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Part Six: Shared Secrets


Chapter One

“Where are we going again?”

“That’s, for me to know, and for you to find out, again.”

“Right, I keep forgetting.”

“Must be that old cman memory.”

Chloe grinned wickedly from the other side of the taxi. She was wearing a black dress and leggings, with a pair of flats. Her makeup was smart and her long, dark hair straightened. She was, evidently, ready for a night not. So too was Frank, in his long-sleeve cashmere top and chinos.

“Must be,” he said, trying to force a smile.

“I’m sorry,” she said, reaching over the empty middle seat and placing her hand on top of his. “Did I hurt your feelings?” Her touch was soft, caring. Frank normally didn’t care when Chloe or Ava poked fun at the nearly twenty-year difference in their ages, but going out in public always made him a little more sensitive about it. Particularly given that he was also dating both of them. But what was worse than that was how he felt when his reaction made either of them feel bad about it.

“Words don’t hurt my feelings,” he said, taking her hand in his and stroking the back of her hand with his thumb. “I’m not a snowflake like your generation.”

“It’s called having feelings,” she said, “and not being afraid to feel them.”

“That’s exactly what I’m talking about,” he said. “Back in my day, feelings weren’t meant to be felt. They were meant to be pushed down deep where you can ignore them as they fester inside you until they manifest in physical symptoms, like a stomach ulcer.”

“Wow,” she said, staring at him. He couldn’t tell if she was genuinely surprised or just playing along. And truthfully, he wasn’t sure if he was joking. Things had changed a lot over the last forty years, some for the worse, but some definitely for the better.

“Where are we going again?” he asked.

“That’s, for me to know, again, and for you to find out, again.”

“Right, I keep forgetting.”

“Must be that old man memory.”

“Must be,” he said, offering a genuine smile.

* * *

Not too long after, the taxi pulled to a halt. Frank got his wallet out to pay, but Chloe simply stared at him.

“What?” he said.

“It’s already paid for,” she said, waving her phone at him.

“Right,” he said, putting his wallet away. Just another one of those things that had changed. No need to pay the driver or interact with him in any way. Minimise human interaction through digital organisation. Convenience over human connection.

As the taxi drove off, Frank’s stomach began to sink. This was not the sort of place he was used to being dropped off late in the evening, or anytime, come to that. Not that 9 pm could be considered particularly late by most metrics. But it was late for him, and the show wasn’t due to start for another hour.

“I can’t help but notice that you’ve brought us to what could charitably be called a ‘murder alley’,” he said, looking around what looked like the setting for every back-alley murder in every movie he’d seen.

“That’s a bit harsh,” said Chloe. “I hardly ever see anyone get murdered down here.” Frank watched as Chloe walked up to the nearest door, which had no markers or signs of any kind. She knocked three times, and a metallic thud echoed through the alley. Suddenly, much to his surprise, a view slot shot open in the door.

“Password.”

The word was gruff, more a demand than a question.

Chloe looked left then right, as if making sure no one was standing next to her, then returned her attention to the face behind the view hole.

“Speakeasy.”

The view hole slid shut just as abruptly as it had opened, then nothing. Frank looked at Chloe, who simply stood there. Then from behind the door came a series of metallic clanks and bangs, as if a dozen heavy bolts were being unlocked. Then slowly, with a metallic creak, the door began to open.

Chloe turned to Frank and smiled, then walked into the dark and dingy void exposed by the opened door. Frank followed her, taking one last look behind him, to see the world he might be leaving behind forever.


Chapter Two

“Welcome to The Hole in the Wall.”

A young man in his early-twenties with a surprisingly ornate moustache stood with his arms held out wide, as we emerged from the darkness.

Chloe looked back at Frank with an ‘isn’t this great?’ expression. Frank smiled back, even though he still wasn’t quite sure what ‘this’ was. What he did know was that it was a dimly lit bar, with a jazz band playing at the far end on a small stage and a long bar running down one side of the room. The rest of the small space was taken up by tables, all full, and a series of booths on the other side, also full of people.

“Have you been here before?” asked the waiter, guiding them through the narrow, dimly lit room. Behind the bar, a bartender in a waistcoat and an equally ornate moustache was shaking a cocktail stirrer like something from a film, as on the other side, the revellers in the small booths were laughing and joking as they sipped and shared intricately-designed drinks.

“No,” said Chloe. “I haven’t, at least.” She looked back at Frank.

“This is definitely my first time,” he said.

“No worries,” said the waiter, indicating to the lone empty table just in front of a small stage where a three-piece band were playing some old-timey jazz. As the two of them took their seats, the waiter placed two large menus in front of them and picked up the ‘reserved’ sign that had been sitting in the middle of the table, then opened his own menu and explained the drinks, their mixtures, and stylings.

Frank, who knew little more about drink preparation other than ‘beer is best served cold’, sat back and let the words of the enthusiastic young man wash over him. He enjoyed the fact that someone actually enjoyed what they did for a living, and the fact that Chloe, who seemed enthralled at the whole performance, was loving it, was enough for him.

“Isn’t this wonderful?” she asked Frank after the waiter had left, her face beaming.

“It’s certainly an experience,” he said. “Can’t say I was expecting to spend my evening drinking in the 1920s.”

“Well, you know,” she said, flipping through the menu, “the night is still young. There’s still plenty of time for things you weren’t expecting.”

“Like me,” said Ava as she wrapped her arms around Frank from behind and kissed him on the cheek.

“You, I was definitely expecting,” said Frank, his fingers touching the back of her hand as she held him. “But your presence is a welcome addition, nonetheless.”

“Yes,” she said, walking past Chloe, letting her fingers slide along her friend’s shoulders, before taking a seat next to her. “It is.” Frank’s eye lingered on Ava and the low-cut top she was wearing, which teased the edge of her small but pert breasts. Even in the darkness, he could make out the faint outline of her nipples beneath the fabric.

“Welcome,” said the waiter as he approached the table once again, turning his attention to Ava. “Have you been here before?”

“What do you think?” she said, with a grin.

“I think I don’t have to run through the menu for you,” he said.

“You would be correct,” said Ava. “We’ll start with three espresso martinis, please.”

“Coming right up,” he said, disappearing towards the bar.

“It’s a bit late for caffeine, isn’t it?” asked Mark.

“Oh sweetie,” said Ava, reaching across the table to touch his hand. “The night’s just getting started.”

The three of them sat and talked as the jazz band provided a soothing backing track that blended familiar old school vibes with the thrill of the illicit. Even though this was all for show, Frank couldn’t help but buy into the artifice of it all. Perhaps it was the music, the lighting, the general vibe of the place that helped sell the idea. Or perhaps it was the cocktail in his hand.

“These are really good,” he said, finishing his second espresso martini.

“Another?” asked Ava.

