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Book Four



Chapter One

“So, what is it precisely that you do?”

“A bit of everything, really. Whatever I can turn my hand to.”

“Hmm, so I’ve heard.”

She leaned forward and peered at him over the tops of her dark-rimmed glasses. Noah, trying his best to act respectable, put a great deal of effort into not looking down the woman’s blouse, and most certainly did not note the lacy black bra that suggested a hint of the exotic in an outfit that was otherwise highly professional.

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Xi, but I’m not sure –”

“Ms. Xi,” she said, leaning back in her chair. “I can assure you of that.”

Ms. Xi.

She was a slim woman, Chinese, with her dark hair cut into a bob as sharp as her features. Her dark-rimmed glasses gave her an academic air, but Noah suspected even that undersold her intelligence. There was something in her dark brown eyes, a focus that cut through the bullshit. She was not a woman you wanted to mess with.

Noah estimated she was in her mid-thirties, but could have passed for younger than that. Still, she had an air of authority about her that gave the impression she was actually older. Even though she was younger than Noah, he still felt like he had been caught with his hand in the cookie jar and was about to get disciplined.

“I have a duty of care to the young women who reside here, Mr Jones. I can’t have some middle-aged man running around our home, making himself overly familiar with any of our Sisters who take his fancy.”

“I can assure you,” he began, feeling a bead of sweat trickle down the back of his neck, “I have never initiated any familiarity between myself and anyone at this Sorority.”

“That might well be,” she said, “but you didn’t stop it either.”

She leaned back in her chair, confident she had him. And she was right.

“I have no authority over these women,” said Noah. “They’re adults, and if they would like to call upon my services, then as far as I’m concerned, they are all more than welcome to do so.”

She leaned forward ever so slightly, fixing him in a sharp glare.

“You may have no authority,” she said, her thin fingers locked in her lap, “but I do. As Sorority President of Kappa Sigma Psi, I have a duty of care to the young women who pledge here. Yes, they are adults, and yes, for many ‘experimentation’ is part of the college experience. But as far as I am concerned, I will not allow any outsider to become involved here who I do not believe has the best interest of my Sisters at heart.”



Chapter Two

The last thing Noah had been expecting when he received his latest summons to Kappa Sigma Psi, the Asian-only Sorority House, was a dressing down. Or at least, not the sort of dressing down where all of his clothes stayed on.

“Hey, Mizuki,” he’d said as she answered the door. He’d been thinking about her a lot since their rendezvous on Lover’s Lane, where she’d spread herself out across the bonnet of her cherry-red convertible, both of them revved up and raring to go. He’d been wondering what it would be like to spend some time with her in a more comfortable environment, one where he could take his time fully exploring her sleek curves and really test how fast she could go.

But as soon as she had opened the door, he’d seen that was not on the cards. She looked nervous, withdrawn. Her eyes darted from him to the empty lawns behind him, as if checking he hadn’t been followed.

“Is everything alright?” he’d asked, her response coming in the form of her grabbing him by the arm and pulling him inside, barely waiting for him to cross the threshold before slamming the door closed behind him.

Inside, the mood was dampened.

The life and excitement that had greeted him at his previous visit, where he had first encountered his two favourite Korean roommates, was gone. Instead, there was almost silence. It was more like a nunnery than a thriving Sorority House.

“What’s going on?” he’d asked quietly, as if trying to respect the House’s new vow of silence.

Mizuki shook her head.

“Nothing good,” she’d said, as she led him down the corridor, away from the grand staircase he had become accustomed to climbing every time he visited. “There’s been an incident.”

Mizuki let the words hang in the air, forcing Noah to ask the inevitable.

“What kind of incident?”

“Someone was caught with a boy in her room.”

“I see,” he’d said, not seeing at all. “Is that not allowed?”

“Normally,” said Mizuki, “people turn a blind eye. It isn’t really that big of a deal if… you know.”

“Right. But I’m guessing something else happened?”

“Nothing bad bad. But there was an argument and shouting. A lot of shouting. The whole place became a bit of a warzone, actually.”

“Was everyone ok?”

“Yeah, except for a few hurt feelings. But that’s what happens with… boys.”

She’d said the last word like it was a curse that left a foul taste in her mouth.

Noah tried to imagine what guy could turn an entire Sorority House into a warzone. At first, he couldn’t imagine what kind of guy would have that effect, particularly in a House that seemed so eager to share, something he knew from experience. But then, he figured, perhaps the argument wasn’t so much about the guy, but about the girls.

