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Part Two: Proposition


Chapter One

“Well, that didn’t save us much time!” said Chloe, as she stepped out of the bathroom, a white fluffy towel wrapped around her short, slim body.

“No, it did not,” said Frank, flatly, his own towel wrapped around his waist.

“Do you want to try again tomorrow?” she asked, as she headed into her bedroom.

“Do you think we can get any faster?” he asked, heading toward his own.

“Maybe not,” she said, looking back at him from just inside her bedroom, one hand on the door, “but it will be fun finding out.” She let the towel fall to the floor, giving him just the briefest of glances at her perfect body as she quickly closed the door. He had just seen her moments before in the shower, but that briefest of flashes instantly set his heart racing all over again.

Chloe, his new roommate, who at twenty-one-years-old was nearly fully half of his forty years of age, had changed his life. Well, truthfully, not that much had changed. They still hadn’t really gone anywhere other than the apartment, preferring to stay in together and fuck each other’s brains out. But compared to how he was previously living, the difference was as stark as if he’d packed his bags and moved to The Yuccatan.

As he got dressed, he realised that as much as he enjoyed staying in the apartment with Chloe, it might be nice to go out and do something, even if it was only a coffee or something to eat. As he put on his trousers, he thought about what that might look like; this older man with a much younger woman, laughing and smiling, hands touching tenderly on the table or as they walked side-by-side, but realised he didn’t care. He didn’t know what was happening between the two of them, but they’d been living together for nearly two weeks and sleeping together, figuratively and literally, almost every night since.

As he did up his shirt and browsed his collection of neckties, he resolved to ask her out on a date. At this, he felt a knot in his stomach, the kind he hadn’t felt since he was around Chloe’s age, when dating was new and exciting and meeting someone you liked was like discovering a whole new world.

He heard the click of Chloe’s bedroom door opening and then closing, and rushed out, determined not to miss her before she left.

“Hey,” he said, his voice cracking like he was a smitten teenager talking to his crush for the first time.

“Hey,” she said as she turned and looked at him. She was wearing an oversized cream sweater that hung off one of her pale shoulders, exposing a simple bra strap, and a plaid skirt, underneath which she wore a pair of dark leggings. The brown strap of her laptop back pressed against her chest, pulling the sweater tight against her chest, emphasising her small but pert breasts. “I’m just off to college.”

“Right,” he said. “I’m just about to head off for work.”

“See you later?” she asked, smiling.

“Yeah,” he said.

“Have a good day,” she said, heading to the door.

“Do you want to go for dinner?” She stopped and looked at him, clearly surprised. “We don’t have to,” he continued. “I just thought it would be nice to get out of the apartment for once. You know, do something different. If you want?”

“Are you getting bored?” she asked.

“Oh no,” he said, sharply. “God no, not at all. I just thought it might be nice if we, you know, spent some time together and got to know one another.”

“I think you know me very well,” she said, smiling. “And I definitely know you well.” He felt his heart racing as images of how well they had gotten to know one another over the last couple of weeks rushed through his mind, causing his body to react in ways that were most definitely unhelpful as he prepared to go to work. “Perhaps you need me to stay and give you a reminder?”

“I would love that,” he said, as she moved closer to him, “but I do have to get to work, and you do have to get to college.”

“I suppose,” she said, sticking out her bottom lip as she pushed herself against his body and gently caressed his growing cock through his trousers. He groaned softly as she tested his will to resist, and just as he was about to break, she let go of him and moved rapidly towards the door.

“Dinner sounds good,” she said, opening the door. “When were you thinking?”

“Tonight?” he asked.

“That sounds great,” she said, smiling.

“Great,” he said. “I’ll book somewhere. How do you feel about–”

“Oh, wait,” she said, frowning. “I can’t tonight. I was going to ask my friend over to study, if that’s ok?”

“Yeah, sure,” he said. “That’s no problem. We can do it another time.”

“I’d like that,” she said. “Tomorrow?”

“That sounds great,” he said. “Oh, wait, I have a late meeting tomorrow. The day after?”

Chloe stood there, brow furrowing as she gave it a great deal of thought, then smiled.

“It’s a date,” she said, giving him a big smile and leaving the apartment.

“A date,” he whispered to himself, smiling so hard his face began to hurt. Suddenly, the door swung open, and Chloe ran back into the apartment and threw herself at him. “What th–” he managed before she wrapped her arms around him and pressed her mouth against his, kissing him passionately, her tongue sliding into his mouth as she moaned softly as his hands went to her ass.

Then, just as quickly, she broke free from his grasp, and with a small wave of her fingers, was gone again, leaving Frank alone, late for work, and very, very horny.


Chapter Two

The hours at work ticked by with unbearable slowness. Ever since Chloe had moved in, all he could think about was being with her. It was silly, he knew, but it didn’t change how he felt.

“What do you think, Frank?”

“Huh?” he said, not thinking anything about the topic at hand, his own name breaking him out of his latest daydream about Chloe. He looked around at the other people in the meeting room, then looked back to the front, where Steve, his manager, was standing next to a flashy, but ultimately shallow, PowerPoint presentation.

“I think it’s great,” said Frank, eyes scanning the presentation for anything useful, but finding nothing.

“So, you want to take the lead on it?”

Frank looked around the room again, trying to casually read the expressions of the rest of them, but they all looked at him, stony-faced, unreadable, which meant one of two things.

“Sure,” he said. “Happy to.”

He knew he had made a terrible decision even before he heard someone let out a small snort. When a whole room of people try to give nothing away, it means they either really want the job or really don’t want it. Even though he knew it was probably the latter, he’d backed himself into a corner. There was no way he could suggest someone else take the role if he couldn’t articulate why they were better suited for it, or even define what it was.

“Nice of you to take one for the team,” said Mark, slapping Frank on the shoulder as they left the meeting.

“You know me,” said Frank, “always happy to be a team player.”

When he got back to his office, he logged into his computer, and there was already an email waiting for him. His heart sank as he opened it and downloaded the PDF attachment. As the document opened, he groaned out loud as the scroll bar on the side kept getting smaller and smaller, indicating the document was getting longer and longer.

