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Book One



Chapter One

“I really need to get fucked.”

Noah could really relate to that. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d done any screwing that didn’t involve him handling his multitool. And that wasn’t an euphemism!

“I just need a guy with a big dick who knows how to use it, and really go to town on me. Really rearrange my organs.”

Ok, maybe he couldn’t relate to that part.

But then again, he wasn’t a twenty-one-year-old sorority sister. He was just the guy they called when they needed something fixed.

“Chinatsu, you’re such a slut!” cried one of her sorority sisters, the gaggle of young Japanese women laughing as they conversed at the top of the grand staircase of their Asian-only Sorority House, Kappa Sigma Psi.

“I wouldn’t need to be 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.”

“What about Jack?”

“Especially Jack. He couldn’t even get it in before he shot his load.”

There were gasps of horror, and Noah, working just around the corner sorting out some dodgy wiring that hadn’t been changed since the place was built, tried not to laugh. He wasn’t trying to hide, but they seemed to have forgotten he was there, or else they just didn’t care. Either way, listening to them made his job that bit more enjoyable.

“He tried to pass it off as a compliment, like, your pussy was just too good, babe, like I don’t already know that. And, if my pussy is so good, why the fuck is your face not constantly between my legs?”

The women began howling with laughter as Noah tried to focus on his work, but the more they spoke, the harder it was. All he could think about was how dumb these guys were, to be surrounded by these beautiful, sexually liberated women, and not dedicating themselves to pleasuring them. Like, god damn, didn’t they know what it’s like to fuck a woman who you’ve just made cum? Didn’t they know how, in the words of his sorority sisters, utterly fuckable that makes a guy?

Of course, they didn’t know, just like he didn’t know.

Fucking idiot.

He had spent years in university – years! – and all he had gotten was a lousy degree that allowed him to spend the next twenty years working a job he fucking hated, just because it was seen as secure.

Then they fucking fired him anyway!

Sure, it was the best thing that had ever happened to him, but he couldn’t deny it stung. Who wants to hear that having spent ten of thousands of dollars on education and building up two decades of real world experience that you are now surplus to requirements, all because some asshole upstairs gambled everything on the next big tech bubble and now the company needs to “downsize” and “streamline its workforce processes” as the company “reevaluates its business structure.”

I fucked up, so you’re fired.

“Oww, fuck!”

Noah sucked the tip of his thumb, an instinctive reaction. He looked at the red mark and shook it off, carefully reattached the wire and screwed on the front panel.

No big deal, after all, what’s a little electric shock between friends?



Chapter Two

“All done,” said Noah, his toolbox in his hand.

“Finally,” said one of the sorority sisters. From the sound of her voice, Noah recognised her as Chinatsu. She looked at him with a mixture of contempt and boredom. “Do you want a medal or something?”

“Err, no”, said Noah, taken aback by her needless hostility. “I just wanted to give you my card.”

“Your what?”

He reached into his pocket with his free hand and pulled out a business card. She looked at the rectangular piece of card in his hand like he’d just pulled out a piece of alien technology that was clearly not of this world.

“That way, if you ever need anything, from a leak in the shower to a hand screwing in a lightbulb, you know how to get in touch.”

“Err, I already know how to get hold of you,” she said, holding up her brand new smartphone. “I like, get someone else to do it.”

“She’d love to get your direct number,” said one of the other women, as she plucked the card from his fingers. “You never know when an extra pair of hands will come in useful in an emergency.”

Noah stood there a moment, shellshocked. He wasn’t used to women flirting with him, even if just teasingly. He was way out of practice with that, especially with beautiful women in their twenties. And truthfully, he hadn’t expected it. Giving out cards was just a thing he did. Sure, it was anachronistic in the digital age, but he felt it added a human touch, something tangible in a world where the only thing people touched was a screen. He didn’t know if it would actually drum up some business, but he liked to do it anyway. Besides, he’d bought two thousand of the damn things, so he wasn’t going to not hand them out!

“You can always get in touch through the app, if you prefer,” he said, trying to sound professional. “But if it’s down, or there’s an emergency, that’s the quickest way to reach me. I always have my phone on me, but don’t we all?” He tried to give a smile, to poke a little fun at the ubiquity of modern technology, but was just met by the blank stares of three women who had never grown up in a time without smartphones.

At that, he offered a slight wave and headed down the stairs, desperately hoping they’d at least wait until he was outside before they started laughing at him.

“What? No!” cried Chinatsu, responding to something Noah clearly didn’t hear.

“Yeah, Chinatsu, give him a call,” he heard one of the women whispering, the sound echoing through the open hallway as he walked down the stairs, “a guy like that is always handy when you need an expert to screw it in.”

Noah felt a pang of embarrassment, but also pride. It was weird, but having been a tech guy sitting behind a computer for most of his life, the idea of being considered “a bit of rough”, the hardworking stableboy toiling whilst the sheltered princess admired him from afar, was a novelty. Not that he expected anything to come of the flirtatious chatter of some horny sorority sisters.

Especially not when he heard Chinatsu boldly proclaim.

“But he’s so old!”



Chapter Three

Noah lay back, happy to finally get a moment’s rest. It had been two days since he had been at the Sorority House, but since then had done nothing but work. There had been a small flurry of requests for jobs through the website and even a couple of calls from the cards he had given out.

Sure, none of the requests were from twenty-one-year-old college students, but when are they ever? Instead, they had mostly been from elderly ladies for whom a phone call to the nice young man who fixed their porchlight (he loved being called “young man”) was infinitely more preferable than getting their grandson to order another stranger through an app they couldn’t use themselves. Their world was not emails and online transactions, but conversations and cash, and that suited him down to the ground.

It was more physically demanding than his previous nine-to-five, but it also gave him a sense of purpose, made him feel that what he was doing was actually helpful. Sure, what he was doing previously was feeding into a bigger system which depended on everyone doing their part, but he was so detached from the final product that it hardly felt like he had anything to do with it at all.

But now, everything he did had a direct impact on someone’s life. Whether it was fixing a leaking washing machine or putting up a shelf, or one of a million other things vast swathes of the population didn’t know how to do, he was there to see the end result. That was more rewarding than any annual accounting report where he was just a cog in the machine.

His phone beeped.

He thought about ignoring it for a moment, but knew he couldn’t. He had been building his brand as being happy to help, any time of the day or night. He was regretting a little, but he wanted to get a bit more established with a solid base of clients before he started trying to scale that back.

It was a message from a number he didn’t recognise.

My shower is broke.

You need to come fix it.

Like, now.

“Charming,” he muttered to himself as he typed his response.

Hi, Thank you for your message. I’m afraid I don’t have your number saved in my phone, so am not sure who this is? Thanks, Noah

He watched as the three dots danced below his messaging, sometimes pausing for a second, before reemerging. He waited for the message, curious about what such a lengthy message would say, the dots continuing to dance for an almost comically long time. He expected to receive the person’s name, date of birth, full address, including geographic coordinates, as well as a detailed account of their life story.

Instead, when the message finally arrived, it read simply,

Chinatsu.

Followed by,

Kappa Sigma Psi.



Chapter Four

Hi Chinatsu, Thank you for your message. Unfortunately, I am currently in the middle of a major emergency project at another house. I would be happy to swing by tomorrow morning (assuming the current emergency is resolved) to take a look at your shower. However, if you need it resolved immediately, or feel the situation to be unsafe (e.g. due to water leaking), I can recommend someone else to you, or you can go through the app. Please let me know how I can assist. Many Apologies, Noah.

That was the message he wanted to send, the one he nearly did send.

Nearly.

Instead, he deleted it, thinking the short-term enjoyment of providing a minor inconvenience to the woman who was a bit rude to him a few days ago did not outweigh the potential loss of custom from the sorority house, and other associated Frats and Sororities.

Hi Chinatsu, Thank you for your message. If there is a leak, please turn off the water at the source, as a matter of urgency. If you do not know how to do that, please get in touch with whoever manages the property and they will sort that for you. I will be there as soon as possible. Thanks, Noah

He hit send and immediately rushed to get ready, throwing on a fresh set of work clothes, then throwing his toolkit and some standard plumbing parts into the back of his van. He didn’t know if they would be needed, but better to take them and not need them than need them and not have them.

He jumped in the driver's seat, started the engine just as the next message came through.

Hurry.



Chapter Five

He pulled up to Kappa Sigma Psi and was surprised to find it was almost entirely dark. The house was massive, and the last time he was here, it was buzzing with life. But now, it seemed deserted.

He walked up the steps, the porchlight one of the few sources of light, to the large front door, and rang the doorbell. He shifted his toolbox in his hand as he waited, listening as the doorbell tune, some classical piece of music he recognised only as a fading memory, echoed through the empty hallway.

Then, nothing.

There was no one answering the door, no lights switching on, no rushing or giggling or any signs of life. He went to ring again, but before he could press the buzzer a second time, felt a vibration in his pocket. He pulled out his phone and saw another message from Chinatsu.

It’s open.

He put his phone back in his pocket and tried the door, surprised to find that it was, in fact, open. The door, a symbol of wealth and exclusivity, was heavy and he had to push to get it open. He couldn’t imagine how those waif-like sorority sisters managed to get in and out. He pictured them jumping through open windows, gliding gracefully through the air before executing a perfect forward roll and standing effortlessly, not a hair out of place.

“Hello?” he shouted, announcing himself in the hallway, his voice carrying as all sounds there seemed to. He looked from left to right, but the rooms around him seemed to be empty. “Hello?” he shouted again as he made his way up the wide staircase. “It’s Noah, the handyman. I had a message there was a problem with a shower?”

He got nearly to the top of the stairs, then stopped. A sudden sense of dread ran through him.

What if this was a prank?

Or worse?

He had never actually given his card to Chinatsu, who had been quite indifferent to him, to put it mildly. Perhaps this was one of the other women playing a prank on her. Perhaps she would find him in her house, where she thought she was alone, and start screaming, terrified out of her mind.

An amazing prank, if you weren’t either party involved, or had any kind of conscience. But then, people who carry out these sorts of pranks rarely do.

He saw down the corridor, there was a single light on.

Still time to turn back, he thought, just walk away.

Always preferring to err on the side of caution, he turned to go, preferring to risk losing customers than spending the night in a police station as he tried to explain what he was doing in a Sorority House in the middle of the night.

“About time,” came a voice from along the corridor.

Against his better judgment, he turned around and headed down the corridor.

“Hello?” he shouted again, trying to hedge his bets. “I’m here for the shower leak.”

“Yes, yes”, came the voice, clearly getting agitated. It was, no mistake, the voice of Chinatsu. “In here.”

He walked down the empty corridor, his footsteps echoing as he moved closer to the sole room with a light on.

“Hi,” he said as he turned and entered her room, trying to put on his best professional voice, “you said there was a problem with your–”

He stopped in his tracks as he saw her standing there, wearing nothing but a short towel, the ends tucked between her breasts, the bottom hem riding high up her thighs. Her short, black hair was wet and slicked back. He immediately averted his gaze to the ground.

“About time!” she said, as at ease with her choice of clothing, or more precisely, her lack of it, as she was with his tardiness (although he had clearly wasted no time getting there).

“Sorry,” he said, looking away, “I didn’t–”

“It’s in there,” she said, already bored of this interaction.

He risked a glance at her and saw she was pointing with one hand, the other holding the towel in place.

“Right,” he said, looking back at the floor, “thanks.”

He headed into the bathroom, let out a sigh of relief, and placed his toolbox on the ground. At least he had something else to focus on, rather than her standing there like that.

“What seems to be the problem?” He asked, still feeling her presence. Not physically, for she was still in the other room, but in the warm air where the scent of her shampoo, her body wash, her lotions and potions, the endless creams and moisturisers and scrubs that beautiful young women don’t need but use incessantly, floated effortlessly.

“The problem,” said Chinatsu, her voice closing in from behind, “is no matter what I do, it’s never hot enough.”

“Right,” he said, “then you might have a problem with your boiler. If it isn’t heating the water–”

“I’m not talking about the water,” she said. “Although you will find that I am awfully wet.”

She placed her hands on his shoulders and turned him to face her, so close they were nearly touching.

“See?” she said, as she took him by the wrist and guided his hand between her legs, moaning as his fingers brushed over her hot, wet lips. “See how wet?”

“I see,” he said, struggling to control his breathing as she held his hand against herself, guiding his wrist as his fingers slid over her wet lips.

“And no matter what I do,” she whispered, pressing her body close to his and whispering in his ear, “it’s never enough. I need an expert touch.” She gasped in his ear as she pushed his hand deeper between her legs, his fingers sliding between her lips, his wet fingertips finding her entrance.

She moaned as she held his hand there, rubbing herself against his fingers, pressing herself down onto the tip, moaning as it slid inside her.

Fuck, he thought to himself, not wonder Jack or Frank or Chad, or whatever his name was, couldn’t last, that’s the tightest pussy I’ve ever felt.

He felt the wetness of her on his hand as she rubbed herself against him, riding him as he stood there, and began to wonder if this is all she wanted him for; as a literal handyman, a naughty plaything for a scandalous story without going too far.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, throwing one arm around his neck, holding herself close as she rode his hand, eyes closed. He felt himself getting hard and wanted nothing more than to fuck this sorority princess, to show her what scandalous really meant. But he let her continue, his fingers moving between her legs now, stroking her entrance as she moved her hips faster, her slit rubbing against the palm of his hand, her waxed-smooth pussy, wet and slick underneath his touch.

Her breathing got harder and she whined as he moved his finger, easing himself deeper into her tight slit, her gasps a mixture of pleasure and pain as he penetrated her tight pussy further.

“Don’t stop,” she whined, as his finger paused halfway inside her, concerned it might be too much of her. “Please.”

He kept going, slowly working his way deeper, curling his finger inside her as he penetrated her tightness, stroking her G-spot as he felt her eager body gripping him, imagining how good she would feel on his cock.

“I’m so close,” she moaned, her words desperate, her grip on him tighter, the smooth motions of her body becoming more unhinged as she rode his finger deeper, pushed him fully inside of her, gave him full access to her pussy as she submitted to his expert touch. “So fucking close.”

She rocked harder and harder, panting desperately.

“So. Fucking. Close. Aaaah!!!”

She cried out, rocking furiously against his finger, her nails digging into the back of his neck as she held on for dear life, crying out, gasping, whining, her pussy fluttering on his finger buried deep inside of her as it continued to stroke her sweet spot, her clit still rubbing against his palm, her entire pussy in his expert hand. She threw her head back and whined with pleasure, her towel finally parting, exposing her perfect body as it fell to the ground. He was so fucking hard, and as she rubbed herself against him, her bare leg pressing against his erection as she rode his finger to orgasmic bliss, the sound of her pleasure echoing in the tiled room, he thought he might cum there and then.

But then, with a final gasp, she stopped.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered to herself, her voice breathless, her body shaking, his hand between her legs barely keeping her upright. “Oh fuck.”



Chapter Six

He held her there for a moment, her body fragile, like it might break at any second, shuddering as the after-effects of her orgasm continued to make their presence felt.

“I didn’t,” she gasped, “I didn’t know I could – not like that.”

She cried out as he eased his finger out of her body and from between her legs, his other arm now wrapped around her slim waist to stop her from collapsing to the ground.

“You,” she said, her face flushed, her breathing still deep, “are so fucking handy.”

She smiled and leaned up to kiss him. It was gentle, her lips soft, the embrace of a lover whose passion had been momentarily satiated. There was satisfaction in that kiss.

He felt her hand slide down his arm, taking hold of his wrist again, but gentler this time. She guided his hand up towards their faces, and gasped as she saw how wet his palm was, causing her to shiver.

“Your tip,” she breathed, guiding his wet fingers to his mouth. He parted his lips and let her slide his slick fingers into his mouth. “That’s it,” she said, watching as he sucked her juices from his fingers, letting her guide the pace, “you’ve earned it.”

She tasted so good his cock felt like it was going to break in half in his cargo pants, the pressure building as she guided his hand faster, licking her lips as she watched him tasting her sweetness.

Then she pulled his fingers out of his mouth and kissed him, pressing her naked body against him, her tongue exploring his mouth as she sought out her own taste on his lips.

“You want more?” she asked in between kisses, “because I want more.”

“I want more,” he said

“Good,” she said, as she began pulling at his t-shirt, “because I’ve got a few more jobs for you.”

She stepped back and he bent forward, letting her pull his t-shirt off over his head. She threw it behind her and stopped, eyes locked on his chest. She reached out and carefully stroked him with her fingers.

“This is a surprise,” she said, her fingers tracing his abs, before hooking into his belt. “A very pleasant surprise.”

“I was thinking the same thing,” he said, thankful that the work he had put into his physique was about to pay dividends.

Fix the body and the mind will follow.

He didn’t know where he had heard that, but it had worked for him. The fitter he had gotten, the better his mental health. He didn’t know if it was biological or psychological, but he felt better in and of himself, his self-confidence rising in all aspects of his life, and now, he felt confident that really good things were about to happen.

He took her by the wrist, carefully but firmly and brought her hand to his chest, letting her touch him fully, feel the firmness of his body. He saw her breasts start to rise and fall a little faster as her breathing increased. She yelped as he wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled him into him, feeling her warm body on his bare skin for the first time, her pert breasts and hard nipples rubbing against him. She stood there, looking up at him, her eyes wide, the power she had so casually wielded over him, gone.

