as time went on, he started to soften a little and felt a sense of frustration that she had left him dangling there, hanging on the promise of her message without so much as a response.

Then the dots began to bounce.

And his cock began to rise.

Sorry

Got a lil carried away x

Another moment of nothing.

Then more dots.

Then a message.

A picture message.

Blurry as it downloaded.

Taking its time.

No, not a picture.

A video.

Frank watched as the video continued to download, taking an agonisingly long time, which made him consider switching service providers to someone with better download speeds.

Then, finally, it was complete.

Just 4 u x

His finger hovered over the video, his heart pounding, mouth dry.

Knock. Knock.

Frank slammed his phone face down on his desk, nearly hard enough to break the glass.

“Come in,” he said, in his most professional voice.

It was Mark.

Of course it was.

“What’s up?” he asked.

“You coming?”

Frank looked at him, his brain struggling to process the words of the guy looking at him from his office door.

“To the meeting,” he clarified. He held up the wrist with his expensive watch and tapped the face. Frank checked the time on his computer.

“Oh shit.”

“Come on then,” said Mark. “We’ll say we were discussing some report or something.”

“Right,” said Frank, shifting in his chair. “Give me a second, I’ll be right behind you.”

“We’re already late,” he said, tapping his watch again.

“I know. I just need to finish this up real quick. I’ll be right behind you.”

“On your head be it,” said Mark, with a shrug, closing the door and heading for the meeting.

“Fuck,” Frank cursed to himself, picking up his phone and looking at the waiting video.

I have a meeting :(

I’ll watch as soon as I can x

He watched as his messages sat on ‘read’ for a few moments, taking a few deep breaths to try and calm himself before he left the office. But then the three dots bounced once again.

That’s ok :)

Just know I’ll be thinking about u all thru ur meeting x

“Fuck,” he groaned, closing the app and putting the phone in his pocket, focusing on the numbers on the screen as he tried to calm down.

* * *

The meeting was agony.

Every second felt like an hour, every word like pins in his ears. All he wanted to do was get back to his office and watch whatever video Chloe had sent him. He kept thinking about the thumbnail on the video, trying to work out where or what it was. But as was always the case, it was mostly a grey blur as the videographer brought the camera to where they wanted it, and didn’t bother editing the beginning to give a cleaner start.

As he thought about it, he tried to decide whether not knowing was better than knowing.

No, he decided finally, it was not better.

Not knowing was infinitely worse. Not only did it hold infinite possibilities for what it could have been, from the innocuous to the incredibly lewd, but it also left a massive space for disappointment. In fact, the odds of him being disappointed were much higher than not. And the longer he went without seeing it, the more his anticipation grew, and the more his anticipation grew, the more his desire increased.

If he had opened it at his desk and it had been nothing but a selfie video where she smiled and blew a kiss, then that would have been genuinely rather sweet. But now, as he built the video up in his head, he began to feel that such a thing would be a relative disappointment to the desperation he was now feeling. That wasn’t Chloe’s fault, of course. Hell, he couldn’t even blame Mark, even though he loved to do that. This was purely poor timing.

So he sat there and waited.

And waited.

And waited.

His mind racing.

His heart pounding.

His cock throbbing.

Suddenly, there was a round of applause, and he jumped at the noise. Looking around, he saw everyone in the meeting looking at him, celebrating his achievement of fucking his college student roommate, who was now sending him potentially lewd videos at work.

At the front was Steve, his boss, leading the charge. Behind him was a PowerPoint Presentation. But as Frank focused on it, he saw it wasn’t a slide detailing his newly flourishing sex life, but the findings of the previous report he had written. Clearly, the work had impressed Steve enough that he felt a round of applause was necessary. Frank, by contrast, didn’t think there was much difference to the sort of thing he usually did, and certainly not worthy of attention from the whole group.

Perhaps this is a new kind of management thing, Frank thought to himself. Maybe it’s the latest fad trending on social media management platforms.

#beabossboss

Fortunately, the applause and the attention faded, and the meeting resumed, which meant he was inching closer and closer to getting the hell out of there. And that sudden spotlight of attention was exactly what he needed to take his mind off of Chloe and onto the work at hand.


Chapter Three

It hadn’t taken his mind off it at all. At least, not after the first five seconds of the meeting resuming, and Steve’s chummy but firm voice once again droning off into irrelevance.

Sometimes in these meetings, he wondered how other people managed to take all of this so seriously. It was as if they were planning a moon landing or working towards finding a cure for some terrible disease.

Whereas, in reality, they were just selling stuff.

Not rocketships and vaccines. Just stuff.

He wasn’t even really sure what his company sold, because they sold a lot of things. None of which interested him in the slightest. How anyone could find this not only interesting but fascinating was beyond his comprehension.

But he wasn’t thinking about that today.

Today, he had only one thing on his mind.

“Hey,” said Debra, one of his co-workers, tapping him on the shoulder as they left the meeting room. “Do you want to go over the latest figures and see how they compare to the projections?”

“Sure,” said Frank, trying to move away. “Sounds great.”

“I’ve got a free slot in my calendar now,” she said.

“Sorry,” he said. “I’ve got another meeting right now.”

“Oh?” she said, surprised. “I saw your calendar before the meeting, and there wasn’t anything in there?”

“Last-minute thing,” he said. “Came in by email.” She raised an eyebrow ever so slightly. “Why don’t you put something in my calendar for later this afternoon, and we can go over it then?”

