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CHAPTER ONE


“So, tell me about it?”

I opened my eyes. Bright light filtered through the closed cloth blinds, making the already stark white walls starker. As I turned my head, the leather squeaked. “What?”

“What you’re really looking for?” Samantha uncrossed her legs, giving me, as I sprawled on the cream couch, a view up her short pencil skirt. It was a pleasant view. She was wearing white lace and wanted me to know it. But my expression remained stoic.

Dr. Samantha Thompson. Her full title. Psychologist and sex therapist. I was there for the former. She asked me to call her Samantha. Not Dr. Thompson. Not Sam, but Samantha. Casual, but not overly familiar. Did they teach her that in shrink school, I wonder? Did she pick up the ‘flash panties at patient’ method in Sex Therapy School? “If I knew that, Doc, I wouldn’t be here.”

She smiled her patient smile. “Nathan, please call me Samantha.”

“Samantha.” I didn’t know if I was being facetious, answering her like that, but she seemed to like it. Her eyes flashed, and she closed her legs for a second. She bit her lip and let her legs relax — wider this time, as much as the fabric of her skirt would allow. I didn’t know if was a side effect of her being a sex therapist — as such, I assumed, a sexual person — or if she was being unprofessional. I didn’t mind either way.

She flicked the dark curls that flowed down her back — restrained by a tight ponytail — over her shoulder, and crossed her arms. It pushed her breasts up, plumping them like pillows. Two large, round, plump pillows in white cotton, straining the buttons of her blouse. She narrowed her eyes, still expecting an answer, while suspiciously eyeing my lack of reaction.

“I don’t know,” I said. I sounded dead inside and I couldn’t muster the enthusiasm to care. “I’d like to feel something, I guess.”

She scooted to the edge of her chair and pushed her knees together. “Go on.” She bent forward. The top couple of buttons on her blouse were undone, so now she was flashing me the white lace of her bra.

“I’d like to look at girl and… feel something, you know?” The ceiling was white, with a mottled texture. I wanted to look back at her. She was nice to look at after all, but that’s what she wanted, I thought. “Like,” I said, giving her an example, “I saw a girl on the subway on my way over here. She was attractive. She smiled at me. I smiled back and—”

“Describe her,” Samantha commanded. Her words were like a purr from a kitten.

“Describe her?”

Her brow raised, and a smirk tugged at the corner of her lips. “Yes. Describe her. You couldn’t have forgotten already.”

I gawked at the mottle, trying to remember. “She was… attractive.”

Samantha sighed. “You can do better than that, Nathan.”

A shadow from the window reached cross the ceiling. “She had long, dark hair… like yours, I guess—”

“You guess? Did she or didn’t she?”

I scowled at her. A row of photos hung alongside framed diplomas on the wall behind her. “Her hair was dark, like chocolate, and fell down her to her back, like your. Except it was wavy and free. She had it over her shoulders.”

Samantha pulled her hair band, unleashing her brown curls, and shook it loose. Her breasts swayed from side to side until the waves spread out behind her like a waterfall, then she gathered it over her shoulders. “Like this?”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“You guess?”

“Yes. Though it was the other shoulder.” I fixed my gaze on the ceiling.

“What else?” I watched her from the corner of my eye as she deliberately crossed her legs and hiked up her skirt, exposing another inch of her long, stocking covered thighs. A wide lace pattern decorated the top of her stockings, vanishing under her skirt.

“She had long, smooth legs. She was wearing a pair of those Daisy Dukes… you know, from the Dukes of Hazard?”

She nodded. “Denim Short-Shorts. I have a few pairs.”

The image of her long legs flowing from the frayed hems entered my mind, replacing the girl from the subway. “Sandals. She was wearing sandals, heeled ones. Her toenails were pink. I remember because they matched the color of her fingernails.”

“Okay, what else?” She unhooked her legs and rested her arms on her thighs. Her heels were black stilettos and raised her knees above the seat.

“She had this top. It wasn’t a tank — too strappy — it revealed her midriff. A white diamond sat in her bellybutton.” I snorted. “Doubt it was a genuine diamond, but it sparkled like one. Maybe one of those artificial ones they grow?” I read about that in a magazine in the hospital. They always had interesting magazines. I remember them more than anything.

“Okay, good. But that’s what she was wearing. Tell me about her.”

She looked at me so intently I wanted to squirm. “Her?”

“Yes. What was she like?”

“Young.”

“How young? My age? Your age?”

“Nineteen, maybe. She was happy, so young enough that life hadn’t shat all over her.”

“Don’t do that.” She sounded sad. “Don’t project. Life didn’t shit over you, Nathan. You suffered a tragedy. But we’re not talking about that today. Tell me about the girl.”

The milky-white ceiling faded to the image of the subway. The moment that stuck in my mind. “She’s smiling. She has a pleasant smile. I liked her ah…”

“It’s okay. I want to hear it unfiltered.”

“I liked her ass. Her shorts didn’t cover the whole of her butt and it’s sexy. I kept looking at her cleavage. I remember that. She had a nice rack, and she clearly wanted to show off. She caught me gawking, that’s when she smiled at me.”

“So, you liked her?”

“You could say that.”

Samantha pressed her knees together and placed her arms on the armrests of her chair. “So you felt something for her?”

Did I? “I appreciated her appearance. She was nice to look at.”

“Am I nice to look at?”

I glanced back at her and really looked, taking all of her in. She was really nice to look at. She was twenty-nine if her website was accurate, but didn’t look a day over twenty-five. Her eyes sparkled under the spotlights. She looked hopeful. I darted my gaze back to the ceiling, not wanting to look at her when I answered, not when my dick had become hard as a steel bar in my pants. “Yes.” I paused, narrowing my eyes at the bumpy texture. “But you already know that.”

