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CHAPTER ONE


“Nate! Did you clean out the barn?” Dad yelled as I opened the screen door.

“Yeah!” I hadn’t. I ignored all the things he asked me to do.

He leaned out the window. He’d shaved his beard and combed his hair. That was suspicious. “That guy from the company is coming by. Reckon he’s gonna give us a good price!”

“I’m sure he will.” I humored him. Dad had no business selling the farm. It was our home. Mom loved it there. It’s where we were happiest, and if I had to do a little sabotage to keep the status quo, then I’d do it.

I stalked the property, checking everything was disorderly. A horse had escaped and now roamed outside. I wasn’t worried. I let Stacy out. That old nag was obsessed with dad. She wouldn’t go far, especially considering there was another set of fences around the property. I just need to make things look bad.

As I came around the barn and almost step on a chicken that somehow escaped her pen, I saw a black SUV parked next to the barn. It didn’t belong, it was too clean.

Cautiously I approached, keeping low, just in case it’s the McKenzie brothers causing trouble. Seemed too new to be one of their rides, so maybe it was one of their friends from the city?

My brow furrowed when I looked through the dark tinted windows. The car didn’t belong to no McKenzie brother. Not a brother at all. A compact sat on the dash next to a lipstick and some other make up thing I couldn’t place. The hoodie draped over the passenger side was bright pink. “What in the world?” As I walked around the back, I almost bump into someone. Bright amber eyes grabbed my attention, glittering under dark lashes as we came face to face. “Whoa! Sorry there, miss.” I narrowly avoid her, side-stepping past her busty blouse and knee-length pencil skirt. “Didn’t see ya there.”

She smiled at me, and I got a good look at her. She was clean, gorgeous, and did not belong in the mud and chicken shit. “Sorry,” she purred, voice like a city angel. She held out her perfectly manicured hand. “I’m—”

“Sarah!” I cried, bolting upright. Sweat dripped from my forehead. I took a breath, then another. My heart was hammering, and a cold, dark pit had replaced my stomach. An ache had taken up residence in my chest, and it wasn’t from the race my heart was taking part in. “Sarah,” I whispered. It was shocking how vivid everything was. Raw emotion flowed through every limb like I’d just put my finger in a plug socket — just without the likelihood of death.

I jumped out of bed, trying to gain distance from the dream. I thought dreams were supposed to fade as soon as you woke? I guess they didn’t if they were memories.

I splashed cold water on my face in the en-suite, clutching the pristine white ceramic basin. I still couldn’t breathe.

Easy in, and slow out, Nathan. Sam’s words echoed in my mind, pushing the memory of the farm aside. I imagined myself in her therapy room, laying on the couch. She watched me over the edge of her notebook. Her lashes were long and dark. Her milk button eyes fluttering at me. I breathed. Easy in, and slow out. Easy in, and slow out.

My heart slowed, and I could breathe. Everything faded and I was left wondering as I stared at my messy reflection, “was therapy such a great idea?”

I didn’t get time to ponder that as someone buzzed my intercom. It was the one in the foyer, so whoever it was had gotten past Mike, Paul, or whoever was on the door. I didn’t bother getting dressed. I needed the distraction, and I needed it immediately.

I opened the door and stood there in my shorts.

Samantha launched herself at me. “Nate!” She tried to jump at me, to wrap her legs around, but her skirt was having none of it. She giggled.

“Sam?” I was as surprised as I sounded.

She hiked her skirt and then jumped me, pressing her panties against my belly and wrapping her legs around my waist. “I missed you!”

I stumbled backwards and kicked the door closed as she attacked me with her lips. Her soft, silky pillows pressed against mine with such hunger. I quickly lost myself, slipping into a Samantha sandwich. She was a force of nature, such a world away from the reserved professional I’d known for the past year.

I stumbled into a wall, leaning back to protect her legs. Her hands clasped my neck like she was afraid of falling... or of letting me go. “Sam... Sam, slow down,” I gasped against her mouth as she tried to eat my face off.

She pulled back and bit her lip. Her eyes were wide and bright — almost as wide as the dazzling smile on her puffy lips. “Sorry, sorry, I’m just excited to see you. Every day at that damn conference was empty without you. You’ve ruined me.” She grinned. Her happiness faded when she look deep into my eyes. She frowned. “What’s wrong? What happened?”

I waddled, carrying her to the living area. “It’s nothing.”

She slipped from my body. “Nathan,” she said, becoming the therapist again. How did she do that so easily? It was like multiple personality disorder. “It’s not nothing. Don’t insult me.”

“It’s nothing.” I did not want to talk about it. Feeling naked, I slipped on a tee I’d left on the dining table.

She followed me like a kitten determined to get its master’s attention. “It’s clearly not nothing. I’ve spent a year getting to know you. Falling in love with you. You don’t think I can’t tell when something’s wrong?”

I pretended to tidy up the kitchen by moving cups around. “It’s nothing.”

“Nathan!” she hissed, stamping her shiny, black heeled shoe like a petulant teenager. It worked.

I left the cups alone, looking up at her. She was all business. Pencil skirt, bright blue silk blouse. Like Sarah used to dress for work. It was painful to look at her. It was only her long, wavy chocolate locks that saved me. That made me realize the difference. This wasn’t the woman I lost, but the woman that found me. The woman I loved.

Loved?

The thought smashed into me, reminding me how Samantha was my beacon in the dark. My sandy shore in rough seas. But, “I don’t want to talk about it.”

Her expression softened, and I wanted to kiss her again. “Nathan,” she said, carefully placing her tiny hand on my arm. “We have to talk about it.”

I pulled away, ignoring the hurt look that flashed in her eyes. “You always want to talk about everything, Sam.”

“Nathan, please.” She didn’t take no for an answer. She grabbed my arm — forcibly this time — and guided me over to the couch. “Whatever it is, you’re clearly hurting. This is good.”

“Is it? How?” I asked incredulously, falling onto the couch, still just wearing my shorts and a day old tee. “How can this be good?” I pleaded, holding my chest — as if that would remove the ache that I tried to ignore.

