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CHAPTER ONE


Opening the partition I had installed felt significant. It was like my life was filling out. It had absorbed three incredible women and now my world needed to expand to accommodate them.

In reality, I was just removing the division I’d created to stop the big, hollow apartment from swallowing me in the dark with cold, sad loneliness.

“Are you just gonna stand there, dude?” Crystal huffed, holding a cardboard box, peeking her pretty lashes over the top.

“I haven’t been down here in... well, since I moved in. It feels weird.” I turned to the surly blond, seeing she was trying to humor me.

“You know what else is weird? How freakin’ heavy this box is!” She wasn’t trying hard. I grinned, taking the box from her, expecting to struggle. “You take that, and I’ll get another,” she said with a grin. I think I’d just been played. That was okay. I needed to shoo my demons away.

I crossed the threshold, stepping into the corridor, breathing vanilla scented air. Getting a company to clean it in anticipation of the girls moving in was the right call. I can’t imagine how musky the air would have been — abandoned behind that door for the past year.

As I took one step in front of the other, I remembered why I sealed this section off and made my home in what was originally just the guest suite. It expanded out into five bedrooms, an expansive kitchen, and another area that I assumed was the living space. I didn’t know. It was far too much for one man. But three goddesses? They would fill it nicely. I’d have to remodel. Having a mini apartment among all this would just be weird now.

I peeked into the rooms until I found the one I was looking for. The one I remembered from the laps I did when it was new, and I was lost and numb. When it felt like standing in the middle of an empty football stadium... alone. It was a medium size room without an en suite or a walk-in wardrobe, unlike the gratuitous master bedroom. But what it had was light. A bright beam pierced through the space, cutting through floating dust. A tall, almost Gothic feature window drew the eye as soon as you entered, making it the brightest, naturally lit room, and perfect for Crystal’s studio.

“Oh, my God,” she gasped behind me, like she’d been summoned. “Is this for me?”

I straitened from setting down her box and grinned. She sounded genuinely happy for once. “Is it suitable?” I asked, but got another box shoved in my face.

“Dude!” she squealed, running to the window. “Look at that view!” She wiggled her bottom in her flared, figure hugging jeans, and my gaze locked to the sweet curve of her ass. Those jeans were tight in just the right way. She scanned everything from the sill to the sky. Then she turned, not knowing where to look first. “This light, it’s... it’s...” Her gaze settled on me as I placed her box down. Her face was bright, grinning wide, scrunching her cheeks like a kid on Christmas morning. Glossy blond clumps that’d escaped her loose ponytail hung in her face. She tilted her head, looking up at me from under her lashes, with a grin that told me Sam had informed them both that I liked that. Giving her hips some motion, she sauntered to me, sliding her arms around my neck and pulled me down to her level. Her lips were a fraction from mine when she whispered, “It’s perfect, Nathan.” My gaze hopped from her dark blue eyes, framed by dark, smoky makeup, to her lush pouty lips, unsure which I loved more.

Cherries bosomed across my lips as her pouty pillows pressed against me, sucking me into her like a siren. Her strappy white top was silky and loose, allowing my hand to slide up her back as another slid down to grope her ass. She whimpered as I pulled her close. Pulled her hard against the solid bar that grew in my jeans.

The kiss deepened. Our mouths opened wider with each gasp, spreading as our tongues slid against one another’s, licking, probing, dancing. Crystal whimpered, pulling harder against my neck, like she’d get more of me in her mouth if she pulled hard enough — like she wanted to devour me.

A flare of passion and need had me spinning her against the wall. She impacted with a dull thud, whimpering again, but kissing harder. Pushing her tongue to the back of my throat, licking the roof of my mouth.

I’d grabbed her hips when I moved her, and now they were free to roam. Instinctively, they found their favorite part, sliding inside her loose top and up over the lacy satin, cupping her fantastic breasts. They filled my hands so perfectly I would have thought she was made for me — created by a goddess to be her perfect manifestation on earth — ordained to my measurements. My thumbs found her hard nipples through the fabric and circled those little nubs, eliciting another, more needy whimper.

I pulled away and gasped, almost annoyed I needed to breathe. I took a quick breath and went back for more, pressing my steel cock against her, pinning her against the wall, devouring her lips in return. The hunted had become the hunter, and I’d caught my prey.

Crystal turned her head so she could breathe, and I moved to her neck, kissing and sucking her smooth flesh. She breathed harder, panting in little breaths. “Oh, fuck. I am never getting any work done, ever again,” she said, exhaling as I sucked on her neck, kneaded her breasts, pressed her hard against the wall of her new studio.

Then I stopped. Work. We had things to do. A car full of boxes and a moving van on the way. I could, so easily fuck her against the wall like an animal, primally taking my mate any way I desired. But we had things to do, and there would be time for that later. Many times I hoped. “Speaking of... how many boxes are left?”

She moaned in annoyance. “Can’t you just keep doing that?”

I kissed the red patch of flesh I’d sucked a little too enthusiastically. “I could, but you know where that would lead.”

She sighed. “You say that like it’s a bad thing. If you knew how wet I am right now, you’d change your mind,” she whispered, grinding her hips.

My attention returned to her lips. “Probably.” I kissed her pout. “But we have things to do.”

She moaned, kissing me back, trying to fuck my shaft with her denim covered core. She was right. I didn’t want to know how wet she was. I was exerting all the self-control I had to not throw her down and fuck her. Let the removal guys just put boxes around us as she screamed her pleasures to the world. “I guess it will have to do. I’m only allowing you to stop because we have the movers coming. Otherwise, I wouldn’t stand for you doing this to me,” she said with a grin.

I kissed her lips, letting her nibble mine. “Allow me, huh?” I smirked. “You are getting a spanking later,” I whispered.

She grinned. “Promises, promises.”

I sighed, taking a breath. Then reluctantly released her breasts and stepped back. She looked so fuckable, crumpled against the wall. More strands had escaped her ponytail, and she looked at me with such hunger. I should’ve been given an award for being able to step away.

“What’s that?” I asked, spying cloth draped over what looked like a frame leaning against the wall.

“What’s what?” she said, sounding dazed. “Wait, Nate!” she cried as I lifted the cloth. “No!” she huffed, covering the painting. It was too late. I’d already seen it.

I looked into her eyes, seeing something I’d never see before. Fear and uncertainty. “Crystal, what is this?”

“It’s...” she started, then stopped to bite her lip. “It’s the painting you asked for.”

“I asked for one of you.”

“Yeah,” she said, looking away. “I’m on there. Look, it seemed like a good idea, okay? If you hate it—”

“Hate it?” It was impossible. I pulled her hand gently away, and pulled the cloth clear, revealing the artwork. It was fantastic.