She tittered, but tried to hide it. “A girl always likes to hear it... but what makes you say that?”

My gaze snapped to her, eyes wide. I wanted to roll them. She knew damn well what she was doing, but what did this have to do with my therapy? She raised an eyebrow, resting her chin on her hands, and her elbows on her knees, trying to hide a smirk tugging at her plush lips. My gaze dropped to the way her skirt had hiked up her thighs, showing off her stockings, and hinting not so subtly at the white lace shadowed under her skirt. “Really, Doc?”

“Samantha.”

The shadow across the ceiling had moved. How long had I been on that couch? “Really, Samantha?” Was she flirting with me? Playing with me? Or was this just her way? It seemed unlikely. She came too highly recommended to be this unprofessional. So it was something else then?

The smirk broke free of her control as her legs parted again, separating her arms, showing her teasing cleavage peeking out from her parted blouse buttons. “Yes. What gives you the impression I think I’m nice to look at?”

I glanced at her again. She was nice to look at, but maybe I’d read that wrong. Maybe she wasn’t showing off, but trying something else... was she coming on to me then? Nah. “Well,” I started, to give myself a second to think. “Your top buttons are undone.”

I caught her eyes wandering to the bulge protruding from my pants as I lay on the couch. “So, you’ve been looking at my breasts? Peeking at my cleavage?”

She said it playfully, not accusatory. I didn’t look at her. “Yes. Its... they’re hard to ignore.”

“Fair. I have nice breasts. What else?”

I gave her an incredulous look. “Your skirt is so high up your thighs I can see your stockings?”

She nodded. “This is true. Can you see my panties?”

My eyes widened. “A little.”

“What color are they?”

I was confused. Where she was going with this? I stared deep into her brown eyes that almost matched her hair, but darker, more saturated with color, like milk chocolate buttons. “White.”

She stared right back, her eyelids hooded just enough, so she had to look through her long lashes. “And what material are my panties made of?”

We stared at each other for a second before I answered. “Lace. White lace just like your bra.” I was actually feeling a little angry towards her now. I didn’t like getting played, and I felt like a kitten’s plaything under her gaze. “Why would you make damn well sure I saw your bra, your sexy stocking and your panties, if you weren’t showing off?”

“You think my stockings are sexy?”

I sighed and flopped back on the couch, resuming my staring match with the bobbles on the ceiling. “Yeah, they are... but you know that.”

“What color was the underwear of the girl on the subway?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t see.”

“Would you have liked to?”

I resisted giving her another glance. Was she enjoying playing with me? This couldn’t be part of the therapy, could it? “Sure, why not? Does that make me a pervert?”

She snorted. “In your case, no. It speaks to your desire for intimacy.”

I couldn’t avoid glaring at her then. “Intimacy? I can barely feel anything for a girl... never mind want to get intimate with her.”

She parted her legs wider, inching up her skirt more so her white lace panties were clearly visible. The panel over her sex was silky and damp, showing her pussy through the material. “I don’t think that’s true.”

I stared at the damp patch on the satin, at the fleshy lips just visible through the gauzy fabric. It made me lick my lips.

“How does this make you feel?”

“How does what make me feel?”

“What you’re seeing? You’re looking intently enough.”

“You want me to look—”

“Do I?”

I looked away, back to the safety of the ceiling. “Yes. It makes me feel confused.”

“Confused? In what way?”

I huffed. “Like, why is the highly recommended professional acting this way?”

“Then pretend I’m just a girl in a bar.”

“I don’t go to bars... not anymore...”

“Okay, then pretend we’re sitting in a waiting room. My waiting room.”

I scrunched my cheeks. “I’d still be confused.”

“How so?”

I sat up and turned to face her. “Because girls don’t act this way!”

She raised her hands in surrender. “Nathan, calm. Please. Lay back down.”

“I don’t think this is working.” Frustrated, I flopped back onto the couch with another squeak.

“Am I making you uncomfortable?”

“No, but you weren’t like this before.”

“You weren’t ready before.”

Silence dragged out in the small office. It felt like I’d been there for hours, squirming under her electric gaze.

“It’s not true, you know. That we, girls, don’t act like this. Well, we don’t often... but we want to... for the right person.”

I scoffed. “And I’m the right person?”

She grinned, letting her professional face slip. “Maybe.”

I sighed. More games. “How does this help me? This session must be costing me a small fortune.”

“No. I capped the cost on the hour. This won’t cost you extra.”

I narrowed my eyes at her. I felt like that’s all I’d been doing. “Why?”

She’d picked up the pen that she kept inside the spiral of her notebook, and tapped her bottom lip with the lid. “Because I want to help you. More than just what you pay me for. But we’ll get to that. Tell me, Nathan. What did you feel when you looked at my pussy?”


CHAPTER TWO


My eyebrows met my hairline.

“It’s okay. I know you looked. I wanted you to, remember?” Her legs parted more and my gaze snapped to the soggy patch of silky fabric between her thighs. “How does it make you feel?”

There was no point in trying to hide it. “Hard.”

“I can see that.”

I snorted, holding in the ‘professional, Doc,’ that I wanted to say, and continued. “It makes my mouth dry.”

“Good. That’s good. How does it make you feel that...” her voice changed, becoming more husky and needy, “I’m wet. That my pussy is flushed, dripping really, because of you?”

My cock pulsed. “Me?”