“Great,” she said, smiling. “Hopefully it doesn’t clash with one of your other secret meetings.”

“If it does,” he said, smiling, “I’ll move it just for you.” Debra smiled back, seemingly placated, and Frank rushed off as quickly as he could without bringing attention to himself.

* * *

He burst into the men’s room on the third floor, the one which was hardly ever used. The one he had spent more time than he cared to admit, hiding from his colleagues and co-workers when they wanted something that wasn’t his responsibility but he had become unofficially ‘in charge’ of.

As he moved through the space, he checked that both the urinals and cubicles were unoccupied before moving into the end cubicle and locking the door. He leaned against the wall and breathed a sigh of relief, then unlocked his phone.

The thumbnail of the video was exactly the same as before, which it obviously was always going to be. But for some reason, he had been afraid that time would alter the contents of the video, his lack of urgency in opening it would degrade the quality, or reduce the lewdness, if indeed there was any.

He looked at it for a long time, his thumb hovering over the thumbnail, hesitating to finally open it. He had built it up so much in his mind that he was afraid he had ruined it by overthinking. If so, it was already ruined, and all that was left to do was to rip the band-aid off.

So, he pressed his thumb to the screen, opened the video in full-screen mode, and waited for the sharp shock of pain.

The image blurred as the phone moved through the air, and in the flash of white top and grey cubicle walls behind, he thought he had accidentally put his phone into selfie mode. But then Chloe’s face appeared, and he felt a warm glow in his chest. She smiled and waved at the camera, and she began to speak, but his phone was on mute. Frank, desperate to hear her voice, pulled out his earphones from his pocket, slipped one earpiece in, and restarted the video.

“Hi,” she said, waving, her voice quiet. It reminded him of an ASMR video. “I’ve been thinking about you all day.” Her smile brightened, almost as if she was embarrassed. “In class, I couldn’t focus on what the professor was saying. I tried to make notes, but all I could think about was…” She trailed off. Her cheeks were flushed pink, and she looked away from the camera for a moment, as if embarrassed. Then she looked and smiled, which told him everything he needed to know.

“I’m in the ladies’ room now,” she said. “I have to get to another lecture, but I couldn’t go straight there, or else I’d be thinking of you again.” She gulped, and he could tell she was breathing heavily. She looked around, as if looking to see who might be watching. Then comfortable, the camera wiggled slightly as a soft scratching fabric sound was picked up by the phone mic.

The camera moved down, past Chloe’s small but perky breasts, over her exposed midriff in her white crop, down beyond her tuft of pubic hair, until it stopped at her pussy, the edges of her underwear pulled down around her thighs, at the edges of the shot. Her lips were swollen and covered in her arousal, and as the camera moved back, she reached down with her free hand and ran her index finger between them, causing her to moan slightly.

“See what you did to me?” she asked, pulling her finger from herself, strands of her wetness clinging to her lips and her fingertip. She gasped as she pressed her finger in again, deeper this time, coating it more fully, creating thicker strings as she pulled it away from her pussy. “How do you expect me to concentrate like this?”

Chloe gasped as she brought her finger back to her lips, sliding it up and down, her hips rocking softly as she began to finger herself. Frank groaned, undoing his belt with one hand as the other firmly gripped the phone in his hand, eyes glued to the action.

Chloe’s fingers moved faster, and as she did so, her breathing increased. With one earbud in, it felt like she was standing right next to him, touching herself as she breathed heavily into his ear. Within moments, he had his trousers down to his knees and his hard cock in his hand, working himself slowly, matching the rhythm she was setting for them both.

She pushed her hips closer to the camera, her desire shining on her body, her fingers coated already, moving quickly over her, then up to her clit, two wet fingers moving in quick, light circles as her breathing increased.

He increased the speed of his hand on his cock, letting out a low moan as he watched her fingers moving over her pussy, her hips rocking faster towards the camera, as if she was reaching out to him, as if she needed his cock so badly she was trying to fuck him through the screen.

And she was.

He knew her desire for his cock was real, that she needed him to penetrate her there and then, to feel his full length taking her tight hole, claiming her, owning her pussy, as she owned his cock.

She let out a moan and then went silent. The camera tilted up from between her legs, up to her face, as if he was on his knees looking up at her. Her eyes were wide, and she bit her lip, as in the background, she could hear the sound of running water. Someone was in there, using the sink. She was trying hard not to make any noise, but as her face contorted with pleasure, he knew she was still touching herself silently, desperate to cum, but desperate not to get caught.

The water stopped, and there was the sound of paper towels being taken from a dispenser, then the door opened and closed. She stopped for a moment, listening, just as he was.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped with relief, then directed the camera back at he pussy. Her fingers were moving rapidly over her clit as she rocked her hips faster, causing Frank to pump himself faster. “I really need your cock inside me right now.”

She slid her fingers down from her clit, parting her lips as they slid between them, then down to her entrance, where she spread her lips and showed him the hot pink glory of her pussy.

“Don’t you want to be inside me right now?”

“More than anything,” he growled in reply, his need to be inside her growing by the second.

“Because I need you inside me. I need you so deep.”