“I know it’s a little on the nose, but it was a flash of inspiration in the middle of the night. It’s how I saw you... see you, okay?” She said it in a huff, like she was annoyed, “all of us.”

I stared at the canvas. Not only was it masterfully painted, revealing the depths of Crystal’s talent, but it was sexy, erotic, and stroked my ego in a way I never imagined. “This is how you see me?”

“Uh-huh.”

She saw me as a king, standing on a dais in front of a splendid throne. The details were incredibly lifelike — almost like a photo. I stood in a grand pose, shirt torn, revealing a barreled chest I was sure I didn’t have, with two of them kneeling at my feet. All three of them were naked. Samantha stood behind me, revealing a breast, hand around my waist and inside my pants, presumingly fisting my gigantic cock. It must have been stretchy material, judging by the size of the bulge. Her other hand was splayed against my chest as she kissed or whispered something in my ear. Kimberly Kneeled to my left, hair almost embers, draping against my thigh, as she clutched my leg, looking up like a kitten needing attention. Then there was Crystal. She clutched my other thigh, facing away, looking over her shoulder. Her hair cascaded down her back like a blond waterfall, but the reason she was facing away was clear. To show off her well spanked, red bottom. “I love it.”

She bit her lip harder for a second. “You do?”

“Hell, yes. It’s incredible. Look at the details. It’s amazing... and I have to say, very flattering.”

She giggled. “Yeah...” she said, then shrugged. “It’s how I see you.”

I picked it up and held it. She’d framed it in a tacky, molded gold frame. It was perfect. “I’m gonna put this in the bedroom, right over the bed. Assuming no one objects.”

“Really?” She sounded doubtful again.

I carefully covered it with the cloth and placed it under my arm. “How is this even a question? I love it.”

“Well, it’s yours. I painted it for you. I do kinda look hot in it...”

I pinched her chin to stop her gazing at the floor. “Thank you, Crystal.”

“You’re welcome,” she gasped, sucking in a breath after I’d sucked the air from her lungs with a deep, breathless kiss.

“To work, then?”

“Sure,” she said with a titter. “Give me a minute, will ya? You’ve made me all hot and bothered.”

I kissed her pout into a grin and then left her to put my new masterwork in the bedroom. It was possibly tacky, but I’d never been in a painting before. Never been so heroic, or desired by sexy painted women. It was like the best porn ever.

I strolled into what was now the master bedroom. I’d moved my bed in there, and most of my stuff. It was barren before, but now a bunch of boxes spilled across the floor with clothes, leading into the massive walk-in wardrobe like a path of silk, satin, and wool.

“Ow! Fuck,” a cuss came from the wardrobe, followed by the sound of things falling over.

“Kimberly?” I asked, knowing the luscious redhead was around here somewhere.

“Nate?” she asked. “Um, can you help me for a minute?”

“Sure.” I stashed my painting safely in the closet where I’d dumped all my stuff, chuckling at how much it looked like an erotic eighties movie poster. “I’m coming.”


CHAPTER TWO


Kimberly was in the wardrobe, which looked like it had vomited its contents all over her. A pile of fluffy sweaters lay at her feet. Some slinky, silky looking dress draped over her shoulder, and she was precariously balanced on the little wooden stepladder that let you reach the top shelf. She had a couple of small boxes in one hand, and was trying to keep another on the shelf, but couldn’t quite reach to push it back. “What on earth?”

Kim giggled. “Yeah, this ladder isn’t tall enough.”

“Or,” I said, taking the boxes from her hand, “you aren’t tall enough?”

“Yeah, or that,” she said, straining on her toes to push the box up with both hands. It presented her ass at near eye height, making my mouth water. “Do you wear these tight yoga pants to torment me?” I teased, placing the boxes on a lower self.

She giggled, turning. “No?” She was about to say something else when she stopped, seeing how my gaze was drinking her in. “Oh!” she said, letting out another little laugh. “No, they’re comfy.” She shifted between a couple of poses that pushed her ass out like the ladder was a plinth and she was on display. “I guess they’re a little sexy. I hadn’t thought of them that way.”

“A little?” I stepped to the ladder and pushed up her fluffy pink sweater and kissed her bellybutton that sat just above the hem of the aforementioned pants. “They could drive a man mad.” My hands slid around the stretchy fabric and squeezed her glutes. “Deliciously mad.”

“Nate,” she whispered, placing her hands on my shoulders. “I like it when you do that.”

I buried my head under her sweater, kissing around her button, then poking my tongue deep inside. She tasted of coconut and Kimberly, the tastiest of flavors. “Then I will do it every chance I get.”

She made little panting noises, like I was licking far lower, scrunching my tee in her tiny fists. “Does this get you off, Kimberly?” I whispered, poking my tongue into the silky pit at her navel. She had a small blemish on the underside that matched one above like she’d had a piercing, but let it heal.

“I-I don’t know, I just really like it. No one’s kissed me there before.” Her fingers shifted to my head, scrunching in my hair as I continued to kiss and lick her.

I grinned. “You know, this isn’t getting this place sorted.”

She mewled, pushing me back against her navel. “Don’t care. Just a little longer?”

I chuckled, then gave in, licking her button like I was toying with her clit. It gave me an idea. I slid a hand between her thighs and rubbed her sex, pressing through the layers of fabric to find her bud. Her knees buckled when I did. “Oh, oh!” she whisper-cried.

“You may not come,” I whispered back, rubbing her core hard while licking out her navel. Her hips ground against my hand. Her fingers scrunched tighter in my hair, and her breathing became labored.

I was in my element. In the space of twenty minutes, I’d had two gorgeous young women on the edge of orgasm, panting and clawing at me for more... and I stopped. Said no. I was either a master at this stuff, or I was completely mad. With Kim wearing those tight pants, probably a little of both.

“Nate, Nate, please,” she begged. I almost caved. I knew a sated Kimberly wouldn’t get this place tidy. A needy Kimberly, however?

“No,” I said, holding the grin. “Not until you’ve finished moving in, and this place is tidy.” I removed my hands from between her thighs, leaving a salacious crevice where I’d pushed the fabric between the folds of her pussy. I gave her navel one last kiss and then pulled her sweater down.

I looked up, and she released my head. Her eyes had a glossy shine, mirroring her wanton neediness. “That’s mean, you know that?” she said, then leaned down to whisper, “and kinda hot.”

I pinched her chin and held my lips close to hers. “You’re a naughty, needy little minx,” I said before kissing her. She mewled the entire time. “Now, what were you trying to do?”

“Do?” she gasped, looking wonderfully dazed and equally aroused. “Do?”

“Do.” I pointed to the boxes. “Almost falling off the ladder?” I said, raising an eyebrow.

