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Part One: Moving In


Chapter One

“Thanks for stopping by.”

Frank smiled at the guy just long enough to close the door, then let his true feelings show. Forehead hitting the door, he stayed still, wondering what the hell he was going to do. He turned around and leaned against the door, staring out of the window on the other side of his apartment.

The sun was shining, casting long rays of warm light across the floor. It was nice outside at this time of year, and he’d always liked the outdoors, he’d reasoned, so it wouldn’t be that cold at night. So yeah, he thought, the idea growing more concrete in his mind, there was no reason why he couldn’t just become homeless and go live in the park across the street. Sure, there might be some weird people around, but surely not any weirder than the parade of people who had come to see the spare room he was trying to rent out.

Knock. Knock.

Frank steeled himself and smiled, then opened the door. It was Colin, the latest in a line of people he absolutely did not want to live with.

“Hi Colin,” said Frank. “What’s up?”

“Sorry,” said Colin, looking nervous, barely able to meet his eye. “I forgot to ask if the rent is more if, you know, Lucile stays with me.”

Frank looked at him for a moment, so many thoughts running through his mind that he could barely think straight.

“You know what, Colin,” he said, finally, “I’m sure that won’t be a problem. If,” he hastened to add, “you were to move in.”

“Oh, that’s great,” said Colin, a sense of relief on his face. “Luci will be so thrilled to hear that.”

“Give her my regards,” said Frank, plastering on a big fake smile. “Is there anything else?”

“Ah, no, not that I can think of,” said Colin.

“Great. Take care, Colin,” said Frank, holding his smile as he closed the door for the second time.

Colin and Lucile.

Frank did not want a roommate at all. He was forty now. That was too old for a roommate. Not to mention he was a card-carrying introvert, who preferred quiet nights in by himself to, well, pretty much anything else. But above all, he liked his peace and quiet, liked his space. Which was why he’d opted for a two-bedroom apartment. But a two-bedroom apartment to himself?

In this economy?

Frank walked over to the window and leaned against the windowsill, looking out across the lush green park on the other side of the road. He loved this place, but the idea of sharing it with someone else horrified him. Worse still, he hadn’t met a single person whom he would consent to share an elevator with, let alone living space.

Colin was the best of the bunch, and he wanted a second person to move in. Although from the way Colin spoke about Lucile, and the less-than-fresh borderline x-rated anime t-shirt he was wearing, Frank was fairly sure Lucile was either an anime love pillow or an AI rendering.

Each to their own, thought Frank as he contemplated the joys of being domestically untethered, but not for me.

Knockknockknock.

Frank’s heart sank as he heard the rattle of knuckles on his apartment door again. He really didn’t want to face Colin. There was no way he was moving in, so any questions he had were moot.

Knockknockknock.

More knocking, harder this time, more insistent.

Maybe I can pretend to not be in, Frank thought. Or maybe I can just climb out the fire escape and make my way to freedom.

There was a third knock, and Frank knew he wasn’t going away.

“Alright,” said Frank loudly, “I’m coming.” He walked over and grabbed the door handle, throwing the apartment door open, ready to tell Colin that, whilst he did appreciate him coming to see the room, there was no way in hell either he or Lucile were going to move in.

Instead, there was a beautiful young woman standing there.

“Oh, he said, in surprise, catching himself before he unleashed a tirade intended for someone else.

The young woman stepped back, startled. She was short, a little over five feet, and slim. If he had to guess, he would say she was in her early twenties. She was Japanese, and her features were soft, her dark eyes large, which were framed by a long, dark fringe. She was wearing a tight cream sweater that highlighted the slimness of her figure, a plaid skirt and dark leggings.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean to –

“Oh no,” he said. “Sorry, I–”

“I should go. Sorry for disturbing you.” She grabbed the handle of her suitcase and made her way to go.

“Wait,” he said, a little too strongly. She stopped and turned to him. “I’m sorry,” he said, trying to control his breathing, “I thought you were someone else.” He paused and let out a long sigh. “It’s been a long day.” He looked from her uncertain expression to her suitcase. “Are you looking for a room?”

Her eyes darted from his face to her suitcase, as if deciding whether or not to tell a bald-faced lie and get the hell out of there. But after a moment, she nodded softly. He smiled.

“Please, come on in,” he said, standing aside and letting her enter. The four wheels of her suitcase rattled as they moved along the hardwood floor of the corridor, then clunked as they went over the threshold and into his apartment.

“It’s very nice,” she said, looking around the room.

“Thank you,” he said, staying by the door, “but it’s not really.”

“You like to read?” she asked, looking at the stuffed bookcase on one side of the wall.

“I do,” he said.

“You don’t like an ereader?” she asked.

“I do,” he said. “But for things that aren’t available in paperback. I prefer books, when I can get them, something I can hold in my hand. It feels more real, you know?” She looked at him, and he realised he was starting to geek out on books. “They also give me an opportunity to not look at a screen for a bit,” he said, suddenly feeling the need to provide a practical justification for the preference.

Her cheeks flushed slightly, and he found that surprisingly adorable.

“My name’s Frank,” he said, stepping closer.

“Chloe,” said the young woman, holding out her free hand, the other still gripping the handle of her suitcase.

“You can leave that here, if you would like a tour?” he said.

“Ok,” she said, nodding her head, and moving her suitcase to the side of the room.