“Yep.” She nodded. “How does it make you feel?”

I looked at her again, slipping all too easily into her dark, chocolaty gaze. What is happening? “I can’t say.”

“You can’t say because you don’t know, or because you don’t want to?”

I fell into the deep pools of her eyes. “Doc... Samantha. I don’t think it’s appropriate to say how that makes me feel.”

Her legs snapped together. “Please? Remember, this is a safe place. You can’t offend or shock me.”

“Fine,” I said, almost in annoyance. “It makes me want to fuck you.”

“Does it? How would you do it?”

“What?” I almost sat up again.

Her elbows were resting on her knees, leaning in with rapt attention. Her kinky locks had slipped from her shoulder and draped down her back. “How would you fuck me?”

I open my mouth to speak, then stopped myself — suspicious. “Is this some kind of trick or trap? Trying to make me say something incriminating?”

She scoffed. “Certainly not. Why would you think such a thing?”

“Because... because of all those stories you hear on the news of girls accusing guys of—”

“This isn’t that. I promise.” Her eyebrow raised, like it had been caught by a fishhook. “While this might seem like it’s bending the ethical line, this isn’t a trick or trap, and at no point am I being dishonest. How long have I been seeing you?”

“A few months, I guess?”

“And in that time, have I ever given you any reason to think I’m anything but genuine?”

“Well, no, but—”

“Then please tell me, Nathan. After seeing that I’m so wet, I’ve soaked my panties, because of how you make me feel. How would you fuck me?”

My brain was melting. “I...”

“Would you place me on top of you and make me ride you? Bend me over the couch and take me from behind, so my juices are running down my thighs?”

“I...” My cock was so hard it felt like it might burst. “Uh...”

“Maybe pull my hair as you fuck me from behind. Slamming your thick cock inside my dripping pussy—”

“Yes! That! I’d grab your hair, bend you over your couch, or maybe your desk and fuck you hard from behind—”

“Why hard?”

“Because you deserved it for teasing me all session—”

“Just because of that?”

“No, because it’s what you want. You want it hard—”

“Why do you care what I want?”

My gaze fixated on her. “Because I want you to come. Hard on my cock...” Jesus Christ, what was I saying? “Shit, I’m sorry, I got carried away—”

“No,” she said, almost angry. “Don’t apologize. Don’t stop.”

“Well,” I said, trying to regain my train of thought. “I want you to scream my name as I came inside you. I want you to feel good.”

“Picture it. Close your eyes and picture it.”

I did.

“I’ve been coming on to you all session. At the end, I tell you to fuck me. Without hesitation, you grab my hair, tear my panties and bend my over my desk. I’m so wet for you. I’m dripping. You fuck me hard. Hard like I deserve, like I want it... then I scream your name.” Breathy she said my name, “Nathan.” She took a breath. “You come deep inside me. How does that make you feel?”

I could see it. Her blouse had slipped from her shoulder, bearing her creamy skin and her long neck. She was tight, so heavenly tight. Perfect, I... I love it. “I love it. I don’t want to stop. I love...” I stopped, snapping my gaze at her watchful eyes. They were hooded as she bit her lip. Then her face shifted into a broad smile. “How does that make you feel?”

It was the most I’d felt in months, since before the accident. “But... that’s just sex, that’s—”

“Is it?”

“It’s not the same...”

She wiggled in her chair, pulling her skirt back down. “I think we need to take a quick break. Can I get you a tea, coffee or water?”

I sat up, wincing at just how hard my shaft was after that. “We’re not done?”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t think. Do you have somewhere to be?”

She stood, and I looked up at her, realizing just how spectacular she was, how stunningly beautiful. How didn’t I see it before? I’d been spending sessions with her for months. “No, it’s not that. I just don’t want to take up your valuable time. Our session’s done. We’ve never run long before.”

She tilted her hip as she regathered her hair into the band. “This is a special session. Are you okay with continuing?”

“Sure.” For the first time, I wasn’t itching to escape out the door. I was fucking horny.

“Great,” she beamed. “Don’t go anywhere... Oh!” She snapped her fingers. “What did you want?”

“You don’t have to—”

“No, come on... you want water, right? You always grab one on the way out.”

I grinned at her. “Doc... Samantha, have you been spying on me?”

She shrugged. “Think about how our little roleplay made you feel while I’m gone. Was it just sex? Just mechanical biology, or did you feel something deeper?”

I watched her ass sway as she strut on her heels. Her shoes were so high, I didn’t know how she walked in them, let alone so elegantly, so sexily. It also meant she was really short. I’d never noticed that before.

The door shut behind her and I was left in her office, stunned, confused and harder than I’d ever been before. I think I’ll need that water to replace all the fluid that had oozed from my cock.


CHAPTER THREE


I sat there in silence, staring at the empty chair where Samantha had sat. Where her long stocking-clad legs had taunted me. Where her damp panties had called to me, and where her gaze had drawn me in like some sort of seductive magic. Had that made me feel? I felt something. I just wasn’t sure if it was just lust. Lust was easy. It was caring that was hard.

There was something about her. I couldn’t deny that. Today more than before.

“Here we are. Sorry for the wait,” Samantha said, scooting through the door after pushing her way through, ass first. “I had something I needed to set up.”

I accepted the cup of water. It was white plastic from the water dispenser in the waiting room. She was right. I did always grab a cub before leaving. Spending time in her presence always left me parched. I just didn’t realize why. “Thanks.”

She sat in her chair. Knees together, skirt stretched around her mid thighs. “So, did you think about what happened during our last session?” she asked, sipping her water.