She let go of her lips and slid her fingers deep into her wetness.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped as she thrust her fingers deep inside herself. She moaned as she pulled her fingers all the way out, dripping with her wetness, and he could swear he could smell her arousal. Then they disappeared inside her once again. She let out a soft moan and began quickly fingerfucking herself, the sound of her panting mixing with the rapid fap of her fingers pounding her wet hole.

“I wish this was your cock,” she said, legs pulling her panties to their limits as she parted them as far as they could go. “You fill me up so well.”

He pumped his cock harder, faster, desperate to fill her up.

Chloe continued fingerfucking her tight hole, thrusting her hips as she rode her fingers, losing control as her moans got louder and louder. Frank joined in, moaning louder in the empty cubicle, the sight of Chloe’s pussy so wet for him making him lose his mind.

“Fuck,” he growled, watching her sweet cunt fill up the screen. “I want your pussy so badly.”

He kept pumping his cock as Chloe fingerfucked herself, the camera shaking as she fucked herself harder and harder, losing control as her need to cum became her number one priority.

“That’s it,” he growled at the camera. “Fuck your tight little pussy for me. Show me what you want me to do to you later.”

“I need your cock,” she moaned, as if responding to him, as if their pleasure was inextricably linked. “I need to feel your hot cum inside me as you fuck my brains out. I need it. I need it more than – oh god – oh god – I’m gonna – I need you to fuck me – need you to fuck my pussy so bad – I – oh fuck – oh fuck – I’m…”

Chloe moaned loudly as she came, the camera shaking violently as she fingerfucked herself to climax, her dripping wet fingers pounding her tight, pink hole as she moaned for the camera, for him, for anyone who was close enough to listen, and as she did so, Frank did the same, releasing a deep growl as he came hard, his cock twitching in his hard, thick ropes of his seed pumping out over the camera screen, coating her dripping-wet cunt as she came on her fingers, thinking of his cock cumming deep inside her.

She kept cumming, and he kept cumming, both of them desperate for the other, their pleasure entwined as they both peaked at the same time. Then with a final moan, he fell back against the wall, gasping hard.

As he watched the end of the video, he saw Chloe’s beautiful, wholesome face once again, her features covered in his cum, as she winked at him and threw up a peace sign, her to spread fingers covered in her juices, thin strands running between them, then giggled and sucked her wet fingers clean, licked her lips, and blew him a kiss from the palm of her hand.

Frank stood there, cock in one hand, phone in the other, gazing upon her cute features as she smiled for him, and once again marvelled at how beautiful she looked covered in his cum.


Chapter Four

What the fuck was that?

Frank replayed the moment over and over in his head. Chloe’s moans in his ear as she came, her fingers sliding in and out of her dripping-wet pussy as she fingerfucked herself in the college restroom, him pumping his cock in the workplace restroom until he came all over his phone screen, coating her image in his cum as she smiled up at him.

To say he had never done anything like this before would be the understatement of the century.

He had wiped his phone clean, then washed the water-resistant device underneath the tap and dried it with some paper towels, and went back to his office. There, he wiped it with a sanitising wipe, which were all over the office after covid. Then he set it down on his desk and stared at it.

He wanted to message her and tell her all about it. About the meeting and the anticipation, about the shrugged-off meeting and his rush to the bathroom, about how good it felt to jerk off in work as he watched her play with herself as she begged for his cock, about how good it felt to unload all over her pretty face, about how he wanted to do that for real.

But now, in the cold light of post-nut clarity, such messages seemed to be inappropriate, and in a way, he felt shame, as if he had defiled her by nutting all over her image. That she wanted precisely that when she sent the video didn’t seem to help any.

Or maybe it was the fact that he had never jerked off in the workplace before, and by doing so had stepped over some line he had never imagined crossing. What sort of guy couldn’t get through the workday without pumping one out in the restroom cubicle? The answer was the sort of guy Frank was becoming. The sort of guy that Chloe and Ava were turning him into.

It was madness.

He felt like a horny teenager, hormones burning in his body, his sex drive higher than it had ever been, even then, when it all felt new and exciting.

He wasn’t sure if this was becoming a problem or the best thing that had ever happened to him. Or, possibly, both.

Just then, his computer pinged, and an email notification popped up. It was a meeting invitation from Debra for five minutes from now. He grumbled under his breath, accepted the meeting invitation, and gathered his things up for the meeting. But before he headed out, he picked up his phone, opened his chat with Chloe and sent one simple message.

Wow.

* * *

Thank God for Debra.

He never thought he would ever think such a thing, but it was a day with a lot of firsts.

The meeting had been boring, obviously. But the level of detail and analysis she was working at was so precise that Frank didn’t have an opportunity to think about Chloe in that video, or Ava in that outfit this morning. Well, he did, but they only came in fleeting moments, flashes of inspiration and desire that caused his heart rate to rise, which caused his responses to Debra to be more animated than they usually would be. That she mistook his heightened state of arousal to be enthusiasm for the work wasn’t his problem.

By the end of the meeting, they had not only hashed out where the forecasts had differed from the actual results, pinpointing precise product lines that had under- and over-performed, but had devised a plan to readjust the forthcoming forecasts to compensate for these changes.

“I have to say,” said Debra, who never took a moment to not say something she was thinking, “that was really productive.”

“Yeah,” said Frank, genuinely surprised at the outcome. “I think we’re really getting somewhere.”

“I’m really surprised,” she said, as they walked down the corridor. “You seemed a little distracted in the meeting earlier.” He looked at her. “I thought there might be something wrong?”

