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CHAPTER ONE


Hands in pockets, I strolled towards the looming building that contained Samantha’s therapy office — on the fourth floor, right next to an IT start up. Bet those geeks whooped loudly when they found themselves sharing with a smart and sexy goddess like Sam. I could almost see her wiggling her ass as she waltzed past. I was actually annoyed by the thought.

Waiting for the elevator, I scowled at my reflection. I was wearing a suit, like I was meeting her for dinner — not for our next therapy session. After my dream, I’d spent the day successfully ignoring the feelings that threatened to ruin me. Sam’s new therapy was working a little too well, and I wasn’t ready to face that shit just yet. But on the bright side, I had strong, growing feelings for my two gorgeous therapy mates and smoking hot therapist. I wanted to win them over — necessary or not — hence the suit. After my sweaty jog with Kimberly and my messy encounter with Crystal, being clean and smartly dressed felt good.

A couple of guys stepped off the elevator, giving the guy in the expensive suit a wide berth. They probably thought I was some crazy rich asshole needing to spill my guts to the hottie therapist. I chuckled, pressing for the fourth floor. I guess I was.

When I stepped off the elevator, I headed for Sam’s office, not the room we used last time — as per her instructions.

I took a breath, willing the fireflies buzzing around in my belly to quit it. Samantha really had a hold on me. I smiled. Guess she wasn’t the only one who’d fallen during the past year. I knocked and waited.

“Nathan?” came a quiet voice through the distorted window.

“Yeah, it’s me.”

I heard her giggle. “Prove it.”

I grinned. She sounded in a good mood, playful even. “Your favorite panties are red silk, but you wear white, so you don’t give your patients the wrong idea on the off chance they see—”

“Okay!” she squealed. “Don’t say another word. Come in.” She sounded like I’d just revealed her deepest, darkest secret to the geeks next door — I hadn’t. The corridor was empty. I pictured her freaking out at the IT guys staring at her ass, wondering what color her panties were, and if they were the expensive silk. She sent me a fake bill for some as a joke after she claimed I ruined so many pairs because I made her wet. I loved Sam’s sense of humor — when she let herself relax long enough to let it out to play.

I stepped inside. Samantha was behind her desk wearing a long coat, scribbling on some documents. She glanced up. Her chocolaty curls had an extra kink as it cascaded around her shoulders. Her eyes shone as a smile lit up her face. “Please take a seat,” she said, sounding formal, pointing to the therapy couch that practically had the indentation of my ass. “You will have my undivided attention in a minute. I just need to finish this.”

“Sorry. Guess I’m early.” I slipped off my suit jacket and hung it on the coat rack. It already had Sam’s coat. I eyed it suspiciously. Why was she wearing another one, one I’d never seen before? It was shiny and red.

“I like that you’re eager,” she said, continuing to scribble. “A girl likes to feel wanted.” Even though she sounded distracted — working on whatever she was — there was a playful seduction to her voice, the one I attributed to the sex kitten version of Samantha. My cock was already getting hard at the sound. I never imagined city girls could be more wild than the girls back home, but Sam proved they were just as wild underneath their reserved, polished exterior.

I sat, slipped off my shoes, then with practiced ease, swung my legs up and sank into the couch. A familiar comfort washed over me as the padded leather conformed to my body. Maybe it was the contrast, I thought, thinking about Sam’s transformation again. How she could go from professional to sensual in a second flat. Sarah could do that—

Nope, not going there.

“Did you have a good day? Kim text me. Says she’s enjoying jogging again.” Her pen squiggled like she was signing autographs. “Kris called to double check tonight was still happening.” She looked up and hooked a wavy clump behind her ear. “Just what have you been up to, Nathan?”

The way she said my name made my cock even harder. Throaty, husky, sexy. “Nothing… much.”

Sam sighed. “I thought we were past this?” She finished her stack and pushed it aside, tapping her pen on her plush bottom lip. “What happened with Kimberly? Details.”

“We jogged around the park...”

“And?”

“And we kissed, then had break—”

“You kissed in public?”

“Yeah. She straddled me on a bench, and we kissed.”

Sam smiled. “Good. That’s great. She sounded happy. She told me about the handcuff debacle.”

I sat up on my elbows. “She did?”

Sam tittered, putting her pen down. “Uh-huh. What happened with Crystal?”

“I met her on the street. She made me carry her shopping, then...”

“Then? Come on, Nathan, you can say it?”

I flopped back on the couch with a sigh. “We, well, she did her brat thing, where she wants me to take control.”

Sam got out of her chair, but I didn’t look. I was staring at that pattern on the ceiling again. She purred like a kitten. “That is intoxicating. Then what happened?”

“She was wearing a butt plug—”

“Oh,” she said, sounding like she was smiling. “I can guess what happened, but tell me anyway.”

I rolled my eyes. She loved this part, getting the juicy, sexy details. “Well, uh, she wanted me to take it out, and...”

“Go on,” she whispered, sounding throaty again.

“I fucked her in the ass, okay?”

Sam whimpered. “Did you come deep in her asshole, Nathan?”

I looked at her, and my mouth dropped open. She was leaning against the front of her desk, holding her long coat open with her hands on her hips. I gulped. She was wearing sexy, red silk lingerie. Her spectacular breasts fought to escape the skimpy cups — pushed up to create a mouthwatering cleavage. A tiny scrap of red silk covered her pussy, held in place by tiny straps hugging her hips. I licked my lips at the thought of Sam’s bare, juicy pussy. Red stockings held up by a matching garter vanished inside a pair of black strappy heels. “Holy fuck. Please tell me that is not what you wore while seeing patients today,” I said, unable to take my eyes from her body. The growing hardness inside my pants had progressed to full on steel.

Sam giggled, her eyes alive with mischief. “Of course not. Can you imagine?” She pushed off from the desk and sauntered closer. Each step swayed her hips. She’d given her silky hair a twisty bounce that danced over the sparkling diamond necklace I’d bought her as a ‘thank you’ last month. I didn’t understand why I had to buy her such an extravagant gift. I guess I had feelings for her back then. Didn’t see why she was so eager for me to call her between sessions. It all made sense now.