“Oh!” she giggled, placing her hands back on my shoulders. “I wanted to put these on the top shelf where no one would mess with them.”

I handed her a box I’d taken. I was curious. “Why, what’s in them?”

“Oh, you know. Stuff.” She spun and reached up. I could have offered to help, but then I would have deprived myself of the magnificent, curvy view. I bet myself that she was wearing a thong, or maybe Brazilian style panties, because only that or total nakedness would make her tight stretchy pants create such a contour between her butt cheeks.

I picked up the other box, and the lid slipped a little. “What kind of stuff?”

Kimberly reached high on her toes, pushing the box next to the first one. “Sex stuff,” she whispered so quietly, I wasn’t sure I’d heard her right. I didn’t have to wonder, because the lid slipped off completely as I passed the second box. I pulled back before she could snatch it. “Nate!” she whined, fumbling to snatch the lid.

I peered into the box. It wasn’t snooping, it was open. Then I frowned. It was the smallest of the three — half the size of a shoe box — but inside, resting in a nest of tissue paper, was a loop of shiny, high-quality leather. A golden K separated the loop with an eyelet underneath. It looked like a kinky necklace. I tilted it towards her, scrunching my face, silently asking the question.

Kim bit her lip. “Uh, that kind of stuff,” she said, hugging her sweater.

“It’s okay, Kimberly,” I said, seeing the concern in her pretty, freckled face. “I don’t care what kind of sex stuff you have.” My curiosity got the better of me. “But what is it?” It was presented too well to just be a sex thing. Too expensive looking, and well made.

“It’s a pet collar,” she said nonchalantly, pretending to be distracted by getting the boxes straight.

I furrowed my brow. I was confused. “What, like for a dog?” How is that a sex thing?

She spun back to me. “No. For me. It’s an ownership collar.”

I was being dense, apparently. Definitely a sex thing.

She obviously saw the confusion on my face. “I threw away the old stuff after... after what happened. Sam helped me through it, and when I was ready I bought this, for when...”

I put the box back on the lower shelf and pulled the adorable redhead closer. “When what?”

She snuggled against me, bending down to hug my neck, casting her scarlet locks over my shoulders. “When I trusted someone to claim me again.”

I stiffened, hurt she hadn’t mentioned it before. I thought her giving herself to me was the end, but apparently there was more. Something more official.

“Don’t be mad, Nate. I’ve been trying to work up the courage to ask you, but you’re kinda—”

“Clueless about this stuff?” I added when she froze.

“Yeah,” she sighed, looking away.

“Kimberly.” I looked up into her emerald eyes. “I can’t learn if you don’t include me. I want to be what you want, what you need. I can’t do that if you’re scared to tell me. Do you think I won’t understand?”

“No,” she blurted. “It’s just... people on the outside rarely get it.” She adorably bit her lip, waiting for my judgment.

I sighed, feeling sad for her, for Crystal too. They both had a history of being misunderstood or taken advantage of by the people who were supposed to care about them. I pushed a smile to my face — a warm one — and took a breath. “How does it work, this collar? You become my pet? Do I have to take you for walks?”

She giggled, sounding happier. A giggling Kimberly was the sound of music. “No, no walking. It’s a symbol of ownership. I wear it to show I’m claimed. That I belong to someone... and I’ve given that someone control over me. It has a lead loop and everything.” She sighed, looking longingly at the box. “It cost me a pretty penny.”

I grabbed her hips and pulled her off the stool. Having a conversation like that was ridiculous. I took her hands in mine, feeling like I was about to propose. “Kimberly, do you want me to give it to you? Do you want to be mine? To wear the collar as a symbol of my ownership?” I made sure to use the phrasing she’d used.

I must have said it right, because her eyes misted, and she sucked her lips between her teeth. “I would love that,” she whispered, then quickly added, “Only if you want to. I don’t want to force my shit on you if you aren’t into it—”

I stopped her babbling with a kiss. Her words faded into my lips as I pulled her tightly against me. “If you’re into it, then so am I. I love you, Kimberly. I’ll do whatever it takes to make you happy.”

Her luscious pink mouth dropped open. “Oh my God, Nate!” she squealed, jumping into my arms. “I was so scared you wouldn’t get it.” Her toned legs wrapped around my waist, as her lips mushed into my face. I tumbled against the wall, surprised. It meant more to her than I thought. “I love you...” She grinned, looking at me from under her damn lashes. “... Master.” Her tongue pushed into my mouth as her hands clawed my shoulders, attacking me like an adorable ginger kitten. Thankfully, her claws weren’t sharp.

“Kimberly, Kimberly,” I gasped under her assault. I grabbed her wrists and pinned them behind her back so I had some control over the overexcited redhead.

“Sorry,” she gasped. That submissive look flooded her gaze. “Sorry, I got a little carried away.” Her grin grew so wide she could hardly keep her eyes open. “You don’t know how happy this makes me.” She leaned in, looking deep into my eyes. “How proud I am to be yours.”

My cock throbbed like living steel at that. No one had ever been proud to be my anything before. “There’s no one I’d rather have as mine,” I said in return, meaning every word. “So, how do we do this?”

Kimberly put her tongue between her teeth, grinning like the cat that got the cream. “You’re my master now. It’s up to you.”

I thought for a second. Kimberly was far too eager to make her wait for something like this, and it seemed too intimate an affair to do over dinner. I also didn’t want to incur Crystals Wrath by making it about sex. We still had lots to do, and I needed Kimberly on task. I followed my instincts and met my cock half way. “Take off your sweater and get on your knees,” I commanded, slipping into the commanding voice as easily as I randomly slipped into my country twang.

Her grin warred with something inside her. Like there were two Kimberlys, presumingly her submissive side, and her assertive one? I wasn’t sure, but what I knew, as I watched her drag the fluffy sweater over her head, exposing her pink lace bra, was how good it felt to be in control. To have that power over such an incredible woman, but also know the pleasure I was giving her doing it. Her breasts bounced just enough to make the movement erotic as she dropped to her knees. She moved straight into a pose I’d seen in the material Sam sent me. It was some sort of submission pose. I paid little attention just skimming through the ten-page document. Really wish I’d taken it more seriously.

Kimberly looked forward, hands resting on her thighs. Back straight, looking down. Her scarlet locks draped over her shoulders, flowing partly over her chest. As serious as she looked, she couldn’t completely hide the grin tugging at her lips.

She wasn’t the only one smirking. I could barely keep my lips flat as I stood before her and unzipped my fly and pulled out my cock. I sighed with relief at the freedom, realizing living with Sam, Kim, and Kris was going to be torture on my shaft. But the upside was they were so insatiable I’d get a lot of relief to balance it out.