“Maybe it’s time to switch to something else,” said Chloe. “We don’t know if too much caffeine might strain our old man’s ticker.”

“That’s a good point,” said Ava. “Only we get to do that.” She flipped open the menu and perused the selection before settling on three cocktails with a rum base.

They were stronger in flavour than the martinis, more bitter, especially compared to the previous flavours. But it was better to have something he had to sip than something he could easily finish in one mouthful.

“Thank you, ladies and gentlemen,” said the young man on stage holding a double bass. “It’s been a pleasure performing for you tonight, and we hope you enjoy the rest of your evening.”

“Oh, they’re finishing?” asked Frank, mildly disappointed that this swinging underground bar was quietening down so soon.

“They were the house band,” said Ava. “There’s still the main act to come.”

“Well,” said Frank, lifting his glass, “I’ll drink to that.”

The rum did not go down any slower than the martinis, and soon they had switched again. Whatever it was was surprisingly sweet after the bitter rum. Ava, it seemed, was in no mood to play by the tried and tested method of bitter to sweet drinks, and was happily jumping from one to the other, depending on her mood at the moment.

Suddenly, a spotlight hit the small stage, and the room went quiet. Frank turned and watched as a figure, tall and sleek, moved through the shadows and into the light. He heard Chloe audibly gasp as the full form of the woman appeared in front of them. Her shoulder-length blonde hair shone, and she had a sparkling sequin dress that exposed her shoulders and clung to her body, ending at the upper thigh, with a hem of tassels teasing her skin. Her legs, almost sparkling in the light, were long and smooth, her heels shaping them and giving her an extra few inches of height.

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen,” she said into an old-fashioned microphone, eyes moving through the darkness, as if she were addressing each and every person in the room, before finally settling on Frank. “We’re your entertainment for the evening.”

She began to sing, and Frank’s heart skipped a beat. It was soulful and sorrowful, as the band behind her began to gently play, letting this woman shine as they built up momentum. And then, Bam.

Frank started in his chair as the band kicked into full jazz mode, the lights filling the whole stage now as they seamlessly transitioned into an upbeat tune that sounded both familiar and brand new at the same time.

“Isn’t she great?” said Ava as she leaned over the table. Frank nodded, but didn’t take his eyes off the woman singing in front of him. Couldn’t take his eyes off her. It was as if he already knew her, but couldn’t quite place where and when. He tried to think, but the drinks and her movements, the sway of her hips as she held onto the mic stand, were making him woozy, his thinking clouded.

He snapped back to reality as the song finished and the room began clapping wildly.

“Woo!” shouted Chloe, and Frank turned to see both her and Ava cheering wildly. “She’s so good.” Frank nodded as he clapped along.

“I’d like to introduce you to the band,” the woman began, and for the first time, Frank realised there were other people on stage. Behind her were four other women, all dressed in black suits and bow ties; drums, double bass, guitar, saxophone. Each member got a round of applause, and Frank clapped along, although he didn’t catch any of their names.

“This is a new number,” the singer continued, “which goes out to my friends sitting down front. Both old,” she said, eyes moving from Ava and Chloe, “and new.” Her eyes landed on Frank, and he felt his chest tighten as she gave him a very theatrical wink, causing the audience to laugh gently.

As she began to sing, the lights dimmed slightly. It was a slow song, sensual, and as she sang, she held the mic stand close to her body, pressed between her breasts, her vocals breathy as she nearly kissed the mic, her bright red lips looking like the most appealing thing that had ever existed. There was a tenderness in her voice, an eagerness as she sang of unrequited love, the need to feel her lover next to her, to imagine what his kiss was like, his touch. All the while, she kept her attention focused on him, her eyes boring into his soul, as his body reacted to her words as if her hands were moving over his body. Then he felt it, Chloe’s hand on his thigh, moving upwards under the table, gently stroking his hard cock through his trousers as the woman on stage sang about how she wondered how he would undress her.

And she hit the refrain, his memory sparked into action.

I like my men

To come…

With experience

It makes it eas-iiiii-eeeer

For me to do

The same

It was Mei.

Ava’s dorm neighbour, Mei.

He stared at her, his vision slightly blurry from the cocktails, but it was definitely her. It had taken him a minute, not least because she looked completely different from the last time he had seen her.

Previously, her makeup had been minimal. She had been wearing a matching Lycra crop and shorts outfit that looked amazing on her perfect, toned body. She was an economics major about to go on a jog, not a sultry jazz singer in a low-key speakeasy, with a voice that made him go hard and soft at the same time.

Just so you know, I like my men to come with experience. It makes it so much easier for me to do the same.

Those were the last words she had said to him before jogging away, leaving him breathless outside her dorm building. Now she was singing those same words, just for him, her eyes on him the whole time.

Fuck.

She had written an entire song about wondering what it would be like to be with him, and was performing it shamelessly in front of a roomful of people, including his two girlfriends, at least one of whom, Mei knew he was sleeping with.

As the song finished, the room erupted into applause, and he did the same, trying not to overdo it, as his mind did the calculations and quickly came to the conclusion that the three of them being here, whilst Mei not only performed, but performed a song specifically about him, was not a coincidence.

The show continued unabated, running late into the night. But even as the performance kept going, neither Mei nor the rest of the band seemed to lose any enthusiasm or energy for the music. They bounded through upbeat numbers and took a few moments to recover with some slow, languid tunes that sent a melancholy mood throughout the room.

Then after one last song, they took a collective bow, collected their proverbial flowers, and headed backstage.

“So,” said Ava, “what did you think?”

“They were amazing,” he said. “Really talented.”

“True,” she said, “but that isn’t what I meant.”

Frank looked from Ava to Chloe, both of them looking at him with a twinkle in their eye.

“I think,” he said, “I need another drink.” With that, he got up and headed for the bar. He was too drunk for this conversation, and he knew it. Still, there was no denying that Mei was beautiful, and she already had her eye on him. Hell, she had written a brand new song for the band, and they had only met earlier that day!

Regardless, tonight was not the night to discuss such things. But even as he told himself that, he couldn’t stop thinking about her and didn’t notice when the three drinks were placed in front of him.

“Hey, stranger,” said Mei. “Fancy seeing you in a place like this.”

“Hey,” he said, instantly regretting having ever drunk at all.

“Hey, Mei,” said the bartender, “what can I get you?”

“I’ll have what he’s having,” she said, taking one of the glasses and taking a sip.

“You got it,” he said, fixing up another.

“This has quite a kick to it,” she said. “What’s in it?”

Frank shrugged. “No idea. I just liked the name.”

Mei laughed. “Typical man, going for whatever catches his attention. No interest in what’s underneath.”

“I wouldn’t say that,” he said, “I’m very interested in what’s underneath.”

“I know you are.”