She slid her coat from her shoulders, letting it slide down her back until she held it with her hands. She bit her lip, and I couldn’t take my eyes from her bare, creamy shoulders. I wanted to kiss her neck, her arms, and everything in between.

The coat hit the floor and before I realized she’d moved, she was climbing over me. “God, you’re beautiful.”

She straddled my rock-hard cock, splaying her fingers over my stomach. “Nathan,” she said with little more than a throaty whimper. “You don’t have to seduce me. You already have me.” She leaned down, draping her chocolate waves over me like a brown silk curtain until she could whisper in my ear. “You look handsome tonight.”

I grinned. “You don’t have to seduce me, Samantha. You already have me. Besides, I’m not trying to do anything, just telling the truth.”

She giggled, then kissed my ear. “So am I.” She pulled back and ran her fingers over my shaft. “I’m also completely truthful when I say you make me horny like no other. I’ve been thinking about this all day.” She eyed the enormous bulge in my pants. “You do not know how hard it was not touching myself...” She leaned down and hovered her plush, dark red lips so close I could smell her lipstick. Her chocolate curls surrounded me. “All damn day,” she breathed, then kissed me. Her flavor hit me as her tongue pushed between my lips.

She whimpered, clasping my shirt. Her hips ground against my shaft, torturing me through the layers of fabric. Fuck, she was incredible. Her needy whimpers increased as the kiss deepened, plunging me into the sensual depths of Samantha — lost and drowning.

She slid her lips aside, trailing kisses across my cheek. “God, I want to fuck you so badly.” If the intensity of her dry-fucking me was any sign, she wasn’t exaggerating. She nibbled my ear-lobe. “But I promised the others I wouldn’t start without them.”

“Boy, did you come dressed to make that hard.” I shuffled closer to the edge, then rolled us so she was on her side. “I never made such a promise.” She didn’t have time to protest before my hand slid inside her sopping panties. Then my lips smacked against hers before she could make a sound. Her silky pussy was dripping for me, making my cock throb harder inside its cloth prison. She was so wet, my fingers slid inside right to the third knuckle. Her eyes widened, then drooped, closing with a muffled moan. I went in for the kill, determined to make her come before we joined the others. Curling my fingers, I searched for the rough patch on her pussy’s inner wall while snaking my other hand inside her panties to find her clit.

I found them both — the reaction was instantaneous. Her back arched so much she almost fell off the couch. It pulled her lips free, and she wailed, shuddering against me. Her gaze was like fire, making her dark, milk-button eyes melt. “Fuck, Nathan,” she mewled, “that’s not fair.”

I rubbed her almost cruelly, directly, forcing her to endure what I knew was too much. Her body shuddered and thrashed as I made her stare into my eyes, mouth opening and closed like she couldn’t form words. Her hips fucked my digits and in a minute, she screamed — throwing her head back in a gushing climax that soaked my hand. I eased off, kissing her shoulder, rubbing gentle circles around her clit. She shivered, clinging to me, shivering for half a minute before she could speak. “Fuck,” she hissed. “You bastard.” She sighed with a contented smile. “Fuck, I love you. That was...”

“Too much?” I asked, loving how quickly I made her come, how explosive, how much I affected her. I almost came in my pants too, so you could say I loved how much she affected me.

She shook her head, making her tresses dance. “Never. It was a little much, but, fuck, so worth it. You make me feel so good.”

I laughed. “Surely it should be the other way around. You are my therapist, after all.”

Sam smiled like she’d just woken up. “Don’t worry, baby. We’re gonna make you feel so good.”

I pulled my hands free, kissing her shoulder, working my way up her neck. “And what is on tonight’s program? Should I have brought a whip for Crystal?”

Sam grinned that dopey smile. “Nah. I think you’ll find a slightly different Kris tonight.” She looked into my eyes. “You work fast.”

I laughed at that, high on her. Just being with her made all the crap not matter anymore. “She seemed,” I thought of the right word, “Softer afterwards.”

“Okay,” she purred, “Stop, or we’re never gonna make it next door.”

I raised my hands in surrender. She’d caught me kneading her ass and breast through the scarlet silk. Samantha slipped off the couch, wobbling like a newborn fawn. “Samantha,” I tsked. “Your panties are soaked.”

She gasped, covering her crotch with her palm... then realized I was teasing. She poked out her tongue. “It’s your fault, baby. I should make you lick me clean.”

“You do that and we’d definitely not make it next door.”

Her eyes flashed. “Wait here. Give me a few minutes, then come through.”

I didn’t have time to argue. I watched her go, wobbling on her skyscraper heels through the side door. Then I flopped back down on the couch, hissing when I wiped my cum-covered fingers on my suit pants. Thankfully, I stopped myself before I made a mess. My cock was so hard it was almost painful as I slid off the couch and snagged a tissue from the box on Sam’s desk to clean my fingers.

I didn’t know how long I waited. I regathered myself. Tried to slip into that domineering mindset that both Crystal and Kimberly liked. Hell, even Samantha seemed to like that. Intoxicating was the word she’d used to describe it.

I guess I was in love with three submissive beauties, and had to learn to be the dominant man they needed. Or at least enough to get my needy trio off. I—

“Nathan?” a sweet, seductive voice called through the simple wooden door.

I took one last breath, clenched my fists, then reached for the handle.


CHAPTER TWO


I froze in the doorway, understanding the meaning of Samantha’s flash of inspiration. She was on her back on the central coffee table. Cushions underneath her, panties off and legs spread, taunting me with her messy, glistening pussy. Kimberly and Crystal kneeled either side of my sex kitten therapist, only in their underwear. Crystal’s ample cleavage was contained only by a black strappy bra that showed her pebbled nipples between satin straps caressing her mounds like fingers. More straps hugged her hips, vanishing between her thighs. Her wavy blond locks draped down her back in a ponytail. “Look at you, you sexy fucker,” the surly blond hissed, sounding more loving than annoyed — which was a welcome change.