“Uhh, no,” he said, slightly surprised. “Nothing wrong.” He thought of Chloe moaning as she came, her fingers buried deep inside of her. “I was just a little distracted. You know how it is when you’ve got something else you need to take care of, but then you have to go to yet another meeting.”

“Tell me about it,” she said, laughing. “That’s the story of my life!” He smiled. Maybe Debra wasn’t quite so bad as he thought. “You got any plans for tonight?”

“I’ve got something to take care of at home.”

“I hate doing odd jobs around the house,” said Debra, sympathetically. “That’s why I got married!” She laughed again, and Frank joined in.

“I like it,” he said, thinking of Chloe and Ava. “Makes me feel like a man.”

“Women love a man who is good with his hands,” she said, almost blushing. “Right, can’t stop. Got another meeting to go to.” With that, she turned the corner and rushed away. Frank stood there a moment, bemused. He had seen her calendar, and she had nowhere she needed to be.

He chuckled to himself and headed back to his office, ready to pack up for the day and head off home.


Chapter Five

“Hey,” said Chloe, popping out from the kitchen as soon as he entered the apartment. “I was just about to start cooking.”

“What was that video you sent?” he asked, his voice stern. She froze on the spot, like a deer in the headlights.

“What video?” she asked.

“That video,” he repeated, dropping his bag on the floor and taking off his coat. “The one you sent me in work.” He moved closer to her. “The one of you in college.”

“Didn’t you like it?” she asked. “I thought you might want to know how much I miss you.”

“All day,” he said. “I’ve been thinking about it, All. Day.”

“Me too,” she said, her cheeks reddening ever so slightly. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it.”

“I’ve been driven to distraction. Unable to work, unable to think about anything else.” She gasped as he grabbed her and pulled her body tight to his, her soft hands resting on his chest as she looked up at him with her big, beautiful eyes. “You can’t tease me like that.”

“I wasn’t teasing,” she said, softly, nearly helpless. “I needed you to know.”

“Well, now I do,” he said, his hands sliding down her hips and underneath her skirt, grabbing her ass and pulling her hard to him. “So what are you going to do about it?”

“Anything you want,” she said, softly, her words turning into a soft whimper as his hand slid over her panties. She was dripping wet already. Or was she dripping wet still? “I’ve been waiting for you. All day I’ve been waiting for you to come home and–”

He cut off her words with a kiss, hard and slow, powerful, and she melted into him like butter. As he leaned forward, she arched back, her soft tongue submitting to him, her hips rocking slightly as his fingers massaged the warm spot between her legs.

“Couch,” he growled. “Now.”

“Ok,” she moaned, as he kissed her neck. “But I need to tell you–”

“It can wait.” He kissed her again and guided her backwards towards the couch, until the back of her thighs bumped into the armrest. “I need that pussy.”

“Take it,” she moaned, as she turned around and bent over the couch. “It’s all for you.” He watched as she reached underneath her skirt and worked her went panties down, dropping them to the floor and stepping one foot out of them, leaving them dangling around her ankle, as she raised one knee onto the armrest, spreading herself for him.

“Good girl,” he growled, rubbing his hand over her firm ass as he undid his belt. She whimpered as he ran his thumb between her lips, coating the tip in her hot, wet juices.

“I need you,” she moaned, looking over her shoulder, watching as he sucked her juices from his thumb. “Oh god.” He reached down and undid his trousers, pulling them and his boxers down, his cock so hard it nearly hurt. “Don’t tease me, please,” she begged as he took his cock in his hand and ran the tip over her pussy, coating it in her warm juices. “You know how much I need it.”

“As much as I need your pussy,” he said, matter-of-factly. They both groaned as he pressed the tip of his cock into her entrance, feeling the tightness of her, holding himself there a second, before he pushed fully into her in one smooth motion.

“Oh fuck!” she cried as he penetrated her deeply. He held himself there for a moment, savouring how good she felt on his cock, how tight and warm and wet she was. So good that he could unload there and then. But he took a breath and began to fuck her in slow, steady strokes, quickly building up speed.

“That’s it,” she moaned. “Fuck me hard. I’ve been so bad. Teasing you all day. Denying you what is rightfully yours.”

“That’s right,” he said, fucking her harder, his thighs slapping against her tight ass as he took her from behind. “This pussy is all mine.”

“All yours,” she gasped. He gripped her hips and pounded her glorious hole, their bodies meeting with a wet slap as he fucked her dripping-wet pussy. “Take it.”

He raised his hand and brought it down on her ass with a hard slap.

“Oh fuck!” cried Chloe. “Punish me. I’ve been so bad.”

“So bad,” he said, bringing down his hand again, causing her to cry out with pleasure. “Teasing me all day with your slutty videos. Denying me the pussy that belongs to me.”

She cried out again as he brought his hand down a third time, her pale asscheek reddening in the shape of his hand.

“Let me make it up to you,” she moaned. “Let me be your little slut, and use me however you want.”

“I will,” he growled. “You can be sure of that.”

Chloe moaned again as he fucked her harder, his grip firm on her hips, his orgasm building quickly as he took that sweet pussy that belonged to him, that tasted so good, that took his cock so well.

“And Ava…” she moaned, her breathing ragged as he pounded her from behind.

“Don’t worry about Ava,” he said, images of her from that morning flashing through his mind. “That little Asian goth slut will get it, too.”

