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Part Three: Sharing Is Caring


Chapter One

“Good morning,” cooed Chloe softly, as she crawled up from underneath the bedcovers.

“Good morning,” said Frank, breathless as he recovered from the mother of all wake-up calls. She gave him a smile that was brighter than the slivers of sun shining through the curtains, and snuggled close to him.

Her naked body was warm against his skin, and as she wrapped herself around him, he couldn’t believe how lucky he was.

“We should get up soon,” he said, wrapping his arm around her shoulders and holding her close.

“Mmmhmm,” she said, nodding her head, which was resting on his chest. “Very soon.”

“I’ve got work,” he said, “and you’ve got college.”

“Right,” she said, again not moving. “We don’t want to be late.” She let out a little moan as she gripped him tighter, wearing down his resolve to ever leave this bed. “That would be bad.”

“So bad,” he agreed, kissing her softly on the top of her head, and smiling as she let out a slight squeal of delight.

“And we don’t want to be bad.”

“Perish the thought,” he said, his free hand sliding down her body, his fingers causing her to moan as he found exactly the right spot. “Well, maybe five minutes.”

“Maybe five,” she moaned as her body started rocking against his. “Or maybe ten.”

***

Twenty minutes later, they stumbled out of bed, Chloe’s face flushed pink and Frank breathing deeply, his airflow no longer restricted beneath the bedcovers. Their morning shower together was rapid, and for the first time, purely functional, neither of them having the time or energy for anything more. Although as Chloe ran the soapy body scrubber over her slim frame, Frank decided he probably could be convinced quite easily to pick up their morning routine.

But all too quickly, the shower was over, and both were in their respective rooms, getting ready for the day ahead. As he heard Chloe’s door open and close, he rushed out, trousers on, shirt flapping half-open as he did up the buttons.

“I’m off now,” she said. She was wearing a pair of skin-tight jeans that made her slim but tight ass look amazing, and a red top that outlined her slim figure. “See you later?”

“If you’d like,” he said, grinning.

Chloe put a finger to her chin and furrowed her brow, pretending, as she did every morning, to give the question some serious thought.

“Ok,” she said, with a smile and bounced towards him, slipping her arms underneath his shirt and holding him tight as he leaned down and kissed the short woman. She smelled so good, her vanilla scent and fruity shampoo mixing to tease his senses with their vibrant twang.

“Ok,” he said, softly, as she lowered herself from her toes, her arms still wrapped around him.

“Ok,” she repeated, not letting go of him, eyes focused on him, adoration in her eyes.

“Alright, get out of here,” he said, pulling away slightly. She pulled her arms out from his shirts and moved quickly across the room, grabbing her laptop back and hanging it over her shoulder as she moved for the door.

She gave him a little wave as she stood in the doorway, then blew a small kiss and disappeared from the apartment. Frank gave a sigh of both relief and frustration. Relief that she had gone and that they could both make it to where they needed to be on time. Frustration that she had gone and scuppered all his plans for things they could do to make them both very, very late.

***

In the end, Frank was late for work anyway. Traffic had been much worse than usual, seemingly due to an altercation between a taxi driver and a cyclist, where the latter had ended up much worse for wear. That meant he got to his coffee shop of choice later than usual, and, as a result, the queue which he tended to miss had managed to get there en masse ahead of him.

“Walking in late with a coffee,” said Mark, making a note of holding up wrist and flashing his needlessly expensive watch, as he tapped the face.

“And a cronut,” said Frank, holding up the paper bag in his other hand.

“That’s a bold choice.”

“Sometimes you don’t want to choose between a croissant and a doughnut,” he said.

“I meant more taking time to get yourself a morning treat instead of getting here on time.”

“Well,” I could either get here on time without my coffee and breakfast,” said Frank, “and be sluggish and unproductive all morning. Or, I could make sure I was fully fueled for the day, and make up for the meagre time lost with renewed vigour.”

“That’s the out-of-the-box thinking we like around here,” said Steve, Frank’s manager, slapping Frank’s shoulder as he passed. “Creative solutions to insurmountable problems.”

“Thanks,” said Frank, unsure if Steve was being serious.

“But try not to make a habit of it,” said Steve. “Otherwise, we’ll end up with everyone being late every morning.”

“Will do,” said Frank.

“Good man,” said Steve, disappearing around the corner.

Mark fixed Frank with an unmistakable WTF stare.

“I’d better be getting to work,” said Frank. “The work isn’t going to start itself.”

“How the hell do you get away with things like that?” said Mark, genuinely mystified.

“Just lucky, I guess,” said Frank, heading into his office.

“Yeah,” said Mark. “Real lucky.”

***

As Frank settled down at his desk, he considered how lucky he was. He had a job, a home, a coffee, and a cronut. Everything a man could need. He also had an amazing and beautiful woman with whom he lived, and now shared a bed. That she was a college student, and at twenty-one, nearly half his forty years of age, was just the icing on the cake.

It was so good, it was almost unbelievable.

As was his cronut. He moaned as he took a bite, savouring the sweet, flaky texture, before washing it down with a swig of coffee. He sighed and once again thought about how he should open up a coffee shop. That he had no capital, no business experience, and no real knowledge about coffee other than he liked to drink it didn’t matter in the least. Nor did the fact that there were about twenty coffee shops per person on the high street deter him in the least. At least, not in his daydreams.

Maybe one day, he thought, taking another sip of coffee. I’ve got enough dream scenarios to deal with at the moment.

As he booted up his computer and logged in to finally do some work, he thought about the previous night and the dream scenario that Chloe had presented to him. First, by offering him her ass, which was something they both thoroughly enjoyed, but then the second thing.

My friend should come over so you can fuck her brains out like a real man.

As he recalled her saying them last night, her warm body next to his, he hadn’t been sure he had heard her correctly. That this was the second time she had mentioned it in two days still didn’t help, especially given she was more than a little tipsy (and angry) when she said it the first time.

Neither time she had mentioned it had she given him any time to respond, nor provided any space to discuss it. He had hoped she would broach the subject that morning, but given their morning activities, there really wasn’t any time to do so.

And he sure as hell wasn’t going to bring it up.

It was one thing to receive a proposition like that. It was quite another to be the one to start the conversation, even if someone else had made the original proposition. There was so much that could go wrong in that scenario. She could get offended that he was open to the idea, perhaps a little too open to the idea, or perhaps she had said it in the heat of the moment and now regretted it, and was hoping he would simply let it go, and they could move on.

And he was happy to do that. He was more than happy with the situation he and Chloe had found themselves in, and he didn’t want to do anything to jeopardise that. Yet, at the same time, he couldn’t stop thinking about it and about her friend, which was weird because he hadn’t even met her.

He had, of course, seen her one time, when he accidentally saw Chloe in the park with her friend, both of them hungover, wearing large, dark sunglasses which covered most of their faces, and loose clothing, as they recovered. Even so, with her long dark hair tied back and her hoodie hanging off her large breasts, he could tell her friend was attractive, and that he didn’t know exactly what she looked like made him all the more curious.

As his computer finally loaded up, he took another bite of his cronut and a long gulp of his coffee, and resolved to get to work, making up for lost time and putting thoughts of Chloe’s BFF out of his mind forever.