I guzzled mine in one go and placed the cup on a side table. “Yes, and no.” I chuckled. “Probably not in the way you intended.”

She grinned over the cup. “Oh? How so?”

I felt my cheeks heat. “Focusing on the wrong part, probably.” She sipped her water, and I waited, but I couldn’t remain silent. “Is that normal? What you did in the last session?”

She almost choked on her water. She coughed and put the cup down. “Flashing you my panties and talking so much about sex? God no,” she said, sounding like she had something caught in her throat.

“Then... why?”

Her eyes darted down and to the side. “Would you be appalled if I told you my interest in you wasn’t strictly professional? But I know I can help you, but not within the bounds of what we do here within our hourly sessions?”

My right eye squinted as I stared at her, at this beautiful, brilliant woman. She refused to make eye contact, continuing to look anywhere but at me. Almost as if she suddenly became shy. “Appalled? No. Confused, yes.”

Her smile returned, and her pretty chocolate gaze crawled its way back up to mine. “I’m going to be as straight with you as I can be.” She stood and moved to the couch, scooting in next to me. A vanilla scent filled my nose, wrapping me in her very essence.

I hid the grin that wanted to breakout over my lips. “That would help.”

“I have a trial program in mind. It’s more of a pet project, really.” Her hand softly landed on my knee, but her eyes never left mine. “Strictly off the books, but I think you would really benefit. Please tell me you’re interest?”

I was completely under her spell. She always had an authoritarian element to her, almost like a school teacher — a hot one, the kind teenage boys would behave badly to get the attention of — the kind you’d be happy to detention with, but this? This softer, more vulnerable side? I was eating it up. Her eyes were big and hopeful. “Uh, sure. If you think it will help.”

She squeezed my knee. “Great. There’s just one thing. I need to make sure you’re a good fit, because it’s rather... unconventional.”

Ordinarily I would have narrowed my eyes and asked how unconventional, but I’d felt something, and I was feeling something for Samantha. I just didn’t know what it was. I’d been coming to sessions for months, but all of that felt like a blur. Today I’d felt a glimmer, like I’d looked through a clean spot on a dirty window, and I needed more. “Okay. I think I’m in? As long as it’s not illegal or anything?”

She tapped my knee. “No, nothing like that. Just... unconventional. I assume you’re okay with sex after our little thought experiment? The program requires intimacy.”

The old me would have answered with an emphatic yes, but now? After I lost Sarah? Sex is like the rest — a shrug was the best I could hope for. But I felt something. A tiny spark of excitement at the thought of having sex with Samantha… maybe. If nothing else, a primal desire to bend her over the desk and give her what she wanted... hard. That — if not the small flicker of emotional attachment I thought I was feeling towards the gorgeous psychologist touching my knee — was an improvement. “With you?”

She purred. “Down, tiger. Not just yet. That is at my discretion. I have something else in mind.” She stood and smiled down at me as I looked up between the valley of her breasts. “lay down for me?”

“Okay.” I swung my legs over the leather like I’d done a hundred times. The familiarity was comforting.

Samantha locked the door and discarded the empty cups in the small trash bin she kept next to her desk.

“What kind of therapy is this?” I asked, more to remind myself I was here for treatment, not... to stare at the delicious ass of the woman bending over her desk, tapping into her phone. Her skirt hugged her slender curves, bringing back the image I had of her earlier when—

“Wait and see. Not knowing is part of the process... or maybe it’s just more fun that way. I’ll let you ponder which.” She tittered to herself, then with one final tap, stood and turned. “Tell me, Nathan. Are you still hard?”

“Um.” I wasn’t as hard, but I could never truly be soft in her presence. “Kinda.”

Her mouth became a thin line, then a smile that I could only read as mischievous spread across her lips. “We’re going to have to do something about that now, aren’t we?”

“Are we?”

“Yes. I need you nice and hard for the next part. How else am I going to evaluate if you are fit for what I have in mind?”

I chuckled. Not just because I replied, “I could fill out a form?” Samantha had made me fill out several questionnaires in the early days. But because I realized what a vixen Samantha was. It had always been there. I was just so numb, I couldn’t see it. A slither of happiness whipped through me at that thought. I must have been making progress, and it was all the proof I needed to throw myself into whatever she had in mind.

I liked the progress, and I was starting to like Samantha. Two things I thought would never happen.

She laughed. A melodic sound echoed in the small office. It was the sound of happiness, and I longed to feel that again. “Yes, you could, I suppose.” She laughed, placing her hands on her curvaceous hips. “I’m sorry I put you through those. They are frightfully boring. I promise, from here on, things will be less so.”

Slowly her fingers spider-crawled up her blouse until they reached the uppermost closed button and undid it. Then the next. The fabric pulled aside, revealing the deep valley of her breasts and the white lacy satin of her bra.

“Uh, what are you—”

“I told you, I’m helping you.” She continued to help me by unbuttoning the rest of her blouse and pulling the material from where it was tucked into her skirt. Her toned tummy and perfect bellybutton taunted me from across the room... and it was working. At least what I thought her intention was — I was getting hard again. “That’s better, isn’t it?”

“Um... yeah, I guess.” I was back to the girl on the subway. Samantha was nice to look at, and I was getting hard, but that earlier feeling had slipped away.

“You guess? That won’t do. But I know it will take time, and we’re just getting started.” She looked down, suddenly as if shy, which was the second time she had done so, and I found it impossible she could be anything other than confident, bold and sexy. “Can I touch you, Nathan?” Slowly her gaze raised from the floor and centered on my groin.