Before Frank could respond, the waiter put the extra drink down, and she picked it and hers up and headed for the table. Frank paid, picked up the last two drinks and followed her through the room, watching as she moved with ease through the space, her hips swaying as effortlessly as when she had been onstage.

Mei settled down at the table as comfortably as if she had been sitting there all night. Frank took his seat between Chloe and Mei.

“Right,” said Mei, “now the fun can finally begin.”


Chapter Three

Existence is hell.

Frank groaned, never feeling worse in his life.

He pried open his eyes, and a burning pain shot through them and bounced around his skull. Light flooded into the room from the curtains, where he had, in his drunken stupor, forgotten (or been unable) to close them. His head fell back against the pillow as if of its own accord, and he groaned, the impact feeling like a mallet to the back of the head. To his left, he heard a disgruntled groan and turned to see Chloe’s blurry figure, her face contorted with displeasure, as she crawled into his side.

“Shhh,” she hissed, sleepily.

He turned to the right and saw Ava curled away from him. He wrapped an arm around her and rolled her over to him, where she snuggled into his side, groaning as Chloe had. It was, he knew, going to be a long, tough morning, and that was before they even tried to get out of bed.

The best thing he could do was try to sleep through the worst of it, then they could ride it out together, and hopefully recover some of their weekend.

It was a good couple of hours before he awoke for the second time. Chloe and Ava were gone, and so was the sick feeling in his stomach and the pounding headache. Well, they had decreased a little, which he was taking as a win.

He thought about trying to go back to sleep, but without Chloe and Ava, the bed felt empty, so with a big groan and no small amount of reluctance, he pulled back the covers and sat up on the side of the bed. He stayed there a moment, head in his hands, his naked body feeling as if it was covered in a thin film of alcohol, the poison seeping from his pores. He mentally prepared himself for what was to come, then, with a grunt, he stood up.

When he didn’t vomit or fall back down, he risked opening his eyes. The room was covered in clothes, men’s and women’s. He thought about getting dressed, but decided it wasn’t worth the effort. Instead, he walked from the bedroom to the bathroom completely naked, turned on the shower, waited for the room to fill with steam, then got in, letting the boiling water cleanse his tainted flesh.

* * *

“Good morning,” said Ava, as she sat on the sofa, sipping a cup of coffee. Even from there, he could see she was wearing one of his old oversized t-shirts.

“It is morning,” said Frank, emerging from the bathroom, a towel around his waist. “Not sure about the ‘good’ part, though.”

“Does our older man not do too well with hangovers?” she asked.

“He does not.”

“That’s a shame,” said Chloe, as she emerged from the kitchen with two cups of coffee. She, too, was wearing one of his t-shirts, even though she had a roomful of clothes. “Because we’ve got the whole weekend together. And it won’t be much fun if you’ve got a hangover the entire time.”

“Why do you two not have hangovers?” he asked, more than a slight tone of resentment in his voice.

“Because we,” said Ava, revelling in the question, “are young. Our bodies are capable of some amazing feats.”

“Don’t I know it,” he said, his cock twitching even as his head pounded. “But that doesn’t make it fair.”

“Maybe we can make it up to you later,” said Chloe. “With some vigorous riding.” She bounced on the couch, the movement making Frank both horny and nauseous, and as he groaned, she laughed.

“That might be a bit too much movement for the moment,” he said, “but I appreciate the sentiment.”

“Oh well,” said Ava, “maybe Chloe and I can get energetic, and you can sit in your rocking chair and watch us have all the fun.”

“It’s too early to tease me like this,” he said, heading into his bedroom, not at all put off by the idea of watching his two girlfriends entertain one another.

“Who’s teasing?” asked Chloe, smiling mischievously as he closed the bedroom door.

* * *

A short while later, Frank reemerged from his bedroom, fully dressed.

“Feeling better?” asked Chloe.

“A little,” he said, coming down and sitting on the couch next to her. “Cleaner, at least.”

“I love feeling clean,” she said, moving over closer to him and letting him put his arm around her. “It makes me want to get dirty all over again.”

“Alright,” said Ava, coming out of Chloe’s bedroom. “That’s enough of that.” Frank turned to look at her and saw she had changed into a new set of clothes.

“You’ve got some clothes here now?”

“She gave them to me yesterday,” said Chloe. “For today.”

“So you were planning last night all day?” he asked. “And you never thought to mention it?”

“Where’s the fun in that?” said Ava. “Now come on, it’s a beautiful Saturday, we can’t waste it all indoors.”

“But maybe,” said Frank, starting to feel a bit more alive, stroking Chloe’s bare thigh, “we can.”

“That sounds nice,” said Chloe, kissing his cheek. “But maybe, we’ve got more secrets in store for you.”

“Like what?” he asked.

“If we told you,” said Ava, “then they wouldn’t be secrets, would they?”


Chapter Four

“This is nice,” said Chloe, leaning back on the park bench. “I really needed some fresh air.”

“Me too,” said Frank, tilting his head back carefully and letting the sun shine down upon his face. The two of them sat in silence, enjoying the comfort of one another’s company, as the gentle buzzing of the park moved all around them.

It was a glorious day, which gave the three of them a decent excuse to wear their sunglasses. They looked like three regular people enjoying the sun, not three people nursing various degrees of hangovers. Frank was starting to feel better, but Chloe and Ava were starting to flag. They had stopped off for a large breakfast at a cafe across the road from the park. Frank had eaten heartily, filling his body with enough fuel to last the day, letting it absorb all the alcohol that he hadn’t sweated out. Chloe and Ava, meanwhile, had opted for some toast, which, as their hangovers began to kick in in earnest, became a challenge. All three, however, managed a second cup of coffee.

Once they had finished, they headed to the park, where Ava had volunteered to go and get yet another coffee, as Frank and Ava waited on the park bench.

“Look who I bumped into,” said Ava.

Frank looked up and saw Ava standing there with two coffees. Next to her, also holding two coffees, was Mei.

“Hey, you,” said Mei. She was wearing a skin-tight, cropped t-shirt, which showed off her toned midriff and the outline of her perky breasts, and a short skirt which danced around her thighs. “I didn’t expect you to be up so early.”

“Me either,” he said.

“For you,” she said, holding out one of the coffees.

“Thanks,” he said, their fingers touching as he took the cup, hers lingering for just slightly longer than they needed to.

“So,” she said, “what’s the plan for today?”

“This,” said Chloe, weakly. “Sitting.”

“On a lovely day like today?”

“And lying down.”

“Now, that I can get behind,” said Mei with a smirk.

“Why don’t we go for a walk?” said Frank, doing his best to stand up. “Walk off some of that poison?”

“I’d rather sit and let it pool in my feet,” said Chloe.

“I know,” he said, “but this will be better for you, I promise.”

“Ok,” she said, defeated, and groaned as Frank helped her to her feet. “Whose stupid idea was this anyway?”

