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CHAPTER ONE


“Harem?” I fell back on the couch and it hissed as air escaped the cushion. “Like… a king’s wives?”

Samantha — Dr. Thompson, my therapist — hopped off her desk and tugged down her skirt, leaving the evidence of our coupling drying on her apex. She made a face at me, the kind a mother did when her kid said something true, just not in the way she liked. “Not exactly, no. But something like that.” She carefully placed her breasts back in the white lace cups of her bra, wincing. She looked at me with her beautiful right mound in hand. Her nipple and areola were red. “Jesus, Nate.” I was expecting a telling off, that I was too rough. But no. “You sucked these so good, baby.”

Baby.

I tided myself up, leaving her juices coating my shaft and zipped up my jeans. Then I watched her put away her sore mound and re-button her blouse. Take another tissue and wipe the remaining spit from her chin and a run of cum that had made it to her knee. She was beautiful. Something inside me was proud that my seed, my ‘life essence’, was now settling not only inside her belly, but her pussy — possibly her womb. I felt nothing about that either way, just proud. “So polyamory, then?” I put aside my involvement in the whole affair for a moment, hung up on the specifics of what she had in mind.

She grinned at my continued probing. “There are many terms,” she said, switching to her Therapist Voice. “Polygamy, for example. They all overlap depending on how each individual defines it. But I prefer harem.” She picked up the fallen notebooks and returned them to her desk. “There’s something old world, maybe even romantic about that word.” She flashed me another smile. I’d never seen her this pleased before. She always seemed happy when she opened the door to me, but now she was practically singing her thesis. “Besides,” she said, collecting her bag and laptop from the desk chair, “that’s the name used in the paper, so harem.” She placed them back on the desk and walked around, taking a seat on the edge. The image of her bent over that desk, dripping, flashed into my mind in vivid detail. “It’s all based on an actual theory. I’ve just adapted it for our purposes.” She tittered. “Besides, Poly Therapy sounds much more unpleasant.”

I smiled at her. I couldn’t help it. She seemed so passionate about it all. I thought I was listening, but mostly I was just enjoying the view. “Sounds like Parrot Therapy,” I said, leaning back on my arms.

“Exactly.” She hopped off the desk, having noticed her torn panties underneath. “God, these are soaked.” She threw the silky scrap in the trash and returned to her seat opposite me, the one she put her delicious rear in every session. “You owe me for so many of those.”

I scoffed. “It’s not my fault that I...” I couldn’t believe what I was saying. It seemed too farfetched. “That I had... that effect on you. I paid you enough. Surely the panty cost should be included?”

She crossed her legs, and I was reminded that she was now naked under her skirt, glistening with our combined releases. She narrowed her eyes, but I knew she was being playful because a smile tugged at her lips. “Perhaps, Nathan. But they are expensive panties.” She held her straight face for all of two seconds, then burst into giggles. It was almost startling. The professional mask shattered, the one that always made her seem older than she looked, replaced with youthful vigor. She rolled her eyes. “You really couldn’t tell I liked you?”

“It didn’t even enter my mind.”

She held up her hand like a stop sign. It was what she did when the conversation needed to pause. Guess it was a habit that wasn’t easily broken, and I wondered if she did it at home too? “I’m sorry. Is this too soon? I know this is unexpected and unusual, but...”

I felt fine about it. I had a fondness for her, and it had been a year since Sarah, so the wound wasn’t fresh. Buried under layers of numbness perhaps, but knowing she liked me was good, not distressing. “Samantha.” I said her name in a firm tone, so she knew I was serious. “It’s okay. I like that you like me.” It wasn’t the most elegant declaration, but it was the best I could muster.

“You do?” Her smile returned. “Good. Great!”

“So where do we go from here, with this... harem therapy, or whatever you have in mind?”

The mischievous grin returned. “That would be meeting the two special people in the next room.”

I glanced at the plain wooden door to the adjacent room. It was behind her desk on the opposite side. There was another white door with a glass window that featured Samantha’s name printed across it to my left. That was the one I always use. “They’re here?” A flash of panic threatened to pull me back into the numb fog that had, until recently, completely drowned my thoughts.

She held up her hands again, clearly seeing the alarm in my eyes, and shuffled on her stockinged feet to sit next to me. She grabbed my hands. I didn’t flinch. “It’s okay. I’m here. I’ll always be here for you. Deep breath.”

I inhaled. Then exhaled. I should have been focusing on my breathing, but all I could smell was her. She was intoxicating.

“Don’t panic. We’re past that. There’s nothing to fear. You don’t have to do anything that makes you uncomfortable, okay?”

“I’m good.” I squeezed her dainty fingers. “I just didn’t expect...”

“I know. I’m throwing a lot at you. I should probably warn you, they don’t know yet either.”

My eyes went wide.

She winced. “Confession time?”

I just stared into her beautiful brown, gold-flecked eyes, waiting.

“This wasn’t planned.” She bit her lip and looked away. “You were finally making progress, and I cracked. I couldn’t let you leave again.”

I frowned. “But I would be back next week?”

“But we wouldn’t be doing this.” She lifted our hands where her fingers interlocked snuggly in mine. “I saw my chance, and I took it. I may appear all together when I’m in shrink mode, but underneath?”

I chuckled. “I guess we have that in common?”

She shifted again, sliding her knee over my thighs — hiking her skirt — settling over my lap. I stared into her mesmerizing gaze as her hands cupped the back of my neck. “Maybe,” she whispered, then her lips were against mine. Her fingers scrunching my hair. Lips together. Tongues tasting.

My hands slid up her silky thighs, over the rumpled fabric of her skirt. Up her back, and pulled her closer. Her breasts pressed tight against me. In such a brief space of time, she had become so reassuringly familiar physically, as much as she had over the past few months emotionally.

“Damn,” she sighed, pulling back. “They’re waiting. They don’t even know why I called them.”

My fingers slid down to her plump bottom and held her. I narrowed my eyes at her, the beauty in my grasp. “Just how well do you know these two?”