She kneeled before me and placed her hand on my bare thigh. “I never said this would be easy. You’ve had time,” she said, sliding her hands up my thighs. “To get past the most painful part.” Her fingers curled into the fabric of my shorts. She stopped for a second, thinking. “You know that moment when you leave a dark room for a bright one?”

I watched her slowly pull, inching my shorts down. “Yeah, sure. It hurts your eyes until you adjust.”

She grinned. “Exactly—”

“Sam, what are you doing?”

She ignored me, continuing to pull, forcing the fabric from under my ass. “That’s like this. You were in a dark place, Nathan, and now you’re in the light, it’s going to take some getting used to.” My cock slipped from the fabric as she pulled it down past my knees, and then off completely. “Right now, your eyes are adjusting.” She held my shorts to her nose and inhaled, sighing like she’d just smelled a sweet flower. It was strangely sexy, like when Kim smelled me. That was something else that would take some getting used to. They both... all three smelled incredible to me, but the reverse was hard to believe, but why wouldn’t it be the same for them?

My cock slowly hardened as I watched her, realizing — hoping — where she was headed. Perhaps I wouldn’t have to talk about it after all?

She pulled my shorts down and curled her fingers around my shaft. “So what happened?”

Dammit.


CHAPTER TWO


“Samantha,” I said sternly, but again, she ignored me. She scooted closer, pushing my legs apart, and settled between my thighs. She gave my crown a greedy, exploratory lick. Then moaned. “Fuck.”

“Tell me about it, baby.” I watched my cock flex as she slid her plush lips over the head and then, like it was on a delay, shuddered at the sensation.

I caved. I felt detached, lost in the moment, and I just let go. “I had a dream, okay?”

She sucked off my shaft with a pop. “About Sarah?”

“A memory, really. Fuck, that’s incredible,” I groaned as she slid my shaft deep into her mouth. My head lolled.

“A good memory?” she asked after gulping a breath, then licked up my length.

“The day we met.”

She pumped my cock with her hand. “That’s good. It can be alarming at first. If you’re remembering, it means you’re ready to feel again.” She took a break from her explanation to deep throat me for a second, and I gasped through the wet tightness engulfing my cock. Sam slurped over my crown, sucking, before continuing. “It will get easier. Most of the hard work has been done.” She swirled her tongue around the tip, hunger glinting in her eyes. She was struggling to maintain her professional voice. She purred. “Come for me, baby.” Then jacked my cock while sucking the tip.

I was hers. I was so fucking hers. So lost in her, I didn’t know why I was so worked up about remembering, feeling. Without that, I couldn’t feel this. “Fuck, God, Sam. Fuck, I love you,” I grit through my teeth as a great tightness coiled in my shaft.

Sam moaned, pushing her mouth down my length, before sucking back to the tip, pumping again.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck. Fuck, you’re incredible.” Tighter and tighter. I clenched my fists. She pumped faster. Sucked deeper.

Something snapped, and I moaned, erupting into her mouth. Her eyes widened before rolling as she sucked hard, hollowing her cheeks. My cock twitched through my release, shooting a load of cum deep into her mouth.

Sam gobbled my spend greedily, slurping and sucking like it was her favorite meal. I was adrift on a calm ocean of light. Content. Sated. Loved.

Suddenly, everything didn’t seem so bad. A wave of acceptance washed over me as I floated into the ether.

“I love your cock,” she purred, licking the crown clean. “You taste so good.” She tittered. “I was going to ask you out for a quick breakfast. No time now, but I think I’ve just had mine.”

God, she was so fucking perfect.

“How do you feel?” She wiped a pearly white dribble from her bottom lip and sucked it off her finger. “Better?”

“You always make me feel better.” I didn’t even have to lie about that.

She nodded with a contented grin. “Good. I don’t enjoy seeing you in distress, baby. I know sometimes I have to make it uncomfortable to make it better, but... well, when you hurt, I hurt.”

I reached out and cupped the chin of this incredible woman. “I love you Samantha. I’m not sure I deserve you—”

She beamed at me, then slapped my thigh. “Nuh-uh. None of that. We are each as deserving of each other’s love. Let me decide who’s worthy of my love.” She rose and leaned in, kissing my nose. “And you, my dear Nathan, are more than worthy. Bathroom?”

“What?” I asked, lost in a daze.

“Can I use your bathroom? Steal a bit of mouthwash?”

“Um, sure?”

She patted my thigh. “Thanks. Get dressed. Kim is coming by.”

“Wait, she is?”

“Yep!” was all she said as she vanished into the bathroom.

I stared at my deflating cock. “She’s too good for you,” I told it, but I didn’t dwell. I felt renewed. Invigorated. I scrambled into the bedroom and changed, throwing on a clean tee and some sweats. It was amazing what the love of a good woman could do.

Samantha was waiting for me as I returned. She grabbed me and pulled me into a kiss. She tasted of spearmint. I made a mental note to buy whatever I could think she might want and fill my medicine cabinet with it.

We kissed deeply. I pulled her close, feeling her exquisite form fit perfectly against mine. She was made for me, this woman.

“Damn.” Sam pulled away. I followed, almost keeping my lips on hers — wanting more of her. “I know,” she said, wincing. “But I have to get to work. I have other patients, you know?”

I let her slip from my grasp. “I hope you aren’t this familiar with them.”

She grinned. “Are you jealous, baby?”

“Fuck, yes!” I said, joking, despite being one-hundred percent serious. “I don’t think I could share you with anyone.”

She fluttered her lashes. “Not even Kris and Kim?”

“Okay, I’ll make an exception for them, but that’s it.” I made it sound like I was joking again, but I couldn’t hide a streak of possessiveness that flared when I thought about Sam. “Why? Are you and them?”

Her eyes widened. “No, no, no... well, unless we’re with you, maybe?” She closed the distance again. “I love the way you’re looking at me right now.” Her lips pressed against mine, softly, slowly and loving.

“Hows that?”

“Like I’m yours. Like you would kill anyone who touched me.” Fuck. Sam really could read me like a book.

