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CHAPTER ONE


I followed the directions Samantha gave me to a downtown loft apartment. It was charming in a rustic, converted old fire station kind of way. Big, detailed windows were lit, casting shadows down onto the street below. It was where I’d find Crystal. Sam had assured me the surly blond could help me find a painting for my new apartment. It was part of my therapy to replace the blank, empty walls with symbols of my new life — one with color and emotion. She didn’t tell me how the bratty twenty-something could help me find the perfect painting. I assumed she worked for a gallery, or at least a store that stocked works from local artists.

She didn’t seem the type.

As I climbed the stairs, circling around and around like a helter-skelter, I wondered if I could actually tell anything about anyone anymore. Sam’s sudden shift from a professional therapist to a purring sex kitten was still fresh in my mind. In my numb state, I never saw that coming, or that she felt the way she did. How could I have been so blind?

I stopped outside the loft apartment and double checked my phone for the address. It was right, and I was stalling. I was stalling because I was nervous. A smile graced my lips as a brief flare of happiness simmered somewhere in my belly. I was nervous to see Crystal again after I spanked and fucked her over the couch in Samantha’s therapy room.

The smile grew wider. If I was nervous, that meant I was worried. It meant I had something to lose.

I knocked and waited.

A clang, followed by muted cussing, rumbled through the door. But the “Ow, fuck!” was clear as a bell. Then the door opened — almost ripped off its hinges — and there she was. Crystal. Her blond mop was tied loosely into a ponytail, trickling down her back in kinky waves. Her ample cleavage strained against a tight, strappy, paint-stained tank, and her flared jeans matched, just as tight around the thighs, showing off her toned physique that I’d only seen — been inside of — the most intimate parts of. She was almost as I imagined on the ride over. Except the streak of white paint on her cheek. It was adorable, like I’d caught her painting her hallway. A second passed where I soaked her in, absorbed all the details of her, the ones I was too shocked and overwhelmed to take in during our first meeting. But there was something familiar. It was in her eyes. Those dark blue splodges of the richest blue. They were wide, surprised for an instant, then recognition flooded in, shifting to a needy pleading, like she’d done when looking over her shoulder, begging me not to make her say the words. To not make her beg for what she needed.

Then it was gone. “Oh, it’s you.” Her open mouth clamped shut into a hard line, swiftly sinking into a snarl. She continued wiping her fingers on a cloth as she turned. “Sam said you might come over.” She walked away from the door halfway through her sentence, leaving me standing there.

“I’m sorry if I’m disturbing you. I know it’s late—”

“It’s five past eight, dude. What are you, ninety-six?” She turned, tossing the cloth on her kitchen table. Small flecks of red paint splashed around it. If she cared, it didn’t show.

“I just meant, I am sorry if I’ve disturbed you.” I was feeling another emotion. A strong one. My palm itched at her offhand demeanor.

“It’s fine.” She planted her hands firmly on her hips and narrowed her eyes. “What do you want?” That look returned to her eyes, the pleading one. I didn’t get it at first what that meant.

“Uh,” I said, checking there was no one else in the corridor, which there wasn’t considering we were on the top floor. I stepped inside and closed the door. If this alarmed her, she didn’t show it. She stood in the same spot, scowling at me like I’d just pissed in her cornflakes. “Sam said it would be good to get some color in my apartment, that...” My words died in my throat as I glanced past her and saw her apartment. Crystal was spectacular to look at, so I hadn’t noticed what was around us.

One word. Color. I might have been right about her painting her hallway, because her walls were painted, and not just in red or something — they were works of art. Graffiti and murals arched across the walls and onto the ceiling. “Wow.” A massive hawk flying over her window chased tribal patterns merging into an amazing cityscape. I spun on the spot, tracing the flow as one subject merged into another, slamming into hard lines and simple blocks of color.

“Sometimes a canvas isn’t big enough, you know,” she said, sounding softer, “Or I get bored,” sounding harsh again.

“This is incredible. Did you do this?” Obviously, she did. Everything pointed to a yes, but in my bewilderment, I found it hard to believe the bratty blond I’d spanked over the couch was capable of such beauty.

“What do you want, Nathan?” Her words pulled me back to her. Not because of what she said, but how she said it, the breathy way she said my name.

“Right, sorry. Sam thinks I need a painting for my apartment. One that symbolizes my new life. One of emotion and color.” I glance over her shoulder at the steel L train that decorates the wall behind her. “She said you could help. I thought she meant you could help me find one, that you worked in... But I guess she meant something else.”

Her face relaxed, letting her surly mask fade. “What kind of painting?”

“I have no idea.” I looked around the room. “I think this would be too much, but... something...”

Crystal scrunched her cheeks, folding her arms. It pushed her already plump chest out. “Art isn’t something that you can order, dude. Unless it’s a portrait of a snotty school kid or whatever, but good luck getting that little fucker to sit still for an hour. If you want it to have meaning? It has to come from the heart.”

My face visibly deflated. “That’s the problem.” I placed my hand over my chest. “This is all messed up. Drowned in fog and numbness.”

A smirk tugged at her lips. “Then we have to get you feeling again.”

“That’s what Sam’s trying to do—”

“No, I don’t mean what Sam’s doing with her... therapy, something more raw. Let me try something.” She marched towards me and stopped a foot away. Then, without warning, she slapped me.

Pain bloomed across my cheek, leaving a warm wet patch. “What the fuck?”

“Did you feel that?”

“Ow, yes!”

“So did I, after our last session.”

I stood there, stunned. “But you wanted that? Didn’t you?”

She slapped my other cheek.

“Ow, fuck. Stop hitting me!” I touched my cheek and red coated my fingers. Christ, was she wearing a ring? But it wasn’t blood, it was paint.

“Felt that?”

I took a step back. “Yes, I felt that,” I hissed. She wasn’t slapping me hard, just enough to rial me, and it was working.