He ran a hand over her bare back, feeling the softness of her skin, feeling her shudder against him as his fingers slid down and his strong hand cupped her firm, tight ass. He kissed her again, his tongue pressing into her mouth this time, massaging her tongue, as she submitted to him. She moaned, her body easing into him, letting him use her however he saw fit.

“I’m going to need to carry out some further investigations," he said, stroking the back of his fingers against her soft cheek, “to make sure my job here is done.”

“Of course,” she said, her hand sliding between his legs and rubbing his cock through his trousers, “I expect you need to conduct a thorough examination.”

He grabbed her by the thighs and lifted her suddenly, easing her petite frame into the air as if it was nothing. She wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck, kissing him passionately as he carried her from the bathroom into the bedroom.

He leaned down and lay her gently on the bed. Whilst he knew he could toss her around like his own little fucktoy, and she would love it, the immediate moment called for a more delicate touch. He stood up and admired her naked body as she lay on the bed, legs held together, hands on her breasts, partly caressing them, partly hiding them, both desperately shy and desperately horny.

He leaned over her and kissed her, causing her to gasp as his lips moved down her body, his mouth finding a hand over her breast, kissing over her fingers, his tongue circling her nipple as her fingers parted, allowing it to slip between them. She moaned and slid her hand down, cupping her breast and holding it out for his mouth, an offering. He took it gladly, sucking and licking at it as his other hand cupped her other breast, as her fingers started to play with her other nipple.

He continued to caress her as he made his way down, kissing over her flat, smooth stomach, his hands sliding down her slim waist to the curve of her hips, and beyond. He caressed her legs, his lips kissing just above her pussy, the bare skin wet from his hand.

He dropped to his knees, thankful for the padding in his work trousers, and rested his hands on her knees, pushing them gently apart. She moaned, almost with embarrassment, but didn’t resist, as he exposed her shining wet slit.

It was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen, her neat lips glistening with desire, perfectly smooth, ready to take his tongue. He ran his hands up her legs and gently pulled her closer to him, so her ass was on the edge of the bed. He leaned in and smelt her arousal, his mouth salivating at the prospect of tasting her again. He kissed her inner thighs, moving from one side to the other, both covered in her wetness, and she gasped as his lips moved closer and closer to her centre.

He stopped deeper between her legs, and she shuddered as she felt his hot breath on her pussy, so close, yet so far.

“Could you pass me a pillow,” he asked, “please?”

She was breathing heavily and said nothing, but her arms reached above her head, grabbing randomly at the assortment of pillows spread across the top of the ornately decorated bed, then passed one down.

“Much appreciated,” he said, “now lift your ass.”

She looked down at him, confused, her eyes glazed as her desperation overtook her. He pursed his lips and blew softly up her wet slit. She cried out at the sensation, her hips rising into the air, and he slid the pillow underneath her.

“Thank you,” he said, as she lowered her ass onto the pillow, now elevating her hips, as she lifted her legs onto his shoulders, feeling her soft heels resting against his back as he settled into place. “Preparation is the most important part of getting a job done right the first time.” He leaned in and ran his soft, flat tongue up her, parting her wet lips and filling his mouth with her taste. She cried out, hips bucking as the sensation against her still-sensitive pussy shot through her, her voice getting even higher as his tongue flicked over her clit.

He took a moment and savoured her taste as he gave her a second to recover, then moved back, carefully this time, with slow, tentative licks, avoiding her clit for the moment as she got used to the feeling of his mouth between her legs.

She whined helplessly as he licked at her, his hands resting on her thighs as he worked, licking faster and faster, as her hips began to react, eager for more and more. He lapped at her wetness, then leaned in and sucked her neat little labia, gently tugging them with his lips before letting go and sliding his tongue down and into her entrance.

She cried out as his tongue penetrated her tight hole, moving in circles as he sucked at her, his nose rubbing against her clit as he went.

“Oh fuck,” she cried and reached down, grabbing him by the hair and holding him in place, her body rocking on the bed, her petite frame writhing as he licked and sucked at her entrance, her tight hole he so desperately needed to fill.

She cried out as he pulled his tongue out of her and ran it up over her bare, wet slit, flicking over her clit, then took it in his mouth, his tongue moving over the swollen bud in small, quick circles as he sucked rhythmically at her.

He felt the grip on his hair tighten as he sucked at her swollen clit, her wetness spreading across his face as she furiously rubbed herself against him.

“That’s right,” she moaned to herself as much as to him, “treat her like she deserves – worship her.”

He couldn’t disagree, a pussy this good deserved to be treated with care and consideration, deserved to be worshipped, and as long as he was on his knees, he would continue worshipping her with his mouth and tongue for as long as she could stand it.

She gasped as he sucked slightly more intensely, bucking her hips and pressing his clit deeper into his mouth, harder against his tongue, which continued to move in small circles. He held on to her thighs more firmly, holding her in place as she thrust her hips wildly, the heels of her feet bouncing off his back as she kicked and moaned, head tossing from side to side as the intensity of sensation began to overwhelm her, her one hand gripping his hair, the other gripping the quilt as if she was otherwise about to shoot into the air.

“Don’t stop!” she cried as she ground her hips against his face, spreading her growing wetness over him, warm drops running down his neck and into his chest hair, the heat of her body rising. “I’m so close! She just needs a little – a little – oh fuck – she just needs a little more, a little more, a little mooooore!”

She cried out as she came, panting and whining uncontrollably as her petite form writhed wildly on the bed, her thighs squeezing his face as her heels pressed into his back, holding him in place between her legs, as if he would ever think of leaving the glorious oasis, that he would ever stop drinking from her dripping-wet pussy. He continued to lick and suck, as she bucked and fucked, his thirst for her unquenchable, as she rode his face with animalistic fury, her self-righteous facade crumbling in the face of primal pleasure, a self-professed angel exalting in the pleasures of the flesh, and loving every carnal second of it.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she gasped, shaking and shivering, her body exhausted. “Oh fuck.”

He eased his mouth from between her legs, licking his lips as he did so, and gently removed her limp legs from around his shoulders, smiling as he watched her curl up into a ball on the edge of the bed, knees tucked into her chest, shivering from her latest orgasm. He gazed upon her naked body, her skin so smooth, her petite frame with her perfect curves, her glazed slit and swollen lips on display.

He crawled up onto the bed and gently wrapped an arm around her. She shivered as she let him hold her.

“Is that how she’s supposed to be treated?” he whispered gently, kissing the top of her head. She nodded sharply, in firm agreement even if she was unable to speak.

He continued to hold her, letting her recover before he left. He’d damn near broken her, so he had a duty of care to ensure she was fully operational before he left.

“I needed that,” she whispered finally, “needed that so badly.”

“I could feel it,” he said, his arm cupped under her soft breasts. “When was the last time someone fully appreciated you?”

She groaned softly. “Too long. But now,” she said, turning around to face him, “it’s time for me to show you my appreciation. For you to get your payment.”

“I thought you already gave me the tip,” he said, smiling.

“Oh,” she said, stroking his face softly, “you’ve earned more than just the tip.”

She kissed him and leaned into him, pushing him onto his back. She knelt between his spread legs, running her hands over his torso as he looked up at her perfect body, his hands stroking the smooth thighs that had so recently been wrapped around his head. She leaned in and kissed his chest, working her way down as her fingers worked at his belt, then his flies, undoing his trousers and pulling them down as she slid off the bed onto her knees, leaving his cock throbbing in his boxers.

She ran her hands up his exposed thighs and stroked the outline of his cock.

“My goodness,” she said, drawing small circles on the tip of his cock, “you’ve got quite the impressive tool.”

“It’s not the tool that’s impressive,” he said, “it’s how you use it.”

“Mmm,” she cooed, “I know how I’d use it. May I?”

“Are you safety trained?”

“I’m never safe,” she said, sliding her fingers into the sides of his boxers and tugging at them. He moaned as he lifted his ass and let her slide them down, finally freeing his throbbing cock.

“Wow,” she said, taken aback by his full size now that it was fully exposed. She wrapped her slender fingers around it and began to slowly stroke him. He moaned and watched her as she stroked him, the tip of his cock glistening with precum already, her thumb gently massaging the tip, coating itself, before she sucked it clean, sighing with satisfaction.

He watched as she stuck out her tongue and began to move it in circles over the tip, letting her saliva dribble down his shaft, coating him, getting him ready, then took him in her mouth, sliding her lips down his shaft, her head bobbing as he watched her. He moaned as she pressed herself deeper, the petite sorority sister taking his whole cock into her throat, holding it there, swallowing, letting him savour the feeling as her warm saliva coated him. He thought about what it would be like to cum down her throat, to have her on her knees, fucking her mouth as her wide eyes pleaded for more, to unload and watch her swallow it down, pushing herself deeper onto his cock, needing every drop in her belly like it was the elixir of life itself.

She pulled back from his cock, breathing deeply, the warmth of her throat still coating him, then took him in her mouth again, sucking him quickly this time, her tongue massaging the underside of his shaft as her hand gripped the base of his cock and started pumping for dear life.

He leaned back and groaned as she worked his cock with everything she had, with a passion and intensity none of these college idiots would ever get to experience, because none of them knew how to put aside their own pleasure for a moment, none of them knew how to take care of a woman, none of them knew how to fuck.

“I want you to fuck me,” she said, as if reading his mind, her hand now furiously pumping his entire length. “I want you to ruin me for anybody else. I want your big cock deep inside of me as you show me how I deserve to get fucked. I want you to take this beast of a tool and ruin my perfect little pussy.”

She took his cock in her mouth again, sucking quickly a few times, before climbing on top of him, his trousers around his ankles, his work boots still on, and rubbed her bare pussy, slick and ready, over his thick cock. She moaned as she rode him, hands in her hair, giving him a show as she rubbed herself against him until he couldn’t take it anymore. He sat up and pulled her towards him, kissing her hard as his hands explored her body. She gasped at the sudden movement, hungry, primal and held onto his back, kissing him hard as her fingernails dug into his skin. He winced slightly as they scraped across him, then smiled at her hidden ferocity, the real woman beneath the sorority sister disguise.

He flipped her over and she cried out, her legs spread wide, his cock rubbing against her slick slit, as they grappled and kissed and lost control.

“Turn over,” he said, as he stood, watching her on the bed as her eyes, wild and hungry, devoured his naked body. She obeyed, rolling onto her front and getting onto her knees without another word. He marvelled at her beauty as she presented herself to him, her glistening slit that looked, felt, and tasted so good. It was his for the taking, and take it he would.

He stepped closer and stroked her ass with one hand, feeling the tight muscles, as the other hand guided his cock to her pussy, sliding the tip gently up and down her lips.

“Don’t tease me,” she begged, as he continued to do just that, getting himself nice and wet, ready for what came next. Then he lined himself up to her tight hole and pressed himself inside of her. She groaned as the tip of his cock entered her, and he could feel just how tight she was. He worked slowly, easing himself in and out of her. Even after two orgasms and his cock being coated with her saliva and wetness, it was still a tight fucking fit.

“That’s it,” she groaned as he slowly worked his way deeper inside, “stretch that tight little pussy.” She gasped as he thrust in deeper, feeling every inch of her insides as they gripped his cock tightly, every fold and crevice, every indentation and bump massaging his cock as he moved in and out of her, penetrating further, until he was fully inside of her.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, her face buried in the quilt, “isn’t that just the best fucking pussy you’ve ever felt in your life?”

“It is,” he said, “and I can’t wait to ruin you for everyone else.” He pulled his cock out and thrust it all the way back in.

“Oh yes,” she cried, as he began fucking her faster, “ruin me, ruin my perfect fucking pussy!”

He grabbed onto her hips, holding her in place as he moved faster and faster, pounding her tight pussy, stretching her out with his thick cock, filling her as her juicy ass slapped on his thighs, fucking the life out of her as she knelt in front of him, begging to smash her pussy into a million pieces.

“Do it!” she begged. “You’ve already ruined me for anyone else. Nothing could compare to how you fuck me!”

He fucked her harder, pounding her dripping-wet pussy, thrusting himself powerfully into her, giving every inch of himself to her in exactly the way she needed it, fucking her as she needed to be fucked, fucked in ways she didn’t even know was possible. He fucked her how a real man fucks a woman.

“That’s it,” she cried, her voice trembling as she panted with exhaustion, “fuck me like your dirty little fucktoy, ruin me, please god, ruin me before I – I – aaaaaah!”

He felt her cumming again, her tight pussy pulsating on his cock, her walls fluttering, her body gripping him as it covered him in her warmth, her body shaking as she screamed with pleasure, rocking on her knees, slamming herself on him, making sure she took every inch of cock he had to give, pushing him closer and closer to the edge until.

“Oh fuck,” he cried, “I’m gonna cum.”

“God please, yes, do it,” she cried, “cum in my tight little pussy.  Knock me up, please, breed me like the dirty cumslut I am! Treat me like your dirty fucking whore, you’ve earned it!”

He groaned as he came, thrusting deep inside her as he painted her insides with his cum.

“I can feel it!” she cried as his twitching cock spurted thick ropes of semen deep inside her fertile body, aching and desperate to take his seed.

He pounded her ass with short, sharp thrusts as he came harder than he ever had in his life, his balls emptying into this cum-crazed college student as he destroyed the sweetest cunt he’d ever felt in his life, his orgasm drawing out longer and longer, her pleas to be knocked up turning him on more than he ever felt possible.

Then, she cried out once more and went silent.

“Oh fuck,” he gasped, his cock deep inside her still-quivering pussy, oh fuck.”

He held himself there a moment, trying to compose himself, gathering his senses before he fell to the floor. Then, slowly, he pulled his cock out of her pussy. She groaned as he did so, the act seeming to take forever as his cock, so long and so deep inside her, seemed to take an eternity to slide out of her.

She gasped as he finally slipped out of her, thick ropes of cum and her juices running in strings between his body and hers.

“You did it,” she whispered, as she rolled onto her side, “you ruined me. You ruined me. Thank you.”

He stood there a moment, watching her naked body, shining with sweat, her cute asscheeks pounded red, thick streams of cum oozing out of her pulsating pussy, stretched and bright pink from the hardest pounding she had ever had. The kind of fucking a pussy like that deserves.

He collapsed onto the bed next to her, his hard cock still throbbing, and gently stroked her hair. She whined softly and eased herself into him, snuggling up underneath his arm, letting him hold her as she held her naked body against his, basking in the relief of the moment.



Chapter Seven

“Where is everyone else?” he asked as he sat on the side of the bed and pulled on his t-shirt.

“At a frat party,” said Chinatsu as she walked out of the bathroom, wearing a silk robe around her naked body. “Looking for some good dick.” She rolled her eyes and he couldn’t help but laugh.

“Not everyone has someone they can call in an emergency,” he said, standing up.

“Well, I do,” she said, “ so fuck them. Or not.” She smiled and stepped close to him, letting him wrap her arms around him. She smelled so good, the mixture of her sweet bodywash, shampoo, and sex, mingling around them. He kissed her hair, and she pressed herself closer to him.

“I take it you’ll be leaving a five-star review?” he asked.

“Maybe,” she said. He leaned back and looked at her. “I might need to call you again first, make sure it wasn’t a fluke.”

“You think that was a fluke?”

“A girl can never be too safe.”

“I thought you were never safe?”

“I think I can make an exception, in this case,” she said, smiling, and leaning in to kiss him softly. “Just this once.”



Chapter Eight

Noah sat there, gripping the steering wheel, taking a moment to process what had just happened. He still wasn’t sure it wasn’t a dream, but then the throbbing of his cock convinced him it was all very real.

He wondered if this was the start of something, or the end, a one-off or the first encounter in an ongoing arrangement. He hoped it was the latter, but even if it was the former, it was an evening he would never forget.

I want you to ruin me for anybody else. I want your big cock deep inside of me as you show me how I deserve to get fucked. I want you to take this beast of a tool and ruin my perfect little pussy.

He had done just that, and his reward was cumming harder than he ever had in his life. Fuck, if it was nothing more than a one-off, it would still live with him forever.

“Fuck it,” he said to himself as he started the engine. Now wasn’t the time to think about that. Now was the time to bask in the afterglow of the best pussy he’d ever had in his life. There was no need to think about the future.

But just as he was about to pull away, he felt his phone beep in his pocket. As he pulled it out and checked the number, he saw he had a message from another number he didn’t recognise.

Got this number from a friend. You fix stuff, right?

He began typing.

Hi, thank you for your message. Yes, I am a handyman by trade. If you let me know what the problem is, I can swing by tomorrow morning and take a look for you. Thanks, Noah.

The three dots began to bounce.

Is an emergency.

Needs looking at.

Tonight.

Flat tire.

Stuck.

Emergency!

Noah looked at the message. He was fucking tired, literally!

Still, he couldn’t turn down a damsel in distress, particularly not one who didn’t have the foresight to ensure she had adequate breakdown recovery assistance.

Hi, thanks for your message. It isn’t really the sort of thing I tend to do, but if you let me know where you are, I can pop around and see if I can either replace the tyre (if you have a spare) or try and patch it up so you can get home and get it sorted tomorrow. Thanks, Noah.

Three dots…

You’re the best!

I’m at Lover’s Lane.