“I think it would break me if—”

“Never.” She shook her head, sending her chocolate wave cascading around her shoulders. “As far as the paperwork goes, you’re not my patient anymore. You were the exception. The only one I’d risk my carrier for.” She leaned in closer and looked deep into my eyes. “The only one I want. The only one I love. Don’t you know? Therapists mate for life?” She tittered as she kissed me again, letting out a little growl. “I could kiss you all day... but…” Her lips returned to mine, and I could feel the hunger in the way she mouthed me, slicked her tongue deeply, like she wanted to consume me. I think I’d let her. “I have to go to work.”

With a happy giggle, she slipped out of reach, smiling so widely it must have hurt her face. “Not sure I’m gonna survive the day without you,” I said. “Now you’ve shown me what I’ve been missing all week.”

“No, Nathan, please. Don’t make this harder than it already is. It’s killing me. This is all we get after I’ve been pining for a year and then away for the week.” Her face looked so conflicted. Her smile was still wide, but a needy, sad hunger clawed at her eyes.

“Fine!” I huffed. “Go. Leave me to wallow in my self loathing and loneliness.” I pretended to sulk, and she laughed. “We still doing a session tonight?”

“Absolutely. If I wasn’t such a professional, I would cancel and have you all to myself.” She grinned. “I kinda hate that about myself right now.” Sam continued to edge to the door, fighting a battle with a magnetic pull that she was on the verge of losing.

I marched to her, forcing her against the door. “I kinda hate myself right now for this, but... go to work, Samantha.” With a grin, I pulled her aside and opened the door.

“Oh!” We both startled, staring at Kimberly as she froze with her arm in the air, just about to knock. Her luscious red hair was entwined in a long braid snaking over her hoodie. She was wearing her trademark figure-hugging black leggings that matched her top, but there was something different about her.

“Kimmy!” Sam cheered, attacking the bewildered redhead before she lowered her arm.

“Hey, Sammy,” she said, slowly hugging my sex kitten of a therapist in return. “When did you get back?”

“Late last night,” Sam purred, oozing happiness and the energy I can only get after fourteen coffees. Sam pulled back and examined her friend. “How are you? You good? Hmmm, your eyes look smaller.”

Kim smiled shyly. “Yes, okay, I’m wearing contacts. Can we not make a big deal about it? I thought I was good, but I want what you’re on. How are you so alive this early?”

I stared at Kimberly, lost in how much not wearing her thick-rimmed black glasses changed her face. It was striking.

Samantha tittered, stepping back to hug me. “Nathan fed me,” she said with a giggle, and I wondered if her drinking my release really had that effect on her. It was a dumb thought, but my mind was scrambled, and overloaded with this much attention first thing. Usually I only got a grunt from the doorman.

Kimberly raised a solitary eyebrow.

I leaned into my overexcited... girlfriend? We hadn’t had the conversation yet, but it felt right to think of her like that. I whispered into her ear. “Go to work, Samantha.”

“Right! Work.” She squeezed my ass through my sweats. “I’ll go to work, and you two will...”

“Go jogging,” Kim blurted. Her eyes were fixed on Sam. “If that’s okay with Nathan? I mean.” She finally flicked her gaze to me, but she was acting coy. “If you want? I always go for a jog... well, try to, before I get started for the day. Can’t believe I’ve been coming past this building every morning and didn’t know you lived here. Thought maybe you could come with me every morning? It would definitely be easier to keep it up if I get to see you every morning, and I’m blathering. Yes, you were right Sam, I hate you. So how about it? Want to be my jogging partner?” Kimberly wrung her hands and took a breath. God, she was adorable, and I realized what else was different. The zipper on her hoodie wasn’t strangling her neckline, but dangling low enough that I glimpsed her green sports bra.

Samantha giggled. “Could you be more cute, Kimmy?”

Kimberly winced.

“I’ve never seen her crush this hard on anyone... well, except during her Brad Pitt phase in collage.”

Kim gasped. “You promised you wouldn’t mention that to anyone, Sam. And he’s standing right there!”

Sam made a move towards the elevator, eyeing me like I’d look at breakfast. “I’m not sure if I should feel vindicated, or annoyed.”

I laughed. “It’s not my place to tell you who to love. Someone told me that once.”

Sam called the elevator, and the door opened — still on my floor from Kim’s arrival. “Touché, baby.” From inside the gilded box, she smiled at the awkward-looking Kimberly and winked. “Think my work here is done. See you later, baby. Miss you!” she said as the door closed.

“Bitch,” Kim hissed unconvincingly. “She always does that.”

I grinned. “Does what?” I asked as we both watched the elevator number tick down.

“Makes me...” She turned and looked at me, eyes bright and beautiful.

“Is she right?” I asked. “You know, if we’re being honest with each other.” I remembered our last conversation, the one that ended up with her riding me handcuffed to the table. It also meant I was bound, half naked, to a table leg for an hour while she ran home to find the key.

Kimberly wrung her hands again, looking at her running shoes. “Which part? Because in my defense, Brad was all the rage back then.”

“I’m okay with Brad, if you don’t tell anyone about my infatuation with Jessica Simpson,” I said, going back through my door and holding it open for her. “But I kinda meant the crushing hard bit?”

Kimberly wiped her feet on my mat and eyed my coffee machine, letting out a little giggle. “Um. Totally honest?”

I rummaged around, looking for a pair of sneakers suitable for a morning jog. “I think that would help, yeah. I know it’s not romantic, but I think we’re past that after the other day.”

“Okay, so um... I like you, yeah.”

“Ah-ha!” I cheered, holding up a pair of running shoes from when Sam tried to get me to take out my repressed rage on the tarmac. Buying the shoes was as far as I got. I brushed the dust off them, raising an eyebrow at her. “That doesn’t sound like crushing hard.” Teasing her was fun. I’d felt nothing like that in a long time. To tease, you have to be in a good, playful place, and I guess despite my wobble earlier, I was. What I absolutely was not doing was distracting myself, instead of dealing with the feelings I was harboring deep down about the dream.

“Fine!” she huffed. “I really like you. Satisfied?”

I slipped on my shoes and laced them. “Not really. You’re just saying that because I let you handcuff me to a table and let you fuck me.” I opened the front door and held it for her, grinning at the O her mouth was making. “We going or what?”