There were a lot of Sisters living in this one house. There were bound to be groups and cliques and factions, lines of tension running between and throughout them. It would only take one piece of kindling to send the whole thing up.

“So what does this have to do with me?” asked Noah, as they stopped outside a heavy oak door, emblazoned with a gold plaque reading simply:

Sorority President.



Chapter Three

“I can assure you,” said Noah as she pressed himself upright in his chair, “I have no desire to cause any problems for anyone. I don’t know what has been going on here…” At this, Noah noted, the slightest raise of one of Ms. Xi’s thin, perfectly plucked eyebrows, “but that has nothing to do with me and, frankly, I’ve no interest in any of that sort of college drama, believe me.”

“For a man who wants nothing to do with ‘college drama’, you do seem to spend an awful lot of time hanging around with college students.”

“They call me and I come.”

Both of Ms. Xi’s eyebrows flicked up this time, with no attempt to hide the expression at all.

“That’s a may be, Mr. Jones. After all, it isn’t difficult to see what a man such as yourself might see in a house full of impressionable and excitable Sorority Sisters of Asian descent. Even if you didn’t have an Asian fetish…”

“I do not have an Asian fetish,” Noah protested.

“...a gaggle of impressionable young women, all looking to explore their sexuality through whatever avenues become available to them, would be tempting for any man. But what I don’t understand,” she said, leaning forward and planting both her sharp elbows firmly on the desk, “is precisely what they see in you.”

I just need a guy with a big dick who knows how to use it and really go to town on me.

Chinatsu’s words ran through his mind. The overheard conversation that had taken his breath away, the one he had expected to jerk off thinking about a couple of times before the memory faded into the background.

But then, she had messaged him…

I wouldn’t need to be a slut if all of these college guys knew what they were doing! They all talk a big game, but then they finish faster than Usain Bolt.

“Something amusing?” asked Ms. Xi. Noah shook his head slightly, trying not to think of his hand between Chinatsu’s legs, her moans of desperation as she rode his fingers, desperate for a man who was finally able to bring her to climax.

“I was just thinking,” said Noah, adjusting in his seat, subtly easing the pressure on the slight bulge in his trousers, “perhaps it isn’t so much what they see in me, as in what they don’t see in other people.”

She pressed her fingers together and held them against her thin, pursed lips. They were, he noted, a slightly darker red than might strictly be considered professional. It certainly added a hint of the risque to her otherwise formal attire, lacy lingerie notwithstanding.

“These are extraordinary women we have here, Mr. Jones…”

“I couldn’t agree more.”

“...exceptionally bright and driven. Everyone who has earned the right to pledge Kappa Sigma Psi has spent their entire lives working towards this moment. I am not exaggerating when I say every Sister in the house has the potential and opportunity not just to thrive in the outside world, but to shape it. So, when a man like you enters the equation,” she planted her hands firmly on the solid oak desk as she stood, “it is my responsibility to ensure you don’t fuck up the rest of their lives.”



Chapter Four

Her heels clicked on the floorboards, and as she rounded the desk, Noah could see that they were high heels, thick, shiny black shoes, almost stilettos. Definitely not the sort of sensible flat shoe he had expected to be worn by the Sorority President or a prestigious Sorority House.

Her perfectly manicured fingers gently stroked the immaculately polished oak desk as she moved closer to him, eyeing him like prey, ready to pounce. He tried to play it cool, but couldn’t help but swallow the lump in his throat as he tried to control the lump in his trousers.

“I’ve been looking into you, Mr. Jones,” she said, leaning back against the desk directly in front of him, her short, tight skirt rising up her long, slim legs, stopping just short of the top of her stockings. “No wife, no family, no criminal record.”

He looked her in the eye as she appraised him, partly as a sign that he had nothing to hide, and partly to stop himself staring at those legs and thinking about all the things he would do if she would just part them for him now.

“In fact,” she continued, “there’s not much of anything. You are, by all accounts, a rather uninteresting individual.”

“You sound like my last date,” he quipped.

“You wish,” she said, a little too seriously. “The biggest question mark, aside from your involvement here, is why you quit your job?”

“I’m not sure that is any of your business?”

“You are my business, Mr. Jones,” she said sharply, “you made sure of that the first time you entered this House and fucked one of my Pledges.”