Samantha grinned a wince. “A while?” she said with a shrug.

My gaze narrowed further.

Seconds dragged while I waited for more than that. Were these strangers? Fellow patients...

“Fine. They’re my friends, okay? I’ve known them a long, long time. But they need my... our help too.” She slipped from my grip, and instantly I missed holding her. “But there’s no one else I trust to do this with. You need this as much as we do. You’ll see.” She took my hands, and I had to drag my gaze from her exposed flesh peeking out from under the raised hem of her skirt. “Trust me, okay?”

I forced my gaze higher, past the straining buttons of her blouse, over her plump, well-kissed lips, to that intelligent gaze. “I do trust you. Wouldn’t be here if I didn’t.”

“Great. Okay. Okay,” she said, tugging her skirt back to her thighs. “We can do this.” She stood back and held her hand out. “Ready?”


CHAPTER TWO


Samantha’s hand was scorching, squeezing mine as the simple wooden door squeaked open.

“Finally! Thank fuck, Sam!” whined a feisty little voice. “I can’t waste time sitting here to just listen to you fuck one of your...”

It was then, as we stepped into the next room, that I saw her, the owner of the feisty little voice. Crossed-legged on a similar relaxing cream couch sat a petite girl in her early twenties, hid behind a mammoth laptop. Thick black-rim glasses perched on her nose and a curl of the reddest hair I’d ever seen hung in her face. Her mouth dropped open. Her eyes widened. She was sexily adorable.

“Yeah, Sam, what gives?”

My gaze drifted to the other couch. This time I was greeted by a scowl from silky blond locks framing smoky eyed makeup and pink lips pressed into a hard line. The surly blond folded her arms, pushing up her substantial cleavage, while a black t-shirt bra showed through a simple white tee. Her long, lithe body was draped over the cushions, lounging like some Athenian royal. Baggy light-blue denim jeans hung from her as loose as her limbs. Her head rolled — resting on the headrest — and stopped when she saw me.

“Oh.” Her gaze inspected me like a laser, joining the wide-eyed stare from the redhead.

“Before you say anything,” Samantha said, holding my hand and pulling me, so we stood aside. “I’d like you to meet Nathan.”

“Oh, fuck,” the redhead whispered, unmoving.

The blond rolled her eyes. “Really, Sam?”

“The Nathan?” the redhead asked, blowing the strands from her face. It just swung back into place like that was where it aspired to be, settling against the neck of her black hoodie. “The one you...”

The blond shifted into a sitting position, somehow still lounging. Her dark, smoky eyes narrowing. “Did you just... fuck him?”

Sam’s hand crushed my fingers. “Uh, you heard that?”

“Christ, Sam, I can see it running down your thigh!”

“Okay! Yes!” Sam ignored whatever was running down her thigh — I too was too enchanted by the girls on the sofas to look — and dragged us to the third couch that completed the U-shape around a central square rug. “Yes... we did.”

I sank into the plush cushion, and Sam scooted in next to me. People did not sit in these very often. She pulled my hand into her lap and held onto me like a lifeline. I wanted to laugh, because it should have been the other way around.

The redhead leaned forward, looking so very serious. “How was it?” Closer now, I could see her bright green eyes magnified in her thick glasses. They were like two emeralds hidden behind a display case in a jewelry store.

Sam bit her lip and glanced at me before answering. “Amazing,” she whispered. “I never came so hard.”

The blond scoffed. “Yeah, I can see that. You’re not wearing any panties.”

Sam snapped her thighs together, grimacing. “Sorry.”

The redhead licked her lips. “So this is the guy? I can see it, I can. Dang, you’re so lucky.”

“As much as I’m happy that you’ve finally had the courage...” the blond said, lounging back on the couch like a queen, laying on her side, supporting her head with a palm. She reminded me of the Cheshire Cat from Alice in Wonderland. Not just in the way she draped over the couch, but in the laid back way she spoke, slow and languished, like Sam had just dragged her out of bed. “...to tell him, or he’s finally ready, or whatever.” I couldn’t keep my gaze from her breasts as they hung against the couch, creating a mouthwatering bulge in her tee. “You said this was an emergency!”

The redhead’s gaze drifted to the rapidly growing bulge in my jeans.

“Right,” Sam said, slipping into her Therapist Voice. “I’m sorry if I made it sound like an emergency—”

“You didn’t make it sound like,” the redhead said, voice distracted as she watched my cock harden with an intensity that made me want to cross my legs and hide my crotch from her. “You literally said, It’s an emergency.”

Samantha spluttered. “Uh, well, uh—”

“Christ, he must have fucked your brains out. I’ve never heard you so...” the blond rolled onto her back and raised her hand above her head, stretching out, “lost for words,” she said playfully. God, her breasts were fantastic. Two great cotton mountains.

“Yeah, Sam, what gives?” The redhead fidgeted. Holding her up laptop, she uncrossed, then recrossed her legs, switching sides. Her small, but athletic frame was wrapped in a pair of tight yoga pants — black to match her hoodie.

“Okay, it was at the time—”

“Let me guess. Now you’ve had a ride on his dick, it’s less so?” the blond huffed.

“All those things you mentioned before,” Sam said, trying to get back on track. “It’s related, and yes, okay, I feel more relaxed now, so I’m sorry if I interrupted you or whatever.” Sam gave me another look, searching deep into my eyes for what I assumed was consent? That I was okay to continue, for her to tell these two other women her plan. I still wasn’t sure what that was, but if it involved these two beauties, then I was on board, numb or not. I gave her a nod and squeezed her hand reassuringly.

“God, just spit it out, Sam.” The blond closed her eyes and got comfortable.

Samantha wiggled, body becoming more ridged. “First, stop being such a precious little princess.” She held out her hand, indicating the sprawled out blond. “Nathan, this is Crystal. She likes to make you think she’s aloof, but,” she leaned closer and whispered behind her hand, “really she’s not a morning person.”

