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CHAPTER ONE


“You dumb cowboy. Didn’t your daddy teach you to tie a tie?”

I rolled my eyes. “You city girls are so picky. It’s tied. See?”

Sarah pulled me in front of the mirror. I couldn’t see my reflection because my glorious new wife filled my view. Besides, why would I want to look at anything else? She was wearing one of her shimmery silver dresses. She said they were scandalous — it was the way they hugged her curves. I said they were a wonder of the world.

She fussed, undoing my tie, and starts from scratch. Just like she did with me. She plucked me from the dirt and made... well, I was going to say a man out of me. But by my reckoning, I already was one. She liked to say she civilized me. I can’t disagree with her about that.

“Do we have to go?” I said, eyeing her cleavage in the low cut. “I thought the company hand over was a formality?”

Sarah smiled at me. She knew I hate the fancy parties. There’s no beer, and it don’t end in a punch up or with someone getting pregnant in a bathroom. They weren’t parties. They were cardboard cutouts floating around an over-furnished room. I drank in her curves. At least the view’s pleasant. She rolled her pretty eyes back at me. “They are. This is how we tell everybody and make it official.” She pulled my tie to keep me on task. “Look. I know you hate these, but if you promise not to insult anyone or punch every man that looks at my ass...” Her eyes got sparkly. “I promise we can sneak away to the bathroom and you can try and get me pregnant.”

A burst of laughter escaped from deep in my belly. “I told you about that?”

She grins. “At every damn party, honey. Like clockwork.” She put on her deep manly voice that sounds nothing like me. “This ain’t a party, Sarah. They’re too stiff. Ain’t no party without beer, Sarah. Ain’t no party without someone’s face meetin’ someone’s fist, Sarah” She waved her dainty arms around to the empty bathroom. “Hell, I reckon it ain’t no party unless someone’s gettin’ knocked up in the damn bathroom.” She put her moist pink tongue between her teeth and grinned.

“Ha ha,” I mocked. “That sounds nothing like me.”

She leaned in, slinking her arms around my neck. “For that, I’m extremely grateful.” She’s grinning as her lips press against mine. They’re soft like plush, padded silk, but I can’t taste her. There’s a void where her flavor should be. “There’s just one problem.”

I lick my lips, trying to figure out what’s wrong.

“I can’t go with you this time.”

I looked at her. She had her serious face on. I don’t remember this part. “What you talkin’ about? We go. We...”

“It’s okay, Nathan.” Another pair of hands slid over my shoulders, and chocolaty waves pressed against my face from behind.

“Sarah?”

“You dumb cowboy. You belong to her now. I told you to move on. I like it took you so long, but it’s time, Nate.”

Sarah took a step back, and in the reflection, I saw Samantha over my shoulder. She slid around me, blocking my view. “It’s okay, baby,” Sam said. She leaned in and kissed me. Taste and tingles exploded across my lips.

I stretched out as a massive smile spread across my face. The comforter tangled around my feet, and my head was an inch from sliding of the silky pillow, but I didn’t care. Warmth flooded my chest.

I blinked open my eyes and stared at the ceiling. “I miss you, Sarah.” I shouldn’t have been happy, but the words didn’t catch in my throat like a dry biscuit anymore. I could see Sarah from the dream, and I didn’t feel a hole in my chest.

All I felt was love. Love for the woman I lost, and love and hunger for the woman that found me. Rescued me. Love for the two who joined me on this crazy therapy journey.

We were all healing in our own way, and we’d come so far since that first meeting.

My phone buzzed:

Dr. Thompson:


Knock! Knock! :P




By the time my sleepy brain processes the words, and the fact I hadn't updated Sam's name in my contacts, my door buzzzzzzed in the hallway. With a massive grin on my unshaven face, I scrambled out of bed. Feet still trapped in the comforter, I practically fell over as I kick the damn thing aside and bound to the front door. I yanked it open like a kid eager to go out and play. “Samantha!” My happiness soared at the sight of her. Her hair was as brown and kinky as ever, flowing around her beautiful face.

She smiled at me. “Someone’s in a good mood this mor—” Her words were cut off as I grabbed her in a hug. Her breasts pressed the silky orange top against my bare chest. She smelled so good, like coconut and banana. I breathed her in like I hadn’t seen her in ages. She stiffened for a second before melting against me. “I missed you too, baby,” she cooed, sliding her arms around me. Our lips met, and she tasted of vanilla and spice.

My rapidly hardening cock pressed against her through my shorts, and I knew she felt it. She moaned against me feeling that hardness. “Fuck!” I cussed, “how do you smell so good?” I went back for seconds, dragging her perfect body inside the apartment, kissing her like I could devour her.

She pulls away, keeping me at bay with a hand on my chest as she gasped for air. “Wow. Down, boy.” Her lips were puffy from our kiss as they made an O shape while she breathed out. “What’s wrong? Did you have another dream?” She crossed her arms to force distance.

I was still smiling, even though she’d gone into therapist mode. I loved that about her. It just showed how much she cared — she just wanted to make sure the people she loved were okay. “Yes. But that’s not why I’m happy. Well, okay, it is, partly... sort of.” I took a breath. “I’m just happy to see the woman I love. Is that so wrong?”

She narrowed her eyes at me, then relaxed. A smile spread across her lips. “I guess not. You know we’re gonna talk about that dream, though, right?” she said, stepping closer. Her hand rubbed my cock through the material. “But first... you’re not the only one who’s happy I’m here.”

Her lips press against mine as her pelvis squashes my shaft. “Is that right?” I said as she pushed me back with two hands on my chest, and I realized she didn’t mean my cock.

She bit her lip, marching me towards the bedroom, then stopped, eyes expanding. “Nate, I’m sorry,” she said, glancing towards the bedroom.

I grab her hands and pull her through the doorway. “Nope. Never be sorry.” I held her tiny palms tightly. “This isn’t some shrine, Samantha.” I looked deep into her eyes, loving how it all felt. “It doesn’t hurt anymore. I was just waiting until it was right.” I leaned down to her delicious lips. “Now it does.”