“Technically, that was the second time I entered the House.”

She was not having as much fun as he was.

“Alright,” he said, growing tired of the inquisition, “I was bored. My job was boring, so I quit.”

“To become a handyman.”

“To help people. I don’t care about money anymore, or about climbing the corporate ladder. None of that means anything to me. I just want to help, to make an actual difference in people’s lives. I quit my well-paying job for no job security, long hours, hard physical work, and more social interaction and small talk than I would ever voluntarily choose.”

“And you get to fuck college students.”

Noah laughed, once and loud.

“If my primary goal was to fuck college students, do you think I would have quit my well-paying job to do odd jobs for pensioners? Or do you think I would have used my excessive salary to buy a mid-life crisis-mobile, something shiny and red to speed around this town like an asshole, trying to impress everything in a skirt with my big engine and tragically-fashionable clothes?”

She eyed him.

“Now,” he said, his tone softening, “I’m not saying I would have expected that to work, but it would be a damn sight more likely than what has actually ended up happening. I didn’t plan for this to happen, Ms. Xi, any of it. Even on my best day, I couldn’t manufacture a situation like this. It was, believe it or not, completely organic, a happy accident I fell into, and initiated entirely by the good Sisters of Kappa Sigma Psi.”

Ms. Xi opened her mouth to speak, but Noah raised his hand a little to ask her to hold that thought.

“I’m not saying it is right or wrong or making any moral judgement about it at all. It is what it is. And if you think that my interactions with these women are detrimental to their careers and their futures, then I will, of course, step away. I’m not here to get what I can, regardless of the cost. This is just something we’ve all gotten swept away in. And, after meeting me today, you think all of this should stop, then it will. As I said, all I want to do is help people. And whatever you think of my actions here, I truly believe I have been a help to these women.”

She stared blankly at him for a moment before a wry smile crept along her thin lips.

“Something amusing?” he asked.

“I was just thinking,” she said, tilting her head, as if appraising him afresh, “you might actually be more interesting than I gave you credit for.”



Chapter Five

Interesting.

He wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or a bad thing. But any ruminations on the subject were quickly abandoned as Ms. Xi planted her hands on the solid oak desk and eased herself up onto it, causing her short skirt to rise even higher up her thighs as she brought herself just below his eyeline, her underwear easily visible were he to take a second to look, which he absolutely did not do.

“I wasn’t expecting this,” she said.

“This?”

“You. 

“I see.”

“Do you?”

“Not really.”

“No, I didn’t think so.” She crossed her legs at the ankle, swinging them slightly, giving a hint of playfulness that seemed in contrast with her stern demeanour. As her feet swung, her perfectly polished heels reflected the sunlight from the window. She was, it seemed, pulling his attention in every possible direction. Still, he kept his eyes focused on her face. “I was expecting you to be a certain kind of man. I’m sure you can imagine the type. I was ready to read you the riot act, to warn you to back off. To go even further, if necessary. But you,” she looked him dead in the eye, “are somewhat of an enigma. Which puts me in a rather surprising position.”

“What kind of position?” asked Noah, trying to keep every hint of innuendo out of his voice.

“The kind where my usual tactics seem both unnecessary and unwarranted. As you can imagine, I’ve dealt with all sorts over the years. Men, Frat Bros, bad boys from the wrong side of the tracks, and more than one young woman from a rival Sorority who has become a little too enamoured with one of our Sisters.”

“I see.”

“You see, the Asian fetish isn’t exclusively a male predilection, Mr Jones.”

“I do not have an Asian fetish,” protested Noah, trying desperately not to think about spreading this stunning Chinese woman’s legs and burying his face between them.

“But never have I met a man who was both so eager to please so many of my Sorority Sisters, and so willing to walk away.”

“I never intended to cause any trouble.”

“But surely you must see how unusual that is? To have a houseful of beautiful women literally throwing themselves at you, and being prepared to walk away, no questions asked?”

“I would be asking myself a lot of questions,” Noah said, “but I’d be asking myself even more if I didn’t.”

The fact he would be asking these questions whilst furiously jerking off, was something he felt was best left unspoken, although he had little doubt she was thinking the same thing.

“So, yes,” said Ms. Xi, “you are quite the conundrum. Especially seeing…” She paused and he looked at her, letting the silence pressure her into finishing the thought. “Especially seeing as not only is everyone thoroughly satisfied with the situation, a rarity, I assure you, but also, there seems to be no animosity. In fact, the Sisters here seem only too eager to share you and your… talents.”