She stepped forward, keeping the distance between us. “What do you feel, fucker?” She raised her hand again, but this time, I was ready.

I caught her wrist mid flight and stopped her palm an inch from my face. “Stop. Hitting. Me. Crystal.”

“Make me.” Despite my grip on her wrist, she lashed out with her other hand. I caught her wrist just in time. She frowned at me, but that look was back in her eyes. I pulled her arms down. She stepped forward, and before I knew what hit me, her lips smashed against mine, pushing me against the door.

She mewled against my lips, kissing hard, halfheartedly fighting against my grip. For someone who’d just slapped me, she mouthed and nibbled with such passion, slowing almost to tenderness before she pulled away. “I hate you,” she whispered.

For a second I was wounded, thinking I was a bad kisser. But the nipples pebbling inside her tank told me otherwise. “Why?” I asked. She struggled again, her mouth dropping open, revealing her moist pink tongue.

She didn’t answer, instead I was pushed against the door harder as she kissed me again. As her pouty lips ravished my mouth, I let her lift my hands, so she was pinning me against the door, wrists above our heads. Then her moist, inviting tongue pushed inside my mouth and I tasted her. The shock and numbness faded enough that a growl left my throat. It answered her mewl, like we were a couple of animals mating in the wild. Our tongues slicked against one another, probing, sliding, tasting.

I was the dazed one when she pulled away the second time.

“I hate you so much,” she whispered.

I raised her arms higher, almost lifting her off the ground. She whimpered. “Why?” I asked again, still dazed from her rabid kisses.

She struggled, and I let her go. She stumbled back, looking disappointed. “Because you make me want things I can’t have.”

My arms slowly fell to my side. “What things?” Whatever the hell she wanted, there was this urge deep inside me to give it to her, whatever it was.

“I dunno what kinda painting you need, dude,” she said, hugging her waist, suddenly looking like a lost little girl. “You confuse me. I can’t think around you.” She looked up and glared at me. “You suck!”

I laughed a loud chuckle as I pushed off from the door. “I suck?” Something about that tickled me. Maybe it was the word ‘suck’, or just how lacking in venom she said it. A rare cheerful sound left me, flowed through me. “I suck.”

Her pout curved begrudgingly at the corners. “Yeah. You suck!”

I took a step towards her. She didn’t step back. “I know what I want. Can you do self portraits?”

She hugged herself tighter, narrowing her eyes. “Yeah, why?”

“Because I want a picture of you.”

“Me?”

I took another step closer. “Yes. You.” I scooped a clump of golden strands that hung in front of her eye and hooked it behind her ear.

Her expression shifted. The mix of need and sass became a blend of sadness and disbelief. “Me?” She whispered. “Why would you want me?”

“Because you’re beautiful,” I said, cupping her cheek. She didn’t move to stop me, instead she leaned against my palm. “Gorgeous, even. Smart, talented.” I lost myself deep in her sky-blues. They seemed to expand under the shade of her dark, long lashes. Her mouth dropped open. “You make me feel things.” I didn’t tell her it was mainly the need to punish her like a naughty child. We were having a tender moment, but a smile hooked my lips. “And you have a sexy rear that’s so very spank-able.” The smirk became a smile.

I expected her to hit me again, but she didn’t. It was like my words were magic, and I’d reeled her under my spell, because instead, she bit her lip.

“I know... what I’m going to paint for you,” she whispered. That look I couldn’t quite place returned to her eyes. We gazed at each other for a few seconds, letting unspoken words travel between us. I don’t know what those words were, but it was like a connection strengthening. “I need a picture,” she said, snapping out of it.

“A picture?”

“Yeah, a photo of you.”

Confusion added to the returning fog. “Why do you need a photo of me to paint you?” Surely she meant she wanted me to take a photo of her?

“So I can rub one out later,” she said matter-of-factly, then quickly added, “It’s not just gonna be me.” She returned with an old style Polaroid camera — the ugly, bulky ones that spit out the photo after you press the button. “Trust me.” I had no choice but to trust her. She was smiling, and it lit up her face in a way I decided I always wanted to see. A happy Crystal was a thing of beauty.

I narrowed my eyes at her, trying to hide the smile. “Rub one out? To a photo of me?”

Her eyes widened, then her face became hard, non-committal again. “Yeah,” she said, lining me up in the viewfinder. “Unless you wanna help before you go?”

Flash.

She grinned as a picture of my face — that couldn’t decide if it was smiling or stunned — spooled out of the camera. She giggled, clutching the paper square in her paint-stained fingers. “Perfect.” She didn’t let me see it more than what I glimpsed, squirreling the camera and my mugshot away in another room. I stayed where I was. Being around her was like being on a roller coaster, dipping in and out of a thick fog.

“It will help,” she said, returning. My gaze snapped to the subtle bounce of her breasts as she trotted back. “With the painting, and with the masturbation. I’m on a deadline, so... every little helps.”

I double blinked. Was this the same girl?

“I wasn’t joking,” she said, stepping close. I almost flinched, expecting another slap. “Please…” Her fingers trailed over my tee, running small tingly touches and paint all over the fabric. I couldn’t look, because she was smiling again. “You’ve made me more than a little horny.” She licked her lips. “I can’t paint when I’m horny, and I have a piece to finish...”

Another spark of happiness, a large, cock-sized wave of arousal, and something else in my chest punched through the numbness. “Is that right?”

She nodded, biting her lip. A quick glance at a wall clock had her adding, “but my pants stay on.” She tittered, and I decided I loved this more open, sunny side of her. “They come off, and you’ll be staying the night...” She bit her lip again, shaking her head. “But I’ve really gotta get it finished, so can you?”

I slid my hands to her ass, curving around the sweet globes in the loose denim. “What is it you want, Crystal?” I asked, remembering I need to help her in return.

