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CHAPTER ONE


“Can we take turns sleeping next to him?” Crystal huffed in the darkness. A luscious redhead draped her silky locks over my shoulder, clinging to my waist — hand precariously close to my hardening shaft. A sensual brunette did the same on the other side, clinging to my chest, nuzzling her face against my neck. “As much as I love you, Sam, I love Nate more.”

I felt Sam grin in the dark, her fingers clasping me tighter. “We’ll see,” she purred against my ear, sounding sleepy. “Not really,” she whispered to me. Her floaty words were teases in the dark. “I’m never giving you up.”

The blond shifted, disturbing the tranquility. “I heard that. Kimmy?”

Kimberly clutched me tighter. “Sorry Krissy, I need him. You know that.” She sounded sad she couldn’t give Crystal what she wanted, while snuggling closer, resting her head on my chest.

Crystal huffed. Shifted. “It’s not fair. Why do you only have two sides to snuggle against? I wanna snuggle.”

I sighed, secretly grinning. “Crystal, go back to sleep. We’ll work something out.” I did not know what. She was right. Realistically, I did only have two sides to snuggle against and three needy women wanting to snuggle. She moved again, shifting her weight. She figured it out, taking matters into her own hands. Sam hissed as the bratty blond clambered over — sliding under the covers — until she sat on my thighs, straddled my lap, and sprawled on top of me. A throaty chuckle escaped my parched lips as she pressed her weight on my hardening groin.

“Fuck's sake, Kris,” Sam huffed, pulling her arm free. Kim did the same, but silently, snuggling in harder.

“It’s not my fault. I love him just as much. It’s only fair,” the naughty blond bitched, sliding higher until her warm breath tickled my chin, and her hard nipples stabbed my chest. The cure for my dry lips manifested. Soft silky pillows and a warm, moist tongue pressed against my mouth, off target at first, but quickly zeroing, becoming a hungry kiss.

“Such a brat,” Sam whispered, moving next to me, trying to get comfortable. I lifted my arms and coiled them around the women on either side, pulling them in, not wanting them to feel like Crystal could push them out. We were together, lack of snuggling sides and all.

I had to give it to the bratty blond. She was ferocious in fighting for her place. She really loved me just as much. With Sam, it was obvious. Our relationship had grown over a year of therapy sessions and late night calls. I didn’t see it until she spelled it out. Kimberly was earnest, vulnerable, and practically gave herself to me once we got past her issues. Her trust was born from love. Crystal? Her love was more passive-aggressive. Often a complete bitch, but sweet to others was a confusing mix at first. I thought she was just in it for the therapy, but I quickly realized the more she snarked and prodded me, the more her feelings showed. Now I see her — her true-self — when she has that glint in her eyes. The hidden smirk when she’s being surly... or when she’s kissing me in the dark, straddling me, grinding her dripping pussy against my dribbling cock.

I was engaged to Sam, but I wanted to marry all of them. I didn’t know if that was possible, but somehow, somewhere, someday, I would make it happen.

One thing at a time, I reminded myself. This was still new. We were still finding our way, and that could wait.

Silently Crystal’s fingers walked down my chest, down past my waist, and down between my thighs. She kissed me slower as her digits wrapped around my shaft. Her hand was warmer than I expected, and with my arms pinned beneath Sam and Kim, I was helpless to stop her. I grinned. I had no intention of stopping her.

She scooted forward more, draping her blond waterfall over my face until she dangled something else against my mouth. Something more delicious. A perky, fat, pebbled nipple dipped and poked my lips. On instinct, I sucked her in, taking her hardened bud between my teeth. She gasped as I swirled my tongue around until she pulled away. Her other nipple graced my lips and got the same treatment. She hissed in need when I sucked harder, stretching the bud into my mouth.

Silently, Crystal scooted down and raised her hips as she lifted my shaft, angled it up, and, “Fuck,” I hissed, silenced by her kiss. My crown pressed against her outer lips — soaked, scorching — then slipped inside her entrance. She kept herself pressed against me, kissing softly as her core sank down, sliding my shaft inside her tight pussy. Pleasure exploded down my length at her silky tightness.

“You’re gonna make me horny,” Kimberly whispered, sounding half asleep.

“You’re not the only one,” I hiss-whispered back. Opening my eyes in the dark. There was only a faint outline of messy silk strands in the glow of the bedside chargers — two smart watches in docks and four phones guzzling power.

My hips lifted as she sat on my thighs, seating herself fully. “I already was,” the blond whispered into my mouth, grinding her hips. I could hear the smile in her voice, the sound of contentment to have me inside her once again.

“Just be quick. I need my sleep,” Sam huffed, trying to press against me, grabbing wherever Crystal wasn’t.

The greedy blond pulled away, leaving my mouth puffy and damp. Leaning back, she splayed her fingers on my chest. “Okay, Mom.”