“Okay.” I almost said, ‘If you think it will help.’ But that was what the old me, the broken me, would have said, and I needed to embrace the tiny flashes in the dark that would lead me out of this tunnel of numbness. If that mean doing whatever Samantha wanted, then that’s what I was going to do.

Like a cat stalking her prey, she sauntered across the room and stood over me. Then slowly, painfully slowly, I thought — like she was moving in slow motion — dropped to her knees. “Tell me,” she said, placing her hands on my thigh. “Do you like a woman on her knees?”


CHAPTER FOUR


“Uh. I don’t know,” I said, slightly shocked and feeling out of my depth — a feeling I never struggled to feel. “I’ve never thought about it. It’s never happened before.”

“That’s a shame. Some men feel power having a woman on her knees before him. Believe it or not, many women feel power in this kind of submission—”

“Do you?”

She tittered, inching her fingers closer to my groin. “That would be telling. Some girls just like giving blow jobs, others, the dichotomy of submitting by kneeling, but the power they have over a man by having his cock in their hands... and in their mouth.”

While I tried to process her words, her fingers found my zipper and pulled down my fly. Suddenly, her message was obvious. She wanted my cock in her mouth. She was going to blow me. Had I fallen asleep on the couch while she went to fetch us water? Was I dreaming?

“Mmmmm,” she purred, pulling my jeans open. My cock sprang free, hard and slick. I gripped the couch as she tugged the denim twice, freeing my balls, and... holy fuck, it was happening. Nimble fingers gripped my shaft, feeling the thickness and just how hard I’d become. “I like... wow,” she whispered to herself, before tentatively raising on her knees and hovering her mouth over the head of my shaft. Her chocolate ponytail slipped over her shoulder and tickled my hip.

Air rushed into my lungs as a hot-wet sensation engulfed the crown, and my hips shot up, wanting more. The sensation spread down the length in an instant, but Samantha wasn’t ready, and I hit the back of her throat. She pushed on my thighs and pulled off, coughing.

“I’m sorry.” What the fuck was I doing? I need to control myself. It’s fine, I thought. It was the first time I’d felt that kind of feeling in a year, but I wouldn’t feel any more if I acted like a teenager, shoving my dick down her throat.

“It’s okay.” She patting my thigh. “I know it’s been a while. For me too.” She smiled her patient smile, despite the drip of saliva sitting on her chin. It was the first time in a long time I’d found anything so completely sexy. “Let’s just take a breath, okay—”

“I’m sorry,” I said, slightly panicked. “I didn’t expect this, Samantha. That you would... That I...”

“Nathan. It’s okay. Look at me.”

I did. I couldn’t look at anything else, but I knew what she meant. She wanted me to focus on her, to calm my breathing, like she’d walked me through many times. I peered into her big brown eyes. They sparkled with tiny golden flakes. “I’m okay.” She really was something. Her breasts pressed against my thighs and I completely forgotten her blouse was undone. “This feels new. Of course it’s not, but it’s been a while, and...” I looked deeper into her eyes and what I saw almost scared me. Was I getting too attached to her? That would be worse, wouldn’t it? To feel something again, and for that to be taken away?

She took my cock in her hand again and looked up at me expectantly. “Are you okay with continuing?”

I clenched my jaw. The way she held my shaft was perfect.

She rubbed the sensitive tip of my cock with her thumb, and my world almost shattered. “It’s okay. You can tell me. This is a safe space. Between you and me, it always will be.”

Damn, I couldn't think with her doing that. It was incredible and I only just kept my butt on the couch, not wanting to repeat my earlier unintended thrust. But what I needed to say was important. “It’s just... what if I get too attached... to you? I’m scared if it works. If I felt something.... and it’s for you… and that can’t happen—”

A smile almost crept on to her lips. “Why?” She gripped the base of my shaft with her other hand and my head flopped down to the couch, eyes rolling.

“Because,” I moaned as pleasure flowed from the tip of my cock like a wave. “You’re my doctor? Don’t people get in trouble for that kind of thing?”

“They can do, but I’m not that kind of doctor.”

My jaw hung loose as her thumb did circles on the head of my cock. Round and round and round. It made my toes curl in my sneakers. “But,” I gritted out through the waves of sensation pouring from my groin, “If I felt that kind of feeling again... and it’s for you... you won’t feel the same... I don’t think I could take that.”

The circles stopped, replaced by a slow, sensual lick from the tip of her tongue. My fists clenched. “That will not happen, Nathan.”

“No?”

Her soft, silky lips slid over the crown of my cock, sending another wave of — fuck, it felt good. It really did. I closed my eyes and just drifted on the feeling. A smile crept its way onto face. The first true one in over a year.

A loud pop echoed around the sparse white walls as Samantha sucked off my cock. “No. If you haven’t already guessed, this isn’t just professional. So I won’t abandon you. You’re safe... Let yourself feel, Nathan. I would love it if you felt that way about me.”

“Y-you would?” Her words echoed in my mind as her wonderful lips slid their way back down my cock, sucking the crown, the shaft, then all the way down until she stopped at her fist that gripped the base.

She like me? I couldn’t even comprehend that. Not while more intense waves flowed through my cock, making my toes curl even tighter. My fists clenched the couch and Sam bobbed her head over my lap, sucking and slurping up and down my length.

Suck. Suck. Suck.

I was lost. Adrift, but I had to see. Her eyes were shut, her lips stretched open around my slick cock that glistened in the office spotlights. Her hair danced over her shoulder, and she pumped her fist in time with her mouth. Head bobbing. Up-down, up-down, up-down. I flopped back against the headrest and scrunched my eyes. It took all of my concentration to keep my hips on the couch. To not fuck her throat. I didn’t need to, because I wouldn’t last. Not against this. There was no way. It had been too long. I’d felt nothing like this in a long time.