***

A few hours later, having failed almost completely in his efforts to forget about Chloe’s proposition about her best friend, Frank had, nevertheless, managed to complete quite a lot of work. He had certainly made up for being late, and wondered whether it had been the nervous energy about Chloe’s friend that he had channelled into the task at hand. Or perhaps it was just the large coffee and the sugary breakfast he had demolished. Either way, he was burning through his work, just in time for lunch.

Bzzzz.

He looked at his mobile phone, placed face down on his desk. It had been quiet so far that morning, which had helped him focus, but now it inched across his desk as a series of messages arrived in a short burst.

He picked it up and opened his messaging app, and saw all the messages had come, as he expected, from Chloe.

Hi x

So our next lecture was cancelled.

Prof was ill or something.

Do u want to meet for food?

Don’t have 2 if u r busy x

Frank looked at the messages and smiled. He hadn’t been expecting to see Chloe in the middle of the day, and it wasn’t really something he had done before. Even though they’d lived together for about two weeks, both of them spent most of the day out of the house, and even on weekends, they had had separate plans, which for Chloe usually meant studying in the college library. Even now, he was surprised to see that she wasn’t taking the opportunity to cram in a bit more studying. But hell, everyone needs a break sometimes. He began to type his response.

I’d love to

Where do you want to meet? x

He put the final letter in the message, which was not something he would usually do. But at the same time, he felt the urge to forgo his usually dogmatic manner of instant messaging and do something she might consider cute.

Yay!

He smiled at her response, watching eagerly as the three dots danced below it, ready to tell him precisely where and when to meet.


Chapter Two

He had never felt so out of place in his life.

She had messaged him the address of a place near the college, so he had assumed there would be a lot of students there. What he didn’t anticipate was that there would be nothing but students there.

He made his way, much to the chagrin of more than a couple of people, past the queue outside the sandwich bar, which was winding down the street, blocking the doorways of several other stores, and went inside.

Things weren’t much better there. The space was jam-packed with tables and chairs, far more than the fire code would allow, he was sure, and as he stood, looking over the sea of students, laughing, joking, eating, typing away on their phones, he saw a hand waving in the air.

“Over here!” shouted Chloe, garnering, to his surprise, a response from no one other than himself. Awkwardly, and with great difficulty, he manoeuvred his way through the maze of seats until he managed to get to her table.

“Sorry, I’m late,” he said. “It’s the theme of the day.”

“No problem,” she said, smiling. “But I’m glad you’re here.” She reached over and took his hand in hers, holding his fingers gently as the thumbs stroked the back of his hand. Frank felt both intensely paranoid and remarkably calm. This was the first time they had met in public, and Chloe was apparently very relaxed about public displays of affection, even if it meant holding hands with a man who was clearly much older than her.

Frank, on the other hand, was not comfortable with such things and imagined the whole room was suddenly going to turn against him, hurling abuse and chairs in his direction as he fought his way through the maddening crowd, fighting for his life as a sea of college students chased him down the street.

But, much to his relief, that didn’t happen. No one even seemed to notice, and if they did, they certainly didn’t care. Even so, he couldn’t help but be aware that whilst everyone else was dressed in the latest fashion, he was in a full suit and tie, which did nothing to make the difference in their ages less apparent. Although truthfully, he knew there was no outfit he could wear that would make them look the same age, and if he tried, it would just make him look like an old man trying to recapture his youth.

“Yeah?” he asked, not pulling his hand away.

“Yeah,” she said. “We’re starving!”

“Here we go,” said a young woman, as she placed a bowl of fries down in the centre of the table. “The queues here are ridiculous.” Frank thought for a moment she was going to tell them to enjoy their meal and head off to serve someone else, but then she sat down next to Chloe. He realised his hand must have flinched slightly, as he felt Chloe’s grip on him tighten, not forcefully so, but in a reassuring manner.

“This is Ava,” said Chloe. “My friend.”

“Hi,” said Ava, holding out her small hand. “Nice to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you, too,” he said, offering his free hand and shaking hers gently.

Ava was definitely the woman he had seen with Chloe in the park. She was Japanese, like Chloe, but taller. Her body was slim, but her breasts were notably larger than Chloe’s, and the tight cream sweater she was wearing clung to her ample chest, highlighting their size and the fact that she wasn’t wearing a bra. As she had stood next to him, he had noticed she was wearing a similar pair of tight-fitting jeans as the ones Chloe had on, but Ava’s were filled out more, with her curvaceous hips and ass. Her features were sharper than Chloe’s, which made her look more like a model than a student. Her long, black hair flowed straight down her back, shiny and straightened to perfection. Her eyes were highlighted by long, dark swipes of eyeliner, accentuating the shape of her hazel-coloured eyes.

She was more beautiful than he had ever imagined. Not that she was more beautiful than Chloe, but striking in a very different way. As she smiled at him, her delicate fingers in his hand, he wondered what kind of fool would let a woman like this go.

Chloe moaned with pleasure as she stuffed a fingerful of fries in her mouth.

“Hey,” said Ava, sharply. “Leave some for the rest of us.”

“You snooze, you lose,” said Chloe, grabbing another fingerful of fries and stuffing them into her mouth, laughing as Ava did the same.

“Help yourself,” said Ava, as she let go of his hand.

“While you still can,” said Chloe.

Frank leaned over and grabbed a few fries, savouring the salty, deep-fried carbs which tasted heavenly on his tongue.

“Are we ready to order?” asked a waitress, who, from the looks of things, Frank presumed was also in college.

“Yes!” said Chloe enthusiastically. “I’ll have the meatball sub, with extra cheese.”

“I’ll have the chicken and bacon sub,” said Ava.

The waitress turned to Frank. He looked at her, then at the giant board behind the counter, with pages of handwritten options.

“I’ll have the ham and cheese,” he said, not wanting to keep either of his lunch companions or the clearly overworked waitress waiting any longer than necessary.

“Great,” she said, writing the orders down on a small notepad. “Any drinks?”

“Three diet cokes,” said Chloe.

“With ice and straws,” added Ava.

“We only have paper straws,” said the waitress, almost apologetically. Chloe and Ava made slightly unpleasant expressions, then said that was fine. The waitress smiled and disappeared into the madness.

“I hate paper straws,” said Chloe. “But I love turtles, so what are you going to do?”

Frank smiled, saying nothing about the ineffectual nature of such minor changes. Sure, they were helpful in their own small way, but nowhere sufficient to bring about the level of change that was required to make sustainable, long-lasting environmental impacts.

But you’ve got to start somewhere, he supposed.

“So,” said Ava, grabbing another couple of fries, and nibbling them in a far more casual manner now that her initial hunger had been satiated, “what do you do?”

Frank looked at her and thought about explaining the intricacies of his work, his spreadsheets and meetings and endless reports full of numbers no one seemed to understand and that no one would ever read in any event.

“Nothing interesting, evidently,” he said, holding up his tie, as if that was proof.

“He’s joking,” said Chloe. “What he does is very interesting.”

“What do I do?” Frank asked, a twinkle in his eye. Chloe’s face flashed with panic for a second, then returned back to normal.