“I heard that.”

“Well, it’s true, Kris,” the read head giggled, “But more accurately, you’re not an anything person.”

Crystal scoffed. “Says the toothless fire kitten.”

The redhead pouted, letting more of her volcanic hair slip from behind her ears and cover her face. “That’s not fair.”

“Please,” Sam interrupted. “This isn’t just about you. Nathan is still... my patent... sort of. What I mean is… can we get back to the reason I asked you here?”

“I really wish you would,” Crystal sang like a radio jingle.

“This is Kimberly,” Sam said, nodding towards the spunky redhead hiding behind her laptop.

Kimberly grinned. “Hello, Nathan. Sam’s told us—”

“Lusted after, more like,” Crystal said, before mocking, “or is it true love?”

“Shut up!” Kimberly snapped. “Why do you always have to be such a bitch?”

Crystal imitated Kim, repeating her words. I watched the drama unfold from a detached place of calm, but the nagging urge to take the blond over my knee and give her a spanking broke through every time she opened her mouth. She was like a naughty teenager. I did not know where that thought came from, but it made the bulge in my crotch harder.

“Enough.” Sam pulled my hand tighter, placing it onto the fabric stretching across her crotch. “Okay. Look. I have something I wanted to ask you. A proposal really.”

“Shouldn’t Nathan be the one proposing?” Crystal continued to taunt. I didn’t have kids. It never happened for me and Sarah, but I’d like to think they would have been better behaved than this. Crystal was a brat, and it was obvious why I wanted to redden her rear.

“I know you lash out to cover your insecurities, Kris, but can you rein it in for just a minute?” Sam sighed. “I don’t want to go into details, but Nathan suffered a personal loss that left him unable to reciprocate certain feelings. Like an emotional numbness.”

“I’m sorry,” Kimberly said like a mouse squeak. “I know what that’s like.”

“Uh.” I cleared my throat. “Uh, thank you.” I smiled at the redhead. I was fascinated by her as much as attracted. Unlike Crystal, she had an energy about her, but also a vulnerability, a sweetness hidden behind the layers of laptop, hair, and glasses. She smiled back, nodding, sending more fiery clumps dancing across her face.

“I can’t help him alone. I need your help, and in doing so, we will help each other with our... issues.”

“Fuck you talking about? I don’t have any issues that need shrinking or shit!” Crystal sat up, her eyes narrowed, trying to hide the worried look in her eyes.

Sam took a deep breath. “We both know that’s not true. I don’t need you on my couch to know you have intimacy issues. Same as Kim.”

“No, Sam,” Kimberly gasped. Her eyes became impossibly large. “I can’t. You know that.” She seemed to recede into her hoodie like a turtle.

In that moment I realized I wasn’t the only messed up one on the couches, and some urge rose to the surface deep within me. Amazingly a feeling. A need, really. I wanted to help them, regardless if it helped me.

Crystal sprang onto her white, paint splashed sneakers, “What the fuck do you want us to do? Fuck him on your couch and call it therapy?”


CHAPTER THREE


Sam sighed. Damn, she had to have the patience of a saint to be friends with this sexy, surly brat. It was amazing how quickly she shifted from apathy. “Crystal, you push away any guy that gets even remotely close. How long has it been?”

“Well, maybe I’m gay?”

Kimberly sniggered. “Of course you are,” she said, oozing sarcasm.

“Well, maybe I am?”

“No, Kris. You’re obsessed with dick. You’d know that if you were honest with yourself. What I’m suggesting, offering, is a safe place, a safe guy, if you will. Nathan here is perfect for us.”

“Us? You want us to share him?” The venom faded from Crystal’s tongue.

Kimberly gasped. “Really? But... but...” She looked down at her laptop. “I-I don’t know.”

“Yes. I know it’s weird, well, it’s not really. It’s entirely natural.” Sam said. “But essentially, yes. We share him.” Her hand squeezed my fingers even tighter. “Crystal, you won’t have to be afraid—”

“I’m not afraid!”

“You don’t have to be afraid to ask, and...” Sam turned to Kimberly. “Maybe you can?”

Kimberly gulped. “You know how much I want that, but...” Her eyes misted, and a small tear ran down her nose. “But… I can’t.”

Sam reached over and placed her hand on the redhead’s knee. “We’re going to find a way, babe. I promise, okay?”

Kim bit her lip, nodding, sending a cascade of fire dangling in her face.

“And you’re okay with this, dude?” Crystal addressed me for the first time. “Hah. What am I saying? Three women just land in your lap. Bet you’re fucking ecstatic.”

“Kris!” Sam hissed.

I squeezed her hand. I hadn’t realized how nervous Sam was, but she was almost shaking. Did this really mean that much to her? “It’s okay.” I looked Crystal directly in her dark blue eyes. “Just over a year ago, my wife died. A lifetime of hopes and dreams crashed in one trip to the doctor’s office. A month later she was gone, and if it wasn’t for Samantha, I would still be in our old apartment, probably in the frozen state of shock I couldn’t escape.” I clenched my jaw, not feeling anger or sadness, but annoyance at how unfair the world was.

“Oh!” Crystal said, like she was still arguing.

“Oh, no,” Kimberly whispered to herself.

“So, no, Crystal. I don’t feel ecstatic. I hardly feel at all. But Samantha seems to think this will help, and,” I paused, quickly glancing at Sam. She grinned the smile she did when I was doing well. “If I can help you with whatever issues you have, I actually would be ecstatic about that... I hope.”

Crystal plopped on the couch, glaring at Sam. “Well!”

“B-but how would we do this?” Kimberly snapped her laptop shut. “I-I can’t do... stuff.”

Sam smiled. “That’s exactly what I suggest—”

“Fucking perfect,” Crystal scoffed. “Shall I just whip my panties off and bend over the couch for you?”

Something snapping inside me, words I couldn’t contain. “Do that, and I’ll give you the spanking you deserve, little girl.” I stared at the blond troublemaker. I was definitely feeling something for her at that moment, a confusing mix of anger and desire.