Come quick!

I need you!

x

Noah looked at the message, trying to shake the very idea out of his head. The same thing couldn’t happen again, could it?

He dismissed the idea, not wanting to end up in a difficult situation due to a miscommunication. But still, as he drove off in the direction of Lover’s Lane, he couldn’t help but suspect that his wild evening was about to get even wilder!


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…





Book Three



Chapter One

“Oh my gosh, that was amazing. I never knew you could finish so quickly.”

“All part of the job,” said Noah, as he packed up his toolbox. “If you need anything else, just give me a call.”

“You bet I will,” said Doris, Noah’s latest client over the age of 65. “You take care, now.”

Noah smiled and waved as he drove off.

“Time for a well-earned break,” he told himself as he headed down the road, his body aching from the various odd jobs he had been doing this morning. It was tiring going up and down ladders all day, bending over to get tools, or crouching down to do precision work for sockets or skirting boards. But at the end of the day, he really did think it was worth it.

None of it was particularly difficult, and as he spent more time working, the easier things got. Hell, the most difficult part was trying to maintain small talk. There was always a Doris or a Betty or a Jane enquiring whether he’d like another cup of tea, as he perched precariously at the top of a ladder stretching to reach an awkwardly placed TV aerial or a blocked gutter.

But he couldn’t deny that it was better than being stuck in an office all day, dealing with petty politics and needless bureaucracy as he worked himself into the ground to make obscene amounts of money for someone else. Now, he was making a difference in the world, helping real people with real problems. Sure, he was making a bit less money, but to him, the trade-off was worth it. Not everything could be measured in financial returns.

But, despite all of that, there was still one thing bothering him…

“Welcome to Cuppa Coffee, may I take your order?”

“Hi,” Noah said, as he leaned out of the driver’s side window towards the ordering board outside the Cuppa Coffee Drive-Thru, “I’ll just get a regular coffee.”

“One coffee,” replied the voice. “With milk?”

“Yes, please.”

“What kind?”

“Milk.”

“Oat, soy, almond…?”

“Just regular milk is fine, thank you.”

“Any syrups, creams, toppings…?”

“No, thank you. Just a regular coffee with milk.”

“No problem, is there anything else you would like to order?”

“No, thank you.”

“A cupcake, brownie, croissant…?”

“I’m fine, thank you.”

“No problem, if you’d like to drive up to the next window and pay, your drink will be with you shortly. Have a great day.”

“Thanks, you too,” said Noah.

He started the van and moved slowly to the pay window, taking a deep breath. It was his own fault; he knew that perfectly well. He was too lazy to get out of his van and go to a regular coffee shop, so this was his punishment.

He pulled up to the window and waited to pay and get his coffee, which was finally delivered by a surly looking college student who forced a smile as they handed the coffee over.

“Thanks,” said Noah, placing the cup in the holder and driving off, vowing never to go there again.

*

He hated to admit it, but they did do pretty decent coffee. Not world-class, obviously, but certainly serviceable. Maybe he was being a bit harsh. Or maybe it was the voice of the woman who took his order. There was something there that he recognised, or thought he recognised, like a vague feeling of a memory that is just out of reach.

He shrugged and took a bite of his home-made sandwich.

As he sat and chewed, his thoughts travelled back to three days ago, when he had slept with two Japanese Sorority Sisters on the same evening. Not at the same time, of course, that would have been too wild for him to even dream of. Well, he had dreamt of it plenty since then, but that was easy to imagine, especially after encountering both Chinatsu and Mizuki.

He never thought he would have sex with a Sorority Sister, let alone two of them, let alone on the same night, let alone when he reached his fucking forties!

He laughed at the absurdity of it all. It was literally too good to be true.

He thought of Chinatsu and her coldness, her frosty demeanour melting as her hot body reacted to his, until she was begging him to take her. Then he thought of Mizuki, her spunkiness and her open flirtations, her exposed body spread across the bonnet of her cherry-red convertible, her legs spread for him as she begged for more.

He coughed and straightened up in his seat. He could feel his body reacting to the memories of them, their perfect bodies desperate for his touch. He took another sip of coffee and tried to focus on the next job. It was a quiet afternoon, but he still had some lightbulbs to change (a job he would do for free) and an extractor fan in a bathroom needed replacing. Nothing too stressful at all.

But still, his mind kept wandering back to that night, to the promise it had held, to the idea that this was the start of something special. He had, for a brief moment, thought this might become a regular thing, with random Sorority Sisters calling him up for the special kind of assistance only he could provide. But it had been three days since then, and there had been nothing else. Well, not exactly nothing. He had received a text message after leaving Mizuki at Lover’s Lane, but that had gone nowhere. The anonymous number had enquired about his availability, but after responding with the information, he had heard nothing else.

He had considered texting back, but had learned there was nothing less appealing than being chased for business, especially that type of business. So he left it, knowing that if they were really interested, they would get back to him.

Oh well, he thought to himself, better to have loved and lost than never fucked a big-titted Japanese Sorority sister on the hood of her car, at all.

And there, as he sat there thinking about all he had had and all he had lost, his phone began to buzz.



Chapter Two

It was late afternoon when he drove up to Kappa Sigma Psi, the Sorority House exclusively for Asian women, and he could already feel the anticipation making his skin tingle. Or maybe that was the numerous cups of coffee he had downed as he rushed through his afternoon work. He felt bad skimping on the small talk with his older clients, agreeing to another cup of coffee just to get them out of the room so he could focus on the work, but this was definitely a project he was eager to start, although not before popping home for a shower and a fresh pair of work clothes.

He walked up the white steps to the large oak doors and rang the bell. He had been expecting it to be quiet, with the Sorority Sisters in classes or shopping or getting involved in whatever activities would get them the most attention on social media.

Instead, it was buzzing with life.

Even before the front door was opened, he could tell that. Inside, the sound of college students rushing around was evident, and before too long, the front door swung open.

It was Chinatsu.

Noah froze for a second, unsure how she was going to respond. Did she think he was here to see her? Would she be happy or pissed? But within a second, her stony glare turned into a bright smile, and she threw herself forward and wrapped her arms around him.

His hands went to her trim waist, pulling her body close as she pressed her lips against his and slid her soft, warm tongue into his mouth. They had only been together one time, but this already felt natural, right, as if it was meant to be.

“Get a room!” cried one of the women from inside the house, and Chinatsu broke off the kiss.

“Sorry,” she said, deliberately looking anywhere but at Noah’s face, “I got a little carried away.”

“Nothing to apologise for,” he said, the sensation of her soft lips lingering on his mouth.

“So, are you here to see me?” She wrapped her hands behind her and swayed her hips as her wide eyes stared at him with anticipation.

“I err…” he began.

She burst into laughter.

“I’m just teasing,” she said, running a hand over his chest. “I can be playful, too.”

“I know,” he said, thinking back to their first evening together.

“You’re here to see Ha-Yun, right?”

“Honestly,” he said, “I’m not sure. I just got a message that someone needed some help.”

“That’ll be Ha-Yun,” said Chinatsu, “she’d lose her head if it wasn’t screwed on straight. Come on,” she said, taking him by the hand, “I’ll introduce you.”

Chinatsu rushed inside, pulling him behind her, giving him no time to think of the social etiquette of the Sorority House, if any existed.

“That’s more like it,” shouted one of the Sorority Sisters as Chinatsu dragged Noah upstairs towards the bedrooms, whilst another let out a wolf whistle followed by a burst of laughter.

Noah wasn’t quite sure how to take this attention. He’d never experienced anything quite like it. He felt a mixture of embarrassment and uncertainty, and, to his surprise, somewhat vulnerable, like he’d been caught in a compromising situation. But when Chinatsu began to laugh, he felt himself become a bit more comfortable with it, treating it more like an inside joke.

“Here we are,” she said, stopping abruptly halfway down the corridor, forcing him to slam on the brakes. But so sudden was her change of pace that he couldn’t stop himself from bumping into her. She yelped as their bodies collided, and he instinctively reached out and wrapped his arm around her slim waist, pulling her body close to his.

“Wow,” said Chinatsu, her ass pressed into his crotch, “it’s a bit early for being taken from behind. Especially with such force.”

“Err, sorry,” he said, “I didn’t mean to–”

“I didn’t say I didn’t like it,” she said, rubbing her ass against him as they stood there, his arm still wrapped around her exposed midriff, the sweet scent of her rising up towards him as he felt a stirring in his trousers.

“Is this the place?” he asked, trying to keep his mind focused on the task at hand, before Chinatsu completely overwhelmed him.

“That’s right,” she said, leaning her head back and looking up at him, “you’re in exactly the right place.” She laughed and pushed away from him, knocking on the door and starting to open it.



Chapter Three

The room was pink.

Incredibly pink.

The walls, the curtains, the bedding.

Pink.

The pillows, the throws, the ornaments and assortments.

Pink.

And in the middle of this stood a Sorority Sister.

And she was all pink.

“So,” said Chinatsu, leading Noah into the room, “this is Ha-Yun.”

“Hi,” he said, holding out his hand, “nice to meet you.”

Ha-Yun, who could have been no more than five foot three, giggled, then reached out her hand and gently shook his. She was wearing a tight pink sweater, which clung to her surprisingly ample chest, with a pink and white checkered skirt, and white socks that ran up to her thighs.

“I’ll let you two get acquainted,” said Ha-Yun, heading towards the bedroom door. “Let me know when you’re finished. I might have a job for you.” She gave him a wink and closed the door behind her.

“Sorry about the mess,” said Ha-Yun as soon as the door closed. Noah watched with curiosity as the petite Korean woman turned away from him, bending over as she made minute adjustments to an impeccably placed pillow. “I didn’t think you would get here so soon.”

“What mess?” he asked, his eyes looking everywhere except her juicy, round ass and the white panties covering her mound, exposed as her short skirt rode up over her ass as she bent over.

“You’re so sweet,” she said, turning around and sitting down on the bed.

He turned to look at her, now that it was safe to do so, and saw her smiling up at him. She said nothing, simply continued bouncing softly on the bed, which made a faint creaking sound.

“So,” he said, unsure how to proceed, “you called about a problem?”

“Yes,” she said, “well, no. I  didn’t call…” Her cheeks began to pinken, and her eyes slipped from his face. “That was my roommate. Well, I mean, I did send the latest message, but that was only because she was at work and I thought–”

“I’m sorry, did you say your roommate?”

She nodded, still not looking at him. He looked at her bed and realised it was only a single, not a double like Chinatsu’s. Then he looked behind him and saw the second single bed pressed against the opposite wall.

“She’s at work,” repeated Ha-Yun, softly. Noah turned to look at her, trying to keep the surprise from his face. “This is a lovely house,” she said, “but it’s very expensive.”

“I’d just assumed…” he began, before thinking better of it.

“Yes,” she said, finishing his thought, “a lot of the Sisters come from wealthy families, and there are all sorts of bursaries and support for those of us who… aren’t quite so well off. But still…”

“Yeah,” said Noah.

“That’s why we share a room,” said Ha-Yun, as if trying to justify it, “it’s cheaper that way. Plus, I enjoy the company. Although I’m not sure Soo-ah feels the same way.”

“That’s how I went through college,” he said, “I think it makes it a more authentic experience.”

Ha-Yun giggled and brushed her dark hair behind her ear.

“I guess so,” she said. “But there is one thing…”

She didn’t have to say it for him to know what she meant. There is always one issue in terms of sharing a room: privacy.

“She says I’m…” she paused, as if struggling to get out the words, “too loud.”

“It’s a balancing act,” he said, “you have to find a balance–”

“At night.”

She looked up at him, bouncing on the bed harder. It was then he heard it.

Squeak.

Squeak.

Squeak.

“Oh, you have a boyfriend?”

She looked away again.

“No,” she said quietly. “It’s just me.”

“Oh,” he said, images of Ha-Yun tucked beneath her pink covers, her hand buried in her pink pyjama shorts, fingering her pink pussy, the bed squeaking underneath her as she brought herself to orgasm after orgasm.

“I try to be quiet,” she said, still not looking at him, “but the bed.”

“Let me see,” he said, standing next to her. “May I?”

She looked at him and nodded. He sat down, and the bed squeaked underneath him. He bounced a few times, causing the bed to squeak a few more times.

“Hmm,” he said, as he tried to triangulate the noise. “It seems to be coming from a few different places.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means,” he said, “it should be an easy fix.”

He stood up and knelt down, opening his toolbox and pulling out a canister of spray oil. He stood and moved back to the bed, pressing down on the mattress, as Ha-Yun sat there watching.

“May I?” he asked, as he pressed his hand under the mattress.

Ha-Yun nodded.

“You may have to move,” he said, smiling. Sure, she probably weighed less than the mattress, but moving them both together might be a bit tricky.

“Sorry,” she said, hopping up from the bed and watching as he lifted the mattress with one hand. “You’re so strong,” she said, with wonder.

“Not that strong,” he said, “just a light mattress.”

“Goodness, you could probably toss me all over the place.”

I think I found it,” he said, trying not to think of tossing Ha-Yun all over the bed as she begged him to make her his Korean fucktoy.

He placed the canister on one of the slats and reached through them, finding a loose nut and tightening it with his fingers. He nudged the bed, and the sound was lessened. He gave it a quick squirt for good measure, wiping the excess with a rag he had in his pocket and tried again.

Silence.

“One down,” he said, removing the canister and lowering the mattress.

Ha-Yun continued to watch as he moved around the bed, pressing down on the mattress and shaking the bedframe, identifying the loosened joints and bolts, securing and oiling them, as necessary, testing for silence before moving on to the next.

“How’s that?” he asked, placing the bed back down for what was hopefully the final time, then watched with surprise as she threw herself backwards onto the bed, arms stretched out, laughing as her petite frame bounced on the now-silent bed, her skirt rising up dangerously close to her crotch, and exposing the tops of her thighs, her tight sweater rising up and revealing her flat stomach.

“Perfect!” she cried, as she bounced up into a seated position, then up onto her feet, her skirt floating up just for a moment, giving him another glimpse of her ass. “You want to try?”

“I’m not sure I–”

She reached out and grabbed both his arms and pulled him towards the bed, her sudden movements taking him by surprise and wrongfooting him, sending them both tumbling onto the bed.

“See?” she said, their bouncing bodies slowly coming to a stop, both of them lying on their sides facing one another, almost close enough to be touching. “Perfectly silent.”



Chapter Four

She lay there, staring at him sweetly, her large eyes locked on his. He felt their inviting pull, the urge to lean in and kiss her rising inside of him. Her lips were pink and shiny with lip gloss, perfect for kissing and for so much more. Slowly, she closed her eyes and leaned into him, her lips parting as they moved closer to his, inviting him to find out just how perfect they were. He felt his heart begin to race as images of what came next raced through his mind: of taking off that sweater, of hitching up that skirt, of grabbing her by the scruff of her thigh-high socks and plunging himself deep inside of her. Yes, he knew what was coming next, and he could hardly wait.

“What the fuck?!”

Ha-Yun let out a yelp and leaned back, rolling away and standing in a single, smooth movement.

“It isn’t what you think!” she proclaimed, her hands in the air, a calming motion at the other woman in the room.

“Like hell it isn’t!” shouted the woman, who Noah presumed was Soo-ah.

SLAM!

She threw the door closed, rattling the frame as it slammed shut. Noah rolled onto his back and sat up, deciding it was best not to get involved, at least, not for the minute.

“What’s he doing here?” Soo-ah exclaimed, pointing at Noah, her eyes firmly on the cowering Ha-Yun.

Fuck.

“He was just helping me with my bed…”

“I bet he was! I can’t believe you did this behind my back!”

“I wanted it to be a surprise–”

“Well, you certainly managed that!”

“I didn’t mean for anything to happen.”

“Just to be clear, nothing happened,” interjected Noah, hoping to calm the situation down. Both women turned and glared at him, and he knew he didn’t stand a chance.

“So he just happened to show up whilst I was at work?” shouted Soo-ah, returning her focus to Ha-Yun.

“No, I messaged him. But I didn’t think…”

“You never do.”

“That’s all I do!” snapped Ha-Yun. “Think and think and think and think! And now, this one time I take action, suddenly that’s a problem too!”

Soo-ah stood there a moment, stunned by the change in attitude of Ha-Yun, who, Noah suspected, was not the kind of woman who stood up for herself very often.

“You said,” continued Ha-Yun, her adorable cheeks flushing pink, “that I needed to be more decisive. You said that I needed to be bolder. And you said that I needed to, what was it? Oh yeah, I needed to get my pink-ass pussy pounded into oblivion!”

The room went silent.

Noah sat there, trying not to think about his uncomfortable boner.

Then, after what felt like an unfathomable amount of time, Soo-ah finally spoke.

“You do,” she said softly, “but not without me.”

Noah sat there, hands gripping his thighs, desperately trying not to make a sound. He watched as Soo-ah stepped forward and cupped Ha-Yun’s round face in her hands, stroking her flushed cheeks with her thumbs as she pressed her forehead against her roommate’s, recognition slowly growing on Ha-Yun’s face.

“I didn’t know…” whispered Ha-Yun.

“You didn’t?” asked the other woman, surprised, pulling her face away and looking her in the eye. “You think I put up with all this pink because I like it? You think I don’t touch myself listening to you touching yourself?”