“Interesting stuff,” she said, as if that explained his role perfectly, then picked up a few more fries and began nibbling at them. “Ava studies sex.”

Frank choked on the fries he had been mindlessly eating.

“Would you stop telling people that?” said Ava, exasperated. “I do not study sex.”

“You’re missing out,” said the waitress with a grin, as she placed down the three cokes. She looked at Frank and gave him a quick wink before disappearing once again. Frank turned to Ava, whose cheeks were flushed red.

“I study Psychology with an emphasis on The Development of Human Sexuality and Fetishisation.”

“Like I said,” said Chloe. “Sex.”

“There’s a lot more to it than that,” said Ava. “You make it sound like I sit around all day watching people fuck, making notes on my laptop.”

“Sounds more fun,” said Chloe, shrugging, as she fixed Frank with a sly grin. Frank looked down and ate some more fries as he tried not to laugh.

“That’s very interesting,” said Frank, “and probably far less fun than it sounds.”

“Thank you,” said Ava. “It is interesting, but not in the way Chloe likes to pretend. It’s genuinely enlightening how human sexuality has evolved in so many different ways, many of which have nothing to do with the biological purpose of sexual pleasure.”

“You mean promoting reproduction?” Frank asked.

“Precisely,” said Ava. “What was once solely for the purpose of producing offspring is now predominantly pursued for its own sake. Or, to be more precise, for the pleasure that fulfilling that biological desire produces, regardless of its effects on population size, which we can now control.”

“Well, yeah,” said Chloe. “That’s what makes it so fun. Pleasure without consequence.”

“Speaking of which,” said Ava, smiling, “here comes our food.”

***

Ava moaned with pleasure as she licked a drop of mayo from the corner of her mouth. Frank ate his sub slowly, fixated on the woman’s soft, pink tongue as it lapped up the creamy condiment on her lips.

“I think there were consequences,” Chloe moaned, leaning back on her hair, hands resting on her belly.

“That’s because your eyes are bigger than your belly,” said Ava, grinning at Frank. “Always eager for more than you can handle.”

“I can handle things just fine,” said Chloe, her eyes closed. “They must have put more in them this time.”

Frank grinned and took another bite of his sandwich. It was simple, but high quality, the bread fresh and the flavours full. But even so, he was still struggling to finish. As he looked at the empty wrapper from Chloe’s sub, he wondered how the slim woman had managed to make it all disappear.

“Well, I know how to take my time,” said Ava, wrapping up the other half of her sub. “I’m saving mine for later.” Chloe let out a soft groan. “Maybe you need to walk it off?” She looked at Frank. “You got some time?”

“I can stay a little longer,” he said. “Where were you thinking?”

***

“I love it here,” said Ava as she looked up at the bright blue sky. They were in the park again, the one not too far from the apartment, the same one where he had seen Chloe and Ava recovering from their hangovers the day before.

“Me too,” he said, loosening his tie so he could breathe a bit more easily.

“You come here a lot?” she asked.

“Now and again,” he said. “I – we,” he said, correcting himself, “don’t live too far from here.”

“Well, you’ll have to give me the tour one day,” she said, smiling.

“I’d love to,” he said, “but there’s probably not time for it this afternoon.”

“Pity,” she said, her fingers brushing against his, “I was in the mood for a workout to burn lunch off.” He glanced at her. “Chloe said there’s a lot of stairs up to your place.”

“Oh, right,” he said. “Yeah, but there’s also an elevator.”

“That’s the same distance,” said Ava, “so it’s basically the same as taking the stairs. That's science.” She smiled, then turned and looked out over the pond. As she did so, Frank caught the outline of her figure in his peripheral vision. There was not a single part of her that cried out for the need to burn anything off from anywhere.

“How are you feeling?” Frank asked, turning to Chloe on his other side.

“Better,” she said. There was a twinkle in her eye that Frank couldn’t recall seeing before, as if she knew a secret and wanted people to know, but didn’t want to tell them what it was.

“What’s up?” he asked.

“Nothing,” she said. “I’m just enjoying the fresh air and the view.” She glanced past him, towards Ava’s perfect figure. “How about you?”

“It’s always nice to come to the park,” he said, neutrally.

“It is,” she said, “but I wasn’t talking about the park.” She gave him a wicked grin and walked past him, her hand trailing along his ass, giving him a playful spank as she walked up behind Ava. “I’m soooo full,” she groaned, wrapping her arms around her friend’s slim body, stretching her body up tight against her friend’s back as she rested her elbow on her shoulder. “But do you know what would help?”

“What’s that?” said Ava, tilting her head towards her friend, looking at her over her shoulder, their lips nearly touching.

“Dessert,” she said, a wicked grin on her face.

“You are unbelievable,” said Ava, laughing in disbelief.

“You want some?” asked Chloe.

“No,” said Ava. “I know when to say enough.”

“But I can’t have some if you don’t have some,” said Chloe. “Otherwise I’ll just look greedy.”

“You are greedy,” said Ava, laughing.

“But I’ll look less greedy if you’re having some too.”

“Tell you what,” said Ava. “If you have an ice cream, I’ll share it with you. How about that?”

“I was planning on getting one to myself…” said Chloe, as Ava shot her a disbelieving glance. “But alright.”

“Ok,” said Ava. “Let’s go.” She turned and looked at Frank. “You want any dessert?” Frank looked at the two beautiful women, their bodies pressed together, their arms wrapped around one another.

“No, thank you,” he said.

As they unwrapped their bodies and moved towards the ice cream van, he watched them moving hand in hand, and his appetite for dessert came back with a vengeance.


Chapter Three

Much to his displeasure, Frank had made it back to work on time. There was nothing he had wanted less in the world than to be back in his office, slaving over the same old spreadsheets, fixing other people’s mistakes, as Chloe and Ava were out there, existing in the world.

His return to the office had been particularly difficult once he had seen them sharing an ice cream, both of them running their tongues over the soft, creamy surface, taking it in turns to lap at the edges, or to suck the top, leaving their lips coated in the sticky-sweet goodness.

And when it had melted and run over Chloe’s fingers, and Ava had cheekily taken them in her mouth, sucking them clean as Chloe pretended to protest, but was clearly trying to hold back a pleasured moan?

Fuck, he could have unloaded there and then.

But now he was back in the office, trying to focus on anything but them together, in the college library, bodies pressed together as they sat close and studied from the same textbook, fingers brushing underneath the table, hands sliding over one another onto soft thighs, innocent strokes becoming less so as temperatures rose, forcing the two women to sneak off into the stacks to relieve their burning desires before they exploded.

“How’s the report coming along?”

Frank started as Steve popped his head around the door.

“Err, just finishing up,” he said. “Should get it done by the end of the day.” Steve looked at his watch, which, Frank noticed, looked quite similar to Mark’s, and raised his eyebrows.

“Good stuff,” he said. “You should get to work late more often.” Frank laughed, and so did Steve. Then he left, and Frank let out a long sigh, turning his attention to the report that was nowhere near finished, desperate to get out of there.

***

It was late when he got back to his apartment building, certainly later than he liked. But he had managed to get the report in on time, which meant he kept Steve on his side, which was the most important thing.