Kimberly gasped, receding deeper into the couch. Crystal’s mouth dropped open, but it wasn’t in shock. There was this look in her eyes that said something else. It was either a slither of vulnerability, or... a dare. There was defiance there, a glare of the spoiled. She really was a brat. “Sorry,” I said, turning to Kimberly, then Sam.

“It’s okay, Nathan,” Sam reassured me. “Crystal asked for that. Remember, this is only a safe place if—”

“Shut it, Sam. You know what, dude. You’re right. I’m a bad girl. I deserve to be punished.” She rose from the couch and marched to the armrest. “Is this what you want? Think this will heal either of us?” With a glare that was a challenge as much as a plea, Crystal bent over the couch, hiding herself in her nest of blond silk, raising her ass in the air.

Sam leaned in and whispered. “This is good. She likes you.”

I looked at her incredulously.

“What the fuck are you waiting for?” Crystal muffled from under her curtain of hair, bent over the couch. “I thought I deserved a good spanking?”

“Trust me,” Sam whispered. “It’s what she needs, but can never ask for.”

“Come on, Nate!” Kimberly cheered. The little redhead was braver now, clutching her laptop to her chest like a shield. “I wanna see you tame the shrew!”

Crystal glared through her hair. “Still waiting, or are we all bark? Fucking limp-dick.”

I glanced at the blond. She was bend over the couch opposite, so I got the complete side profile. I almost chuckled at how her breasts were probably keeping her down like a top-heavy weight. “You sure?” I whispered to Samantha.

She nodded, releasing my hand.

I stood, and Kimberly cheered, then giggled, adjusting her glasses.

Every step towards the prostrate blond felt like my shoes were led weights. I was crossing a threshold.

This was either the greatest idea ever... or everything was about to go to shit.

“Finally,” Crystal mocked. “Didn’t think you had the balls.”

“Is that right?” I gave Sam one last glance, needing her reassurance. “You need a spanking, little girl?” I said, looking at Sam for the answer. She nodded. I had to trust she knew her friend, no doubt as a therapist, sex, and standard. She probably knew what Crystal needed more than the blond would admit.

“You’re the one who thought I needed putting in my place… dad,” Crystal hissed from under her nest of blond vipers. Sam nodded with a knowing smirk.

I raised my hand, never having done so to anyone in my life. It hung there in the air, like a promise, gathering energy, gathering anger, enough that when I swung my hand against Crystal’s denim clad ass, a loud slap echoed around the small room.

The blond laughed… which trailed off into a hiss. “That the best you got?” she barked, the edge of her bravado fraying.

I spanked her again, just as hard, maybe harder. It stung my hand slightly, but the denim absorbed some of the impact.

She groaned, then cackled. “Sorry. I’ll be a good girl now... not!”

“Take off her jeans!” Kimberly shouted, clapping her hands.

“What? No!” Crystal hissed, raising on her hands.

“What? You scared?” The spunky redhead taunted.

Sam was biting her lip, her thighs squeezing together so tightly.

“Fuck, no. I’m not scared. He can’t hurt me.” Crystal fumbled with her fastenings, and her jeans became slack around the waistband. “There you go? Pull them down if it will make you feel like a man, you sick fuck!”

I did. Slowly, I peeled the baggy denim down her hips, revealing a skimpy black cotton thong.

Kimberly pulled her laptop tighter against her breasts, raising her shield. “Is it wrong I find this really sexy?”

“What?” the blond huffed, then smirked. “Glad to be of service. You’re next.”

Kim’s eyes became saucers, darting to Samantha, who was already squirming in her seat. She shook her head, mouthing a ‘no’. The petite redhead sighed, slumping back.

I let the denim fall — gathering around Crystal’s knees — exposing her perfect, round ass, and lightly tanned thighs. Her ass was a creamy white, framed by tan lines. A pair of dimples sat above the waistband of the thong, and I got a whiff of her scent for the first time. I couldn’t place it, maybe it was just naturally her. Whatever it was, it was familiar.

“Still waiting!” the brat huffed.

I laughed. Laughing felt strangely right for once. I caressed her supple globes, squeezing her ass cheeks. Her thong was perfect for this. “You can wait until I’m ready. I’m not doing this for—”

“No. You’re doing it because I dared you to.”

I released her ass, lined up my hand and bent over so I was an inch from her ear. “No. I’m doing it, because you need it.”

Slap.

A sting bloomed across my palm as the sound echoed around the room. She sucked in a breath. “T-that’s it?” She was taunting me again, but I knew she felt it. Her voice was wobbling.

I spanked her twice more, one to each of her delicious cheeks.

She moaned, then quickly covered it up. “Totally learning my lesson here.”

Kimberly put her laptop aside. “Wow, this is hot.”

Sam smiled at her. “It’s okay. Enjoy it. You’re allowed to.”

“Fuck no,” Crystal hissed. “No one is enjoying this—”

Spank. Moan.

I slapped her ass repeatedly. Gently at first, building up to a continuous flurry of swats, alternating cheeks. Spanking higher and lower, down to the backs of her upper thighs. She tried to pretend it wasn’t affecting her, but she couldn’t hide it for long. Her hands gripped the couch, clutching the material in her fists. Her ass lifted higher like she wanted more, and her hips ground in circles.

“Fuck,” she hissed.

“Had enough?” I asked, glancing at Kim, who’d slipped her hand down the front of her pants — the bulge visible through the stretchy material. Sam was biting her lip, still squeezing her thighs together, fingers clenched into fists.

“Fuck, no! I’m still waiting for you to actually start... you, you pussy!” Crystal hissed, then gasped as I spanked her harder, faster and without mercy.

“You’ve got a dirty mouth!” I chided her, spanking her relentlessly.

Her hips openly fucked the couch arm, grinding in salacious circles. Her legs parted as wide as her jeans would allow, which stopped her from getting enough friction. “Fuck you!” she spat, then moaned, “God, fuck, fuck.”