Kimberly hugged her bare midriff. Devoid of her hoodie and yoga pants, the adorable redhead glanced up at me from under long scarlet hair that draped as much down her front — covering her baby-blue lace bra — as it cascaded down her back. “Hi, Nate,” she whispered, sounding unsure of herself.

“Well, well, well,” I said, locking the door. “What do we have here?”

Samantha giggled from the table. “Be careful what you wish for, my love,” she said, sounding needy again.

“Look at the mess you made, Nate,” Crystal said with a smirk, sounding overly rehearse.

Kim furrowed her brow, concentrating. “Better clean it up, no. I mean... shoot. What was my line?”

Crystal rolled her eyes. “Don’t matter Kimmy. Our stud gets the idea, don’t you, fucker?”

I swaggered towards them, hoping they didn’t notice the marks on my pants from Sam’s juices. I think they were distracted by the throbbing bulge.

Crystal kneeled before me, looking up defiantly. I grabbed her chin, lifting her head so she had to look at me directly. “You will call me master, Crystal. While we’re in this room. You will do what I tell you.” I’d like to say it felt natural to demand that of her — to be that kind of man — but Sam sent me some reading material earlier that afternoon, so I had an idea.

Kimberly gasped. Crystal’s eyes glassed over. “And what if I don’t?” she whispered, sounding suddenly small.

I crouched, still holding her chin. I leaned in and stopped with my lips an inch from hers. “Then I’ll spank you hard enough you won’t be able to sit for days.” Something switched behind her eyes. Then she tried to kiss me. “No,” I said, holding her in place. “You must ask for permission to kiss me.”

Her delicious, pouty mouth dropped open. She warred with herself for a few seconds, her eyes darting from my eyes to my lips. Then she decided. “Please...” she whispered. “M-master,” she croaked like it was physically painful to say the word, but couldn’t help herself. “May I kiss you? Please?”

I held her chin for a few seconds, admiring her dark blue eyes that widened to saucers. “You may.” I hardly got the words out before her lips hit mine. Her hands fisted the material of my pants, clawing at me. Her kiss was hungry, like she wanted to devour me. “Enough,” I said, pulling away. Her mouth remained open, like she was still kissing. “Hands behind your back, Crystal,” I commanded. Slowly, conflicted whether to obey or rebel, her hands slid from her thighs and vanished behind her back, pushing her chest out. I grabbed enough of her hair to pull her head back, pushing her chest out further. She whimpered. This wasn’t in what Sam sent me, I just couldn’t resist her yummy, pebbled nipples taunting me from between the straps. Her whimper became a salacious moan as I licked her little buds, flicking them with the tip of my tongue. The springy little flesh towers soon glistened — gleaming and wet. I left her like that and spun on my heels to face Kimberly. “And what of you?”

Kim’s face lit up with the same smile from the park. She had no problem asking what she wanted. “Please, Nate. May I kiss you?”

I grinned at the gorgeous redhead. “You will also call me master, Kimberly.” She whimpered, hugging herself tighter. “Okay. Please Master, may I kiss you?”

“Of course. Good girls can always kiss me,” I said, giving Crystal a side glance as Kim leaned forward and pressed her plush lips to mine in a gentle, breathless kiss. I had to stifle the grin that tried to escape. This was easier than I thought. Sam’s instructions made it sound so complicated, but it just amounted to control. I had to be the one with it. She could have just told me that, instead of the ten-page breakdown she’d sent me.

“Good,” I said, pulling away from the kiss. While staring into Kimberly’s emerald gaze, I flicked her nipples through the baby blue lace, gently squeezing her nubs. Her mouth dropped open in a silent cry that sent a shiver through her body. My gaze turned. “So, what about you, Samantha? What do you want?”

Sam giggled, spreading her legs wider, curling her stocking-covered toes over the table edges. “Isn’t it obvious, Nate? I want you to kiss me here.” She slid a hand between her thighs and spread her pussy. Liquid honey coated her lower lips, wetting her digits.

“W-what about us?” Crystal asked, sounding much more compliant. It was almost sweet.

I Glanced between Kimberly and Crystal. “You can kiss me... anywhere.” Their eager smiles made me grin, then I turned my attention to Samantha’s mouth watering pussy. I took up position between my sexy therapist’s legs, sliding my digits over her smooth thighs, toying with the lace at the top of her stockings.

“Fuck, don’t play with me, Nate,” Samantha whined, trying to shuffle forward — to get me closer to her apex — but having to slide back to stop her feet slipping off.

I blew on her pussy, enjoying her shiver. Her skin goosed. “Playing? So impatient, Samantha.”

Kimberly giggled, sliding her fingers over my back, and Crystal moved straight for my pant zipper. “I love I can do this now,” Kim said, sliding her hand up the back of my neck and scrunching her fingers in my hair.

I braced myself on the table, planting my palms next to Sam’s toes, and licked her from ass to mons. Her musky, needy flavor coated my tongue. I eyed her from my position between her thighs, catching her watching from behind the great valley of her breasts. I smirked at her, mentally telling her she should be careful what she wishes for too, because next, I leaned down — exhaling — placed my lips over her clit. Sam contorted like a wave, lifting her hips as I sucked on her needy little bud.

“Oh, oh, fuck!” she wailed. I gave her nub another lick before moving on from torturing her with pleasure. Sucking her clit had flushed her pussy with more wetness, and I lapped at her lips. Kimberly slid underneath me and unbuttoned my shirt, while Krystal fought with my zipper. My bratty blond was impatient, fumbling, tugging. She hissed in annoyance, then tried to suppress a moan as my throbbing, hard cock popped partially free.

A second later, it was my turn to hiss as Crystal greedily slipped her pouty lips over my shaft. “Christ, Crystal!” She hadn’t even pulled my shaft fully out, and was twisting herself so she could bob in and out of my crotch. Quickly, I unfastened my pants and pulled the material down. My sigh of relief became a groan as the thirsty minx took full advantage, plunging my shaft into her throat.

I guess she took my jab about needing practice to heart.

