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Book Two



Chapter One

Lovers Lane,

Where all the sweethearts meet,

A moment of serenity,

As they roll back the seats.

Noah had no idea if that was a real song he remembered, the start of some dirty limerick, or his own mind playing tricks on him. Either way, he was on his way there now, driving slowly through the darkened lanes of Wildergreen Road, which was its official name. But that wasn’t quite as evocative.

Every town had a Lover’s Lane, he supposed, a secluded area where people with driving passions and no place else to go could head off to and express their physical desires in private. Or at least, in the privacy of their own car, along with the numerous others who would gather in the area to do the same.

Nowadays, it felt a bit anachronistic to him. In the 1950s, it made sense, when pre-marital sex was a societal taboo and there was nowhere else to go. But that was a long time ago and attitudes had changed. Given his recent encounter,that was definitely something to which he could attest.

So why some Sorority Sister was up at Lover’s Lane in the middle of the night was a mystery to him. Surely it would be easier to sneak her Frat Bro boyfriend up to her dorm room, or him up to hers? Not that there was much need for sneaking, either way. But sometimes, the forbidden pleasure is part of the fun. There is nothing more attractive than not being allowed to do something.

Or perhaps, maybe she just really liked fucking in cars?

Noah shook his head, trying to focus.

His encounter with Chinatsu, the sharp-tongued Sorority Sister, was still on his mind. She had contacted him, ostensibly about a broken shower, but had quickly made her real intentions clear. This, he reminded himself firmly, was not about to happen again.

This was simply a woman who had broken down on the way home or something in an unfortunately named place, and needed some assistance.

He pulled up into Lover’s Lane, his van conspicuous in its lack of sensuality. It was not the sort of vehicle to make even the least discerning motor vehicle-inclined lady drop her panties. It was purely practical, a work vehicle, not something to pick up the ladies in. Not that his previous vehicle had seen much spontaneous panty dropping, even though that had been part of the allure of buying it. Turns out the only people interested in your cool car are other guys.

He turned off the engine and killed the lights. He had to admit, the view of the city here was pretty spectacular, the evening lights sprawling beneath him, the moon and the stars hanging up in the sky. He thought for a moment as the light below being stars that had fallen to earth, but preferred the idea that the stars had ascended from the city below.

Knock. Knock.

Noah jumped at the banging on the driver’s side window. But when he looked out, he saw it was a cute Asian woman, smiling brightly. He didn’t know her name, but recognised her as the Sorority Sister who had taken his business card from him earlier that day, whilst Chinatsu had simply gawked at him with a mixture of confusion and disgust.

This was the woman he had to thank for his earlier rendezvous.

“Are you Noah?” she asked.

He thought for a moment, wondering if this was some sort of trap, whether he had been lured out here to be robbed. But he disregarded that idea; these weren’t the sort of women who were hard up for cash. These weren’t the sort of women to steal anything but your heart, and they didn’t need tricks to do that.

He pressed a button, and the window rolled down. The cool night air rolled into the truck, carrying the woman’s sweet scent along with it.

“I am,” he said, “but then again, I could be anyone. I’m not sure it’s safe to–” He stopped as his phone began to ring in his pocket. “Sorry, one second. Hello?” he said, answering the call.

“Hello?” came a female voice from the phone that echoed from both sides. He turned to face the woman standing next to his van, who now had a mobile phone pressed to her ear. “Is this Noah?”

“It is,” he said, still speaking into the phone. “Who is this?”

“This is Mizuki,” she said, “I messaged you earlier about the flat tyre.”

“That you did,” he said, “I’ve just arrived.”

“Oh, good, I’ll come meet you.”

She hung up the phone and put it back in her bag.

“Oh,” she said, as if surprised at his being there, “you’ve arrived.” She gave the biggest smile Noah had ever seen in his life, her perfect white teeth brighter than the moon.

“Just got here,” he said, smiling back. “Your message said something about a flat tyre?”

“Yes,” said Mizuki, nodding vigorously. Noah tried to keep his eyes focused on hers, which were wide and dark, rather than her ample cleavage displayed by her low-cut cherry-red top, which bounced enthusiastically as her breasts jiggled.

“Great,” he said, “let’s take a look and we can see how best to deal with you. I mean,” he said quickly backtracking, “how best to deal with your situation.”