Her expression shifted to a grin. “Sure.”

We rode the elevator in silence, stealing quick glances, grinning at each other in the reflective golden panel.

“Morning, Mike!” I said far too cheerily as we strolled out into the early morning sun.

“It is, sir. Sunny and clear.” The door man looked at Kimberly with a smirk. I didn’t realize until later that he’d searched her bag before letting her up that first time and found the handcuffs.

“Where are we going?” I asked Kim.

“I usually loop around the park.”

“Park it is,” I said, taking off at a gentle jog. I wasn’t in the best shape, but the high I was feeling made me not care.


CHAPTER THREE


“It’s not that,” Kimberly said, catching up. “It’s not lust or an infatuation.”

“No?” We jogged across the road towards the park.

“I Like, liked you before we...” She lowered her voice. “Fucked. I got into trouble because of that last time, so I think I know the difference, Nate.” Kim jogged like a panther. Elegant and sprightly. I could almost see the gentle bob of her breasts hidden away in her hoodie.

“You’ve just met me.” I knew deep down how attached I was getting to the redhead. How easily and quickly I cared for all three new women in my life. Except for Sam, I didn’t know if it was love, but it was damn close if it wasn’t.

“You want the truth?” She asked as we entered the park. A smooth pavement twisted and turned between well maintained trees and lawns. The powers that be spent as much maintaining the park as the rest of the city, just so trophy wives could walk their chihuahuas in their gaudily pink, designer tracksuits. Sometimes I forgot I was an intruder, maybe even an imposter, pretending to be one of the rich city folk.

“Please.” I tried to hide it, but I was struggling a little. I hadn’t run in years. City living had made me slow and soft.

“I fell in love with the idea of you before I met you. I think we both did.” She stopped, and I skidded to a halt, turning, hiding how out of breath I was. “Me and Kris.”

Thankfully, she’d stopped near a bench. “You want to sit?” ‘Please say yes,’ I pleaded silently.

She smirked. “Okay.” Kimberly scooted in close as we sat, and I put my arm around her shoulders. I wasn’t even thinking when I did. She stiffened for a second, then relaxed, leaning into me. “Sam told us everything... well, maybe not everything. You were still her patient, but she gushed about this guy. Her Nathan, and every Friday we couldn’t wait to hear about you. For the last six months, I slowly fell for that guy. Then I met you, and you were everything Sam said you were.”

A warmth flooded my chest. “Huh. I didn’t know you guys existed until last week. Hell, I didn’t know Sam felt the way she did. It’s been a whirlwind.”

Kim turned on the bench, so she was facing me. “Truth?”

I smiled at her. A lock of fire had escaped her braid and hung in her face. I hooked it behind her ear. “Sure, if I can.”

“Do you think you could ever love me?” She bit her lip, staring at me, doe-eyed and earnest.

That warmth in my chest warred with a bunch of angry fireflies in my gut. I took a breath, unsure how to answer, except with the truth. “I’m... was, a simple country boy. I saw a pretty city girl, I fell...” I saw Sarah and scampered away. “My dad was like that. Fell in love with my mom the night he met her. Spent a month trying to convince her he was more than a dumbass farm boy.” I took her hands to stop her digging her nails into her palm. “I’m just stepping into the light again,” I said, using Sam’s metaphor. “I’m being truthful when I say I don’t know how I feel.” She looked down at her lap, but I pinched her chin, forcing her to look at me. Her clear emerald gaze was glassy, glinting under her pretty lashes. “If I know one thing, Kimberly. It’s I don’t know how I couldn’t love you. Being with you feels right. That’s what matters to me.” I put my hand over my chest. “I’m gonna let this sort itself out, and hope the rest falls into place.” I laughed. “I guess I’m a work in progress.”

I released her chin and held her hand again. She sighed, a grin returning to her lips. “Me too.”

I took a breath. The gentle breeze was refreshing, the company was enchanting, and the sun was rising in the sky. It was a perfect moment.

Kim squeezed my hand. “Do you want to see progress?” she whispered, mischief in her eyes.

“Sure.” I liked that look, even if I still had the marks from last time.

She glanced left and right at the empty early morning park. A couple of joggers made their way around, but were almost out of sight. She scooted onto my lap until she was straddling me. Her weight was slight, pressing down on my thighs. She giggled. “I think my idea worked. Put your arms around me.”

She slid her fingers over my shoulders and cupped my neck. My hands snaked around her waist, slipping inside her hoodie, feeling the bare skin of her back below her sports bra. She kissed me. Her eyes closed, her lips pursed, and then fireworks. Kimberly’s lips were like silk. A gentle caress compared to Sam’s earlier hungry ravishing. Being able to hold her while our lips touched made it more intimate, more romantic, and more awesome.

She asked me if I could love her. In that moment, the answer would be an easy yes.

She pulled away, and I looked at her plush, pink lips, and her glassless bright green eyes.

Her glasses.

Without them, I didn’t have plastic digging into my cheek and she was more beautiful than I realized — ethereal in the bright morning sun. But I suspect her adoption of contacts was for my benefit, or maybe it was arrogant to think that, and it was so we could do this unimpeded? Either way, I approved, though I missed the geek-chic just a little.

Kimberly grinned, proud of her achievement. “Progress,” she said in a breathy tone.

I kissed her bottom lip. “We’re in public. Doesn’t that make it easier?”

Her eyes flashed. “Don’t take this away from me!” She slapped my chest. “You jerk.”

I cackled. “I’m sorry, I don’t mean to diminish your hard work. Maybe we need to do it again to make sure it wasn’t a fluke?”

A smile lit up her eyes. “That might be a good idea.”

We kissed again, quickly getting deeper, tasting each other, getting lost in each other. Kimberly ground her pelvis against the hardening bar in my sweats, making cute, sexy whimpering noises. I pulled her close. Her breasts squished against my chest, and I was all in.

“Hey, this is a park, not a petting zoo!” someone shouted with a laugh. It was one of the joggers. They’d done a complete loop, and I felt like a teenager again — like that time I got caught in the barn with Suzie from school. Our hands were down each other’s pants and afterwards, dad gave me the talk.