“I thought those were annoyed moans,” said Ha-Yun.

“Frustrated,” said Soo-ah, “but not annoyed. Well, annoyed that I wasn’t the one making you make those noises.”

“It was mostly the bed,” said Ha-Yun, her cheeks reddening further, “which is why I invited…”

Soo-ah turned to look at Noah, who gave a shy wave and, for the first time, realised he recognised Ha-Yun’s roommate. She was the third Sorority Sister who had been standing at the top of the stairs that first time he had visited, the visit that had started all of this off.

Soo-ah was taller than Ha-Yun, her body slim and long, her curves less voluptuous, but perfectly proportioned for her model-like frame. Her long black hair was tied back in a ponytail, but still shiny and full, with somehow not a single hair out of place.

He saw she was wearing a green t-shirt, with the Cuppa Coffee logo emblazoned on the chest, her pert nipples evident underneath, and long, loose trousers that felt like work slacks and more like trendy flares on her. She was dressed like every other Cuppa Coffee employee (minus the hat), but her beauty and elegant frame were still evident, even under the loose-fitting, work-allocated clothes.

“I should–”, Noah began, as he stood up to leave. But Soo-ah held up her hand, and he sat back down. She turned back to Ha-Yun and stroked her face.

“I’m sorry,” she said, “I just wanted to be there for this.”

“Really?” asked Ha-Yun.

“Of course. But if you don’t want, I can leave.”

Ha-Yun’s hand shot up and grabbed the woman’s wrist, holding her hand to her face.

“I want,” she said, “I want so badly.”

Noah sat and watched as Ha-Yun closed her eyes and waited for the kiss, letting out a slight gasp as their lips touched for the first time. It was gentle and tentative, but the second was a little firmer, then the third faster as they broke into a flurry of kisses, their hands wrapping around one another, exploring the bodies they had so long craved.

Then, taken by passion, they fell onto Soo-ah’s bed, their bodies wrapping around one another, Ha-Yun’s hands sliding up Soo-ah’s back, as Soo-ah’s hand slid up the back of Ha-Yun’s thigh, cupping her ass under her short skirt.

Ha-Yun gasped with surprise as Soo-ah rolled her onto her back, straddling her.

“I’ve waited so long for this,” she said, pulling her Cuppa Coffee top off with one smooth motion and throwing it across the room. Her back was smooth and strong, her body sleek, with no bra strap in sight.

“Me too,” said Ha-Yun, as she gazed in wonder at the woman’s naked body, a glorious sight that Noah could only imagine from his vantage point. Then she moaned as Soo-ah leaned over, her trousers clinging to her well-toned ass, the strap of a pink thong poking out over the top, and kissed her again, riding on top of her.

Ha-Yun moaned in protest as Soo-ah pushed herself back up, then moaned with pleasure as she began massaging her breasts through her pink sweater.

“Lift your arms,” said Soo-ah, and Ha-Yun obeyed without question. Soo-ah leaned in quickly and gave her a kiss, then sat back up straight and worked her roommate’s sweater up and off, throwing it across the room after her own top, then leaned in again, pressing her naked body against Ha-Yun’s torso, covered only in a simple white bra, as she wrapped her legs around Soo-ah’s.

Then it was Soo-ah’s turn to yelp as Ha-Yun took both Soo-ah and Noah by surprise, taking the initiative and rolling Soo-ah onto her back, straddling her this time. Her body wasn’t as slim, but it was so soft, so grabbable that Noah could barely stand it. So much so, as he saw the white strap of her bra digging into her back, he wanted to walk over and unclip it, to free her breasts, as they should always be. Instead, he watched as Ha-Yun reached behind and unclipped it herself, slipping it off and folding it carefully before dropping it on the floor beside the bed. Noah smiled, thinking that even in this frenzied passion, she was still thinking about keeping the room neat and tidy. But then, watching her take her time, making Soo-ah wait for what came next, perhaps that was Han-Yun’s type of foreplay.

“Fuck,” whispered Soo-ah, “you’re amazing.”

“So are you,” said Ha-Yun, softly, a touch of embarrassment in her voice.

“But damn,” said Soo-ah, sitting upright and burying her face in Ha-Yun’s chest, kissing and licking and sucking at her plentiful tits, as her hands slid up under Ha-Yun’s skirt and cupped her ass.

Soo-ah gasped as she let Ha-Yun’s nipple fall from her mouth, then leaned in and buried her face in her neck, kissing and sucking at the soft flesh, her dark eyes locked on Noah.

Noah kept eye contact with the woman who had demanded he stay for the show.

“She’s so pretty, isn’t she?” asked Soo-ah between kisses.

“So pretty,” Noah confirmed.

“So kissable?”

“So kissable.”

“So, fuckable?”

“So very fuckable.”

“Mmm, I agree,” she said, sliding one hand further down and over Ha-Yun’s white panties, causing her to cry out. Her eyes glanced down at his crotch, and Noah realised his hand was there, slowly rubbing over his erection, which was painfully powerful in his cargo trousers. She looked back up and smiled. “Let’s find out how fuckable, shall we?”

With that, Soo-ah pulled Ha-Yun back onto the bed and rolled her over, pinning her hands to the bed and kissing her, their breasts pressing against one another as they made out. Then Soo-ah bounced off her roommate, bounced on the bed and stood up. She smiled as she caught her breath, leaving Ha-Yun lying gasping on the bed.

“Are you alright?” asked Soo-ah, to which Ha-Yun simply nodded, her hands resting gently on her breasts. Soo-ah smiled again, then reached out her hand and helped Ha-Yun off the bed. She pulled her close and wrapped an arm around her, as Ha-Yun wrapped both of hers around her roommate.

“Hi,” she said, holding out her hand as the other remained firmly around Ha-Yun’s waist, “I’m Soo-ah.”

“Hi Soo-ah,” said Noah, taking her hand and shaking it, “nice to meet you.”

“I’m sure it is,” she said, letting his hand fall from hers and resting it on her hip. “Now, as you might have guessed, the real reason you were called was not to fix a squeaky bed, although I would be lying if I said that wasn’t a bonus, but to help with another situation.”

“I’m always happy to help.”

“That’s what we like to hear, isn’t it?”

Ha-Yun nodded in agreement, her lips too busy kissing every inch of Soo-ah’s neck that her lips could find.

“You see, my sweet Ha-Yun here is rather inexperienced when it comes to matters of the flesh.” Soo-ah let out a moan as Ha-Yun’s lips moved down and tongue found a particularly sensitive point to nibble at. “Not that you would know it from–” she gasped as Ha-Yun sucked harder. “Anyway,” she continued, stroking Ha-Yun’s hair, “we’ve heard you’ve been most accommodating to a couple of our fellow Sorority Sisters, coming to their aid in times of most desperate need.”

“Just lending a helping hand.”

“So I’ve heard,” she said, with a smirk. “So, who better, we thought, to help our special Ha-Yun here, lose her virginity?”

“I’m surprised you didn’t volunteer,” said Noah.

“There will be plenty of time for that,” said Soo-ah. “Plenty.”

“Promise?” asked Ha-Yun.

“I promise,” said Soo-ah, leaning in to kiss her roommate. “But first, we need to make sure our handyman has the right tools for the job.” Soo-ah winked at Noah, and she and Ha-Yun approached him. “Let’s start with an upper body inspection,” she said, reaching for Noah’s shirt. Noah lifted his arms and watched as the two roommates separated and took hold of his top, pulling it over his head and dropping it on the floor.

“Not too bad,” said Soo-ah, “for an older model.”

“I like it,” said Ha-Yun, “it’s vintage.”

Noah couldn’t help but laugh at that.

“I’ll take vintage over antique any day,” he said, smiling.

“So will we,” said Soo-ah, as they approached him, pressing him back onto the bed, kissing his exposed chest and neck as their hands explored his body. He felt Ha-Yun’s lips move up his neck and turned to see her looking at him, her eyes full of longing, her hot body pressed against his, her pink lips begging to be kissed. So he obliged. She moaned softly as his lips pressed against hers, his tongue sliding into her mouth, finding hers with confidence and control, his arm wrapped around her body, his fingers stroking her bare skin for the first time.

“That’s it,” whispered Soo-ah in his ear, her tongue teasing his lobe, as her hand stroked his chest. “Don’t be afraid to guide her with a firm hand.” He kissed Ha-Yun harder, holding her tight against him. “Yes,” whispered Soo-ah, as her hand slid down his body and slowly rubbed his hard cock through his trousers, “nice and firm.”

Noah moaned, and Ha-Yun broke off the kiss, gasping for air even as she nuzzled her face in his neck, kissing and licking as he turned to Soo-ah, who was waiting for him.

“Do you need a firm hand?” he asked.

“Very firm,” she said. “I’m the type who needs to be tamed.” She squeezed his cock, and he leaned in to kiss her, hard and firm, his grip around her waist tightening, holding her close to him. He felt the heat of her body against his, breasts rubbing against him, her hand on his cock. He moaned into her mouth as he felt Ha-Yun’s tongue begin to slowly circle his nipple, her lips sucking and kissing at him as her hand ran down his body and began to rub his crotch.

“Oww,” he cried as Soo-ah bit his lip and pulled back. She laughed wickedly.

“Told you I need a firm hand,” she said, grinning, “I can be quite the bad girl.”

“I have no doubt,” he said.

“So bad,” confirmed Ha-Yun, kissing across his chest and towards his other nipple, licking at it before pressing herself up and kissing Soo-ah. Noah watched as the two Sorority Sisters made out in front of him, each with a hand rubbing his crotch, their topless bodies rubbing against his bare skin.

“I think he passed the upper body inspection,” said Soo-ah, “what do you think?”

“I think,” said Ha-Yun, “we need to keep inspecting, but maybe a little lower down.”

Soo-ah smiled and gave Ha-Yun a peck on the cheek.

“Exactly what I was thinking,” she said.

Noah lay there, sitting up just enough to watch both women kissing down his body as they slid off the bed and onto their knees. He reached for his belt, but Soo-ah grabbed his hand.

“We’ve got this,” said Soo-ah, and he moved his hand away. He lay back and listened to the clink of his buckle as the two women worked together to undo it. Then he heard the sound of his zipper and felt two pairs of hands tugging at his trousers, pulling them down to his ankles, tugging his boots off, and then getting rid of the trousers entirely.

“Not bad,” said Soo-ah, as she stroked one of his legs. “Surprisingly toned.”

“They look nice and strong,” agreed Ha-Yun, touching and kissing the top of his thigh, her lips teasing the edge of his boxers.

“Speaking of nice and strong,” said Soo-ah, her fingers sliding underneath the edge of Noah’s boxers, “how about this?” His cock twitched as he felt the tip of her finger gently brush the tip of his cock.

Ha-Yun gasped.

“It’s so big,” she said, “maybe too big?”

“Sweetie,” said Soo-ah, softly, her finger gently teasing the tip of his cock, “there’s no such thing.” Her hand slid up and she took hold of his cock in her slim fingers, slowly stroking him beneath his boxers, causing him to let out a groan. “I fear,” she said, “we may have teased him a little too much.”

“Oh no,” said Ha-Yun with concern. Noah couldn’t tell if it was genuine or playful. “What are we going to do?”

“There’s only one thing we can do,” she said, slipping her hand out of his boxers. Then he lifted his ass as he felt both pairs of hands sliding up and grabbing the waistband, their nails gently dragging across his skin as they pulled his boxers down with one swift movement. He gasped as his cock sprang free, a brief moment of relief.

“So big,” said Ha-Yun again as she leaned into him, so close he could feel her hot breath on his tip. Noah pushed himself up onto his elbows and looked down at the two women examining his rock-hard cock.

“You’ve just got to know how to handle it,” said Soo-ah, taking a hold and stroking him slowly. “See?”

“I see,” said Ha-Yun, her eyes transfixed as Soo-ah stroked him slowly. “Now you.” She let go, and Ha-Yun took hold of his cock, stroking him slowly, her grip a little tighter than Soo-ah’s.

“Just a little lighter,” said Soo-ah. Noah sighed as Ha-Yun’s grip loosened and her soft hand continued to stroke him. “There we go. But he might need a little lubrication.” Soo-ah leaned forward and ran her tongue around the tip of his cock as Ha-Yun stroked him. He moaned with pleasure as he felt Soo-ah’s spittle dribble from her tongue as she licked him, covering the tip and dribbling then further down, coating Ha-Yun’s fingers and his shaft, letting the less experienced woman’s fingers glide up and down more easily.

“That’s it,” said Soo-ah as Noah groaned with delight, Ha-Yun’s grip wet and loose, as she pumped him faster.

Soo-ah took the tip of Noah’s cock into his mouth, letting her tongue swirl around the tip as Ha-Yun continued to pump. He felt Soo-ah’s lips slide down a little more and then a little more, before Ha-Yun’s hand slipped from his cock to his balls, her warm, wet hand massaging them as Soo-ah sucked the full length of his shaft, taking him into her mouth with ease, her warm saliva further coating him as the tip rubbed against the back of her throat.

He heard the soft whines of Ha-Yun as she watched her roommate suck his cock, her fingers moving faster around his balls as Soo-ah picked up speed, before finally wrapping her lips tight around the base, holding him in her throat, letting her saliva coat him.

She gasped as she pulled up, his cock slipping out of her mouth with a wet pop.

“Mmm,” she sighed. Noah looked down at her and saw her pink tongue sliding over her shiny, wet lips. She looked at him and smiled, then turned to Ha-Yun and kissed her. “Your turn,” she said, as their lips parted.

Ha-Yun looked at Noah’s cock.

“Take it slow,” said Soo-ah, “just run your tongue up him. He won’t bite.” Ha-Yun leaned forward and gingerly ran the pointed tip of her tongue up the underside of Noah’s cock. “Maybe a little more flatness,” she said. Noah groaned as Soo-ah’s flat tongue slid up the other side of his cock, all precision and intent.

“Ok,” said Ha-Yun, “I can do that.”

And she did.

Noah groaned as his head hit the bed, the sensation of Ha-Yun’s flat tongue sliding up his cock almost too much to bear. Then he felt Soo-ah’s tongue repeating the motion, then Ha-Yun’s, the roommates taking it in turns to lick his cock, licking faster, weaving up his shaft in an effort to one-up each other, the women moaning and laughing at one another, taking pure joy in sharing his cock.

“Oh my god,” groaned Noah as Ha-Yun’s tongue slid up his shaft, flicked over the tip of his cock, and she wrapped her lips around him, sliding them up and down.

“That’s it,” said Soo-ah, “suck his cock like a good girl.” Noah looked back up and saw Soo-ah watching Ha-Yun’s head bobbing up and down on his cock, her hand on her friend’s head, guiding her up and down, showing her precisely how to suck a dick. It was all Noah could do not to blow his load right in her angelic mouth. “A little deeper,” said Soo-ah, easing Ha-Yun’s mouth down on his cock. “Just relax your throat.” Ha-Yun kept working his cock, taking him deeper and deeper, moving faster and faster, bringing him closer and closer.

“She’s a natural, don’t you think?” asked Soo-ah, with a grin.

Noah responded in the affirmative, releasing a deep groan which emanated from his chest.

“I think that’s enough,” said Soo-ah, easing Ha-Yun’s head from Noah’s cock.

“But I wasn’t finished,” said Ha-Yun, licking her lips.

“But our new friend nearly was. And we’ve got so much left to learn.”

“But–” began Ha-Yun, before Noah shot up right and kissed her hard, his wet cock pressing against her soft breast, as he pressed his tongue into her mouth, her surprise giving way and her lips melting into his. He felt Soo-ah’s mouth on his cheek and turned and kissed her, feeling Ha-Yun’s lips on his cheek, his cock rubbing between her breasts as he kissed one and then the other.

“Easy now,” said Soo-ah, breaking off the kiss and easing Ha-Yun back, Noah’s cock slipping from between her breasts. Ha-Yun let out a frustrated groan and crossed her arms under her large breasts, as Soo-ah stood up. “Time to get a little more comfortable.”

She slipped her fingers into the side of her trousers and began to work them slowly down her hips, revealing more of the thin strap of her pink thong. Then she turned and continued working them down, sliding them over her perfect ass, the thin strip of material disappearing between her toned cheeks. Noah and Ha-Yun watched in awe as Soo-ah bent over, revealing her mound, her wet panties outlining her lips underneath, as she slid her trousers down her perfect legs.

“Oh my god,” gasped Ha-Yun, as Soo-ah dropped her trousers to her feet and straightened up, stretching her perfect body in the air, before stepping out and kicking the trousers away from her.

“Is something wrong, sweetie?” asked Soo-ah as she turned her perfect body to face them, and saw Ha-Yun leaning against Noah’s bare legs, her hand gently stroking his shin.

“Not a single thing,” said Ha-Yun, as her eyes devoured her roommate’s perfect body, and Noah had to agree. She was as perfect as a woman could be. She stepped towards Ha-Yun, held out her hand, and helped her to her feet. Their bodies pressed together, Ha-Yun’s hands began to gently explore Soo-ah’s hips, her thighs, sliding back and cupping her ass.

“It’s so tight,” she said, in amazement.