“That would be yours, sweetie,” said Ava, handing her her coffee. “Now here, take your medicine.”

Chloe took the coffee and walked silently next to Ava, as Frank and Mei walked slightly behind. The two women, he noticed, were holding hands, their fingers locked. They swung their arms gently, carefree, their touch friendly, comfortable. But also, Frank considered, something else. His mind started to wander as the possibilities took over his mind.

“So,” said Frank as he and Mei walked together, “you’re a singer?”

“Only at night, and in secret,” said Mei. “It’s my secret shame.”

“You’re really good.”

“Thank you,” she said, blushing as if it wasn’t obvious. “It’s a fun hobby.”

“You could go pro,” he said. Mei laughed. “I’m serious.”

“I know,” she said, touching his face. “That’s what makes it so funny.”

“Why funny?”

“For starters, my family would disown me. I’m studying economics for a reason.”

“Right. But do they not know how good you are?”

“Singing,” she said, flatly, “is for church or failures.”

“Nothing in between?”

“Nothing.”

“Well, I’m glad you’re managing to find an outlet,” he said. “Your talent is too good to go to waste, even if it is only in clandestine speakeasies.”

“I prefer that,” she said. “Honestly. It gives the whole thing a bit more of a thrill. I always get a buzz out of doing things I shouldn’t, you know?”

“I do,” he said. She was looking at him with a glint in her eye. “What?”

Mei took his hand and pulled him behind her as she moved quickly, looking around to make sure no one was near, before disappearing into the treeline.

“Where are we going?” he asked, as Mei said nothing, continuing to lead them deeper into the trees. Finally, they stopped in a small clearing, where just a smattering of light broke through the tops. They were both breathing slightly harder than usual, which drowned out most of the noise from the park, which seemed both so close and so far away.

Mei looked at him for a moment, then moved forward and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him into her. She kissed him hard as their lips met, her tongue sliding into his mouth without any hesitation, as if she had been waiting for this her whole life. Frank’s hands went to her hips, his index fingers tracing the soft skin of her midriff as he held her. She pulled him forward as she moved backwards, gasping as her back hit a tree trunk. Frank pressed into her, his hands sliding up higher, his hands on her bare sides, her skin soft to the touch.

As Mei unwrapped her arms from around his neck and reached down, sliding her hands underneath his t-shirt, his hands slid up further, pushing her top up as she did the same to his, their exposed bodies pressing against one another. She moaned as he cupped her bare breasts underneath her top, feeling their heft as they sat in his palms.

Mei gasped as he began to kiss her neck, his thumbs making small circles on her nipples.

“That’s the experience I’m talking about,” she said, her hands sliding down his body and working his belt, pulling it open and undoing his zipper. Frank groaned into her neck as her hand slid into his boxers, taking hold of his hard cock and slowly working him.

“Fuck,” she said, her fingers wrapped around him, “I didn’t realise you’d be this big.”

“I’m not that – oh god,” he groaned as she began pumping him faster.

She began moving, pushing him back slightly, then turning until they had swapped positions. He looked at her, and she smiled as she pushed him back into the tree trunk. He hit it with a thud, and from up above, some birds chirped. She pulled her hand out of his boxers and slowly lowered herself to her knees, her eyes locked on him the whole time. Then slowly, she pulled his trousers down and began to kiss his cock through his boxers, slow, soft kisses, as her hands stroked his bare legs.

He watched her on her knees as she hooked her fingers into his boxers and slowly tugged them down, inching them over his cock, exposing more and more, as she watched his expression, biting her bottom lip with anticipation.

Frank sighed as his cock finally sprang free and his boxers fell to his ankles.

“So big,” said Mei, stroking his length slowly. “So very big. I’m not sure it’ll fit.”

“Fit where?” he asked, as she stroked him a little faster.

“Anywhere,” she said. “But right now? How about we try my throat?” She looked up to the heavens, stroking him faster as she stretched her long, elegant neck for him to see how tight a fit it would be.

“Let’s take it nice and slow,” he said.

She nodded as she licked her lips, then turned her attention to his cock, as if considering the size, then leaned in and took the tip into her mouth. Frank groaned as her soft lips slid over the sensitive head and her warm, wet tongue began to move around it in small circles, lapping over his glans as her hand continued to pump his shaft.

After a few moments, she let the tip fall from her lips and looked up at him, her hand still on his shaft.

“You like that?” she asked.

He nodded.

“Good. Me too.” She leaned in and took the top of his shaft in her mouth, bobbing her head up and down as she pumped the rest of his cock. He groaned, a little louder this time, as she sucked him, her tongue lapping at the underside of his cock as her lips moved along him.

She slipped a hand between his legs, gently cupping his balls, massaging them with her fingers, causing him to thrust involuntarily, pushing his cock further into her mouth. Mei responded by sucking harder, hollowing her cheeks as she moved her mouth faster over his cock, pressing her lips further down, taking more and more of him until he could feel his cock hitting the back of her throat. She pressed deeper, holding him tightly in her throat, her lips wrapped around the hilt of his shaft, her fingers still working his balls. He looked down and saw her looking up at him, eyes wide and wet. Then slowly, she eased herself back, leaving his cock coated in her warm saliva.

As the tip fell from her lips, she took in a sharp breath and began quickly pumping his wet cock.

“Are you alright?” he asked.

She nodded, a smile playing on her wet lips. “I guess all those exercises worked after all.” She grinned. “For singing,” she clarified.

“Right,” he said, working on controlling his own breathing. “For singing.”

“Like this,” she said, taking his cock in her mouth again. He groaned as she quickly bobbed her head up and down, taking more and more of him into her throat, until he could feel the muscles on the tip of his cock. She held him deep and began to hum.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, as the vibrations moved through his cock, sending shimmering waves of pleasure through his body. Then she pulled back, leaving just the tip in her mouth, then plunged back down, taking his cock in her throat in long, quick strokes, continuing to hum as she pressed him deep, sending vibrations through him each time he hit the back of her throat.

He reached down and stroked her soft, blonde hair, his hips bucking gently as she brought him closer to the edge.

“Slow down,” he groaned, “you’re gonna make me cum.”

But Mei only sped up, her lips tighter on his shaft, her fingers tickling his balls more quickly, her humming more intense. She wanted him to make him cum, and cum quickly. She looked up at him as she sucked his cock, moaning as her lips slid up and down his wet shaft, begging him to cum.

“I’m gonna –” he groaned, trying to hold off for as long as possible. “I’m going to cum. I – I can’t hold it – oh fuck, Mei – I’m gonna – oh fuck – I’m cumming, Mei – fuck, I’m cumming.”

Mei grabbed his thighs and pressed his cock deep into her throat, moaning as his cock spasmed, rubbing against the back of her throat as he came.