He sighed and began reading, trying his best to focus on the work and not on what he and Chloe had been doing in the shower that morning.

***

“Sorry I’m late,” said Frank as he walked back into his apartment. The work had taken up his entire day, and he still wasn’t done. He knew he’d have to get an early start on it tomorrow, but for the last couple of hours in the office, his head had been swimming, and he wasn’t getting anywhere.

It had something to do with misfiled forms that had been signed by the wrong person, with incorrect product codes and mismatched product descriptions. It was the sort of project that was both mentally taxing and tedious. The kind of thing that would make a perfect remedy for insomnia, if the side-effect wasn’t total mental collapse.

He stopped in the doorway, realising he could neither see nor hear Chloe. He walked deeper into the apartment, but she was nowhere to be seen.

“Hello?” he said, wondering if she was there.

He looked towards her bedroom door, but it was closed, and he could see neither light from under the door nor hear any noise. If she was there, she was sleeping, but that struck him as unlikely given how relatively early it was.

He took off his work shoes and hung up his coat, then tossed his jacket on the edge of the couch, undid his tie and got a beer from the fridge. He took a long, slow swig of the ice-cold drink and let out a long, satisfied sigh. He wondered if that was a natural thing people did, or something he had picked up from decades of beer commercials. Either way, he took another swig and let out another satisfied sigh, then connected his phone to the Bluetooth speaker in the kitchen and put on some chill jazz as background music.

It was late, and he was starving, but too tired to cook anything serious, so he put some noodles on to boil and, whilst he waited, prepared some pre-cooked chicken and cut up some fresh peppers and onions. He felt the beer kick in, and as he waited for the pan to heat up, he found himself dancing around the kitchen, shimmying his shoulders as he scraped the cores of the peppers from the cutting board into the trash.

Finally, when the oil in the pan was sufficiently hot, he scraped the peppers and onions into the pan, and they sizzled in that satisfying way that only freshly-cut vegetables could. He danced over to the sink and placed the cutting board and knife in it, then did a quick little two-step back to the pan, mixing the vegetables with a spatula, before heading to the fridge for another beer.

He screwed off the cap and tossed it in the trash, taking another swig as he danced to the music, placing it down on the worktop and adding the chicken to the vegetables to the pan, stirring the contents with the spatula, before liberally sprinkling the cooking ingredients with a variety of spices Chloe had introduced to his diet, and mixed it again. They had damn near blown his head off when he first tried them, but after a couple of weeks, he found himself adjusting to the taste sensation and found the food he had previously made himself, increasingly bland by comparison.

He took another swig of his beer, and when the timer for the noodles beeped, he turned it off, drained the water from the saucepan containing the noodles, and dropped them in the pan. A thick cloud of steam rose up as the remains of the noodle water evaporated upon impact with the hot pan, and he thoroughly mixed the contents together.

He was just about to put it in a bowl when he realised he had made too much. Twice as much, in fact. He had gotten so used to cooking for both him and Chloe that it had just become second nature.

No worries, he thought to himself, separating the contents into two bowls, she can have it later, or I can have it tomorrow.

At that very moment, he heard the door slam, and what very much sounded like skipping across the apartment.

“Hey,” he said, looking over his shoulder and seeing Chloe. Her cheeks were flushed, and her eyes were a little red.

“Hey, you,” she said, coming up behind him and giving him a big hug, squeezing him as tightly as she could.

“Hey,” he said, being extra careful with the pot pan as she held him and swayed. “Good study session?”

“The best,” she said, giggling, like she thought she was getting away with doing something she shouldn’t have. But he wasn’t quite sure why. She was free to go and do whatever she liked with whoever she liked, including getting drunk. She had no need or reason to want to hide anything from him.

“What’s the matter?” she asked, looking up at him as she leaned against him, arms still wrapped around him.

“Nothing,” he said, feeling surprisingly tense that she had gone out by herself and gotten drunk when she said she was going to be studying.

“Do you want to know a secret?” she asked, in a faux-whisper that was louder than her regular speaking voice.

“If you want to tell me,” he said.

“We didn’t do any studying.”

“You don’t say.”

“We went to a bar,” she said, “and got drunk.”

“You’re hiding it well,” he said, placing the pan back on the hob. She let go of him, and he turned around.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” he said. “I thought you and your friend were going to study?”

“Well, we were,” she said, leaning back into him and holding him again, looking up with her large reddened eyes, “but she broke up with her boyfriend instead.”

“Oh, right,” he said, starting to feel a bit of a dick for feeling so salty about her going out.

“So we went to this bar,” she repeated, “and these boys were all trying to buy us drinks.” He felt himself tense up, every muscle in his body tightening as she continued to sway on him.

“Great,” he said.

“And they were all hitting on us, but I said we’re only out because my friend broke up with her boyfriend. And then they bought us a tray of break-up shots.” She giggled.

“How kind of them,” he said, picturing the scene perfectly as he remembered what it was like when he was a college student.

“I think they were just trying to get us drunk,” she whispered, conspiratorially.

“Did it work?” he asked, the answer more than obvious.

“Yep!” she said. “It worked reeeeeaallly well. But we said, thank you, but we’re not interested. My friend has sworn off college boys once and for all, and I…”

She leaned back as she swayed in front of him, her words trailing off as if she had forgotten she had been speaking.

“And you?” he prompted.

“And I,” she said, drawing the single letter out for what felt like an eternity, “I said I had a boyfriend waiting for me back home.”

Boyfriend.

The word slapped him in the face. Is that what he was? Were they a couple, or was she just drunk?

“A boyfriend with a big dick,” she continued, smiling widely as her hand slid down and cupped his cock, “who knows how to fuck my brains out.” His cock twitched in her hand, his frustration turning into something else, something primal. But still, he couldn’t let go of his annoyance, even if it was both unfounded and unjustified.

“Is something wrong?” she asked when he didn’t respond.

“No,” he said curtly.

“What’s the matter?”