“Oh, you’ve no idea,” she said, smiling at Noah, her hands sliding down Ha-Yun’s bare back, and finding her skirt. Noah watched as her slender fingers carefully undid the zipper at the back of Ha-Yun’s plaid skirt, sliding it all the way down, with an agonising slowness that made his cock ache. Then, with the slightest movement of her hips, she moved back slightly to let the skirt fall to Ha-Yun’s feet. Noah stared at Ha-Yun’s juicy ass, perfect and round. He wanted nothing more than to pull her white panties to the side and bury his face between her cheeks, licking at her holes until she cried out in spasms of ecstasy.

Instead, he watched as Soo-ah caressed her roommate’s ass with her slender fingers, then slid them down over the white cotton, causing Ha-Yun to moan with pleasure as her friend found her wet mound, fingering her wetness as Soo-ah kept her eyes fixed on Noah.

Noah watched Soo-ah fingering Ha-Yun, getting her warmed up as he slowly stroked his cock, his rhythm getting faster as Ha-Yun’s moans got louder, her knees buckling slightly as she began to ride Soo-ah’s fingers faster and faster.

“Oh my god,” moaned Ha-Yun as she rubbed her near-naked body against Soo-ah’s perfect form, “it feels so much better when someone else is doing it!”

“Sweetie,” said Soo-ah, into her ear, her eyes still locked on Noah, “we’re just getting started.”

Noah, unable to take any more, stood up and walked behind Ha-Yun. Soo-ah’s hand slipped from Ha-Yun’s ass and was immediately replaced by Noah’s rock-hard cock. Ha-Yun gasped as she rubbed herself against him, her panties hot and wet with her desire. He ran his hands up her body, cupping her large breasts, teasing her nipples between his fingers as she rubbed herself against him, as he buried his face into her neck, kissing her and eliciting soft moans from her sweet lips. As he did so, he kept his eyes locked on Soo-ah, who leaned in and began to kiss Ha-Yun, her hands on her Sorority Sister’s hips, as their tongues flashed and flickered outside of their mouths for him to see, Ha-Yun’s soft body sandwiched between them.

“More,” muttered Ha-Yun as she writhed between Soo-ah and Noah, her attention dragged this way and that, “I need more.”

“What the lady wants,” said Soo-ah.

“Is what the lady gets,” finished Noah.

Together, they led her to the bed and laid her down. She writhed, half delirious with desire.

“I need you to fuck me, please.”

“Who do you want to fuck you?” asked Soo-ah.

“Both of you. Please.”

Soo-ah smiled and leaned in to kiss Ha-Yun, her hands caressing her friend’s breasts as Noah moved to the foot of the bed and stroked and kissed up Ha-Yun’s white thigh-high socks, kissing up them as he slowly parted her legs. Soon, his face was between her thighs, and he could feel the heat of her desire on her wet panties. She cried into Soo-ah’s mouth as he kissed the wet fabric, then slowly peeled it away from her swollen lips. They were puffy and dark, and dripping with her arousal. He ran his tongue slowly up her and she cried out again, bucking her hips into his face, desperate for more. He let her calm down for a second, then continued, licking up her lips, tasting her arousal, then slid his hands up and gently parted her lips, exposing her pink entrance, throbbing and inviting. He gazed upon her beauty for a moment, then slid his tongue inside her. She cried out as his tongue circled her pinkness, then again as Soo-ah’s expert hand slid down her body and into Ha-Yun’s white panties, finding her clit and working her quickly.

Ha-Yun cried out and wrapped her legs around Noah’s back, her white thigh-high socks rubbing against him as she clamped onto him, holding him in place as he licked at her pussy.

He watched as Soo-ah’s fingers moved quickly over Ha-Yun’s clit, her perfectly manicured nails visible as the panties were pulled to the side. Soo-ah’s lips moved from Ha-Yun’s mouth to her firm nipple, sucking at it like a woman who had been denied for too long. Ha-Yun cried out as the two of them worked her virgin body, giving her what she had craved for so long.

“Oh fuck,” cried Ha-Yun, her hand grabbing Soo-ah by her ponytail, wrapping it around her hand as she held roommate’s face in place, “that feels – oh god – it’s too much – oh –don’t stop – don’t – I can’t – please, more – oh fuck – I’m gonna – I’m gonna –”

Noah felt her heat rise on his face as Ha-Yun came, her juices covering his face as he tongue-fucked her orgasming pussy, lapping at her juices as she squeezed his body and face with her legs, holding him steady as she rocked wildly, her panties stretched to breaking point as Soo-ah’s fingers whirled wildly as he pulled them to the side, her fingers effortlessly sliding over Ha-Yun’s slick clit, driving her orgasm harder and harder until with a final cry, she went limp.

Ha-Yun lay there, breathing heavily, her near-naked body covered in sweat.

“See?” said Soo-ah, as she gently crawled up and wrapped her body around Ha-Yun’s, “I told you it wasn’t mostly the bed that made the noise.” Ha-Yun tried to make a sound of protest, but Soo-ah cut her off with a gentle kiss. As they kissed, Noah crawled up the bed to the other side of Ha-Yun, gently caressing her shivering body, until Soo-ah turned to him and kissed his wet face.

“Mmm,” she moaned, “you taste so good.”

“Really?” asked Ha-Yun, still shaking from her orgasm.

“See for yourself,” she said.

Ha-Yun turned to Noah and kissed him, moaning with pleasure as she tasted herself on his lips, her body reacting, awakening as her tongue slid into his mouth, searching for more of her taste. Then she fell back onto the bed, her body exhausted.

“I think she needs time to recover,” said Soo-ah. “But I, on the other hand, am just getting started.” Soo-ah effortlessly climbed over Ha-Yun and straddled Noah, her slim pink thong rubbing against his cock.

“I hope you don’t mind if I go first, sweetie?” asked Soo-ah as she rocked against Noah’s hard cock.

Ha-Yun shook her head.

“And,” she said, turning to Noah, “I hope you don’t mind either?”

“Not at all,” said Noah. “If you ladies are happy, then I’m happy.”

Soo-ah smiled. “That’s what we like to hear.”

She leaned in and kissed him, rubbing her body against his as she did so, moving faster on his cock as his hands moved to her ass, moaning with pleasure as his cock brushed against her covered slit. She reached down between them as she raised her hips, pressing her ass back into his hands, pulling her thong to one side with one hand and taking hold of his cock with the other as she guided him inside of her, both of them groaning as the tip of his cock pressed into her warm, wet entrance.

As she pushed down, he felt her tightness enveloping him. He took slow, measured breaths as he watched her slim body moving slowly up and down, taking more of him into her with each movement, his hands stroking her surprisingly strong thighs.

“You watching, sweetie?” Soo-ah asked, her voice breathless as she sank fully onto his cock.

I am, Noah nearly answered before he realised she was talking to Ha-Yun, who was now lying on her side, still curled up, but watching Soo-ah as she took Noah’s full length. Soo-ah smiled and leaned forward, kissing Noah as she held him deep inside of her. His hands slid up her thighs and cupped her ass, lifting her slightly before lowering her back down, then sliding up her body as Soo-ah slowly rode him, keeping most of him inside her as his hands continued to move up and found her breasts. She moaned into his mouth as he caressed her perfect handfuls, teasing her nipples with his thumbs and fingers as she moved faster on his cock.

She gasped again as she rocked on her knees, letting almost the full length of his cock slide out of her before pushing all the way back down, bouncing on his cock, gaining speed, her hands pressed into his chest, her small, firm breasts in his hands as she rode him.

Noah heard a murmur from the side and saw Ha-Yun watching hungrily, her hand already down her panties, touching herself as she watched.

“Come here,” said Noah, and Ha-Yun rolled into his shoulder as he wrapped an arm around her waist and began to gently pull down her panties. Ha-Yun, caught between the desire to take them off and the need to keep touching herself, seemed confused for a moment, then quickly whipped them off and threw them across the room, all sense of decorum and formality drained out of her. “There we go,” said Noah, sliding his hands between her legs.

Ha-Yun cried out as his fingers found her slit, dripping wet with her desire, coating his fingers easily, before he slid back up and began massaging her clit. Ha-Yun whimpered as he fingered her, rocking her hips as she pressed herself against him, kissing and nibbling at his shoulder, his chest, wherever her mouth could reach.

Not to be outdone, Soo-ah dug her fingernails into Noah’s chest, causing him to cry out with a mixture of pleasure and pain.

“I told you you’d have to watch out,” she said breathlessly, riding his cock even faster.

“I certainly will,” said Noah,  twisting her nipple and causing her to cry out, both laughing. Then he ran his hand up her body and cupped her face as he slid his thumb into her mouth. She sucked at it with as much enthusiasm and expertise as she had his cock, then let it slip from her sweet lips, knowing what was coming.

Soo-ah moaned as Noah reached down and began rubbing her clit with his wet thumb, the woman riding him slowing down to make it easier for him to pleasure her. Noah sighed with relief. He was getting close and needed a second. Her pussy was so fucking perfect. Hell, she was so fucking perfect, she could probably make men cum without even touching them.

He could feel Ha-Yun’s hot breath in his ear as she moaned with pleasure, his fingers dripping wet with her desire, her legs held tightly together, squeezing his fingers, as she tried desperately to keep them in place.

“You going to cum again, sweetie?”

Ha-Yun nodded her head vigorously, whining in a high-pitch tone, her breathing ragged as she held herself tightly to Noah.

“Good,” said Soo-ah, “because I’m so close. So very close.”

“Please,” Ha-Yun whispered in Noah’s ear, “make me cum. I’m so wet – make me cum and then fuck me – I need it so bad – so very bad – please – oh god – please, make me, make me cum, – just like that – I want you to fuck me – I want you to fuck me – to fuck me - to fuck me and make me cuuuuuummmmm.”

She cried out, the letters elongating as her words turned to moans of pleasure, her body rocking furiously against him as she came, humping his hand as she gasped and writhed, her hand on top of Soo-ah’s, as she held onto Noah’s chest.

“That’s it, sweetie,” said Soo-ah, as she rode Noah’s cock harder, “I want to see you cum. Cum for me. Please, cum for me. Oh fuck, you’re so hot when you cum. It makes me want to – want to – oh fuck…”

As Ha-Yun continued to moan, Soo-ah joined in, crying out as she came on Noah’s cock, her tight body gripping his shaft as her wetness grew, his hand barely able to maintain its position as he continued to finger her swollen clit as Soo-ah rode with reckless abandon.

“Oh yes,” cried Soo-ah as she continued to ride him, as Ha-Yun rubbed herself against his body as she came. He could smell them both, their perfumes, their arousal, their sweat. It was the perfect blend of the innocent and the profane, the sweet and the sinful, and he was so very close to cumming himself.

But right at the last moment, his body burning for release, Soo-ah collapsed on top of him, gasping for breath.

“Oh god,” she whimpered into his chest. “Oh god.”

Ha-Yun lay next to him, shivering once again, her legs not gripping his fingers quite as tightly. She let out a small yelp as she slid his hand from between her legs, and Soo-ah did the same as he slid his hand out from between their bodies.

“Here,” he said, offering his fingers to Soo-ah and his thumb to Ha-Yun. They both took them into their mouths without question, greedily sucking on his digits as they tasted one another on him.

“You taste so good,” Ha-Yun said softly, as Noah slid his thumb out of her mouth.

“So do you,” said Soo-ah, leaning towards her and kissing her tenderly. Noah moaned as Soo-ah pulled his cock around inside her as she kissed Ha-Yun, her body pulsating with desire.

Once the kiss was over, Soo-ah slowly eased herself from Noah’s cock, moaning as it slid out of her, and gasped as she rolled onto the other side of him, the three of them pressed together on the single bed, both women holding onto him to prevent tumbling to the floor.

“That was so good,” said Soo-ah, in between kisses to Noah’s mouth, “but it hardly feels fair, does it? I mean, Ha-Yun hasn’t had a chance to ride your big cock, and why you, you’ve not had a chance to cum at all.”

“So unfair,” said Ha-Yun, nuzzling his neck, her wet slit rubbing against his thigh. “So unfair.”

“I apologise, ladies,” he said, “please let me make it up to you.” Soo-ah grinned and rolled off the bed, offering her hand to Noah, who took it and stood up, leaving Ha-Yun, wearing nothing but her white, thigh-high socks, on the bed. Without a word, she shuffled into the middle of the bed, her legs pressed tightly together. Noah looked at her body, her pale skin and ample curves, her large breasts rising and falling with her breath. To the side, he noticed Soo-ah easing her dripping-wet thong from her body and letting it drop to her feet.

“I was feeling overdressed,” she said, with a sly grin.

He leaned forward and ran his hands up Ha-Yun’s legs, leaning in and kissing the soft skin of her thighs as he moved his way up. Ha-Yun whimpered and shook at his touch, her body still sensitive from her second orgasm.

“We don’t have to,” he said, pausing. “If you don’t want?”

Ha-Yun looked down at him, her eyes wide and shiny wet. “Please,” she said, “I need you to fuck me. Now.”

Noah smiled and leaned down, kissing her inner thighs as he eased her legs apart, exposing her shiny, wet slit. She was absolutely perfect. He moved in closer, kissing closer, causing Ha-Yun to whimper as he moved closer to her entrance, causing her to cry out as he ran a slow, long tongue up her wet slit. Then he climbed onto the bed and kissed her, sliding his wet tongue into her mouth, so she could taste herself once again. And as she moaned into his mouth, he reached between them and guided his cock to her pink, glistening entrance.

She gasped as he pressed the tip inside of her, and he groaned at her tightness, taking a second to steady himself. She was so fucking wet, and his cock was still coated in Soo-ah’s desire, but she was still so fucking tight. She groaned with a mixture of pleasure and pain as he worked slowly into her, moving just a little at a time, back and forth, giving her virgin body time to adjust to his thick cock. He groaned as he worked his way deeper into her, feeling her body adjusting to his length and girth, greedily gripping his shaft as he worked his way into her.

Then, with a final cry and thrust, he was fully inside of her.

“Are you ok?” he asked, feeling her tightness on his cock, feeling her laboured breathing underneath him.

She nodded, eyes screwed shut.

“It feels so intense,” she said. “I’ve never–”

“He’ll go slow, sweetie,” said Soo-ah, as she crawled onto the bed and pressed herself against Ha-Yun. “He knows what he’s doing, believe me.”

Ha-Yun smiled and kissed Soo-ah, then turned to Noah.

“I’m ready.”

Ha-Yun gasped as Noah slowly pulled his cock out of her and then slowly pressed it back in. He could feel her tightness, and she gasped as he filled her once again. He repeated the motion, leaning into kiss her this time, their lips meeting carefully, sharing kisses sparingly as he continued to carefully fuck her.

As he felt her body adjusting to him, he began to move a little faster, his cock slipping in and out of her a bit more easily, her body adapting to being penetrated. Ha-Yun gasped and dug her nails into his back as she held on to him, her hips beginning to rock in rhythm with Noah’s thrusts.

“More,” she whimpered, “please.”

He began to move faster, fucking her with more intensity, holding himself back as his desire to cum inside her began to build.

“Please,” she begged, “more.”

He fucked her harder, faster, pushing himself up on her arms to give himself more leverage to thrust into her, his cock powering into her dripping-wet pussy with a wet fapfapfap.

“Oh yes,” she cried, raising her legs into the air, spreading them to give him full access to her virgin pussy. “Just like that!”

He kept fucking her, watching her impressive tits bouncing as he did so, watching Soo-ah whispering into her roommate’s ear, one hand between her own legs as she fingered herself to the sight of Noah fucking Ha-Yun.

Ha-Yun nodded and then cried out as Soo-ah moved down and took one of Ha-Yun’s nipples into her mouth, sucking and licking at it as Noah fucked her tight slit, Soo-ah’s fingers still working between her long legs. Noah felt himself getting closer as Ha-Yun’s pussy continued to grip his cock, and he knew he wouldn’t be too much longer.

Still, he held on, keeping the moment going for as long as possible, savouring her pussy for the first time, listening to her moans of excitement and pleasure, to her gasps of delight as Soo-ah slid her spare hand down her body and found her clit, fingering herself and Ha-Yun as Noah took Ha-Yun’s virginity.

“Oh god, please,” cried Ha-Yun, the assault of the two of them too much for her to bear, “I don’t know if I can take another – oh fuck, yes – please – fuckfuck – oh fuck!”

Ha-Yun cried out as Soo-ah tugged at her nipple with her lips, pulling it taut, before letting it snap back from her mouth, before descending upon it once again. Noah could feel the woman’s body begin to shake, could feel her pussy pulsating and knew it was only a matter of time. He kept going, fucking her as hard as she could take it, her grunts of pleasure growing as she got closer and closer, bringing him to the brink. Ha-Yun moaned as Soo-ah moaned into her breast, the slim woman bringing herself close at the same time.

“Oh god,” cried Noah, no longer able to hold himself back, “I’m gonna cum.”

“Yes!” cried Ha-Yun. “Cum in me, please – oh fuck – I want to feel you fill me up. Please, oh god please.”

“I’m cumming!”

Noah cried out as he came, his throbbing cock pulsating in Ha-Yun’s quivering pussy, the woman cumming on his cock as he filled her virgin pussy with thick ropes of cum. She cried out with pleasure as he kept pounding her, driving both of their orgasms harder as he savoured the feel of her tightness on him, her walls fluttering as he coated them with his seed, marking her pussy as his. Next to them, Soo-ah cried out, her fingers working quickly between her legs and Ha-Yun’s, the three of them cumming together, loud and free, each egging the other on to even greater heights of pleasure as their orgasms peaked, their bodies pulsating and throbbing and climaxing all in sync.