“Right, so in here is the kitchen,” he said, moving towards the open-plan space on the far side of the apartment.

“You’re not going to close the front door?” she asked.

“Oh,” he said. “I err, thought it might be better to leave it open, so you don’t feel, err, trapped.” She looked at him, surprised. “Not that I would try to trap you,” he stammered, “but I did answer the door rather err… strongly. I thought you might be more comfortable knowing the exit was open, so you can leave any time you want. Not that you can’t leave any time you want, but this just makes it a bit easier.”

She stared at him, saying nothing, and he couldn’t work out whether she was trying to figure out what the hell he was going on about, or whether she was planning on taking up his offer and leaving immediately. Then, after a few moments which seemed to stretch out forever, she smiled and nodded, then walked past him and into the kitchen. Once she was far enough into the kitchen, he let out a quiet sigh of relief and tried to reset his brain.

“There’s not much to see,” he said. “Just your usual stuff. Oven, microwave, kettle, toaster, cupboards, the standard things.” Her eyes moved over everything, assessing every little detail, but she said nothing. “There’s the fridge-freezer, of course,” he continued, moving rapidly towards the large silver appliance and throwing open the full-height door. “It’s pretty large. Just make sure you don’t get trapped!”

She giggled politely, and he felt a heat in his chest. He couldn’t remember the last time a woman had laughed at one of his jokes. Or anyone for that matter. Perhaps he had been spending a bit too much time alone recently.

“There’s plenty of space for your food,” he said, closing the door, which shut with a secure thud. “And if there isn’t, we can move stuff around and make some more space for you. I don’t have much in there.”

“It’s very big,” she said. “For one person.”

“That’s a err, long story,” he said, not wanting to tell it, long or short. “And over here is the dining table. Sorry for the mess. I can get a case and transfer it into that, so you can use it for eating or whatever you would like.”

Chloe examined the half-finished jigsaw puzzle, which took up most of the table top. Instead of chairs, there was a long wooden bench that came with the table. A style choice he had felt proud of at the time, but was less practical than he had fully appreciated at the time. She picked up one of the loose pieces and examined it in her fingers, rolling it delicately between her thumb and forefinger, then reached down and clicked it into place. She smiled brightly.

“I like puzzles,” she said. “But I never have room for them.”

“Well, now you do,” he said. “You can help me with this one, if you want or do one of your own.” She looked up at him. “If you decide to move in, that is.”

“And if you decide to let me,” she said.

“Well, there is a great deal of interest in the room,” he said, truthfully. “So I’d have to give careful consideration to whether or not we are compatible,” he continued, less truthfully. Her eyes widened slightly. “As roommates,” he added swiftly.

“I think we would be compatible,” she said, fingering another jigsaw piece, then placing it back down in the pile. “Is there a bedroom?”

“Yes,” he said. “Two in fact, if you can believe it.” He walked past her and towards a pair of doors on the other side of the apartment. “This is your room,” he said, opening the door on the right. “I mean the room for rent. I’m afraid it isn’t very big.”

“No,” she said, standing by the doorway and leaning in, her body a little closer to his than he felt it needed to be. “But then neither am I!” She looked at him and laughed, covering her mouth as if shy, and he laughed too.

“It’s got a double bed, wardrobe, chest of drawers, and a small desk for writing or drawing or working or whatever.”

“I like to draw,” she said, walking into the room. She ran her hands over the flat surface, as if testing its evenness. “I can make full use of the desk. What about your bedroom?” she asked, still inspecting her room.

“My room?” he repeated, surprised.

She looked at him over her shoulder, her body bent over slightly as she examined the bedside cabinet, her skirt rising up and barely covering her ass.

“Sorry, is that private?”

“No, not at all. I just – no one has asked to see it before.” He moved along and opened the door.

“I’m sure that’s not true,” she said, following him and standing behind him as he stood by the doorway. He looked at her, trying to decipher her words. “It’s very neat,” she said, looking in. “That’s your bed. Good.”

“Good?”

“I mean, we aren’t sharing a wall. I didn’t know if I would wake you up if I was making too much noise in the night.”

“Do you make a lot of noise in the night?”

“Sometimes,” she said. “But I usually live alone, so it didn’t matter. Here I will be careful to be more quiet and considerate of your peace.”

“Ok, thank you,” he said, closing his bedroom door and walking back into the main living area.

“Rent is five hundred a month, including utilities. Same amount for a deposit. There are a couple of streaming apps on the TV, so feel free to create your own account on there if you want. The neighbourhood is pretty quiet and safe. I’ve never had any problems, but then my lived experience is probably a little bit different to yours.” He looked down at the short woman as she looked up at him. “Err, public transport is fine, parking is not. Umm, there’s plenty of places to go and get a cup of coffee or eat or whathaveyou, if that’s your sort of thing.” He paused, trying to think of anything else. “I think that’s everything I can think of. Do you have any questions?”

“When can I move in?”

“Well, if you want to move in, you can let me know, and when I’ve considered the other applications, I’ll be back in touch.” She frowned slightly. “But just between you and me,” he said, leaning in conspiratorily, “you’re my favourite candidate.” She beamed brightly.

“And you’re my favourite prospective landlord.”

It was a weird compliment, but he was still going to take it.

“When would you be thinking of moving in?” he continued. “If you decided you wanted to live here, that is.” She furrowed her brow as she gave the question a lot of thought.