“Sharing is caring.”

“So, given these highly unusual circumstances, I am of the mind that should the Sisters involved wish to continue engaging you and your talents, then as long as it causes no riffs or distractions, it can continue for as long as everyone involved is happy to do so.”

“I, for one, am happy for this to continue for as long as possible,” said Noah, surprisingly relieved.

“But there is one condition…”

“Anything.”

She smiled at him and leaned back on the desk. “You have to show me precisely why your talents are so in demand.”



Chapter Six

Ms. Xi fixed him with a stare, and as she did so, spread her legs on the desk, her stockings purring softly as they rubbed against the edge of the desk. She glanced down at her lap, then back up to him, expectation on her face, with a faint hint of disappointment that he still wasn’t following her instructions.

He looked down from her to between her legs, his eyes lapping at the creamy skin of her slender thighs poking out from the top of her dark stockings, his tongue licking his lips with anticipation.

“Well?” she asked, a hint of impatience in her voice. “Are you this shy with my Sorority Sisters?”

“No,” he said, pressing himself up from his chair, then wheezing as the sole of one of her shiny high heels pressed into his chest and pushed him back down.

“No, what?”

“No, Ms. Xi,” he said, obediently.

“That’s right,” she said, no hint of playfulness on her face. “Now, you may continue.” She lowered her leg and watched as he pushed himself out of the chair and crouched in front of her. He could see her black panties underneath her semi-hitched skirt, the frilly edges matching those of her bra.

She sighed slightly as he ran his hands up her legs, feeling the soft silk of her stockings as he caressed her. He stroked higher, leaning in and kissing her knees, feeling the fabric on his lips as his hands caressed her calves.

“That’s it,” she moaned, closing her eyes as she leaned her head back, “nice and slow.”

He was more than happy to take his time between his new mistress's legs, savouring the feel of her stockings and the curves of her legs. But still, there was only one place he wanted to be.

He worked slowly, kissing and stroking, his lips moving up across her inner thighs, as his hands stroked the outside. She gasped as his lips found the sweet spot between the edges of her stockings and her exposed skin, the dual sensation of their touch, his face as the stocking rubbed against his cheek, as his lips explored her inner thigh. She shuffled on the desk, bringing her legs up onto his shoulders, the points of her heels digging gently into his back as her grip around him tightened.

Nice and slow.

But now she was the one pushing the pace, eager for him to get to the final destination. Even though he was eager to please his new mistress, he was not willing to rush a job that deserved his full and thorough attention.

She moaned again, rocking her hips slightly on the desk as he kissed up the inside of one thigh and then the other, a whimper escaping her lips as he moved agonisingly slowly. Her legs tightened around his face, and he felt her hand running through his hair, pressure growing on the back of his head as she guided him, gently but firmly, to where she needed him.

Still, he resisted.

She gasped as he blew slowly through pursed lips, up and down her panties. He could feel her heat on them, smell her desire, his mouth wet with hunger for her. He slid his hands up her thighs and slid his thumbs under the sides of her skirt, pulling up, as she bounced her ass on the desk, lifting herself up for moments at a time, allowing him to hitch her skirt up further.

Then he pounced.

She cried out and grabbed his hair, gripping him firmly as he pressed his mouth against her wet panties and began to suck at her through the silky material. She gasped and rocked her hips against him, her wetness growing as he sucked and licked at her through the fabric in his mouth, the taste of her seeping onto his tongue, as his nose rubbed against her covered clit.

He wrapped his arms around her thighs, holding her steady as he sucked at her, her legs tightening around him as he did so.

“How are you–?” she gasped. “You haven’t taken my panties off yet!”

He laughed into her pussy, and she gasped with delight.

It was one thing to hear a twenty-year-old college student say ‘panties’, but it was quite another to hear the words coming from a stern, no-nonsense, thirty-something Sorority President.

I guess, once a Sorority Sister, always a Sorority Sister, he thought, sucking at her more intensely, pressing his tongue against her covered entrance with more vigour. She let out a high-pitched yelp and began to rock her hips harder, the solid oak desk remaining resolutely silent as it oversaw the latest piece of business. Then, as her grip tightened in his hair, he knew she was ready.