“That sounds great,” she said, leaning closer to him, “I’m in a very desperate situation.” Before he could reply, she straightened up and walked away, her hips swaying along with her short skirt, the pale skin of her thighs shining in the moonlight.



Chapter Two

Noah rolled up the window, got out of his van, and walked after her.

It was late, but the evening air was still warm. Or perhaps, he realised, it was Mizuki who was keeping his temperature elevated.

“We’re just parked over here,” she said.

“We?” said Noah, his heart sinking at the thought of her boyfriend waiting in the car.

“Yes,” said Mizuki, stopping by a car and leaning back against it. “We.”

As Noah got closer, he noticed the car was a convertible, cherry red. It was also, he noted, empty of other passengers.

“Where’s your friend?” he asked, suddenly aware of how vulnerable he was. It was night and they were alone. If someone, or someones, were to rush out of the woods, he wouldn’t stand a chance.

“She’s right here,” said Mizuki, stroking the bonnet lovingly, “this is Cherry.”

“Pleased to meet you, Cherry,” he said, smiling as a wave of relief rushed through him.

Mizuki giggled. “Such a gentleman!”

“So,” said Noah, “what’s the matter with her?”

Mizuki frowned. “We ran over a nail or something.” She took a few steps back and one to the side. Noah could see, even though he wasn’t a mechanic, that the tyre was, indeed, flat. “You can see where it went in.” She pointed at the flat tyre, bending over at the waist, a perfect ninety-degree angle. “You see?”

“I see,” said Noah, his eyes fixed on the tyre, not on Mizuki’s firm ass poking out from beneath her skirt, nor on the lacy cherry red panties that covered her mound.

“Can you pull it out?” she asked. “Or will it have to stay inside whilst you fill her?”

“Fill her?”

“Inflate the tyre,” she said, simply, as she straightened up with ease, a manoeuvre Noah could only watch and admire. She turned to him and tilted her head slightly, a curious look on her face. “What did you think I meant?”

“Err, nothing,” he said, feeling the evening air getting hotter, “it was just unusual phrasing, is all.”

“Oh, well, I’m not much of a car person,” she said and shrugged.

“Me either,” he said, “but I can help get you patched up and home safe.” He walked over and looked at the tyre. There was, for sure, a nail stuck in it. “So,” he said, straightening up with far less ease than Mizuki, “I can’t pull it out. I’ll have to fill the hole and pump it up. That will do you until you get home, but then you’ll have to take it to the garage in the morning, or get someone to come around and change it for you. Does that sound alright?”

“That sounds perfect,” she said, smiling, “and I’ll be right here. I love to watch a man get his hands dirty.”



Chapter Three

Noah knelt next to the flat tyre, a flashlight in one hand as he inspected the tyre for any other signs of damage.

“How does it look?” asked Mizuki, as she stood right next to him, her slim, bare legs illuminated by the edge of the torch.

“Good,” he said, “just seems to be the one hole.” He turned his attention to his toolbox, which was next to Mizuki’s feet. He shone the flashlight into the box, illuminating his collection of tools and Mizuki’s pale legs and her ankle socks. He rummaged through the assorted collection looking for the sealant, but to no avail.“Just a second,” he said, dusting himself off, “I need to get some foam from the van.”

If I have any, he thought to himself.

“That’s ok,” she said, “I have some in the trunk.”

He watched her move quickly around the car to the trunk, then stood and followed her to the back of the car.

“It’s in here somewhere,” she said, as she rummaged through the contents of the trunk, her body bent over once again, her panties on show as she buried her face in the darkness. “Thank you,” she said, as he turned the flashlight beam onto the trunk, which was full of tools. “Got it,” she proclaimed, holding a canister behind her.

“Great,” he said, taking it from her outstretched hand, then stepping back as she righted herself with ease and reached up, her crop top rising up her slender body, and closed the trunk.

“That’s a lot of tools,” he said, as they walked back around the car.

“I like to fool about,” she said, “with cars.”

“I thought you didn't know much about cars?” he asked, kneeling beside the tyre and beginning to apply the foam.

“Well,” she said, waving her hand dismissively in the air, “I mean, I could have done it myself, but I didn’t want to risk getting all dirty.”

“You have somewhere to be?” he asked as he filled the hole.

“Not right now,” she said, once again taking her place and watching him, “but you never know.”