Another pop echoed around the office, louder, sloppier. “Good boy. Come in my mouth. I want to taste your cum... but hold on as long as you can, okay?”

I nodded. I couldn’t use words anymore, but I would hold on for her. My fists clenched tighter as her mouth returned to my cock. But this time she pushed my shaft further, deeper, all the way to the base. Her hand fondled my balls. Her body jolted against the couch like she was struggling, and I realized she was fighting her gag reflex. She didn’t let it stop her. Samantha continued to bob and suck as if she was starving.

A great tightness was building in my shaft, like a contraction, or compression of a spring. Each suck, each time her lips slicked down my cock, especially when I hit the back of her throat, the spring grew tighter.

My head flopped about like a fish trapped on land. Eyes scrunched closed in concentration, trying my hardest to not come. She was my therapist. This was wrong... wasn’t it? She was gorgeous, smart, and knew what she was doing. I was the patient, and I trusted her completely. I was just along for the ride.

Tighter and tighter, the spring coiled. I lost some control of my hips. I thrust up into her mouth with small fucking motions, but I kept them short. Samantha moaned, scrunching her nails through my jeans. Her moaning grew louder as my cock contracted tighter, tighter, tighter.

“Fuck, Sam, I’m gonna come.”

She mewled in response, sucking my dick harder, squeezing my balls harder, like she could force the cum into her hungry mouth.

The spring grew so tight I thought it would snap. Tighter, tighter... on fuck!

I came. An explosion erupted in my cock like a cork popping from a bottle. A wave of erotic bliss flowed through my body, just for an instance, wrapping my entire being in pleasure and bliss. Then a torrent of cum flooded Samantha’s hot, wet mouth.

A moaning, groan-like wail hummed around my cock as she gulped and spluttered, swallowing my never-ending ropes of cum painting the insides of her mouth.

“Jesus Christ,” I groaned, taking a deep breath. A shudder of pleasure made my muscles twitch. “Fuck.”

Samantha sucked back to the top, and with her lips still firmly locked around the head of my shaft, made swirly motions with her tongue. When I finally stopped coming, she sucked the tip, then released her lippy grip. “Fuck, Nate,” she whispered, then spoke louder. “I don’t think I’ve seen anyone come that much... ever.”

I forced my eyes open. A drop of cum sat on her plump bottom lip, and her dark-red lipstick was smeared down my cock. She licked the drip slowly, teasingly. “Christ, you’re beautiful.” The words escaped my mouth. A moment where I realized just how stunning she was. Not just because she was gorgeous, and she was, but because somehow, on some level, she was mine. A twinge of possession, maybe? Or was it something deeper? Something more raw? She was more than just nice to look at.

Her mouth dropped open. “You mean that?”

“Uh,” I did, but just as quickly, the feeling slipped away. “It just slipped out... but I think so?”

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smiled. “See. You’re making progress already. I wonder... No, we can’t... can we? But I really want to…” That mischievous look returned to her face.

I was dazed, in awe, confused. So many conflicting emotions warred inside me, bouncing off the wall of numbness around my heart. But it felt a little less numb now. Maybe like pins and needles after you’d sat on your hand, but just a little. “Can we what?”

“I don’t think it’s fair only you got to come... do you?”

“Um,” I said, unsure of what to say. Was I still just a patient? Maybe this was more now? I wasn’t sure. I didn’t completely know where I stood. “I guess not?”

Samantha stood and wiped her fingers on a tissue she took from a box on her desk. “I’m glad you feel that way, because I’m so horny right now.”

“You are?” I lifted on my elbows to get a better view.

She nodded, “yep. You think I can just blow you and not be climbing the walls?”

“I...”

“It’s okay, Nathan. That doesn’t need an answer.” She move back to the couch and stood before me. “Because I am.” She fingered the hem of her skirt and slowly, teasingly slowly, lifted the dark fabric up her thighs. “If you thought my panties were wet earlier? Now I bet they're soaked.” The white satin slid into view as her skirt bunched at her hips. They were virtually transparent now. She placed a stocking-covered knee on the creamy-white couch and hooked her other over my body, kneeling either side of my thighs. “Do you know how many pairs you ruined?”

“M-me? I didn’t—”

She leaned over me as I lay frozen on the couch. “Nearly every session after the first… you do something to me. Didn’t you notice how much I squirmed?”

“Um, I didn’t think—”

She leaned in close, and her hair draped down the side of her face, nestling next to my head like a milk-chocolate waterfall. “Or notice the way I looked at you?”

“I’m s-sorry, I... I see it now.”

Her lips hovered an inch from mine, and I saw her bright brown eyes up close — closer than I’d ever seen. “I know. You weren’t ready then... but now?”

Her plush, lipstick-stained pillows of perfection pressed against mine. Softly pressing her lips like a teasing caress. She shut her eyes. I close mine, wanting to believe, and lost myself in her touch. Her hands scrunched against my tee, fisting the material. Her sopping panties pressed against my cock, crushing it against my pelvis, flooding it with fire, forcing it back to life.

My fingers instinctively slid up her thighs until I held her delicious rear in my hands. The material of her skirt was smooth, allowing her plump globes to slip from my grasp as I kneaded, spread, and played with her ass.