But now he was nearly home and, whether he liked it or not, he was going to have to bring the topic of Ava up with Chloe. He had felt certain Ava had been flirting with him and was just as sure Chloe had set this whole thing up for her to do just that in a pressure-free environment. And whilst she was very beautiful, it wasn’t something he was happy to pursue without having very clear boundaries in place in order to protect what he had with Chloe.

As he opened the door, ready to call for Chloe and have the conversation he didn’t want to have, he found the air filled with music, and saw Ava dancing barefoot in the middle of the room, her hips swaying suggestively as her large breasts bounced beneath her cream sweater.

“Oh, hi,” she said brightly, skipping over and giving him a hug before he had even managed to close the door. “You’re finally home.”

“Yeah,” he said, loosely wrapping his arms around her. “Work stuff.”

“How was work?” she asked, hanging from her arms around his neck.

“Very interesting, obviously,” said Chloe, walking in from the kitchen with a spatula in her hand. “Far more interesting than spending time with us.” She waved the spatula at him in a disapproving fashion.

“Far less interesting,” he said, easing Ava from him, her exposed waist as her sweater rose up, warm and soft under his touch. “ Far less,” he repeated as Ava looked up at him, his hands still on her waist. “But,” he continued, looking from her to Chloe, “I didn’t know you would both be here.”

“Chloe said we should come here to study,” said Ava, walking over to Chloe.

“That way I could give her the tour as well,” said Chloe, shrugging as if that was all there was to it.

“That’s very efficient of you,” Frank said, taking off his coat and kicking off his shoes.

“I thought so,” said Chloe proudly, her hands in fists on her hips.

“What’s that noise?” asked Ava.

“Dinner,” said Chloe in a panic as she rushed back into the kitchen.

“Oops,” said Ava, fixing me with a stern expression, “looks like someone’s being a distraction and causing all sorts of trouble.”

“Looks like,” Frank said, a slight grin on his face.

“Just how we like it,” said Ava, flashing him a grin, before disappearing into the kitchen after Chloe.

Frank sighed as he took off his tie, unbuttoned the top of his shirt and headed into the kitchen, ready to find out what trouble they had been cooking up in his absence.

***

Trouble, as it turned out, ended up being very tasty indeed.

Chloe had made a simple chicken and rice dish, but somehow she really knew how to bring the flavour out.

“It’s all about seasoning,” she said, by way of explanation. “You’ve just got to feel it out.”

Frank was feeling all sorts of things at the table, as well as full. The three of them were sitting around the wooden table. He had sat down first, and Ava had taken the spot next to him, the spot where Chloe usually sat. This time, however, she sat directly opposite, smiling as she ate, as Ava sat close to him, their arms touching, as their guest sighed and oohed as she ate, her pleasured sounds doing things to Frank that he best tried to ignore.

“That was amazing,” said Ava, as she finally placed her chopsticks down. “I can’t wait to see what’s for dessert.” Frank tensed as he felt Ava’s hand on his thigh, stroking up and down underneath the table.

“Chloe,” he said, calmly but sharply, “can I talk to you for a second?” She looked surprised as he stood and made his way quickly to the bedroom. “Now, please.”

“What’s up?” she asked as she followed him into his bedroom, and he closed the door quickly behind her.

“Why don’t you tell me?”

She glanced down at his crotch and the growing lump in his trousers.

“It seems pretty obvious,” she said with a grin.

“I’m serious, Chloe,” he said, not laughing at her joke. “What is going on here?”

“I told you,” she said, slightly confused. “About Ava and her breakup.”

“Right,” he said, letting the silence hang between them.

“And that I thought you could cheer her up.”

“By…” he began.

“By… yes,” she finished. “I thought that would be really good for her, and from the way she is around you, I think it’s clear she thinks so too.”

“What about me?”

“What about you?” she asked.

Frank looked at her. She was genuinely confused about what the problem was here.

“What about what I think?”

“I think it’s clear what you think of her,” she said, cupping his cock gently.

“I’m not talking about that,” he said. “Obviously, she’s a very attractive woman.”

“So what’s the problem?” she said, cutting him off.

“The problem,” he said, “is that you didn’t ask how I would feel about it.”

“You don’t want to fuck the stunningly beautiful college student?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

“It’s not about that,” he said wearily.

“Then what is it about?” she asked, irritation growing in her voice.

“It’s about us.” She looked at him, waiting for him to elaborate this time. “I like you, Chloe. Like, really like you. In a way I haven’t liked someone for a long time. And I don’t know what is going to happen with us, if anything, but I don’t want to risk that, certainly not without talking about it.”

“But we did talk about it?”

“No, you said you wanted me to fuck your friend. That’s not talking about it. That doesn’t let me know what you think that means for us, if there is an us. Or what happens if things get awkward between us afterwards? We live together. If things don’t go as planned, that is going to make both of our lives difficult.”

“I wouldn’t have suggested it if I wasn’t comfortable with the idea of you sleeping with Ava.” She stepped a little closer. “In fact, I think it’s really hot.” He looked down at her, taken aback as she rested her hands on his chest and looked up at him. “Like, really hot.”

“You do?”

She nodded, her eyes wide, her teeth sinking into her bottom lip.

“The idea of sharing my boyfriend with my best friend,” she said, “of him fucking her like she deserves? Giving her the levels of pleasure you’ve given me? That’s. Really. Fucking. Hot.”

His cock started to throb, and as she pressed up on her toes, he leaned down and kissed her, slow but passionate, her tongue moving with purpose, her need evident by the slightest of touches.

“What do you think?” she asked, cupping his cock. He nodded, groaning softly as she caressed him through his trousers. “That’s what I thought.” She quickly disengaged, stepping back from him, leaving him trying to compose himself as she smiled at him. “So,” she said, “are you satisfied that I’m ok with this?” He nodded. “Good. So the only question is, are you ready for dessert?”


Chapter Four

Dessert was a store-bought chocolate cheesecake. Or, more specifically, three glass ramekins of chocolate cheesecake, ensuring there was at least some civility in terms of portion control. That, however, was where the civility ended.

“Mmm,” moaned Chloe, sucking the last of the chocolate from her finger, after she had scooped up the last drops from the glass container. “That was amazing.”

“That was really good,” said Ava, once again pressed up close to Frank, who this time was far less concerned about what he was feeling. “That really filled me up,” she said, looking at Frank.

Frank held her gaze.

“You’ve got a little…” he said, cupping her face with his hand, and gently wiping a bit of chocolate from the edge of her mouth with his thumb. He held his hand there a moment, then pulled back slightly, looking at the chocolate on his thumb. But before he could move too far away, Ava leaned forward and took his thumb in her mouth and began to suck at it. Frank suppressed a moan as Ava sucked firmly, running her lips up and down it as her tongue swirled over the tip, lapping up the sweet coating. Frank glanced at Chloe, who was watching intently, her expression a mixture of amusement and desire.

Then, as Ava let Frank’s thumb fall from his mouth, Chloe gathered up the empty ramekins and spoons and took them into the kitchen.

“Sorry,” said Ava, looking up at him with wide apologetic eyes. “I get a little carried away sometimes. When I’m really enjoying something, I can’t stand to waste a single drop.”