She took my hand and pushed it inside her pants. The fabric stretched around my wide palm. “I want you to make me come with your fingers.”

My digits, like they had their own will, slid further, sliding over her smooth skin until I hit a layer of cotton. That didn’t stop them. Under they pushed, down over her silky mons, down to her... “Fuck, you’re soaked,” I gasped, feeling her dripping skin, and slick folds under my fingers.

Her eyes half closed at my touch. “Told you. You make me horny.”

I slicked my digits up and down her sex, dipping my tips between her folds and up around her swollen clit. “Is that progress? You telling me what you want?”

She clung onto me, spreading her thighs. The fabric constricted, pushing me inside her. “Ohhh,” she breathed, rolling her eyes. “There it is.” A dopey smile spread across her face. “This is easy. Every girl wants their man’s hands between their thighs, making them feel good.”

I slipped in deeper, then pumped my fingers, curling them in and out. Another sensation flickered in the fog. She considered me her man. It was like a warm blanket wrapped around my shoulders.

“More,” she gasped, fisting my tee. I struggled against the denim, maneuvering my thumb so I could reach her clit. That had her mewling. Crystal thrust her lips against mine, kissing me with urgent need.

I ground my thumb on her nub, fucked her with my fingers as best I could inside the denim prison. She panted, kissing me faster. Moaning. It was a simple thing, bringing her to climax, but there was something about it with Crystal that made it more. She was vulnerable, needy, almost begging with her kisses. Begging for me to make her come.

I pumped into her slick heat, working her, pushing her towards the edge. My free hand slid up. I was moving it to cup her face, to still the hungry, frantic movements of her lips smashing against mine, but as my hand detoured over her plush mounds, my hand brushed her hard nipple through the fabric of her tank. She shook in my grasp. My hand didn’t make it any further. Instead, I cupped her right breast, thumbed her nipple. Her moans became cries. Kisses now life and death.

“Please, Nate,” she purred between nibbles. “Please.” While I caressed her breast and toyed with her nipple. Ground her clit and fingered her slick hole, I contemplated. I was almost swept up in her, lost in the needy moment, but the fog. The numbness kept me detached. Crystal was a puzzle. She couldn’t ask for what she wanted. What she needed. But she was asking, wasn’t she? What was it she couldn’t ask for? Was it just a good spanking, or something else?

“Fuck!” she cried, pulling from the kiss. She gripped me harder, nestling her face against my neck. Then I realized why. With a shudder, her pussy squeezed my fingers. She sucked in a long breath. Then exploded all over my hand.

I let her ride the climax before pulling my hand free. She was a dopey, blissed-out mess, hanging off me like she couldn’t stand when she came down. I scooped her up, leaving a large, wet hand print on her jeans as I set her down on the small, two-seater couch. She sprawled out and curled up. “Thank you, Nate,” she whispered, eyes closed, with a grin on her face. “Just give me a minute.”

I watched her, marveling at her. At what I was feeling for her in that moment. It was thinly veiled, but I cared about her in a way. I just wasn’t sure in what way, or how deep those feelings ran. It didn’t help that she confused me to no end. I’d seen another side of her, and I couldn’t quite reconcile it with the bratty blond.


CHAPTER TWO


A couple of days after my visit to Crystal, there were two days until our next therapy session. I would be lying if I said the three girls weren’t always on my mind. More and more they consumed my thoughts, slowly pushing out the fog and numbness to make room.

“Good evening, Mike,” I said to the doorman of my apartment building.

He looked at me from under his cap. “Is it, sir?” he asked, surprise and what sounded like hope in his voice.

I stopped and gave him a smile. A small one. “You know, I think it is.” I puffed up my cheeks, trying to understand how I felt, if I felt. I was certainly feeling something. “Or at least I think I’m getting there.” I gave him a nod and passed through the door he held open for me.

“That’s good to hear, sir,” Mike said. I thought so too. “Oh!” he called, hustling after me as I waited at the elevators. “I forgot to tell you. There is a young lady waiting for you. Said she knew you. Could describe you. I said she could wait in your foyer. I hope that’s okay?”

“A young lady?” I faced the doorman, but looked through him, seeing a bratty blond, an auburn therapist sex kitten and a shy redhead. A wheel spun in my mind with their faces on, trying to decide who I hoped it would be. It never stopped spinning. But I knew it wasn’t Samantha — she was out of town for a few days. A smile crept onto my lips. “What color is her hair?”

“Like fire, sir. Glasses and a backpack. I searched it, and well, um.” He paused like he was uncomfortable. “No weapons at least.”

The smile grew wider. Kimberly. “That’s okay Mike. I wasn’t expecting a visitor, but I know the young lady in question.”

The elevator pinged, and Mrs. Richards stepped off. “Michael!”

“Uh, oh,” Mike whispered under his breath. “Good day, sir.”

“Catch you later, Mike,” I said, nodding to the surly old bat as she scurried towards the doorman, brandishing her cane. I ducked out the way, and stepped through the gilded doors.

“What did I tell you about taking in packages—” Thankfully, the elevator door closed, cutting off whatever mundane nonsense Mrs. Richards was complaining about today. I almost felt a pang of compassion for the poor doorman. Almost — that was progress.

On the way up to my apartment, scenarios flashed through my mind. Debaucherous scenarios. By the fifth floor, I reminded myself of what Sam told me about Kimberly. Remembered the way she acted during our first session together. I couldn’t be like I was with Crystal. Not even the dumbstruck, numb patient that I was with Samantha. I had to be careful around Kimberly. Samantha didn’t tell me what happened to the cute redhead to make her so skittish — it wasn’t her story to tell, she said — I had to be understanding and accommodating. That wasn’t what Sam told me to do, it’s what felt right. Out of all of them, Kim seemed, for lack of a better term, the most damaged. It was something I could relate to.