“Today?” she asked.

“Oh, err,” said Frank, taken aback by her eagerness. “Today? As in today, today?” She nodded her head. He checked his watch. It was late afternoon, and there wasn’t much of today left. “I’ll have to give it some thought,” he said. “As I said, there are other applicants…”

“But I’m your favourite?” she asked, raising her eyebrows as she looked up at him with wide eyes, her skirt swaying slightly as she rocked her body.

“By far,” he said, trying to find the right balance between enthusiasm and professionalism, and failing badly. The suddenness of the offer swirled around in his mind as he tried to think of a reason she couldn’t move in immediately.

But he couldn’t think of one.

He also couldn’t think of a reason why he wouldn’t want her to move in so quickly. It would help with his finances immediately, and it was hardly as if there was a long list of other people he was seriously going to consider. She seemed nice and quiet and clean, and as far as he could tell, she didn’t have a love pillow or an AI boyfriend she would want to split the rent with. “Sure, why not?” he said. “Welcome home.”

He threw his arms out wide in a welcoming gesture, which she clearly misinterpreted, as she smiled brightly and rushed towards him, giving him a big hug.

“Oh, err, ok,” he said, as she squeezed herself tightly against him, as he held his arms out to the side, before slowly lowering them tentatively around her, not wanting to seem either overly enthusiastic for the hug or too cold about it.

After a few moments, she let him go, still smiling.

“Do you need to go get the rest of your stuff?” he asked, glancing at her suitcase. “I don’t have a car, but we can get something sorted.”

“This is all my stuff,” she said. “I travel light.”

“Right, I see. You’re not on the run from the police, are you?”

“No,” she said, smiling. “Not from them.”

“Interesting,” he said. “So you’re on the run from someone?”

“Perhaps,” she said, smiling. “Perhaps I am a very dangerous person.”

“You look terrifying,” he said.

“Good,” she said, sharply, a smile creeping across her face as she planted her hands on her hips. “As long as you know who is in charge, then we will get on well.”


Chapter Two

Frank tried to focus on his puzzle as Chloe showered. But as he heard the water running, he couldn’t help but think of her tight, naked body under the hot water, her hands moving over her slick skin, her fingers sliding down and finding her –

“All finished,” she announced, stepping out of the shower.

“Great,” he said. “I mean –” He looked up, and the words fell out of his mouth. Chloe was standing there, with a white towel wrapped around her naked body. Her dark hair was slicked back, and the wet ends clung to her pale, soft shoulders.

“It’s very hard and hot,” she said.

“I’m sorry?” he asked.

“The water,” she said, shuffling on her bare feet, shifting her weight from one slim leg to the other.

“Oh, the pressure,” he said. “Yes, it’s very good. I forgot to mention that. We’re very lucky in that regard.”

“I hope you don’t mind that I took a long shower?”

“Oh, not at all,” he said. “I like to take long showers too.”

“Then we might have to shower together,” she said. He tried to speak, but couldn’t find the words. “Or else we’ll both be late in the mornings!” She laughed, and he laughed with her. Then she turned and walked into her bedroom, giving him a final glance and smile as she closed the door.

Frank put down the puzzle piece he had been holding for the last fifteen minutes and stood up from the table. Chloe had only moved in half an hour ago, and he had already realised he had made a terrible decision.

It’s fine, he thought to himself as he went to the kitchen and got himself a glass of water, downing it in one. Yes, she’s cute and funny and sweet. And yes, she is very beautiful, but so what? She is nearly half your age, and you don’t even know her. It’s just a physical attraction that will pass before you know it. If anything, it should encourage you to go out and meet someone again. Once you’re back out in the real world, you won’t even be thinking about her.

Besides, he thought, looking through the cupboards for something to eat as a distraction from his other desires, she probably won’t be here much, and when she is, she won’t be interested in hanging around with you. She’s young and in college. She’s got her own life to be getting on with. As for that matter, so do you. In theory, at least.

At that moment, he heard Chloe’s bedroom door open, but continued looking in the cupboards, whilst hoping desperately she had put some clothes on.

“So,” she said, standing behind him. “What are we having for dinner?”

“Dinner?” he asked, looking over his shoulder. “We?” She had gotten dressed, but he wasn’t sure whether what she was wearing was much better than the towel.

She was closer than he expected, and as he looked down, he saw she was wearing a crop top that showed her slim waist and outlined her small but pert breasts, her hard nipples poking against the material. She also wore a pair of oversized joggers that clung to her hips, the wideness of the loose legs making her waist appear even slimmer.

“Oh, I thought we could eat together,” she said. “Maybe get a takeaway or something? You know, you celebrate moving in together?”

“Oh, right,” he said. “We could do.”

“We don’t have to,” she said. “If you don’t want to. I don’t want to impose myself upon you.”

“It’s fine,” he said. “I didn’t know you would want to. Obviously, you have a life and friends and things, so I didn’t know if you would want to hang out.”

“Only if you want to?” she said.

“Yeah,” he said. “That sounds great.”

“Yay!”

“There’s some flyers in the drawer over there,” he said, pointing to the kitchen drawer as he closed the cupboard door he had been holding open the whole time.

“Great,” she said. “We can get some food and finish your jigsaw puzzle. If you want?”

“Yeah,” he said. “That sounds nice.”