“Right,” said Chloe, as she walked behind the two of them, placing a hand on each shoulder as her face sat between theirs. “I’m going to bed. Have an early start in the morning.”

“You’re…?” began Frank, surprised.

“Very tired,” confirmed Chloe. “I’m sorry, sweetie,” she said, turning to Ava.

“That’s ok,” said Ava.

“Frank,” said Chloe, turning to him, “I trust you can keep our guest entertained in my absence?” She grinned at him.

“I’ll certainly try my best,” he said, returning her smile.

“I know you will,” said Chloe, leaning in and giving him a slow, sensuous kiss. “That’s what makes you so special.” She turned and gave Ava a peck on the cheek, then did the same for Frank. Then she waited until both of them kissed her cheeks and flashed a warm smile.

“Goodnight,” she said, heading into her bedroom. “Don’t stay up too late.” With that, she closed the door, and suddenly, for the first time, Frank and Ava were alone together.

Ava looked up at Frank, head tilted down, then as he met her gaze, she looked away, as if suddenly shy for the first time. As if her hand hadn’t been stroking his thigh all the way through dinner. As if her moans of pleasure at the meal weren’t purely for the aim of teasing him. As if her lips on his thumb as her tongue lapped at the tip wasn’t…

“Well, dinner was nice,” he said, suddenly, then immediately regretting it. She looked up at him in her bashful way and nodded.

“Really nice,” she said. “I especially like the company.” She giggled slightly, and so did he. There was an energy between them, an unspoken understanding about what was about to happen, both of them wanting it desperately, but neither quite sure how to go about it in the correct way. “Do you want to watch some TV?” Frank must have looked at her in a surprised way, because her expression suddenly changed. We don’t have to,” she said, quickly. “I just thought it would be nice to sit and let our food digest.”

“That sounds nice,” he said.

“Ok,” she said, smiling, and jumped up from the bench. “Do you want to put on something more comfortable?” she asked, looking at him, still in his work clothes.

“My negligee is still in the wash,” he said. She laughed. “Yeah, I’ll just go change.”

“Ok,” she said, settling down on the couch. “I’ll be right here, waiting.”

Frank headed into his bedroom and closed the door behind him, taking one final glance and seeing Ava flicking through the latest releases on the TV. He quickly undressed, taking off his shirt and trousers, boxers and socks, then slipped on a fresh pair of loose joggers, an old (but not too old) t-shirt, and a loose hoodie.

“Much better,” said Ava, looking over the back of the couch as Frank re-entered the room. “Much more comfortable.”

“Much,” agreed Frank, as he walked over to her. She was already tucked up on the couch, her bare feet tucked under her legs. “I err,” he stammered, “I noticed you were still in your clothes.” Ava’s eyebrows raised considerably. “I mean, your outdoor clothes,” he clarified. “I thought perhaps you might like to change, too?”

“I would,” she said, “but Chloe’s gone to bed, and I don’t want to wake her.” Frank said nothing about this obvious lie, both of them knowing Chloe hadn’t fallen asleep in the last ten minutes. “Besides, I’m not sure her clothes would fit me, and I would hate to stretch them out.” The words hung in the air for a moment. “But perhaps you have something I could borrow?”

“I’ve got some stuff,” he said, trying to control his breathing.

“Great,” she said, bouncing to her feet. “Let’s go take a look.” She marched past him, walking with purpose towards his bedroom, swaying her hips, her ass looking amazing in her tight jeans. “In here?” she asked, turning as she pointed to his bedroom door.

“That’s the one,” he said, following her into the room.

“I’ve got a few options,” he said, digging through a drawer, you can pick whichever one you like.” He turned and placed a few t-shirts on the bed. They were all too large for her, but at least she wouldn’t stretch them out.

“I like this one,” she said, picking up an old band t-shirt. “It’s so retro.” He said nothing, thinking of the time he had picked it up when he had seen the band live, which was when he was around Ava’s age, which meant she probably hadn’t been born yet. He tried to put the thought out of his mind and delved back into the drawer, grabbing a pair of shorts. “I’ve got some shorts here, but there are also some joggers somewhere–”

He turned around to show them to her, just in time to see her whip off her tight, cream sweater as she faced away from him. She sighed with relief as the top came off over her head and then shook her long, dark hair out, which fell majestically down her smooth, toned back, as her large breasts swung in front of her, the soft curves of one breast just about visible.

“Great,” she said, pulling his old t-shirt on and taking the shorts from him. She began unbuttoning her jeans.

“I’ll give you some privacy,” he said, heading for the bedroom door.

“Such a gentleman,” she said, looking over her shoulder, a twinkle in her eye as she began to peel her jeans from her round ass, laughing softly as he disappeared from the room, his face flushed red.

Frank took a deep breath and tried not to think about Ava in his bedroom, peeling off her jeans, pulling them down her perfect ass, of her soft skin and her slim waist, her large perky breasts sitting underneath his old band t-shirt.

When she emerged a couple of minutes later, Frank was sitting on the couch, on the opposite side to which Ava had been making herself comfortable.

“What do you think?” she asked, as she stepped in between him and the TV he was mindlessly scrolling through. “Ready for a night on the town?”

Frank looked her up and down, but no words would come. She looked incredible, even in his old clothing. She had tied her hair in a ponytail high up her head, which currently hung over one shoulder. His old t-shirt was definitely too big for her slim frame, hanging away from her waist as her large breasts held the material away from the rest of her. Beneath, he could see the edges of his old gym shorts, the ones he had worn just the once before realising they were too short. They were just as short on her, clinging high up her thick, firm thighs, the end of the tie cord trailing slightly down the front, where she had evidently tied them to make sure they fit.

And that was it. Her long, smooth legs were bare, as were her small, neatly manicured feet, her toes drumming on the floor as she stood and waited for him to finish his inspection. His eyes trailed back up her body to her face, as she looked down at him, expectantly.

“Well?” she said, placing her hands on her hips as she waited for an answer.

“Perfect,” he said. “I wouldn’t change a thing.”

“Me either,” she said with a smile, before bouncing down onto the couch, pulling her legs up underneath her body, and resting her head on his shoulder. “So, what are we watching?”


Chapter Five

“So, who’s that guy?” she asked, as a grim-looking guy with several days' worth of stubble, a dirt-stained face, and immaculate, white teeth sneered at the hero.

“I think he’s the leader of the main bad guys,” said Frank.

“So who was the other guy?”

“I think he was the leader of a different group of bad guys.” Frank really wasn’t sure if that was the case. They were halfway through the first episode of the latest ‘must-watch’ streaming sensation, but all he could think about was the cute woman curled up next to him, her arm wrapped around his, her breast resting on his bicep, her head resting on his shoulder. It felt like such a sharp contrast to the grittiness on the screen; the fruity scent of her shampoo filled his nostrils as what looked like an old gas station burned, spewing out thick plumes of black smoke.

“There’s a lot of bad guys in this,” she said.

“That’s what happens in a post-apocalyptic world,” he said. “Society breaks down into factions, some good, some not so good. And the not so good end up being the most powerful.”

“How come?”

“Because they will do things for power that the good guys won’t.”