“Kimberly,” I said, “to be mine, you must prove your desire, your hunger, and your obedience. Suck your master’s cock to prove that you are worthy.” I held my dick in front of her face, rock hard and oozing, hoping I’d read the moment right.

Kimberly eyed my shaft for a second, before looking up at me from her submissive position on the floor. Her stoic expression gave way to the grin she was harboring. It exploded across her face, and I knew I was doing good. “Yes, Nate,” she said. “I mean, Master.” She took in a breath, looking down, regathered herself, then looked up again. “Yes, Master,” she said confidently, then leaned forward and kissed the crown of my cock. My shaft flexed, tapping the underside of her nose. “Thank you, Master,” she said with reverence as she scooted forward, then with her hands still on her thighs, slid her pretty lips over the length of my shaft.

I hissed as her warm, wet mouth coated my cock, slicking it all the way until the constriction in her throat squeezed the tip, and she fought the gag. “Fuck. Good girl,” I cooed, gathering her fiery hair into a tail. I told myself it was to keep it out of her face while she sucked my cock, sliding my length in and out of her willing mouth. But I knew it was to control her. To hold her as my hips thrust forward to meet her lips, to push deeper. It didn’t take long before the pulses of pleasure from that fleshy, slick tower pushed me into a frenzy. “Good girl, Kimberly. Take my cock like the good little pet you are.” Her fingers scrunched against the stretchy fabric wrapped around her thighs as I took control. “My pretty, perfect pet.”

Gagging, slurping noises echoed in the wardrobe, joining her sensual moans as I fucked her face. I pulled out for a second to let her breathe, but only for a second, before pushing back inside her warm, wet mouth. She was so willing, I could feel her trying to bob her head down the length as I fucked into her, pushing deeper each time, building to the climax.

“That’s it, baby,” I groaned, fucking her mouth. “So good. So, so good.” I was close. The wet sound of my cock sliding in and out of her sucking lips was all most too much, just like her, too sexy to last.

My eyes flashed at the suddenness. The tightness was building inside me. Then I was coming — almost without warning. Cum sprayed over her tongue before I pushed deep, clutching her hair, pulling her lips to my groin. White hot pleasure blanked my vision, as my shaft twitched its load inside her throat, holding her there, holding her breath, before pulling out.

Kimberly gasped, licking her lips, breathing hard. A trickle of cum escaped the corner of her mouth, and she quickly licked it up. “Fuck, that was...” I said, elation clouding my mind. Crystal could do magical things with her mouth, but something had to be said for a girl who could obediently suck while you’re fucking her throat. She grinned up at me, squeezing her thighs together. Her hands were fists in her lap, edging towards her apex. Unasked, she licked my cock clean.

I caught my breath, almost staggering to the side, releasing her hair to drape like liquid fire. I was surprisingly drained. “Did I please you, Master?” she asked.

I regained my composure, remembering what we were doing, why we were doing it. “You did, Kimberly. Very much so.” I put my cock away and picked up the box. “Now hold your hair to the side.”

I took out the collar while she gathered her locks and held them over a shoulder. “Like this?”

“That’s it,” I said, kneeling behind her. I held the collar in my hand, feeling the weigh, not just of the heavy metal K, and the loop underneath it. But the weight of the meaning behind it. I wondered if this would act as a substitute for marriage for Kimberly. Did it hold the same weight to her as the white dress did for other girls? I had a feeling it did, or came close. “With this collar, you become mine, Kimberly. Until you no longer wish it, you belong to me, and no other. You will obey. You with love, and you will be loved and protected in return.” I almost winced. While it wasn’t the worse speech, it could have been better. It was too late for that, so I just asked, “Do you accept?” and then held my breath, waiting for her answer.

“Yes,” she said instantly, without thought or reservation. “Yes, please.”

I chuckled, breathing out. I looped the collar around her neck, making sure the K was at the front, pulled out a few strands of wayward hair, and then fastened it at the rear. I made it snug, but not tight. She touched the K gently, almost like it might bite her.

As soon as it was fastened, she spun and leaped into my arms, almost knocking me off my knees. “Thank you, Nate,” she said, hugging me. “I know it will take some time. I know you’re new to all this.” Her breath was warm against my neck as she squeezed me like she was afraid to let go. “But I know now you’re there for me. I know you understand how important this is. And I know you’ll never treat me bad.”

I slid my hands up her back, feeling the lace of her bra. “Never,” I said, feeling my heart swell. “Whatever you need, Kimberly. Just ask, okay?”

She pulled back, nodding.

“Nathan?” Sam called from the hall.

I smirked at Kimberly, like we were two naughty teenagers making out in a closet. I Kissed her lips, then detangled myself. “Get dressed,” I whispered. “Then get back to work, slacker.”

She tittered, fumbling with her sweater. “Yes, Master,” she whispered.

My cock throbbed again, and I realized it was going to be a long day.


CHAPTER THREE


I hunted through the rooms, looking for Sam. More boxes had appeared in Crystal’s studio, but the blond was AWOL. I was at a loss until I heard a cuss in the bathroom. I stopped in the doorway, silently pushing the door open. Samantha stood with her back to me, toothbrush in hand, looking at the row of three brushes that now stood there. Her tight, short back skirt cut across her upper thighs, making her legs look long and slender, hugging her delicious rear like a couple of balls wrapped in silk. Her tee hung off one shoulder, exposing her red bra strap, and her silky, chocolaty locks were tied into a tail by a long silk ribbon. I could have stared at her all day.

“Oh, fuck, you scared me,” she said, noticing me in the mirror. She turned, still clutching the toothbrush.

“Sorry,” I grinned, leaning against the doorjamb. “Didn’t mean to scare you. I heard you call my name.”

Sam sighed, letting the initial tension drain from her limbs. Then she noticed the toothbrush gripped in her fist. She stared at it for a moment. “This was supposed to be my moment,” she said. “The significant act. Moving forward. But They’re already here. They beat me to it, and now it’s insignificant.”

I frowned as she stared at the toothbrush, confused.

She grinned, trying to cover up the hurt look on her pretty face. She’d put effort into her makeup this morning. Not that Sam didn’t always look stunning, but there was something special about what she’d done. I wasn’t sure if it was the shade of lipstick or her new eyeliner, but I liked it. “Sorry. I’m being dramatic.”

I moved into the bathroom and gripped her hips, looking into her uncertain eyes. “What’s wrong?”

She sighed, staring at the damn toothbrush. Moisture clouded her vision. “I thought I could get away with it.”

I slid around her and hugged her from behind to avoid being poked by the toothbrush. “Away with what?” I asked, breathing in her scent.

“Just committing to this with a silly toothbrush. Like sleeping over would be enough... enough of you. Of course it’s not. What was I thinking? They’re taking you away from me. I can’t allow that, Nate.”