*

“That’s clearly a piece of the sky,” said Chloe. She was sitting next to Frank on his right-hand side, the pair of them sharing the bench by the table, her body pressed against his as she leaned in. She had an almost entirely blue jigsaw puzzle piece in her hand and was looking to find a place for it in the top left-hand corner of the puzzle.

“I think it might be part of this car down here,” said Frank, pointing with his left hand to the bottom right-hand corner.

“Got it,” she said, leaning in further. As she did so, her breasts pressed against Frank’s outstretched arm, causing him to quickly pull his hand from beneath her. She moaned softly as she stretched, her tongue sticking out of the corner of her mouth as she worked the puzzle piece with her fingers until it clicked into place. If she had felt his arm against her, she made no sign of it. “Ha!” she said, sitting back down. “Who’s the puzzle master now?”

“I never said I was– oof.” He grunted as she poked him underneath the ribs with two sharp fingers. Then did it again. “Hey, cut that out.” Chloe simply laughed and did it again.

“That’s – ahh.” he pressed his arm to his side in a defensive gesture, but somehow she managed to elegantly move around it, finding other delicate parts of his side to jab.

“Make me,” she said, grinning.

“I don’t have to,” he said, “when I can just…” He reached around with his left arm and poked her under her ribs. She gasped with surprise, shocked that he could do such a thing.

“I’m sorry,” he began, frozen as she stared at him in shock. But his words were cut off when a big grin appeared on her face.

“You will be,” she said, redoubling her efforts to poke him, using both arms, exposing both flanks to his probing fingers.

They continued jabbing at one another, a poke here, a tickle there, laughter getting louder, breathing getting harder, and as he felt her soft skin underneath his fingers, he also felt something else, a charged energy in the air.

“Ahhh!” she cried out as she reached forward with both hands, tickling both her sides as she desperately gasped for breath. “This isn’t fair! You’re so much bigger than me!”

“Well, you started it,” he said, doubling down as she creased beneath his touch, curling into him as tears streamed down her face from laughter.

“I’m going to wet myself,” she cried hysterically. “I can’t–”

Knock. Knock.

At the knock at the door, Frank relented. They sat there, breathing heavily. Chloe’s head was resting on his shoulder, her hand on his thighs, her body shaking as she recovered from his touch.

“That’s the food,” he said, catching his breath.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

More insistent this time, the sound of someone in a rush.

“I’ll go get it,” she said, pushing herself up and bouncing across the room. He watched her go and noticed how, even though her joggers were loose, they still managed to perfectly outline the shape of her ass.

“Hi,” she said brightly as she opened the door. From his vantage point, Frank saw the delivery guy, no more than a college kid, standing there with the giant pizza box. His eyes nearly popped out of his head when he saw Chloe. “Is this for me?” she asked when he didn’t say anything.

“Oh err, yes,” he said. “Here you go.”

“Thank you,” she said sweetly, a little sway to her hip as she took the box for him, his hands holding on to the other side just a moment too long. She gave him a lingering smile, then closed the door. As she did so, Frank saw the young man’s eyes through the gap in the door, and they looked at one another. Frank wasn’t sure if the expression on the young man’s face was one of confusion or jealousy, but he certainly wasn’t happy to be left standing out in the corridor whilst Frank was inside with Chloe.

“Gosh, I’m starving,” she said, planting herself back on the bench next to Frank, snuggling up close as she put the pizza down next to the puzzle, and opened it. “Oh my god, that looks so good.” She leaned in close and inhaled the aroma, letting out a moan that verged on orgasmic. Then she reached in and carefully removed one slice, manoeuvring the stringy cheese that hung over the sides of the slice, collecting them on her tongue, breaking them off with her lips, before taking a giant bite at the end. She moaned again, louder this time, eyes rolling into the back of her head as she savoured the taste.

“This is amazing,” she said, mouth full of pizza. “You should really try some.”

“Well, I would,” he said, “but you seem to have positioned yourself as the guardian of the pizza.”

“If you want some,” she said, taking another bite from her slice, “you can come get some.”

He leaned across the table, his body pressing against hers, as she made no effort to get out of her way. In fact, she leaned in and reached out, pushing the pizza box further across the table.

“Hey,” he said, leaning in further, as she pushed it just out of his reach again. “That’s cheating.”

“All’s fair in love and pizza,” she said, waving her slice in his face.

“That’s true.”

“Hey!” she cried as he leaned forward and sank his teeth into her slice, taking the biggest bite he could. “That’s mine,” she cried as he chewed theatrically.

“You know what they say, “ he said. “All’s fair in love and–” His words stopped as Chloe leapt onto him and pressed her lips against his. Her lips were hot and soft and carried the saltiness of the pizza.

She pulled back and looked at him, saying nothing. He swallowed his mouthful of pizza as he tried to think of something, but no words came to him.

“And pizza?” she said, sweetly.

“And pizza,” he replied, wrapping an arm around her slim waist and pulling her towards her. She gasped as he held her tightly against him. He could feel her heart pounding, and could feel his own thumping in his chest. She looked him in the eyes as she let herself be held, then as he leaned in to kiss her, she closed her eyes, her lips parting as their mouths met for the second time.


Chapter Three

She let out a small gasp as his tongue slid into her mouth, finding hers, soft and warm. As their tongues met, she pressed hers back against his, meeting his passion with her own as she straddled him on the bench.