“Nothing.”

“Are you…” she paused, her thoughts taking longer to formulate in her alcohol-soaked brain. “Are you jealous?” He said nothing. “Oh my god,” she said, “you’re sooooo jealous.”

“I’m not jealous,” he said.

“Just because I was talking to some boys.”

“You can talk to whoever you like.”

“Yes,” she said, firmly, letting go of him and swaying unsteadily on her feet. “I can.” She spun around and faced him. “I can talk to whoever I like. But there’s only one guy whose dick I want to suck right now.” She stumbled forward and fell into him. “Yours.”

“Thanks for the clarification,” he said, his arms instinctively holding her.

Her hand began to undo his zipper, and the thought of her coming home from a long night of drinking, where a group of buzzed, sexed-up, college-aged bags of testosterone had tried to get into Chloe’s pants, only for her to come home and deep throat his cock, made him rock hard. But there was still something he couldn’t quite get over.

He put his hand gently but firmly on her wrist and stopped her.

“I think you’re a bit too drunk for that,” he said.

“Maybe,” she said, her hand still lingering on his crotch. “Maybe you’ll have to be the one to take control, and use me however you want.” Her fingers tightened on his cock. “Maybe you can lift up my skirt and fuck me from behind, and suddenly oops… your big fat cock is so wet from my pussy that it slips and suddenly you're fucking my tight little asshole.” She moaned with pleasure as she rubbed herself against him. “Have you ever thought about fucking my tight, little asshole?” she asked. “Because I’ve thought about it.”

At that moment, Frank wanted nothing more in the world than to bend Chloe over the couch, lift up her skirt, tear a hole in her leggings and fuck her in the ass until he filled her with his cum, leaving her a moaning, writhing, orgasming mess.

“I think you’ve had a bit too much to drink,” he said instead, moving her hand from his cock before he changed his mind.

“That doesn’t mean you can’t fuck my ass,” she whispered. “It’ll make me so much more relaxed to take your big cock in my ass for the first time.”

“I think you need to sleep it off,” he said, his resolve straining under the offer. He really wanted to fuck Chloe in the ass, but not like this.

“Wow,” she said, pulling her hand away from his cock. “I offer you my ass, and you turn it down?!”

“I don’t think now’s the right time,” he said, trying to remain calm even though he knew trying to reason with drunk people was almost always a case of damage control rather than having a civilised conversation. “We can discuss this in the morning.”

“I don’t think so,” said Chloe. “All I wanted was to come home and have a nice night with my boyfriend, and you ruined it.” He took a deep breath and calmed himself before he said something he knew he’d regret. “I’m going to bed,” she said, moving away from him. “My bed.” He turned and saw her small frame stomping away, then suddenly turning and swaying on the spot for a moment, before making her way back to him. “And I’m taking your food,” she said, grabbing the extra bowl on the counter, spinning on her heels and marching away, only to turn back around after a couple of steps, and walk back. “And your beer,” she said, grabbing the half-full bottle from the counter, and marching, finally, into her room, and kicking the door, causing it to slam shut with a resounding thud.

Frank took another deep breath, both frustrated and relieved, hoping that after a bowl of noodles and what was left of his beer, she would fall asleep, and they would be done with this until morning. But two seconds later, her bedroom door flew open again, and she stomped back out, beer and noodles nowhere to be seen.

“And you know what else?” she said, jabbing him in the chest. “I told her that she should come over and let my boyfriend fuck her brains out, so she knows how a real man fucks.” He stared at her, unable to comprehend the words that were coming out of her mouth. “But you can forget about that, too.” Then she turned and marched into her room once again, slamming the door closed for a final time.

Frank stood there, wondering what the fuck just happened, then went to the fridge, grabbed himself a fresh beer, grabbed the other bowl of noodles and decided to finish the evening in his bedroom.


Chapter Three

When he awoke, he wasn’t sure what was buzzing more, his phone alarm or his head. He wasn’t used to drinking, and a few beers coupled with a poor night’s sleep as he replayed the fight with Chloe over and over in his head, really hit him hard. It was such a mess of an evening, so many things thrown out there, that it felt like a blur.

Had she really called him her boyfriend?

Had she really asked him to fuck her ass?

Had she really offered his cock to her best friend?

As much as he wanted to get clarity on all of these points, he had to get to work. That project wasn’t going anywhere, and he had another major meeting this evening. So, he got up and, for the first time in what felt like forever, he showered alone.

The warm water woke him up, but the small space felt empty without her, like fucking her in the shower had become part of his daily routine, and without it, his entire day would be thrown off kilter. So much so, he had to remind himself of a time before Chloe had moved in, before she was a part of his life. And, after last night, he had to remind himself that she was still in college and had her whole life ahead of her, and that, perhaps sooner than he would have liked, he would be a part of her past.

He turned the heat of the shower up, trying to wash the thoughts away, his stomach tying into knots as he tried to think whether or not he had made the right decision. Chloe had clearly been very drunk, but she was also clearly feeling very loving and safe with him. She considered him her boyfriend now, and perhaps seeing what her friend was going through had made her all the more eager to get closer to him.

But, regardless, she had been very drunk, and it didn’t seem right to him to do anything with her in that state, particularly as he was basically sober at that point. The more he thought about it, the more he decided he had done the right thing, even if it did mean things would ultimately end. He’d much rather break up over something he hadn’t done rather than something he had.

But that didn’t make him feel a whole lot better.

After his shower, he got dressed and went into the kitchen, making a cup of coffee and grabbing a couple of pastries from the cupboard, putting them on a plate he had placed on a small tray. Next to that, he added a glass of cold water, a couple of painkillers, and a glass of orange juice. He picked up the tray and placed it on the kitchen table, where he had swept the puzzle pieces from that first night and tasted Chloe’s sweet pussy for the first time. The coffee might be cold by the time she woke up, and she might not want it anyway, but he hoped his little peace offering would help her morning go a little smoother. He had a feeling she would need all the support she could get.