“Fuuuuuuck,” he groaned, grabbing the back of her head and holding himself deep in her throat as he came, grunting as he shot thick ropes down her throat, filling her belly with his seed as she moaned into his cock, her hands gripping the back of his thighs, holding him deep as he filled her with load after load with short, sharp thrusts.

Then, with a final groan, he was done.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, letting go of her head. Mei pushed back and fell onto the ground, breathing heavily as she looked up at him. Her face was wet and her cheeks flushed. She looked at him and stuck out her tongue, showing him she had swallowed every drop, then licked her wet lips, her legs spread, her dress barely covering what was beneath them.

“Oh my god,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “That’s the sort of breathing exercise I need to be taught more often.” She held her hand out, and Frank reached down, taking her hand in his and helping her up. As she jumped to her feet, she pressed him back into the tree.

“You think I can help with that?” he asked, feeling his cock rubbing against her underwear beneath her skirt.

“I think,” she said, kissing him lightly, “you would make an excellent teacher.”

“You think?” he asked, his hands sliding up beneath her dress and cupping her ass.

“Oh yeah,” she said. “For so many things.” She leaned in and kissed him, moaning into his mouth as his fingers found the wet spot between her legs.

* * *

“Where did you guys disappear to?” asked Ava, as she and Chloe walked towards them.

“Oh, you know,” said Mei, “just exploring nature.”

“You’ve got a little…” said Chloe, reaching out and pulling a small twig from out of Mei’s hair.

“Thanks,” said Mei.

“We got you this as well,” said Chloe, offering Mei an ice cream.

“That’s perfect,” said Mei, taking it from Chloe and lapping at the creamy ice cream. “I need something cool to ease my throat.” The two women looked at her. “From all the singing last night.”

“Right…” said Ava, handing Frank his ice cream. “I’m sure that’s all it is.”

“Thanks,” said Frank, taking it from her. “The sugar will do me good.

“I think you’ve had plenty of sweetness already,” said Chloe, with a grin.

“Now, come on,” said Ava. “I think it’s time we got out of here.”


Chapter Five

“That was a-maz-ing,” said Mei, pushing her bowl away. “You’re so talented, Chloe.”

“Oh, it was nothing,” said Chloe, blushing slightly.

“She’s just being modest,” said Ava. “She has so many talents.”

“I think I’m going to go for a lie down,” said Chloe, getting up suddenly and taking her bowl to the kitchen.

“Good idea,” said Ava, picking up her bowl and following her to the kitchen. “I think I’m starting to flag a little bit, too.”

“We have guests, you know,” said Frank.

“We do,” said Ava, brightly, as she moved in behind him and put her hands on his shoulders. “And I’m sure you’ll be a very hospitable guest in our absence.” She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. “Very hospitable,” she whispered in his ear, before moving back from him. “Come on,” she said, taking Chloe’s hand, “let’s go get some rest.”

Chloe smiled and waved as she and Ava disappeared into her bedroom, leaving Frank and Mei alone. He smiled, and she smiled, neither of them saying anything. Frank realised he suddenly felt nervous, which was odd given their encounter in the park. But still, he felt it.

He got up, picked up both of their bowls and took them to the kitchen.

“You like living with Chloe and Ava?” asked Mei, as she followed him into the kitchen.

“I do,” he said, as he began to wash the dishes, “but I only live with–” he paused as he felt Mei wrap her arms around his waist. “– with Chloe.”

“But Ava spends a lot of time here,” she said.

“She does,” he admitted, “and I like that.”

“Have you thought about asking her to move in?”

“I have,” he said. “But I’m not sure we have the space.”

“I’m sure the three of you are more than capable of making space for one another,” she said. “Even if it is a tight fit.” Frank grabbed a towel and began to dry his hands. Mei yawned.

“You tired also?” he asked.

“You know how it is,” she said, “when you’re burning the candle at both ends.”

“I do,” he said, thinking of how he had been struggling to balance his relationship with Chloe and Ava, and hold down a full-time job, especially with their very specific and voracious needs that took hold at any time of the day or night.

“It was a very late night,” she said. “And afternoon exertions always make me sleepy.”

“You’re more than welcome to take a nap,” he said. “I have some spare pillows and a blanket if you want to take a nap on the couch.”

“I was thinking,” she said, “maybe we could take a little nap together. What do you think?”

“I think,” he said, “I like the idea of that.”

“Me too,” she said. “I hope you’ve got something for me to wear.”

“I’m sure we can find something suitable for you,” he said, placing the towel back and turning to face her.

“And if not,” she said, “we can always improvise.” She smiled and took him by the hand, leading him through the apartment as if it were her place, and into the bedroom, where Frank had a feeling they would do anything but nap.

“Is this ok?” asked Frank, handing her an old t-shirt.

“That,” said Mei, “is perfect.” She smiled and turned around, pulling off her crop top and dropping it on the chest of drawers, then pulled the oversized t-shirt on. It hung loosely on her body like a dress. Then she turned to him and reached behind her, unzipping her skirt and letting it fall to the floor. She picked it up on her foot, folded it and put it on top of her folded t-shirt. “Well,” she asked, the bottom of the t-shirt swirling around her toned thighs, “ready for bed?”

“Nearly,” he said. “I just need something to…” She stepped up to him and grabbed the bottom of his t-shirt, pulling it up and off his head. Before he could respond, she began unbuttoning his trousers and dropped them to his ankles.

“There,” she said, as he stepped out of them. “Perfect.” She took him by the hand and led him to the bed, throwing the covers back and climbing in, as he followed. He grabbed the end of the covers and pulled them over both of them, getting comfortable as Mei snuggled into him, her hand resting on his chest as he wrapped an arm around her and held her close.

“This is nice,” she said, rubbing her soft leg up and down his. “Really nice.”

“Yeah,” said Frank, surprised at just how comfortable he felt lying here with Mei, with Chloe and Ava next door. Or perhaps it was because they were next door that he felt comfortable here. Not only had they given their blessing, but they had arranged this whole thing. This was what they wanted for both Frank and Mei, and themselves. He knew they would be listening to whatever happened in his bedroom and would not be at all upset. In fact, they would be quite the opposite.

Frank held Mei closer, and her leg rose up his, wrapping tighter around him. He leaned in and kissed the top of her head softly, and she let out a little squeal of delight as she wriggled against him.

Her hand moved slowly over his chest, her fingers drawing small circles as she held onto him. She softly kissed his chest as her hand began moving downwards, over his abs and down to his boxers. He moaned softly as she began to lightly rub her hand over his crotch, saying nothing as he began to gradually harden beneath her touch. Eyes still closed, she kissed down his chest until her mouth found his nipple, and began gently circling it with her tongue.