“Whoa,” he said, grabbing the edge of the table as he steadied himself, breaking off the kiss slightly as she leaned into him, her movements taking him by surprise and almost pushing him back off the bench.

“What’s the matter?” she said, her hand caressing his face, her lips nearly touching his. “Am I too much for you? I thought a big, strong man like you would be able to handle me.” She kissed him again, but he was ready this time, his body firm as she moved on top of him. His hands went to her sides, and he could feel the softness of her exposed skin, the heat of her body, his fingers sliding slightly up under her crop top, then down to her hips, holding her firmly. She wriggled on top of him, and he was sure she could feel his rock-hard cock beneath her. She moaned into his mouth as his hands went down to her ass, cupping her firm cheeks through the soft material of her joggers, causing her to move faster on top of him.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, kissing down his neck. “I knew you’d have a big dick.” Her hands slid down and grabbed the bottom of his t-shirt, pulling it up his body until it was at the top of his chest. “You’ll have to let go of my ass,” she said, her hands moving over his bare chest, “if you want me to take it off.” He raised his hands in the air. She looked at him as she pulled his shirt off and tossed it across the room. “Good boy.”

“Now, my turn,” he said, returning his hands to her bare midriff. She bit her lip in anticipation, lifting her hands above her head before he had even begun to undress her. He ran his fingers across her skin, savouring the moment as he took the edges of her crop top and slowly peeled it from her body, letting his hands slide across her skin as he did so. He stopped as the material bunched underneath her small breasts, then pulled it up, watching as her soft, round breasts rose and fell from the material, bouncing softly as he slid the top over her head and up her arms, and dropped it on the floor beneath them.

“Now we’re even,” she said, lowering her arms and touching his body.

“Oh, I think I’m definitely ahead,” he said, running his hands down her soft arms and back to her waist.

“Just because you get to see these?” she asked, curiously. Her hands moved from his body to hers, sliding up and cupping her small breasts. “But they’re barely a handful.”

“They’re perfect,” he said, as she continued to play with her breasts, her fingers teasing her dark nipples.

“Really?” she asked.

“Really,” he said, running his hands up over hers, massaging her breasts with her hands underneath his, as she gasped. Then he leaned in and took one of her nipples into his mouth, letting his tongue move in small circles over the hardening bud.

She let out a low, soft moan, one of her hands on the back of his head as he sucked and licked at her nipple. As she continued to rock on top of him, he slid his other hand down her naked torso and cupped her ass again.

“You like my ass, too?” she moaned.

“I like all of you,” he said, looking up from her chest, her dark nipple brushing against his lips as he spoke. She smiled brightly.

“I like all of you, too,” she said, reaching down between them and taking hold of his cock through his trousers. “All of you.” Frank groaned as she slowly stroked him, and as she presented her other breast to his mouth, he took it between his lips and began to suck and lick at it as he had the other.

“You’re so good at that,” she said, her grip tightening on his cock. “You’re so talented with your tongue.” He licked at her nipple a little faster, and she moaned more loudly. “I bet that would feel amazing on my pussy.” With one forceful movement, Frank pushed the bench back with his legs as he stood, lifting Chloe’s petite body as she wrapped her legs around his waist and an arm around the back of his neck, holding herself in position. With his free arm, Frank swept the puzzle off the table.

“But we weren’t finished!” Chloe cried, watching the pieces scatter across the floor.

“No,” said Frank, laying her down on the table. “We’re only just beginning.”

She looked up at him from the table, eyes wide, hands moving over her bare chest, fingers teasing her hard, wet nipples. He leaned in and kissed her, her tongue hungry in his mouth, ready for what she had started to get to the next level. She cooed as he kissed down her neck and over her chest, her body warm beneath his lips as he made his way down over her flat stomach, until he reached the edge of her joggers. She watched patiently as his hands slid down her sides and into the waistband. As he pulled them down, she rose her ass from the table and wiggled her hips, helping him slide them down. Beneath, she was wearing a pair of plain white panties, already wet from her arousal, and as he pulled her joggers down, he let the backs of his fingers trail across her legs, feeling her soft skin as he undressed her. He pulled them down to her ankles and stopped a second to take off her thick, woollen socks, exposing her petite feet and her well-manicured toes, which curled as her socks slipped from them.

He took hold of her joggers again, and he pulled one leg up and then the other, pulling herself free, then letting her legs dangle over the side of the wooden table. He ran his hands over the joggers, flattening them out and folding them neatly as he gazed upon her near-naked body, a picture of perfection on his dining table, waiting to be made a meal out of.

He placed the joggers on the bench and ran his hands up her legs, stroking her thighs as she arched her back slightly on the table, moaning with anticipation as he lightly touched her. She watched, looking over her body as he lowered himself to his knees, disappearing almost entirely from view. He continued to stroke her legs as he brought his lips to her calf, kissing gently up her leg, before moving to the other, alternating as he made his way up, past her knees and between her thighs. Her legs parted slightly as he moved up further and further, her gasps getting louder as his lips found the edges of her inner thighs, then parted further, letting him work his way up towards his final goal. She hooked her legs over his shoulders, and he felt her soft feet on his back as he kissed her inner thighs, the scent of her arousal rising as he got closer to her wet panties, her neat lips outlined perfectly against the clinging fabric. He wrapped his hands around her thighs and kissed at the wet spot, causing Chloe to moan and buck her hips, desperate for more. Still, he continued slowly, teasing her through her underwear, moving his lips to the side to kiss the exposed skin, to slowly run his tongue up the edge of her panties, teasing her inner curves.