How did these women keep me in such a state of confusion? It was a mystery. “What are you talking about, Samantha?” I asked, sliding my arms around her waist so I could hold her tight. “I’m confused.”

“The toothbrush!” she said, holding it up, like it explained everything.

I had to restrain myself from throwing the damn thing in the trash. “What about it? What’s so important about the brush? What’s wrong?”

She put the brush down on the counter, and gripped my arms, hugging herself. “We need to talk.”

Again. “Isn’t that what we’re doing?”

“I can’t have this not be real.”

I sighed. “This feels pretty real to me.”

She pulled herself from my grasp and looked over her shoulder. “Plan B.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose. “What is happening?” At least Crystal and Kimberly were easy to understand. I never imagined Sam would be the one to confound me so.

She’d left her shoulder bad by the door, and rummaged around in it, until she pulled out a set of papers. Documents paper clipped at the corner. Typed and printed, official looking. She held the papers in her hand and bit her lip.

“What’s that?”

She took a breath, no longer looking like the confident therapist I knew, but how Crystal looked when she needed me to spank her — how innocent and lost she looked trying to find the words. “Everybody left me, Nate,” she said, crossing her arms under her bosom. “My parents. My brother. My best friends. I only have Kim and Krissy left — the only loyal ones. I’ve had a string of boyfriends that went nowhere. They all left me for reasons too numerous and stupid to mention. The thought of you discarding me, too? I can’t bear that—”

“Sam, I’m not gonna—”

“Let me finish!” she hissed. “Sorry.” She looked up at me apologetically through her lashes. “But it would be easy. You have two replacements moving in. I’m superfluous. So here.” She held out the papers.

I took them, frowning, getting more lost by the second. It was a legal document of some kind. Pages and pages of gibberish that caused my brain to freeze as soon as I tried to read a single word. “What is this?” I asked, holding it up.

Sam sighed. “God, you’re cute. I know I said I didn’t want to replace Sarah. I lied. I know you’re in a stable place now, and I can finally talk about this. That’s a prenup. I don’t want you to feel like I’m after what she left you. I just want you.”

I glanced back and forth between the document and the worried expression of my ex-therapist-turned-girlfriend. Prenup. Replace Sarah? My brain felt like to was running through treacle. “What are you trying to say?”

“Nate, don’t you get it? I want to be your wife. I have for the past six months. I spent the first six in denial that I’d fallen in love with a patient. But I’m not fighting it anymore. But I want you fully. Committed.”

My eyes almost popped out of their sockets. “You do? Is that what this is about? Why you wouldn’t move in?”

She moved closer, eager for me to hold her, but kept her arms crossed. “I kept telling myself I’d do it when you were in a better place. But when you made so much progress and I had my chance, I was scared to put myself out there. I know what vulnerable’s like. I’ve heard so many stories, and I couldn’t face that.”

“Wait, how would Kim and Crystal fit into this?”

She scrunched her cheeks, shaking her head dismissively. “Nothing changes. I love our little group. I meant it when I said I wanted to share with them.”

“So is being my wife nonnegotiable?” I tossed the papers on the counter and pulled her into my arms. I suddenly understood. We all had issues, and this was Sam’s.

“It sounds bad when you say it like that. But I have to tell you what I want. That’s been the whole point of this therapy. Not just for Kris and Kimmy, but for me.” She tittered, the unease clear in her voice. “It just took me a little longer to get there.”

I nestled my face in her silky brown locks. “So marriage is what you need?”

“I’m sorry. I know it’s unreasonable. I know it’s—”

“Then marry me, Samantha,” I said, squeezing her tighter.

“—something I shouldn’t ask... wait, what?”

I chuckled, getting onto my knee in the bathroom in the most unromantic fashion. “Marry me, Samantha?”

She clasped her hands together in front of her, eyes wide. “Y-you’re serious?”

“Why wouldn’t I be? I didn’t think about it before, but now I have. I want nothing more than for you to be my wife. Kimberly to be my... well, pet, I guess. We really need a better name for that. And whatever Crystal is. I want you, Sam. I want you to be my wife.”

“Oh fuck,” she said, placing her hand on her forehead. “You’re not just saying that?”

What the fuck? I’m down on one knee. I give her an incredulous look.

She giggled, almost delirious. “Right. Right, of course you’re not. I mean, you want it. Not just saying you want it.”

“Oh, for fuck's sake, Sammy,” Crystal said from the doorway. We both turned to find the surly blond and my new pet crowding the doorway. “Just say yes and save us all five minutes.”

“We all know you’re going to say yes,” Kimberly added.

I smirked. “You guys are okay with this?”

“Fuck, yeah,” Crystal said in her usual I’m too cool tone. “I wanna be the sexy mistress, not the wife, please, as if. Who else are you gonna be inappropriate with in elevators?”

I laughed. “Kimberly?”

Kim toyed with the K on her collar. “I’m already claimed. This is better than a piece of paper or a title.”

I looked up at Sam, who was chewing her lip furiously. “Last chance, because this floor is really hard.”

She chuckled, glancing between me and the girls in the doorway. “Yes. Of course, yes. You know me I—”

“Just kiss him, then help us move our shit,” Crystal said, turning away and vanishing from the doorway.

My knee protested as I climbed to my feet and pulled Sam into my arms. Kimberly joined in the hug. “I’m so happy you finally get your happy ending, Sammy.”

Sam’s lips were like salty silk pillows as she kissed me. As warmth and light filled my chest, I realized, “I’m so grateful I can feel happiness again.”

Sam burst into a sob, nestling herself against my neck, pulling me tight.

Kimberly looked up from under her messy scarlet mop, fingering her collar. “I guess this therapy stuff really worked,” she said with a giggle.

I held them tightly, breathing their unique scents, feeling their warmth and their fantastic bosoms pressed against me. “I guess it really did.”

“What the fuck, dudes!” Crystal huffed. “Get your shit together. We still got a lot to do before any of us can come!”


CHAPTER FOUR


It was late afternoon by the time we’d unloaded the boxes and dealt with the stuff the moving company delivered. My apartment had gained a larger apartment behind the one I called home for the past year. It was like a secret door to my new life. Sam vanished for a while, fetching more than just an overnight bag, determined to prove to herself she was taking the step. Becoming my wife-to-be.

With a sigh, I dropped onto Crystal’s couch that now sat in the new living room, and breathed deep. Holy fuck, I thought. Bewildered at all that’d happened in the past few weeks. How that unconventional therapy session spiraled into this. I was feeling again, finally healed and happy. I was engaged to an incredible brunette, who was on the last step of her own journey. I had a ... I would not call her a pet, but Kimberly liked that title, and I was at a loss for what else to call her. She was a girlfriend, but there was more, a deeper connection, like mine and Sam’s engagement. Pet, whatever. Then there was my self-proclaimed mistress. An incredibly talented, surly, needy blond. I wasn’t sure how it would all work out, but I was sure we’d solve any problems that came our way. We had a therapist among us, after all.