Her ass was a nice rosy color, filling out the creamy white gap left from many bikini-clad trips in the sun.

“What do you want, Kris?” Sam asked. “You want him to stop?”

I spanked her tantalizing globes with two hard slaps.

“No!” she almost screamed.

“Then what do you want Crystal?” Sam was in full Therapist Mode, albeit sounding as needy as the blond under my palm, but on the verge of a breakthrough.

“Fuck. Fingers. I want his fucking fingers.”

“You heard her Nate. Can you use your fingers?”

My hand stopped swinging and zipped between her thighs like a missile. Eager digits touched sodden cotton. My eyes darted to Sam. “She’s soaked.”

Crystal whimpered, like I’d just announced her private secret to the world.

Samantha nodded for me to continue. My fingers easily glided over the material, pressing in between two fat pussy lips. The bratty blond moaned. “Like this?” I asked, running my digits up and down her slick panties.

Sam smirked. She knew exactly what she was doing. “How does that feel, Crystal?”

The blond moaned as my fingers slid lower, brushing over her mons and back, rubbing her clitoral hood. “So good,” she panted. The venom had completely faded from her filthy mouth, replaced with that wanton need that always drove me crazy. It shocked me, feeling that then, in that moment. It rose to the surface while I was spanking her delicious rear, but now it burst through the numb void, making me appreciate the plump, rosy ass in front of me.

“How does she feel, Nathan?”

Sam’s question pulled me from my obsessive daze. I answered honestly, like she always wanted. “Wet.”

Crystal mewled.

Kimberly giggled, which slipped into a moan as she slumped back on the couch.

Samantha hid her reaction by biting her lip before she responded. “What else?”

“Sodden?”

“Oh, God,” Crystal moaned, burying her head deeper in the couch.

“Yes, but how does she feet to you?”

“Nice? She’s certainly nice to look at, but...” I glanced at Sam. “What am I supposed to be feeling other than wet cloth?”

Crystal let out another little mortified gulp. “Fuck, this is so wrong.”

Samantha couldn’t hold her giggle in. It lit up her face like fireworks for a few seconds — eyes bright, mouth wide in a laugh — before she caught herself. “How does it make you feel?”

“Oh.” I stared at the blond’s spanked ass as she hung over the couch, hair covering her head, and jeans wrapped around her knees. “I don’t know. Hard?” I was trying to avoid saying what I felt or wanted. It was a habit from before, one Sam went to great lengths in our early sessions to get me to open up about. “Like I... I want to make her come, but I don’t think I can with this sexy little thong in the way.”

Crystal moaned again, sounding both aroused and embarrassed.

“This is so great,” Kimberly whispered just loud enough to hear, still playing with herself inside her stretchy yoga pants.

Sam wrung her hands in her lap, looking restless. “I think she’d like that. Do you want to remove her panties, Nathan?”

My fingers were still rubbing up and down over Crystal’s wet black thong, feeling the muted contours of her pussy. “Yes.”

Crystal’s hips bucked against the couch, interrupting her circular grinding.

“Do you want him to take off your panties, Kris? Do you want Nathan to make you come?” Sam’s stockinged toes curled into the rug as she squirmed on the couch. Crystal was right. You could see my cum on her inner thigh!

The wildcat under my fingers rose, arching her back, looking over her shoulder through straight blond strands. Her eyes were a mixture of fear and hunger, like she was trying to decide if she could trust me, but wanted it all the same. Our eyes met for a few seconds, then she snapped to Sam.

“It’s okay, Kris. You’re safe. Nathan won’t hurt you. I promise,” Sam said, and I wouldn’t. I could never hurt this viscous, vulnerable beauty.

Crystal’s eyes flicked back to mine, locked in a stalemate of whatever was going on in that pretty head of hers. I focused my attention on where I could barely feel her clit through the cotton. Her eyes rolled, and she burst into a teary plea, “please!” She flopped back down on the couch, grinding her hips harder, but the denim constricted her legs, denying her the contact she needed. “Please, N-Nathan, please!” she wailed, muffled against the leather.

The way she begged sent another burst of emotion to the surface. The way she said my name like that made my cock throb. I released her pussy, despite her hiss of complaint, and curled my fingers under the waistband of her thong. “It’s okay Crystal, I’ve got you.” It felt good to be helpful for a change, instead of everyone helping me.

The dark cotton slid down her thighs, peeling from between her ass, revealing the tiny bud of her butt, and parted from where I’d pushed the material into her folds, exposing her pretty pink pussy. I left the dripping thong mid thigh — I’d always found something sexy about that — and hovered my hand over her sex. I could feel the heat, and the scent of her need enveloped me.

Crystal let out a guttural cry as my digits ran over her slick flesh, around her quivering entrance, dipping between her lips and parting around her hood. I just toyed with her silky, slick skin for a moment, enjoying the plumpness of her outer lips, the smoothness, the exquisite sensation of holding this twenty-something’s most intimate, sensitive flesh so soon after meeting her. But somehow, it felt right. Like knowing Sam as I now did had opened a world to these two, where we were no longer strangers despite hardly knowing each other.

Crystal choked into the couch as I circled her entrance, then shuddered as my fingers slipped inside her dripping heat. Her glistening pink flesh stretched around two digits as I pushed deeper, curving down. Her inner walls constricted around my fingers, squeezing hard.

“Oh, God, Sam!” Crystal cried, thighs shaking as I pumped my fingers in and out a few times. Her pussy flooded with arousal. “Fuck. I’d forgotten, I...”

I continued to tame the blond firecracker, fucking her with deep, curling twin-digit penetrations. Her hips bucked frantically. I still had a free hand, and I knew how to make her come. Coating my fingers in her abundant juices, marveling at just how wet this girl was, I slicked the wetness around her clitoral hood.

Jesus, it was incredible how much pre was oozing from my cock doing this to her.