Her enthusiasm pushed Kimberly out, and the sultry redhead pulled my shirt over my shoulder, exposing my back. She purred, kissing my neck, straddling my hips from behind, sliding her fingers over my arms — pushing down the sleeves.

“Mmmmm,” Samantha shuddered as I lapped at her clit. The obvious pleasure flowing through her, the little moans and silent O shapes she made while arching her back, filled me with pride and love.

“How can this be therapy?” I asked, before licking down to her entrance. I had to squeeze my eyes shut for a second as Crystal showed off, holding my shaft in her throat as she scooted between my knees. Nose pressed against my thatch, she didn’t stop licking my balls until she came up for air.

Sam giggled, breathlessly.

“Samantha?” I said sternly, shucking my shirt so Kimberly could continue her kissing caresses.

Sam gazed at me from between her breasts, eyes wide, lashes hooded. “I may have exaggerated that part,” she whispered, before flopping back on the cushions.

“What?” My words were choked as Crystal’s bobbing lips almost made me come.

“Not all of it,” Sam said, reaching down. She grabbed my hair and forced my head back between her thighs. “Trust me. There is a method to my...” she moaned as I sucked her clit again. “Madness.”

I grinned into her slick flesh. Sam’s pussy was beautiful, but I was struggling to concentrate on her with the blond between my thighs sucking on my cock, and the redhead kissing every inch of exposed skin she could, draping tingly curls all over my back.

Her silky scarlet locks shifted until they dangled against my face. “Don’t come, Nate,” Kimberly whispered. “I want your cum.”

I scoffed, pulling my tongue from Samantha’s flooding pussy. “Easier said than done.” I grit my teeth, having to admit Crystal was far better at giving blowjobs than I initially gave her credit. Every time I thought I had myself under control, she did something that almost made me explode. It would have been incredible if I didn’t want to hold out as long as possible. In that regard, it was torturous.

Samantha had no such concerns. The sexy therapist steadily built to her climax. Her breaths became urgent as I rapidly flicked her clit with my tongue. Her hips struggled to remain still, and she was arching forward, clutching my head, holding me in place so I wouldn’t stop.

It was like she didn’t know me at all. World war three couldn’t have dragged me away from her pussy and stopped me from making her come.

“Oh, fuck, Nathan, yes! Please, yes!” Sam wailed loudly. I wondered if the IT guys could hear. I imagined them all rushing to the far wall and placing their ears against the painted brick, sniggering. I strummed her nub as fast as my tongue could move — challenging myself to only use that slick sensory organ. “Yes, yes, yes,” she panted, each word gaining an octave of pitch.

I cheated, placing my lips around her clit and sucking like she was the thickest milkshake. Sam screamed, then exploded. Wetness splashed against my chin, and I barely made it in time to lap at her release — to lick her through her second shuddering climax. While Sam twitched against my mouth like an electric shock, I had to grab Krystal and pull her away from my dick. She was far too good, and I was seconds away from exploding in her mouth. She fought me, flicking my crown with her tongue like she was rabid. “Please, Nate,” she whined, shoving her mouth over my shaft and sucking hard. Thankfully, it hurt more than pleasured — saving me from the edge.

“Enough, Crystal,” I commanded, grabbing a clump of hair. Sam released me, collapsing on the table cushions, freeing me to deal with my bratty blond. Holding her at bay with a clump of limp strands in my fist, I gazed down at her. She looked so needy and pathetic. My cock throbbed, practically glistening with her saliva. It matched her shiny, puffy lips, and a strand of dribbled from her plump lower pillow onto her right breast. It was pure eroticism. Even the smear of her eye makeup — that made her look like a slutty raccoon — added to the effect. She was the embodiment of need.

“But... but,” she stammered.

“What do you want, brat?” I asked, holding her head back.

Her eyes widened, her mouth opened to speak, but no words came out. There was a great war being fought inside her. I waited while Kim nibbled my right ear, rubbing her long scarlet locks against my face, letting the silky strands drape down over my chest. Crystal ran out of time. “Kimberly, what do you want?”

“You,” the redhead replied instantly. She curled her arms around, sliding her fingers over my chest.

“Is that it?” I peered deeply into Krystal’s eyes, seeing her annoyance return, her brattiness surfacing.

“Badly?” Kimberly asked, unsure of what I was asking.

I turned my head so I could see her leaning over my shoulder. “You have me. What do you want to do with me?”

She giggled. “Oh. Doh, Kimberly. I... I really want you to make love to me, Nate,” she whispered. “M-maybe... if you want, like, possibly, hold me down a little? I won’t freak out. I hope I won’t freak out. I’ll try to not freak out. Oh, God, I hope I don’t...” Her voice became a whisper. “That is what I want.”

“Okay then.” I smiled at Krystal.

“So if I asked for a pony?” she snarked.

I leaned in with a grin. “I’d spank you with a riding crop. Is that what you want?”

Her eyes glossed for a second, like she was imagining such a scenario. Hell, I was. I don’t think it needed to be in a stable, but that’s where I imagined it. She was bound, and I was wearing equestrian gear, punishing my naughty pony. Suddenly she was wearing a gag that had pony ears made of leather — I saw one of those when I was researching. I had to blink the image away before I became fixated.

“Oh, gosh! I’m so excited!” Kimberly said with a giggle, climbing to her feet. “Where do you want me?”

“Calm, Kimmy,” Sam said, returning to the land of the living. She smirked at me, seeing how red her clit was.

“Sorry, sorry,” Kim giggled, jumping up and down like a kid on Christmas morning. “I’m just really excited to get fucked.”


CHAPTER THREE


I helped Sam return the cushions to the couch, stealing a few kisses here and there. For once, my sexy therapist had few words to say after her explosive climax. It didn’t last, and before long she’d switched back into therapy mode.

Sam held Kim’s shoulders and looked into her eyes. “Are you sure you’re ready for this, Kimmy?”

Krystal crossed her arms. “This is bullshit. I was next,” she said, huffing on the couch.