I held onto my girls tighter as Crystal moaned, scrunching her fingers, lifting her hips. Her tight, wet pussy slicked to my shaft’s tip, before sliding back down the base. Breathing in small gasps, she repeated this torturous movement for a minute, slowly lifting and sinking, pushing me to the edge far too quickly. It was a treat for the senses. The scent of them mixing with the sweet smell of sex and desire. The sound of her heavy breathing, the gasps and mewls. Then there was the sensation. The hot wetness coating my shaft, then the silky tightness constricting around my length. The rhythm of her movements, like she was getting up and down repeatedly from a seat, flexing her belly.

The cool air flooded my skin now she’d pulled the comforter back, exposing us to the room. Both Sam and Kimberly pushed themselves tighter, using my body like a heated blanket.

“I love this,” Crystal moaned quietly in the dark, her voice wobbling from her exertion as she openly bounced on my lap.

Kimberly shifted, moving her hips.

“That’s my thigh, Kimmy,” Crystal said, sounding far too busy fucking me to care.

“Don’t care,” Kimberly whispered. She rubbed her pussy against Crystal’s leg, matching the blond's grinding rhythm.

Sam moaned beside me, nestling her brown curls against my neck. “Don’t make me,” she whispered, fighting herself. Crystal picked up the pace, moaning with need. I grit my teeth, holding against her supreme sex fluttering around my length. Then Sam moved. Cussing to herself as she copied Kimberly, and started humping Crystal’s thigh.

“You’re making my legs wet,” the blond huffed, shifting her weight, leaning back. I wished my hands were free to grab her tits. I could almost see them in the dim glow.

“Sorry,” Kim panted, clinging tightly to me as her hips flexed back and forth, fucking Crystal’s leg.

“Should have thought of that before,” Sam said, sounding annoyed and desperate.

“Fuck, gonna come if you keep this up,” I groaned, clenching my fists in my girl’s locks.

Crystal moaned, then leaned closer. Her fucking slowed, and I felt her breath again on my lips. “So come, baby,” she cooed, kissed me, then leaned back. Her pussy clenched around me as she bounced and ground faster.

“Fuck, shit,” I grunted, desperate to hold on, to not come on her command.

Kim and Sam ground against Crystal. The blond bobbed on my lap, fucking me, purposefully squeezing my cock with her pussy as she slicked up and down my length.

I was so close, right there on the edge, breathing hard just laying there. I imagined veins bulging at my temples as I fought not to come.

But it was a lost cause. With three incredible naked vixens — one a feisty blond riding me as hard as she could — there was no way I could last. The deck was stacked against me, and with a defeated growl, I came.

“Oh, I can feel it, baby,” Crystal cooed, slicking up and down my twitching cock as I unleashed inside her. “Feels so good, so good, so...” Her words trailed off into a guttural moan as she sucked in a breath. Her pussy walls tightened, and she slammed down, pushing my shooting shaft deeper.

Another shockwave thundered through me — like electricity — forcing another eruption, or more of the same, I didn’t know. It was amazing. Bliss flooded my thoughts, pulling me from the pulsing pussy of the bratty blond milking my shaft until I was floating.

Kim shuddered, digging her nails into my arm. Crystal moaned — her voice a staccato wail — shaking on my lap.

“Fuck, yeah,” Sam whimpered into the ear of the body I floated above. I could see my three beauties coming. They looked like angels, all shocks and smiles — slaves to pleasure. I could see Crystal filling with my load. Splashing her inner barrier, getting sucked deeper into her fertile womb.

I groaned, the orgasm sending my imagination into a frenzy, overloading with pleasure. Then I crashed down to earth, slammed back into my body as Crystal flopped against my chest. Fluid oozed out of our joining and we all collectively sighed.

Sam blew out a shaky breath. Kimberly giggled quietly, and Crystal hummed, scrunching her fingers on my chest. I was covered in silky locks and sweaty flesh. I held them all tight, grinning contentedly. I fell asleep again within minutes.

When I woke a few hours later, the blond was gone and the space where Sam should have been was empty. I squinted against the bright morning light, trying to see the time on the bedside clock. It was a blurry ten, and something I couldn’t make out. Kimberly stirred. Her head moved onto my chest, covering me in her fire. “Good morning, Nate,” she whispered, sounding more awake than I felt. Her hand instantly reached for my shaft.

I tilted my head and kissed her head. “Good morning, Kimmy. What time is it?”

Her tiny fingers rubbed up and down my length, bringing my shaft to life. “A little after ten.” I groaned. I’d never slept past eight. Shielding my eyes with a palm, I moved to sit, but Kimberly stopped me. “Do you have to?” she whispered. “I’ve got it bad this morning.”

My stomach growled, and I couldn’t believe it, but I wanted breakfast more than sex. I rolled onto my side and looked deep in her speckled, green eyes. “You came earlier. We all did.”

She rolled away, fumbling for something on the nightstand. “Yeah, that was then.” She rolled back, clutching her glasses, and slipped them on her nose. “I wanna see you, not the Nathan shape blur,” she giggled, then groaned. “That’s worse.” Her hand shot back to my cock and pumped. “Now I need you.”