She cried out with surprise as he lifted her petite frame and lay her back on the desk, his face still buried between her legs. As her back hit the solid oak, she let go of his hair, and he stood up, causing her to whimper as his mouth left her sweet spot. But before she could do or say anything, he slid his hands up her hitched-up skirt, found the waistband of her black panties and pulled them down.

She moaned as they slid down, the wet fabric sticking to her lips, completely helpless as he gently peeled the material from her body, then pulled them down her legs, listening to the silky panties as they slid over her silky stockings, then her moans of frustration as they got caught on her shiny black heels, her legs spread too far apart to make the job easy. As soon as he got her panties off one foot, her legs shot even further open, leaving her panties hanging from one ankle as she leaned forward, grabbed his t-shirt and began tugging it off. He leaned forward and let her pull it over her head, then she threw it without any regard for the respectable nature of the office of Sorority President, and reached forward and grabbed his head with both hands and leaned back on the desk, pressing his face back between her legs.

He wasted no time now, running his long, flat tongue up between her exposed lips, tasting her fully as her legs wrapped around him, her heels digging into his bare back as her stockings rubbed against him. She howled as he lapped at her, his nose buried in her trimmed pubic hair, her wetness spreading across his face.

He felt her writhing underneath him, the grip of her legs tightening and loosening as she bucked her hips against his face, her heels digging sharply into his back with each thrust.

His cock throbbed in his trousers, desperate to feel the glory of Mi. Xi’s tight, Chinese pussy. But Ms. Xi had demanded the full package, so that was what she was going to get. He ran his tongue up her pussy and flicked his tongue over her clit, causing her to shudder, then gasp as he took her clit in his mouth, sucking at it as his tongue moved in light, rapid circles over it.

“That’s it,” she moaned, both her hands grabbing fistfuls of hair as she held him in place, “show me how they like it.”

He felt the heat of her body intensify, the wetness on his face growing as he focused his attention on her clit, her body shaking as she got closer. But not close enough for his liking. He slid a hand from her thigh, ran it over her bare ass, feeling the muscles contract underneath his touch, then slid his fingers between her legs, causing her to whimper as his fingertips brushed over her dripping-wet entrance. He moved slowly, sliding a single finger inside her, feeling her heat and her tightness on his digit as he slowly worked himself in.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned as his long finger penetrated her tight pussy, her body gripping him as he slid inside. With a gasp, he slid fully inside of her, and began curling his finger, stroking her G-spot as he sucked and licked at her clit.

Ms. Xi howled with pleasure, bucking wildly as he stimulated every inch of her pussy he could reach, his finger and lips and tongue working in perfect harmony, moving at the same rhythm as her slim body writhed on the desk, humping his face and his finger, riding them both as her breathing became more ragged, her grip on his hair became firmer, and her heels dug firmly into his back.

“Oh God yes,” she moaned, her head rocking side to side on the desk, her short black hair sticking to her face as she began to sweat at the intensity of his assault on her body, “eat me out, that’s a good boy – show me how they – oh fuck – how they like their little Sorority pussies eaten – aah! – show me how you show them – fuck! – how a real man treats a – treats a – a lady!”

She cried out as she came, her thighs squeezing his head, her heels scraping up and down his back as she bucked wildly on the sturdy desk, his finger and mouth and tongue pounding her pussy as her slender body struggled to cope with the intensity of her orgasm as she flailed helplessly in her place of business.

Still, he kept going, determined to show her precisely what he had shown all the Sorority Sisters under her authority, how he had dedicated himself to pleasuring them, to relieving their stress and anxiety and sexual frustration built up by exams and social pressure and inexperienced Frat Boys with hair-trigger cocks and sub-par oral skills. He wanted to show Ms. Xi precisely what her Sorority Sisters saw in him, causing her to moan and writhe and buck and beg for more just like they had, until she was nothing more than an exhausted mess on the desk.

“Oh fuck,” she panted, her breathing heavy as she lay almost still on the desk, “I can’t remember the last time I – not like that…”

She shuddered as an aftershock from her orgasm shot through her. Noah gently slid her legs from his shoulders and lowered them as he removed his mouth from her pussy. His face was hot with her desire, his mouth full of the taste of her. It felt, he wasn’t ashamed to admit, fucking fantastic.

She shuddered again, her panties still dangling from one ankle, her skirt still hitched up. Her legs were closed now, but her neat tuft of pubic hair was still on display.