***

In the office, he felt like he needed all the support he could get, too. Not only was last night still causing his head to spin, but so was the work. He glared at the screen until the numbers and boxes started to dance around, blurring into one another as they became an indecipherable mess. So much so that he decided enough was enough.

“Sneakin’ out early?” asked Mark, as Frank walked past his desk.

“Taking an early lunch,” he said.

“Hmm, very early,” said Mark, making a point to thoroughly examine his watch, which was something he did at every available opportunity. He was evidently very proud of his shiny, expensive watch, but to Frank it just looked like an unnecessarily heavy bracelet.

“I’ve got some errands to run,” he lied.

Once he was out of the building, he kept walking, cutting through the alleyways and side streets until he reached his destination and could breathe easily. He was in the park, the one he could see and hear from his house, the one he had briefly considered living in before Chloe came to his rescue from a list of terrible roommate applicants.

There were other parks in the city, but this one felt like home, somewhere he could actually relax. He undid his tie a little and took a moment to centre himself, listening to the rustle of the leaves and the ducks splashing on the surface of the lake as they flocked to the stale bread being thrown out for them, the delighted squeals of young children and the coos of watchful parents, as their meagre offerings were greedily accepted by their new feathered friends.

In the distance, he heard the bells chimes of an ice cream van, and from all directions came gentle, calm footsteps and casual conversation. He took a final breath and proceeded to walk around the pond.

It was a beautiful day, and as he took his usual path around the large body of water that sat at the heart of this island of greenery, he felt his mind finally clear. The work which had been so incomprehensible suddenly started to make sense once again, as if he had suddenly learned some foreign language. Even his thoughts of Chloe were starting to ease. They’d had a bit of a fight, sure, but who didn’t? It was just one of those things, and he was sure it would pass. All they needed was a bit of time to calm down, reflect on what had happened, and everything would be fine. Hell, they would probably end up having make-up sex, which to him was the second-best kind of sex behind angry fucking, that point where an argument boils over into a physical reaction, a hard, intense type of fucking heightened by the raw emotions both parties are feeling. Then again, the kind of gentle lovemaking that tended to follow such animalistic pounding was magical in its own way. Perhaps, he realised, he just really liked all different types of fucking. They all had their advantages and disadvantages, each one having their place in a healthy and long-lasting relationship.

As he walked, he wondered what type of sex he and Chloe might have, but then he stopped in his tracks.

There, sitting on a park bench, was Chloe.

She was wearing a pair of large, dark sunglasses that covered most of her face, but there was no denying it was her. Her outfit consisted of a pair of denim shorts, dark leggings, and a loose sweater. He stood there, frozen to the spot, remaining perfectly still like he was trying to avoid being spotted by a T. rex. Then, remembering that Chloe was not an extinct carnivore from the late Cretaceous period, and that the T. rex thing where they were unable to see you if you didn’t move was a myth, he quickly ducked behind a tree.

He pressed his back against it, trying to look casual to passers-by as he hid from the unassuming college student sitting on a bench, sipping from the largest takeaway coffee cup you could order.

He smiled as an old couple walked past with their equally old-looking dog, the old woman giving him a questioning glare. He leaned casually against the tree and looked out across the pond. Once he was sure enough time had elapsed for them to have passed, he tried his best to casually look around the tree and see if she was still there. And although he was sure he looked more like an incompetent spy from a spoof movie, he saw that Chloe was still there.

He wondered if he should go up and say hi, or whether that was inappropriate. Did it feel a little too much like he was watching her? As he hid behind the tree, he realised that was exactly what he was doing, even if it was by accident.

This is silly, he thought to himself, resolving to walk up and say hello, casually explaining the coincidence. But no sooner had he decided on this course of action than someone walked over and sat next to her. He looked from afar and saw it was a woman. She was around Chloe’s age, and he realised, on account of her also wearing large, dark glasses that covered most of her face, and the giant coffee cup in her hand, that it must be the friend from last night.

She was taller than Chloe, which admittedly wasn’t difficult, and that was about all he could tell about her. Aside from that, her long, dark hair was tied back in that classic ‘I’m too hungover to do my hair’ style, and she was wearing an oversized hoodie and jeans, which hung loosely on her frame, making her body shape almost indistinguishable, although the way her hoodie hung on her breasts made it obvious she had a much larger chest than Chloe.

He watched them for a moment, trying to decide whether it was better to say hello or leave them be, to recover from their hangovers in peace.

And you know what else?

Chloe’s final words from last night rattled through his brain

I told her that she should come over and let my boyfriend fuck her brains out, so she knows how a real man fucks.

He felt his heart start to beat faster. This was the woman Chloe had told him she wanted him to fuck. Whether she had meant it, either when he said it to him or to her, he had no idea. But the idea of introducing himself so unexpectedly like this suddenly seemed like a very bad idea, and one likely to cause no end of awkwardness. So, deciding that it was best to leave them to recover in peace, he abandoned his walk around the pond and carefully headed back to the office.


Chapter Four

The rest of the day moved a bit faster after his walk. It had certainly done him some good getting out of the office and clearing his head, even if most of the space he had cleared was now filled with thoughts about Chloe’s friend.

He hadn’t even gotten a good look at her, but that didn’t stop his mind from wandering about the possibilities of what lay underneath that oversized hoodie and those oversized jeans. Even from a distance, with her sunglasses on and her ‘hangover chic’ stylings, he could tell she was very attractive, perhaps more so, given the unfiltered nature of her appearance.

Still, he had to focus and get his work done. So, with a level of grim determination he hadn’t put into anything since college, where, on more than one occasion, he had stayed up all night writing a paper that was due the next day, he focused on the work in front of him and got it done.

His reward was an end-of-day meeting that ran outside of ‘official’ work hours and carried on into the early evening. This time, he made sure to keep at least vaguely focused on what was going on, pounding coffee and pinching his leg every time he felt his attention drifting, which was a lot. There was no way he was going to get stuck with another thankless task because he hadn’t been quick enough to get out of the way. Fortunately for him, his strategy worked out, and when his boss Steve tried to direct a follow-up piece of work his way, he managed to direct it onto Mark, who, Frank argued passionately, had far more knowledge about that particular field than himself.