He ran his hand down her back, over his old t-shirt, until he found her ass. He grabbed her cheek through it, then lifted the old shirt up and felt her soft skin under his hand. She leaned in and began to suck his nipple, causing him to groan, and she released it. He was hard under her touch now, and she began stroking him through his boxers. He slid his hand up underneath her shirt, pushing it up with his arm and cupped her firm breast. She moaned softly as he caressed it, teasing her nipple between his thumb and forefinger, causing her to moan more loudly and rub herself against him, her hand moving quicker over his cock.

She rolled on top, straddling him, cock still in her hand, stroking him as she moved, kissing his neck as his hands moved down to her ass. She moaned into his shoulder as his fingers slipped down between her legs, finding the warmth between them, her soft underwear providing only the thinnest of barriers between his fingers and her pussy.

He yelped as she sank her teeth into his shoulder, giggling as he flinched. She kissed the sensitive area, then moved back up to his neck, kissing along, then up his jawline, until she found his lips. She pressed her tongue into his mouth and moaned as his pressed back, his hands gripping her ass more firmly as she worked his cock faster.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, letting go and sliding her hand into his boxers and wrapping her fingers around him. He groaned as he felt her touch again, and began to move his fingers faster between her legs, stroking her pussy, feeling her wetness seep into the delicate fabric as her arousal rose. She kissed him harder, moving faster on top of him, and he moved his hand from her ass to her t-shirt, pulling it up as she moved on top of him, letting him undress her as far as he could.

She let go of his cock and raised herself on top of him, watching him watching her as she grabbed the edges of the t-shirt and pulled it off over her head, tossing it aside.

“Fuck me,” he said, gazing at her slim body, her firm, perky tits, her hard, dark nipples.

“That’s the plan,” she said, rocking on top of his hard cock.

She leaned in and kissed him, pressing her naked torso against him for the first time, her warm body against his, her perky breasts rubbing against his chest as her tongue played in his mouth.

He ran his hands over her bare back, feeling the contours of her spine beneath his fingers, then quickly rolled her onto it. He kissed her hard as she wrapped her legs around him, holding herself close. He kissed down her neck to her chest, moving down one breast, circling the nipple with kisses, before taking it in his mouth. She moaned and bucked beneath him as he sucked and licked her nipple.

His hand slid down her body, over her toned stomach and through her trimmed, coarse pubic hair, down to her pussy. She moaned and bucked her hips as his fingers slid over her clit and between her folds, her plentiful juices coating his fingertips.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, as he gently ran his fingers up and down between her legs, “nice and slow.” He released her nipple from his mouth and kissed along her chest, along to her other breast. Her breathing became short and sharp as his fingers continued to stroke her and his lips moved along the underside of her breast, her skin so soft on his face.

He plunged his fingers deeper, finding her exit, teasing her as his lips moved up over her breast, kissing around her nipple, before taking it in his mouth. Her hand on his back pressed harder, as she ran her other hand through his hair, stroking his head as he sucked at her breast. Then slowly, as she rocked against his fingers, he eased two of them into her.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned as he worked his fingers into her tight hole. He let her nipple fall from his lips and kissed back up her neck until he found her lips. She spread her legs beneath him, and he continued to move slowly, working his fingers deeper into her body, her pussy gripping him as he moved slowly in and out, before finally sliding fully into her. She writhed beneath him as he held his fingers inside of her, curling them and stroking her G-spot as they kissed, her nails digging into his back as waves of pleasure pulsed through her.

“You’re so good at that,” she moaned. “You know just where to touch me.” She bucked her hips, riding his fingers as she held on to him. “That’s why I love an experienced man.” She leaned forward and kissed him, and he pressed her head back to the pillow, sliding his tongue into her mouth as he began to slide his fingers in and out of her, as he continued to curl them and stroke her G-spot. She moaned into his mouth and bucked her hips faster, rubbing her pussy against his hand, her clit rubbing against the soft pad of his thumb. Her hands moved over his body, looking for something to hold on to, something to ground herself as waves of pleasure threatened to wash her away. But he kept going, working her faster, his fingers sliding quickly in and out of her wet pussy.

“You like that?” he asked. She nodded helplessly, overcome with the sensation of his fingers between her legs. “You going to cum for me?” She opened her mouth to speak, but only a soft, high-pitched whine came out. “I said,” he continued, slowing his pace, “are you going to cum for me?” She moaned with frustration, her need for his touch overwhelming. Then, from her mouth, quiet and fragile, came one word.

“Yes.”

“Good girl,” he said, plunging his fingers deep inside of her, fingerfucking her tight pussy quickly, stroking her g-spot as his fingers curled inside her, as the sudden intensity of sensation caused her to moan out loud.

“Oh fuuuuuck,” she cried, bucking wildly beneath him, riding his fingers as her orgasm got closer and closer. He could feel her wetness on his hand, the heat of her juices, the quantity. It was going to feel so good to slide into her, to feel her gripping his cock as tightly as she gripped his fingers.

“That’s it,” he said, gently but firmly, “show me how you like it.”

“Like this,” she gasped, “I like it like this. Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.” He buried his face in her neck, kissing at her sensitive skin as she writhed underneath him. “Just a little more – please – just – oh god – that feels so good – you – oh fuck – you know just how to touch – aaaah! – just how to touch me – don’t stop – keep – oh god – keep fingerfucking me – feel how tight I am – how wet I am for you – how much I want you – how much I need you too… too… too – aaaaaaaaahhhhhh!”

She rocked wildly beneath him, her walls fluttering on his fingers as her body spasmed and jolted beneath him, coating his fingers in her juices as she came. She moaned loudly, her fingers digging into his back, gripping him tightly as she thrust against his curling digits. She leaned forward and pressed her face into his neck, kissing him, sucking at the sensitive skin as she rode the waves of pleasure that caused her to shudder beneath him.

He kept going, pushing her pleasure onwards, his fingers working her body just how she needed until, with a shudder, she collapsed beneath him.

As she eased her grip on him, he eased his fingers out of her, causing her to shudder again.

“You’re so wet,” he said, bringing his hand up to show her the juices coating it.

“So wet,” she repeated, through heavy gasps. “You make me so wet.” She grabbed him by the wrist and pulled her hand towards him, moaning softly as she ran her flat tongue over his wet palm, sending shivers through his body as she lapped at him. Then he groaned as she took his two fingers into her mouth and sucked her juices from them, with as much care and precision as she had sucked his cock earlier, swallowing down the fluids, until they were nice and clean, letting them fall from her mouth with a wet pop.

“That was – oh god,” she muttered, licking her lips.

“Good?” he offered, as an end to her sentence.

“Fucking amazing,” she said, gently stroking his face. “And that was just with your fingers. Fuck.” She grabbed the back of his head and pulled him in for a kiss. She moaned softly as their lips met, her tongue moving slowly but purposefully into his mouth, and he groaned as her tongue massaged his, sharing the taste of her fluids with him.