The elevator pinged open, and my gaze trailed up from the plush carpet of my foyer to a large backpack sat next to a chair. My gaze moved higher, absorbing crossed legs propping up a massive laptop and a mop of curly fire that dangled, almost covering her face. Her black-rim glasses snapped up, locking to the elevator, then to me. “Nate!” Kimberly closed the lid of her laptop and smiled. “The guy on the door said it was okay if I waited.”

I fished my keys from my pocket as I walked towards her. “Kimberly. Yeah, Mike said he let up a young lady with hair of fire.”

She giggled, hooking a scarlet clump behind her ears. “Kinda hard to miss, huh?”

“Well, I wasn’t surprised by his simple description that it’s you. Not that you can be summed up in a simple statement...” I felt panic. Butterflies were gnawing at my gut. It was fantastic. “You’re much more than that. Beautiful, I mean. Not. Just. Red.” The words tumbled from my mouth like a lovesick teenager.

“Thanks,” she said quietly, hooking more hair behind her ear. I didn’t realize just how long her hair was, but it reached down to her waist in curly waves. It was strikingly pretty.

I unlocked my door. “I am surprised to see you before our next session.” The butterflies went wild. “Not that I’m unhappy to see you. I am.” My tongue felt too big, and I kept saying dumb shit.

She slipped off the chair and slid the laptop into her bag. “Right, yes. I would have called first, but Sam said it would be better to do this face to face.”

“It’s fine.” I opened the door. “Would you like to come in?” An electricity hovered in the foyer, that for once, wasn’t from the light bulb that kept blowing.

She clutched the backpack to her chest, like she’d done with the laptop during our session. “Thanks.”

She scooted past me, and the scent of strawberries wafted into my nose. That was her scent. It was probably her shampoo, but it was so fitting. “Did you have to wait long?”

She stopped in the living area, frozen. “Just a couple of hours,” she said, like she was distracted. “Let me catch up on some work... Wow! You live here?” She spun her head left and right, taking in my spartan furnished penthouse.

I was surprised by her reaction. The apartment matched the rest of the building. “I know it’s not much. I haven’t had the impulse to decorate or anything... yet,” I said, thinking of whatever piece of art Crystal said she would create for me to liven up this tomb.

“Are you fricking kidding me?” she said, turning and letting her bag slip to the floor. “This place is bigger and nicer than anything I’ve ever seen! I thought I was doing all right being able to afford a studio a block over, but this?”

“Oh.” I forget. Not everyone has enough to afford a place like this. Another side effect of not giving a crap about anything for a year. Yeah, I have money. Well, technically, it was Sarah’s. Fat lot of good it did her. “Yeah, I guess it’s nice.”

She turned and looked at me with her magnified emeralds as big as saucers. “You guess? Jesus, Sam was right. You are numb.”

I couldn’t help but smile. Kimberly was the first person after Samantha to call me out on my... condition. “Guilty.” I plopped the keys in the glass bowl by the door. It’s jangle gave me a warmth from my childhood. Dad always kept his keys in a bowl by the door on the farm, so I guess I do.

“Take a seat?” I asked, ushering her to the two couches around the simple glass coffee table in front of the gigantic windows with the view.

She glanced towards the door, then at me. A rabid panic flashed in her eyes, then quickly faded. “Okay.”

I sat first — at the other end of the other sofas, so there was a distance between us. She sat right on the edge, placing her bag between us. “So, what can I do for you, Kimberly?” It sounded far more business-like than I had intended.

She blew a clump of red out of her face. “Um, right. Okay. I was wondering...” She took a breath. I gave her all the time she needed. “So, I...” She giggled a small laugh. Her hands wrung in her lap, placed on her tight leggings that matched her black hoodie. “This is harder than I thought.”

I smiled as warm a smile as I could. “It’s okay. Take your time.” I felt like Sam again, but I guess that was my role in this, all our roles. We were helping each other, not just me.

“Thanks. So... I really enjoyed our session. I’m just going to start there, or I’ll never get the words out. When Sam told me what we were doing, I was scared, but it turned out fun. I’ve never seen Kris get spanked before.” She tittered, sounding more relaxed. “I’ve never seen anyone else get spanked before.” She said else, like other than herself, which made me wonder if she was into the same thing as the bratty blond.

“I’d never spanked anyone before, so...” I left out the part where it was enjoyable, or maybe fueled a dominant side of myself that had been crushed under the weight of unprocessed emotions — I saved that for Sam.

“You were great. Watching you really got me off.” She clapped a hand over her mouth. “Oh, my gosh. I’m sorry. I forget we don’t really know each other.”

Now it was my turn to chuckle. “That’s okay, Kimberly. It wasn’t a normal first meeting. I enjoy knowing it made you feel that way.”

“It made me wet. Ugh, that’s such a crude way of saying it.” She adjusted her glasses. “Aroused, maybe? Wait, you do?”

I nodded. “Making you feel good makes me feel good... I think.”

She gave me a look I couldn’t place, tilting her head, like I was a puzzle she was trying to figure out. “That’s kinda what I wanted to talk to you about, actually. You see, I want to take part more in our next session, but I have this issue. I’m sure Sam has told you about my past?”

“No, she didn’t. Said it wasn’t her story to tell.”

Kim scowled. “Bitch,” she hissed under her breath, then looked up at me. “Sorry. It’s just she likes to make it hard, you know? Push us, make me tell my story, to own it, and all that bullshit psychobabble.”

“Yeah,” I nodded, “she does that.”

“Dammit. That makes this harder.”

“It’s okay, Kimberly,” I said, maybe saying her name a little too lovingly. I enjoyed saying it. It kinda rolled off the tongue like Kim-ber-lee — much softer than Kim. That sounded much too harsh for the smart, gentle girl sat opposite me, clutching her fists tightly together.

“Okay, I’m just gonna say the obvious. I have trust issues.”