Crystal shuddered and screamed when I touched her clit, so I circled the engorged little nub, forcing explicit moans and other sounds into the couch. Her tummy crunched, bending her more sharply, pushing her ass higher in the air.

I fucked her with my fingers and circled her clit. She responded exactly how I expected, better even, and within a minute, explosively.


CHAPTER FOUR


Her hips ground, growing frantic. I sped up my attention, fucking her pussy with my two middle digits, splashing her desire everywhere with wet splat sounds that filled the room, joining the blonds panting gasps, and stuttered moans.

Kimberly, who I’d completely forgotten in my attempts to pleasure Crystal, was openly fucking her fingers inside her yoga pants. Her scarlet locks danced as she tried to bounce and finger herself with a determined desperation consuming her pretty, heart-shaped face.

Samantha was rubbing her thighs together, showing more restraint, but clearly just as affected by the show they were both watching. She was gnawing on her bottom lip, eyes locked to Crystal’s rear, where my hands vanished between the exposed, propped up thighs.

No one said anything as I finger-fucked the blond over the couch. Even Sam was silent. No longer asking how either of us felt. I guess that was obvious, really.

“Fuck!” Crystal broke the silence. Her thighs snapped together, pinning my hands in place as she shuddered and twitched over the arm. Her tee was damp with sweat as her pussy convulsed, squeezing and fluttering around my fingers, soaking them in warmth.

Kimberly gasped. Sam squirmed, and Crystal moaned through her shuddering climax. I held her, still circling her clit through the orgasm, as she kept me in place with her thigh’s death grip. I wrung every drop of pleasure from her until she collapsed, gasped, and then relaxed her thighs — deflating into a sexy, boneless shape draped over the couch.

My fingers slipped from her soaked pussy coated in her release, giving me an immense sense of satisfaction.

Sam stood and joined me behind the floppy blond. She grabbed my tee and pulled me in for a kiss. Her pelvis pressed against my enraged hard on, and I wanted to grab her, but my fingers were coated in Crystal’s cum and desire. I didn’t want to get that all over Sam’s clothes. She tasted so sweet, nibbling on my bottom lip, pulling away with a sigh. “Make her taste it,” she whispered. “Show her what you’ve given her.”

Not for the first time that day, my eyes went wide at her suggestion. She nodded, grabbing my hand, the one that a minute ago was inside the writhing blond, and pulled me towards the nest of hair on the couch.

“Look, Crystal,” she said, almost sounding like a childing teacher. “Look what Nathan gave you.”

The blissed-out firecracker lifted her head, her eyes almost popped out when she saw what Sam was holding in front of her nose.

“This just gets better and better,” Kimberly moaned from the other couch.

“Sam. No,” Crystal moaned.

Samantha nodded to me.

“Taste it, Crystal. Clean the mess you made of my fingers...” I hesitated, unsure if I should continue, or what to say. Sam nodded again, squeezing my cock through my jeans, and the words popped into my head. “Clean the mess you made of my fingers with your filthy, dripping pussy.”

Kimberly moaned.

Crystal smiled through her mat of silky blond locks. “Probably shouldn’t have put them inside me then, dude,” she said, sounding high, but surly again.

“Spank,” Sam whispered.

I did. Hard, across both cheeks, low enough that she felt it in her core. She mewled, lifting from the couch.

“Do what Nathan says, Crystal. You know you want to. We both know your dark, filthy little desires. There’s nothing to be afraid of here. No one to hide from.”

“You always think—”

Another loud spank echoed in the room, and Crystal moaned. “Clean my fingers, you bad little girl,” I said, slipping into the role Sam was guiding me into. It was surprisingly easy when the sultry blond behaved like a naughty teenager, almost taunting us into doing what she wanted deep down, but couldn’t say. I trusted Sam. These were her friends. She wouldn’t do anything to hurt them.

I placed my fingers against Crystal’s mouth, smearing her juices over her plush pink lips. She whimpered, staring into my eyes. It was like looking into the gaze of a wildcat, ready to flee. With another mewl, she opened her mouth, just enough for my fingers to slip inside. Sam couldn’t feel the way Crystal’s tongue lapped at my digits, but she soon heard the mortified moan and saw the hollowed cheeks as the naughty blond sucked my fingers clean. Her eyes rolled as she groaned, sucking harder.

Sam smiled. I almost laughed at how well she knew what Crystal wanted. It made me wonder what other depraved desires were loitering in the stunning blond’s psyche.

I pulled my digits clear, and Crystal swallowed. “I hate you, Sam.”

Kimberly giggled. She still had her hands down her pants. I could see the lazy circles of her clit through the black material. Even she looked more relaxed, lounging on the couch, glasses crooked on the end of her nose, red curls hanging in her face. “I did not expect this when I got up this morning.”

“That makes two of us,” I said, looking down at my moist fingers, realizing just how hard my cock was again — ready to go even after fucking Sam over her desk. My fingers found their way back to Crystal’s ass, smearing her saliva over her rosy, spanked complexion.

“None of us did,” Sam whispered, kneeling before the hot blond. “Why do you hate me, Kris? You’ve just had the best orgasm in what? Years? Why would you hate me for that?”

There was a playful quality to Sam’s voice, like she knew the answer before asking. I wondered if that was what it was like during our sessions.

Crystal blubbered like a sulky teenager, despite being at least early to mid-twenties. “Because now I want more!” She almost cried the words.

Sam smirked at me. “That doesn’t sound like a problem. I think you deserve a reward for being so brave.”

Brave? It was weird to think that someone had to be brave to let someone pleasure them, but I guess that’s often true. There’s a vulnerability to exposing ourselves to another, letting them know what we like, or don’t. I guess for Crystal it ran pretty deep.

“I do?” Crystal said, sounding surprised.

Sam patted the blond on her shoulder. “Would you like Nathan to fuck you?”

Crystal almost bolted from the couch, flicking her locks aside as she stared hard into my eyes over her shoulder. “Uh...”