“No…” gasped Chloe. “I mean…”

“Yes,” said Frank, his orgasm on the brink. “You can watch me fuck her brains out, like a man should.” Chloe whimpered, her body shaking at his words, her walls trembling around his cock as her own orgasm got close.

Then from the kitchen, he heard a moan. Frank looked over his shoulder.

“Ava,” Chloe mumbled.

“Oh fuck,” said Frank, seeing Ava in the kitchen behind them, eyes fixed on him as he railed Chloe over the couch, her juicy ass planted on the worktop, her black skirt hitched up, one hand underneath her black panties, her slender fingers working in quick circles, as the other squeezed one of her large breasts, the front of her tight top pulled down to free them.

Ava looked from the general scene, then specifically to Frank, their eyes meeting.

“That’s it,” moaned Ava. “Fuck her little slut pussy. Show her who she belongs to.” She moaned deeply as she slid her fingers down further into her panties and slid them into her own hole. “Then you can show me who this pussy belongs to.”

“It belongs to me,” he growled.

“Then prove it.” Ava slid her soaking wet fingers out of her panties and took two of them in her mouth, sucking her juices from them, smearing her plum lipstick on her fingers, before plunging them back into her panties and working her clit as she watched Frank fucking Chloe.

Chloe moaned with pleasure, and Frank turned his attention back to her, acutely aware of Ava’s eyes on both of them.

“Don’t stop,” begged Chloe. “I’m so close. I’m about to cum.”

“You cum when I tell you,” he growled, fucking her harder, his body tense as he delayed his own orgasm for as long as possible.

“But I need it,” she whimpered. “Please. Please.”

He groaned as he fought against his own orgasm, her glorious pussy so hard to deny, her moans and the wet slap of their bodies, Ava’s eyes on them as he fucked her friend, bringing him to the brink.

“I’m gonna cum.”

“Please,” Chloe begged. “Cum in me. I need your hot cum inside me.” She let out a high-pitched whine as she held back her orgasm like the obedient slut she was becoming. “But please, I need to cum. Please let me cum for you.”

He kept fucking her, his orgasm building, moving the point of no return, the pressure building until he could no longer deny it.

“Cum for me.”

Chloe cried out as she came, her pussy fluttering on his cock as she finally let go and let her orgasm wash over her, triggering his own rush of pleasure as he came. He growled, low and loud, pounding her tight ass as the frustration of the day came pouring out of him, as he filled her tight cunt with buckets of cum.

“Oh yes,” she cried out loud. “Fill me up! Fill my slutty pussy with your cum!”

“Fill her up!” cried Ava, her own orgasm peaking as she watched. “Claim that slutty pussy!”

He thrust deeply into her, his cock throbbing inside her as he unleashed load after load of hot cum deep into her trembling body, his hips slamming against her ass as thick, creamy ropes coated her insides as she begged for more, her pussy massaging his cock, desperate for every last drop of his seed she could get, until he had nothing left to give.

With a final gasp, he fell forward, one hand on the couch, keeping his weight off Chloe’s slim frame as he leaned over her bent-over body, his hard cock still twitching inside of her.

“Oh god,” Chloe moaned breathlessly. “Oh god.”

“That was so good,” he whispered into her ear. “Such a good girl.” She shivered beneath him, another wave of pleasure moving through her. “Such good pussy.”

“It’s all yours,” she said, breathlessly. “I’m all yours.”

“Yes,” he said, softly. “You are.” He kissed her gently on the cheek, and she let out a small, satisfied moan, then he eased himself upright and eased his cock out of her pussy. She gasped as he pulled out of her, and his thick load began to dribble out.

“What about me?” asked Ava, her boots heavy as she walked towards him. “Am I a good girl?” Frank turned and looked at her, assessing her from head to toe, her gothic visage as intense as he had remembered.

“No,” he said, firmly. “Not yet, at least.”

“But I want to be a good girl,” she said. “I’ll do anything to be good.”

“That’s what makes you so bad,” he said.

“That,” she said, with a twinkle in her eye, “is what makes me so good.” Then, without warning, she dropped to her knees and, looking up at him with wide, hungry eyes, took his cock in her mouth and deepthroated him, sucking as she cleaned the last drops of his cum and her best friend’s ample juices from his length, taking him deep in her throat, as Chloe watched on from the couch, looking over her shoulder at them, as Frank’s thick load slowly dribbled down her pale thighs.


Chapter Six

Frank moaned as Ava worked his cock enthusiastically as she knelt in front of him, cleaning him up, then letting him slip from between her dark lips with a soft pop. She stayed there a moment, looking at him with wide eyes. He held out a hand, and she took it, getting to her feet. She pushed herself close to him and moaned as she felt his cock rubbing against her wet panties.

“I need your cock,” she said. “Is that bad?”

“So bad,” he said, an arm wrapped around her slender waist. “I’m going to need a minute.”

“But I need your cock now,” she moaned, rubbing her hips against him.

“You can have my cock,” he said, holding her hard against him, “when I say you can have it. Is that clear?” She looked him in the eye, her own eyes glinting with surprise and something else.

“Yes, sir,” she said softly.

“Good girl,” he said. “Bedroom, now.”