“Tell me about it,” he said, examining the damage. “Right,” he said, “I think that’s solid. Now we just need to pump it up. I just need –”

“Here,” she said, holding out a rectangular device with a couple of wires that Noah instantly recognised.

Of course, she had a pump as well.

“Thanks,” he said, “could you plug it in for me, please?”

“With pleasure,” she said, and got into the car. “Here.” She held out her hand, and he handed her the end to plug into the car.

“This might be a bit noisy,” he said, attaching the other end to the tyre and switching it on. The device roared to life, whirring far more loudly than such a small device had any right to be, the sound seeming to be amplified by the relative silence of the space.

“Woo!” shouted Mizuki as she threw her hands into the air, as if she were in a fairground ride going a hundred miles per hour, rather than a stationary convertible with a tyre slowly but steadily rising.

Noah continued to crouch by the tyre, watching the blue LED screen count upwards, waiting for the inevitable BEEP which indicated the tyre was fully inflated. Once he heard it, he snapped the end from the tyre, which gave the slightest of hisses and began to connect the screw to the valve.

“How’s it going?” asked Mizuki, as she leaned over the side of the car, her exposed cleavage inches away from his face.

“Good,” he said, as he fastened the valve cap. “I think we’re all done here. Could you hand me the wire, please?”

“Sure,” she said brightly, bouncing back into the car, and flopping the wire over the side of the door.

“Thanks,” he said, as he wound the wire around the device.

“So,” she said, as she stepped out of the car, one bare leg after the other, then adjusted her short skirt, “are we good to go?”

“Absolutely,” he said, as he stood up. “Thank you for your assistance.”

“Always happy to help,” she said, taking the pump from him, but not moving, her eyes locked on his. For a moment, he half expected her to throw the pump over her shoulder and make her move, throwing her arms around his neck as she kissed him. But instead, she simply smiled and sauntered over to the trunk.

“Don’t forget this,” he said, picking up the foam and following her to the back of the car.

“Thank you,” said, “you never know when you’ll need to fill a hole in an emergency.” She took the item and placed both of them back in the trunk, slamming it closed with a satisfying thud. Then she walked around him, stroking his cheek with a careless finger and went back to the driver’s side door.

“There is just one other thing,” she said, leaning back against the door. “The matter of your payment.”

“Your thanks is payment enough. I’m always happy to help a damsel in distress.”

“I didn’t say ‘thanks’,” she said, “And I’m certainly no damsel. At least, not in this dress.” She lifted the sides of her skirt up, flashing her thighs, then let them drop back. She pressed herself up from the car door and stepped towards him. “Did I mention I love to watch a man get his hands dirty?” she asked, resting her hands against his chest. “Really dirty?”

She slid a hand down his body and cupped his crotch, standing up on her toes to kiss him. She moaned into his mouth, and as his cock hardened in her hand, then yelped as he slid a hand under her skirt and cupped her ass.

He pressed her back into the car door. She moaned as she made contact with the car; his hand pressed between the cool metal of the cherry-red door and the warm flesh of her ass. She gasped as he slid his hand down further, his fingers brushing along the edges of her matching panties.

She wrapped a leg around one of his and wrapped an arm around his neck, pulling his head down, closer to her level. Her sweet tongue, tinged with the taste of cherries, slid into his mouth. She rocked gently against his fingers as they slid over her panties, and he began to stroke her, the dampness of her panties increasing beneath his touch. She broke off the kiss and moaned into the night sky, breathing heavily as his fingers continued to move between her legs, then pushed forward, kissing him hard again, guiding him, their bodies twisting, then she pushed him into the side of the bonnet, pressing into him until he was on his back. She climbed up onto him, straddling him, her skirt rising up her thighs, her breasts rising and falling as she breathed heavily. He watched, his hands finding the backs of her thighs, his fingers desperate for the warmth between her legs, as she reached into her top and, from her low-cut top, eased out one of her magnificent breasts. She smiled, watching his reaction as she repeated the motion, leaving both breasts, with their dark nipples, exposed to the night air.

He wanted to cup them, to kiss them, to suck on her nipples, but instead he watched as she cupped them, lifting them, kissing one and then the other, her tongue teasing one nipple and then the other. Then she let them hang, their weight defying gravity in their majesty, her wet nipples hardening in the cool night air. Then she leaned in and pressed one to his mouth.