“Well, Ms. Xi,” he said, leaning over her prone body, “did I make a satisfactory impression?”

She looked at him, her glasses slightly crooked, her eyes bleary and wet. She nodded, then reached up with one weak arm and pulled him towards her. She had no strength left, it was clear, but he had no desire to resist her. Instead, he leaned in and kissed her for the first time, their mouths opening and their tongues meeting one another. She moaned with pleasure as she tasted herself on him, the grip of her hand on the back of his head tightening slightly, as she sought her own taste in his mouth.

For a moment, he thought she was going to spring to life, but within seconds, her grip slipped from the back of his head, and she collapsed back onto the desk. She moaned with satisfaction, her pink tongue licking her slim lips, now coated with her own juices.

“I must say,” said Ms. Xi, “you do give a very fine oral presentation.”

“Just wait until the practical,” he said. She moaned at the thought, then pushed herself across the desk until her head was hanging off the side.

“I’m not one for waiting,” she said, her short dark hair dangling down as she licked her lips and opened her mouth. Noah didn’t need a second invitation.

“Yes, Miss,” he said, walking around the desk as he undid his belt.

He stood beside her and surveyed her slim body, still fully dressed, except for her hitched-up skirt and her panties on her ankle. It seemed such a shame, but both of them had been so desperate to get his face between her legs that there had been little time for anything else.

He dropped his trousers to the floor and stood there in his boxers. Instantly, he felt her hands caressing his leg and his bulge. He moaned with pleasure as her slim fingers traced the outline of his cock, then grabbed the sides of his boxers and started tugging at them. He helped her slide them down, his cock springing free, causing Ms. Xi to gasp.

“It’s all becoming increasingly clear,” she said, her hands stroking his legs as her head moved side to side, as if she was trying to catch his cock in her mouth. But she didn’t have to try, for Noah was more than willing to help her out, gently guiding his cock towards her and sliding it between her lips.

He moaned as she tightly wrapped her lips around his cock, her tongue swirling quickly over the tip, her mouth warm and wet and eager to suck him off.

He moved slowly, rocking his hips gently as he eased into fucking her mouth. She moaned with pleasure as he pressed a little deeper every time, her hands stroking his thighs, her grip tightening as she eased him deeper.

It felt so good to fuck her mouth, and the way she used her lips and tongue made it all the better. But still, he couldn’t go another second without seeing more of that body. So as he pushed himself deeper into her mouth, he leaned over and began unbuttoning her blouse, pressing himself further into his throat with each thrust as he worked down her buttons, exposing more and more of her pale, smooth skin, and her dark, frilly bra, as he went.

She was slim, which he knew, and her breasts were small, but they were perfectly proportioned to her frame. As he fucked her mouth, her back arched, pressing her chest up, pulling her semi-opened blouse further open, exposing more and more of her slim body until he undid the last button and it fell open at her sides. Her body was slim and pale and perfect, and she moaned into his cock as he slid his hands up her body as he straightened, his hands resting on the cups of her bra, caressing her breasts through the lacy material, as her legs began to rub together, looking for some friction.

He felt her hands on top of his, smaller, more elegant, her touch precise, like that of a piano player. She stroked the tops of his hands, then guided them up to her chest and then down into the cups of her bra. She moaned, her lips tightening around the base of his cock as his fingers slid over her breasts. Her nipples were hard underneath his palms, and he felt them rolling against him as he caressed her small handfuls, as her hands slid up his arms and then moved to his waist, sliding around to his ass, and her fingernails dug into his asscheeks, begging him to fuck her mouth faster and harder.

He happily obliged, caressing her breasts as he fucked her tight mouth, her warm saliva coating his cock, dribbling down his balls as she lubricated him fully. She moaned with pleasure as he fucked her throat, her hands sliding from his ass to her bra, pulling down the cups and allowing him to lift her small orbs free. He gazed upon her small breasts, her pointed nipples dark and long. He rolled them between his thumb and forefinger, watching as her hand snaked down her body, over her dress and underneath. She had one knee bent with the heel of her shoe pressed into the top of the table. He tried not to think of how much it would cost to repair any scratches, a task made easier as she swallowed and the muscles of her throat massaged the tip of his cock, as her hand found her wet pussy and she began to touch herself.

As he watched the half-naked Chinese woman fingering herself as he fucked her mouth and played with her tits, he felt he had never seen a more beautiful sight in his life.