“That is so hot,” muttered Chloe, breathlessly as she got up from the couch, her eyes moving from Frank to Ava, watching as she disappeared into the bedroom, then back to Frank. Frank looked at her for a moment, his clarity of purpose wavering. “Go,” she said, his hot cum running down her thigh. “I need a minute.” He pulled her close and kissed her softly.

“Don’t be long,” he said tenderly.

“No, sir,” she said, gazing up at him, her eyes glassy, her cheeks flushed.

“Good girl,” he said, and she smiled, leaning in and kissing him passionately. She gave him another glance over her shoulder and headed off towards the bathroom, taking small steps as she went. Frank watched until she was in the bathroom, then looked to the bedroom where Ava was waiting patiently for him.

He kicked off his shoes and pulled off his trousers, walking half-naked towards the bedroom, taking off his jacket and dumping it on the wooden table.

“Now,” he said, walking into the bedroom as he undid the buttons on his shirt. “I think it’s time you learnt–”

He froze.

She was lying on his bed, legs spread, skirt hitched up, top long gone, panties sitting on the floor between her discarded boots. His words caught in his throat as he watched Ava’s fingers, her nails polished a deep, shiny black, moving in slow circles over her exposed clit.

“Is it bad that I couldn’t wait for you?” she asked, as she touched herself, her fingers covered in her arousal.

“Very,” he said, his words guttural, primal.

“How about this?”

She slid her fingers down slowly and parted her lips, her dark nail polish in sharp contrast to her delicate, feminine pinkness, which she now exposed for him.

“So very bad.”

“How about – oh fuck –” she gasped as she slid two fingers into her tight hole. “How about this?” He watched as her slim fingers slid in and out of her pussy, coating them in her juices.

“Awful,” he said. “Filthy.”

“Then come clean me up,” she said, running her wet fingers over her lips and clit. “Show me how to be good for you.”

Frank already found himself getting worked up again, even though he’d just filled Chloe’s pussy with his thick load. He grabbed his shirt and pulled it off, still half-buttoned, up over his head, and threw it across the room. Ava’s eyes widened as he marched over to the edge of the bed completely naked, and she gasped as he grabbed her legs, feeling her fishnets and skin in his grip as he pulled her ass towards the edge of the bed. He dropped to his knees in front of her, her unwanted panties between his legs, watching closely as she continued to finger her clit, spreading her juices all over pussy.

He leaned in and slid his tongue in between her clit and her fingertips, lifting her fingers up from her pussy and taking them in his mouth. She moaned as he slid his lips up and down her wet fingers, tasting her pussy on them as his tongue lapped at them inside his mouth.

Ava moaned as she slipped the cleaned digits from his mouth, bringing them to her large breasts, and watched with anticipation for what he would do next. He watched her watching him and licked his lips, then pursed them as he leaned in and gently blew a stream of air along her wet slit.

“Oh god,” she moaned, shivering, reaching down with one hand, her fingers running through his hair, desperate for his mouth to be on her. “I need you to eat my pussy,” she moaned, her fingers loosely gripping his hair as he kept his mouth just out of reach. “I’ll be so good to you.”

“That’s what bad girls always say,” he said.

“So good,” she moaned. “So bad – fuck – I’ll do whatever you want, just please stick your tongue inside me.”

Frank leaned in, and Ava cried out as his tongue slid up between her swollen lips, lapping up her tangy juices, feeling the heat of them on his chin as his face brushed against her. She gasped, thrusting her hips in the air as his tongue flicked over her clit, before moving back down and licking at her slit again.

“Oh god,” she moaned, gripping his hair and rubbing her sweet pussy against his face as he ate her out. “That feels so good. Fuck, I’m going to worship your big cock however you want.”

He felt his cock twitch and begin to harden as Ava’s thighs squeezed his face, her fishnets rubbing against his bare skin, her heels rubbing up and down the edges of his spine like she was giving him a massage.

She cried out as he slid his tongue down and pressed into her wet hole.

“Oh fuck!” she moaned, as she bucked her hips faster, and he pressed his tongue further into her, lapping up her juices from inside her, sucking at her as his mouth formed a tight seal over her entrance. “That’s it, tonguefuck my little pussy. Get me ready to take your big cock in my – oh fuck – just like that – You can put it anywhere, show me how you like it. In my throat, in my pussy – fuck – you can put it in my ass. Stretch out my tight little asshole and show me how good I can be when I please you.”

She cried out louder as he sucked harder, his tongue moving faster, his cock rock hard now.

“She looks so good when you’re licking her pussy.”

It was Chloe. She was behind him now, arms wrapped around his waist as she whispered in his ear. He didn’t need to see her to know she was naked now, her soft body pressed against him.

“I bet she tastes as good as she looks.” Frank moaned in acknowledgement, the vibrations shooting through Ava’s pussy, causing her to convulse on the bed. Chloe gasped. “Sorry, her pretty little toes just brushed against my sensitive nipples.” Frank groaned again, not just at the picture of Ava’s pretty toes circling Chloe’s hard nipples, but at the fact that Chloe’s hand was now on his cock, working him slowly as he licked Ava’s pussy.

“She looks so good, it makes me want to have a little taste. Do you think she’d like that?”

Frank didn’t know if Ava would like it, but the thought of Chloe’s soft, pink tongue exploring her friend’s soft, pink pussy made his cock twitch. Chloe tightened her grip and stroked him faster, as she took his earlobe into her mouth, and sucked gently, her tongue moving in small circles over the tip.