I laughed. “Kimberly,” I said, looking at her big, beautiful emerald orbs. “We need to teach you some restraint.”

She pouted, mimicking Crystal. “But...”

I was hungry, sticky, and my throat felt like sandpaper. I kissed her nose and smiled. “First, my little pet. Breakfast. Then a run to burn off some of this excess energy you seem to have. Then,” I kissed her nose again to punctuate, “and only then, if you still need it—”

“You’ll let me come?” She sounded breathless, like the thought of waiting made it hotter for her. Then I remembered who I was talking to. Kimberly got off being told what to do by someone she loved.

I leaned in and kissed the grin off her face. “If you’re a good girl.”

She moaned, closing her eyes, grinning again. “I love you, Nate.”

I grabbed her pert, naked ass and pulled her tight against me, devouring her lips. I kissed her until we almost suffocated, then gasped. “I love you, Kimberly.”

She pulled off her glasses and kissed me again, latching on for dear life.

We’d get up, eventually.


CHAPTER TWO


Eventually was about ten minutes later. I dragged myself from Kimberly’s fantastic body, her perky tits, and her tight ass, and stumbled into the shower. I wanted to invite Kimberly, but I knew where that would lead. I wanted some boundaries. It couldn’t be about sex all the time. As fantastic as that was with any of them, all of them. It was the cherry on top, not the cake.

Clean, dressed and semi-awake, I stumbled into the kitchen like a coffee seeking zombie.

“Nate, you’re up!” Sam appeared out of nowhere, sliding her arms around my neck and going in for the kill. Plush, glossy lips pressed me against the wall. Voluptuous breasts hidden inside a silky, strappy white top pinned me as my hands instinctively reached around the silky, black, fluttery skirt and found Sam’s fantastic ass. She removed her lips and stared into my eyes, looking so excited to see me. “I let you sleep. Hope that was okay? Breakfast?”

I inhaled her, closing my eyes. Absorbed how she felt in my arms, how perfectly she fit, and sighed. “Yes, and that would be fantastic. Samantha, you’re a wonder.”

She gave me another quick peck. “Anything for you, baby.” Then slid from my grip. My eyes instantly went to her ass as the silky fabric bounced and swayed as she danced behind the kitchen counter. It was a kind of witchcraft. “The store called. Rings are available for collection... and he said the other items came in as well. What other items? Coffee?”

I made a move to the coffeemaker when Sam steered me back to the dining table and made me sit. “Just a thing for Kris and Kim. I didn’t want them to feel left out, you know?”

“That was very thoughtful,” she said, bouncing between the coffeemaker and the stove.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to... I can make my coffee—”

Sam stopped and turned, giving me a stern look. “Nathan, don’t take this away from me. Let me look after you. Please?”

I raised my hands in surrender. “Yes, ma’am.” I would not argue with her. Sam had a motherly quality. I chuckled to myself. We were the parental figures in the crazy foursome.

Sam held out a cup of creamy caffeine perfection. “Here you go baby—”

“Oh, thank God,” Kimberly said, intercepting the cup. She moaned, then hissed as she guzzled a large gulp. “Ah, that’s hot!”

“That will teach you,” Sam chided her, hands on her hips, looking like a disproving mother. My eyes slipped to Sam’s navel, exposed by the short top, wondering. Sam would make such a great mom, and with all my free time, I’d be lucky enough to enjoy every moment with her. With them all.

“Could have warned me,” Kimberly huffed, wiping her lips, then blowing on the delicious-looking liquid. Her scarlet locks hung messily over her baggy hoodie.

“You didn’t give me time. That was for Nate.”

“Oh,” Kim giggled. “Sorry,” she said, looking the opposite of sorry as she sipped her hot coffee, pulled a face, then added three heaped spoonfuls of sugar.

Sam hugged me from behind, giving Kim the side-eye. “I’ll make you another one. Oh, shoot!” She quickly kissed me on the cheek, then hurried over to the stove where she was burning pancakes.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to—” A glance over her shoulder had me abandoning the idea of helping her with breakfast. I eyed Kim’s coffee with envy. “Where’s Crystal?” I expected to find her still draped over me when I woke up.

“She’s sorting out her studio.” Sam placed a stack of fluffy, golden, almost burn-free pancakes in front of me and my coffee envy vanished. They were like my mom used to make. I remember telling her about it during one of our sessions. She remembered.

I caught Sam’s hand as she poured a swirl of syrup on top and pulled her down into a kiss. “Thank you. I can’t believe you remembered.”

Sam grinned, slipping from my grip, and returned to the coffeemaker. “I’ve been dying to do this for months,” she said.

“What, make me breakfast?”

She returned with a steaming cup of creamy coffee that she placed triumphantly next to the plate. “Not just breakfast. This. Us. All of us. Together.”

“I thought she was crazy.” Kim gave Sam the biggest puppy-dog-eyes I’d ever seen until the gorgeous brunette gave in and started making more pancakes.