CHAPTER THREE


I nodded. “I know what would make this easier. Can I get you a coffee or something?”

“Ooo, I wouldn’t say no to a coffee. Programmer fuel and all that.”

I gave her a questioning look as I stood.

“Oh, that’s what I do. I’m a code monkey. Web applications and stuff.”

“Hence the laptop?”

She followed me into the open-plan kitchen. “Never leave home without it.”

I fired up the coffee machine. “Usable as a shield, too?” I asked, hoping I wasn’t crossing the line.

She scrunched her face. “You noticed that, huh?”

“Is that too much?”

She talked while I worked. “No,” she scoffed. “I’m kinda hoping to have sex with you,” she blurted. “At some point,” she added quickly. “I mean, if this thing is going to work between us, all of us, then we need to be open and honest, right? At least I think.”

“Sure. Cream? Sugar?”

“Yes, and yes. As much as you’re willing to inflict on me. Sugar addict. Coffee addict. Sex addict once upon a time, but we’ll get to that, I guess.” She spoke so fast I could hardly keep up.

“I guess so.” I handed her over-sweet white coffee and followed her to the couch. I couldn’t help but notice her tight behind in her pants. The material molded between her cheeks, leaving nothing to the imagination. It was the only thing she gave away about her physique — other than her wavy red locks and cute face under those glasses.

“Stop me if I talk too much. Sam says I babble, but that’s bullshit. It’s not my fault my brain runs faster than my mouth sometimes — it’s an occupational hazard,” she said with a shrug, then sat on the couch with a giggle.

I sipped my coffee to let her know I made it drinkable. She did the same and then rolled her eye.

“Oh, that’s good. How expensive is this? I bet this is really expensive coffee, right? Can I come over for coffee often, because this stuff is... sorry, babbling. Dammit, Sam was right. I hate it when she’s right.”

“My coffee machine is at your disposal, Kimberly. It was Sarah’s favorite.”

Her eyes dropped to the cup. “She was your wife, right? I’m sorry, you probably don’t want to talk about it.”

“It’s fine. I’m sure I have some stuff to process. I wouldn’t be like this if I didn’t, but it’s okay to talk about it. Yes, Sarah was my wife. She was this city girl that pulled a boy off a small town farm and made her his world. We had four amazing years, and then she... well, she was gone.” I smiled to show her it was okay. I had moved on enough. Sarah told me to not dwell, and so far I’d let her down on that front. At least now I was contemplating my future. “Well, I have you three now... at least for the time being.”

“Oh, we’re not going anywhere. Sam’s like, in love with you, and I can see why.” She covered her mouth again. “I probably shouldn’t have said that.”

I sipped my coffee, not even trying to hide my grin. “What happened to being open and honest?”

“Oh, man, it’s actually hard to be open.” She chuckled and then gulped half her cup. “Gosh, that’s so good.”

“Want another?”

“Fuck, yes!”

I left her finishing the first cup while I made a second. “If it makes it easier, from this point on you can’t offend, annoy, or anger me. Say whatever you want. Don’t worry about it, okay?”

She placed the empty cup on the counter. “Okay. Thank you, Nathan.” She purred my name and my cock woke up. It was such a startling twitch — I hadn’t even been thinking of her sexually much until that point — that I almost spilled her coffee.

“No problem.” I handed her another cup. Just as sweet and creamy. The thought of drinking that syrup made my stiff shaft soften a little.

Back on the couches, Kimberly relaxed more. Her legs weren’t as clamped together. Her posture not a stiff — unlike my shaft. That was now an unwelcome steel rod in my pants. This wasn’t like being with Crystal. I wanted to get to know Kimberly, understand her a little better. “So, you were saying you had trust issues?”

She clutched the cup in front of her, nodding, making her scarlet waves dance. “Yep. Sex is hard for me now.” She took a quick sip. “I’m quite a sexual person, and it’s been an infuriating, torturous few years.” She took a deep breath. “My last boyfriend, who was my first proper boyfriend, in case you wanted to know that, turned out to be... well, a monster.”

“A monster?”

“Not an actually monster, but a monster to me. He’d keep me locked in a cage.”

I almost spat out the last of my coffee. “What?”

“You see, this is why it would have been easier if Sam had explained this to you.” She squinted, making a face like she was in pain. “Okay, so Crystal’s a brat, right? You got that much?”

I rested my elbows on my knees, giving her my undivided attention. “The fact I want to spank her like a naughty child every time she opens her mouth told me that, yeah.”

Kimberly let out a tiny giggle, but quickly stifled it. “She’s a submissive attention seeker, or whatever you’d call it. I’m just naturally submissive.” She bit her lip and looked away. “Like, really submissive.”

“What do you mean? Like being tied up?” I looked up some stuff on-line about BDSM and brats after our first session — trying to understand Crystal — but I barely scratched the surface. It was like looking into a window to another planet with abbreviations concerning safety and such.

Kim hid behind her coffee cup. “Yeah, sure. I... I get off on...”

“I enjoyed spanking Crystal. I loved holding Sam over my cock. Those got me off. I never thought they would,” I said, sharing what I hoped would make it easier for her to open up. Thinking back, I never imagined my therapy session would become so sexual. I wasn’t complaining. I grinned. “As Sam would say, this is a safe place.”

She took another sip. “I so want to believe that. Er...” She took a deep breath. “I’m just going to say it. I get off on loss of agency. Being told what to do... there’s more to it than that, but that monster took it too far. He knew how to manipulate me, use my need to comply and submit to keep me like a pet. I loved it at first, but then he wouldn’t let me out. I almost lost my job, and Sam had to save me.”

I can’t even. “I’m sorry that happened to you, Kimberly.”

“So you can understand, right? Because if we go down this road, I’m gonna give myself to you completely, and that’s why there needs to be complete trust.”