Ava gasped as Frank slid his tongue out of her pussy and slid it up between her lips, until he reached her clit and began moving it over her in small circles, his mouth covering and sucking at her at the same time, the motions of his mouth matching those of Chloe on his earlobe.

“That’s so good,” said Ava. “I love it when you suck my clit. Fuck, your tongue feels so good on me, so delicate.” Chloe began to lick his ear faster, and he did the same to Ava’s clit, causing her to buck on the bed, arching her back as she whimpered with pleasure.

Chloe began sucking his ear faster and pumping his cock faster. Frank groaned into Ava’s pussy and sucked and licked her faster, as she buried both her hands in his hair and held his mouth firmly on her clit.

She rocked her hips, fucking his mouth, as Chloe pumped his rock-hard cock. She let his lobe fall from her lips and began to kiss Ava’s fishnets, pressing her face against them as she did so.

“I love fishnets,” cooed Chloe. “They cover so little but promise so much.” She kept kissing as Frank kept working her clit, feeling the heat of her juices on his face, the taste of her in his mouth, the vibrations as she rubbed herself against him, breathing heavily as she got closer and closer.

“Don’t stop,” moaned Ava. “I’m so close to cumming for you. Oh god, so fucking close.” She moaned and grunted and thrust and whined as he worked her pussy, as Chloe worked his cock, her breathing hot on his ear as the exertion got to her.

“Make her cum,” whispered Chloe, breathlessly in his ear. “Eat her slutty pussy until she can’t stand it. Show her who’s in charge.” Ava moaned louder, her body shaking, her legs tightening on his face and on his back, as she rocked harder against him.

“That’s it, eat me out. Make me your dirty little whore. Make me cum, and I’ll do anything for you. Please, fuck, I’m so close, please, god, please. Oh yes, just like that – oh fuck – I’m cumming, oh fuck I’m cumming, I’m cummmming!”

She thrust her hips up as she came, her body shaking, her clit deep in Frank’s mouth as he sucked and licked at her, pushing her orgasm onwards, feeling her hot juices running down his chin as he lapped at her clit, his tongue swirling rapidly around her sensitive bud, working her as she writhed desperately on the bed, her fishnets rubbing against him as she rode out her orgasm from start to finish, riding the high until she collapsed on the bed.

“Oh my god, oh my god,” Ava muttered, as she rolled her head back and forth on the bed, as if trying to make sense of what just happened.

He had happened.

She had asked him for a lesson, and he had given her one.

“That was so hot,” whispered Chloe, still pumping his cock. “I wonder how good a fuck she would be now that you’ve warmed her up.”

“Such a good fuck,” moaned Ava, rolling onto her back and then pushing herself up onto her hands and knees.

Chloe gasped into his ear and pumped his cock harder as they both gazed upon her wet slit as she wiggled her ass, just for them. Part of him wanted to bury his face between her asscheeks and eat her out again until she was a quivering mess on his bed. But as Chloe’s hand continued to slide up and down his shaft, he knew there was only one thing that was going to happen next.

“That’s it,” moaned Chloe, as Frank rose to her feet, her hand still wrapped around his cock. “Take her slutty Asian goth pussy, and show her who she belongs to.”

“Show me,” moaned Ava, wiggling her ass, her black swaying over her pale cheeks, desperate for more. Frank positioned himself behind her and ran his hands over her firm asscheeks, feeling the softness of her skin, then down over her thighs, scratching his nails over her fishnet stockings. Then, with one hand, he lifted up her skirt, and with the other, he guided the tip of his cock into her entrance, moaning as her hot juices coated him as he slid inside. Ava rocked on her hips, moaning, desperate for more. But he made her wait, showing her who she belonged to as he ran his hands over her ass again, then down to her fishnets, slipping his fingers in between the large holes, and, gripping them firmly, slid into her in one smooth motion.

“Oh fuck!” Ava cried as she took his whole cock in one movement, her tight pussy enveloping his shaft, her sweet warmth wrapping itself around him as he buried himself deep. She moaned with pleasure as he held himself fully inside her, his hips pressed up against her ass. “You’re so deep inside me, I feel so full. I love it!”

“Good,” he said, holding her fishnets tight, keeping himself buried deep in her pussy. “Because it’s going to happen a lot.”

“Please,” she begged, lowering her head to the bed, tightening the angle of his cock inside her. “Use me as often as you want. Wherever, whenever. I’m all yours. Just show me how to be good.”

“The first step,” he said firmly, “is learning how to take my cock like a good little slut.”

“Oh yes, show me,” she moaned, rocking on her hips. She let out a high-pitched whine as he slowly slid his cock out of her, his shaft dripping in her juices, until only the tip was left inside her. She moaned, trembling with anticipation as he held himself there, prolonging the moment until she couldn’t take any more, then he thrust back into her. He groaned as he felt her walls gripping his cock, desperate for more, and he began thrusting in and out of her.

“That’s it,” moaned Chloe, “train her to take your big cock.”

Train me,” Ava begged, gasping as he penetrated her fully time and again, gasping as he fucked her harder, his hips slapping against her ass, the wet slap of their bodies filling the room. “Train my slutty Asian goth pussy.”

His cock twitched inside her, and for a second, he thought he was going to fill her up. But he held his composure, took a few deep breaths and steadied himself. Her pussy felt so fucking good, he could barely stand it, and her pleas for more of his cock were making it even harder to keep going. But there was no way he was cumming so quickly, not when her pussy felt this good.