“You’ll get your turn,” I said, giving my bratty blond a stern look. “And you’d better know what you’re going to ask.”

“Hell, yeah...” Kimberly said, but her words died under Sam’s scrutiny. “Nate understands.” She cast me a glance. “I’ve wanted this for so long. To feel like this again. I can do it, Sam. I can. I-I love...”

Sam nodded. “It’s okay, you can say it.”

Kimberly’s voice became a little mouse of a whisper. “I love him.”

Sam smiled wide, also giving me a smile, like I’d done good. I didn’t think I’d done anything, really. Loving all of them came surprisingly easy. It also had the benefit of keeping other darker thoughts at bay. They were the perfect distraction. “Good.”

Kim’s eyes widened. “It is? I’d thought you’d be mad?”

Sam embraced the redhead in a loving hug. Their breasts squished together. It was a tender moment, but that’s where my over-sexed brain went. “Why would I be mad? You, both of you, are the only other people in this world I care about. When I offered to share Nate, it wasn’t just for these sessions. I meant it.”

Krystal raised her hand like she was in class. “Is it okay if I, maybe, might have... just a little, like him? Just a little!”

I folded my arms, kicking off my pants, so I was standing naked before her, still rock hard and dripping from her attention. “Just a little, huh?”

Krystal squirmed. “Or a lot,” she looked away, pouting. “Whatever.”

Sam tittered. “Okay then.” She spun Kimberly around and pushed her towards me. “She’s all yours, baby.”

I caught the bubbly coder and pulled her close. Hooking her scarlet locks behind her ears, I gazed into her eyes. She was still wearing her contacts, and her freckles decorated her pale complexion. She was strikingly exotic, at least to me. But just as beautiful. She was also gasping for air, and I hadn’t even touched her yet. “Breathe, Kimberly.” I cupped her cheek and leaned in slowly, kissing her plush lips. She whimpered, snaking her arms around my neck, raising on her toes. She wasn’t wearing shoes, so she only reached my chest.

We kissed for a minute, and it calmed her. My digits rubbed up and down the gooseflesh on her arm as I tasted her, dipping my tongue inside her mouth.

“I’m okay,” she gasped, out of breath, but no longer on the verge of a panic attack. I wasn’t sure if it was her issues, or just the excitement as she said, but seeing her relax had a calming effect. I was more at ease, despite being on show in front of the other two. It was much easier when everyone took part — as no one payed attention — but I felt on display with her.

I pushed the thoughts aside. The last thing I needed was performance anxiety. Kristal wouldn’t let me live that down.

Slowly, I inched her towards the opposite couch to where Sam and Kristal sat — or flopped in Krystal’s case. “Relax, Kimberly,” I purred, kissing her nose. I kissed my way down her chin, her neck, her shoulders as I slid straps aside, sneaking my hands around back to her bra clasp. The fastening fought me for a second, before unhooking, releasing her breasts from the baby-blue lace. She gasped as I pulled the fabric away, letting it fall from her arms. I tossed the sexy little garment on the third couch and kissed down to her plump bosom. Pebbled nipples and rosy areolas tipped a perfect handful, decorated with a complex pattern of freckles. I wanted to kiss each faded brown patch — but that would have taken hours. I licked loops around each springy little tower of flesh, before flicking her nubs with the tip of my tongue.

Kimberly whimpered, clutching my head, sinking her fingers into my hair. “Oh, Nate,” she purred. “I like that.”

I gave her more, licking each nipple before sucking on her. She shuddered, moaning quietly, clinging to me more and more as I licked and sucked her breasts, working her up. When I moved on, she was panting again, but this time for the right reason.

I smirked as Krystal huffed, watching me kiss down Kimberly’s belly, licking a ring around her button, and then lower. I stopped when I reached her baby-blue lace panties. Slowly, teasingly slowly, I curled my fingers under the waistband, trailing kisses as her panties lowered, exposing more creamy, pale flesh. The saucy little minx had a tattoo to the right of her mons, easily hidden by panties or even a bikini. Just the text “I’m yours...” written in a swirly font. I held in a chuckle, thinking, ‘yes, you are.’

“Fuck. This is hot,” Sam said from across the room, causing me to smirk. But I didn’t let myself get distracted. I left kisses and licks over Kimberly’s mons, chasing the lace as I pulled down her panties. Her little red tuft greeted me before I reached her pussy, and I spent a moment kissing and breathing her in. Absorbing her unique, musky scent — one that was uniquely Kimberly.

Her panties practically fell the rest of the way. Eagerly she stepped out of them, and I tossed the blue scrap on top of the couch.

“You’re beautiful,” I murmured to myself as I spread her pussy. Her slit was so neat and perfect, I couldn’t resist slicking my tongue through her folds to check she was real. She was and just as wet.

Kim scrunched her nails on my scalp. “Please,” she whispered, urging me to hurry. I gawked up at her, naked apart from her smart watch, as she looked down at me, hunger fueling her gaze.

She wasn’t the only eager one. I longed from our first time to hold the luscious redhead while I fucked her. To hold her while she shuddered in my arms. I took no convincing, quickly kissing my way back up her body, and locking lips with hers. She moaned into my mouth as I slowly pushed her down on to the couch. We fell together, and I was engulfed in a mass of scarlet strands. Kimberly giggled, clutching and clawing, spreading her legs wide, then hooking her ankles above my ass. My cock settled on her belly as I rested on my arms.

We grinned at each other. She looked so happy to be beneath me. She gave Sam a quick glance at first, but quickly settled, forgetting everything but me, and what we were about to do. “What do you want, Kimberly?” I asked, kneeling, collecting her wrists and holding them above her head, pinning them to the leather.

Her eyes had glassed over, slipping into another space I couldn’t follow. “Please fuck me, Master,” she said. It felt like a profound moment. The point where, as she had warned me previously, gave herself to me completely.

Holding her arms with one hand, I lined my cock up with the other, and throbbing, pushed my crown inside her tight pussy.