Ha-Yun let out a cry as Noah collapsed on top of her, exhausted.

“Oh god,” she muttered, stroking his damp hair, “oh god.”

As he lay there, he heard Soo-ah moaning softly in his ear, rolling closer to the two of them, their three satisfied bodies wrapped together on the single bed, her hand stroking his body as her lips met Ha-Yun’s, and the three of them lay there, basking in the glow of their post-orgasm bliss.



Chapter Five

Noah had thought he had seen everything, but watching Soo-ah lovingly lick his cum out of Ha-Yun’s quivering pussy was something else altogether. Especially with Soo-ah’s dripping-wet slit on full display.

He was completely spent after fucking both of them and exploding inside Ha-Yun's glorious pink pussy, but he still couldn’t resist eating out Soo-ah from behind. So he knelt behind her and licked at her smooth slit, both of them working until Ha-Yun and Soo-ah both came again.

“I can’t –” gasped Ha-Yun, as she and Soo-ah lay naked on the bed. “I’ll explode if I cum again!”

“We’ll see,” said Soo-ah, stroking the exhausted woman’s face. “We’ll see.” She turned to look at Noah and smiled. They were an image of perfection. Both beautiful, both in very different ways. A perfect combination of innocence and experience, of sleek elegance and ample curves.

Sorority Sisters.

Roommates.

Lovers.

“Thank you.”

“My pleasure,” said Noah, smiling back at the couple. “In every sense of the word.”



Chapter Six

He had left the two women lying together on the bed, their naked bodies entwined, and Noah was sure that wasn’t the last time either of them could cum today.

Not even close.

They had chatted whilst he had gotten dressed, informal and easy. He had kissed them both slowly and had the strong suspicion that they would again need a man of his talents soon.

But soon wasn’t soon enough.

Even now, he yearned for them, singularly and as a couple, both women giving him something unique, as well as what they gave to one another. But physically, he doubted whether he could go another round with both of them, so vivacious and alive as they were, so desperate and energetic, so absolutely, completely 100% fuckable.

His exit from the building was quieter than his entrance. There were no whistles or calls, and he liked it that way. It felt respectful. It had been more than a simple fuck-buddy situation; it had been intimate, meaningful. It had been a moment all three of them would remember for the rest of their lives, and that meant something.

And as Noah drove away, he once again realised how much he valued the importance of making a difference, of touching people’s lives in a very real way. And if he could do that by making love to two amazing and sexy Sorority Sisters, so much the better.





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.





Book Five



Chapter One

“I solemnly swear my allegiance to Kappa Sigma Psi, and all the Sisters who reside within these hallowed halls. I will dedicate myself to upholding the standards and traditions of this Sorority, devoting my time and effort to ensuring the highest levels of performance whenever I am called upon to do so. I swear a sacred oath, to cherish, respect, and pleasure all who come to me in a time of aid. And I, in return, will find fulfilment in all of the Sorority Sisters of Kappa Sigma Psi.”

“Good boy,” said Ms Xi, stroking his hair as he knelt on the ceremonial bedding that covered the floor of The Great Hall, “now the fun can begin.”

*

Noah hadn’t expected to find himself stripped naked, kneeling in front of a delicious-looking Ms. Xi, the Sorority President, as he recited his pledge of allegiance to the all-Asian Sorority.

Not that he was complaining.

As mornings went, it was one of his best. Perhaps, the best.

No, it was definitely the best.

And, to think, it had started just like any other. He’d gotten up, had a shower, gotten dressed and headed off for work. So far, so good.

He’d even managed to make it as far as completing his first job of the day, namely, putting up a shelf for Mrs. Gonzalez, as well as some assorted bits and bobs, before it happened.

Noah had imagined a phone call, or some other kind of summoning, to the Sorority House where he would face whatever initiation rites Ms. Xi and her Sorority Sisters could dream up for him. And he had imagined that a lot. But the one scenario he hadn’t imagined was the one that unfolded as he was saying farewell to Mrs. Gonzalez, as he packed his tools into his van.

No sooner had he closed the doors of his van than a white van pulled up, much larger than his, and half a dozen young women, dressed in balaclavas and matching, black skin-tight jumpsuits, jumped out of the side door and grabbed him.

“What the hell?” he cried as the six women descended upon him.

“Get him!” cried one.

“Don’t let him get away!” cried another, as the group grabbed him and dragged him towards their van. Luckily for them, from their slim frames and accented voices, Noah quickly realised what was happening and didn’t instinctively decide to fight back.

“Let go,” he demanded, playing along, pretending to resist as they dragged him towards their van. His “oofh” as he landed on the hard floor of the van wasn’t an act, though, and as he lay there, the women descended upon him once again and began to hogtie him.

As he looked up to see what was going on, he noticed Mrs. Gonzalez, watching with horror from the front porch.

“Don’t worry,” he shouted out, trying to reassure her, “I know them. Nothing to worry ab–”, the cloth sack over his head muffling the final word. Then, in the darkness, tied up in the back of the van, he heard a heave as some of the women pushed the side door until it closed with a metallic thud.

The pledge, it seemed, was about to begin.



Chapter Two

“Are you alright there?”

“Hush! He’s our prisoner!”

Noah was glad the hood was over his head so his ‘captors’ couldn’t see the giant grin on his face.

“Let me go,” he demanded, rocking helplessly on the floor of the van, feign-straining against the soft ropes binding his hands and feet, the kind you’d find in your local sex shop rather than your local hardware store. “Or there’ll be trouble.”

“There’ll be trouble if you don’t learn to be quiet,” said another of the voices, poking him in the ribs with the tip of her shoe.

“Yeah,” agreed another, “you better learn to show us some respect, if you ever want us to let you go.”

Noah’s grin widened. The last thing he wanted was for this rag-tag group of kidnappers to let him go. As far as he was concerned, he was happy to stay with them forever.

“Is that clear?” asked another.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said firmly, eliciting a smatter of giggles from these hardened criminals.

“This is serious,” said the leader. “No giggling.”

*

Getting Noah out of the van proved to be a bit more difficult than getting him in. Whilst six slim college students might be able to get one man (who was not resisting in the slightest, and in fact, actively helping) into a van, getting him out when he was tied up and helpless was another thing entirely.

So, after a couple of thwarted attempts, at least one of which Noah feared would have him falling out of the van face-first, they decided that he was sufficiently restrained and subdued by their authority, they could manage to control him with just the hood over his head and his hands tied behind his back.

“Mind the steps,” said one nervously, as they led him up the steps and towards the front door of the Sorority House. He heard the familiar heave of the solid front door, then felt a nudge in his back and continued walking, letting them guide him through the Sorority House.

As they walked, Noah realised how big the House actually was, and how little of it he had actually seen. Most of what he had seen had been upstairs. His original work had taken him to the corridor where he had first made his introductions, which started all of this off and then, later, to some of the bedrooms, where his other services had been desperately needed.

The only other area he had seen, aside from the main staircase, had been the Sorority President’s office, where Ms. Xi had conducted a thorough investigation of his intentions and his capabilities, with satisfactory results. But that office had been to the right, and they had guided him to the left. Wherever he was going was completely new to him.

“Go clean up,” said one of them, giving him a small shove in the back. “And no funny business. We’ll be keeping guard outside.”

“Yes, miss,” he said, as the soft ropes that had bound his wrists behind his back were untied.

He walked forward into the room, and the door closed behind him, locking shut from the outside.

He stood there a moment, letting the blood flow back to his arms. Even though the ropes were soft and reasonably loose, having his arms behind his back for all that time was still a little uncomfortable. Still, it was worth it for whatever was coming next.

He reached up and pulled off the hood, blinking against the artificial light as his eyes adjusted to the brightness. As the scene came into focus, he realised he was in a washroom with a shower. Whatever they had in mind for him, they were eager for him to be as clean as possible.

So, following the commands of his ‘captors’, he stripped off and got into the shower.



Chapter Three

The water was so hot that when he got out of the shower, the room was full of steam and his skin was pink. He was also aware that he now smelled vaguely feminine, which wasn’t all that surprising given that the only washes and shampoos available were the kind marketed at women. Still, he didn’t mind at all. He was happy to do whatever they wished.

He grabbed the towel that hung on the side of the shower and began to dry himself off, a tricky task in the steamy room. As he did so, he went to his clothes, which he had left folded on a bench near the door. But he immediately noticed they were no longer there. He didn’t know when someone had sneaked into the room to get them, only that they must have. Any doubt he might have had about this was cleared by the fact that above the spot where his clothes had been was a short, blue kimono.

He shrugged, finished drying himself off, and slipped on the silky gown.

It was, to be said, mighty short. So short, in fact, that it barely covered his nether regions and bulged open at the chest. This was, to be sure, not a robe designed for a man, or at least, not one of his build and stature.

So, tying the robe closed as best he could, he knocked on the bathroom door and waited to be let out. When there was no reply after a few seconds, he tried again. When there was still nothing, he rather boldly tried the door handle for himself. It was, to his surprise, unlocked.

He opened the door slowly, peeking out through the crack, expecting to be ordered back inside until they were ready for him. Instead, he saw a sight he had never expected to see.

Outside, standing still against the wall was a woman. She was not, as far as he could tell, one of the half-dozen or so who had bundled him into the van and escorted him into the premises as their “prisoner.” For starters, she was not wearing a balaclava and black skin-tight jumpsuit. Instead, she was wearing a black eye mask, which covered the top half of her face and framed her beautiful eyes, and an ornate-looking silk kimono, that, like his, ended high up the thigh, and, unlike his, showed off her smooth, toned legs, which were shaped to perfection by the black high heels on her feet.

He opened the door wider and saw that she was not alone. There was another woman dressed in the same outfit as her, mask included. And another, and another. As he opened the door wider and stepped back out into the corridor, he saw two rows of women, maybe twenty of them in all. They stood perfectly still, each dressed identically, lining both sides of the corridor.

The guards were nowhere to be found.

He considered asking one of the women what happened next, but decided better of it. This was clearly not a situation in which asking questions was the standard operating procedure. So, he did what any other man in his situation would do, and walked down the corridor lined with beautiful, masked women, and waited to see what was waiting for him at the end.



Chapter Four

Noah stopped as he pushed open the double doors at the end of the corridor. The room was darker than the corridor and it took a moment for his eyes to adjust.

“Enter,” came a voice from inside the room.

Noah complied and heard the double doors closing behind him. He walked quickly into the room, the tiled floor cold on his feet. But he had hardly made any progress into the room at all, when he came to a standstill. The room was grand, exquisitely decorated, with a baby grand piano in the corner and a genuine crystal chandelier hanging from above. Throughout, the room screamed wealth and taste, with genuine artworks adorning the walls and antique (not old) pieces scattered around the room.

But Noah took none of that in, for in the middle of the room, wearing shiny black stilettos, stockings, a black mini skirt that barely covered her panties, and a loose white blouse unbuttoned down her cleavage, was Ms. Xi. She was wearing an eyemask as well, but there was no doubt this was the authoritative Sorority President he had met a couple of days before. And there was no doubt that she meant business.

“Come,” she ordered, and Noah obeyed. He walked towards her and felt a sense of relief as he stepped onto a soft surface. He tore his eyes away from Ms. Xi for just long enough to look down and notice that the middle of the room was covered by large cushions.

“Stop,” she barked as he got to the middle of the cushioned area. Ms. Xi stared at him from the far edge of the area.

He stood there and waited for his next order. But she just stared at him. Then he heard it, the faint clicking. It took him a second to figure it out, but then he knew what it was. As he turned to look back the way he came, he saw two rows of masked women in kimonos and high heels walking in pairs into the room. As they got closer to the cushioned area, they split off, one walking clockwise, the other counterclockwise, encircling the space until they completely surrounded him.

He looked around at the women, seeing they had formed a perfect circle around the cushioned area, each standing perfectly still, the gentle flow of their kimonos as they swayed softly around their thighs the only signs of movement.

He turned back to Ms. Xi, whose eyes were still locked on him. Without another word, two of the women from the circle, one from either side, walked towards him, their heels clicking on the floor, then muffled by the cushions. They stopped on either side of him.

“You have been chosen,” began Ms. Xi, her voice echoing throughout the hall, “to pledge your allegiance to Kappa Sigma Psi, and all the Sisters who reside within these hallowed halls.”

“Pledge. Love. Satisfy.”

The women in the circle spoke in unison, clearly well-prepared for the initiation.

“Should you wish to decline this opportunity, you may do so at any time. Such an action will be taken in perpetuity, and you shall be forever banished from this Great House of ours, and forbidden from interacting with any Sisters of Kappa Sigma Psi, past or present, platonic or otherwise. Furthermore, any Sister caught violating these rules will be stripped of their Sisterhood and permanently banished. Are these rules clear?”

“Yes, miss,” said Noah.

“Sisters,” Ms. Xi bellowed, taking Noah by surprise, “are these rules clear?”

“Yes, Madam President,” the women in the room cried out in unison.

Ms. Xi gave a short, satisfied nod.

“Then, let the initiation begin.”

The two women flanking Noah stepped even closer, running their hands over his robe, and worked together to untie it. It fell open easily, and he tried to keep calm as the two women slid their hands inside the robe and stroked his bare chest, carefully circling his nipples for a moment, then slipped the robe from him, and walked away.

He watched as one returned to her place in the circle, her hips swaying as she walked, the other carrying the neatly-folded robe over her arm, before placing it carefully on a table before returning to the circle.

Mx. Xi eyed his naked body, and for a moment, Noah half-expected her to step forward and present herself as the initiation ritual, which was not something he would have minded at all. Instead, she called out,

“Enter, The First Tribute.”



Chapter Five

The circle of women parted behind Ms. Xi, forming a corridor as another large set of double doors opened. There, lit from the fabulous daylight outside, stood a hooded figure. He couldn’t make out much in the way of details; her form blurry and illuminated as if some ethereal being had made its presence known.

Slowly, the figure moved forward, and as it did so, the doors closed behind them, the brilliant light reducing until it was completely shut out. As his eyes adjusted, Noah began to see more details. The hooded figure was slim, which was evident even in the baggy robes she wore. It was clearly a she. For even though he could not see her face, her feet were bare, petite and delicate as they moved silently across the tiled floor.

As she entered the circle, the women returned to their positions, closing the circle once again. The hooded figure walked onto the cushions and took her place at Ms. Xi’s side.

“Are you ready, Tribute One?” asked Ms. Xi.

The hooded figure nodded.

“Then you may proceed.”

Two different women broke from the circle and approached the hooded figure. She stepped forward and pulled down her hood. She was wearing a facemask like the others, but there was no doubt it was Chinatsu, the first Sister he had encountered at the Sorority House. She stood there as the two women disrobed her, holding out her arms as she let them reveal what was underneath.

Which was nothing.

She stood there next to Ms. Xi, completely naked, her body perfect, slim and curvy in all the right areas. The two women returned to the circle, but Noah didn’t see what happened with her robe. He was too busy eye-fucking the stunning Japanese Sorority Sister standing in front of him.

He tried to keep his cool, but as she began walking towards him, thoughts of everything other than her evaporated.

“Hi,” she said softly, her hands pressing against his bare chest as they stood only inches apart, their naked bodies separated by nearly nothing.

“Hi,” he said, wanting to reach out and touch her, to pull him close to her and devour every inch of her. But, he suspected, there were ways to do what was about to be done.

“Do you want this?” she asked, her lips parting slightly as she waited for an answer, begging to be kissed.

“More than anything,” he said. “Do you?”

She broke out into a grin. “More than anything. I’ve been thinking about you nonstop since that night. No one has ever made me feel like… that.”

She pressed her naked body against his, moaning as her lips met his, their kisses tentative and exploratory. His hands went to her hips, resting gently, but he could already feel her body reacting to him, her kiss getting more intense, her tongue sliding into his mouth, hungry for more, the heat between her legs rising as she rubbed herself gently over his hardening cock.

She gasped as his grip on her hips hardened, pulling her tight against him, his cock pressing against her pussy, her wet lips parting as his shaft pressed against them, the wetness of her body beginning to coat him. She slid herself over his cock faster, her kisses getting more intense, her smooth leg rubbing against his, wrapping around him as her hands explored his body. She gasped as his hands slid from her hips to her ass, grabbing her cheeks firmly, feeling the muscles tense under his grip. He felt one hand slide between them, her cupping his balls as she rubbed herself against his fully-hardened shaft.

She cried out into her mouth, a desperate plea for more as he slid his hand down her ass and under, feeling the heat of her body as his fingers found her entrance. Her knees buckled, and he gently lowered her to the cushions underfoot, falling on top of her, his hands exploring her naked body, cupping her breasts as he kissed her, moving down, his mouth finding one pert nipple and sucking on it. She cried out and wrapped her legs around him, holding him close, rocking underneath, her wetness growing as she moved along his cock, his mouth moving from one breast to the other, sucking and licking as he felt the smoothness of her body.