“Must’ve been a good dream,” she gasped as I swept her into my arms and kissed her like I need her to live.

My fingers slid the straps of her top off her shoulders. I grinned down at my sexy therapist. “It was all right.”

She giggled, her brows narrowing. “Nate, are you sure? I know you said this was off limits. We’ve been working towards this, but...” She took a breath. “I hoped we’d get there, but... you’re sure it’s—”

“Samantha Thompson.” I said, cutting her off as I slid my shorts down my thighs and kicked them off, standing naked. My cock stood proud, jutting out hard, and pointing directly at her. “Do you know why that dream made me happy?”

Her gaze locked to my shaft as she chewed on her bottom lip. “Tell me.”

“Because it showed me I can think of Sarah and not have it be the saddest thing in the world. In fact,” I said, probably overselling it with a cheesy grin. “It’s okay. It happened and it guided me to you, Kim and Kris. Silver linings and all that. So yes, Sam. I’m sure. This is what we’ve been working towards. Is it really that hard to believe we’ve made progress?”

She poked her tongue between her teeth like Sarah used to and instead of making me feel sad, it just made me love Sam more. “No, you’re right. I’m sorry. Where we’ve just brought in Kimberly and Crystal, I forget we’ve been at this for a year.” She tapped her chest. “This can cloud my judgment, you know?”

I closed the gap between us. “Then let me be the one to say I love you. Be a doll and suck my cock.”

Sam burst into giggles, slapping my chest as I grinned at her. “Nate. Oh, my God. I can’t believe you said that!” She smiled, happiness washing away the mock-outrage.

“Sorry. Couldn’t help myself. You drive me crazy, you know that?” I pulled her close again, and zeroed in on her neck, brushing away her tresses, kissing every inch of exposed skin. She moaned, tilting her head to give me more access.

“Is this a dream?” she asked, panting. While I kissed her, I caressed her breasts through the silk that easily slid off her shoulders — exposing her red silk bra. “I’ve dreamed of this so many times.”

“Not a dream... just a dream come true,” I groaned, unclasping her bra, freeing her seizable mounds. Her nipples were hard enough to cut glass. Sam whimpered as I kissed, then sucked her right nipple.

She grabbed my head and held on tightly. “Fuck, no more foreplay. The crazy driving works both ways.” She pulled me up for another kiss. This time she was a ball of need, hungrily devouring my lips.

“Then you’re way over dressed,” I said, tugging at her short black skirt.


CHAPTER TWO


She tried to kissing me while fumbling with her zipper. She didn’t make it before we hit the bed and tumbled onto the messy satin comforter. We were a tangle of limbs as I gave up and yanked her skirt to her hips. “Quick!” she gasped, clawing at me. “Need you in me, pronto!”

I laughed, pulling her silky panties aside. “Who say’s pronto?” Her answer was a moan silenced against my lips as I slid my shaft through her sopping folds. “Naughty therapists with soaked pussies?”

She whimpered, nodding as I pushed inside her in a hard thrust. We both moaned in relief once I was fully seated, like everything was alright once we were connected. “Fuck. That feels so good.”

I rolled her over so she was on her back. “You know, for a professional, you swear a lot.”

She grinned up at me, her messy mahogany locks spread out under her. “Shut the fuck up,” she giggled, hooking her ankles around my waist. “And fuck me.”

I locked my gaze to hers as I slowly leaned down and took her left nipple between my teeth and gently bit. Her pussy walls convulsed. “Yes ma’am,” I said, slipping back to my country drawl. “With pleasure, ma’am.”

Sam teased me back, but her words became a moan as I pulled out and slammed back inside her. A pulse of pleasure shivered down my length. Her pussy was where I belonged. Being inside Sam always felt like coming home. Her eyes rolled. “You fuck me so good, baby.” She clenched the pillow above her as I fucked her steadily, slapping against her wet skin.

“You feel so good, Sam,” I groaned, pulling my hips back and pushing inside her — plunging into her slick, hot depths. “So, good.”

The fantastic swell of her bosom bounced, mirroring the thump, thump, thump of the headboard, banging against the wall. Inch by inch, Sam slid on the satin, pushed up the bed, until I was fucking her against the pillow. She clawed at me like the little sex kitten she was, grinding her hips, trying to fuck me back.

She was leaving claw marks over my arm, so I grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head. Her back arched at the movement, clenching tightly around my shaft. “Oh, oh, oh,” she breathed, panting, snaking her body beneath me.

“God, you’re so fuckin’ sexy,” I growled, pumping my hips, fucking her slower, but harder.

Sam looked at me through a mess of silky hair sticking to her face. “I fucking love you... I’d love you more if you could just...” She tried to lift her hips so entered her more steeply.

She moaned when I pulled out to grab the pillow. “Why didn’t you say?” I snatched it from her grasp and lifted her legs to shove the pillow under her hips. It lifted her pussy higher. It was torturous to not be inside her, and I groaned with relief as I slammed back home.

Samantha mewled. “Didn’t want to ruin the moment,” she said quickly, arching her back at the rapid intrusion, and bracing herself against the headboard.

“You can never ruin this,” I said, fucking her at speed once again. “It’s too incredible.”

My cock entered her differently now. My tip rubbed against her inner wall, causing her to moan like she was in pain. “So,” she panted. “So, worth...”

With a gasp, Sam convulsed, squeezing my cock like an angry fist. Her eyes rolled back so far, her eyes were white. “Oh!” she cried, flopping in waves like a fish on dry land. Her inner walls clamped down, pulsing with her thigh muscles. “You’re so fuckin’ pretty when you come, Sam. You know that?” I said, marveling at her. At her fantastic breasts. I couldn’t just wait for her to come down. Her nipples were too inviting, and in the next moment I was lapping at her little buds, sucking her flesh through her orgasm.

She was a panting wreck when she breathed again and eased up on my shaft. I couldn’t give her any more time to recover. I needed to come deep inside her right that second. I hungered for her. I need to come inside her. I didn’t know if I wanted to get her pregnant, or what I was thinking — My brain was scrambled.