“I tell you what. Let me get him warmed up for you, and if you don’t want to, I’ll gladly have more.” Sam patted her shoulder again in a motherly fashion, like she’d just offered her a lemonade, secretly hoping she didn’t want it so she’d could enjoy it instead.

Kimberly continued to watch on from the safety of the couch. Checking her out, I didn’t see Sam coming. She pulled me into another kiss. Her plump lips molded to mine as she kissed me deeply, pushing her tongue into my mouth. Somehow, she tasted even sweeter.

While her lips devoured my mouth, she pulled me into the middle of the small central rug, where Crystal could see us. Her fingers danced over my fly, unbuttoning my jeans, then tugged down the zipper. She pulled away, and before I knew what was happening, she dropped to her knees and took my cock in her mouth.

Warm, hot pleasure surged down my shaft. I groaned. She gathered her chocolate ponytail over one shoulder and grasped my length, pumping and sucking like before. This time we had an audience, and Kimberly watched, mouth open, while Crystal rested on her folded arms, bent over the couch.

Samantha sucked off the end of my shaft with a sloppy pop. “God, I love your cock,” she purred, slicking her fist up and down the length, jacking me off. She made dramatic moaning noises as she pushed my length to the back of her throat, then sucked slowly to the tip. She smirked around the crown, looking at Crystal. “Please tell me you don’t want this cock,” she pleaded. She looked up at me through her long dark lashes. “How are you feeling, baby?” She said, continuing to pump my length in her slick hand.

“Great,” I croaked. My cock twitched a fraction of an inch from her mouth. It felt great, more so when she called me baby.

“Me too,” Kimberly said, swooning from the couch.

“I hate to say it, but I feel pretty good right now,” Crystal purred from under her blond curtain, still not having moved from the couch arm.

Sam sucked down my length again, hollowing her cheeks. A shiver fluttered down my spine at the ripple of ecstasy her enthusiasm created. “Mmmmm. So fucking good—”

Crystal moaned, her hips grinding against the couch again.

Sam pumped my cock harder, her other hand reaching for my balls. She cupped and massaged the tight sac of skin, sucking my crown so hard it took everything I had to not spurt all over her face. She was so fucking pretty, gorgeous really, looking up at me, eyes sparkling, mouth stretched around my cock. Her eyelashes fluttered, and I had to grab her by the hair to stop her before I exploded. She mewled as I held her there, lips parted around the tip—

“Fine!” Crystal cried. “I can’t take it anymore. You win!” Her hips were practically fucking the couch, getting nowhere because her thong and jeans kept her bound.

Sam sucked off the tip with another sexy pop, then gave the crown a lick like it was her favorite lollipop. “Huh? Did you want something, Kris?”

Crystal huffed, burying her head in the couch again. “I hate you,” she moaned, but her voice was full of need, not the brattiness of her earlier insults. “You know what I want. Don’t make me say it!”

I groaned as Sam sucked my cock again, giving it a sloppy, salacious, slow lick down the length. “Gotta ask Kris if you want me to give up this yummy, thick cock.”

Crystal huffed into the couch. “I want you to fuck me. There I said it!”

Sam looked up at me from under my slick, glistening cock. “Do you want to fuck my bratty friend, baby?”


CHAPTER FIVE


I smirked. There was a kind of enjoyment seeing the blond squirm — indignation replaced with embarrassed need. “Well,” I said, putting my hands on my hips. “She didn’t exactly say please, now did she?”

“Oh, fuck,” Crystal moaned.

Kimberly clapped her hands. “Oh, Sam. Where did you find him? He’s perfect!”

I smiled at the redhead’s declaration. “At least a please, I think,” I said, laying it on a little thick. “I’m really enjoying the way I’m getting my dick sucked right now.” I grinned at Sam, then winked at Kimberly. “Not sure I wanna give this up—”

“Fine!” Crystal moaned into the couch. She raised up on her hands, ass still grinding against the arm. “Please fuck me, Nathan.”

Sam smiled, then pouted as she released my cock. “I didn’t think this through.”

I slid my fingers through her wavy chocolate locks, pushing them away from her face, and held her. “There’ll be other times... right?” I slipped into her hypnotic milk button gaze as my sloppy cock bobbed an inch from her chin.

She bit her lip, gaze drifting. I wondered what raunchy scene she was imagining. After a second, she nodded, and a grin spread wide across her pouty lips.

Crystal groaned in frustration, still trying to fruitlessly hump the couch. My cock demanded I put the whiny blond out of her misery. I left Sam kneeling on the rug and moved behind the fantastic reddened ass presented to me. She was still dripping. Desire had run down both her inner thighs, making her skin glisten, but not as much as her puffy pussy lips. I slicked my fingers through her folds and she let out the sexiest moan I’d ever heard, like I was inflicting her with exquisite torture. I circled her clit a few times, enjoying the breathy mewls and gasps. I guess we’d opened the floodgates, because she quickly became ragged, and I couldn’t drag it out any longer.

She cried out in annoyance as I pulled my finger away, but whimpered as I placed the crown of my cock at her entrance. The sulky blond lifted off the couch and gave me a look over her shoulder. There was need clawing at her very soul, but something else tugging at her eyes, almost like a question, lingered on her slack-jawed expression. Then it passed and her mouth became a hard line. She watched me through messy blond clumps — her gaze intense, almost daring me to do it. To impale her with my shaft.

A devious grin tugged at my lips. She howled as I slapped her rear twice — one to each cheek — and then thrust inside her. Her wolfish cry devolved into a guttural moan as I speared her. Searing hot wetness enshrouded my length. An unexpected tightness and fluttery contractions slipped down my shaft, caressing as I slid deeper — not stopping my advance until I was balls deep in her juicy slit. Her hair draped down her back like the finest silk, and pure satisfaction throbbed from my cock.