“Give yourself to me?”

“Fuck,” she said, putting her coffee down and hugging her legs, rocking back and forward. “Fuck you, Sam. You could have just told him,” she said, looking up at the ceiling.

“Is it okay if I move closer?” She looked at the seat next to her and nodded. I moved around the coffee table and carefully sat. Up close I could see the intricate pattern of freckles that dusted her nose and cheeks. “Can I?” I asked, holding out my palm next to her thigh. She nodded again. Slowly, I placed my hand on her leg in what I hoped was a comforting gesture. Sam was the expert at this, not me. “Just explain it to me.”

“Okay, I’m just gonna cut to the chase. I want to fuck you, like, so badly. But I’m scared, okay? I want to make progress, and at least feel comfortable at the next session. But trust is built, right? It’s a little easier because Sam’s vouched for you, and we have this foursome thing going on—”

“The Harem Therapy?”

“Harem?”

“That’s what Sam called it.”

Kimberly tittered. “Yeah... I can see that. So that makes it easier. I could never do this without that safety net.”

“Okay,” I said, eager to help her. I wasn’t even thinking about the sex. That came later. “How can we build trust?”

She bit her lip, then cagily placed her hand on mine. “I have an idea? It’s not sexy to me, but I think it’s an important first step.”

“Okay.” Her hand was so small pressed over mine. “Whatever you need.”

“You sure about that?”

I nodded. Whatever she needed. First Sam, then Crystal, and now, if we can get past her trust issues, Kimberly. Three incredible women in a... harem of… sexual healing? I’d by lying if I said the idea didn’t excite me even through the thinning numbness.

Her hand slid inside her backpack, and she looked me in the eye, biting her lip. Then she pulled something out, something silver, and held it between us.

It was a pair of handcuffs.


CHAPTER FOUR


I narrowed my eyes at the twin loops of metal joined by a chain. “I’m confused. I got the impression we had to build trust first?”

Kimberly winced. “We do. I think this is how we start... If you let me use these… on you?”

My eyebrows hit my hairline. “Me? You want to handcuff me?”

“I know,” she said, wincing again. “I hope that’s okay? It’s fine if it’s not, we could—”

“No, it’s okay, Kimberly. I can do that... if that’s what you need?” It wasn’t my thing, but if it built trust, I was game to try.

“I think, at least I hope, if I know I’m safe, that you can’t do anything I don’t want, then I think I can do it?”

It made sense, I think. Kimberly — like Samantha, just differently — was one smart cookie, so she approached her issue more logically than Crystal’s lashing out. “Makes sense. Just tell me what to do.”

She winced again. “Actually, can... can you tell me what to do?”

A single eyebrow returned to my hairline.

“I know, I know,” she said, shaking her head. “I love you for wanting to try this. I know I’m crazy—”

I squeezed her thigh. “Hey.” I pinched her chin and made her look at me. She didn’t flinch. That was a good sign, I thought. “You’re not crazy. You have needs. I don’t understand them, but that doesn’t make them invalid.” I had to stifle the smile that wanted to escape. My therapy sessions with Sam really helped me grow as a person, and it looked like my horizon was continuing to expand into uncharted territory.

Her mouth dropped open, and she gulped. “I’m so wet right now,” she whispered.

“Can I kiss you?”

Her eyes widened, but my gaze couldn’t leave her soft, glistening red lips. They were so inviting. I willed her to say yes. She didn’t, but a small mewl purred in her throat, followed by a tiny nod.

Slowly, I leaned in — not moving anything else, not wanting to startle her — and pressed my lips to hers. Her plush, dreamy pillows were silky. I was as gentle as I could be, just a ghost of a kiss. The whimper grew inside her. Her other hand gripped my shoulder and pulled me closer. Her scarlet waves dangled against my face. The kiss deepened, as did the needy noises inside the enchanting redhead. Her glasses pressed into my cheek, but I didn’t care. Kimberly tasted otherworldly, and I wanted more. Releasing her chin, my hand lowered. Unintentionally, I brushed her breast through the hoodie. A needy moan escaped, then her eyes flicked open. She scrambled from the couch, almost flying over the table, stumbling on her bag.

“Kimberly?” I raised my hands in surrender.

“Sorry! Sorry!” she said, panting. “I got ahead of myself.” She squeezed her thighs together, wincing again, but this time it was more the look of a girl who wanted what she couldn’t have.

My cock throbbed in my pants, demanding more, and I was in full agreement. I looked at the cuffs on the couch and decided. “Trust works both ways,” I said, tossing her the jangly metal. They tinked as she caught them mid air. “I’m trusting you.” I don’t know why I made such a fuss, but that was the price of progress. A few months ago I wouldn’t have cared If I had to put my trust in another, but now? My vulnerable core was thawing.

“Oh, my, gosh! Really?” she said as I stood. “Thank you, Nate.”

I glanced at the bedroom door, but decided against it. That felt too intimate, and I wasn’t ready for that. When I take Kimberly, or even Sam and Crystal into my bed, I want there to be feelings, hell, even love, but at the very least passion.

Instead, I walked around the couch and grabbed a blanket and tossed it on the floor. My carpet around the couches was plush, but I didn’t want to risk a damn carpet burn. Kimberly watched me with her big, magnified emeralds like a bird of prey waiting to strike. “Kimberly, I want you to do what I tell you,” I said, dropping to my ass on the blanket, remembering what she asked. I scooted forward, giving myself enough room, so I could lay back and place my arms over my head with my hands either side of the table leg. “Cuff me, Kimberly.”

The redhead whimpered, toying with the cuffs. “Are you sure? I know this is a lot to ask.”

“Kimberly,” I said sterner, using a commanding voice. “Cuff me. I’m going to help you through this, like you girls are helping me.”