Maybe I do have an Asian fetish, he thought, images of the stunning Asian Sorority Sisters he had fucked running through his head, all begging and moaning for his cock. Or maybe I just like to fuck beautiful women who love to fuck.

Whatever the case, he felt himself getting close. Ms. Xi certainly knew how to work a cock, and how to work him, for he had no doubt her moans and movements, whilst genuine, were perfectly focused on making him as horny as possible.

He wasn’t complaining, not one bit.

But he was getting close, and as much as he would love to shoot his load down the prone Sorority Professor’s throat, he couldn’t even think of cumming without feeling that tight, Chinese pussy on his cock.

She gasped for breath as he pulled himself out of her mouth, his cock dripping with her saliva.

“I wasn’t done,” she said, watching as he pulled his trousers off from around his ankles.

“Neither am I,” he said, walking around to the other side of the desk. “Not even close.”

He slid his hands up her stockings, and she yelped as he lifted her by the hips and pulled her ass to the edge of the desk. He leaned in and kissed her, his wet cock rubbing against her wet slit, the underside of the tip rubbing against Ms. Xi’s fingers as they continued to circle her clit. He kissed down her body, taking one of her small breasts in his mouth and sucking at her, his tongue circling her nipple as she moaned and ran her free hand through his hair.

He moved his mouth to the other, sucking and licking at her as he reached down with one hand and took hold of his cock, guiding it to her entrance. She moaned and quivered as he pressed the tip inside of her, her hot tightness gripping him.

“Easy,” she said, as he began to work his way in, “I’ve never had something quite so big as yours.” He looked up at her, and he was sure she was blushing. He had her at a disadvantage, and he wasn’t sure she was used to that. Still, he went slowly, enjoying every inch of her tightness as he worked his way deeper into her, moving in and out as her wetness coated his cock.

Then, with a final gasp, he was inside. He straightened himself upright and gazed down at her perfect body.

“Please,” moaned, her body shaking slightly as she continued to finger her clit, “show me.”

“Of course, miss.”

He took her by the hips and began to move in and out of her. She whimpered as his thick cock stretched out her tight pussy, her lips gripping him as he moved in and out of her, building up speed as her body adjusted to his cock.

“That’s it,” she moaned as he fucked her faster, his cock throbbing in her tight body, her legs spread to give maximum access, her small breasts bouncing. “Just like that.”

He kept going, the slickness of her cunt and the warm coating from her mouth allowing him to glide in and out of her with ease. But still, she was so fucking tight. He could feel every inch of her pussy, every glorious detail as he penetrated her, pounded her, as he fucked her tight pussy with everything he had.

“Oh yes,” she cried, as he lifted her ass off the antique desk, giving himself more purchase, “ruin me. Fuck me like I’ve never been fucked before.”

She gasped, one hand running through her short, damp hair, the other whirling manically between her legs, her long, wet nipples shaking as her breasts bounced as he fucked her glorious pussy for all he was worth.

He felt himself getting close and took a breath to compose himself, but knew it was just a matter of time.

Ms. Xi was gasping on the table, panting as he literally fucked her air out of her lungs, his fat cock pounding her petite body.

“Just. Like. That.” she gasped.

He could feel her body shaking, her skin damp under his grip, her hot body primed to explode. And he could relate.

But still, he kept going.

“Keep going,” she begged. “I’m so close – so very close. Please don’t stop – I want to feel you – oh fuck – I want to feel you cum inside me – cum inside me like you did the others – I want to feel your warmth taking over my body – take it, please!”

As she begged him to cum inside her, he felt all self-control slipping away. He was seconds away from cumming, and they both knew it.

“I’m about to cum,” he groaned, holding it back for every last second possible, “I’m gonna cum so fucking hard.”

“Cum in me, please,” she begged, “it’ll feel so good to cum deep inside my tight, Chinese pussy, with your big white cock!”

He cried out as he came, his big white cock throbbing as he filled Ms Xi’s tight Chinese pussy. He didn’t know if he had an Asian fetish, but hearing those words as she begged him to cum inside her, made him cum harder than he ever had in his life. He kept cumming, harder and harder, coating the walls of her pussy with his seed.

“I can feel it!” she cried, her fingers working manically on her clit. “I can feel you cumming inside of me!”

He kept cumming, pumping her body full of every drop of semen, her tight, throbbing pussy dripping with desire as it gripped his cock, milking him for all he was worth, their wet bodies slapping together as he filled her glorious cunt with everything he had, until he had nothing left to give.