“Oh, oh, that’s hot.” A little voice squeaked from the other couch, Kimberly. She’d been so quiet, I’d forgotten she was there. It was a testament to Sam and Crystal that was even possible, because the sexy little redhead was just as stunning in her own way. Her scarlet locks danced as she shifted, getting comfy, laying on her back. She noticed me watching as her fingers tugged at the hem of her pants. Her cheeks reddened, but it didn’t stop her. She grinned pure mischief as she slowly slid the Lycra under her butt — teasing me — to reveal a black pair of high-waist panties. She bit her lip as she fingered the waistband of her undies and dragged them from her hips. I didn’t get to see her pussy. She raised her knees, using the gather of cloth at her knees to block me, but I saw her hand move down between her thighs — her legs parted as far as the stretchy fabric allowed — and her other hand slipped inside her hoodie. Her eyes rolled, and she whimpered.

Sam filled my vision, blocking my view again. Silently her lips captured mine, and then Crystal bucked against my shaft like a bronco. A loud moan echoed around the room and I realized Sam had slipped her hand between the blond and the couch, finding her clit. I was trying to give Crystal time to adjust because of how tight her pussy was, but time was up. With the taste of Sam dancing on my tongue, I pulled back and slammed inside the blond with enough force that the resulting slap-cry was as loud as thunder. Sam moaned into my mouth, and I did it again, shifting the couch a fraction. Then again, and again, building to a rhythm. A wet squelching-slap sound filled the room, competing with Crystal’s panting moans in a battle to be the loudest. Crystal won.

She came in seconds, no doubt because of Sam’s expert finger work. I paused my hips for a few seconds as the blond face planted the couch, shaking and contorting. Kimberly gasped, then moaned across the room. While I waited, Sam pulled my hand from Crystal’s hip and pushed it under her skirt. She was just as wet. As Crystal’s orgasm faded, she pushed my hand until my fingers slipped into the heat of her entrance. Then the Therapy Goddess slapped my ass as if she was the trainer, I was the cowboy and this blond was the bronco I was riding... and weirdly that was kinda true.

I got back to fucking Crystal’s heavenly pussy, slapping my hips against her spanked ass, dipping in and out of her hot, wet channel. It was... fantastic. It felt fantastic. With my cock slipping in and out of that incredible hole, and my fingers pumping into Sam’s gooey slit, I was feeling again. Sparks of affection for the incredible woman clinging to me, biting my bottom lip as pleasure surged through her. It wasn’t love, but it was more than just lust. The damn numbness was still there, putting a damper on whatever it was, but it wasn’t restricted to Sam. There was an affection for this bratty blond on the end of my cock, mewling like a kitten in heat as I fucked her hard and fast over the couch. There was even a flicker for the adorable redhead fingering herself happily over on the other couch.

It was good. So good to feel again. As far as breakthroughs went, today’s session was an amazing success. I almost laughed, because I realized the insanity of it all, that all I had to do to make a breakthrough was to fuck my therapist and her friends. I recommend it. The laugh escaped, and Sam gasped. She couldn’t focus on the explosion of joviality. She was struggling to stand, clinging to me, grinding her pussy against my hand as I continued to fuck the bratty blond who was on the verge of another orgasm. Her release came slower the second time — without Sam’s digital help — but she was close. Her little panting noises grew louder. She tried to fuck me back, but was basically helpless over the couch, forced to take her fucking like a good girl, and she was loving it.

Kimberly caught my attention when she piped up, moaning. “Fuck... oh... oh... oh, fuuuuucccckkk!” Her lithe, petite body danced in a wave over the couch as she froze, face locked in the bliss of her climax.

I didn’t get time to watch her, because Sam bit my neck, crying into my flesh, flooding my hand, losing herself in an explosion of her own.

My rhythm slowed, distracted by the other two, caught up in their loud throes of pleasure. I refocused on Crystal’s deliciously spanked ass and doubled down, grabbing her tee for purchase, and went to town on her slick tightness. My hips snapped, pelvis slapped, and my cock... fuck, my cock was on the verge of exploding. I needed the blond to come again. It was a matter of pride to leave her well fucked, so the brat couldn’t complain. I had a feeling she would if she didn’t get to come again. She was so close, after all.

I pushed past the pain barrier, past exhaustion, and slammed into her hole again and again. She cried louder and louder, wriggling over the couch like a snake, frantic and on the edge — so close. She panted those words to herself, “please, please,” she begged in gasped-whispers, unaware we could all hear her.

“Come for me, Crystal,” I growled, gritting my teeth to hold on. “Come, you little brat!” I spanked her ass with each thrust, alternating sides now Sam had dropped to her knees at my feet. My right hand slapped her rosy globe with a wet sound, smearing Sam’s juices over her skin.

“Fuck! Oh, shit!, fuck, fuck, fuck,” the stunning blond chanted. I fucked her faster, spanked her harder. I couldn’t hold it. I was on the edge. My vision blanked, white creeping in from the edges and I had no choice but to push to the hilt. With an animal growl, I erupted deep inside her. Waves of bliss crashed into me as ropes of my cum sprayed over and over, filling her channel.

With a gurgled cry, Crystal joined me in ecstasy. Her pussy gushed against my cock like a dam had broken inside her. Hot fluid coated my shaft, escaping out and spraying us both.

I should have taken my jeans off!

That was the last thing on my mind. Crystal’s muscles squeezed and contracted around me as I unloaded my last. She milked me for every drop, shaking for a few seconds, before slumping into the couch. My cock slipped from her in a rush of cum as I fell against her back and took in a large breath. I tried to hold on to the feelings flowing through me. Affection, pleasure, happiness, but they were fleeting. I realized in that moment there was light at the end of the tunnel, but it would take many more sessions with these beauties to fully cure my numbness. A prospect I was more than eager for.

“Fuck me,” Crystal gasped.

“I think he just did,” Kimberly giggled.

The blond moaned as an aftershock forced a blob of cum from her slit.

Sam climbed onto the couch like her limbs were as numb as the fog creeping back into my mind. Her thighs were slick, and her desire-soaked pussy was bare to all. She coughed to clear her throat and sighed a laugh. “So… same time next week?”
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