“More,” she gasped, clinging onto me tightly. I was never one to refuse a lady. With renewed vigor, I doubled down. Clasping her legs together against my chest, I fucked her even tighter pussy with the hard, fast thrusts of a wild man. “Oh, fuck!” she cried. “Fuck, Nate!”

“I am!” I joked, slamming my pelvis against her ass, almost bottoming out in her slick pussy. “Come again for me, Sam. I know you want to.”

She grinned. “Don’t have to tell me twice.” Her neck was bent at a crooked angle, pressed against the headboard as I pounded her flesh in pursuit of our climaxes. I was momentarily taken aback that I hadn’t come yet. Guess all the therapy sex had desensitized me so I could last longer. “Oh. Oh, Nate,” Sam said, gasping. I pulled her down away from the headboard so she wasn’t so squashed, and then went to town. A great tightness was building low in my belly, in my balls, and in my cock.

Slap, slap, slap.

The headboard hammered, shaking the bedside table — I’d probably get complaints from the neighbors.

Sam made these sexy little sex noises with each thrust, building, becoming more ragged by the second.

I joined her, clutching her thighs, fucking her like there was no tomorrow.

Squelch-slapping filled the room, adding to the moans, the grunts, and thumps.

It was a symphony of fucking, all building to the crescendo.

To the great climax.

“Fuck!” I grunted, losing the battle with Sam’s slick, honeyed pussy. I slammed home inside her, erupting deep, flooding her channel.

Sam came again. Her pussy milked my shaft for ever drop as she shuddered, thrashing in the mess of chocolaty locks, satin and sweat.

Thunderous pleasure shot through my dick as cum burst into my hot therapist girlfriend. We rode the waves together, the pleasure, the connection, and the love, until we collapsed into a heap on the screwed up comforter.

“Wow,” she said, as I pulled the cover over us and snuggled against her.

I kissed her shoulder, holding her from behind. “Fireworks.”

She tittered. “Forth of July in March.”

I held her tight, inhaling her scent. “When you’re in my arms, it’s always the Forth of July.”

Sam giggled. “Oh, so cheesy,” she said, sounding contented.

I nuzzled her hair. “I should just give you a key. We could start the day like this every morning.”

She slid her hand into mine, interlocking our fingers. She just looked at our joined hands for a minute. “Then I’d feel like I do now.”

I kissed her ear, getting a mouthful of hair. “Hows that?”

She sighed, sounding as much sad as contented. “Like I don’t want to leave. I don’t want to go back to work...” Her voice became a whisper. “Ever.”

“Ever?” I whispered back. She squeezed my hand. “I thought you loved your work?”

She slid her other hand behind us and squeezed my ass. “I do, I mean I did. When it was you.” She glanced over her shoulder. “I’ve never told you this, but I was on the verge of quitting when you walked into my office. You made me want to be a therapist again, and now you’re no longer my patient?”

“Your heart isn’t in it?”

She nodded.

“I know why.”

She grinned. “Oh. Are you the therapist now?”

I grabbed the hand that groping my ass and pulled it between us — against my chest. “It’s because your heart is here now.”

She squeaked. “My arm’s not supposed to bend that way.”

“Sorry.” I moved her hand in front of her instead, holding our interlocked digits against her heart. “Maybe you could be my personal therapist?”

She tittered, snuggling into me. “How about your insightful girlfriend?”

My cock nuzzled against her ass. “I dunno. If you were my personal therapist, you could be a live in. We could have therapy ever morning?”

“Girlfriends can do that too, you know. Hell, so do Fiancées. At least then I wouldn’t get those looks from your doorman.” Suddenly she gasped, turning in my arms. Her eyes were wide. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it. I don’t want you to think I’m trying to replace Sarah.”

A grin tugged at the corner of my lip. “Sam—”

The front door buzzed, stopping me mid-sentence. We stared at each other for a second before either of us spoke. “Um, I should...”

“Yes!” she said, sounding overenthusiastic.

I gave her a kiss on the nose and slipped from her arms. “Don’t go anywhere,” I said, hopping through the doorway, tugging on a pair of jeans. “Be right there!”


CHAPTER THREE


I yanked open the door, slightly annoyed. It faded the moment my eyes hit the scarlet braid. “Nate! Good morning!” Kimberly said, sounding hyped up on coffee. She was wearing her hoodie — unzipped enough to show her blue sports bra — and matching yoga pants that hugged her thighs like a second skin.

“Kimberly,” I said, watching her eyes take in my naked chest. “Good morning. Come in?”

“Sure, yes, totally!” she beamed. Her porcelain cheeks looked flushed. “I was hoping you wanted to go with me for a run,” she said, hopping through the doorway. “I haven’t been sleeping, and I hoped...” she trailed off, seeing Sam leaning against the bedroom doorjamb wearing my t-shirt that said ‘amazing’ across the chest. It both perfectly described and drew the eye to Sam’s rack. “Oh.” Kim deflated. “Sam’s here. Oh, no. Am I interrupting?”

I came up behind the twitchy redhead and wrapped my arms around her waist, kissing her neck. “Never,” I said between kisses. “I love it when you come over.”

She melted against me. “Oh, you’re so good at that.” She purred as I slid the hoodie aside and kissed down her shoulder.

Sam marched into the room, holding out her hands. “Why are you not sleeping?” She asked, flipping into therapist mode. She pulled Kim’s yummy shoulder from my lips and pulled her to the couch. “Sit. Tell me.”

“Morning to you too, Sammy,” Kim said, looking longingly at me over her shoulder.

I gave her a wink before heading behind the kitchen counter to put on some coffee. I messed about in the kitchen while they talked.

“Sorry,” Sam said, pulling Kim onto the squeaky leather couch. “Good morning, Kimmy. Did you sleep well?”

Kim laughed nervously. “Funny,” she said with suspicion lacing her tone. “Why are you here... oh my God, did you spend the night?”

Samantha squirmed on the couch. I wasn’t sure if it was because her spending the night would have broken some code between them, or if it was the idea of staying the night that made her shift, but I had to admit, the idea was appealing for the first time, in a long time. Waking up to Sam would be something. Our interrupted conversation flashed into my mind as I pulled out three mugs. Girlfriend, fiancée? Could I marry again? I didn’t know.