He let go of her fishnets and ran her hands over her bare back, feeling her muscles tense as she arched her back as he kept fucking her. All the while, he felt Chloe’s hands and lips on him, her body rubbing against him as he trained her best friend to take his cock.

“Oh my god,” moaned Chloe. “She’s a natural.”

“A natural slut,” he growled, running his hands over her back and into her hair, taking hold of her two ponytails and wrapping them around his palms.

“Oh yes,” moaned Ava as she raised herself up on her hands, rocking back and forth on his cock. “Ride me. Take control and show me what you like.” He held her firmly by the ponytails and fucked her hard, feeling her pussy fluttering on him as he took control of her body, pounding her hard as he gave her what she craved.

“That feels so good,” she moaned. “Oh fuck, I’m going to cum on your cock.”

“Not without permission,” he growled, fucking her harder.

“Please,” she begged. “I’ll be so good to you.”

“What do you think?” he asked, looking over his shoulder at Chloe. “Do you think she’s learnt her lesson?” Chloe put a finger to her lips, as if thinking it over carefully, then leaned in and spanked her friend’s juicy ass.

“No!” she said as her palm met her friend’s skin with a smack. “She loves being a dirty slut.”

“I do!” she cried. “I can’t help it, your cock feels so good in my pussy. How can I not love being a slut for your cock? I just want you to fuck me all the time. Please, just fuck me and make me cum as you fill me up. I just want to feel you explode inside me.”

Frank growled, on the brink of losing control, as his Asian goth slut begged her to cum inside her pussy.

“Fuck,” he growled, about to lose control. “If you can’t be a good girl, you can be good at taking my cock.”

“Yes!” she cried. “I’m so good at taking your cock. Give it to me, let me feel you fill me up. Please, please, please!”

He let out a growl as he passed the point of no return, his orgasm on the brink when he moaned the three words she needed to hear.

“Cum for me.”

Ava cried out, bucking on the bed, throwing her thick ass back onto his cock, slapping her asscheeks against his hips as he held onto her ponytails and thrust deep into her, moaning loudly as his own orgasm broke, his cock twitching as he shot thick ropes deep into her slutty asian goth cunt.

“Fill me up!” she begged, rocking wildly against his throbbing cock. “Fill me up until it’s dripping out of me!” He gripped her firmly as he pumped her pussy full of his hot cum, groaning with pleasure as he filled her with load after load, his balls tightening as they emptied completely inside of her.

Then, with a final yelp, she went limp, and he gently lowered her head to the duvet and unwrapped her long, dark hair from around his palms. She lay there gasping, ass still in the air, his cock still buried deep inside her.

“Oh my god,” muttered Chloe. “She took your cock so well.”

“She did,” he said, breathlessly, feeling her pussy throbbing on his cock as he reached forward and stroked her damp hair. “She’s such a good girl.” Ava purred as he stroked her hair, and he groaned as he felt her pussy shiver around his cock.

“So good for you,” she moaned softly. “Anything to show you how good I can be for you.” She groaned as he slid his cock out of her. As she pressed her ass back over the bed, Frank watched as his thick load dripped out of her and into her black panties on the floor, his thick creamy load soaking into the delicate fabric.


Chapter Seven

As Ava went to get cleaned up, Frank took the opportunity to lap at Chloe’s pussy until she came hard. It didn’t take long; she was dripping wet, having watched her boyfriend fuck her best friend, and by the time he began to curl two fingers inside of her, she was already on the brink. Still, it felt good to make her cum so quickly, to feel her desire for him was so strong.

Shortly after, all three of them, all cleaned up, were in bed, fully naked, their bodies entwined, warm, soft, satiated. Frank looked at Chloe and then at Ava, one woman on either side of him. Gone was the make-up, goth or otherwise, and they looked just as beautiful to him.

“I really liked that,” said Ava, softly, her hand resting on his chest.

“Me too,” said Frank.

“I mean it,” she said. “I like how you claimed me, as if you owned me, as if I was yours.”

“You are,” said Chloe, resting her hand on her friend’s. “If you want?” She looked up at Frank, who looked down and met her gaze. “Right?” There was something there, unspoken but solid. She was offering more now, more than they had originally agreed. He was going to fuck Ava one time to get over her break-up, but this was something else.

This hadn’t been planned. This had been spontaneous. It was raw, animalistic, real. It felt like what he had with Chloe. Not exactly the same, there were differences between how he felt about both women. But with Ava, as with Chloe, it felt right.

He looked from Chloe to Ava and back, meeting his girlfriend’s gaze.

“Right,” he said. She smiled brightly. He turned to Ava. “I don’t know what this is, but I know I want it to continue. And if you want to be mine, I am more than happy to claim you in whatever way you want.”

“Me too,” said Chloe with a cheeky grin.

“I’d like that,” said Ava, her fingers pressing against his chest, as if she was trying to hold onto his heart. “I don’t know what’s happening here either. I never expected – I just want this – whatever it is – to continue. The three of us, together.”

“For now,” said Chloe, mischief in her eyes. She started giggling, then Ava joined in, and soon all three of them were laughing heartily, holding onto each other, and onto whatever they had built together.

Happy.

Harmonious.

Horny.

Just the three of them.

For now.
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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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