“Oh fuck,” he gasped, lowering her ass to the desk, and leaning his body against her prone frame. “Oh fuck.” She stroked his damp hair with her hand, as the other slid up between their bodies.

“Here,” she said, holding up two slick fingers in front of him, “you’ve earned this.” He opened his mouth and let her slip them inside, wrapping his lips around them as he sucked her wetness from them, savouring the taste of her glorious Chinese pussy one more time.



Chapter Seven

“So,” he asked as he did up his trousers, “did my performance meet your high standards?”

“Hmm,” she said, as she sat on the desk buttoning up her blouse, “I think I will have to have another demonstration to make sure, but for the moment, I think I can say your performance was satisfactory.”

“I’ll say,” he said, glancing down at the panties still hanging from her high heel.

“No,” she said, whipping them from her foot and hopping down to the floor, landing with a click. She reached down and began to put them on, pulling them up underneath her crumpled skirt. “I’ll say.”

“Yes, miss,” he said with a smile.

“That’s right,” she said, not smiling. Or at least, trying hard not to.

“So,” he asked, as he approached her, pressing her back against the desk and kissing her neck softly, “what next?”

“Next,” she said, as her fingers traced the scratch marks from her heels down his back, “is the pledge.”

“The pledge?” he asked, leaning back and looking at her.

“Of course,” she said, “we can’t have you running around here doing whatever you like, without making sure you’ve pledged your loyalty to the Sisters of Kappa Sigma Psi.”

“Of course not,” he said as he stroked her face, “but what does that entail?”

“The suspense of not knowing,” she said, “is all part of the fun.”

And then, for the first time since he’d met her, she allowed herself to smile fully.

“Whatever I need to do to pledge my loyalty to the Sisters of Kappa Sigma Pi,” he said, “you can count on me.”

“I thought as much,” she said, leaning in and kissing him. “Believe me, once we have your loyalty, you’ll have ours. All of ours.”

“Just tell me where and when,” he said, his hand running up and cupping her ass.

“Where’s the fun in that?” she asked, grabbing him by the wrist and pulling his hand further up her skirt. “When we want you, you’ll know.”

Noah didn’t quite know what that meant, but he knew better than to question Ms. Xi. Besides, he was ready to take whatever the Sisters of Kappa Sigma Pi could throw at him, wasn’t he?

Either way, he was more than happy to give it the old college try.
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His Summer Cruise Harem: The Complete Collection

A once-in-a-lifetime luxury cruise and three stunning Japanese women to share it with. What more could a man ask for?

When Scott, forty and newly divorced, decides to forget his troubles with a luxury holiday, the last thing he imagined was that he would become the plaything for three Asian women, all half his age.

Yet that's exactly what happens when Ichika, Hitomi, and Keiko take an interest in him. From fun times by the side of the pool to adventures in exotic lands, Scott and his trio of lovely ladies live life to the fullest, as they come together to leave the past behind, and sail towards a future beyond their wildest dreams!




His Sorority Harem: Book Three

It's double trouble when an emergency call from the Asian-only Sorority House, Kappa Sigma Psi, sees the resident handyman assisting two roommates at the same time.

Helping one Sorority Sister is one thing, but two at the same time is something else entirely!

But double the workload means double the reward. Especially when his latest clients, two stunning and very different Korean women, have their own unresolved issues to work through.

Still, their resident handyman is more than happy to call upon all of his experience to ensure a satisfying conclusion for all involved.




Rockstar Harem: Book One - Fall & Rise

The music industry isn't the cash cow it once was.

As royalties dry up and debts mount, I have no choice but to emerge from my self-imposed exile, only to discover the entire landscape has changed.

Lucky for me, I'm now considered a "legacy" artist and have attracted the attention of current pop sensation, Clarissa Lovegood.

Desperate to shake off her "pop princess" image, she wants to work with me to write a classic rock album, but she is more enigmatic and elusive than a pop star has any right to be.

As I try to track her down, I continue offering my services at a local recording studio, which is where I meet The Ladies; a bluesy noise-rock duo who make a hell of a noise.

But our shared interests extend beyond the musical when I invite them to stay in my mansion as they finish their record, and we quickly find our rhythm as a three-piece.

Together, we try to navigate this brave new world, tracking down the hottest woman in pop, making one hell of a noise along the way!
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