Kim plopped next to me, clearly exhausted, snuggling against my side. “This is nice,” she said, sounding dreamy.

“Thank fuck for that,” Crystal said, joining us, plonking against my other side. “Never thought we’d get it all done. Can I come now?” she said with a cheeky smirk.

I opened my mouth to answer when Sam waltzed in, holding bags of steaming containers. “Nope,” she said. My eyes quickly drifted from the takeout to the figure-hugging sparkly gold dress that showed off every mouthwatering curve. “Dinner, first. Go change,” she said, placing the two bags full on the kitchen counter. “I contemplated going out to celebrate, but this is more intimate, right?” She tilted her hips in that sexy way she did, placing a hand on her outstretched hip like a fashion model. She looked at me expectantly.

“I think it’s a great idea,” I said, rising from the couch. “What do you want me to wear—”

“Nothing,” Crystal said.

“I second that,” Kimberly added.

Sam met me halfway, rolling her eyes. She cupped my face in her hands and kissed me. It was gentle. It was slow. It was awesome. She seemed calmer, in control again. “Something smart and sexy.” She looked over my shoulder at Kim and Kris. “All of you. We’re celebrating. Quick, before it gets cold.”

Kim jumped to her feet and rushed off.

“Can’t we just celebrate with sex?” Crystal huffed. “I’ve busted my ass all day. Now I wanna get fucked.” She may have puffed, but she dragged herself towards our bedroom.

“After,” Sam said, gazing into my eyes with a heated promise. “Now you, mister. Go get sexy, and Ill put this on plates.”

I grinned. “Yes, Ma’am.”

I felt as needy as Crystal as I dragged myself from her and headed to the bedroom. Kimberly and Kris were both giggling from the walk-in wardrobe when I remembered my clothes were still in my original bedroom.

As I passed by the kitchen, I stopped for a moment to marvel at Samantha. The woman who’d become my lifeline was bent over the counter, wiggling her perfect ass in my direction, oblivious to my watching, spooning takeout into fine china. God, she took my breath away. It wasn’t just an emotional attachment, but something inside — deeper — that made my chest thrum, and chemicals shift in my brain, sparking pleasure and arousal just watching her. For God’s sake, how did she make dishing out takeout sexy?

I forced myself to move on before I’d be unable to tear my gaze from that sparkly dress, and the way to stretched across her thighs.

I changed into the most comfortable suit. Dark charcoal with a matching satin shirt. I skipped the jacket, and left the top few buttons of my shirt undone, hoping it was sexy enough.

Sam had found my stash of fizzy drinks when I returned. I didn’t have any booze for fear of drinking myself into a death spiral of a stupor. Sam didn’t drink. She said she was high on life, and now, as I watched her sip from the dark, bubbly liquid from a wine glass, I understood.

Her eyes lit up when she saw me. “Oh, hello there,” she purred. I’d never felt sexier when she looked at me in that moment. She put her glass down on the dining table and stalked towards me. Out of all of my girls, Sam was the predator. Though she had her submissive moments, as far as I was concerned, she was my equal in this foursome. Good thing too, because Crystal and Kim were a handful. “Hello,” she purred, running her fingertips down the material of my shirt, looking deep into my eyes. “I said sexy, not smoking hot. Now I feel underdressed... or maybe overdressed?”

I chuckled. “No. You’re perfect.” So were her lips. The taste of takeout exploded across my tastebuds. Her tongue slicked against mine, and her fingers wandered to my ass. Her breasts slipped into my hands and we both moaned. It was like coming home. My hips pressed forward, digging my growing hard-on against her. I tried to fight the arousal to commit this moment to memory. The first kiss we shared celebrating our engagement — the official forming of our foursome. It was a futile effort. There were so many amazing moments, it was a drop in the ocean. But I could have stayed in that moment forever.

“We’re doing the fucking after we eat, right?” Crystal asked as she waltzed past. My lips drifted from Sam's as my gaze wandered. Crystal’s dress was shorter and tighter. The hem stretched just under her ass, barely covering her silk black panties that flashed as she sat. It was like the dress was a size too small. Her plump breasts fought the fabric to be free, and were almost winning. “While I am hungry, I’m hungry for something else a little more.”

Sam rolled her eyes, slipping from my grasp, and sashayed over to the table. “This is yours, you nymphomaniac.” She swapped another plate with the one before the surly blond. “This one doesn’t have onions.”

“Thank you, mom,” Crystal snarked, but smiled wide. “Can’t stand fucking onions. They’re like bits of gristle, and fuckers insist on putting it in everything.”

“This is your seat, babe.” Sam patted next to the biggest plate. She had me at the end. Fittingly, she sat at the other end, and I jumped forward to help push her chair forward.

“Sorry I’m slow,” Kimberly said, hustling in. “Couldn’t decide what to wear. I never get to wear this one out.”

My mouth dropped open. ‘With good fucking reason’ that little voice in my head shouted. Kimberly’s dress was a long, shiny black number with slits on either side reaching up to her navel. But that wasn’t what made my cock throb in my pants like a thundering heartbeat. The small section above the dress was corset-like, cinching her waist, but it was an underbust. Her porcelain breasts were exposed, wobbling as she trotted on platform heels and sat opposite Crystal. I froze, gawking at the rosy areolas surrounding her hard nipples.

“Kimmy, you know your tits are hanging out, right?” Sam asked, almost dropping the food sitting on her gleaming silver fork.

Kim gasped. “Oh, my gosh! They are?” She looked down in mock surprise. Crystal giggled and Kim joined her. Now I knew what had them in fits in the wardrobe.

“I like it,” Crystal said, chewing her food. “She’s got nice tits, right Nate?”

I coughed as I adjusted my cock. “Yes. Yes, she does.” I sat at the table and picked up a fork while I could still resist the urge to throw Kim on the table and eat her for dinner instead.

The saucy redhead pushed her breasts together, creating a valley I just wanted to push my cock between. “I’ll change if it’s too distracting... Master?”

Sam scoffed. “I know what you’re both doing.”

“Us?” Crystal protested, fluttering her lashes at me like the picture of innocence.

“You think if you can get Nate horny enough, you’ll get fucked quicker.”

I laughed. “The food is getting cold. My brat and my pet will get to come when I’m good and ready.” I turned to Kim. “If you want to wear that, go head... if you’re okay with me sucking your nipples raw.”

The salacious redhead whimpered, almost choking on her takeout. Crystal and Kim both woofed their food down while Sam and I ate slowly, purposefully, teasingly.