I was getting ahead of myself. Then, as I glanced across the room at Kimberly grinning at me, not paying attention to Sam’s impromptu therapy session, I wondered what it would be like waking up to Kim. Hell, Kim, and Sam.

‘What about me, fucker?’ I heard Crystal’s words clear in my head, like she was standing next to me. What would it be like waking up to her in the morning? Would she be sweet, or surly?

Then my wayward imagination went to the natural conclusion. Waking up to all three. In my mind, Samantha was snuggled on one side, Kim on the other, spreading her scarlet locks over me like wildfire, and Crystal was under the covers, between my thighs. My bed was big enough, the biggest the store had. That woman in the store saw me coming. Realized I didn’t care about money in my numb state and convinced me I needed the most expensive items she had. What was I thinking? I really didn’t need a beanbag gaming chair. Maybe Kim would like it?

“No,” Sam finally responded. “Nate was just in a good mood when I arrived.” She playfully slapped Kimberly’s knee. “Stop deflecting. Talk to me.”

Kimberly sighed, flopping into the plush cushions, wringing her hands as she looked down. She eyed the three cups of her new favorite coffee as I placed them on the central mat with cream and sugar. Kim’s eyes lit up and quickly reached for a cup as I sat on the side couch without saying a word. “Um,” she said, heaping spoonfuls of sugar into the cup, stirring noisily.

“Kimberly,” I said. “Relax. Breath, and talk to us.”

The nervous redhead hummed to herself, sipping the coffee. “Okay. Um. I have a problem, well, a couple, actually.” She looked up at me from under her lashes, tormenting me. I crossed my legs to hide my hardening erection at the sight of both of them on the couch.

“Well,” Sam said, placing a reassuring hand on Kim’s knee. Why did she have to put on my tee? It barely reached her thighs. And sat down? It teased me with her silk burgundy panties. How she expected me to function like a normal human being, I’ll never know. I guess it could have been worse. She could have not put her panties back on. “Lets start with what’s been keeping you up at night.”

Kimberly’s gaze snapped to me, and she tittered, quickly downing half of her coffee. “I just kept waking up, and when I did, I couldn’t get back to sleep.” Her gaze didn’t leave mine for a second. Her leg was jigging, tapping her heel on the rug.

Sam narrowed her eyes. “It’s Nathan, isn’t it?”

Kimberly nodded, flapping her braid over her shoulder.

“What? What did I do?” I said, on the verge of sipping my much needed coffee.

Sam leaned back, pinching the bridge of her nose. “I’m sorry. I should have seen this coming.” Her legs fell open slightly, threatening to distract me more.

“Seen what?” I asked. Kim squeezed her thighs together, hugging her mug.

Sam sighed, reassuring Kim with a gentle leg pat. “It’s okay, Kimmy. Tell him.”

Kim’s mouth dropped open. Both of us were surprised that Sam didn’t explain further. “Okay...” she said, placing her mug down, giving Samantha the stink eye. She returned her gaze to mine. “I can’t stop thinking about you.”

Confused, I scrunched my cheeks. “Okay. I mean, I think about you a lot too?” Usually they were filthy daydreams, but I omitted that part.

“No, Nate. You’re not getting it. Like I literally can’t think about anything else. You’ve consumed my every waking thought since...”

“Since the last session?” I guessed.

She nodded. “I keep waking up horny, obsessing about you, and nothing makes me come,” she giggled, relieving the tension in her shoulders. “Believe me, I’ve tried.” She winced. “I’m going out of my mind. You’re driving me crazy.”

I was stunned. “Uh...”

“Yeah,” Sam drawled. “I’m sorry.”

“Wait,” I said, putting down my coffee. “Is this to do with the submission stuff? You said you’d give yourself over completely? Has this got something to do with that?”

Kimberly looked almost hurt. “Oh my God, Nate!” she cried in frustration.

“Okay, okay,” Sam said, raising her hands. “Kimmy, remember Nate is new to this. I know it’s hard for you. I’m sorry I didn’t realize you’d progressed to attachment so quickly. “This is my fault.”

I scoffed. “It kinda feels like it’s my fault.”

“No!” Kim cried, bounding around the table, almost knocking over her coffee, and then slid into my lap. She groaned in relief for a second before continuing. “It’s my fault. It’s not yours, never think that. I didn’t explain it enough.” She sneered over her shoulder at Sam. “Or Sam should have explained it, like I asked her to.”

“Yes,” Sam conceded. “I’m sorry. I thought it would help with bonding.”

“Okay,” I said, shifting Kimberly in my lap so she wasn’t crushing my balls. “Explain it to me in simple terms. At heart, I’m just a dumb cowboy.”

Kim scrunched her brow.

I waved it away. “Just something Sarah used to say—”

“Oh, fuck. I’m sorry,” Kim said, panicked. “You’re still healing, and here I am babbling about my obsession— ”

I pulled her tighter against me. Balls be damned. “Kimberly. Stop. It’s okay. You’re not the only one who’s made progress. Tell me what’s wrong.”

“Uh,” she said, snuggling against me, resting her head on my shoulder. She felt so good pressed against me. “I just want to be around you. In your arms. Know that you’re not gonna leave me. When I’m not with you, you’re all I think about. It’s gotten me so far behind, I lost my last gig and the paycheck.” She leaned back and twisted to face Sam. “Can I borrow some money? I’m overdue on my rent.”

Sam sighed. “Kimmy! God, this is such a mess.”

I conceded, shifting her back, and leaned forward more. My balls were not happy with me. “So let me get this straight,” I said. “Because you’ve become obsessed with me, you’ve lost your contract and can’t pay your rent. That you can’t function without knowing I’m near?” Was it wrong I was flattered, when I should have been concerned?

“When you say it like that, I sound really pathetic,” Kim tittered, sounding more relaxed. “But pretty much.”

I reached around her and picked up my coffee. “Well, that’s easy to solve.” I was having a moment of clarity. “Come live with me.”