Kimberly tightened her grip on my ass, urging me forward, but I wanted to look into her eyes when I pushed inside her fully. Her arms were completely limp in my grasp as I sunk into her emerald gaze. It was a stark contrast to the supreme tightness of her sopping, silky pussy. She grinned, then mewled as I slid inside her, pushing deep into her depths until I’d bottomed out.

“Is it wrong I want to touch myself watching this?” Sam asked. “It would be greedy. I’ve come twice already.”

“You don’t have to come. Just enjoy the journey,” Krystal replied.

I couldn’t see either of them. I was too fixed on Kimberly, but I imagined them both with their legs spread, playing with their themselves.

“Please, Master,” Kimberly begged, stopping my imagination from running wild.

I smirked at her, looking up at me from her nest of red curls — so earnest and needy. “I got you, Kimberly,” I whispered, then pulled my cock slowly from her vice grip. She squinted her eyes closed as I pushed back inside. Christ, she was tight, but smooth as butter, and quickly I built to a rhythm, fucking my gorgeous nerdy coder with wild abandon.

“Yes! Thank you, Master!” She cried, squeezing her ankles tighter as I slammed against her, pushing her higher up the couch.

“Good girl, baby,” I grunted, gritting my teeth at the exquisite sensation pulsing through my shaft from her silky tightness. “But don’t come unless I say.”

Her eyes bolted open — as wide as saucers. “B-but. That’s... oh fuck. Hard when you say stuff like that.” Her pussy squeezed my cock tightly.

I slammed my hips against her. “You do not have permission to come. Not until I say.” I fucked her harder, grinning the entire time.

After less than thirty seconds, she squirmed. “Please Master. I-I can’t hold on,” she cried. Her pussy squeezed me even tighter.

“Not yet, Kimberly.” I wanted us to come together, and I suspected making her wait would make it sweeter.

“Oh, fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she chanted as I held her wrists tighter. Fucked her harder, faster.

“Okay, now that’s hot,” Krystal moaned.

“Not yet,” I grunted, on the edge, trying to drag it out as long as possible.

Her pussy fluttered as she cried out, almost in pain.

I fucked her as hard as I could, pressing my weight down on her. “Hold on.”

“I’m trying, Master,” she cried through gritted teeth. I knew how she felt.

The slapping of my hard thrusts echoed in the small room, joining Kimberly’s panting cries. Her breasts swayed and bounced with each deep, squelching penetration of her slick pussy.

I fucked her wildly, pushing myself to the absolute limit.

Knees dug into the leather, I fucked her hard and harder.

Hands holding her wrists, I moved faster and faster.

Cock slamming — we squelched wetter and wetter.

Vision blurring, I — Fuck!

“Okay. Come,” I growled, slamming home. She screamed. Her whole body locked, freezing her in place for a second, while I erupted deep inside her unprotected pussy.

“Ahhhh... Mmmmm, ughhhhh,” she wailed, frozen, like the orgasm was ripping through her muscle-locked body.

My world flashed as I came inside her. A ripple of pleasure sparking through me. Sweet, sweet release thundering from my cock.

I release her arms as her body shook. She doubled over, clinging to me, pushing her face against my neck. Her change in position sent a singe of sensation through my shaft, squirting a post-climax load of cum.

“Fuck, Master,” she said, gasping for breath. I held her tight as she vibrated through the rest of her explosive climax, loving the feel of her in my arms.

“Christ, Kimmy,” Crystal snarked. “Squirt much?”

“Hey, be nice. This was big for her,” Sam hit back.

“I know. You’re right.” Crystal sniggered. “Good job, Kimmy... on being such a subbie.”

Kimberly flopped onto her back with the biggest grin creasing her puckered lips. “Don’t care, brat,” she said, sounding a million miles away. “That was... oh boy.” She opened her eyes and beamed at me. “Thank you, Nate.”

I laughed, leaning down. Her pussy fluttered around my sticky shaft. “You don’t have to thank me.” I grinned. “But if you do, shouldn’t you call me Master?”

Her eyes flashed, and she halfheartedly slapped my chest. “I was taking a time out to be real for a sec, and you had to spoil it!”

I kissed her, unable to contain the cackle. “I’m sorry. I can’t tell sometimes.” I gave her delicious lips another peck. “Being real for a sec. You’re very welcome, Kimberly.”

Her contented grin almost broke my heart.

I rolled off the sated redhead, forgetting where I was and fell off the couch, landing on the carpet with a thud. “Oof!”


CHAPTER FOUR


Crystal cackled.

Laying on my back, bare-ass naked, I couldn’t contain the laugh that built inside me. I joined the surly blond, wheezing towards the ceiling. “Oh, man. I forgot where I was.”

Kimberly looked at me over the edge of the couch. “Really?” Her long scarlet waves draped from the seat. That made her happy.

“Right,” I said, trying to get my laugh under control. “Crystal, have you—”

“Not so fast,” Samantha said, cutting me off. “You’re next, Nathan.”

Crystal huffed. “What? This is bullshit.” Through the table, I spied her shifting in her seat and suspected she was still wearing the jewel from earlier.

“Why me?” I asked, trying to deflect.

“This isn’t just about sex...” Sam caught herself. “Okay, it’s not completely about sex. It’s not just about us, either. This is just as much for you. As much as the sex stuff is fantastic.” She tittered. “It is. It really is. But there’s more to it.”

I sat up and glared at her. “I thought you made the therapy part up?”

She shook her head, making her chocolate waves dance over the red silk. “Not all of it. I just took liberties.” She tilted her head so she was looking at me through her lashes. Damn her. She knew how sexy I found that. “We have to talk about this stuff, Nate. This is still therapy.”

“Samantha,” I warned her.

She stood, blatantly showing me her bare pussy. “Come on. It won’t be that bad.” She spread her legs a little. “Maybe we can make it a little easier?” She grinned at her two cohorts.

Krystal tapped the space next to her on the couch. “Please, Nathan. We wanna help.” She said it so normally I was suspicious. Slowly, I stood and staggered to the couch. She couldn’t help but stare at my deflating cock as I approached, licking her lips. I wasn’t sure if she was as obsessed with sucking my cock as Sam, or just had something to prove.