“More,” she begged, pressing into him. He allowed her to roll him over and straddle him. She was so fucking beautiful, her body perfect, her breasts bouncing gently as she rubbed herself against his cock, moaning softly at the sensation, her hands resting on his stomach. She lifted herself up and reached underneath, taking his cock, already slick with her juices, and pressed herself down on it. She moaned as she pressed herself down onto the tip, and he moaned as he felt her body envelop him. She moved slowly up and down, sliding up and down his shaft, moving further every time.

“Fuck,” he moaned as she pushed herself further onto his cock, “I forgot how tight you were.”

“So tight,” she moaned, “just how you like it.”

“Just how I like it,” he confirmed.

She gasped as her body adjusted to his cock, taking him fully inside of her and gripping him tight, her warmth and wetness oh so inviting. She purred as she rocked her hips on top of him, eyes closed and head tilted back, as she pulled him around inside of her. He let his hands wander, up from her thighs and over her slim waist, up to her breasts. She moaned softly as he cupped them, two perfect handfuls, then took her nipples in between his thumbs and forefingers and rolled them gently, just how she liked. She moaned louder, rocking her hips faster, raising and falling slightly as she did so, moving more and more until she was rocking her hips and pulling his cock around whilst riding the full length up and down. He had never felt anything like it as this beautiful woman rode his cock with reckless abandon. She moaned loudly, her fingernails digging into his stomach, focusing on moving up and down, now quickly bouncing on his cock, gasping with each full penetration. He felt her tight ass bouncing on his thighs as she rode him quickly, leaning forward and kissing him, tugging at his lip between her teeth, until it hurt in the good way, then let go as he cried out, giggling for a second before losing herself in the pleasure of riding his cock.

He reached up and cupped her face, then slid his finger into her waiting mouth. She moaned as she sucked on it with as much enthusiasm as his cock, then let it slide out with a wet pop. He reached down between their naked bodies.

“Oh yes,” she gasped as his wet finger found her clit, moving carefully over the delicate bud. She rode his cock harder, and he began to finger her faster, his wet tip slipping smoothly over her. She cried out, panting as she took his whole cock, her tightness gripping him even as her wetness let him slide in and out with ease.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her face shining with perspiration, her breathing laboured as she gave everything to riding her cock, “that feels so good.”

“So good,” he agreed, controlling his breathing as she continued to fuck his brains out.

As his finger continued to work between her legs, she began to whine, high-pitched and helpless.

“That’s – that’s it,” she whined, “oh god, just like that – don’t stop – it feels so good to have you inside me again – I’ve been dreaming of this – oh fuck – touching myself to the thought of riding your big white cock again – oh fuck, it feels so good – so fucking good – in my tight little pussy – my tight little Japanese pussy – so hungry for your cock – so desperate to feel you – to feel you – oh fuck – I’m cumming, I’m cumming!”

She cried out as she came, her pussy tightening on his cock, her body shaking as she continued to bounce on top of him, taking his whole length as he fingered her clit, her body shaking as her orgasm took control of her. He felt her nails from one hand digging deeper into his skin, as the other ran through her hair. She gasped and moaned and wailed on top of him, her climaxing body bringing him to the brink of orgasm. But he held back, knowing there would be more to come.

Finally, with a cry, she collapsed forward, breathing heavily as her light frame lay on top of him. He could feel her breaths and wrapped his arms around her, holding her as she shuddered from her post-orgasm aftershocks.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, “oh my god.”

He continued to hold her, feeling her pulsating pussy on his cock, her breasts pressed against him, and her hot breath on his neck. Then, with a gasp, she eased him out of her and rolled over onto her back, exhausted. He watched for a moment as her breasts rose and fell with her breathing, her body shimmering with sweat. But his attention was soon taken by the calls of Ms. Xi,

“Enter, The Second Tribute.”



Chapter Six

“Hi there.”

Noah looked up, the shivering Chinatsu still in his arms, her body hot and sticky from riding him so powerfully, from cumming so hard. He watched as the robed woman smiled at him, her cherry pink lipstick standing in stark contrast to the muted colours of the robe and mask she wore.

“Hi,” he said, unable to get much more than that out, his heart racing from his first Tribute’s exertions, and his cock throbbing with the need for release.

“I’ve been watching,” said Mizuki, slipping the robe off her shoulders and letting it fall to her feet, exposing her perfect Japanese body, her large breasts firm on her body, as if defying gravity. “Can you tell?”

She stood there, one hand on her hip as Noah’s eyes devoured her body, scanning from her masked face to her breasts, down her slim waist, until his eyes landed on her pussy. Her smooth lips were shiny and slick with her desire.

“I can,” he said, memories of eating Mizuki’s pussy as she lay on the bonnet of her cherry-red convertible, her top pulled down to expose her tits and her skirt hitched up over her juicy ass, racing through his mind.

“So what are you gonna do about it?”

He leaned in and kissed Chinatsu softly on the cheek, and rolled onto his back, so that his head lay between Mizuki’s feet.. He reached out and touched her ankles, sliding his hands up her calves, her skin soft under his touch. He slid up to the back of her knees and urged her forward.

“That’s what I thought,” she said, lowering herself onto her hands and knees above him. He slipped his hands from underneath her legs and caressed her juicy ass, which was inches from his face. He could smell her desire, her sweet holes exposed between her spread asscheeks, just begging for his mouth.

“Oh my god,” he moaned as Mizuki quickly leaned forward and took his cock in her mouth. She moaned with pleasure as she went to town, sucking him quickly, tasting her Sorority Sister’s juices on him. He watched her ass bobbing in front of his face for a few moments, enjoying the view as she took him deeply in her throat, her hot saliva dribbling down his shaft. Then, unable to take any more, he buried his face between her asscheeks and went to town just as vigorously on her pussy.

Her mouth tightened on his cock, sucking him more intensely as he spread her asscheeks and ran his tongue up her hot slit. Her legs tightened on the sides of his face as she pressed down onto his mouth, pushing her pussy against him, daring him to slide his tongue deep inside of her. She moaned loudly as he did so, her head bobbing faster on his cock as he pressed his tongue into her tight entrance. He felt the warmth of her desire coating his face, and watched as her tight little asshole puckered with pleasure.

She moaned into his cock, pressing him deep into the back of her throat, opening her mouth slightly to let the saliva from her wet mouth run down his shaft. He could feel it dripping from his balls as her blowjob got messier, as she gave everything to pleasuring his cock.

He slid his tongue out of her pink entrance and ran it between her lips, licking her in long, broad strokes, before gripping her asscheeks firmly and pulling her even closer. She pressed down on his face, giving him perfect access as he ate her pussy, letting him take her clit into his mouth. She gasped as he sucked at her clit, her big tits rubbing against his body as she rocked on her knees and sucked his cock.

He could feel the heat on his face rising as she rocked harder, her juicy ass jiggling as she gave him the sloppiest blowjob of his life. She began to rock and moan and shake on top of him, and he knew she was getting close, that she was going to orgasm on his face, with his cock in her mouth.

But just before she came, she lifted her leg and rolled off him.

“I need you to fuck me,” she begged, gasping, her face wet from the sloppy blowjob, her big tits rising and falling as she took in much-needed air. She didn’t need to ask twice. Noah got up and crawled into position, looking down at the beautiful Japanese woman, her legs spread just for him. He watched for a second, taking in the beauty of her need for him, one hand massaging a large breast, the other slowly working her clit, moving in large, slow circles, keeping herself primed but not enough to tip her over the edge.

Noah leaned in and kissed her. Her body reacted instantly, rocking underneath him, desperate for him. He reached down and grabbed his cock, and directed himself towards her entrance.

She whined as he pressed the tip against her slick pussy, pressing inside her tight body with more ease than with Chinatsu. But then, she hadn’t been primed in the same way Mizuki had; she hadn’t watched him fucking another woman.

“She’s so pretty, isn’t she?” Noah felt Chinatsu’s soft hands on his back as she whispered in his ear. “And fuck, those tits. They’re so fucking suckable.” Chinatsu kissed his neck, sucking and licking at the flesh as she took a small portion in her mouth, giving him an idea of how she would suck her Sorority Sister’s tits.

“So suckable,” moaned Mizuki, her hand moving over her breasts as Noah slipped deep inside of her body. Noah began to fuck her slowly, feeling every inch of her tight pussy as it gripped him. Mizuki moaned as he stretched her tight pussy out. 

Chinatsu ran her hands over Noah’s body as he fucked Mizuki, her slim body pressed against him, her hot breath in his ear. Then she lay down next to Mizuki, touching her Sorority Sister, cupping her large breast, holding it as if it were a delicate thing that might break. Then, as he watched, she leaned in and took her nipple in her mouth. Mizuki cried out as Chinatsu began sucking at her nipple, as Noah fucked her harder and faster.

Mizuki’s hand moved from her breast to the back of Chinatsu’s head, holding her firmly in place, then cried out as Chinatsu’s hand snaked down her body and found Mizuki’s clit, taking over. Mizuki moaned as Chinatsu fingered her, and she brought her own hand up to her mouth. Noah watched as Mizuki sucked her own juices from her fingers, her body tightening as she tasted herself. This time, there was no slopiness, her fingers moving in and out of her tight mouth as she cleaned herself up, her body shaking more and more as Noah fucked her hard and faster, her spread legs high in the air, as Chinatsu buried her face in her heaving tit, moaning as she sucked, her fingers working rapidly over Mizuki’s clit.

“Oh yes,” moaned Mizuki, her big tits bouncing even as she grabbed one with her wet fingers and Chinatsu sucked at the other, “just like that.”

Noah groaned as he pounded her tight, pink pussy, her quivering body gripping his cock as he slid in and out of her. He felt himself getting close again and remembered how good it felt to fill her up as she lay spread-eagled on the hood of her car.

“Don’t stop,” she moaned, “I’m so close.” She gasped and gripped Chinatsu by the hair, pushing her face deeper into her breast, crying out as Chinatsu’s fingers moved even more rapidly between her legs.

“Ohfuckohfuckohfuck,” she moaned, her head tossing back and forth, her dark hair sticking to her damp face, “oh god, I’m so close, please don’t stop.”

He didn’t know who she was talking to, but it didn’t matter as neither he nor Chinatsu had any intention of stopping, both determined to fuck this Sorority Sister until she came.

“Just like – oh! – doooon’t stoooopppp! I’m gonna – I’m gonna – oh fuck, I’m gonna cum!”

Mizuki cried out as she came on his cock, Chinatsu’s fingers still circling her clit, her body shaking and convulsing as she writhed on her back under the assault of the two of them, both of them pounding her tight pussy, driving her orgasm harder and harder. She let out a high-pitched whine and dug her fingers deep into her soft breast, her body shaking as Noah continued to fuck her quivering body.

Then, with a final gasp, she went quiet, and Noah and Chinatsu eased up. Noah, on the verge of cumming himself, held himself deep inside Mizuki’s body, controlling his breathing as her pulsating pussy begged to be filled.

Mizuki groaned as he rose up slightly, pushing his cock into a new angle inside her, watching as Chinatsu let the woman’s nipple fall from her mouth, seeing the pale flesh around reddened and wet, slight indents from her teeth where Mizuki had pushed her face hard into it, and watched the two women share a kiss.

He didn’t know if it was their first kiss, but the intimacy and passion, the lack of inhibition, suggested it was not. Noah slowly pulled out of Mizuki, leaving her tight pussy stretched and dripping wet with desire, closing slowly even as it throbbed for more.

He watched as Chinatsu broke off the kiss and presented her fingers to the prone woman, but before Mizuki could take them in her mouth, a thin arm reached out and grabbed Chinatsu by the wrist. The figure lifted the woman’s arm above her head and took her wet fingers in her mouth, tasting Mizuki’s juices on them as she stood there, her dark robe hanging open, offering a tantalising glimpse of Soo-ah’s model-like body.



Chapter Seven

Chinatsu moaned in pleasure as Soo-ah sucked her fingers, sliding them in and out of her mouth slowly. As she knelt in front of this goddess of a woman, she moved closer towards her, sliding her hand underneath her robe and pushing it aside. Chinatsu moaned as Soo-ah sucked harder as Chinatsu’s hand slid over the woman’s toned stomach, her mouth planting small kisses around her navel.

Noah watched, his hand automatically going to his cock, working his slick shaft as he observed Chinatsu’s kisses getting lower and lower, until she was kissing Soo-ah’s perfectly smooth mound, completely waxed, and down to her wet lips. Soo-ah moaned with delight as Chinatsu ran her tongue slowly between her wet lips.

“Mmm,” moaned Soo-ah, letting Chinatsu’s fingers slip from her mouth, “yes, just like that.” Soo-ah planted a hand on top of Chinatsu’s head, guiding her as she swung her long leg over the kneeling woman’s shoulder, giving her better access. All the while, she kept her eyes locked on Noah, his cock still in his hand.

“You want to help a lady with her robe?”

“It would be my pleasure,” he said, standing and walking over to the slim Korean woman. He stood behind her, and she took her hand from Chinatsu’s head, stretching out her arms and letting him undress her. Even from the back, she was stunning. He dropped the robe to the floor and ran his hands over her toned back, feeling the smoothness of her skin, then moving in and kissing her neck from behind, letting his hard cock slip between her legs. She moaned as he rocked back and forth slowly, rubbing himself against her wet slit, the tip of his cock brushing against Chinatsu, as she remained kneeling in front of Soo-ah, licking her clit.

Soo-ah returned one hand to Chinatsu’s head, guiding her as the other reached behind her and took hold of the back of Noah’s neck. She cooed as he kissed her neck, his cock between her legs, and his hands sliding up her body towards her small, but perfectly-sized breasts. She moaned as he cupped them, massaging them as he took her long, dark nipples between his fingers, playing with them carefully, as his lips moved up and down her long neck. As he looked down at her model-like body, he saw Chinatsu on her knees, dedicated to pleasuring Soo-ah, looking up at her. He looked at Chinatsu, and her eyes turned to him, locking on as she took Soo-ah’s clit in her mouth and began to suck.

“Oh god!” cried Soo-ah, her leg buckling slightly at the intense pleasure that shot through her. Her mouth was full of pussy, but Noah was sure Chinatsu was smiling at him. He knew it for a fact. His eyes locked on her, he reached down and took hold of his cock, aiming it upwards and brushing it against Soo-ah’s lips.

“Oh, yes, please,” said Soo-ah, “I want to feel you inside of me. I want you to take me from behind while she sucks on my sweet Korean clit.”

Soo-ah gasped as Noah pressed himself deep into her. She had been tight the first time they had fucked, but from this angle it was a different experience entirely. He worked himself into her slowly, as she rocked her knee, lowering herself further down onto him, desperate for more of his cock inside of her. She groaned as she knelt lower as he pressed up, pushing himself fully into her tight body, held up mostly by his cock and Chinatsu between her legs.

“That’s so tight,” she purred, as he began to fuck her, “don’t you love how tight my Korean pussy is?”

“So tight,” he agreed, trying not to immediately cum in this Korean goddess. “So perfect.”

“Yes,” she groaned, “so perfect for your big, white cock.” She gasped as he thrust sharply, pushing himself fully inside of her, and she tightened even more on his cock. He slowed down, taking his time as he fucked her, letting her set the pace, letting her bounce on one leg as Chinatsu continued to pleasure her.

“I’m so lucky,” she moaned, bouncing serenely between the two of them. “So, very lucky.”

She began to move faster, bouncing on his cock, her breathing increasing as she did so. Noah slid both his hands up to her breasts again, cupping and caressing them, holding her tight body against his as she rode his thick cock.

“She’s so fucking hot,” exclaimed Mizuki, who had recovered from her orgasm and was now crawling on all fours towards the threesome. “I bet she tastes so good.” Mizuki crawled up next to Chinatsu and raised herself on her knees. She reached out and stroked Soo-ah’s perfect body.

“Why don’t you find out?” moaned Soo-ah.

“I will,” said Mizuki, leaning in and running her long, pink tongue up over Soo-ah’s hip, her hands stroking her leg.

Mizuki laughed, then turned to Chinatsu, taking the woman by the hair and moving her face from between Soo-ah’s legs. Soo-ah cried out in frustration, then in pleasure as Mizuki turned Chinatsu to face her and ran her tongue slowly up her Sorority Sister’s cheek.

“Mmm,” moaned Mizuki, “so good.” Then she moved in and kissed Chinatsu on her hot, wet mouth. Chinatsu moaned with pleasure as Mizuki’s tongue slid into her mouth, desperately searching out the taste of their Korean model-like housemate.

“So good,” moaned Mizuki as she pulled away from Chinatsu, guiding the woman’s head back between Soo-ah’s legs, who cried out with pleasure as Chinatsu’s hot mouth found her clit once again.

Noah watched as Mizuki pressed herself against Chinatsu’s back, kissing and stroking her, playing with her tits as Chinatsu sucked on Soo-ah’s clit. Then Chinatsu cried out as Mizuki slid her hand around her body and down her back, slipping two fingers inside of her.

“Oh god, you’re so fucking tight,” whispered Mizuki, “how did you ever manage to take him?” Mizuki looked up at Noah, who was still balls deep inside Soo-ah.

“It was a tight fit,” said Chinatsu, coming up for air, “but totally worth it.”

“Totally,” agreed Mizuki.

“I’ll say,” cried out Soo-ah, who gasped as Chinatsu’s mouth returned to her clit once again.