“Don’t tease me,” she begged, running a hand through his thick hair. “I need your tongue on me now.”

He flicked his tongue over her panties, pressing hard where they covered her clit, and she cried out. Then he continued to tease her, moving all around, feeling the heat of her body increase as she writhed on the table, desperate for more. Then, finally, he slid a hand between her legs and peeled her panties from her body. She moaned as the wet fabric was peeled from her wet lips, and Frank marvelled at her slick, wet slit. His cock throbbed in his trousers as he smelt her pussy, her dark lips wet, her pink entrance pulsating, desperate for more. Slowly, he ran his tongue up between her lips, tasting her for the first time, as she gasped and moaned on the table. She cried out as the tip of his tongue flicked over her sensitive clit, then let out a low moan as he began lapping at her, running his tongue between her wet lips, tasting her as her arousal began to cover his face. Her legs tightened on either side of his head with a surprising strength, and he continued to lick at her pussy, moving faster, pressing a little deeper, feeling her folds beneath his tongue.

She tasted so good, and as she rocked against his face, he pressed his tongue deep inside her tight entrance.

“Oh fuck!” she cried, as his tongue penetrated her for the first time, feeling the tightness of her hole as he lapped at her inside, his mouth pressed against her, sucking at her at the same time, his nose rubbing against her clit. “I’ve never had someone suck at my pussy before. It feels – aah!” She rocked hard against his face, her grip on his hair tightening as her moans got louder. For a moment, he wondered if the neighbours could hear, then realised he didn’t care, and pressed his tongue in deeper, sucking harder, causing her to moan even louder. Then, just as quickly, he slid his tongue out of her and up her slit, finding her clit, and moving in small, quick circles.

“I knew you’d be good at eating my pussy,” she moaned. “I fucking knew it.” As he licked at her, he let her panties go, letting them slide to the side of his face, rubbing against his cheek as he licked her clit, and slid his hand lower. She moaned as he teased her tight entrance with two fingers, then slowly eased them into her. “Oh god, yes,” she moaned. “I want to feel you inside me.” She rubbed herself against him as he worked his fingers gently into her body. Even though she was dripping wet, she was so tight that he had to work slowly, letting her body adapt to the girth of his fingers, stretching her out to accommodate him, and as he got deeper and deeper into her, he could only imagine how good she would feel on his cock.

“You feel so deep inside me,” she moaned, as he slid his fingers all the way into her, holding them deep inside her, feeling her pulsate around them as her muscles tensed and eased. Slowly, he slid them out and pressed them back in, causing her to moan as he slowly finger fucked her, his tongue still on her clit, which he had taken into his mouth now, sucking gently as he licked at her. She rocked harder on the table, her small but pert ass slapping on the wooden surface as she rubbed herself against his face, her legs wrapped tightly around him. He could feel her body easing, his fingers able to penetrate her fully with ease, slick with her juices as they plunged deep into her tight hole.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “fuck my tight pussy with your fingers. Get me ready for your big cock.” He groaned into her pussy at the thought of fucking her, and she moaned loudly as the vibrations moved through her body. He could tell she was getting close, and he continued just as he was, his tongue and mouth and fingers working together, moving in sync against every part of her pussy, his fingers curling inside of her, stroking her walls.

She let out a high-pitched whine, her back arching, her ass slapping against the hard wood, her fingers tightening in his hair, her legs squeezing his head as her heels pressed into his back. He could feel her wetness running down his chin, trickling down his neck as he brought her closer to the brink.

“Don’t stop,” she moaned. “Don’t change a thing. I’m so close – I’m – oh god – you’re going to make me cum so hard – I can feel it – I can – oh oh, yes, don’t stop, don’t stop, don't…”

She cried out loudly, high-pitched, her hips thrusting into his face as she came, her body shaking as she gasped and moaned, ass slapping on the table top, legs flexing around him, pussy walls fluttering on his fingers as he pounded her tight hole with them.

He looked up, nose buried in her pubic hair, as she came hard on the table, moaning and gasping, her free hand squeezing her pert breast, her head swinging from side to side, her dark hair stuck to her damp face as she gasped with pleasure. Still, his fingers and mouth and tongue kept working, still pushing her orgasm higher, further, longer, prolonging her pleasure for as long as possible, until finally, she was finished.

“Oh my god…”

He watched her lying on the table, her breasts rising and falling with her sharp breaths, her body hot and sticky, shivering as the aftershocks of her orgasm passed through her. Gently, he eased his mouth from her pussy, and eased his fingers out of her tightness, thin strands of desire strung between his fingertips and her pink, pulsating entrance. Slowly, he stood up and looked down at her, her body perfect, her cheek flushed pink from exertion. He pressed in and leaned over to kiss, kissing her softly, causing her to reply greedily, her tongue sliding into his mouth, moaning deeply as she tasted herself on him, her hand on his wrist, guiding his wet fingers towards her. She broke off the kiss and looked him in the eyes as she took his fingers fully in her mouth and slowly sucked them clean, her tongue swirling around them as she sucked them hard.