“Okay, okay,” I said in surrender. I sat on the couch with a squeak. Instantly, I felt the heat from Krystal’s body pressing up against me. Kimberly appeared on the other side, clearly recovered from her explosive climax.

The bratty blond grabbed my chin and tilted my head down. “Maybe this will help?” With a practiced ease, she unsnapped her bra and tossed it aside, revealing her deep cleavage and bountiful bosom.

“Maybe?” I said, transfixed by her fat, hard nipples.

Another hand grabbed my chin and turned my gaze forward. Sam. She did the same, shucking her bra, letting her ample mounds bounce free, leaving her naked.

“A little?” I said, surrounded by perfect female flesh.

They all giggled. Sam slid onto my lap, straddling my knees, grinning. “Tell me about the dream, Nathan.”

“Sam,” I warned her again. I did not want to talk about it. I’d spent the entire day avoiding thinking about it.

She placed her hands on my shoulders as two more sets of fingers caressed my skin. My cock stirred back to life. “We’re going to talk about it, Nathan. I don’t care if you don’t want to. This is important.”

A hand curled around my shaft and gently, slowly, pumped up and down.

I grunted. “Fine. It was the day I met Sarah. Her father’s company was interested in buying our farm. That’s it. I’m not sure why it rattled me so much.” It felt silly in hindsight.

Sam leaned forward and kissed me like a reward. “Good. How did that make you feel?”

I took a breath, letting the walls I’d spent the day erecting fade away. “Dread. Sadness? Foreboding? Like knowing a move has a sad, shitty ending when it’s just started.”

Sam nodded. “Okay. That’s normal. It was an amazing movie while it lasted, though, right? But you’re right, it had a sad ending...” She looked deep into my eyes. “It’s just not where your story ends, okay?”

I winced. I’m not sure if it was from the spike of sadness that stabbed me in my heart, or the thumb that was doing distracting circles on the crown of my cock.

“These will crop up now. You’re finally processing. Finally, healing. Remember, thought,” she said, sliding her hands down to my chest. “You’re not alone. We’re here for you—”

“Yep,” Crystal said, sounding unusually supportive.

“And me,” Kimberly added.

“And always remember. Even though that movie had a sad ending, it doesn’t mean you didn’t put on another one. This movie, Nate?” She slid her hands up to cup my face. “This movie will have a happy ending.” She smiled, and I lost myself in the happiness. The hope. The love.

“Ah, fuck!” I grunted as crystal slid her mouth over my cock and sucked hard. Kimberly had also wedged her head down there, and was licking my sac. I breathed in and out, letting go. “Okay,” I said, feeling better. I was surrounded by them, my three incredible women. Loved by them even, and I loved them in return. And fuck, were they insatiable for my cock!

“Better?” Sam asked, still holding my cheeks.

I nodded. A great fluttering warmth filled my chest. “I love you, Samantha. All three of you.” I would not cry, but damn, I almost wanted to at the avalanche of emotion collapsing through me. If I didn’t have a sneaky blond sucking on my shaft, I would have been buried by it.

Krystal sucked off my crown with a sexy ‘pop’. “Is it my turn now?”


CHAPTER FIVE


Samantha giggled. “I’ve never seen you so eager, Krissy.”

Krystal licked her lips with a shrug. “What? It’s not like Kimmy is the only one who actually wants to get better. All these things I’ve wanted to do over the years...” she said, sounding vulnerable and serious. “The couple of boyfriends I had thought I was a freak.” She looked directly into my eyes — deep into my soul. “They humiliated me. Teased me, and then kicked me to the curb. It’s not my fault I have these urges. I like what I like, and if it wasn’t for Sam, I never would have understood that.” She placed her hand on my thigh. “Without you putting up with my bullshit, I wouldn’t be up at five in the morning painting. I was singing, dude. Like fucking happy. Do you know how big that is?”

I placed my hand on Crystals. Christ, it was like she’d been replaced by another person. “I have an idea,” I said, squeezing her tiny palm. “So, are you ready?”

She bit her lip and nodded.

“Remember, Kris, no cheating,” Sam said, smiling at the blond. “Ask for what you want. Exactly. No matter how depraved.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Exactly how depraved are we talking?”

“Don’t worry,” Sam whispered. “She’s pretty tame compared to the horror stories I’ve heard.” She slid off my lap and dragged the coffee table to one side.

“Hey!” Crystal huffed. “I’m a disgusting, sick little whore!”

“Of course you are, darling,” Sam mocked. “But not the first girl who liked it a little rough, with a bit of anal.”

“Not cool, Sam. That’s my thing.”

“You are my sick little whore, though,” I said, indulging her. I reached over and pinched both of her nipples between my finger and thumb.

“Thank you, Nate—”

I slapped her breasts. “Master!”

Crystal moaned. “Fuck, he’s doing that dominant thing again.” She bit her lip so hard I was worried she’d break the skin.

I stood, turning away to hide my grin. Fuck, my cock was rock hard again.

“Okay, enough of that, or we’ll be here all night, and I’d rather do that in a nice, soft, bed, thank you very much,” Sam tittered, throwing cushions in the center where the table was — making a nest.

“Crystal,” I commanded. “Panties off. Now.”

The blond whimpered, jumping to her feet. “Yes, sir!” she said, half mocking. Seductively, she bent over, pushing her ass out towards me and peeled her strappy panties down over her plump globes. She was wearing another butt plug. This one was red and possibly larger? I wasn’t sure. She turned around and flicked her toes, tossing her panties at me. I caught them with a grin.

“You looking to get spanked, Crystal?”

She grinned at me, looking from under her lashes, like Sam had done. Had she told them I liked that? “Maybe?”

“Nuh-uh,” Sam said, waggling her fingers. She was the sexiest, and most naked therapist I’d ever seen. “After today, you can play coy, but right now, ask Nate to do everything. Just like a bratty little subbie should.”

Kimberly giggled, jumping up from the couch. “Got you there, Krissy.”