I scooped a section of fluffy, syrupy cake and moaned as the flavor hit my tongue. They were delicious. “Fuck, Sam. You missed your calling. These are incredible.” I moaned like Crystal was giving me head with each bite.

Sam crossed her arms, plumping her breasts. “Oh, no. My Father was a chef in an upstate restaurant before he left with his sous-chef. He may have rubbed off on me a little, but I am hopeless in the kitchen. Shoot!” She spun and rescued Kimberly’s pancakes. She swatted away a column of smoke, grinning as she presented a plate before Kimberly.

“Thank you, Sammy. You know I can’t cook toast.” The saucy redhead tucked into her plate as I sipped my coffee, sighing at how perfect it all was. Domestic bliss.

Sam joined us with her laptop. “You’re welcome, our little fuck toy,” she sniggered, making Kim almost choke on her food. I gulped my coffee to hide the smirk. “Don’t think you’ve gotten away with stealing that coffee. Nate’s gonna spank you later for that.”

I raised an eyebrow. “I am?”

“Yes, you are. Kimmy needs discipline, just like Kris. We can use the paddle I bought.”

Kim’s eyes almost popped out of their sockets. “Paddle?”

“Uh-huh,” Sam said, pretending to be engrossed in her laptop.

“What kind of paddle?” Sam had Kimberly’s full attention.

Sam smirked. “One to punish bad girls on their bottoms, so they can’t sit without knowing how bad they’ve been.”

“Oh, fuck.”

I chuckled, finishing my plate, savoring the taste. “Is the paddle for all of you if you’re naughty?” I asked, twisting the teasing towards my future wife.

Sam’s mouth dropped open, but the look in her eyes told me the thought intrigued her.

“It’s only fair,” Kim added with a throaty giggle.

I closed my eyes, enjoying the creamy, frothy dose of caffeine, imagining Sam’s fantastic ass bent over for punishment. I grinned. “Well, I guess that’s fair.”

Kimberly tittered to herself, fingering her collar as she finished her breakfast that bordered on brunch. “I can’t wait to see Crystal’s face. Does she know?”

The corner of Sam’s plush lips curved as she looked up from behind her screen. “It’s a surprise. Apart from you, my dear Kimmy, none of us,” she fluttered her eyes in my direction, “especially Nate, hasn’t been into that life. Doesn’t mean we can’t dabble. We’re all kinky in our own way.”

Kimberly pushed her finger through her collar loop as I scoffed. “I’m not. I’m perfectly normal, thank you very much.”

Sam snorted, rolling her eyes. “Normal.”

The redhead grinned. “You were. Not any more, though.”

I finished my coffee. “Nonsense.”

A mischievous grin slipped onto Kim’s face. “Oh?” Sam tried to focus on her laptop, but couldn’t take her eyes off the saucy minx as she slipped from her chair, walked around, and slid into my lap — straddling me. “I’m not sure.” Her arms slid around my neck and she leaned back against the table, making sure I could see her bosom in her partially unzipped hoodie. She had her contacts in, and her eyes glinted, bright green and sparkly.

Sam tittered, returning her attention to her laptop as Kim leaned in and held her lips a fraction from mine. Her warm coconut scent drifted into my nose, and I lost myself in her gaze. “Don’t you love owning me?” she asked, slipping for the first time into a seductive tone. “Don’t you love fucking your pet?” Her lips skimmed past and settled by my ear. My cock raged into hardness like she’d just whispered the magic words. “Don’t you want to spank me when I’m bad? Reward me when I’m good?” She practically pressed her lips into my ear. “Punish fuck me when I’m naughty?”

A weird, strangled noise left my throat as my shaft pressed against her Lycra covered core.

The scarlet vixen pulled back to my lips, brushing her’s against mine in a teasing touch. “Well? Still want to be perfectly normal?”

That noise came out again. It might have been words, but she’d completely fucked up my ability to think and speak properly. I was kinda grateful Kim was so submissive most of the time, because seductive Kimberly was a witch with the power to wrap me around her petite finger. I found the words. They came out in a croaked, gravelly whisper. “Fuck no.”

Samantha laughed, shaking her head. “It’s why she needs discipline, baby. Kimmy’s a kinky little bitch, and knows how to wield it.”

“Hey!” Kimberly said, turning to Sam. I took control back, turning her to face me. “Fine, you win,” I said in between kissing her glistening red lips. “I’m kinky too. Hell, I even love spanking and taking Crystal from behind.”

“That’s not that kinky,” Sam said, focusing on her laptop, then quickly added, “Comparatively... to what’s out there, I mean.” She looked back down at her laptop, pretending to be busy.

Kim and I looked at the gorgeous brunette. “Samantha. Is there something you’d like to tell us?”

Her cheeks flushed, giving her a beautiful glow. “I’m just saying... in the grand scheme of kinkiness, spanking and anal aren’t that extreme, that’s all.”

I laughed. “I think the lady doth protest too much.”

Kim giggled. “Yeah, Sam. Want me to tie you up while Nate fucks your face?”