Finally, she pulled them out of her mouth, letting them fall with a wet pop, and pushed herself up. Her legs were wrapped around his, and she wrapped an arm around his neck to hold herself steady.

“That was so good,” she said, kissing him softly, her hand reaching down to cup his hard cock. “But we still need to do something about this.” She pushed herself forward, pushing him back onto the bench behind him, and dropping to her feet. She stood in front of him, licking her wet lips, her hands moving gently over his chest, then down his sides, their hands meeting as they worked together to pull his trousers and boxers down to his ankles and then off, leaving him completely naked. She leaned in and kissed him as she lowered herself to her knees, her hands sliding down his chest to his thighs, stroking them slowly as she got into position.

“Fuck,” she said, looking down at his cock and then up at him. “It’s so big. I’m going to have to take my time.” She stuck her soft, pink tongue out and slowly began to lick the tip of his cock, moaning as she licked up his precum, her hand gently stroking his shaft.

“Oh my god,” Frank groaned, his hands gripping the back of the bench as Chloe teased the end of his cock. He looked down at her and saw her looking up at him, her tongue swirling around him, before she took the tip in between her lips, sucking as she continued to lick faster. Her grip tightened on his cock, stroking him more purposefully as her lips made their way further down his shaft. “Your mouth feels so good on my cock,” he growled, watching her take more of him into her mouth, her hand pumping the bottom of his shaft as she slid her lips up and down the top half, leaving him coated in her saliva, watching as it dribbled down her fingers.

She let his cock fall from her mouth and smiled at him, her hand moving in long strokes up the full length of his wet shaft, spreading her saliva across him.

“You like having your cock in my mouth?” she asked.

So much,” he said, groaning as she pumped him faster, her small breasts bouncing as she did so.

“But there are so many other places you could put your cock,” she said. “You happy with just my mouth?”

“For now,” he said.

“Why don’t you show me how you’d like to fuck my mouth?” she asked, pumping him quickly. He nodded and reached down, placing his hand on the back of her head and guiding her mouth back down to his cock. He moaned with pleasure as she took him back in her mouth, bobbing her head up and down as he guided her, her lips tight around his shaft. As she kept sucking at him, he pressed her down further, pressing himself deeper into her throat, and she happily complied, licking the underside of his cock as she did so. Her hands gripped his thighs, her fingers digging into his muscles as she pressed down further, taking more of him into her mouth with each movement.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, as he felt his cock hit the back of her throat, her hands tightening on his thighs as she held him deep, letting her hot saliva coat him as her throat muscles contracted and massaged the tip of his cock. He let out a low groan, trying hard not to cum down her throat, trying not to think how good it would feel for her to swallow his load down as she wrapped her lips around the base of his shaft.

Slowly, she pushed back up and let him fall from her mouth, his cock coated, thin strands running from her lips to his tip. She licked her lips, and the strands broke.

“I think you’re about ready,” she said, pressing onto his thighs as she stood up.

“For what?” he asked, as she straddled him, his cock rubbing against her hot, wet panties.

“For anything you want,” she said, kissing him slowly but passionately, her hot body pressed against his, her breasts rubbing against his chest as she rocked against his cock.

“I want you,” he said.

“You can have me,” she said. “All of me.” She yelped as he grabbed her ass and lifted her up, carrying her across the apartment as she continued to kiss him, her body rubbing against his as he walked them both towards the bedroom.

He kicked his bedroom door open and walked in, tossing Chloe onto the bed, her slim body bouncing gently as she landed.

“Where do you want me?” she asked, her fingers sliding into the sides of her underwear, gently working them over her hips as she lay on his bed. He watched patiently as she slid them down, peeling them from her wet lips, then sliding them down her thighs, pulling her legs up to slip them off, before dropping them on the floor. She lay in front of him, completely naked for the first time, her fingers moving slowly over her clit as she waited for instruction.

“On your knees,” he said.

“I was hoping you’d say that,” she said, rolling onto her front and pushing herself up onto her hands and knees. “I really want to feel you take me from behind.” He stepped behind her, running his hands over her pert ass, watching her tight asshole pulsate as she rocked on her knees. She moaned as he ran a finger over her wet slit, watching over her shoulder as he licked his fingertip clean, then guided his cock towards her.

She gasped as he ran the tip over her wet lips, spreading them slightly, before moving to her entrance and pressing inside of her.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, as the tip of his cock pressed into her tight hole. “Your cock feels so much thicker than your fingers.” She groaned louder as she pressed her ass back, pressing herself deep onto his cock. He stood there, watching his cock disappear inside her pussy, watching her wet lips slide further and further down his shaft as she pushed her ass back more and more. He placed a hand on the small of her back, and she stopped moving. He held her there for a moment, then pulled out slightly, before pushing back in deeper.

Her pussy was every bit as good as he knew it would be. He groaned as he slid deeper inside her, feeling her body stretching out to accommodate his length, enveloping him in her warm, soft folds, coating him with her arousal as she let out a high-pitched whine as he penetrated her deeper and deeper.

“I feel so full,” she moaned as he pressed himself fully into her, her ass pressed against his hips. “And I love it.” She gasped as he pulled his cock out of her, leaving just the tip inside of her, then moaned loudly as he thrust back inside of her with one, long, fluid motion.