Mark, by contrast, hadn’t been able to keep his focus in this meeting, and when all eyes shifted from Frank to Mark, the latter struggled to find his proverbial footing and ended up accepting the work, even though he had no idea what it involved.

Then, finally, with the meeting over, Frank walked home. He had his usual path planned out, the most efficient point from A to B, but decided to take the scenic route, passing through the park again, this time seeing neither Chloe nor her friend on the now-empty bench. He had taken the time, he told himself, to get some exercise and complete his earlier walk that he had abandoned. But the reality was that he was trying to delay going home for as long as possible. He was feeling ok now. But he still wasn’t sure what direction things were going to go, and as long as he could avoid having the inevitable and necessary conversation, the future would still be undecided; a sort of Schrodinger’s Relationship, both dead and alive.

It was dark when he finally got home, and as he entered the apartment, he didn’t call out for Chloe. The apartment was dark, so he switched on the light, took his shoes off, and headed into the kitchen. He could smell that Chloe had been cooking, and when he got to the kitchen, he saw a bowl of noodles, like the one he had made yesterday, sitting on the side.

He looked at them for a moment, then heard Chloe’s bedroom door open. He turned and saw her approach. She was still wearing her oversized sweater, but her shorts and leggings had been replaced with a pair of loose-fitting pyjama bottoms.

“Hi,” she said, timidly.

“Hi,” he replied, his voice cautious.

“I made you some noodles,” she said, looking down at the ground, “seeing as I, you know, ate yours yesterday.”

“Actually, those were for you,” he said. “I made two portions.”

“Oh,” she said, slightly surprised. “Well, I guess I can take them if you don’t want them.” She took a step forward, and Frank quickly scooped up the bowl of noodles.

“I think I’ll hang on to these,” he said, “if you don’t mind?”

“Go ahead,” she said. “I already ate.”

They shared a brief smile. He looked at her as they stood in silence, neither one wanting to address the elephant in the room. Finally, Frank took it upon himself to ease the conversation forward.

“How are you feeling?”

“I’m ok,” she said. “Just a little tired.”

“Do you want to go sit?” he asked. She nodded, and the two of them moved over to the couch, sitting down on either end, leaving a notable gap between them. Frank felt his hunger rising and began to eat slowly, neither of them speaking.

“I want to apologise,” she said, finally. “For last night.”

“It’s alright,” he said. “I’m sorry, too.”

“What for?”

“For not dealing with things properly,” he said.

“I shouldn’t have made you mad,” she said.

He looked at her, not quite understanding.

“I wasn’t mad,” he said.

“No?”

“No. Perhaps just a little frustrated.”

“Because I went out?”

“You can go out anytime you want,” he said. “I don’t own you. I don’t get to say who you can and can’t hang out with.”

“Even if I go to a bar and talk to a bunch of guys?”

“Especially then,” he said. “Who you talk to is none of my business. If you want to go out and have fun with a bunch of guys your own age, that’s for you to decide.”

“It was not fun,” she said firmly.

“You seemed to have fun,” I said.

“The free drinks were fun,” she said. “But honestly, they were kinda jerks. We would rather have bought our own drinks and been by ourselves. Although,” she added, “it was fun teasing you about it.”

“Was it?”

“Maybe a little.”

“Right.”

“And maybe seeing you get all jealous and possessive was fun, too.”

“I wasn’t jealous,” he lied, placing his empty bowl on the floor next to the couch.

“No?” she asked, looking up at him. “Was there another reason you were all tense when I told you?” He shrugged. “You weren’t jealous thinking of me in the bar, all those college boys trying to get into my pants?” She moved closer to him. “Desperate for one thing?” She pressed her soft body against his and pressed her lips to his ear. “The one thing only you can have?”

He grabbed her by the waist and pulled her tight to him, her gasp cut short as he pressed his lips against hers, kissing her hard. She melted in his arms, submitting to his power, her hand drifting to his crotch, as her fingers stroked his hardening cock. She moaned into his mouth as his tongue pressed against hers, his hand sliding underneath her sweater, feeling the soft body concealed below. He pulled her closer, and she swung a leg over him, straddling him, her hand stroking his cock through his trousers, as his hands travelled further up underneath her sweater, his arms pushing it up as they travelled further, exposing her slim waist.

She gasped as his hands slid inwards and cupped the underside of her small breasts, holding them in his hands as they continued to kiss. After a few moments, she pulled back and looked at him with her large eyes, and lifted her arms above her head, submissively. She gasped and arched her back as his hands slid up her breasts and began gently teasing her nipples, causing her to rock on top of him as he played with her body.

Then slowly, he slid his hands from her breasts and took hold of the edges of her sweater, holding them for a moment before slowly pulling it upwards. Her small but pert breasts stood perfectly proportioned on her slim frame, and as he undressed her, she moaned softly, his hands sliding up her slim arms as he pulled the sweater up further, over her head, and draped the item over the back of the couch.

She lowered her arms slowly and shook her hair out, rocking on top of him slowly, looking him in the eyes as she slowly lowered her arms, running her hands over her bare chest and flat stomach.

“You don’t own me?” she asked, submissively.

“No,” he said, firmly.

“Don’t you want to?” She slid a hand into her pyjama bottoms and began to slowly finger herself. “Don’t you want to own this pussy?” She gasped as she slid her hand down further, then pulled her hand out of her bottoms, the tips of her fingers glistening with her arousal. “This tight, wet pussy?” She ran her wet fingers gently over his lips before sliding them into his mouth. She moaned softly as he gently sucked her fingers, tasting her pussy on them, his tongue lapping up the last traces of her juices, causing his cock to throb in his trousers. “Hmm?” she asked, cocking her head to one side as she slid her fingers out of his mouth.

“Yes,” he growled, his voice low and firm.

“Then come take it,” she said. “Show all those silly college boys what they’re missing.”