Sam almost choked on her coffee. Her pretty eyes grew wide, but there was something more in her gaze than outrage.

My fingers slipped to Kimberly’s fantastic ass and squeezed. “You, my naughty pet, still have far too much energy—”

“So take me back to bed and make me scream.”

“I told you. Be good first.” I squeezed her butt, loving how firm, yet malleable she was. “Go get your running shoes on.” I spanked her cheeks and slid her off my lap.

“Yes, Nate,” she said in her submissive tone, and I watched her ass jiggle the perfect amount as she trotted off to get ready.

“It’s a nice day out there, baby. But don’t be gone too long,” Sam said, looking up from her screen.

I scooted behind her, sliding my arms around her. “Of course. I’m just taking my pet for a walk, and picking up the stuff from the jewelers. But what has me intrigued is—”

“I’m not telling you,” she said, clutching my arms. “You’re my real fantasy. That’s good enough for me.”

I smirked at the panic in her voice. “Sam. That’s not what I was gonna say. But if you have something you need, you can always tell me—”

“No, no, I don’t. Do I want to maybe, kinda, try the stuff Kimmy and Kris like? Maybe with you. I’m kinda scared to, but that’s a discussion for another time—”

“A kinky discussion,” I purred, kissing her slender neck.

Sam hummed as I distracted her with kisses in the spots I knew she liked. “What,” she tried to say, holding my hands tighter, “What were you going to ask?”

I held my lips against her ear. “I was wondering what my wife-to-be was working on so intently?”

She hummed louder. “I like it when you call me that.”

“I can’t wait until you’re my wife,” I whispered, “but what are you working on?”

“Oh.” She snapped out of her pleasure bubble. “Now I don’t have patients to worry about... well, except you and those two troublemakers. I thought I’d finally write again. Put my knowledge to good use, you know?”

I hugged her tightly, pleased she’d found something. I was worried she would be bored without her practice — without a purpose. Not that she would ever have much free time. We were kinda needy. “Good. I’ll try to not monopolize your time—”

“No, no, don’t do that. Monopolize away, baby. I’d rather have you than this blank page any day of the week.”

“Ready!” Kim chimed, trotting back from the bedroom.

I smiled. I smiled so damn wide. “Then I hope you’re a fast writer.” I turned her so I could kiss her, savoring the cherry flavor of her lip-gloss. The silky softness of her lips. The small moan that vibrated in her throat. “Be back soon.”

I slipped on my sneakers, filled my pockets with my wallet, keys, and phone, and escorted my luscious redhead out into the hot midday sun.


CHAPTER THREE


Kimberly chatted with animated gestures, hops, and skips as we gently jogged around the park. I looked up and saw the Gothic window of Crystal’s studio room, wondering if she could see us through the trees. I’d zoned out while Kim explained the difference between server and client-side architecture in software design, but snapped to the present when the conversation thankfully moved to her favorite topic. Sex. “Are you really gonna make me wait?”

I slowed to a walk. I was fitter than when I started, but I still had a long way to go to keep up with Kim. Doubt I’d ever have her energy. “After you’re a good girl and show some patience.” I couldn’t remember exactly what I’d said earlier. I just remembered wanting our lives to be more than a constant string of sex. While it would probably be awesome, it would be exhausting, and maybe shallow?

“But when is that?” she asked, hopping from side to side, rubbing her thighs together. “I told you I had it bad this morning, right? I said that, right? Because I do, and you’re making me run with you, and you’re all hot and sweaty, and that also really does it for me. Those arms, and your... well, I see it, and the way you keep checking out my ass, it’s why I’m wearing my tightest pair of... and I’m babbling again.”

I couldn’t help smiling at her. Living with these three was gonna give me crows feet. “I'll tell you what,” I said, relenting. “As soon as we’re somewhere safe, where we can cure your issue, I’ll let you come on my cock,” I whispered into her ear. “But we do have to pick up stuff from the—”

Kimberly squealed, grabbing my hand. “I know just the place!”

“This better not be in a damn bush,” I complained, still grinning as she dragged me across the freshly cut grass — well out the way of joggers and dog walkers — until she stopped next to a tree. It was one of those inverted umbrella type trees, where they create a natural dome of greenery. “In there?”

Kim nodded with that mischievous look in her emerald eyes. “I’ve come here to work a few times when there was building work going on upstairs. No one comes here.”

I glanced around. It was secluded and romantic. I peeked my head through the foliage. It was also shaded, which was welcome, considering how hot I was after our jog. “Are you sure?”

Kim grabbed my hands and pulled me through. Her scarlet ponytail slapped me in the face as she spun. “Please. We’ll be quick, and I promise to be quiet.” She said ‘be quiet’ with a giggle that made me suspicious.

She released my hand and leaned against the tree at the center. With a grin, she unzipped her hoodie, revealing a lace bra instead of the green sports one I thought she was wearing.