Kim buried her face against my neck, laughing. “I think we should get back to jogging.”

I agreed, “Yeah, we could do that... or we could fuck right here and give them something to really talk about,” I joked.

Kim slapped my chest again, eyes wide.

“Joking.” I grinned. I pulled her in for a kiss. “No one gets to see you like that, except me... and maybe Sam and Kris… but mainly me.”

Her mouth dropped open, but there was a hunger in her eyes. The same look she wore when I was cuffed to the table. “Yes, Nate,” she said, sounding dazed. “I’m yours. Only for you.”

I kissed her again, then slid her off my lap. “Shall we? The park, and probably a heart attack, awaits?”

We made it once around the park, chatting about nothing, laughing at the ladies carrying their dogs for their morning walk, before I was enticed by another type of heart attack waiting to happen.

I slowed to a panting halt at one of the many gated exits, feeling light-headed, resting my hands on my knees. “Wait, wait,” I gasped. “Can you smell that?” It was inviting and divine.

Kim sucked in a breath. She was younger and fitter than me, but still no match for more than one loop of the park. “Crap,” she laughed, gasping. “I don’t normally go this far.” She stood, hands on hips, leaning back, shoving out her chest and staring at the sky. “I pretend to do this so I feel better about the hours around the laptop.”

Recovered enough, I grabbed her shoulders — she didn’t flinch — and stared into her eyes. “Kimberly, can you smell that?”

We both looked to our right at a small, English-style cafe restaurant across the road. Gleaming white tables and chairs sat under striped umbrellas. A door was open, and we both moaned. “Breakfast?” she said, almost drooling.

I was transfixed. “Breakfast,” I said, not even thinking consciously. We faced each other with a grin plastered on our faces. Her tiny hand slipped into mine, and interlocked our fingers. Hand in hand, we stumbled towards the intoxicating aroma.
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“What is that?” Kimberly said, pointing at the triangle wedge on my plate. She plopped into the other plastic chair, flicking her braid off her shoulder. A streak of sunlight cut across her face, causing her to shuffle her seat around closer to mine.

“A hash brown,” I said, just before I shoved a section in my mouth, then moaned.

“Ooo, is it good?” she tittered. “I chickened out and got a couple of croissants with chocolate in the middle. I don’t think that’s English, but French? Whatever, I couldn’t resist. Now I’m wondering if I chose wrong.”

I swallowed. “It’s all good.” I cut a little section, dipped it in the sauce and held it out for her. She blinked at me, fluttering her lashes before leaning in and slowly, seductively biting the nibble from the fork.

She chewed, and her eyes lit up. “Maybe we can share?”

I laughed. In my greed I ordered too much anyway, so I moved our plates so they were even between us, and gave her my fork.

“You’re sure?”

I grinned. I was so contented being with her, I’d have given her anything. “Sure. What’s mine is yours.” I picked up a sausage, dipped it in the sauce and bit its head off.

Kim giggled at my moaning. “This is so naughty. I never let myself eat like this... I can see the grease.”

I hummed in agreement, chomping, loving all of it, especially the company. She said she wanted me to be her jogging partner. If this is what I’d get to enjoy every morning with her, then sign me up! I pointed my half-eaten sausage at her. “But it feels so right, right?”

“It tastes pretty good,” she said around a mouthful, looking like a hungry chipmunk.

I rolled my eyes. She giggled, having to cover her mouth to keep her food in. When she finally swallowed, she clasped her fingers around my hand. “Yeah. I’m having a great time. I get why Sam was so happy.” She beamed at me, luminous and beautiful… with a dollop of sauce on her lip.

We finished our shared breakfast and nibbled a croissant each as we strolled hand in hand back to her apartment. She was right. It was only a couple of blocks, and the closer we got, the sadder I felt. Feeling again kinda sucked.

We stopped outside her building, both unwilling to let go. “Do you want to come up?” she asked.

I did. But I was hesitant about pushing too hard, too quickly. She bolted from my couch last time we did that. “I do. But don’t you have work to do? I don’t want you to get behind.”

She winced, scrunching one side of her face. “Dammit, yeah.” Then she smiled. “Should have started an hour ago if I want to finish by tonight.”

I smiled, leaned in, and kissed her. She tasted of breakfast and it made me hungry again. But I was more hungry for Kimberly. Drawing on an award-winning amount of discipline, I pulled away. “Go to work, Kimberly,” I said, using a commanding voice.

Her eyes widened, then she grinned. “Say that again.”

I leaned in and whispered it into her ear, adding, “Good girls get rewarded.” I smirked at her whimper and stood back to see her eyes carrying that glassy hunger I’d seen before.

“Yes, Nate,” she whispered.

“Good, girl. I’ll see you tonight?”

She bit her lip and nodded. Then quickly scurried in through her front door. I stifled the laugh, but realized I had to be careful with Kimberly. Understood a bit more how her submission worked. It was a dangerous power to have over another, and I saw how she got into trouble. I remembered the immortal line, ‘With great power, comes great orgasms,’ and I was going to make my skittish redhead gush like a fountain. Drown her in love to make up for the shit that happened to her.

When a woman gave me a funny look, I realized I’d been staring at her building for a few minutes, and moved along.


CHAPTER FOUR


I called the office and took the day off. They sounded far too happy about it, but I didn’t care. I only showed my face to remind them who was in charge — who apparently owned the company — and to keep Sarah’s memory alive. I didn’t know the first thing about running the damn thing. Neither did Sarah, to be honest. She inherited it from her father, but good lord, did she keep those suits in line. She could be a force to be reckoned with that woman. Sadness threatened to take hold in my chest. I took a breath, and somehow, miraculously, it stayed at the edges. I like to think Sam, and now Kimberly’s love, kept it at bay. Filling my heart with new light to keep me out of the dark. It was probably just avoidance. Sarah would have liked them, I think. Lord knows she made a point that I had to move on. She was braver than I was.

“Hey, dude. What the fuck! Are you stalking me?”

I looked up from my distracted wandering to see a denim-clad blond scowling at me from behind a large box. “Crystal?”