“What?” Sam and Kim gasped.

“Both of you,” I added, feeling the heat from Sam’s hurt glare.

“Don’t play with me, Nate,” Kim said, looking so very serious. I was elated. I may have made my coffee a tad strong, though.

“I’m serious. Don’t you see? You want to be around me? I love having you here.” I peeked over the redhead’s shoulder at my half-naked ex-therapist. “Samantha. I love you. You don’t have to be a therapist if you don’t want to. I was thinking of stepping away from the company, anyway. The board doesn’t like me poking around, so I’ll have lots of free time. Want to share it with me? Both of you?”

Kimberly grinned and hugged me so tightly I almost spilled my coffee.

“Nathan, are you sure? This is a big step, and it’s sudden. I don’t want us to move forward too quickly and regret it later.” Sam pinched her chin in thought. “I mean, I’d love it, but what about Crystal? She’s gonna be hurt.”

“We ask her to join us. This place is big enough. Money isn’t a problem, Sarah saw to that.”

“Please say yes, Sammy,” Kimberly whispered, snuggling against me like I was the world’s warmest blanket.

Sam frowned. “I don’t want you to think my reluctance is because I don’t want to.” She grinned at me, flashing her eyes, and I knew she was thinking about all the therapy we could have. “It’s...” She sighed. “Fuck. I love you too, but I’m a little scared.”

I grinned. It was weird being the strong, assertive one for once — I liked it. I held out my hand and beckoned her over. Samantha carefully sat next to me, and I pulled her into the hug. “If it makes you feel better, we can just try it. Bring some things over and treat it like a trial run?”

Sam smiled. “You’re sweet, you know that?”

“What do you say?” I kissed her gently. “Be my trial, live-in girlfriend?”

She grinned, her eyes lighting up. “Sure. What’s the worse that can happen?”

“I could die of arousal, waiting for you to say yes, even though we all know you’re gonna say yes?” Kimberly said. It was then I noticed her grinding away, dry-humping my hard shaft.

Sam scrunched her nose and whispered, “I think you’ve created a monster. I’d better message Kris and tell her to get her butt over here.”

I couldn’t hold in the laugh. “This was all your idea, remember?”

Kimberly was openly bobbing in my lap. Sam stopped by the bedroom door. “Well, this isn’t exactly how I saw all this going.”

I pulled Kimberly away from my chest and looked deep into her eyes. They were so hooded they were almost shut. “No?”

“Nope,” Sam said. “It’s better.” Then she vanished inside the bedroom.


CHAPTER FOUR


I held the horny beauty in my arms. She was collapsed against me, but her hips didn’t stop their incessant rhythm. She felt floppy in my arms until Sam left the room, then she came alive. “Never thought she was gonna shut up,” Kimberly said, launching herself at me. Her lips crushed against mine as she tore at my jeans, trying to unbutton the fastening.

“Kimberly,” I muttered, surrendering to her assault. “What?” I knew she was horny, but her hunger surprised me.

“Nate, please,” she begged. “I’ve thought of nothing but this. I know it’s a little crazy...”

I narrowed my eyes at her.

She giggled. “Okay, a lot crazy, but you do not know how you make me feel.”

She was right. I was still enjoying being able to feel again without sadness forming a pit in my stomach. Kim had issues, and I was supposed to be helping. Slumping back on the couch, I raised my hands in surrender. “Take what you need, baby.”

Her hips stopped, and she looked at me through her damn lashes. I was gonna have to have a word with Sam. “Is it just Sam you want to be your girlfriend?” she asked, looking at me with her big emerald eyes. It seemed she’d moved to permanently wearing contacts.

I smirked at her hopefulness. It would have made my chest ache — if she wasn’t already making my cock harder than steel. “Kim,” I said, leaning in. “I’ll let you in on a secret. Only my girlfriends may move in.” I lowered my voice to a whisper. “And I asked you first, remember?” It was a technicality, but I thought it might make a difference to her.

Her eyes widened. “Oh.” She looked at me for a moment, just drinking me in. Then she snapped out of her trance and resumed fighting with my jeans.

I toyed with her braid as she unleashed my zipper. “You really couldn’t sleep... because you were obsessing about me?” It was hard to fathom.

She bit her lip, nodding. “Uh-huh.”

My cock twitched as she took my hard length in hand and pumped slowly. “You should have told me.” I had this image of her laying in bed, naked, frustrated, going crazy because of something I did. I felt guilty.

“I told you... sort of,” she said, gazing at my crotch, watching my crown poke out from her double fist, then recede inside, oozing pre-cum. She looked at me with bright eyes. “I guess I wasn’t clear enough. I’m yours, Nate,” she whispered. “Totally, completely...” Kimberly whimpered, grinding her hips. “Please take me...”

Strangely, I didn’t just have the need to fuck my gorgeous redhead, but I had to make it right. She’d suffered because of what I’d unleashed inside of her, in the same way their attentions had freed my emotions. Sam helped me through the painful part, and I had to help Kimberly. I gently kissed her lips. She seemed strangely sleepy, like her coffee high had worn off. She was probably exhausted. “I got you, baby. I’ll take care of you now. I always look after what’s mine.”

She kissed me back, grinning. “You mean it?”

“Absolutely. Now take off those pants and show me that pretty pussy.”

Kim’s eyes lit up, and she slid off the couch. “I love you, Nate,” she said, wiggling out of her yoga pants. “I know Sam thinks she has that market cornered, but I do.”

I stood and pulled my jeans off. “She doesn’t think that. Sam may have got to me first. Doesn’t mean there’s not room for you, or even Crystal. I gotta a lot of love to give,” I joked, unzipping her hoodie. My hands went straight for her breasts like nipple-seeking missiles. Her fantastic mounds filled my palms as she released a satisfying moan.

Finally, she peeled her tight pants off, freeing me to yank her hoodie clear. Kimberly was sedate holding my cock, but that was the calm before the storm. Now she was steadily growing frantic. She threw her hoodie aside and struggled out of her sports bra until her breasts sprang free. She still had her arms in the air, bound by the bra, when I took her right nipple between my lips. Her hips bucked, locking her in place. I kneaded her flesh, sucked her nipples, before throwing her over the couch arm. She was still bound by her bra, trying to fight her way out as I slid my shaft through her glistening folds, coating my cock in her dripping wetness.