Noah watched as Chinatsu began to bounce up and down, riding Mizuki’s two fingers, as her other hand slid down her body and buried itself between the front of her legs, fingering her clit from the front as she finger-fucked her from behind. Chinatsu moaned into Soo-ah’s clit as Mizuki worked Chinatsu’s pussy from two angles, both of them bouncing on their knees as they matched each other’s rhythm.

Noah held on to Soo-ah as he felt her knee nearly buckle. He felt her pussy fluttering on his cock. He knew she was getting close.

“I want to feel you cum on my cock,” he whispered in his ear.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “I want to cum on your cock. Oh god, my tight Korean pussy, cumming on your big white cock. Can you imagine?”

“I’ll try,” he said, imagining it with ease.

She cried out again, body shaking as she got closer and closer, and as she did, Noah could hear Chinatsu whining into Soo-ah’s pussy, getting close herself as Mizuki worked her pussy with expert efficiency. Hell, he wouldn’t have been surprised if Chinatsu was getting off on eating Soo-ah’s pussy just by itself. Who didn’t find this woman irresistible?

“Oh fuck,” she cried, “I’m so close. Oh fuck yes, don’t stop, don’t stop – I’m so close – so fucking close – oh god I just need – shit! – just like that, please please please, don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t–!”

She cried out as she came, her perfect, slim frame shaking violently as she came on his cock, her body pulsating as waves of pleasure shot through her. She sank further down onto his cock, her leg all but giving way, causing Noah to fuck her deeply, with short, sharp thrusts deep inside her tight body, as Chinatsu, moaning and panting, sucked her clit.

“That’s it,” said Mizuki, “cum for me like a good little slut.”

Chinatsu moaned and cried into Soo-ah’s pussy, her own orgasm rocking her body, the two of them cumming at the same time.

Then, with a cry, Soo-ah threw her leg off Chinatsu’s shoulder, and Chinatsu, her mouth freed, cried out with pleasure, falling to the floor, with Mizuki’s hands still buried between her legs, working her intently, whispering into her ear as she drove Chinatsu’s orgasm harder.

Noah, his cock still buried deep inside Soo-ah, held her close to him, her shivering body barely able to hold itself up. Fortunately for Noah, Soo-ah’s petite body was easy for him to hold up. She was the perfect size and weight to toss around like a good little fucktoy. But for the moment, he lowered both of them to the ground and held her from behind, slowly pulling his cock out of her as he watched Mizuki finger-fucking Chinatsu, maintaining strict eye contact with him the whole time.

It wasn’t long before Chinatsu was curled up in a ball, her orgasm peaked, the aftershocks still taking her system by surprise.

Noah breathed heavily, his arms wrapped around the shaking Soo-ah, himself unsure how much more he could take, when he heard the words,

“Enter, The Final Tribute.”



Chapter Eight

Noah watched from the floor, his arms still around Soo-ah, as the final Tribute approached him. As he watched her short frame approach, her robe clinging to her curves, he knew he had just enough left in him.

The woman stopped and disrobed in front of him, giving him the perfect view of her body.

Ha-Yun.

Soo-ah’s pink-obsessed, ex-virgin roommate.

“I’m surprised your robe wasn’t pink,” said Noah from the floor.

“I tried,” she said, “but apparently there are ‘rules’ and ‘traditions’ we need to abide by. So,” she spread her legs and slid two fingers down and spread her lips, exposing her wet, pink entrance, “I guess this will have to do.”

“I guess so,” he said, smiling as he rolled onto his back and she lowered herself onto his face.

Ha-Yun planted her knees in the cushions around Noah’s face and groaned with pleasure as he slid his tongue into her tight pinkness.

“I love getting my pussy eaten,” she moaned, swaying on top of him.

“I know you do,” said Soo-ah as she rolled over next to them, “that’s why I’ve always got a jawache.”

Ha-Yun giggled.

“Yeah, but you love eating my pussy.”

“I do,” Soo-ah confessed, “almost as much as this guy.” She stroked Noah’s hair.

Noah did love eating pussy, that he couldn’t deny. There was nothing quite like making a woman cum on his face. Well, except maybe having her cum on his cock.

Soo-ah kissed him on the forehead and then raised her slim body next to Ha-Yun and kissed her. Noah watched Soo-ah’s hand slide down Ha-Yun and grab one of her juicy asscheeks, giving it a cheeky slap.

As he watched the two roommates play with one another, he felt something he hadn’t expected: a mouth on his cock. Two, to be precise.

He moaned, rocking his hips as he felt two sets of lips kissing up and down his shaft, their soft tongues teasing him, then licking up either side of his shaft, meeting at the tip, where he felt two sets of lips kissing and licking around it.

He was getting so close, and with Chinatsu and Mizuki both working his cock at the same time, he wasn’t sure how much longer he would be able to last. He thought of cumming over their beautiful faces, covering them with jizz as they shared his cock, thick creamy ropes running through their hair as he exploded all over them.

But there was something he needed to do first.

He looked at Mizuki, and she smiled at him, knowing exactly what he was thinking.

“You know what I like almost as much as eating your pussy?” she asked. “Having my pussy eaten.”

“I looove to eat your pussy,” said Ha-Yun, still rocking on top of Noah’s face.

Soo-ah guided Ha-Yun from Noah’s face, and as she lay on her back, spreading her long, toned legs, Ha-Yun got in position. Noah watched as Ha-Yun buried her face between Soo-ah’s legs, licking greedily as she leaned in, sticking her ass out behind her, her wet slit presented just for him.

“Sorry, ladies,” he said, looking down at the two women sucking his cock, “but I have obligations I must meet.”

The two women reluctantly moved from his cock, and he positioned himself behind Ha-Yun. She moaned as he slid himself into her from behind, her slick pussy taking his cock with ease until he buried himself fully inside of her, her juicy ass pressed against his body. 

She moaned as he began to slowly thrust, taking his time inside her, knowing he was getting close to the point of no return. He wanted to savour this moment for a while.

“That’s so good,” moaned Soo-ah, grabbing Ha-Yun by the hair and holding her in place, her back arching as Ha-Yun licked her pussy. She gasped as Noah began fucking Ha-Yun faster, a wet fapping sound arising as he thrust his dripping-wet cock inside her wetness, causing Ha-Yun’s whole body to shake, completely changing the rhythm with which she was eating out Soo-ah.

Noah watched as Soo-ah’s body shook, her small breasts bouncing as he fucked Ha-Yun as she ate out Soo-ah.

“What a sweet sandwich,” said Chinatsu, crawling up on one side of Noah, kissing his shoulder and stroking his body.

“I’d love to be the filling,” said Mizuki, as she crawled up on the other side, one hand on his ass, the other reaching around and tickling his balls. “I’ve never been fucked whilst I eat someone out before.”

“I’ve never been eaten out whilst the person doing it was getting fucked,” said Chinatsu. “It looks amazing.”

“So amazing,” gasped Soo-ah,  her model-like features twisted in ecstasy, “especially when you’ve got someone who – oh fuck – knows what they’re doing.”

Despite himself, Noah began fucking Ha-Yun faster, her tight, wet pussy and the women’s dirty talk driving him mad with desire. His body felt like it was on fire, screaming for release. He knew he had to bust a nut soon or else he was going to lose his mind.

Perhaps he was already. He was fucking one woman as she ate out another, as two other beautiful women were kissing and stroking his body as they watched the whole thing, encouraging him to fuck their Sorority Sister faster. That he had already fucked the other three was the icing on the cake.

He heard a gasp and turned his head, remembering the other women. They were all watching him fuck Ha-Yun, as they had watched him fuck Chinatsu, Mizuki, and Soo-ah. That they had caught his attention, he realised they were all moaning, these beautiful masked women, a hand or two buried beneath their robes, fingering themselves as they watched him fuck their Sorority Sisters, or else, grabbed a breast through their robes. All wanting to be the one on the floor, all wanting to feel his thick cock in their tight college-student pussies.

He turned his attention back to Ha-Yun, fucking her hard and fast, pounding her sweet ass, clapping her cheeks as he went to town on her tight pussy. She moaned as he fucked her, her own fingers between her legs, working her clit rapidly as she got closer and closer to the edge, moaning into Soo-ah’s pussy, causing the woman to grab Ha-Yun’s hair even more firmly and hold her head between her legs, rocking on her hips, fucking roommate and lover’s face.

“You’re so fucking good at that,” moaned Soo-ah. “You make me cum every single time. Every single fucking time. You’re such a good girl.”

At that, Noah could feel Ha-Yun’s body start to tremble, her pussy quivering on his cock, begging him to cum inside of her. But he held firm, even as he continued to pound her ass, her cheeks turning pink where they slapped against his thighs.

She’d love that, he thought, looking at her ass, listening as Ha-Yun moaned into Soo-ah’s pussy, causing her stunning roommate to cum once again.

“So fucking good,” she cried. “Best. Roommate. Ever!” She cried out again, and Noah felt himself getting close, but just as he was about to bust, he felt Ha-Yun’s body go limp. He pulled out quickly and gasped, just about managing to hold himself from cumming, his cock throbbing, the tip of his cock covered in her juices and his own precum. He watched as the two roommates lay in one another’s arms, both recovering from their intense orgasms.

“I need to cum,” said Noah, getting to his feet.

“I’m amazed you haven’t cum already,” said Mizuki, kneeling in front of him.

“Me too,” he said, his body screaming for release.

He started working himself, his cock slick from the mouths and pussies of the four stunning women he was surrounded by.

Pledge. Love. Satisfy.

Noah looked around and saw the women all staring at him, chanting as one.

Pledge. Love. Satisfy.

“Me three,” said Chinatsu, kneeling next to Mizuki. Noah watched as the two naked women kissed in front of him, touching their bodies as they gave him a show to finish with.

Pledge. Love. Satisfy.

Then, from the corner of his eye, he saw Ha-Yun and Soo-ah crawling up and kneeling next to the two kissing women, and began kissing themselves.

Pledge. Love. Satisfy.

Pledge. Love. Satisfy.

He watched as he jerked himself off, the four stunning Asian women kissing and touching one another, sharing the taste and touch of one another, feeling the love and desire they held and that they had shared with him.

Pledge. Love. Satisfy.

“They’re so beautiful, aren’t they?” whispered Ms. Xi into his ear, her hand running down his naked chest. “And so desperate for your cum.” She reached down and took hold of his cock, working him with a firm hand, gasping into his ear as she furiously jerked his cock.

Pledge. Love. Satisfy.

“Don’t you want to cum all over them?”

“Yes,” he moaned.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, miss.”

“Good boy.”

She kept working him, her thin lips kissing his neck and ear as he watched the four Sorority Sisters on their knees, their bodies different but each perfect in their own way, the chants of the watching Sorority Sisters ringing in his ears, the scent of their desire, their need for him to fuck them filling the room.

Pledge. Love. Satisfy.

Pledge. Love. Satisfy.

Pledge. Love. Satisfy.

He let out a loud groan, and the four women on the floor turned to look up at him, their faces pressed together, watching him intently as he brought himself to the brink.

“Cum for us,” begged Ha-Yun.

“Please,” agreed Mizuki.

“We need it,” said Chinastu.

“We’d look so pretty with our faces covered in your cum,” said Soo-ah.

Please, cum for us.

Cum all over us.

Coat our pretty faces.

Please, we need it, please.

They spoke over one another, begging him for his cum, then opened their mouths wide and stuck out their tongues, waiting for his tribute.

“That’s it,” said Ms Xi as his cock twitched in her hand, “show them how much you worship them.”

He felt himself getting closer and closer and, at the last second, took his cock from Ms. Xi and worked himself furiously as he unloaded his balls all over their pretty faces.

“Oh yes,” moaned Ms. Xi behind him. “Pledge. Love. Satisfy.”

They cried out as thick ropes of cum shot out over them, moaning and gasping and giggling with shock and desire, as he aimed his cock from one to the other, sharing his load between their pretty Asian faces, unloading indiscriminately over their lips and tongues and cheeks and foreheads and leaving white streaks in their black hair, moaning with release as his load dripped from their chins and onto their heaving chests, long strings of hot cum sitting on their perfect bodies as they begged for me. He moved one way and then the other, sometimes coating two of them at a time, his cock throbbing as he pumped away until his balls were empty and the four women kneeling in front of him were completely covered in his cum.

They gasped and sighed with relief as the seemingly relentless stream of cum stopped, then turned to one another and kissed, stroking each other’s cum-covered cheeks as they shared his load, licking and kissing and sharing. As he watched, he fell to his knees, then onto his back, watching from the floor, sweaty and exhausted, as the four Asian Sorority Sisters licked and kissed and cleaned his cum from one another’s faces, each and every one of them thankful for his abundant Tribute.



Chapter Nine

“That was quite the performance,” said Ms. Xi, as she sat behind the desk in her office, her attire of the more regular variety.

“Thank you,” said Noah, once again regularly dressed. “I tried to embody the spirit of the event.”

“That you did,” she said, leaning back in her chair, “that you did.”

“So,” he asked, “what happens next?”

“Next?” she asked. “You’re already eager for more?”

“I just want to be fully aware of my obligations, so I may fully honour them.”

Ms. Xi smiled, a sight Noah had not previously seen.

“That’s what we like to see.” She leaned forward and planted her elbows on her desk. “As you might have noticed, we have quite a number of Sisters here.”

“I did notice,” he said, thinking back to the circle of women, watching and moaning as he fucked their housemates.

“Let’s just say, more than a couple of them require the skills of a talented handyman, particularly around exam time, a period of intense stress.”

“Intense stress requires intense relief.”

“My thinking exactly. Of course, you are under no obligation to relieve anyone you don’t want to, but it is highly recommended to be as courteous as possible.”

“I am nothing if not courteous,” said Noah, the moans of the orgasming college students forever etched into his memory.

“Yes, I believe you are,” said Ms. Xi, leaning back in her chair. “So now, you go home and rest, or finish whatever other tasks you might have on your list, and await the next call.”

“What if I get two calls at the same time?”

“Well,” she said, smirking slightly, “I trust you to use your judgement and resourcefulness to manage the situation in a most satisfactory manner.”



Epilogue

Noah was once again working at Mrs. Gonzalez’s house. He had been afraid she would never recover after seeing him ‘kidnapped’ on the street, but the next time she saw him, she had been completely relaxed.

“I’m sorry about before,” he had said, hoping to reassure her everything was ok, whilst skipping the details, “it’s a long story.”

“No need to apologise or explain,” she said, dismissing his apologies with the wave of a hand, “I was in a Sorority once. That’s how I met my husband.” She turned and walked into the house, and he followed her, unsure of how to respond. “And a lot of men beforehand. Cup of tea?”

“Err, yes, please,” he said, happy that she was changing the subject so quickly.

*

As he got to work, his mind inevitably returned to the Sorority House and the Sisters of Kappa Sigma Psi. Since his initiation, he had found himself making visits to the House several times a week, sometimes several times a day. It was exhausting, but having a Sorority house full of beautiful Asian college students demanding your attention was not the worst problem in the world to have.

It wasn’t always about sex.

Well, mostly it was, but not always.

Sometimes they just needed someone to talk to, or just to hold silently. Sometimes they even wanted him to actually do some honest-to-goodness handyman work!

Sure, some of those times also turned into sex, or some meditative pussy eating, or even just a hand slid into a pair of wet panties to bring a stressed Sister the physical release she needed, but not always.

But still, mostly.

And it wasn’t just Chinatsu, Mizuki, Soo-ah, and Ha-Yun, although he found he did spend a lot more time with them, both in the bedroom and out in the real world. They had, much to his surprise, become friends as well as lovers, a situation he found as fulfilling, if not more so, than the pure lust that had brought them all together in the first place.

But now, there was a whole host of women he had pledged himself to, who needed his skills. He found himself making love to women from all across Asia, both individually or in pairs or even groups. Sometimes, he found, there were simply too many women who needed his services to satisfy them all individually. And, he found, they all seemed happy with the arrangement, the bonding sessions bringing the women together in a way they had never imagined possible.

His Sorority Harem.

That’s what they called themselves, jokingly.

But they were right.

He was there for them, and they for him. A whole Sorority House full of stunning Asian college students and him, the only male pledge, his obligation and his pleasure, to fuck any and all of them.

He had no idea what any of this meant, or what would happen at the start of the next year of college, when a whole host of new Sisters pledged their allegiance to Kappa Sigma Psi, but that was a way away, and right now, he had his hands full. Perhaps it would all end before then, or perhaps there would be a brand new pledge as part of their initiation into the Sorority. Either way, he was just enjoying his time as the Sorority’s handyman, and as he felt his phone vibrate in his trouser pocket, he smiled, knowing his next visit to the Sorority House was just around the corner.
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His Supermodel Harem: Book One

An online competition changes his life forever, thrusting him into a world populated by Japanese supermodels.

Chosen as the face of the Average Joe marketing campaign for a high-end Japanese fashion brand, Joe finds himself living the life of luxury. But in between stints in five-star hotels and dining at the most exclusive restaurants, he has to actually earn a living.

Thankfully for him, 'work' involves spending the day with a parade of stunning Japanese supermodels, all throwing themselves at him in 'fashionable' outfits.

First up is Ami, a playful Japanese goddess whose interest in him extends beyond their first photoshoot. When she visits him in his dressing room, she's ready to show him just how much she values his contribution to their project.


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!




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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