She gnawed on her lip for a few seconds, but the look in her eyes told me everything. They were big and beautiful, but glassy and needy — staring at the now obvious bulge in my pants. “Yes, Nate,” she whispered.

Carefully, she approached, keeping the table between us. She clicked the metal around my wrist, then the other. They were tight enough that I wasn’t getting out of them without a hacksaw… or the key. “Please tell me you have the key to these?”

She appeared before me and let out a giggle. “Well...”

I narrowed my eyes. “Kimberly.”

“Yes. In my pack. Don’t worry Nate, I’m not gonna leave you like this. I was going to tease you, but that was before you kissed me. Now I just need you so bad.” Her eyes traveled down to the bulge again, and she licked her lips.

“Okay then. I want you to take off your hoodie.”

“Um,” she said, toying with the zipper. “I’m not wearing anything underneath.”

My cock twitched. “Even better. How come?”

Teasingly, she pulled down the fastening, revealing the creamy, pale skin. “I thought it might be sexy knowing I was virtually naked under here while I waited.”

“Was it?” The zipper parted.

She nodded. “Uh-huh.” She held the hoodie together, hiding her breasts while she shucked the black fabric over her shoulders. Bare, tantalizing skin called to me. Strands of red caresses her clavicles, making me wish I could sweep them aside and kiss her alabaster complexion.

“Show me,” I commanded. Slowly, letting out a whimper, she released the hoodie. Like a curtain revealing an art exhibit, the material slid down her back. She took my breath away. Hidden under that oversized hoodie wasn’t the petite, possibly small breasted girl I expected, but a voluptuous vixen. Toned to perfection, with a curvaceous, full chest, large areolas surrounding hard, long nipples pointing to the skylight. The freckles dusted the top of her chest too, almost marking the valley of her cleavage. She grinned at what I assumed was the shock and hunger eating my previously stoic expression. “Fuck, me. You’re gorgeous.”

She shook her head, thumbing her tight leggings questioningly.

“No. Not yet. First, come and see how hard you’re making me.”

“You’re great at this,” she whispered, taking a step towards me. Her beautiful chest bounced in that scandalous way breasts move that drive a man crazy.

The chain clinked as my hands instinctively wanted to reach for her mounds of flesh. “I don’t know what I’m doing. I just know I want you.”

She whimpered, dropping to her knees next to me, fingers tentatively hovering over my crotch. “I really like you, Nate,” she said, unfastening, then pulling at my fly.

“You can see how much I like you,” I groaned.

“Can I unbutton your shirt?”

My cock was still in my shorts, begging to be free, but I reminded myself this was about her, not me. “Sure.”

Silk fire draped over my body, and plump breasts pressed against my thigh as Kimberly leaned over — lower than necessary — and unbuttoned my shirt. Button by button, she worked her way down until she could pull the fabric aside, exposing me. “Tell me to kiss you,” she pleaded.

I wanted to close my eyes and let my head relax, but I couldn’t take my gaze off her. “Kiss me. Work your way down... then go lower.”

She disappeared beneath a scarlet waterfall, pouring over my stomach as she kissed my chest. Each kiss was slow, pouty, loving. She kissed me like she wanted to please me. Paying special attention to my bellybutton, she kissed around it, licked in, then kissed lower. Her tingly, pouty touch hovered just above the waistband of my shorts while red nail varnished fingers hooked the fabric and pulled. She gasped as my cock sprang free — hard as rock and leaking. She’d seen it before, just not up close.

Her silky locks tickled my shaft as she returned to kissing her way down, stopping in trimmed thatch, inhaling, breathing me in. It was an action I’d never thought of, but as she whimpered, breathing, kissing the fur just above my cock, I realized it was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen. It wasn’t just the sight, but she seemed to enjoy my raw musk — to the point she was almost purring by the time she reached the hard, towering shaft below.

I shivered as her tongue slicked up my length. She needed no more instruction. I guess I’d given her enough, given permission, and now she was indulging. When her licking reached the tip, she swirled around the crown, teasing, tormenting.

I groaned seconds later as her lips slid over my cock, sucking hard. My pelvis shot up, pushing deeper. She almost gagged. “Fuck, I’ve missed this,” she said, pumping my shaft in her hands, catching her breath. “You taste so good,” she said with a needy whimper, then took me in her mouth again. She eagerly bobbed up and down my shaft, forcing waves of pleasure I could do nothing about. I was handcuffed to the table, forced to enjoy the torment, and I was kinda loving it. I don’t think it was the cuffs, but Kimberly, her fiery red hair, the small noises that kept leaving her throat, and the way she kept looking up at me through her lashes to see my reaction to what she was doing. She sucked my dick like it was her favorite lollipop. Nate Flavor. A minute of this and I was ready to pop.

“Kimberly, stop,” I groaned, annoyed I had the numb induced self-discipline to deny myself the imminent burst of bliss. “You’re gonna make me cum.”

She sucked off my flesh with a pop. “Sorry. I got carried away.”

“S-okay,” I slurred. “I want you to take off your pants now.”


CHAPTER FIVE


She grinned, looking such a world away from the frightened rabbit that bolted from the couch. “Yes, Nate,” she said, sounding excited. She stood and bit her lip, looking down at me over the swell of her bosom. “I’m not wearing any panties either.”

My cock flexed. “You’re a naughty girl, Kimberly.”

She kicked off her pumps and peeled her pants down her thighs, revealing the tantalizing vee of her apex. She kicked her way out of the clingy material, flicking it into a heap under the table. “I’m naked for you, Nate.”

“Yes, you are.” Fuck, she was gorgeous. I didn’t think before, when she was concealed so much, next to Samantha and Crystal’s nakedness, but Kimberly was easily up there with them. “Can you see without your glasses?”

“Enough.”

“Take them off. I want to see you. All of you.”