Her head was covered in a nest of red curls, presenting me with a fantastic view of her ass curving over the couch. Her pussy sucked my cock inside, as eager as its owner. “Oh, fuck, yes! Finally,” she cried as I pushed inside, seating myself completely. My fingers gripped her hips as I sawed slowly in and out, teasing her tight slit.

“Oh!” Sam said, freezing in the doorway. Her surprise quickly shifted to a mischievous grin. “What’s going on in here, Kimberly? Are you fucking my boyfriend?”

Kim squealed, possibly because of Sam, but more likely because I slammed inside her juicy pussy — slapping loudly — lifting her onto her toes. “Nooooo,” she moaned. “My boyfriend, too!”

Sam tittered as she sauntered closer. “Really? Why should I share him?” she asked playfully.

A surge of pleasure shockwaved through my shaft as Kimberly’s inner walls fluttered, convulsing in waves. “Dunno,” I grunted, fucking her with a building rhythm, slapping her ass, bouncing her against the couch. “She feels damn good on my dick?”

“Is that right?” Sam said, slipping into her seductress’ voice. “Is your little pussy gripping Nathan nice and tight?” She stalked towards the couch like a panther — all elegant limbs and graceful movements, keeping her gaze locked on her prey.

“Fuck, Sam,” Kim moaned.

She slid onto the couch cross-legged, facing Kim’s nest of curls. “Are you a good little fuck sleeve for Nathan? He’s got you bent over this couch like a toy. A good little fuck toy. Are you his obedient little fuck toy, Kimmy?”

“Fuck, Sam,” I said, echoing Kim. Sam tucked her kinky waves behind her ears and flashed her eyes at me. “Are you?” she said, cupping Kim’s chin, forcing her to lift on her elbows.

“Yes,” Kimberly breathed. “I’m Nathan’s fuck toy.” Each word wobbled as I slammed into her slick pussy — sounding desperate, and gasped.

Sam giggled. “I think you can do more. Nathan baby, would it be okay if I borrowed your toy’s mouth?”

I raised a brow at her. “I didn’t think you were like that?”

Sam pushed her panties aside and shuffled on the couch. “Oh, I’m not. We’re not. Doesn’t mean we can’t have a little fun.” She grinned at me. “Don’t worry, Nathan. I only have eyes for you.” She slid her crotch towards Kim. “It’s fun when we’re all together. Now make your mistress come, little fuck toy, and maybe your master will let you come.”

If my hands weren’t gripping Kim’s hips, I would have clapped at her marvelous performance. It was Oscar worthy.

Kimberly moaned as Samantha pushed her pussy against the jolting redhead and sighed. “That’s it, Kimmy, lick your mistress... yes... just like that, good girl.”

Fuck, I almost came. It was far sexier than I ever imagined, seeing her like that, giving Kimberly what I guessed Sam knew she needed, to make this as good as it could be. Either that, or she just wanted to come again. She was pretty insatiable.

My head lolled back as I pounded against Kimberly, thrusting my shaft inside her quivering hole. “Don’t you dare come, Kimberly,” I growled, desperately trying to hold on. It felt like I was always on the edge as soon as I pushed inside any of them. They had magic pussies, casting a spell on my wand, always pushing me towards an eruption.

“Yes! Deeper. Push your tongue inside,” Sam commanded, sounding throaty instead of commanding. I was almost jealous of Kimberly — that I couldn’t fuck her and lick Sam out.

“Oh! Fuck!” Kimberly cried, shuddering in my grasp. Her pussy quivered, squeezing tightly.

“You better not be coming, Kimberly,” I grunted, ragged and on the edge, trying desperately to hold on until Sam came.

The door buzzer cut through the growls, pants, and gasps. Sam and I both snapped our gazes towards the hallway. “Probably Crystal,” she said. “Be a dear and answer it?” She stroked Kimberly’s hair, mewling again.

“Sure.” I hissed as I pulled out of Kim’s quivering, wet hole and marched towards the door. Saved by the bell, I thought, peeping through the spyhole, seeing a familiar surly blond. The corridor was empty, allowing me to throw the door open and stand before Crystal completely naked with my cock glistening and hard as granite. “Good morning, Crystal.”

The blond’s mouth dropped open, then as her gaze trailed downwards, she gulped. “Sam and Kim better be in there,” she said, sounding surprised.

I put my hands on my hips, enjoying how she couldn’t take her eyes off my shaft. “Doubt Sam would ask you over if I was with someone else,” I scoffed. “As if I’d want anyone else. Come in?”

“Fuck, yeah,” she said, sounding distracted. She wrapped her white cardigan tighter around her strappy white tank. I soaked in her form and her ass crack in the black joggers that were surprisingly paint-free.

“Krissy,” Sam greeted. “Don’t mind us, we’re just enjoying our new fuck toy. Care to join us?”

Crystal froze. “What the fuck?”

“There are some things we need to discuss,” I said, making my way back to the couch, needing back inside Kimberly’s fantastic snatch. “Ohhh,” I sighed, sliding inside her gripping, slick hole. That was where I belonged, and thanks to the break, I wasn’t under threat of it ending too soon.

“Thank you, Nate,” Kimberly moaned, somewhere under her mass of scarlet curls between Sam’s thighs.

“What the fuck is going on? You said it was important.”

“It is,” Sam said, holding Kim’s wayward locks against her crotch. “Nathan has something to ask you.”

I rolled my eyes. She was doing it again — setting someone else up and making them have to follow through.

I got back up to speed, slapping against Kim’s ass, enjoying the hot wetness encompassing my shaft. “Yes,” I said, trying to focus on the blond. Her eyes didn’t know where to look. “We’ve had a discussion, and because of reasons, Kimberly is moving in—” I grunted as Kimberly squeezed me tightly. “You’d better not be coming, Kim.”