“That’s it,” she moaned as he took her nipple into his mouth, sucking and licking at it, his tongue moving in small circles around it, as he felt the softness of her warm, juicy breast pressing against his face. She let out another moan as he took her other breast in his hand, caressing it with his palm as his fingers searched out her other nipple, then rolled the wet bud between his thumb and forefinger.

She rocked on top of him, one hand running through his hair, stroking it as he sucked at her, whilst the other slid between them, rubbing him through his trousers, her hand grabbing his hard cock through the thick material.

But it wasn’t enough.

She cried as she tried to slip her nipple from his mouth, his lips pinching at it, refusing to let it go at first, his tongue still teasing her, until he finally freed her.

“So greedy,” she said, both hands on her breasts now, kneading them, twisting her nipples as she sat above him. “I’m in half a mind to send you on your way.”

“And the other half?”

She smiled and slid off the car. She rested her breasts on his legs and ran her hands from them up his trousers, unbuckling his belt and undoing his flies. He wriggled on top of the car as they worked to pull them down.

“Careful,” she said, “you don’t want to scratch the paint.”

“Perish the thought,” he said, wincing as his ass touched the cool metal.

“Mmm,” she sighed, pulling his trousers down to his ankles and running her hands up his bare legs. She leaned in and kissed the tip of his cock, causing it to twitch, her soft breasts rubbing against his thighs. She let out a stream of spittle, letting it coat his cock before chasing it down with her lips, sliding them down his shaft as her tits pressed into his legs.

Noah moaned as she began sucking him off, her lips sliding slowly up and down his shaft, the weight of her breasts steady on his thighs. He looked down at her and saw her looking up at him, her head bobbing up and down as she took him further and further into her throat. He groaned and leaned his head back as she suddenly pressed down, pushing him into the back of her throat, her head bobbing rapidly up and down as she slid her lips over that last inch, rubbing the tip of his cock against her contracting throat muscles each time.

“Oh God,” he moaned, as she held him in the back of her throat, letting her saliva coat his cock, then gasped, as Mizuki did, as she let him fall out of her mouth.

He looked down at her, smiling sweetly between his legs, her big tits squeezed between her arms as she did so. Then she relaxed her arms and leaned forward, pressing his cock in between her tits and pressing them together with her hands.

“Guys always want to fuck my tits,” she said, as she began slowly moving them up and down, sliding along his slick cock with ease, “they want to feel my big, soft breasts as I rub them against their cock, but I never let them. But you’ve earned it.”

She smiled and began to move faster. Noah moaned as she worked his cock with her tits, her juicy breasts bouncing on his thighs as she moved faster, her breathing getting heavier as she kept going. They were so warm and soft against his cock, and her saliva helped ease his cock between them, creating a soft fapping sound as she moved.

He felt the pre-cum oozing out of the tip of his cock, knowing it was mixing with her saliva and spreading across her breasts. He took a deep breath as he controlled himself, as images of cumming over her magnificent tits filled his mind, of letting go and unloading all over her body, listening to her moans of pleasure as he gushed like a fountain over her, coating her chin and her neck and her chest with his seed, listening as she begged for more, her tits still furiously milking his cock, as his cum dripped down her body.

He pushed himself up and grabbed her by the arms, pulling her up onto the car.

“What are you doing?” she asked as his cock fell from between her tits. “Don’t you like it?”

“I love it,” he said, as she straddled him, “way too much.”

“Really?” she asked, as she began rocking on top of him, her warm panties rubbing against his throbbing cock.

“Really,” he said, admiring her shining wet chest in the moonlight. Fuck, he would love to spill his seed over her, but right now, he had other plans. He pulled her close to him and kissed her. She moaned into his mouth, then gasped in surprise as he rolled her over onto her back and began kissing lower, moving down the car.

“Where are you going?” she asked, as he kissed over her tits, his tongue flicking over her hard nipples, then down, hoisting up her red shirt so it looked like a red scarf tied beneath her breasts, and kissed her flat stomach.

“Just a little body work,” he said, “before I give her some fine-tuning.”

Noah didn’t know shit about cars and was sure these were the wrong terms, but Mizuki didn’t seem to give a fuck. This dainty, big-titted sorority sister was a petrol head, and any car references really seemed to get her engine revving. Or maybe that was his hands stroking her bare thighs, as his lips moved further down her body.