I didn’t even question what took her so long in the bedroom, or why she was still wearing a hoodie when it was so warm out. I stood there, getting hard, staring at the goddess before me. Her leggings hugged every curve of her luscious thighs. Her flat tummy had just a hint of toned muscles among the smooth porcelain. But it was her breasts that kept me in a trance. They filled her bra and beyond like it was too small. It was front clasped, and with a flick, she unhooked it, and the fabric fell away. Twin, incredible, creamy, freckled mounds bounced free — settling quickly. Her nipples were as hard as my cock, pointing skyward, and her breasts defied gravity. “You planned this.” The words left my lips before my brain had time to form the question. Had she tried to bore me with her chat about web servers before bringing up sex? Was she that devious?

As she pulled out two strips of red silk from her pants, I had my answer.

Yes. Yes, she was.

Kimberly grinned. “Maybe, just a little. You didn’t give me much choice... or time. I had to improvise.”

I narrowed my eyes at her, trying to focus on her freckled nose and not the expanse of pale cleavage. Remembering where I was, I quickly glanced around, but the canopy dome blocked my view. There could be someone right outside the shaded spot, and I’d never even know. It was a picturesque picnic location, but it was mid-week, so the park was quiet. I hoped that continued, because I was helpless to stop.

Kimberly winced. “Did I do bad? If you don’t want—”

“No. Not bad. I’ve just done nothing like this before.” I closed the distance and brushed her scarlet ponytail off her shoulder. “What did you have in mind, my naughty little pet?” I leaned down and took her lips in mine, breathing her in before moving lower. Her breasts called to me.

“Well,” Kimberly started, then moaned as I took her mounds in hand and kneaded them, licking loops around her areolas. She was a mixture of body-wash and spice. She struggled to get the next few words out as I sucked her nipples and toyed with her. “Uh, well, uh, umm.” She spread her legs, clutching my head, pressing my face harder against her breasts. “Knew this was the right bra, God, fuck was this right,” she babbled.

“The plan?” I reminded her, switching sides. Fuck, her breasts were fantastic.

“R-right, the plan. Y-you know I like you to take the lead, b-but I thought about what you said. That I need to teach you?”

A sly grin tugged at my lips as I switched back to her right breast. She shivered when I licked her nipple with the tip of my tongue. “I remember.”

“Well... gosh, you’re good at that—”

I switched sides again, unable to pick, wishing I could suck them both at the same time. “Focus, Kimberly.”

“R-right. Focus, Kimmy,” she said, scrunching her nails against my scalp. Granted, I wasn’t helping, but that was part of the fun. I loved the way her brain melted when I sucked on her flesh. It was almost payback for how she turned me into a dribbling simpleton in the kitchen. “So I k-know I have to teach you what I like and how to read the s-situation... gosh, don’t stop, please don’t stop.”

I slipped a hand between her thighs. “Focus.” Christ, she’d soaked through her panties and was making her pants wet.

“Oh, no. How am I supposed to... when you’re...”

I pulled my hand away and released her nipple with a pop. “You stop, I stop—”

“So, what I was thinking,” she started instantly. I grinned, sucking on her nipple, while gently rubbing between her thighs. “W-what I w-want is for you to... ughhh, to umm, oh, umm. To take me from behind against this tree. Like I’m your helpless slave-girl. Oh fuck, oh. Don’t stop, Nate, um, oh. Tie my hands with...” she closed her eyes and her head fell back. Kimberly’s hips ground against my hand as she breathed hard, clearly on the edge. “With one of these that I brought. I brought them, umm, oh, fuck, fuck.”

“You may not come until you finish telling me the plan.” And hopefully before I came in my pants. Doing this with her was far more erotic than I imagined when I had the idea of teasing her.

“Fuck, um. My panties are bikini bottoms. They have ties at the, um, oh.” A shudder racked her body, but she got herself under control. “At the sides. They’ll come off without taking my joggers down...” She trailed off into a stretch of quiet pants as she fought her impending climax. I may have cruelly rubbed her sex firmer, catching her clitoral hood through the material. “I want you to ball t-them and use them on me as a gag, so I can’t make a s-sound. Umm... oh, mmmm.” Her body shuddered again and her fists clenched in my hair. “If I come now, then put that part in my mouth so I can taste how bad I was, tie it in with the, oh fuck, fuck. Mmmmmmm.” Her body clenched, almost doubling her over, and it took every ounce of mental discipline to not come in my pants.

Quickly, I released her breasts and silenced her loud moan with a kiss, pressing her hard against the tree, while I rubbed her through her unsanctioned orgasm. Her plan was simple enough. More wetness flooded her pants, and it was a good thing they were black, so it wouldn’t show easily. I let her enjoy the surge of pleasure for a minute before releasing her mouth.

Her eyes were big and glassy when she opened them again. “Wow.” She took a deep breath. “T-that is what I want.”

I thumbed her soggy nipples. “Anything else?”

She grinned at me with a dopey smile. “Dirty talk?”

I chuckled, imagining a day when I knew her dirty thoughts well enough that I could surprise her with this kind of stuff. I leaned in. “Kimberly?”