The gorgeous redhead moaned. “I’m not!” she cried, clearly fighting her impending release, muffled against Sam’s thighs.

“What? She’s moving in? What reasons?” Crystal huffed.

“And Sam’s staying over on a trial period, and—”

“That’s fucking bullshit. How come they get to stay with you—”

“Hush, brat,” I commanded, struggling not to explode inside Kimberly’s sweet channel. I was struggling to think of anything else. “You’re here because we didn’t want you to feel left out... Oh fuck. Why are you so tight, Kimberly?”

“Sorry. Trying not to come,” she whined, pressed against Sam’s pussy. Samantha bit her lip and I saw the look in her eyes that told me she was holding out on us, somehow making sure she didn’t come.

I narrowed my eyes at her, and she smirked, letting go. Her eyes rolled, she bit her lip, and shuddering, her head lolled.

I took a ragged breath, trying to think, but arousal fogged my mind so thickly I couldn’t have spelled my name. “Come for me, Kimberly,” I growled, pushing deep inside her, thanking the god of orgasms I didn’t have to hold out any longer.

With a groan, I unleashed inside her, just as she cried, “Thank God!” dragging out the word, wobbling like she was being shaken.

Pleasure thundered through me as I came, milked by Kim’s tight, wet pussy. I might have blanked out for a couple of seconds before a wave of exhaustion flowed over me, and I had to brace myself against the couch. “What the fuck was I saying?”


CHAPTER FIVE


Crystal hugged her cardigan, looking small and more unsure of herself than I’d ever seen. “Nate, I’m scared. What’s going on?”

I remove myself from Kimberly’s drenched, gooey pussy. “Crystal, what’s wrong?” I asked, making my way to where she waited by the door, like she didn’t want to intrude.

“What’s wrong?” she huffed, sounding more like her surly self. “Sam calls me over for something important. I get my hopes up, and then find you all fucking. Telling me you're moving in together!”

Confused, I squint my right eye, scrunching my cheek. “Yeah? That’s bad?”

“Of course it’s fucking bad!” She holds up her index finger to silence me. “You know what? I’m out.” With a hurt look on her face, she spins, yanks open the front door and marches through.

“What the hell?” I glanced at Sam and Kimberly, who looked as shocked and confused as I was.

“For God’s sake, Nate. Go get her!” Sam squealed.

Butt-naked, I bound through the door and pushed my hand between the closing doors of the elevator — just in time to stop them. “Crystal, what the hell?”

The doors opened, and she scowled at me. “Leave me alone, Nathan. Stop taunting me with your nakedness and your cock.”

I soften, seeing how hurt she looks. I really didn’t understand what’s going on. “Crystal, please. I don’t understand what’s got you so upset. Hurting you is the last thing I want.”

“Well, good job, champ. How did you think I was gonna react to being pushed out?”

“Pushed out?” Now I really was confused.

“Yeah! How can I compete if you’re living with them?”

“Compete?”

She crossed her arms, pushing her plump chest out. “You’re always gonna pick them. They’ll get all the sex, all your time... all your love.” She hooked her silky blond hair behind her ears. “I hate this.”

“Okay, time out.” The doors tried to close again, jabbing me in the side. “Crystal,” I said, carefully wrapping my arms around her taut form. “No one’s pushing you out,” I said, realizing what had set her off. I didn’t get to the part where I asked her to join us, so distracted by the silky snatch of a certain, eager redhead.

“No?” she asked, sounding hopeful instead of annoyed.

I pinch her chin and—

The door tries to close again, but I push my foot back to stop it.

Refocusing on Crystal, holding her chin, I continued. “No,” I breathed. “For God’s sake Crystal. We asked you over to invite you to join us.”

She looked up at me with moist eyes. “Oh?”

“I don’t know if you want to move in, or just stay over a lot? Kim’s only moving in because—”

“She’s a dependent little subbie,” she said, nodding her head in realization.

The door tried to shut again, but I fed it my hand, and they receded. “Sam’s reluctant to take the step, which surprised me. What about you?”

Her mouth dropped open on my palm, then shut. “Sam’s not as confident as she makes out, so it’s not that surprising.”

I narrowed my eyes at her, and she giggled nervously. “Seriously? You really want me to move in? I-I don’t know, Nate.”

I scoffed. “You were just pissed because I didn’t ask you.”

“As much as I’d love it, I have my studio to think of and—”

“Crystal,” I said, before having to stop the door again. “I don’t care if you move in or not. I just want you in my life. As much of you as I can get.”

She visibly softened, like her whole body just relaxed. “Really?”

I pulled her into a hug, and the damn door tried to close again. “Can I just borrow this?” I asked, slipping her shoulder bag down her arm. I didn’t wait for her to agree, and place the thing between the doors.

“Okay, I guess,” she said mockingly, as I returned my attention to her fully. Now I didn’t have to worry about the door shutting on me.

I pulled her into a hug, pressing my semi-hard cock against her. “You don’t have to paint for commissions any more. What if you could just paint what you wanted? Paint for me? Paint for a gallery?”

She moaned, leaning in closer. “Fuck, dude. I’d love that, but there’s no room in your place. I need space.”

I grinned, placing a gentle kiss on her pouty lips. “Crystal, it’s the penthouse suite. It takes up the entire floor. I use a fraction. Trust me. There’s room.”

Her eyes widen. “Fuck, really?” Her wonderful, hopeful, radiant face soured into a wince. “I dunno, dude. Wouldn’t that be like taking advantage of you or some noble shit?”

I tittered, inhaling her strawberry scent, holding her close as the doors try to snap shut against her bag. “Take advantage,” I whisper, kissing her.

She mewled into my lips, reluctant at first, then quickly becoming hungry. Her fingers curled at the back of my neck, scrunching as her tongue pushed past my lips, kissing, tasting, touching. “Yes,” she said on a breath. “When can I move in?”

I pushed a clump of blond strands off her forehead and gazed lovingly into her misty eyes. “When ever you want.”

She pulled back and looked around the elevator with a smirk on her lips and a glint in her eyes. “Think we should celebrate?” she said, reaching for the hem of her pants.