Crystal squirmed in her chair, absolutely wearing another plug in that delicious ass of hers. Kim wasn’t much better. Her sizable breasts kept getting in the way, making her moan quietly as one of her hands slid under the table.

“Hands on the table Kim,” I commanded. She obeyed, eyes glossing over. Her fingers glistened as they trembled. My cock felt like an over-inflated balloon. I tried to finish the meal. Each mouthful slowly turned to sawdust as I stared at the two horny vixens make fuck-me eyes down the table.

Sam saved me. “Okay, okay. I can’t take it anymore. You’re gonna leave a puddle on the floor,” she said, picking up her plate and then went around the table collecting.

“Thank fuck for that,” Crystal cheered.

Kim fist-bumped, “yes!” then moaned as her tits wobbled.


CHAPTER FIVE


“I actually didn’t think you’d be able to do it,” Sam tittered from behind the counter. “Of course, the sex is the celebration. I just wanted to see if you could wait. I’m actually proud of you three,” she said, like she’d just conducted an experiment.

“What? Bitch!” Crystal huffed.

I laughed. I was starving, so I was grateful to her for making us eat, but, “now it is time for dessert?”

A shiver made Kim mewl, and she scrunched her fists on the table.

I pushed my chair out, feeling guilty for not helping Sam, but she’d given me a look when I’d tried. “Just how wet are you right now, Kim?” I stood behind the redhead and placed my hands on her bare shoulders.

“Very,” she whispered.

“Wet enough to be dessert?”

“Oh, fuck,” Crystal moaned.

“Yeah?” Kim said, squeezing her thighs together. “I’d like that. I mean, yes I am.”

I leaned in and cupped her exposed breasts, thumbing her spongy nipples. I pressed my lips against the scarlet locks cover her ear. “Good girl.”

“I just want to say what a good job we’ve done corrupting you,” Crystal tittered. “You were so shocked during that first session.”

I laughed, releasing Kim’s mounds, and strolled behind Crystal. “Is that right?” Slowly, I gathered her long silky blond strands into a tail and coiled it around my fist. “Are you proud of yourself, then?” I asked, playing along. I tugged her head back, twisting, so she had to look at me over her shoulder.

“Very.” She smirked.

Holding her hair, I pulled out her chair and bent her over the table. As soon as I’d done it, I realized she’d just played me, tricked me into giving her what she wanted. I rolled with it. “Interesting,” I said as I caressed her bottom. Seamlessly, we’d slipped into roleplay. Crystal shuddered as my fingers slid over the stretchy black fabric.

Smack! I spanked her right cheek as hard as I could with my bare hand. The surly blond yelped as my hand slapped against her other cheek.

“Fuck,” she groaned, squirming in my grip.

I spanked her, alternating between cheeks, building up to a rhythm. My palm burned. “Still proud?”

Crystal tried to giggle. Tried to pretend it wasn’t making her aroused, pushing her into that place where she would fly, where her climax would be explosive. The giggle was strained, like she’d forced the sound out. It became a moan as I rubbed her cheeks. I leaned down and put my lips to her ear. “Don’t move.”

“I take it back,” the blond purred, as I moved back to Kim. “We’ve created a monster.”

Slap. Crystal cried out at the unexpected spank, and I stared in disbelief as Sam stood behind the blond with a wooden spoon she’d taken from the kitchen. “Enough, brat,” Sam said, barely able to contain the giggle. Her eyes were bright. She’d tied her long chocolaty locks into a ponytail that sat high on her head.

I smiled at my future wife, grateful for the assist. “Samantha, honey, can you keep that spoiled brat quiet for a sec?” I asked, leaning down to Kimberly.

“Sure, baby.” Sam clutched the spoon, tapping Crystals behind in a silent threat. The blond scrunched her hands on the table, whimpering with need.

“Sorry about that,” I whispered to Kimberly.

“S’okay,” she gasped as I pulled her out of the chair. I kicked the seat aside and escorted the redhead to my end of the table. “Was kinda hot.”

I pushed my hand under the slits in her dress, and my fingers touched wet skin. The saucy minx wasn’t wearing any panties and was absolutely dripping. “Kinda?” I laughed, turning her to face me.

“Okay, a lot. But I was hot from before.” She looked down. “Didn’t realize how it would make me feel wearing this.” She played with the K on her collar.

My cock urged me to get a move on, and I lifted her onto the table. Her long, creamy legs poked through the slits as the fabric dangled between her thighs. “How that?”

“Sexy,” she whispered as I pushed her down onto the table. Her arms automatically reached above her head, pushing her breasts up.

She was a vision, and that dress was scandalous. But I had a promise to keep. I leaned over her, pressing my body down. She stared up at me, with her big green eyes that sparkled like stained glass. “Why don’t you wear your glasses any more?” I tilted my pet’s head to the side and started kissing her neck.

“Oh... I like that, Nate,” she gasped. “Because they kept getting in the way, and I want nothing getting in the way when I’m with you.”

I kissed up her cheek and hovered over her lips with a grin. “Good answer.” I kissed Kimberly briefly before moving down. The luscious redhead panted as I kissed down her breastbone, then detoured to her right breast, exposed in the saucy dress. Her nipples were rigid towers, resistant to my tongue as I licked and toyed with her. Her thighs parted wider, and her breaths became labored. I licked and sucked, switching sides, enjoying the little noises that escaped her. She wiggled and moaned as I slid my hand under the dress and cupped her soaked pussy.

“Fuck!” Crystal moaned. “This is torture.”

“Hush, silly.” Sam chastised the blond with a smack from her spoon. “That’s the point. You have to wait.”

Waiting wasn’t Crystal or Kimberly’s strong suit, not when they were aroused. I couldn’t indulge myself as much as I wanted, so I moved on from Kimberly’s delicious mounds, skimmed over the shiny black material until I was bent over at her thighs. Lifting the fabric of her dress was like pulling a curtain, revealing the glistening pink prize inside. “You have a pretty pussy, Kimberly,” I purred, leaning in between her porcelain thighs. She still had the adorable orange tuft on her mons, though she’d trimmed it into a small rectangular strip. “A soaked pussy.”

Kim mewled, like she was ashamed, even though she’d openly flaunted her wetness. Her salty tang sizzled on my tongue as I licked through her folds, enveloped by the musky scent of need. I dipped into her dripping entrance, then slicked up to the swollen nub at her apex.

“Oh, yes...” she breathed as I licked around the bud, causing her hips to buck.

“Please Nate,” Crystal begged, bent over the long, rectangular dining table.

I grinned. “And what do you want, Crystal?”

“I want you to fuck me. Like God, I need you to fuck me. Like holy shit, I need it.”