Samantha hummed little noises as we kissed, and her tongue probed against my lips. I was hers at that moment. Completely hers alone. Putty in my therapist’s hands. Her tongue slicked against mine as the kiss deepened — pulling me into the sensual depths. Her hips ground against my shaft, coating my skin in another layer of damp, slick and silky fabric, sliding up and down my shaft as she humped against me.

My hands kneaded, our mouths locked and molded to each other, tongues tasting — her sweetness filled my senses — so hot and heavenly. Her moans grew louder, until she pulled away, and looked down at me with unbridled fire.

“Nate, I need you.” She called me Nate. I liked the way she said my name like that. “Please... are you... ready again?”

I grinned up at her, lost in the moment. I didn’t answer. Instead, I slid my hands between her thighs — Christ, she was absolutely dripping — and pulled the soggy satin aside. My cock pressed against her sex, slicking flesh against flesh.

She bit her lip, eyes flashing. “Are you sure you’re ready? Not just for sex.” She wiggled her hips, rubbing her oozing pussy up and down my cock. “But for… this?”

“Are you?” I asked, floored she wanted me at all. Women had been like empty shells to me for the past year, but not Samantha. She was my lifeline after what happened, and now maybe she was my salvation?

Still biting her lip, she nodded, shifting her hips so my cock pressed against her entrance. “I liked you from the moment I saw you. I touched myself to the idea of this for so many nights… for months. But… we have to go slow.”

I laughed. “This is not slow, Samantha.”

She tittered. “Okay, physically we’re not. But emotionally, okay?”

I sort of understood her meaning, and I was happy to go slow. I felt something for her, and I knew it would take time for my broken heart to understand what that was.

But all of those thoughts dribbled out of my ear, because at that moment, she pushed my cock inside her pussy.


CHAPTER FIVE


A flash of pure bliss made me see stars as the crown of my shaft pressed inside a hot, wet channel. Slowly, inch by sweet inch, Samantha lowered herself, impaling her sex on my throbbing, engorged cock. Her thighs trembled. Her breathing hitched. Her nails dug into my chest through my tee.

I fisted the gathered material of her skirt as it clung to her waist. I grunted. She moaned. Then she was fully seated, sat on my thighs, gripping my cock so tightly with her pussy it almost hurt. Her pale skin was a stark contrast to the dark stockings, leaving her center bare, straining, and at her apex, a glistening pink stretched around my shaft.

“Fuck, you’re big,” she moaned, taking a deep breath, before circling her hips ever so slightly. Just enough to move my cock inside her and send a pulse of pleasure. She was so hot, so wet, so silky, so perfect. “Ooooo.”

“Christ, you’re tight,” I said through gritted teeth, letting my head flop back, but I couldn’t take my eyes off her glory for long. Her breasts hung inside the lace cups of her white bra, and I couldn’t help but slide my hands around her and palm those bountiful mounds of flesh.

“OooOOO, I like that,” she gasped, continuing to grind her hips against my pelvis. She didn’t lift, content to just grind. I didn’t care. She felt incredible sat on top of me, pinning me to the couch I’d sat on for countless hours, sheathed around my shaft. Her beautiful breasts fit in my hands so perfectly I could hold them forever. Her scent filled my nose — vanilla, need and sex.

She looked at the ceiling, and I wondered if the tiny bobbles fascinated her like they did me? But I realized her eyes were rolled back in her head, her bottom lip frantically bitten by her teeth.

The material of her bra felt delicate against my fingers, but it wasn’t skin, it wasn’t her, so I pulled it down. Twin orbs slipped from the lacy cups into my hands and she gasped. Her toes curled inside her silky black stockings — I hadn’t noticed she’d taken her heels off — as I thumbed her nipples. They were pebbled, standing like little towers from the pink rings surrounding them — fat and springy.

Samantha shuddered, breathing shallow as I played with her breasts. Her hips hadn’t stopped their incessant rhythm, grinding in languished circles, tormenting and teasing my cock. The couch squeaked beneath us and I would have laughed if I wasn’t so lost in her, in us, and how we were connected.

But her nipples. I couldn’t take my eyes off them as her mounds swayed in my grasp, begging for more attention. I couldn’t deny them. Sam’s breasts were big enough that I could bring them forward and place my lips over her pebbled flesh. As soon as her springy buds slipped into my mouth, her back arched, almost taking my new toys away, but I held firm, not letting her go.

Her hip grinding became frantic. “Oh, fuck, Nate, yeah. God, I love that.”

I wondered if she could come from just this, without fucking normally? Probably. More importantly, could I? Definitely. That tightness had already returned, making my cock fill with tightening pleasure. It’d replaced the tightness of Samantha’s pussy, now her muscles had relaxed. But they didn’t relax for long. The more she ground her hips, the tighter she became, clenching and relaxing around my length in waves.

I was too busy enjoying her reactions as I feasted on her nipples, switching from side to side, taking her yummy flesh between my lips and sucking hard and long. It was driving her wild.

This was therapy?

Therapy or not, it was working. That little seed I’d felt earlier had grown, and now I was actually enjoying this. It was more than just pleasure, it was connection. It was pure. It was more than just biology. We were making love.

Samantha stopped her hip grinding with a frustrated mewl, rising and taking her nipple out of reach. “Fuck, Nate. Fuck. Remember that thought experiment we did?” She looked from me to her desk.

Her eyes were so hooded they were almost shut, but I followed her gaze to the desk, remembering the image. “Yeah,” I croaked, struggling to get the word out.

“I need that.” She turned back, giving me a quick flick of her hips. A zing of pleasure made me groan. She leaned down, squishing her breasts against my chest, stopping with her mouth a fraction from mine. Her brown eyes almost glowed with golden flecks. “Fuck me like that. Please. I know this should be about you, but… fuck, you make me so horny. I need you to—”

I silenced her pleas with a kiss, pressing hard against her lips, grabbing her ponytail and holding her where I needed her. I wanted to give her what she wanted.