He pulled her close and kissed her hard as she pulled at his shirt, untucking it from his trousers, sliding her hands up underneath. She yelped as he turned and lay her on her back across the couch, his hands moving powerfully over her body as his lips went to her breasts. She moaned with pleasure and wrapped her legs around him, putting her hands over her head as she gave him free rein over her body.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “just like that.” He pushed himself up onto his knees, pulled off his tie and threw it across the room, then began unbuttoning his shirt. As he did so, Chloe pushed herself up and began unbuttoning his shirt from the bottom, their fingers meeting halfway, both of them working together to pull his shirt off. She ran her hands greedily over his exposed body, then gasped as he leaned back into her, pinning her hands above her head as he kissed her hard, her small breasts pressed against his bare chest,

He kissed across her jaw and down her neck, causing her to gasp as he kissed and licked the sensitive skin, then moved down, gently sucking one nipple and then the other, his hands sliding down her arms and cupping her breasts as his mouth continued to travel down. He kissed down her flat stomach and around her navel, feeling her abs tensing at the sensation. Finally, at the waistband of her pyjama bottoms, he crawled back off the couch.

“Where are you going?” she moaned, looking up at him, then cried out with surprise as he grabbed her legs and pulled her across the couch, so that her ass was elevated by the padded armrest. She watched as he stood at the side of the couch and undid his trousers, pulling them off, so that he was only in his boxers. Then he ran his hands up her legs and hooked his fingers into her pyjama bottoms, and slowly began to pull them down as she shifted her body, letting him undress her. As they slid down, he saw her dark tuft of pubic hair and noted she wasn’t wearing any underwear. She kicked her legs impatiently as he slowly undressed her, watching her perfect, slim body squirm on the couch, ready for him to take her. Finally, she pulled her legs up and out of the bottoms, and he draped them over the back of the couch.

She murmured as he ran his hands up her smooth legs, as she held them tightly together, as if suddenly shy. He looked up at her and watched her playing with her tits as she bit her bottom lip, and continued watching her as he leaned in and kissed her shins. She moaned softly as he kissed and stroked her legs, up over her knees, then let them hang over the side of the couch as he kissed the edges of her thighs, watching her rub them together as she responded to his touch. He could smell her arousal, and his cock throbbed in his boxers.

He kissed further, gently easing her legs apart, exposing her swollen lips. Her pussy was so beautiful, especially when her neat folds were dripping with her slick wetness. He lowered himself to his knees and hooked her legs onto his shoulders, kissing her inner thighs, causing her to moan as his mouth got closer and closer to her pussy.

“Oh fuck!” cried Chloe, as Frank ran his tongue slowly and deeply up her folds, tasting her as her warm juices coated his tongue. He felt her heels press into his back as she raised her hips, pressing her perfect pussy close to his face, forcing his tongue to press more intensely against her. He continued lapping at her, his tongue sliding between her slick lips and flicking over her sensitive clit, causing her to moan each time.

Then he slid his tongue down and found her entrance, circling it slowly as she writhed helplessly on the couch, her thighs tightening around his head.

“Don’t tease me,” she begged breathlessly. “I can’t take it.” She cried out and arched her back as he slid his tongue into her tight hole, licking her inside as she rubbed herself against his face, struggling against his grip as he pushed his tongue deeper. “Oh my god,” she moaned, as his mouth formed a tight seal and began to suck at her pussy, her juices coating his mouth and tongue as he licked and sucked at her. She yelped as he pulled her further onto the armrest, increasing the curve of her body, giving him better access as he tonguefucked her tight hole, before sliding his tongue out of her and up between her lips, until he found her swollen clit.

“Oh fuck,” she cried, as his tongue circled her clit. “You’re so good at eating my pussy. You know just how I like it.” He held her firmly as his tongue moved in small, quick circles over her, making light contact with her sensitive bud. She bucked her hips more forcefully, her hands gripping her small breasts and twisting her nipples, her head shaking from side to side as she tried to deal with the intense sensations pulsating through her body.

He continued holding her firm as she lost control, writhing uncontrollably as his mouth worked her slick pussy. She cried out as he took her clit in his mouth and began to gently suck at her as he licked. He could feel her legs beginning to shake, and he knew she was getting close.

“Please,” she begged, as if he were actively preventing her from cumming. “Please, please.” He kept going, licking and sucking, taking his time, knowing she would get there sooner if he didn’t try and rush it. So he kept licking and sucking at the same pace and rhythm, easing her closer and closer to where she needed to be.

“Please,” she moaned, her voice desperate and pleading. “Please, just let me cum, please.” He felt her legs tighten around him and, knowing she was on the brink, sucked at her clit almost imperceptibly harder, a tiny jolt that would give her permission to cum. Almost instantly, she cried out as her orgasm finally broke, and intense waves of pleasure rushed through her body.

“Oh fuck,” she cried, thrusting her clit deeper into his mouth. “Eat my tight, little pussy. Suck on my sweet clit. It’s all yours.”

He held her in place, working her clit the exact same way as she lost control and bucked uncontrollably on the couch as her orgasm continued to ravage her slim body, testing every inch of her, until she went limp.

She lay on the couch, body shaking as the aftershocks of her orgasm rattled what was left of her central nervous system. She whimpered as he removed his mouth from her pussy, shivering as he slid her legs from his shoulders and closed them.

“Oh my god,” she muttered, shaking on the couch as Frank crawled around to her side. She looked up at him and touched his wet face, her eyes wide and blurry and exhausted. She tried to lean up to kiss him, but couldn’t find the strength, so he leaned down and kissed her as she lay on the couch. It was soft and gentle, and she moaned into his mouth, pressing her soft tongue against his, tasting herself on him. She shivered as he gently placed his hand on her side, holding her as they kissed.

He groaned into her mouth as her hand slid off the couch, found his rock-hard cock, and began working him through his boxers. She kissed him more passionately as her hand jerked faster.

“I need you…” she gasped between kisses, her hand still working his cock, “to take me to the bedroom… and fuck my brains out.” Without another word, Frank slid one arm under her legs and the other under her back and lifted her petite frame up from the couch. She gasped as he lifted her in one smooth motion, and threw her arms around his neck, clinging on to him and watching wide-eyed, as he effortlessly carried her across the apartment and into his bedroom.