He kept moving down, dropping between her legs and nuzzling his face beneath her skirt.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, as his face brushed against her inner thigh, his hot breath on her wet panties. He moved in and kissed the edges of the fabric, feeling her heat on them, smelling her desire, teasing her as his hands slid up under her skirt. She cried out as he kissed the wet fabric, then growled as he began to suck at her through her panties, tasting her desire.

“Please,” she begged, “you can’t tease me like this.”

But he could, and he did.

He stroked and kissed and licked at every spot between her legs, causing her to shudder and spasm and moan and beg for more, but he waited, waited until her panties were a deep, dark crimson, until they were dripping wet with her need for him. Then he slid two fingers between them and gently peeled them from her.

“Please,” she gasped, “I need it now.”

He pulled her cherry-red panties to the side and slowly ran his tongue up her.

She cried out, back arching as he tasted her fully, his flat tongue sliding between her swollen lips, parting them as he lapped up her desire, tasting not like cherry, but like a woman ready to explode.

He licked at her faster, devouring her, the heat of her passion spreading across his face as he knelt between her legs. Her whole body shuddered as he slid his tongue deep inside her entrance, his tongue teasing her pink insides, his nose rubbing against her clit.

Then he lapped up her, his tongue easing between her lips and flicking over her clit. She cried out at this sudden sensation, her hand gripping the back of his hair, as he continued to work beneath her skirt.

She rocked herself against him, moaning into the night air as he took her clit in his mouth, sucking at her swollen cherry, tasting her juices, his nose buried in a neat patch of pubic hair. He kept going, licking and sucking at her as she writhed on top of the cherry-red convertible, the suspension bouncing slightly under her movements.

She wrapped her legs around him, her slip-on shoes lost sometime during all of this, her bare feet rubbing against his t-shirt, pulling him closer to her. He increased the pressure on her clit, sending spasms through her body and yelps into the air.

“Just like that,” she moaned, “just like that!”

He kept going, feeling her body shaking, her desire rising to almost unbearable levels, her breathing getting heavy as she rocked more forcefully on the car bonnet, gripping his hair as she ground her hips into his face as he worked beneath her skirt.

“Yes,” she cried, “oh yes, just like that – don’t stop – please – please – I’m so – oh God – I’m so close – just a little more – just a little – oh yes, oh yes – oh, yes yes yes! Aahhh!”

She thrust her hips up, forcing her clit deeper into his mouth, the car suspension rocking wildly as she bounced on top of the bonnet, moaning and begging for more as she came.

“Oh fuck – don’t – stop – oh my goooood!”

He felt the wetness increasing on his face and kept sucking at her clit, holding her steady before she bounced off the bonnet, sucking and licking her throbbing cherry as her flavour exploded over his face.

“Oh god – oh god – I never – fuck!”

He kept going, driving her orgasm as hard as he could, until she went limp on top of the car, her legs loosening around him, her ass lowering to the bonnet, her grip in his hair easing. He let her cherry slip from his lips and gave one final lick before he let her panties go and moved out from under her skirt.

She was shivering on the bonnet, her hands gripping her breasts, her fingers buried deep in the flesh. Her eyes were closed and her face was covered in sweat. He climbed up onto the bonnet, his hard cock pressing against her wet slit and kissed her.

She moaned passionately, one hand on his face as her tongue explored his mouth, lapping at her own desire, moaning as she tasted her own sweetness on his lips.

“How was that for a tune-up?”

“Perfect,” she said, breathlessly, her pale cheeks flushed, “she runs like a dream.”

“I noticed,” he said, smiling.

“But,” she said, reaching down between them with both hands and taking hold of his cock with one, “you haven’t taken her for a test ride yet. How can you know how good a ride she is, if you’ve never driven her for yourself?”

She pulled her panties to the side with the other hand, and they both moaned as she guided the tip of his cock into her entrance, her heat and wetness enveloping the sensitive tip. He reached down and took hold of her wrists.

“How can I tell how good a ride she is,” he said, “if I’ve never driven her for myself?”

She wriggled underneath him and let go of his cock and her panties. He smiled as he felt the wet fabric against the side of his cock, and guided her hands from between them and pinned them to the bonnet.

She gasped as he pressed himself deeper into her, working his way slowly in and out of her tight body, feeling the curves and details of her insides.

She was so tight and so wet, and he groaned as he felt her body accommodating him, stretching out to take his big cock. She squealed as he pressed himself fully inside of her.

“That feels so deep,” she said, “you feel so big inside of me.”