“Ow, good. You remembered my name as you sneak around, you sick stalker.”

“What?” Her loose jeans had more paint marks than last time, but her tight white tank was clean, showing off her curves.

“You can make it up to me by carrying this.”

Before I realized what was happening, I was struggling under a large box of painting supplies. “What the hell, I was just going for a walk.”

“Sure you were, right into my neighborhood, when you live blocks away. You don’t just idly wander that far, dude.”

I shuffled the heavy cardboard box, getting a better grip. “I was just walking. I didn’t have a destination in mind.” Did I? I’d been walking for over an hour, almost making a direct beeline to the surly blond’s apartment.

“Sure, I’ll believe you,” she said, oozing sarcasm. “But it was lucky you were stalking me—”

“I wasn’t.” Was I?

“You can help me. Gonna save me a second trip. This is for you anyway, so it’s the least you can do.”

“For me?” God, being around her was befuddling. It didn’t help my mind was still mixed up from the mental wandering.

“The painting, dude. The one you wanted? This shit is for that. Can’t paint without paint. Don’t ya know anything?”

I followed her inside the painting supply store, struggling to see, and carefully trying to avoid knocking anything over. I waited by the door, watching as she scurried about collecting tubes, and other painterly stuff. I was surprisingly unaffected by her verbal jabs. It lost its bite when it was all that came out of her mouth. It almost made her endearing. Almost. It seemed like with me, she couldn’t help but be prickly. This was so blatantly apparent in the way she chatted so sweetly with the guy behind the counter. Joking about her slave that was helping her carry her box, and inquiring about some canvases she’d ordered. It was startling. I’d have to ask Sam about it.

“All set?” I asked when she returned laden with bags.

She grinned, curling her lip. “Yep. Let’s go.”

We marched out onto the sidewalk, and I had to work to avoid catching people with the box.

“So, what were you really doing out here?” Crystal asked, sounding less annoyed I existed.

“Clearing my head mostly... I think. After seeing Sam early, then going for a jog with Kim, I guess, maybe...”

“Don’t get sappy on me, dude—”

“Subconsciously, you were where I wanted to be. Is that sappy?” I said, stepping around a delivery guy carrying his own burden.

She was silent for a minute, before she whispered, “no.” Then she shook her head. “Don’t make a habit of it. That shit is for saps.” The way she said it made me think ‘and you’, because a smile had sneaked onto her pouty lips.

I followed her up to her apartment. The box just fit through.

“You can put it down over there.” She pointed to a space next to an open doorway. I peeked inside and guessed it was her studio. A few canvases littered the floor, propped up against the wall. In the center, an easel stood tall, in pride of place. It had a canvas on it, but it was covered in a thick cloth, hiding what she was working on.

“Hey! No peeking!” She hissed, pulling me away. For once, her hands weren’t covered in paint. She held my tee, and didn’t let go once I was clear. “Thank you for the help,” she said, almost sounding sweet. “Didn’t think I’d see you until tonight.”

She pulled my shirt, walking backwards. “Crystal, what are you doing?”

She stopped at another doorway and kicked the door open with her splattered sneaker. “Giving you what you came for?” I got a glimpse of her bedroom before she pulled me against her and held her lips a fraction from mine. She waited, blinking her dark blue eyes, surrounded by her smoky makeup. “Maybe what I want? I’m sorry if I’m bad. Being around you confuses me. Makes her come out.” I didn’t get time to process her words before she kissed me more gently than Crystal ever had. Soft, pouty lips brushed against mine, nibbling, before a sharp sting bit into my bottom lip.

She giggled, pulling away. I licked my bottom lip, tasting copper. If, like always, she was trying to rial me? It was working. But unlike last time, I was ready. I knew what she was trying to do. “You’re a bad girl, Crystal.”

“Fuck am I!” she spat, giggled, then shucked her tank top. The white, stretchy fabric flew and smacked me in the face. I didn’t move, letting the material slide down my chest. I folded my arms, eyes smoldering at the surly blond beauty. Her smile was wide as she wiggled her hips, unfastening her jeans. “I’m not bad. You’re an asshole.”

I grinned, watching her fight her way out of her pants, eventually kicking the denim off. She tried to kick it at me, but missed by a country mile. She, I realized, was like a wild mare in need of breaking. The only difference was, she was actively seeking that kind of attention. “Is that right?” She defiantly put her hands on her hips, showing off her white lacy underwear. “Is there something you want from me, Crystal? You’re gonna have to ask nicely if there is.”

“Fuck off!” she hissed, but she had that same look Kim had in her eyes. Longing mixed with hunger. Except in Crystal’s case, it warred with a flash of rebellion.

“Okay,” I said, like I didn’t have a care in the world. This was a fun game. I was never into role-play, but playing with Krystal, being... whatever I was in that dynamic, was really growing on me, awaking something deep inside me.

Without a word, I spun on my heels and walked from her bedroom. “Wait!” she pleaded, and I smiled wider. “Please!”

Keeping my back to her, I demanded, “Please, what?”

“Please don’t go,” she said, sounding small.

I turned, and she dropped to her knees. “I’m sorry. Please.”

I chewed my cheek, narrowing my eyes at her. “You’re sorry?”

She nodded. Stupidly, I bought it. I towered over her kneeling, semi-naked form. “I’m sorry... you’re such an asshole.”

Anger flared, but also understanding. I grabbed her blond ponytail and pulled her head back. “Is this what you want? Punishment? Atonement? You want me to be rough? Is that it?” She didn’t say it, but nodded, biting her lip — hard. That primal part, the one I left on the farm, surfaced. I pulled down my sweats and shoved my semi-hard cock in her face. “Say you’re sorry, Crystal. I know this is what you want. Why you goad me.”

The blond whimpered, staring at my cock, losing the defiance. She stared up at me as she opened her mouth and poked out her tongue. For once, she wasn’t being rude, but eager. A quiet moan vibrated in her throat as she shifted her gaze to my shaft. I held it for her, but I didn’t shove it down her throat. Not yet. I was waiting for her, wanting her to make the first move. I knew what she wanted, but if she wouldn’t ask for it, she’d have to show me. “It’s yours, baby, if you want it. Be a good girl. Show me what you want.”