Sam laughed, patting the blond’s ass with her spoon. “Maybe we can all play?”

I gazed at my beautiful wife-to-be over Kimberly’s ginger mound. “What do you have in mind?”

Sam grinned with mischief in her eyes. “Well,” she said, then leaned down and whispered in Crystal’s ear. In a shot, the blond pulled back from the table and slipped underneath. Sam moved down to Kimberly and leaned over the redhead. “Do you want to please your mistress, Kimmy?”

Hands reached for my pant’s zipper, drawing my attention. Crystal was on her knees under the table, fumbling with my fastening. She was ragged, quickly tugging my pants down and grabbing my rock-hard shaft. “Ah, fuck!” Crystal sucked my cock deep into her mouth, sending a pulse of pleasure down the length. I’d been hard for so long, I almost came.

“Yes, Mistress,” Kim purred. I watched Sam hike her dress up, then wobble on the chair in her heels as she climbed onto the table as I marveled at just how submissive Kimberly was. How eager to please. No wonder she got taken advantage of.

Crystal slurped off my cock, then went to town, bobbing up and down my length like a thirsty woman, sucking hard and deep. I struggled to focus on Kimberly’s juicy pussy as Sam pulled her panties aside and lowered herself to Kim’s mouth — sighing with pleasure as the redhead kissed her clit. The last thing I saw before casting my eyes down to the dripping porcelain pussy was Kim’s tongue licking up through Sam’s folds.

I tried to regain my focus. I had a part to play, a pet to pleasure, and Crystal was not making that easy. Clutching Kimberly’s thighs open wide as I licked and tongued her hot entrance, dipping inside before moving up to her clit. I toyed, then sucked, then licked. Switching to keep Kim on her toes. The redhead moaned into Sam’s flesh, flexing her hips against my mouth. I was about to wonder if this was my life now, when Crystal sucked off my length with a pop. She looked up at me, kneeling on the floor, smirked, then turned around and pulled her dress over her butt. A jewel glistened in the light as she peeled down her black lace and silk panties, shuffling to get them under her knees, then kicked them off.

She was a naughty little beauty, my surly blond. Mischievous and sexy. Brought down to think the basic things she wanted — and they weren’t even that extreme — were disgusting. But now she was free. Free to back herself up like a reversing sport’s car, lifting herself on her hands and feet, arching like a gymnast until her pussy lined up with my spit coated cock.

Kimberly whimpered in protest at my abandoning of her, forcing my attention to return to the submissive redhead. I quickly groaned into her flesh as Crystal shuffled, pushing herself over my shaft, sinking herself to the hilt.

She mewled, sighing like she’d finally got what she wanted. Her pussy clamped around my length, fluttering as she panted, sending a surge of pleasure through my shaft. I wasn’t sure if she was coming already, but I didn’t have the mental space to track it all. I watched Sam over Kim’s mons as I licked and sucked the subbie’s clit, forcing her to endure the attention as she licked the pussy in front of her.

“Oh, good girl, Kimmy,” Sam cooed, looming high above me on the table, kneeling over Kim. “Just like that. Just like that.” Sam ground her hips, face-fucking the eager redhead.

It was all sexual perfection. Finally, I could fuck while licking one of my girls out. As I gritted my teeth, trying to hold on and not explode in the blond’s snatch, I wondered if I could ever go back to simple sex. The romantic, slow bump and grind all those songs were written about. While we’d basically gone through Sexual Healing, now I knew what it was like to pleasure and be pleasured by three women I loved and loved me in return. How could anyone ever go back?

Not that I needed to worry about that. I was engaged to one. Had become the world to another, and... let’s face it. Crystal might act aloof, but she was just as committed as the rest of us. She was certainly hungry for my cock.

Then, as she built to a rhythm, contorting herself, slap, slap, slapping her ass against my bent over pelvis, I remembered the painting. How she viewed me like a king in some weird, abstract way. I didn’t understand— “Fuck!” I grunted against Kim’s clit. I was on the verge of release — holding on by a thread. I doubled down, focusing on the pussy whose taste coated my lips, and licked and sucked with renewed vigor. It matched the desperation of Crystal’s slapping ass as she fucked me in what looked like an exhausting position. I doubted she could maintain her A-frame-fucking-pose for much longer.

Not that it mattered. I was on the edge, thundering down the tracks, and the bridge was out.

Sam cried out, distracting me until I realized she was coming. The table shook with her release. I grunted, sucking Kim’s clit, clenching my fingers into her pale thighs.

Hold on, Nate. Hold on.

The redhead’s hips bolted from the table, gushing against my mouth as she gasped in a full lungful. Her muscles clenched, her legs clamped around my head, shaking.

Now I was tipping over the edge, pushed to the limit of my newfound restraint. I was trying to outlast them, trying—

Crystal slammed her ass against me, pushing from me from Kim’s thighs. I clutched the blond’s hips, letting myself fall, and she impaled herself deeper — mid orgasm — facing away, landing on top of me. Her strained cry echoed around the room.

I came. My hips lifted her off the floor, pushing so deep inside her I bottomed out as I flushed her channel with an eruption of cum.

“Oh, shiiiiiit,” she moaned, arching her back, going rigid.

“Fuck,” I groaned back, my world fading to just the blond and her convulsing pussy, milking my shaft.

I drifted on that moment for an eternity. Just me, Crystal, and the pleasure flowing through me.

Then I flopped against the hard kitchen floor, crashing back down to earth. The spent, sweating blond collapsed on top of me, inhaling a deep breath. “Christ, that was... Fuck Nate, I think I squirted.”

“I did,” Kimberly said, sounding a million miles away. She slipped off the table and slumped against me on the floor in a mass of scarlet locks, shiny black dress, and well-sucked tits.

“Almost,” Sam added, dropping to her knees, then flopping on my other side.

“I think I blacked out.” I sounded just as dazed.

Crystal sprawled over me, mixing her silky bond strands with Kim’s fire. Her pussy fluttered as she shifted, causing her to moan.

“Fuck, this floor is hard,” I said after a moment of silence, filled with gasping breaths, feeling the cold tile under my ass. Then laughed — the absurdity of what we’d just done sinking in.

“Yeah,” Sam tittered. “Can we put a carpet in here?”

“Or a padded table,” Kim said dreamily, snuggling against my side.

I laughed, imagining how bizarre the kitchen would look with a shag carpet and a sex table. “How about next time we use the damn bed?”

My cock slipped from Crystal’s pussy as she rolled over and snuggled against my chest. “It’s okay. We don’t need the bed,” she said, nuzzling in. “You’re just as comfy.”

I rolled my eyes, grinning as I wrapped my arms around my girls, and hugged them tight. I guess I had a few minutes before my ass went numb.
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