“Such a gentleman,” she cooed, as he lay her gently on his bed, watching intently as he slid off his boxers, his hard cock springing free. “How do you want me?” she asked, breathlessly. “On my knees?”

“No,” he said, crawling onto the bed and spreading her legs. “I want to fuck you like this, so I can look into your eyes as I claim your pussy with my seed.” He leaned in and kissed her, and she wrapped her arms around him, moving gently underneath him, rubbing her pussy against his cock. He could feel her wetness coating him already.

He reached down and took hold of his cock, guiding it towards her wet hole and pressing the tip inside. She gasped as her tightness enveloped the tip, coating him in her fluids. He began to work slowly, looking her in the eye as he penetrated her pussy deeper and deeper until he was fully inside of her.

“Your cock fills me up so nicely,” she moaned, as he held himself fully inside of her. “It’s like my pussy was made just for you.”

“That’s right,” he growled, slowly sliding his cock out of her. “This pussy is all mine, and don’t you forget it.”

Nev—oh fuuuuuuck!” she moaned as he pressed powerfully back into her, filling her once again. He began to fuck her hard and slow, picking up pace as she adapted to taking his cock, her legs spreading wider to give him complete access to what was already his.

“Look at me,” he ordered, as he began to pound her tight hole. She turned her head and looked him dead in the eye, focusing on him and only him as he pounded her tight pussy, their bodies meeting with a wet slap.

She moaned loudly, biting her bottom lip as she looked him in the eye, and he nearly lost it right there. But he recovered, groaning loudly as he continued fucking her sweet pussy, feeling her juices coating him as she gripped him tightly.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “I love hearing you enjoying my pussy. It’s so fucking hot.” He pushed himself up onto his knees, lifting her ass from the bed and began pounding her at that tighter angle, hooking her legs onto his shoulders. She looked down and watched as his thick cock penetrated her tight pussy time and again, then back up at him, as if she couldn’t quite figure out how he was fucking her so deep. As their eyes met, he groaned and felt himself getting close, his body ready to fill her fertile body with his seed.

“Wait,” she said, clearly sensing he was getting ready to finish. “Wait.”

He slowed down, holding himself deep inside her, breathing heavily as he looked down at her heavenly body.

“I was serious last night,” she said. His stomach dropped as worries of their argument rose up again. But something in her face didn’t match the feeling he was having. “About thinking about it.”

“Thinking about what?” he asked, his brain swimming with chemicals demanding to know why he wasn’t cumming yet.

“About you,” she said, shyly. “Fucking my ass.” She groaned as his cock twitched inside her as he nearly blew his load. “I want to try it.”

“When?” he asked, shellshocked.

“Now,” she said. “If you want?”

“Do you want?” he asked, cautiously. She nodded gently, but decisively. “Then I want,” he said. She smiled brightly, and he leaned in and kissed her. As she rocked underneath him, it was hard to resist fucking her pussy until he filled her, but somehow he managed to hold back and pulled out of her. She smiled at him and rolled onto her front, getting on her hands and knees and presenting her ass to him. He ran his hands over her asscheeks and watched her tight little asshole pulsating as she thought about him penetrating her there.

But even though his cock was slick from her pussy, he wasn’t sure that was enough lubrication to take her tiny asshole.

“There’s some lube on the side,” she said, as if reading his thoughts. “You can use it to coat my asshole.” He walked over and picked up the bottle full of clear lubricant, then looked at her.

She smiled coyishly.

She had planned this all day, he realised, walking back behind her, shaking the bottle which most definitely was not sitting on his bedside cabinet when he left for work that morning.

“Spread your ass for me,” he ordered.

“Yes, sir,” she said, reaching back and grabbing her asscheeks, pulling them apart as instructed. She moaned as he ran the tip of his cock over her asshole, coating her in her hot juices, then moaned louder as he squirted a liberal amount of lube over her tight hole, watching it spasm as he massaged it into her with the tip of his cock, then ran a long line over the top of his shaft. He dropped the bottle onto the bed and carefully guided himself into her asshole.

“Go slow,” she whimpered as he carefully pressed the head of his cock into her.

“I will,” he said. “I want to savour every moment of fucking your asshole for the first time.” She let out a groan of pure pleasure and pulled her asscheeks slightly further apart.

He worked slowly, moving in and out, feeling the pressure of her tight asshole on his thick cock, the lube and her juices helping him penetrate her. She groaned as she took each inch of her ass, breathing purposefully as she relaxed, until his hips were pressed against her asscheeks.

“My ass feels so full,” she groaned. “I can’t believe I took your whole cock in my tight little asshole.”

“Believe it,” he said, “because your ass belongs to me now.”

“Yes, sir,” she moaned. “You own my ass. You can fuck me in it whenever you want.” She groaned loudly as he pulled his cock out of her ass, his shaft slick and shiny with lube, then slid it back deep inside of her, filling her completely. He felt her asshole gripping his cock as he stretched her out, and savoured the intensity of feeling. Then, slowly, he began to slide his cock in and out of her ass, taking his time, letting her get used to the feeling of being filled by his cock.

“That’s it,” she moaned, face buried in his duvet. “Fuck my little ass.”

He moved faster, fucking her harder, listening to her moans for signs that it might be too much. But all he heard were moans of pleasure and cries for more.

“More,” she begged. “I want you to ruin my ass like you own it.”

He raised his hand into the air and brought it down hard on her asscheek. She cried out as a patch of her pale skin, the same size as his large hand, turned red.

“I already do,” he said, smacking her ass again, groaning as he felt her body tense on his cock.

“You do,” she cried. “You own my ass, so fuck me like it!”

He gripped her hips firmly and pounded her ass, his hips slamming against her asscheeks as he thrust powerfully into her.