“You taste so good,” he said. “I need more.”

“You do,” she said, rolling him onto his back. “I can’t wait for you to taste more of me. But right now, it’s your turn.”

She kissed him hard and fast and then pulled back, smiling. She leaned in and kissed his bare chest, her soft breasts rubbing against him as she worked herself down, her hands stroking his sides as she went. He groaned as she kissed over his boxers and along his hard cock, pressing her lips against the tip and sucking gently. Then she pulled her mouth back and slipped her fingers into the waistband of his boxers and pulled them down. He groaned with relief as his cock sprang free, and she gasped as it swung just in front of her face. She pulled his boxers down to his knees and took the tip of his cock in her mouth, unable to wait, sucking and licking it as she let her saliva trickle down his shaft.

He looked down at her and saw she was looking up at him, her wide eyes locked as her lips slid up and down over the top of his shaft, getting deeper. He groaned as she took him fully in her mouth, plunging her lips quickly down his shaft before slowly sliding them back up, letting her tongue slide along the underside of his cock.

He watched as she took her time, enjoying his cock in her mouth, less hurried than in the park, more relaxed but just as hot. She let his wet cock fall from her mouth and began to stroke him slowly, her slender fingers sliding easily up and down his salvia-covered shaft.

“I love sucking your cock,” she said. “To feel how big you are in my throat. It really makes me feel like I’m with a man.” She leaned forward and took the tip in her mouth, her tongue swirling around it as she worked his shaft a little faster. “But what I love more,” she said, letting the tip fall from her mouth, as she continued to stroke, “is thinking about your big, manly cock in my tight, wet pussy.” She plunged her head down, bobbing up and down quickly as she sucked his cock, her hands gripping his thighs as she took his full length into the back of her throat, the tip brushing against her contracting throat muscles as she sucked hard, cheeks hollowed, her short, blonde hair swaying over her face as she took him fully.

He reached down and ran his fingers through her hair, taking a gentle hold and guiding her mouth from him.

“Now you don’t need to imagine,” he said.

“No,” she said, her hand slowly stroking his cock, as if she couldn’t leave it alone for a second. “I don’t.” He let go, and she immediately moved down the bed, pulling off his boxers and dropping them on the floor. She placed her hands on his legs and slid them up as she crawled back up his body, giving his cock a long, slow lick with her tongue, then pressing her chest against it, squeezing her breasts together around it with her arms, giving it a few strokes with her slim body, then climbed up on top of him, so that her wet pussy rubbed against his shaft.

She moaned as she rocked on top of him, spreading her juices along his shaft as she rested her hands on his abs, pressing her pert breasts together between her arms. He reached out and ran his hands up her thighs, feeling the strong muscles, perfect for riding his cock. Then he ran his hands up her sides and cupped her breasts. Mei leaned forward as he touched her, providing him easier access as he caressed her breasts, taking her nipples in between his fingers, teasing them as she rocked faster on top of him.

“I’ve been thinking about riding your cock since I heard you fucking Ava,” she said, her voice quivering as she remembered. “Before, even. Fuck, she said you were good, but hearing you fuck her brains out. God, I came so hard.” She bit her lip as she shivered, then let out a moan as his twitching cock rubbed against her pussy.

“I can’t say you haven’t crossed my mind,” he said, his grip on her breasts tightening. “Seeing you in that towel, then in your running outfit. Then last night on stage, singing to me? Fuck.”

“You like that?” she asked. “You like seeing my tight body in those tight clothes? Getting all hot and sweaty.”

“I do,” he said, “ but I prefer to see you all hot and sweaty out of your clothes.”

“Mmmm,” she agreed, “that’s much better. You’ve already gotten me out of my clothes, so let’s see how hot and sweaty you can make me.” Mei raised herself up on her knees and reached down for his cock. Frank groaned as Mei wrapped her fingers around it and guided it towards her entrance. He groaned as she rubbed the tip along her wet folds, coating him in her juices, then pressed the tip inside of her.

His hands, having slid from her breasts as she moved, stroked her thighs as she moved slightly on top of him, sliding slightly deeper onto him, and rolling her hips.

“You feel so big inside me,” she groaned, taking a little more of him inside her.

“You feel so tight on me,” he countered, breathing steadily as he felt her tight pussy gripping his cock as she eased herself down onto him. She groaned loudly as she raised and lowered herself, her toned thighs tightening under his hands as she took more and more of him inside of her, riding his cock as she rolled her hips, pulling him around inside of her as her body stretched out to accommodate his length and girth.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned as she slid down fully on top of him, her hips resting on his. “I’ve never felt this full, even with my toys.” She rolled her hips, moaning as she savoured the feeling of his thick cock filling her tight pussy, his length rubbing against her sensitive walls.

“Are you trying to make me cum just with words?” he groaned.

“Maybe a little,” she said, with a grin. “But they also happen to be true.” He groaned again, and Mei leaned forward and kissed him, pressing her naked body against him. Then slowly, she began to rock back and forth on his cock, sliding her body up and then back down slowly, riding his cock at a leisurely pace.

“Mmmm,” she moaned as she took his cock, pressing down fully and then sliding back up. “You feel so good inside me.” He ran his hands over her exposed back, feeling the softness of her skin as they continued to kiss, her slim body moving effortlessly on top of him. The taste of her was still in her mouth, and he felt an ache in his cock as he thought about going down on her, feeling her hot juices coating his tongue as he lapped at her pussy. Mei groaned as his hands slid down to her ass, grabbing her firm cheeks and guiding her up and down his cock faster.

“That’s it,” she moaned between kisses, “show me how you like it. Teach me how to ride your cock.” She groaned as his grip on her ass tightened, her breathing heavier as she threw herself back harder, picking up speed. She pushed herself higher, her hands on his chest as she rode him, throwing herself back as his hands slid around her body.

“Just like that,” he groaned, as she bounced her ass on his cock, grunting as she took him fully inside her tight pussy, grunting as her ass slapped on his thighs. “You’re a natural at riding my cock.”

“It’s so easy,” she moaned, “when you fit me so well.” She moaned as his hands slid up her body and found her breasts once again, caressing them, his thumbs teasing her nipples. She rode him harder, her ass slapping against his thighs.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned, “oh fuck.”

He felt the heat of her body under his hands, felt the dampness rising on her skin. Her face was flushed with exertion, her blonde hair sticking to her face, her features contorted, as she concentrated on riding his cock, keeping the intensity she had worked up to. He felt himself getting close, the feeling of her pussy on him, the scent of her skin, the taste of her in his mouth, the sound of her moans as her ass slapped against him. He twisted her nipples gently, and they both groaned as her body tensed around him.

“You’re going to make me cum so hard,” he groaned.

“Yes,” she moaned. “I want you to cum so hard for me. I want to feel you fill me up.”