He slid all the way out, leaving just the tip, then slid back in, his cock twitching as her pussy gripped him and her moans echoed in the night air.

He moved faster, fucking her rhythmically as she lay on the bonnet, the car bouncing softly on its suspension, rocking both of them, as if encouraging them to go on. He moved faster, and she moaned with pleasure.

“More,” she begged, panting heavily, her big tits bouncing with each thrust of his powerful cock as he drove her harder. “More, please.”

She shrieked as he let go of her wrists and dropped his feet to the ground. He grabbed her by the hips, lifting her ass up as he fucked her, her skirt flapping up over her stomach, her wet slit shining in the moonlight.

“Just like that… Just like that…”

He fucked her harder, watching as her hands sought out her body, grabbing her breasts, playing with her nipples, twisting them hard as she took his full length inside of her. He watched as one hand slid up her body and she slid two fingers into her mouth, sucking them with as much enthusiasm and expertise as she had been sucking his cock just minutes ago.

When she slid them out, they were slick and wet, just as his cock had been, perfectly coated with her saliva. He watched as she reached down over her pull-up skirt and her slick fingers found her clit. She cried out as she began fingering herself, her wet fingers effortlessly gliding over her swollen cherry, moving quickly and efficiently, knowing precisely what she needed.

So did Noah.

He kept fucking her, raising her hips a little higher, making the angle of penetration a little tighter, letting her take his cock a little deeper.

“Ride me! Ride me! Put me through my paces! Let me show you what she can do!”

He gripped her hips tighter and fucked her as hard as he could, listening to her purr as he pounded her tight pussy, watching as she moaned and gasped and shuddered, eyes closed as she focused on the ride of her life. Her tits, completely unrestrained, bounced like nothing he had ever seen before, and all he wanted to do was to take them in his mouth, to suck on them, to kiss them, to feel them wrapped around his cock as she wanked him off until he came all over her pretty, pale chest.

But there was no way he was pulling out of this pussy.

He felt himself getting closer, his cock twitching as her body gripped him, his balls tightening as they readied for release, her quivering pussy bringing him closer and closer.

“I’m so close,” he growled.

“Me too,” she moaned, “don’t stop, I need to feel you finish inside of me.”

He needed that too, his desire to climax growing more and more irresistible as she panted on the car bonnet, his cock and her fingers bringing her closer and closer and closer.

“So close.”

“Hold on, please – I’m nearly – oh god – I want you to cum – fuck! – to cum when I cum – I want to feel - to feel – oh fuck – I’m cumming!”

She cried out as she came, her body shaking and thrashing as he held on to her, her hips bucking wildly in his grip, her pussy walls fluttering on his cock, begging him to cum inside her, pushing him closer and closer to the edge.

Then, with a growl, he came. Thick waves of pleasure shot through him as his cock throbbed inside of her, pushing thick streams of semen into her desperate body, her tight grip milking thick ropes from his cock into her body as she shook, both of them cumming at the same time, her fertile body ready for his cum, opening up completely to receive his seed.

He kept fucking her, holding himself deep inside of her, pumping in short, sharp thrusts, unloading as deeply into her as possible. He could feel her warmth and wetness increasing, her pussy tight on his cock, her warm, wet panties rubbing against the base of his shaft as he continued to cum inside of her, throbbing and spurting and aching to breed her, until he had nothing left.

“Oh God,” she muttered as she breathed heavily on the bonnet, her orgasm having peaked. “Oh God.”

He lowered her hips to the bonnet, but left his hands gently on her body, left his cock deep inside of her, feeling her contract on him as her post-orgasm shivers flowed through her.

“For you,” she said, holding up the two fingers which had been working between her legs. He leaned forward and took them in her mouth, sucking them as she had, tasting her on her own fingers as she moaned with pleasure.

She let them slip from his mouth and brought them to her own mouth, searching out any lingering taste of her pussy. Then she pressed herself up, wrapping her legs around him as she leaned in and kissed him, his cock still deep inside of her.

“Mmm,” she moaned, as her tongue slipped in and out of his mouth, “I always taste better on you.”

“That you do,” he said. “That you do.”



Chapter Four

He had pulled himself out of her and watched as Mizuki sat there, pulling her panties to the side, letting them fill with his hot seed, sighing as the warmth between her legs grew. Then he watched as she hopped off the bonnet and crouched between him, taking his cock in her mouth and sucked him clean, licking the last of cum and her plentiful juices from his shaft.