She smiled up at me with her hooded gaze, looking so earnest and fuckable. “Yes, Nate?”

“Give me the silk.”


CHAPTER FOUR


Her hand shook as she pulled them from where she’d tucked them in the waistband of her pants and placed the two long strips in my palm. “Y-you’re sure you’re okay—”

“Kimberly,” I said, kissing her upturned nose. “I meant it when I said I wanted to do this with you. Whatever you need, remember? Now give me your hands, slave-girl.”

She put her hands in front of her like she was about to pray. “Fuck, I love you so much, Nate.”

I put one strip in my pocket and wound the other around her wrists, looping between them, then around again, tying it in a bow. She was like a present. A sexy, half naked present.

A gust of wind blew her ponytail, reminding me we were outside, and not in a private garden. I glanced around again, listening carefully. We were okay for the moment.

Her eyelids drooped even further as she stared at her hands. Her mouth hung open as she was consumed with arousal and need. Keeping my voice low, but loud enough for it to have a deep, commanding timbre, I told her to turn around.

Slowly she did, leaning against the tree with her bound forearms. “Have you been a bad, slave-girl?” I palmed her breasts from behind, toying with her nipples.

“Y-yes,” she breathed out like she’d been holding a breath. We were firmly back in roleplay territory.

Slowly, I slid my hands down her tummy and around to the sides of her pants, gripping the hem. “And what’s the punishment?”

Kimberly pushed her ass out, arching her back. She was still covered by the hoodie, but that was okay. I was about to get an eyeful of another, more intimate part of the sexy redhead. “A fucking?”

“That’s right.” I tugged her tight yoga pants down, peeling the fabric like a wrapper, revealing a black pair of bikini bottoms. Calling them bottoms was a disservice to actual bikini bottoms. There was a scant strip of material between her butt cheeks that vanished between her thighs, held together by thin strings tied at the hips. They were scandalous and incredibly sexy. “What about the punishment for coming without permission?”

She whimpered as I untied the drawstrings, and the material fell aside. “Ummm...”

I pulled the dark, wet item from between her thighs and held it in my hands. There was a padded triangle at the front, and it was soaked. “Naughty girls who come without permission get to taste their disgrace,” I said, folding the scandalous bottoms so the wet panel faced outward, then rolled it around the strings.

Kimberly bobbed, squeezing her knees together. “Yes, Master,” she said, far too enthusiastically. “I’m sorry I was bad.” There was a hint of a smirk that vanished when I told her to open her mouth. Slowly, looking over her shoulder, she parted her lips. I quickly checked to make sure this was still what she wanted. Her gaze was hooded, but her eyes were bright and eager. I didn’t want to ruin the fantasy by asking. Slowly, I pushed the ball of cum soaked fabric against her tongue, filling her mouth. She moaned the instant she tasted her shame, squeezing her knees together.

Taking the other silk strip, I looped it around the ball and tied it behind her head to hold it in place, making an impromptu gag. Remembering to stay in character, I pressed my lips against her ear, and whispered, “Take your punishment, and I might let you come.” She looked at me over her shoulder, eyes almost rolled back in her head.

She moaned and mumbled through the gag, locking her eyes with mine as I pushed down on her back, forcing her to push her ass out more.

Not wanting to be exposed any longer than necessary — I really didn’t want to get caught with my pants down — I pulled down my sweats and whipped out my cock. It had oozed so much pre-cum it was already slick, but that didn’t stop me from rubbing Kimberly’s dripping pussy lips — pushing the length through her slick folds. I wanted her to know what was coming. “You’re my toy, Kimberly,” I growled, spreading her sex with my shaft. She was like a hot, wet fist as I pushed inside her, but so slippery I slicked right to the hilt.

She shuddered, arching her back more, pushing her ass out like she wanted it deeper, moaning through the gag.

A blissful pleasure ensheathed my shaft. I spread my legs, clutching Kimberly’s hips, and just savored the moment. Her hot wetness stood in contrast to the cool breeze that rattled the tree. The porcelain flesh before me was pale, almost devoid of color compared to the shaded grass and the natural umbrella — the vivid green of which matched Kimberly’s eyes. Distant traffic and faint voices reminded me where we were, what we were doing, and my cock throbbed inside her clenched heat.

Kimberly was glorious. Kinky as hell, but learning about this stuff secretly drove me wild. I knew folks from the farm that were adventurous in the outdoors. That kinda stuff blew my mind, but it was easier when your nearest neighbor was miles away. I had Kimberly bound, exposed against a tree, twenty yards from trophy wives walking their prized poodles.

Her needy moan brought my wandering mind back into focus. She agreed with my cock. I had to get a move on. That was a thing in the city. Everyone was in a hurry.

Kimberly sucked in a gulp of air through her nose as I pulled out to the tip — keeping my crown buried inside her entrance — held for a second, before pushing forcefully inside.