“That makes sense,” she said. They continued watching for a few moments before Ava spoke again. “Which side do you think you would be on?” He looked down at her, and she was looking up at him. “The good guys or the bad guys?”

“Honestly,” he said, “I’d probably die long before we got to this point, so it wouldn’t matter.” He smiled, but she didn’t.

“But if you did,” she said, not letting the question go, “which would you be?” He paused and gave the question some thought.

“I’d like to think I’d be one of the good guys,” he said. “But I think a lot of people think that before they’re really put to the test. I don’t imagine many of these people would have thought they’d be bad guys beforehand. Well, maybe except that guy.” A mean-looking guy with a long scar down his face and a menacing grin filled the screen, brandishing a large knife in the hero’s face, eager to do some damage.

“I can’t watch,” said Ava, burying her face in the crook of his elbow and holding him tighter.

“It’s just a show,” he said, reaching for her with his free arm and gently stroking her hair.

“Don’t let them get me,” she said, a hint of fear in her voice.

“Never,” he said, suddenly feeling a tightness in his chest, a genuine desire to protect this amazing woman curled up by his side.

“You promise?” she asked, looking up slightly from the protection of his elbow.

“I promise,” he said. His hand moved down from her hair to her cheek, cupping her face as he stroked her cheek with his thumb. “I won’t let anything bad happen to you, ever.”

“I believe you,” she said, crawling out of her safe spot and pulling herself up against him, until her face was inches from his. Her breathing was heavy, her heart pounding rapidly, just as his was, and as she looked up into his eyes, he leaned in and kissed her for the first time.

She moaned softly into his mouth, his hand still on her cheek, holding her face tenderly as their lips parted and met, slowly, carefully, as they explored one another for the first time. She pressed herself closer to him, and he pulled his arm out from underneath her, wrapping it around her shoulders, holding her close, her large breasts pressing into his chest as he carefully pressed his tongue into her mouth. She moaned louder, her tongue finding his, lapping gently as she submitted to him.

His hand slid from her face, down her slender arm, their fingers interlocking briefly at the end, before they parted, and his hand rested on the top of her soft thigh. She moaned under his touch and leaned into the kiss, needing more from him, which he happily supplied. He groaned as her hand slid down between his legs, cupping his hard cock through the loose joggers.

“Oh my god,” muttered Ava through the kisses. “Chloe said you were big but –”

Her words were cut off as he kissed her firmly, pressing his body into her and lying her onto her back along the couch. She gasped as he lay on top of her, firm, powerful, but also tender, his lips tracing soft lines down her neck, as his hand ran over the back of her thigh, feeling the strength in her legs as she wrapped them around him. She moaned and rocked underneath him, rubbing herself against his hard cock as his free hand slid under her t-shirt.

“Protect me,” she moaned softly, her legs tightening and loosening around his waist, as he continued to explore her body.

“Always,” he groaned, as his hand slid up her smooth skin and cupped the underside of her large breast.

“Always,” she moaned, crying out as he worked her breast with his palm, his fingers gently teasing her nipple, feeling the bud hardening under his touch. “Protect me, because I’m yours.”

“Mine,” he agreed, caressing her breast more firmly, gripping her thigh a little tighter, his hips rocking against hers, their bodies desperate for one another. Ava moaned with pleasure and slid her hand down between their bodies, her fingers sliding into his joggers and wrapping around his hard cock.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned as she began to work him slowly as she gasped breathlessly in his ear.

“I’m yours,” she repeated. “And I’ll do anything for you.”

There was an explosion on TV, but neither of them heard it, so wrapped up were they in each other. Frank kissed Ava hard, and she tightened her grip on his cock, pumping him faster.

“Take it off,” she said, pawing at his t-shirt with one hand. “Take it off.” She pulled at it, and he raised one hand in the air, allowing her to take it off his arm and head, until it was hanging on the crook of his elbow, as his other hand refused to move from under her shirt.

“Good enough?” he asked, grinning.

“For now,” she said seriously, her free hand running over his bare chest, before she leaned up towards him and began to kiss his body. Frank moaned and slid his hand from her thigh to her t-shirt, pulling it up to the underside of her breasts, exposing her slim, toned waist. She wrapped an arm around his neck and pulled him back down, her stomach pressed against his, their skin moving against one another as they made out.

“More,” said Frank, finally letting go of her breast and pushing back from Ava. She watched as he pulled his t-shirt off from his arm and dropped it behind the couch, then guided her hand out of his joggers, much to her annoyance.

He reached for her other wrist and took it in his hand, and pinned both of her arms above her head. She resisted a little, rocking underneath him as he leaned in and kissed her hard, then raised himself up again and ran his hands down her arms and slim body, before he slid her t-shirt further up, missing a breath as he pulled it up over her large breasts, which were just as perfect as he had imagined. Ava didn’t move as Frank undressed her, holding her arms above her head obediently as he pulled her t-shirt up and off her, tossing it in the general direction of his own. He gazed down at her magnificent body, her large breasts and slim waist, her soft, smooth skin, then up to her beautiful face, where she looked at him, obediently, trustingly.

He leaned in and kissed her, feeling her breasts against him for the first time, her hands coming to his back, holding him close to her as she kissed him hard. He broke off the kiss, focusing his mouth on her neck, and then her shoulder, listening to her soft, desperate moans as his lips worked their way across her skin, then downwards, over her clavicle, and finally over her breast. He ran a hand through his hair as he kissed slowly around her hard nipple, smiling at her gasps as he got close, but never fully on target.

“Don’t tease me,” she whined, rocking underneath him. He continued kissing everywhere but her nipple, as his hand cupped and caressed her other breast, causing her to whine and moan and wriggle underneath him, her need and frustration mounting until he finally took her nipple into his mouth. “Oh fuck,” she cried as his mouth covered her nipple, his tongue moving in slow, careful circles as he gently sucked at it. “That feels so good.”

He moaned in agreement, her nipple feeling so good in his mouth, the warm, soft skin of her breast rubbing against his face as he buried himself in her soft orb. She let out a soft yelp as he sucked a little harder, his tongue moving a little faster, teasing her before letting it slip out of his mouth and moving to the other, repeating the motion of his mouth and tongue as she rocked underneath him.

“Wait,” she said, tugging at his hair, “wait.” He let her nipple fall from his mouth, pressing himself up on his arms, scanning her face for any clue of trouble or regret. Instead, she pushed herself up on her arms, her nipples shining from his mouth and said, “I need to suck your cock.


Chapter Six

Frank scrambled into a sitting position, as Ava pushed herself up towards him, straddling him and wrapping her arms around his neck as she kissed him hard. He moaned into her mouth as she rubbed herself against his cock, their naked torsos rubbing against one another, the feel of her skin against him, incredible.

She pushed herself back onto her feet, standing in front of him in nothing but a pair of short shorts, then dropped to her knees. She ran her hands up and down his thighs, then reached up and took the waistband of his joggers in her fingers and pulled them down as he shifted on the couch to help her take them off him, leaving him sitting there completely naked.

Her eyes went wide as she saw his cock for the first time.