“I’m going to fill you up,” he moaned. “I’m going to fuck you until you’re cumming on my cock, then I’m going to cum deep inside you.”

“Fuck,” she groaned. “Are you trying to make me cum just with words?”

“Maybe a little,” he said. He reached up and grabbed her and pulled her tight to him, kissing her hard as he rolled her over onto her back.

“That’s it,” she moaned as he began fucking her on her back, “fuck me until I can’t take anymore. Fuck me until I’m cumming on your big, fat cock and then pump full of your cum.” He leaned in and kissed as he began fucking her harder. She groaned into his mouth, her hands on his back, her legs spread, as he pounded her tight pussy.

“Oh fuck!” she cried as the headboard banged against the wall. “Give me that big fucking cock. Stretch out my tight little pussy.” He pressed himself up and watched her expression as he fucked her, her eyes closed, her features contorted, her hands running through her short, blonde hair, damp with sweat. “Give it to me!”

“I’m going to give it to you,” he said, raising himself up on his knees and hooking his arms under her legs. She moaned loudly, and from the other room, he heard the moans of Chloe and Ava, and images of them touching themselves and each other as he fucked their friend, flashed through his mind, causing his cock to throb deep inside Mei.

“Oh fuck,” she cried as he fucked her, holding her legs in the air, tilting her body and tightening the angle of penetration. He groaned, feeling himself getting close, but held on, watching her slim body shining and shivering as he fucked her, her small tits bouncing, his fat cock disappearing into her tight pussy, her lips gripping his length as he moved in and out of her. His moans, her moans, their moans.

“You’re going to make me cum!” she cried, moaning loudly as he pounded her tight hole, their bodies meeting with a wet slap.

“That’s it,” he groaned, his balls tensing as he got close to the edge. “I want to see you cum on my cock before I fill you up.”

“I want you to fill me up,” she cried. “I need it!”

“Then cum for me.”

“I’m so close.”

“Cum for me,” he repeated.

“I’m going to cum for you,” she moaned. “I’m so close – oh god – so close!”

He kept fucking her, holding his own orgasm back, the tension building as they fucked hard, panting and sweating, their skin slick with their own desire, the scent of their sex filling the room.

“Don’t stop – oh fuck – please don’t stop – I’m going to cum for you – oooooh fuuuuuck – I’m going to cum so hard on your cock – just a little more – I’m such a slut for your cock – it feels so good inside me – oh fuck, I just want you to fill me up as I’m – as I’m – oh god – I’m cumming, I’m cumming. Fill me up, please!”

She cried out loud, her pussy spasming on his cock as she came hard, moaning and rocking underneath him, her hands squeezing her tits. And as he watched her climaxing body, the look of pleasure on her face as she took his cock, he felt himself tip over the brink.

“I’m going to cum,” he growled, tightening his grip on her legs. “I’m going to cum so fucking hard inside you.”

“Please,” she gasped, “I want to feel you cum inside me.”

As she begged him, he came, his orgasm erupting in a loud, primal moan that filled the room, causing Mei to moan louder as he filled her tight body with cum. He thrust hard and deep into her, firing thick ropes into her body, coating her walls with his seed as she continued to climax on his cock, her wetness coating him, her walls fluttering around him, his cock rubbing against her G-spot as he filled her pussy with his thick load.

He kept fucking her, both of them moaning and panting as they came together, riding one another’s pleasure for as long as possible as the moans from the other room reached a crescendo, all four of them cumming, their combined pleasure drawing out the moment, until they were all finished.

Frank and Mei grunted as they collapsed onto the bed, panting and gasping for breath, a tangle of sticky limbs and flesh, a heaving ball of fulfilment.

“Oh my god,” moaned Mei, Frank’s hard cock still inside her.

“Was that how you imagined it?” he asked, holding her close.

“No,” she confessed. “It was so much better.” She smiled and leaned in and kissed him, moaning as aftershocks of pleasure moved through her. “And how about you? Do you prefer me hot and sweaty and out of my clothes?”

“So much,” he said, his hands moving over her slick back, her skin shining with perspiration. “It feels like we earned it.”

“We really did,” she said, one hand stroking his chest. “And I can’t wait to earn the next one.”


Chapter Six

“Have a nice nap?” asked Ava, as she leaned over the couch, where she and Chloe were sitting.

“Very,” said Mei as she stepped out of the bathroom, once again wearing nothing but Frank’s oversized t-shirt and her panties.

“Us too,” said Chloe, with a grin.

“The thing about naps,” said Frank, entering from his bedroom, wearing a loose pair of joggers and a t-shirt combo, “is that I always feel more tired afterwards.”

“I’m sure it was the napping part that exhausted you,” said Ava.

“It must have been,” said Mei, wrapping an arm around his waist. “I can’t possibly imagine what else it could have been.”

“I might have some idea,” said Chloe, giggling.

“Maybe you can give us a demonstration later,” said Mei, as the pair of them walked over to the couch. “Then we can tell you if you’re right.”

“I think there is a more pressing issue,” said Frank, looking at Ava and Chloe. “I think I’m going to need a bigger couch.”

“That’s alright,” said Mei, “I’m sure we can make all of us fit around you.” She pushed him, and he slumped back into the seat, and Mei sat on his lap, swinging her legs around and resting them across Chloe and Ava.

“You’ve plenty of experience with making things fit,” said Ava. “Even if it’s a tight squeeze at first.”

“That’s a might be,” said Frank, withholding a moan as Mei worked her ass into his lap under the guise of getting comfortable. “But we can’t stay like this forever.”

“Well, forever can wait,” said Chloe, her hands gently stroking Mei’s small feet. “Because I’m comfortable right where I am.”

“Me too,” said Frank, looking at the three women surrounding him on the couch. “Me too.”
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From the first date to the last, His Blind Date Harem will have you yearning for the next date night.

[image: His Apartment Harem: The Complete Collection]

His Apartment Harem: The Complete Collection

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GL9K27DJ

Mark’s life is transformed forever when his new neighbours - three stunning, twenty-something Korean women - take more than a neighbourly interest in him.

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

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

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

[image: His Supermodel Harem: The Complete Collection]

His Supermodel Harem: The Complete Collection

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GD8JXBV2

Life is anything but average when you’re surrounded by supermodels…

The definition of “average”, Joe’s life is transformed when he wins a competition and is whisked away to participate in an “everyman” advertising campaign for a high-end fashion line.

Now, surrounded by a constant parade of stunning Japanese supermodels, he finally gets to experience a life that is anything but average.

From exclusive clubs and VIP rooms to penthouse suites and luxury yacht parties, Joe experiences everything that the glamorous world has to offer, and he doesn’t do it alone.

With an ever-increasing entourage of supermodels to guide him through the lifestyles of the rich and famous, he can be sure his life will be changed forever.
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