I watched her intently as slowly she placed her parted lips against the crown of my cock. I had to stifle a cackle. The absurdity of what my life had become hit me at that moment. I groaned instead as her pouty mouth slid down my shaft, encasing my flesh in her sucking, wet mouth. “Fuck, that’s good. You suck me so good, Crystal,” I purred, still holding her ponytail. She whimpered, sucking harder. Wet slurping noises filled the room, and ecstasy shuddered from my cock.

Then she pulled off and glared at me.

“What? Why did you stop?”

“You think I’m just a mouth to fuck?” she asked, licking her lips. “That you can grab my hair and force me to suck your cock like a good little whore?”

Wait, what? Then I realized. Like Kim, Crystal was making progress in her own way. I yanked her ponytail back and leaned down to whisper in her ear — more for me than her — “If you want to stop, click your fingers.” Then I stood and held my cock in hand — it was slick with her saliva — slipping into the role she wanted me to play. I was happy to play. Whatever she needed. “But you are my good little whore, Crystal. You suck my dick so sweetly. Not as good as Samantha, but we’ll get you there.”

Her eyes widened, more at the Sam jab than anything else.

“Practice time, sweetheart.” I took a firmer grip on her hair and held her there as I pushed my cock against her lips. She held them shut, looking up at me from under her dark lashes. “Suck me Crystal,” I commanded. Her eyes widened, but in that glassy, hooded, hungry way. Then she opened, and I pushed inside. I pushed deep, holding her head, and pressed against the back of her throat. She gagged, forcing me out.

She coughed. “Asshole. You think I enjoy that?” She almost grinned, squeezing her thighs together as she kneeled on her bedroom floor.

I pushed back between her lips. “Yeah, I do.” I didn’t push as deep the second time. I clasped her head and fucked her mouth. She sucked eagerly, poking her tongue forward, urging me deeper. With each sloppy thrust, a fire of pleasure thundered from my shaft. Each time I inched a fraction deeper, before pushing into her throat and holding myself there. The little minx moaned so loudly I felt the vibration in my cock. I grit my teeth, holding out. She didn’t deserve my cum in her belly like Sam did. I saved that for elsewhere.

I pulled out, right on the verge of release.

“Fuck.” Gasping, she looked up at me, catching her breath. “So, what? Fucking my face is a punishment or something?” she asked in her confusing reversed asking. “What’s next? Gonna strip and fuck me?”


CHAPTER FIVE


I slapped her cheek with my soggy, rock-hard shaft. “That would give you what you want. I’m not sure I want to do that.” She let out a sexy little whimper. I was absolutely gonna give her what she wanted. I just wanted her to think I wasn’t. “Up,” I commanded, urging her with the grip on her ponytail. “Strip.” I pushed her forward and waited.

She stumbled and clutched herself. The bravado had gone, replaced by what looked like pure hunger and need. Slowly, she stripped. Her hand hovered behind her back at her bra clasp. Her gaze darted between the stern expression I put on my face and my throbbing, sticky shaft. “Does this make you feel good? Make you feel like a real man?” she said, the hissing venom of earlier had cracked, leaving her sounding more throaty and begging. The bra slipped from her arms and she tossed it aside. She stood defiantly as my gaze locked on the ample swell of her fantastic breasts. Her nipples were so hard I struggled to not grab her and put them in my mouth.

“No. I’m just giving you what you need. I look after what’s mine.” It was almost concerning how easily the macho alpha bullshit came to me. How easy it was for me to not wait for her to take her panties down. Perhaps that was me? The man I used to be before a city girl civilized me.

“Yours?” she asked, sounding smaller. I took the three paces to cross the room and clutched her half-heartedly defiant wrists in hand. “Y-you think I’m yours?” she gasped.

I spun her, and pushed her long, silky blond locks aside, and whispered in her ear, “aren’t you?” Then pushed her face down on her bed. She bounced once on the cream satin comforter.

Her room was surprisingly small. Clearly, she dedicated the larger of the two bedrooms to her studio, leaving her master bedroom with only enough room for a single bed, a wardrobe, and a chest. The kind with a mirror, except where many girls had pictures of friends stuck around the edges. She had postcards and prints of famous paintings.

Crystal’s whimper brought my attention back to the needy blond. Her white satin panties taunted me as she bent over her bed. “God, Nate, don’t stop,” she whispered. “Don’t stop.”

I had no intention of stopping. “Why would I stop? You haven't learned your lesson, have you, Crystal? Still a naughty little girl. Still needing a good fucking?”

“Yes,” she moaned.

“You’re a bad girl, aren’t you?” I punctuated the words with a couple of slaps to her rear. Her satin panties felt soft, and rippled with her fleshy waves.

She mewled, stretching out her arms and arching her back. “Yes,” she whispered. “But only for you.”

This felt like a small breakthrough — for both of us — because I loved hearing her say those words. I spanked her a couple more times, then curled my fingers under the waistband of her panties. Slowly the fabric peeled over her delicious ass until, “Crystal. What the fuck is that?” A blue jewel sat between her sweet butt cheeks, glimmering in the sunlight.

She grinned, looking at me over her shoulder. “What does it look like? I came prepared for my punishment.”

My mouth dropped open. Wait. This was a sexy little butt-plug. Did she intend to wear this all day, ready for tonight’s session? Did that mean? I leaned over her, and coiled my fingers in her hair, regathering it so I could control her. “Explain.”

Her mouth dropped open, and all the spunk drained from her face. “Y-you want me to explain? I-I...” Her mouth hung open, like she was struggling to get the words out.

“You were going to wear this all day? While you went to the store? While you were painting. For tonight? Why?”

She scoffed, regaining some of her bratty defiance. “It’s not like I wanted you to do this. That I dreamed and planned it, you know.” Which meant she absolutely did. “It’s not like I’m a bad girl or anything. Asshole.” She lifted from the comforter, pushing me back. “Not like I want you to take it out and punish me by, by... by...”