“Shut up, you.” Crystal may have sounded annoyed, but she was grinning.

I stood before her, hands on hips, cock bobbing, throbbing for more now I’d had a few minutes to recover. “So what’s it gonna be, my slutty little whore?” I’d given up on being stern. I was having too much fun.

Crystal’s bravado faltered. “Uh, um.” She scrunched up her face. “Can you be a bit rough?”

I scoffed. “A bit rough? That’s it?”

She scowled at me. “No! That is not all, God, Nate!” she bitched. Her mouth opened and closed, still having trouble saying what she wanted. She could goad me. Call me many names to trick me into giving her what she wanted — which I had a good idea about by now — but she struggled with the words.

I closed the distance and wrapped my arms around the blond. She felt small in my arms. “Just tell me. Give me a list. I’ll do it. I’ll do it for you, Crystal. I want you to feel loved because I love you, you little brat. I want you to feel you can tell me anything. I won’t judge you. I want to be the one you come to—”

“I want you to force me to suck your cock. Push it in and hold me there. Then fuck me in my pussy. Make me beg to come, but don’t let me. I’ll probably will anyway, so punish fuck me in the ass. I cleaned after earlier. Hold me. Make me scream,” she blurted, and it took a minute for my brain to process it all.

Sam tittered, clapping her hands. “Great.”

“Happy now?” Crystal asked, sounding almost terrified.

I leaned down, holding my lips close to hers. “Doesn’t matter. It’s my job to make you happy.” With that, I slid my fingers through her hair and gathered her ponytail in a fist. I didn’t give her a warning. I gave her exactly what she wanted.

I forced her down onto her knees and shoved my cock in her mouth before she knew what was happening. My grip held her there, gagging and spluttering, holding her wrists behind her back. I let her breath for a second and then pushed back inside, going deep, all the way to the back of her throat. She moaned like she was coming.

Then I threw her down on the cushions.

“Can we play?” Kimberly asked, and I couldn’t help but smile at her transformation.

“Maybe,” Crystal said, raising up on her knees, wiping the spit from her chin.

I read between the lines, and took up position behind her. My cock was covered in her slobber — not that she needed it because her pussy was dripping — and pushed inside her in a forceful, swift movement. I grabbed her hair and forced her back to arch. “Don’t you dare come, you little brat,” I grit through my teeth. Her silky channel was exquisite — they all were — but taking crystal hard like that, doggy style, was one of my favorites. I didn’t wait. I fucked her with purpose. The wet slapping yet again filled the small therapy room, just like the previous week. I slapped her ass, spanking her as I went, punishing her for everything she was about to do. I knew, as I pulled her hair, that she was about to come. She couldn’t help herself.

“Oh, fuck,” she cried. Her pussy clamped tightly, squeezing my shaft in convulsing waves. It didn’t stop me. I spanked and fucked her through her climax. “Bad girl,” I growled, slamming my cock inside her with a brutal savagery. I was punish fucking her all over again.

I pulled out and spanked her delicious globes — still holding her hair — alternating cheeks. She screamed, coming harder.

I didn’t wait. This was an assault of pleasure, and I wanted to give her everything she wanted. She was still twitching as I rolled her over and spread her thighs. Her ample breasts parted, wobbling, nipples hard and pointing towards the ceiling. “Hold her, Sam,” I commanded.

Both of them took an arm each and held Crystal down while I toyed with her butt plug.

“Oh, god, oh fuck,” Crystal babbled, breathing hard.

I pulled the plug out. It was bigger — it was fucking massive. I placed it on the table, not caring if it fell over. I needed inside her, and I didn’t care where.

“Is this what bad girls get, Crystal?” I asked, scooping some of her abundant juices and lathering her asshole.

“God, yes. I deserve this. I’m so bad.”

“Such a bad girl!” Kim giggled, slapping Crystal’s right tit.

The bratty blond cried out as I pushed my hard, throbbing cock inside her hot, wet asshole. Despite the bigger plug, she was just as tight and searing hot as before. She just stretched easier, continuing to moan as I pulled out and slammed back inside. “Apologize to Kim for being such a brat,” I demanded, fucking her slick hole with far too much enthusiasm.

“Sorry... Kimmy,” Crystal cried, clawing at the cushions, at Sam, anywhere she could get a handhold despite being held down..

“That’s okay, Kris, but you’ll always be a brat to me,” Kimberly purred, leaning over, trying to get a view of where my cock was repeatedly spearing the blond’s ass.

Slap, slap, slap.

“And Samantha. She’s put up with so much of your shit. Be a good girl.”

Crystal looked up at me, completely spaced out. Her breasts giggled in circular arcs as her body rocked up and down — pushed up by my thrust and pulled down my grip on her thighs. “Sorry, Sammy,” she cried.

Sam giggled, holding Crystal’s wrist tighter. “I’ll forgive you when Nate’s fucked you, and your ass is good and sore.” Crystal’s eyes widened, snapping to the sexy therapist.

I fucked her tight asshole faster. “Thank me, Crystal. Thank me for fucking you in the ass like the bad girl you are.” Fuck, I had to slow for a second. I almost came.

“Thank you Nate... Master,” she cried. “I’ll be a good girl for you, I promise!” Her words became a wail as she came again. I picked up the pace, fucking hard, right on the edge. I had no illusions she was going to be sore in the morning, but it didn’t stop me. I fucked her bottom until I was ragged, and she was squealing, possibly coming again, or still coming, I didn’t know. But eventually, with Samantha and Kimberly — naked — holding down the bratty blond, I came in her ass for the second time that day, spraying whatever cum I had left as deep as I could, pushing her up the cushions.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Sam said, sounding breathy. “You’re just as much fun to watch, baby.”

I grunted as Crystal panted, gasping. My vision became a searing hot white for a second. My cock throbbed, spreading pleasure throughout my body, and suddenly I felt free. Lighter. Happy.

I looked down at the blond as I pulled out of her sore, red asshole and dropped back onto my haunches with a grin. I grinned so damn wide I almost broke my face.

I think Sam’s therapy was working.
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