I always taste better on you.

His cock twitched in her mouth, and for a moment, he could feel the urge to fuck her rising from deep within. But it had been such a great night that nothing could top how they had ended things in that moment.

She let his cock fall from her mouth and stood up and kissed him. It was slow, passionate, and as she did so, he felt his cock sliding between her legs, the heat of her cum-filled panties pressing against his shaft.

She stepped back and, as he pulled up his trousers, she carefully tucked her breasts back into her top, the plunging neckline almost as alluring as her magnificent breasts fully exposed. Almost.

“Thank you for the late-night call out,” said Mizuki, tenderly. “I don’t know what we would have done without you.” She leaned forward and gave him a peck on the cheek.

“Any time,” he said, “I’m on-call whenever you need me.”

“That’s good to know,” she said as she got into the driver’s seat of her cherry-red convertible. “We’re always looking for a man who knows how to handle things properly, and we look like we’ve finally found one. ” Then, with a wink and a roar of the engine, she was gone.

Noah stood there, flummoxed, watching her disappear into the night through a cloud of dust.

Was this really happening?

Had he just fucked two Sorority Sisters on the same night?

He couldn’t believe it, but his cock, and his emptied balls, could.

We’re always looking for a man who knows how to handle things properly.

We’re…

She was talking about her and the car, right?

She didn’t mean…?

Surely not?

Noah shook his head as he walked back to his van.

There was no way she meant that, right?

She meant her and the car.

For sure.

She didn’t mean her and her Sorority Sisters, right?

Right?

“Right,” said Noah to himself, as he got into his van.

It was just a wild coincidence that two women in the same Sorority had desperately wanted to fuck him on the same night.

That’s all it was.

It wasn’t like there was some coordinated effort to share him between the whole house. It wasn’t like every Sorority Sister there was so desperate to finally get some great dick that they were working together to make sure every one of them got the sort of dicking down they craved, right?

Right.

“Right,” said Noah to himself once again, as he started the engine.

Of course, that wasn’t what was happening.

That would be absurd.

Then his phone beeped.

Unknown Number…





Thank You!




I hope you enjoyed reading this story!




To be kept up-to-date with new releases and receive a FREE EBOOK, please sign up for my Mailing List.




Thanks, O. L. Tyme.
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His Sorority Harem: Book One

This handyman has his hands full when he becomes the resident fixer for an all-Asian Sorority House.

Quitting the desktop for the toolbox, corporate drone-turned-handyman, Noah soon finds his hands full as he deals with a set of very demanding customers; the ladies of Kappa Sigma Psi, an all-Asian Sorority House.

First up is the icy Chinatsu, whose demands for a midnight visit to fix her broken shower, ends up with her finding out just how handy this handyman can be.


His Summer Cruise Harem: Ancient History

An intimate dinner date puts his new life on a collision course with the past he thought he had left behind, putting his dream of a summer cruise harem in jeopardy...

When his dinner date for four becomes a romantic date for two, Scott relishes the opportunity to get to know the shy Keiko in a more intimate setting.

But due to overbooking at the restaurant, the pair are forced to share a table with another couple - one of whom just so happens to be Scott's ex-wife!

Sparks fly as dinner becomes an intense battle between his new love interest and his old. But when Scott and Keiko return to the ship, he finds there is nothing in his past that could ever compare to what Keiko has in store for his future!


Waifu Awakens: Digital Love

The woman of his virtual dreams becomes the woman of his actual reality...

Himari is everything Jack dreamed of; smart, funny, beautiful and caring. There's only one problem:

She's AI.

But when Jack wakes up one morning and finds himself in bed with a real-life woman claiming to be Himari, his world is changed forever.


His Summer Harem: The Complete Collection

Bringing together all ten stories for the first time, this revised and edited collection tells the complete story of one man's unbelievable summer spent in his beachside condo with his three Japanese college-aged guests.

From their surprise first meeting to the tantalising finale, each chapter is filled with explosive action as Tom and his new housemates dedicate themselves to making sure they have a summer they'll never forget!

An explicit adult harem collection of the following stories:


  	Unexpected Guests

  	Beach Party

  	Poolside Adventures

  	Road Trip

  	Setting Sail

  	Pleasure Island

  	Spa Day

  	Rock Club

  	Bonfire Night

  	Endless Summer
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