I pushed her down with my body on her back, still holding her tail. “It’s not like you actually want me to punish fuck you in the ass, is it? It’s not like you’re such a brat because you want me to fuck you in your bottom. Right, Crystal?”

Fuck, this was fun.

“No... no. Who would want that? Only sick little whores. The kind you like, you sick fucker.”

I put an end to her defiance with a hard slap to her rear. She cried out, then moaned into the comforter.

I released her tail. “But you are my sick little whore, remember?” I pulled her panties down, leaving them twisted around her ankles. Her butt cheeks molded to my fingers as I kneaded her supple flesh. “My bratty little whore.”

“Fuck. I think I love you,” she whispered, barely loud enough for anyone to hear.

“My filthy, naughty girl who needs her bottom fucked, so she knows her place. What are you?” I asked, holding the jewel between my thumb and finger. I pulled gently, just enough so she’d feel it.

Her whimpering mewl was muffled by the comforter, as was the, “Your whore,” that followed.

I toyed with the butt plug for a minute, pulling and twisting, driving her crazy. Calling her my whore was technically inaccurate, because she was my little brat, if anything, but I didn’t have a say in the dirty talk that got my surly blond going. I snapped myself out of thinking such mundane thoughts. Especially when I had such a naked beauty writhing under my hand. Curious, I slid my palm down and cupped her pussy. “Fuck me, you’re soaked, Crystal.”

She whimpered, shoving her head deeper into the squishy surface of her bed.

I slicked my fingers through her folds as I pulled on her plug. It slipped free with little effort and I placed it on the chest, sitting it on the chamfered part of the jewel so it didn’t fall over.

The breath left my lungs when I saw her ass. It was perfect, smooth and gaping. Using my soaked fingers, I scooped up her wetness and lathered her asshole with her desire, pushing her juices inside the puckered hole. “Is this what you want, Crystal? What you need? A punish fucking in the ass?”

She moaned, writhing on the bed. “Yes,” she cried, louder this time.

“Say it!” I demanded, pushing two fingers inside her wet, hot hole. I pumped them in and out, making sure she was nice and lubed. “Say it, you little whore!”

“Oh, fuck Nate!” she wailed into the comforter. “Please fuck me like a whore. Punish my asshole like the bad girl I am!”

Christ, I almost came. My cock was just as hard now as it was when she sucked it. I couldn’t wait any longer. I settled in behind her, spreading my legs so I was at the right height, and then slicked my cock through her soaked pussy, coating my shaft in her wantonness. I lined up and pushed against her pucker. Everything was so slick, my crown slipped inside. She shuddered.

“Oh, god,” she moaned, muffled, as I pushed deeper, and deeper. The tightness compared with her pussy was immense. Scorching hot, and so very slick. “Fuck, fuck. Fuck, fuck me, Nate, please. I’m your whore. Only yours. Don’t stop,” she babbled as I sank to the end of my reach.

“I don’t think you’re ever going to learn your lesson, are you?” I said, pulling out, then as hard as I could, slammed back inside her back entrance. She wailed, fisting the comforter. “You enjoy the punishment too much!” With that, I pulled back again and slammed inside her repeatedly — building to a rhythm.

“Never! Never! Fuck, Oh, God!” she cried, trying to spread her legs. Her panties were still twisted around her ankles, giving her little wiggle room.

“Shit, you're fucking tight.” I moaned, slamming against her ass, making it jiggle like stones thrown in a pond. Fucking Crystal’s ass was incredible. Pulses of pleasure throbbed from my cock as my balls slapped her soaked slit. It took everything not to come in an instant.

Crystal shook and rocked back and forth with the force of my fucking. She slid on the satin, mewling with each thrust, growing steadily louder, until she started howling like a wolf in the moonlight. “Oh, God, oh God, oh, God!” she cried. “Fuck me, Nathan! Fuck me like the little—” She didn’t get to finish. Her howl became a scream. Crystal thrashed under my cock, shaking and shuddering. Her asshole throbbed, clenching and releasing in time with her pussy’s climax.

I fucked harder, clasping her hips.

Slammed against her ass.

Pushed deeper.

Fuck!

I came. With an explosive grunt, I pushed against her ass cheeks and released. My head lolled. My world flashed, and I spewed a torrent of white, hot cum inside Crystal’s smoking hot rear. She squirmed under my hands, gasping, and panting, but I couldn’t think. I was lost. Flex after flex, my shaft delivered its payload into her ass, twitching, coming. “Fuck!”

It felt like we both came for an hour. However long, when I finally returned to earth, I noticed the sweat on my brow, and the tension fade from my taut muscles. Crystal had collapsed over the bed, breathing hard under the mass of her blond locks. “Holy crap,” she said, still muffled.

I took a breath and grinned. I grinned so damn wide as I pulled out, leaving behind a trail of cum that oozed from her puckered rear. The grinned widened when I grabbed the plug from the chest and pushed it back inside her ass. “I don’t want any of this escaping,” I told her, and she mewled deeply, arching her back. “My cum stays inside you. That’s your punishment.”

I didn’t care if it did. It sounded hot to say it, and the aftershock that made her body twitch told me she still loved that kind of talk, too. I snagged a tissue from her chest and cleaned my dick before dragging the floppy blond further up the bed and pulling her into my arms so we spooned.

With her silky blond strands in my face and my dick just above her ass, I held her tight, wrapping my arms under her breasts. “Are you okay, blondy?” I whispered, kissing her shoulder.

She tittered, sounding dreamy. “I might have liked that a little too much.” She looked back at me over her shoulder. “Thank you, Nathan. For playing along. I’m sorry I was such a bitch to you.” Her hand reached back and clasped my cheek, pulling me in for a kiss. It was gentle and loving. When she released me, her eyes sparkled with new light. “I know we haven’t talked, with me being... well.” She bit her lip. “Do you have room for another girlfriend?”

I smiled. Genuine happiness sneaked into my exposed heart. “I had a space reserved for you the moment I met you, Crystal.” I hugged her close and strained over to kiss her. She whimpered into my mouth. All I could think as we tasted one another, limbs intertwined, was that I still had tonight’s therapy session to go, and they’d already worn me out.

Man, therapy was hard work.
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