“Fuck,” she said, breathlessly, taking him in her hand again and slowly working his length. He didn’t consider himself to be particularly large, but seeing his cock in her slender fingers made him seem like a monster.

“You don’t have to,” he said, groaning softly under her touch, the tip of his cock already coated in his precum.

“I know,” she said. “I want to.” She leaned in and ran her tongue slowly over the tip of his cock, lapping up his precum.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, working hard not to cum right on the spot. She paused for a moment, letting him recover, then resumed licking and stroking him before taking the tip into her mouth. It was warm and wet, and again the sensation to cum there and then washed over him, but he breathed deeply and after a few moments, composed himself enough to look down. She was staring up at him, eyes wide, sliding her lips up and down over the end of his cock, rubbing his glans as her tongue teased the tip. She began to work his shaft faster with her hand, and he groaned again.

She began to bob her head up and down, taking more of his shaft into her mouth, pumping one half as she sucked the other half, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked hard. He reached out and ran a hand over her hair, resting it there as she took more and more, before stopping. He looked down, and she looked up at him, cock half in her mouth, waiting for instruction. She moaned with pleasure as he started to guide her with his hand, bobbing her head up and down on his cock, showing her just how fast and deep he wanted her to take him.

As she kept going, she went faster and deeper, taking him further and further into her mouth, until her lips were wrapped around the hilt of his shaft, and the tip was pressed into the back of her throat. She groaned, sending vibrations from her throat through his cock, causing him to groan and buck his hips, pressing further into her throat. He lowered his hips and looked down. She continued to hold his gaze, keeping him deep in her throat as she swallowed and moaned, then slowly rose up, letting his cock fall from her mouth with a wet pop.

She held tightly onto his thighs as she gasped for breath.

“You’re really good at that,” he said.

“I can’t believe I took your whole cock in my throat,” she said. “I’ve never done that for anyone before.”

“I guess that’s the power of trust,” he said. She nodded, licking her wet lips.

“That’s a good point,” she said, standing up. “I trust you to use my throat respectfully. And,” she said, hooking her thumbs into her shorts and wiggling her hips as she eased them down, “to use my pussy in the same manner.”

Frank moaned as he watched her shorts drop, revealing her pussy, neat, smooth and fully waxed. He reached forward and pulled her onto him. She moaned as their mouths met, her wet pussy rubbing over his slick cock, her hips rolling as his hands ran over her body before settling on her ass.

“I’m going to treat your pussy so well,” he moaned in between kisses.

“I know it,” she said. “So well.”

She yelped as he gripped her ass and stood, holding her svelte frame against his. She wrapped her arms and legs around him, continuing to kiss him as he held her in the air.

“Where are we going?” she asked, as he carried her across the apartment.

“The bedroom,” he said.

“What’s wrong with the couch?” she asked.

“Not enough room for what I have in store.”

Within seconds, they were in his bedroom, the door slamming closed as he kicked it with his foot, and Ava’s naked body was spread on top of his bed.

He gazed down at her perfect body, his cock twitching as she pressed her large breasts together, letting out a sigh as she teased her nipples. He climbed on top of her and kissed her. She moaned into his mouth and wrapped her legs around him, letting him feel her wet folds on the underside of his cock as she rubbed herself against him.

He began to crawl off the bed, kissing down her perfect body, hands trailing over her soft skin. She moaned as he kissed over her breasts and then her toned stomach, his hands stroking her strong thighs as he hooked her legs on his shoulders and guided her light frame down until her ass was on the edge of the bed. She looked down at him as he knelt between her spread legs, her pussy slick with arousal. And as her gaze met his, he leaned in and ran his tongue up her.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, tossing her head back and arching her back as his tongue slid through her wet folds and tased her.

“You taste so good,” he moaned, before moving back in and lapping at her time and again. Ava moaned on the bed as she clamped her thighs to his head, holding him in place as he lapped her juices up.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned again. “You’re so good at that.” She let out a whimper and began to rock her hips, rubbing herself against his face as he ate her pussy. He kept going, lapping at her, teasing her clit with his tongue, then gripped her thighs firmly and tongued her tight entrance. Ava let out a moan, getting louder as he pressed his tongue deep inside of her, feeling her heat and tightness on his tongue.

As he licked her inside, he became aware not just of her moans and his, but of a third moan, further away. He slid his tongue deeper into Ava’s pussy.

“I can’t believe you’re tonguefucking my pussy,” she cried, and Frank heard it again, the unmistakable moans of Chloe. He moved his tongue faster in and out of Ava, sucking at her pussy as he did so, causing her to moan, which in turn caused Chloe to moan.

She’s listening to me eat Ava’s pussy, he thought, and she’s getting off on it.

His cock throbbed at the idea of Chloe listening next door, her hand working between her legs, pleasuring herself to the sounds of him pleasuring her best friend. Ava gasped as Frank slid his tongue out of her pussy and ran it up between her lips, finding her clit and moving in quick, small circles over it.

Ava let out a high-pitched whine as he licked her clit, one hand running through his hair, as the other grabbed her breast.

“Oh yes,” she whined, “lick my clit, just like that.” He kept going, acutely aware he was pleasuring two women at the same time. He took Ava’s clit in his mouth and began gently sucking, causing her to buck her hips, fucking his mouth as she gripped his hair tightly, holding him in place.

“That feels so good,” she announced. “Suck my sweet little clit as you lick it.”

He kept licking her, feeling her body bucking harder as she got close to climax. Still sucking and licking, he slid one hand from her thigh and slipped it underneath his body, teasing her entrance with his fingertips, feeling the heat of her wetness on his digits. She cried out, her thighs tightening on his face and her grip tightening on his hair as he began to work them in and out of her, getting deeper and deeper as Ava thrashed under his touch, rocking against his fingers, taking them deeper and deeper into her pussy, moaning out in pleasure as he slid them further inside her, her pussy gripping them tightly as he began to move them in and out, curling them deep inside of her.

“Oh god,” Ava moaned, thrashing on the bed as he worked her tight pussy, fingers moving faster in and out of her. “You’re gonna make me cum!” She whined and groaned, and through the wall, Frank could hear Chloe’s moans of pleasure, the volume of both women increasing as they both got close to orgasm.

Frank continued working Ava’s clit and entrance, moving his fingers faster in and out of her, as he watched her moan and writhe on the bed, head tossing side to side as her hand gripped one breast and then the other, moaning loudly as she got closer.

“That feels so good – your mouth – oh god – your fingers – so deep inside me – so fucking deep – oh god, don’t stop – I’m – uuuh – I’m so close – that’s it, I’m gonna - I’m gonna – aaaaah!”

She moaned loudly as she came, thighs clamping on his head as he sucked and licked her clit, her soft heels digging into either side of his spine as she bucked underneath him, fucking his face as she spread her glorious juices over him, her pussy contracting on his fingers as he continued to pound her tight hole. All the while, he could hear Chloe moaning from the other room, her own orgasm peaking, her slim, delicate fingers working precisely between her legs as she fingered herself to climax to the sound of her best friend’s orgasm.

“Oh my god,” Ava moaned softly, her body nearly still now, save for the occasional shudder of a post-orgasm aftershock. “Oh my god.” She moaned as Frank slid his fingers out of her tight hole and climbed onto the bed. Her eyes were bleary with tears, and as he kissed her softly, she moaned into her mouth, tasting her arousal on his lips.