I cared. I was feeling something more than apathy towards her and I couldn’t stop. It felt too good. I was alive again.

She made little ‘uh,’ ‘uh,’ ‘uh,’ noises as I flexed my hips, fucking her with short, sharp thrusts. Her pussy gushed, coating my shaft in need, and it spurred me into action.

My fingers slipped under her skirt and dug into her ass through the satin of her white panties, and swung us around and off the couch. Her legs hooked around my back, keeping us joined as I struggled to stand, still kissing her. We stumbled in the vague direction of the desk, each step flexing my shaft deep inside her, making us both gasp into each other’s mouths.

When we reached her desk, I released her lips as I placed her on the edge. “Panties… you sure you want me to—”

“Tear them,” she gasped, pulling me in for another kiss. She let her legs fall down, and I slipped from her pussy. I hated not being inside her. It was like stepping outside on a chilly day, not wearing a jacket.

I grabbed her ponytail again, firmer this time, coiling her chocolate waves around my fist and pulled her head back. “Is this what you want, Samantha?”

The pulse in her neck throbbed as I held her head, exposing her neck like a vampire might just before feeding. Her neck was beautiful, long and slender, with smooth, clear skin. It made me wish I was a vamp, so I’d have an excuse to bite her.

Her mouth hung open, and for the first time since I’d met her, she wasn’t in control. I don’t mean because I had hold of her hair, but I could see it in her eyes. She was as lost as I was. “Yes, God yes. Please fuck me, Nate. Take me like I told—”

I didn’t let her finish. Using my grip on her hair, I pulled her off the desk, spun her around, and bent her over her surface. A pile of notebooks crashed on the floor, and she swept her arms out, pushing her handbag and a laptop onto her office chair.

I fisted her white lace panties and yanked — hard. She gasped as the delicate material tore, exposing her delicious ass and dripping pussy. Her panties fell to the floor, still wrapped around her left ankle. I didn’t wait. I needed back in. My cock found her entrance like it knew the way, and I thrust inside her pussy in one powerful thrust.

She cried out as it pushed her against the desk, “fuck, Nate! Yes!” and gasped and panted as I fucked her like she wanted. Hard and fast. A wet squelching sound filled the office, a rhythm of squelch, slap, squelch, slap, joined her shuddering, animal squeals.

I pulled her blouse off her shoulder, gripping her with fists of fabric and hair, slamming my hips against her jiggly ass, pushing repeatedly inside her. It was fantastic. Her hot, silky channel gripped me with every thrust, enveloping my shaft with her dripping wetness.

The desk shook, her hands gripped the edges, white-knuckled, and she was up on her toes — barely reaching the floor.

The tightness returned with a vengeance, pushing me close to the edge. Chasing that feeling, I fucked her faster, hammering her slick hole with my cock. I pulled her hair and pushed her ass down, forcing her to arch up on her hands. Her channel quivered, she screamed, then her pussy convulsed, clenching around my length.

Fuck!

It was too much. The coiled spring inside my cock snapped, sending me over the edge. With a grunt, I slammed home with a savage thrust, fucking her with one last push, anger and frustration from her session-long edging, mixing with animal need. I bottomed out inside her and came.

Samantha wailed, her body rigid — locked in the pose I held her — but shaking, quivering and convulsing around my cock. Her breath caught. I released a torrent, filling her channel with jet after jet of virile cum, coating the entrance to her unprotected womb.

Then, with a full-body shudder, she gasped, collapsing onto the desk. “Oh, yes! Yes, yes, yes, yes!” Her last ‘yes’ echoed as she shouted, joining her, “Fuck, yes! Nate.” Another ripple shook through her body as I spurted the last of my pent-up load and then collapsed on top of her. I kissed her shoulder, enjoying a second of bliss, before fading into the numb river I was adrift. Samantha clenched my cock twice more before she came down from her explosive climax. Her thighs were soaked, and as my cock slipped out of her, a dribble of come oozed out and slid down her mons.

“Christ, Samantha,” I said in awe, pushing up from where I’d become a lifeless husk. “That was…” I didn’t have the words.

She giggled, lifting and rolling onto her back. She looked up at me from the desk, mostly naked with her legs spread around me, exposing her gooey, well-fucked pussy. There was mischief in her eyes, fighting the sated fatigue that was written all over her face. “I think I’m in love,” she tittered. “I’ve never come that hard before.” She shook her head and escaped strands of her chocolaty locks caught in her face.

I brushed them aside, desperately trying to hold on to what I was feeling for her, but it was already slipping, and hooked the clump behind her ear. “I didn’t think I’d feel that again.”

She took my hand that still lingered near her ear and kissed it. “I was worried I’d made the wrong call. That I got it wrong. But, I think I was right about you…”

“Yeah?” I took a deep breath, trying to get my head around what had just happened.

“Are you ready for the next phase… to meet the other women?”

What? “Other women? What other women?”

She giggled again, mischief taking control. “Didn’t I mention it? It’s part of the program.” She grinned. She was so pretty, half naked and so well fucked, perched on her desk. “The other women that need your help as much as you need them?” She raised that damn sexy eyebrow and smirked. “Didn’t I mention any of this earlier?”

I narrowed a brow of my own. “No, you didn’t.”

She shrugged. “Oops. Guess I should introduce you then… after all, my treatment program is based on Harem Therapy.”
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