My gaze traced her digits as she peeled down her tight joggers, taking her panties along for the ride. Then bent over, leaning against the gilded metal wall. “Here? Now?”

She giggled, sounding happy and un-Crystal-like. “You’re already naked, dude, and I really need it after that scare.”

I chuckled, “Such a Drama Queen.” I slap her rear, prowling behind her, feeling just how wet her silky pussy was on my digits. “A naughty, soaked, Drama Queen.”

“Nuh-uh. Brat, remember?”

I spanked her delicious rump, loving how the slap echoed in the small metal box. She moaned, arching her back like the sexiest of cats. “Does this brat want to get fucked in her dripping wet pussy, or her tight little asshole?”

“God, I love it when you talk dirty like that... uh, both?”

I laughed, rubbing my cock through her dripping folds. “I only have one dick—”

“Shame,” she said with a smile. “Pussy then ass? That way, you’ll be nice and lubed?”

“Sure.” I gathered her blond hair into a fist and held her against the wall. “Whatever you want, princess,” I said, pushing my cock between her fat pussy lips. With her legs together, bound by her leggings, she was supremely tight — gripping me all the way inside.

“Oh,” she gasped, thumping her fist against the wall. “Just like that.”

I tugged her hair, and grabbed her with an arm hooked under her waist to keep her in place, then pulled back and rammed inside her.

Her whole body jolted against the wall, but I kept her where I needed. She sucked in a breath with each hard thrust, until I was fucking her at speed, slapping against her ass in the small space.

“Does... this... mean,” she said, rocking with my fucking. “We get to... do this... all the time?”

I slapped her ass. “Naughty girl.” I pressed my hand on her lower back to keep her arched. “I think my special brat is gonna get fucked so much. She’s gonna think sex is a punishment.”

She mewled into her fist. “I am such a bad girl.”

“So bad,” I echoed, fucking the blond with rapid strokes. I didn’t wait for her to come, and I couldn’t hold out. I erupted whatever come Kim hadn’t drained from my balls deep inside her pussy with a satisfying grunt. I just stood there, clutching her hips, until the waves of release subsided. She protested as I pulled out and marveled at her glistening pussy. “How have none of you gotten pregnant yet?” I wondered out loud. If it was true, they weren’t on birth control, and we hadn’t used a single form of protection. We were rolling the dice each time I came inside them.

“Who said we haven’t?” She said with a giggle.

“What?”

“Don’t get distracted. I haven’t come yet.”

“Right,” I said, now totality distracted. I lined up against her ass and pushed inside. Inch by inch, I slipped into her tight little asshole. Without the plug, she was impossibly tight, gasping and moaning the entire way. Could Samantha be pregnant... with my child? Kimberly? Crystal? The thought swirled around my head as I gently seated myself in Crystal’s ass and gave her a second to adjust.

What was at first panic became excitement. The thought of starting a family with Samantha, with all three of them, really, filled me with such hope for the future.

“Fuck. I shouldn’t have said anything. At least until you made me come, dude. This is supposed to be about me moving in,” Crystal huffed, wiggling her hips, then moaning as my cock shifted inside her.

“No, no. You’re right. Can’t have me bratty little princess being unsatisfied, now can we?” I pulled back, giving both her cheeks a good spank, and then pushed slowly back inside her.

“Fuck, you feel so big,” she cried. “That’s so hot.”

I spanked her again. “Punishment time, princess,” I said with a grin, before pulling out and going to town on her ass, fucking her with deep, firm thrusts.

“Oh, Christ!” she wailed. “Oh, fuck me, that’s, that’s, ohhhh.” I could practically hear her eyes rolling as I pounded into her asshole. Slapped my pelvis against her butt cheeks. And repeatedly pushed her against the wall. She could hardly breathe, gasping for air.

She didn’t last long, not after I fucked her pussy first, then plunged into her ass. I pulled her hair, spanked her, fucked her. Did all the things that got her off, and in less than a minute, she collapsed against the wall, crying out. She twisted, stumbling towards the doors with her leggings wrapped around her knees. My cock slipped from her as she kicked out, dislodging her bag. The elevator doors chimed shut, and we descended.

“Crystal!” I stared at the floor count in panicked disbelief.

“Don’t even care,” she mewled, breathing hard, clinging to the railings. “You fucked my brains out.”

“Oh, crap.” Quickly, I hammered the button for the penthouse, hoping we could just go back up. We didn’t. Slowly, we kept descending. Doing the only thing I could — outside of triggering the fire alarm and climbing into the shaft — I grabbed Crystal and tugged her joggers back up to her waist.

“Hey!” she hissed, still spaced out on an ass-fucked, orgasmic high. I propped the floppy blond up in front of me — using her as a shield — just as the doors opened and we stared into the beady eyes of Mrs. Richards.

“What in the world?” the old bat gasped, clutching her tiny dog that looked more like a stuffed toy. It whimpered at the sight of us.

“Apologies,” I said, giving her my best grin. “I’m having a laundry emergency at the moment. Sorry for the inconvenience.”

Her eyes widened when she realized I was naked behind the blond slumped in my arms. “This is highly irregular—” she started to crone as the doors closed on her. My muscles relaxed with a sigh until I realized we were still going down.

“Will we all sleep in the same bed?” Crystal asked, turning and snuggling against me.

I wrapped my arms around her. “Sure.”

She sighed, sounding soft and contented. “I’d like that.”

The door chimed on the ground floor, opening to reveal Mike, the doorman. “Morning, Mike. If you don’t mind, could you take the next one?”

His eyes widened, taking in the scene. Crystals joggers were half down her ass where I’d hastily pulled them up. “Uh, sure. No problem.” He cocked his head as the doors closed. Finally, we headed back up. I just had to pray we wouldn’t encounter Mrs. Richards again. She would have something to say about this at the next meeting, as it was.

I clutched Crystal tightly, loving how she felt in my arms. I imagined what it was going to be like sleeping... living with my three wonderful women. Possibly starting a family together.

For the first time in a long time, I was eager to see what the future may bring.
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