Carefully, she slipped them off her nose, folded them and placed them on the coffee table. Her hair had this natural kink that made it look like she’d used a curling iron on it. It made it springy. “I don’t disappoint you? I know next to Sam and—”

“No. You’re just as incredible. Don’t think you’re not.” My gaze roamed her naked body. Her toned tummy, hard nipples, moist lips, and the glistening pink flesh between her thighs. She had the cutest little red tuft on her mons — shave into a little strip.

“I can’t wait any longer,” she said, sounding needy and hoarse. “Please, Nate, can I? It’s been so long. I think it’s working. I don’t feel as scared.”

Sounding like a benevolent king, I smiled and said, “you may take your pleasure,” because I knew I would. Even with my hands bound above my head, I was going to enjoy every second.

She smirked. “Thank you, my liege.” Casting quick glances at my bound hands, she spread her legs over my restrained form, and placed herself above my throbbing shaft. She hesitated, looking conflicted.

“It’s okay, Kimberly. You’re in control, remember?” I pulled the cuff chain against the table leg with a loud chink. “Sam wouldn’t let you near anyone she didn’t trust, right? Plus, you’ve got me all tied up here.”

She took a deep breath. “You’re right, You’re right. I’m sorry. I didn’t think I’d get here.” A smirk pulled at her lips. “Naked, over you... so quickly.”

I grinned. Arousal and a growing happiness rose above the fog, filling me with a warm, contented feeling. “I didn’t see any of this coming.” It was good to be feeling again, even if so far it had all been short-lived.

She steadied herself, placing her splayed fingers on my stomach, then reached between her thighs and curled her digits around my shaft, positioning the throbbing length, angling it towards her entrance. With a deep breath, she lowered herself enough that the heat of her — the warm wetness — spread over the crown of my shaft. I groaned. She mewled. Her uncertainty vanished, and quickly, greedily, she sank lower.

“Oh, fuck, Nate,” she purred, scrunching her fingers into my flesh. She pushed me deep inside her tightness. The metal clanked against the table as I fought through the surge of pleasure, warring with the urge to come. Out of all three incredible women, Kimberly was the tightest.

“Christ, you’re tight,” I gasped as she came to a stop sitting on my pelvis, impaled on my cock. So worth the handcuffs. In fact, it was a tiny price to pay for the sensation pulsing through my cock. Jesus. Her pussy fluttered around my shaft as much as my dick throbbed.

Her eyes rolled under her scarlet curtain. “I almost came,” she said, biting her lip, arching her back, brushing her breasts over my chest. “Mmmmm. Almost.” Then she sat back and lifted. My cock glistened, coated in her desire. She was so wet it ran down my shaft like condensation on a cold glass. I moaned as she lowered herself back down, then ground around in a circle. “I don’t think I can go slow.”

“I don’t want you to.” I wasn’t gonna last against her. The deck was stacked against me. “Fuck me, Kimberly.” Kim bobbed and her breasts bounced. She did it again, and within a few seconds, she was riding me, bucking like she was riding a bronco, slicking up and down my shaft over and over. “Jesus Christ!” I grit my teeth as her channel gripped me like an angry fist, pumping me like she did earlier.

“Oh, God, oh fuck, oh ooooo,” she chanted with each hard slap against my flesh. Her breasts danced wildly as she rode me, flapping her nipples in the air. Making sexy “Oh, oh, oh,” noises that became more guttural and deeper with each penetration.

Harder and harder she fucked me, slapping against my pelvis, riding with purpose. Every few bounces, she stopped to grind herself against me in wanton circles. Then she was fucking me again, and I was almost done.

My fists clenched and the strangest worry entered my mind, one I should have thought of earlier, days earlier. “You’re on birth control, right?”

Kimberly moaned, shaking her head, not stopping her building rhythm. “None of us are.”

I came. I don’t know if it was the knowledge I could impregnate any of them, may have already, or if I just lost the battle with her exquisite tight fuck hole, but I arched my hips and erupted. “Fuck!”

I don’t know if Kimberly felt it or what, but suddenly she shuddered, slamming against me and her pussy convulsed, milking my shaft for every spurting rope of cum that shot inside her. She moaned, breathing hard, shook, froze. Everything. It was like her body couldn’t decide what it wanted, like she’d turned to stone, but was being electrocuted simultaneously. My world blanked, narrowed to the sensation flowing through me like a wave, and the redhead shaking over my lap. It didn’t last long. But it was intense.

After what felt like minutes, but could have been seconds, she inhaled and collapsed against me — squishing her breasts against my chest. She looked relaxed for the first time, floppy even. “Fuck, I love you,” she whispered. “I want that every day.”

I chuckled, imagining it, but then remembered a certain surly blond and auburn beauty. “Not sure what Sam and Crystal would have to say about that.”

She pushed a bunch of hair out of her face, grinning up at me as she rested her chin on my chest. “Oh, right. I have to share you.” She chucked with a dopey smile on her face. “That kinda sucks.”

“The fact you feel that way is a good sign, right?” I winced as her pussy fluttered through an aftershock.

She smiled. “Oh, this was progress. Oh boy, Nate, you have no idea.”

Her smile made me smile. “So we can do without the handcuffs next time?”

She lifted on her hands and hooked a red clump behind her ears. “I don’t know about that. Maybe we can try during the next session? It might be easier with Sam and Kris there.”

“Sure. Can you release me now? These actually kinda hurt.”

She giggled, slipping off my shaft. “Okay.” I instantly missed her tightness as she rummaged in her bag. “Where did I put it?”

“Kimberly,” I said, narrowing my eyes at the ceiling, trying to spot her on the other side of the table.

“I’m sure I packed it. Ummm. How badly does it hurt, because this might take a minute? I’ve got loads of pockets.”

I closed my eyes and took a breath. This was the wrong time for my feelings to not recede quickly behind the sweet numbness. “You brought the key, right?”

She winced. “Umm, don’t worry, I don’t live far.”
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