“Oh… fuck… just like.. Oh god… just like that…” Chloe grunted the words out as Frank continued to pound her ass. Her body began to shake, and he could tell she was getting close again. “Fuck… you’re gonna… you’re gonna make me cum… oh yes… make me cum… from fucking my asshole!”

He felt her body shiver, her asshole massaging his cock, and he was getting close, too. He growled as the thought of filling her asshole with his cum brought him to the brink.

“I’m getting close,” he said.

“Me too… just… wait… I want… oh god… I want to feel you cum… fuuuuck… I want to feel you cum… in my asshole… as… oh fuck… as I’m cumming.”

His cock twitched deep inside of her, and he knew it was a matter of when, not if, he was going to fill her asshole with his seed. He gripped her hips tighter and fucked her ass as hard as he could, as Chloe began rocking on her knees, throwing her ass back onto his cock, taking him as deep as she could.

“Don’t stop…” she begged. “I’m so close… so fucking close… oh yes… I’m gonna… I’m gonna cuuuuuuummmmmm!” Her words broke into screams of pleasure as her anal orgasm pulsated through her body.

“Fuck, I’m going to cum,” growled Frank, pounding her ass.

“Cum in me… please! Fill my tight asshole!”

Frank cried out as his orgasm hit, waves of pleasure passing through his body as his cock twitched inside of Chloe, filling her tight little asshole with his seed. He growled as thick ropes of cum shot out of his twitching cock, flooding her ass as he continued to pound her.

“I can feel you cumming in me,” she cried, hands pulling at the duvet as she made tight fists. “Don’t stop! Fill my little asshole up with your cum!”

He continued to moan as he continued filling her ass with cum, pounding her as it overflowed and ran down her body, dripping onto the bedsheets as he took every inch of her ass with his cock, both of them panting and moaning and slapping against one another, their orgasms raging on, until they were both completely satisfied.

Chloe cried out and planted her face in the duvet, breathing heavily. Frank held onto her hips, more gently than before, his cock still buried in her ass. He breathed heavily, and underneath his hands felt how slick with sweat her body had become. Then ever so slowly, he pulled his cock out of Chloe’s ruined ass and watched his hot seed dribble out of her stretched hole.

“That was…” she gasped. “Oh my god.”

As she eased herself onto her side, Frank walked around to the side of the bed, his legs feeling weak, and knelt in front of her and kissed her gently.

“Is that what you thought about when you thought about me fucking your asshole?” he asked, his voice soft.

She shook her head, eyes closed as she struggled to catch her breath.

“No,” she said weakly. “That was so much better.”


Chapter Five

Chloe went to get cleaned up, and then so did Frank. When he got back to his bedroom, he found Chloe snuggled in under the covers, waiting for him.

“Hey,” he said, slipping in under the covers with her.

“Hey,” she said, gently, as she snuggled into him, holding herself against him as he wrapped an arm around her shoulders.

“So, you’re sleeping in here tonight?” he said, playfully.

“I was thinking about it,” she said. “But if you don’t want me to…” She feigned getting up, and Frank pulled her back down, holding her tightly against his body.

“What are you doing?” she asked. “I thought you said I could go wherever I want. That you don’t own me.”

“I changed my mind,” he said, holding her close. “You belong to me now.”

“Mmm, yes,” she said, snuggling into him. “I’m all yours.”

“That’s right,” he said, giving her a gentle kiss on the top of her head. “All mine.”

Frank switched off the light and smiled as Chloe snuggled closer into him. He felt at peace in a way he couldn’t recall feeling before. There was something about being with a woman who freely gave herself to him so unconditionally that stirred some primal instinct inside him. It was a sign, not of power or domination, but of trust. He could dominate her because she trusted him to do so carefully, to look after and protect her, even when his cock was buried deep inside her ass.

His cock twitched as he ran the memory over in his head of pressing his thick cock into her tight asshole for the first time, carefully stretching her out as he prepared to pound her powerfully until he filled her up as she begged for more.

A little while later, he felt Chloe stir next to him and looked down. Even though she appeared to be asleep, her soft hand was now gently wrapped around his cock, stroking his hardening length.

“Are you thinking about fucking my ass?” she murmured, half-asleep.

“Maybe,” he said.

“Me too,” she said, her hand speeding up on his cock. “It was so hot to feel you fill my ass with your cum.”

“It was,” he agreed, his cock hardening in her hand.

“I can’t wait to do it again,” she said, her voice a little steadier. “Although we may have to wait a little bit. You really did pound my ass.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, “I didn’t–”

“No,” she said, tilting her head up at him and looking at him through the dark with half-opened eyes. “It was amazing. I really loved feeling you take me like that. It felt so… raw.”

He looked down at her and smiled, and kissed her forehead, causing her to let out a small squeal of delight. Her grip tightened, and she began stroking him faster, her fist tapping a soft, steady beat under the covers.

“You know I was also serious about the other thing I said,” she said, her breathing increasing as she continued to pump his cock.

“What other thing?” he asked.

“Last night.” He looked at her, waiting for her to expand upon whatever she had said last night. She looked at him, eyes open now, fully awake. “That my friend should come over so you can fuck her brains out like a real man.”

“Wait, you what?” he said, trying to process the words. But even as he spoke, Chloe was already burrowing under the covers to take his cock in her mouth, pressing him into her throat as she let the idea of him fucking her best friend swirl around in his mind, working relentlessly until he came again, pumping his load deep down her eager throat as he thought of the woman on the bench. And as she dutifully lapped up the last of his cum from the tip of his cock, he stroked her soft hair and fell into a deep, peaceful sleep.
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Get the full dating experience with His Blind Date Harem: The Complete Collection.

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

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

Follow along as Harvey steps out of his comfort zone and into the unknown, getting to know more and more women who are looking to meet someone to share their interests with, and who aren't afraid to share their man with each other either!
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Mark's life is transformed forever when his new neighbours - three stunning, twenty-something Korean women - take more than a neighbourly interest in him.

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

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

From neighbours to lovers to more, follow along with His Apartment Harem: The Complete Collection, as he finds that what truly makes a home is the people you share it with.

His Supermodel Harem: The Complete Collection

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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