“I taste so good,” she murmured.

“So good,” he agreed, kissing her again as he wrapped his arms gently around her hot body, her skin slick with sweat. She turned in his loose grip and embraced him, holding herself against him, moaning into his mouth as his hard cock rubbed against her wet slit.

She leaned into him harder, pressing him onto his back and straddling him.

“Oh god,” he moaned as she placed her hands on his chest and began to rock on top of him, rubbing her pussy alongside the underside of his cock. “We don’t have –” he began, before she placed a finger to his lips and silenced him. She moaned louder as she rubbed herself against his cock faster, coating his cock liberally, then reached down and took him in her hand. She looked down at him as she raised herself on her knees and guided his cock towards her. He moaned as she rubbed his sensitive tip along her wet lips, coating him further in her juices, before guiding him to her entrance.

Ava moaned, eyes closed as she pressed him inside of her. Frank groaned too as he felt her tight hole envelop the end of his cock, then louder as she began to move up and down, taking him further and further into her body.

“You’re so big,” she groaned as she moved up and down on him. “You’ll have to stretch out my tight pussy if you want to fit all the way inside me.” She gasped again as she sank lower onto his length, her pussy gripping his cock as she took him deeper. He watched her taking his cock, his hands on her juicy ass, feeling her strong muscles working as she moved up and down on top of him, taking every inch of him until he was fully inside of her.

“You feel so big inside me,” she moaned, rolling her hips on top of his. “I feel so full.”

“I can feel every inch of your pussy,” he growled, his hands on her hips now as she rolled faster. “Every glorious inch.”

“It’s what a man like you deserves,” she said, leaning in and kissing him. “Every glorious inch.” She moaned into his mouth as she began to rock on top of him, sliding up his shaft and then sinking back down slowly, letting him savour the feeling of being inside of her.

“I’m a lucky man,” he said, as she slowly and purposefully rode his full length.

“Luck’s got nothing to do with it,” she said breathlessly, taking his cock time and again. “You’re a good man, Frank.”

“And good men deserve good pussy?” he asked, his grip on her ass tightening.

“No,” she said, looking him in the eye. “Good men deserve great pussy.” She began riding him faster, her ass slapping against his thighs, her dripping wet pussy taking his thick cock with a wet fap, her eyes rolling back in her head as she bounced hard on his length. And as she began to moan, he heard Chloe’s moans begin to rise from the other room.

“I really love taking your cock,” groaned Ava, her amazing tits bouncing wildly as she used her muscular thighs and ass to ride him as powerfully as she could. “You’re going to ruin my pussy with your big, fat–” She cried out as Frank rolled her onto her back. “That’s it,” she cried as Frank raised himself onto his knees and lifted her legs into the air as he pounded her tight, smooth pussy. “Ruin my tight little cunt!”

Chloe groaned loudly from the other room as Frank powerfully fucked Ava’s slim body, watching as she gripped her tits, teasing her nipples as her tight hole took his big, fat cock time and again.

“Don’t stop,” she moaned, her words ragged as he fucked the breath out of her. “You deserve my pussy, all of it.” He groaned as his cock twitched inside her, and she moaned at the sensation.

“All of it,” he growled. “This is my pussy.”

“This is your pussy,” she cooed. “Do what you want with it. Fill my tight pussy up with your thick cum. Use me however you want.”

Frank moaned, feeling himself getting close, the feeling of being inside Ava, and the moans of Ava and Chloe as he fucked her, were too much to take.

“I’m going to cum soon,” he moaned, his grip on her legs tightening.

“Oh yes,” moaned Ava. “I want you to cum for me. I want you to feel as good as you made me feel. Cum for me. Cum deep inside me.”

Frank growled as he held himself back, the idea of filling her up nearly tipping him over the edge.

“I’m going to cum so deep inside of you,” he moaned, pounding her harder as he felt his orgasm getting closer and closer.

“Yes!” she cried, breathlessly, one hand sliding down her body, her fingers finding her clit and moving over it rapidly. “I want you to cum deep in me. Fill me up, please. You deserve to cum in my little pussy. You deserve it. Please, fill me up. Please!”

“Fuck, I’m cumming,” he growled.

“Yes,” she begged, on the brink of her second orgasm, “cum in me. I want to feel your hot load deep inside my body!”

Frank cried out as he came, waves of pleasure shooting through his body as he finally began to unload into Ava’s glorious pussy, her walls fluttering on his shaft as she started to cum on his cock.

“Fuck,” she cried, “you’re making me cum with your big cock in my pussy!”

From the other room, Chloe cried out as her second orgasm rushed through her, and to the soundtrack of the two orgasming women, Frank continued to pound Ava’s glorious hole, his cock thrusting deep as he unloaded thick ropes inside her, his cock twitching time and again as he filled her slim body with what felt like gallons of his cum, pounding away as glorious waves of pleasure washed over him, until he had given her every last drop.

Frank grunted as he fell on top of Ava, their naked, sweaty bodies pressed together, both breathing heavily as they wrapped themselves around one another.

“That was so good,” Ava cooed softly into Frank’s ear, stroking his damp hair gently. “So good.” He looked at her, his vision blurred, and kissed her softly, feeling her body shiver again at the intense sensation, then gently pulled out of her.

“You were – wow,” he said, unable to find the words for how good it felt to be inside her.

“I can tell you liked it,” she said, smiling. “You filled me up so well.” She pulled him close and kissed him again, savouring the moment as they basked in the afterglow of their orgasms.


Chapter Seven

“Are you thinking about Chloe?”

Frank looked down at Ava, the beautiful woman resting against him, her hand on his chest.

“How can you tell?” he asked.

“Because I know you’re a good person,” she said. “You’re worried about how she’s feeling next door, with us in here.”

“Maybe a little,” he said. Ava smiled kindly.

“She likes it,” said Ava. “Knowing we’re in here together. Knowing we’re savouring the moment, the one she knows so well. She said she wants me to get the full experience of being with you.”

“But still…”

“Do you think Chloe would stay in her room if she didn’t want to?” asked Ava, looking him in the eye.

“Well, no,” he admitted.

“Then there we go,” said Ava. “You’re stuck here with me.”

“I’m not stuck,” he said. “This feels really nice.”

“It really does,” she said, snuggling into him. “So let’s enjoy it. I know Chloe did.”

“You heard that?” he asked, a little surprised.

“How could I not?” she asked. “And besides, it was really fucking hot.”

“It really was,” he agreed, leaning down and kissing her on the top of the head. “It was like fucking both of you at the same time.”

“You’d like that, would you?” He looked down at her, saying nothing. “Because that can be arranged.” She gave him a wicked grin, and he wasn’t sure if she was joking or not. “But not tonight,” she said. “Tonight is just for you and me, and anyone who’s listening.”

“Just for you and me, and anyone who’s listening,” he repeated, holding Ava close as she and Chloe danced through his mind, the two women of his dreams leading him into a long, deep sleep.


Thank You!

I hope you enjoyed this story. If so, please consider leaving a review and/or rating.
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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!
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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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