“Oh fuck,” she cried, as he continued to fuck her, his hands gripping her hips as he pushed deeply into her time and again. “You feel so good inside me.” She rocked on her hands and knees, pushing her ass back, slapping her cheeks against his hips as he ploughed into her, moving as one as the fucked harder and faster as she responded to his movements.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he growled. “You’re pussy’s a perfect fit for my cock.”

“So perfect,” she moaned, leaning forward and planting her face on his duvet, tightening the angle of penetration. “It’s like my body was made for you. So, fuck me, please.”

He growled as he gripped her hips harder, pounding her pussy with a wet slap with each thrust, her breathing becoming hard gasps as he thrust fully in and out of her.

“That’s right,” she moaned, “use my tight little pussy. Show me how badly you want me.”

“So fucking badly,” he growled, as he fucked her, feeling every detail of her pussy moving against his cock, her hot juices coating him as he sank back into her time and again.

“Oh god,” she moaned into the bed covers, “I think I’m going to cum again. Fuck, your cock feels so fucking good inside me.” He kept pounding her ass, getting close himself.

“You gonna cum on my cock?” he asked.

“Yes,” she whimpered.

“Say it,” he said.

“I’m going to cum on your cock,” she whimpered. He spanked her perfect ass, and she cried out.

“Louder.”

“Oh fuck,” she moaned. “I’m going to cum on your big fat cock as you pound my tight, little pussy from behind.”

“That’s right,” he said. “Good girl.” She cooed softly.

“And–” she stammered. “I want to feel you cum inside me when I do.” She groaned as his cock twitched inside her, her words bringing him to the edge.

“I want to cum inside you so bad,” he said.

“Then do it,” she said. “I want to feel you spill your hot seed in my fertile body. I want you to treat me as nature intended.”

He growled, trying to hold back the impending rush of pleasure, delaying it as long as possible as he savoured her sweet cunt.

“I’m going to cum soon,” he moaned.

“Just a little longer,” she pleaded. “I’m so fucking close.”

He kept fucking her, the pressure building and building, taking him right to the edge, both of them panting and gasping as they got closer and closer.

“That’s it,” she cried, “just like that. Oh fuck, I’m going to cum on your big cock. I’m gonna – I’m gonna…”

She cried out as she came on his cock, her pussy gripping him as her body shook and tensed.

“I’m cumming,” he cried.

“Yes,” she moaned, “cum inside me. I want to feel your hot load in me as I cum!”

She moaned loudly as she came, and he cried out as his orgasm peaked, his cock twitching inside her tight pussy as he shot his thick, creamy load into her, moaning loudly as he filled her tight hole, coating her walls with thick ropes as she pulsated on his cock.

“I can feel you cumming inside me,” she cried. “Give me more!”

He groaned and thrust deeply, his twitching cock unloading deep inside her as they both came together.

“Don’t stop!” she begged, as he thrust sharply into her, driving her orgasm as hard as he could, pumping and groaning and thrusting, until both of them were finished.

Chloe let out a final cry, and her body went limp. Frank held himself inside her, his cock still twitching, and rested a hand on the small of her back. She was hot and sticky and breathing heavily.

“Oh my god,” she muttered from the bed. “That was so…” She grunted as he eased himself out of her, his cock coated with her juices.

“I can feel it coming out of me,” she moaned, as his hot cum dribbled out of her pulsating pink hole, coating her wet lips with his seed. “Fuck.”

He watched for a moment, then stepped back as she shuffled off the bed and stood in front of him, his hot cum dribbling down her inner thigh.

“That was incredible,” she moaned, kissing him softly. “I’m going to have so much fun living here.”

“I think we both will,” he said. She smiled.

“Definitely,” she said, lowering herself into a crouching position. “But me most of all.” He was going to argue, but as she took his cock into her mouth and began to clean him, he couldn’t find any words at all.


Chapter Four

“I guess we’re not going to finish the puzzle tonight,” said Chloe, looking at the scattered pieces across the floor. They had both cleaned up, and Chloe was wearing her panties again, as Frank walked around naked.

“It can wait,” said Frank, pulling on his boxers and then his trousers. “We can have other puzzle nights.”

“It can,” she said, pulling on her joggers and picking up her crop top off the floor. “And we can. But you know what can’t wait? Pizza.”

She picked up the box and moved over to the couch, dropping down onto it. Frank walked over and sat down next to her, pulling on his t-shirt.

“I completely agree,” he said, reaching in to take a slice. But before he could take a bite, Chloe leaned in and took a large chunk out of the side. “Hey!”

“That’s for eating some of my slice earlier,” she said, through the mouthful of pizza. “Now we’re even.” Frank just shrugged and began eating his slice as Chloe snuggled up against him, grabbing her own slice as she rested against him.

As they sat in silence, eating their cold pizza, Frank wrapped an arm around Chloe and held her close, smiling as the younger woman rested her head on his shoulder. He had no idea what had just happened, or what was going to happen next, but he could sense that something was different now. She had only been here a couple of hours, and his whole life had changed.

He had lived in this apartment for a few years, and he realised that it was only here, now, sitting on the couch with Chloe, eating cold pizza, both in need of a shower, that he finally felt like this wasn’t just somewhere he lived, but was somewhere he might even call home. And it was then that he realised, there was far more to life than the one he had built for himself. And he knew that Chloe was more than the missing piece of his puzzle; she was a new puzzle altogether.

One he couldn’t wait to put together.
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