A surge of arousal thundered through my shaft, pulsing the rigid flesh tower inside her tight, welcoming hole. No matter where I was, which of my three incredible women I was inside, it always felt like coming home.

My fingers dug into her hips, holding her in place as something switched in my mind. Leisurely became urgency. Within five seconds, I was slapping my hips against her alabaster ass. The slap, slap, slapping of wet skin drowned out the distant honks and rumble of early afternoon drivers, joining wheezed breaths as Kimberly gasped through her nose and spluttered into the gag.

I knew then I was going to make her wear those soggy panties after.

Sweat covered my brow as Kimberly bounced back and forth, wobbling the tree, snorting, clenching her pussy walls like she was pumping my shaft. I glanced around as I fucked my needy pet, loving every indecent moment, pumping my cock inside her tight, wet pussy.

Kimberly was lost. Her breathing became ragged, sucking gulps through her nose, pushing back against me in time to smash her ass against my hips.

I heard voices that were not so distant, but I didn’t care. I had one mission, and I was rapidly speeding to that cliff. Tightness welled inside my groin, a building, tightening coil desperate for release.

Kimberly shook, almost vibrating, right on the edge, but she was fighting it, her moans muffled in the cum soaked panty gag. I hadn’t told her she could come, nor had I said she couldn’t. I stayed quiet, wanting a reason to test out that paddle later.

Slap, slap, slap, our flesh collided in a wet, intimate symphony. My breaths and grunts were the percussion, and her ragged snorts the melody. The verse finished, and we barreled into the chorus, toward the peak.

I came. With a hard thrust that pushed her against the tree, and lifted her onto her toes as I buried myself deep, unleashing inside her. Ropes of cum painted her pink, gooey channel, splashing the entrance to her womb.

Kim sucked in a snorting breath, then lost control. Her body shuddered. Her pussy fluttered and convulsed in hard contractions. She almost screamed into the gag, flooding my shaft, and moisture ran down her thighs, soaking mine.

I flew, drifting on the wind, clinging to her creamy hips to stay grounded. Unadulterated pleasure surged into my mind. Love filled my chest. Cum emptied from my balls.

I pressed her against the tree as my vision wobbled, clinging to her, wrapping my arms around her waist and breasts. Nuzzling my chin against her shoulder, and licking, kissing, sucking her neck. Kim mewled as she came down from her climax. It was the strongest I’d seen her have, and I wondered if I could push her pleasure further, higher in the future.

A voice pulled me from our embrace. A woman’s voice, older, calling someone’s name.

Fuck.

Adrenaline surged into my veins. I slipped my slick cock from her fantastic snatch and tucked myself away, pulling up my sweats. Untying the silk holding her gag, I whispered for her to be quiet, and pulled the soaked ball from her mouth. A spiderweb of saliva trailed from her lips, splashing onto her chin as I hastily pulled it away and unrolled it. I kept glancing around, looking for the source of the voice, listening as I slid the sopping fabric between Kimberly’s soaked thighs and lifted the material front and back by the ties, quickly securing them at her hips. “Someone’s close,” I whispered, pulling up her tight, damp pants.

“Jonah, here boy!” the woman called, sounding right outside our secluded canopy space.

“Oh, gosh,” Kim whispered, sounding more dazed and sleepy than worried. “What should we do? No one comes here...”

I didn’t respond. I grabbed her bound hands, spinning her around and... marveled at her. Her tousled ponytail draped across her bark swiped breasts — breasts that stood full and perky — her nipples were still fat and hard. If we weren’t on the verge of being caught, I would have sucked them for the next hour.

I snapped out of it, and secured her mounds in her bra, fastening the clasp, constantly listening, constantly aware like a rabbit in the planes.

“Jonah, you naughty boy! Where are you?”

Kim giggled, sounding high as I zipped up her hoodie. “He’s not the only naughty boy,” she whispered, almost drunk on her orgasm.

I left her hands bound and pulled her away from the woman who’d assumedly lost her prize Chihuahua — thanks, Jonah — just as the leaves rustled on the other side. We slipped through, getting away just in time.

“Jonah, don’t run! Naughty, naughty little boy,” she moaned, sounding like an extra from a soap opera about rich housewives.

Quickly we vacated the area, giggling as the panic crashed around us, and I finally unbound her arms, pocketing the silk. “Fuck, that was close.”

Kimberly tugged me against her as we reached the path. “No, Nate. That was incredible.”


CHAPTER FIVE


“I’m all gooey.” Kim wiggled her hips as we walked into the store and inquired about the pickup. She’d fixed her hair, but still looked tousled, gorgeous, and so very fuckable.

I hugged her while we waited, and whispered, “that’s what naughty girls get.”

A small whimper left her moist lips. “But, I...”

“Came without permission, pet.”

She was about to protest when the clerk returned with my box. While I signed, he couldn’t keep his eyes off Kimberly. I didn’t begrudge him. She was spectacular to look at — standing out with her flushed porcelain cheeks and fiery red hair. She squeezed her thighs together, then groaned, feeling her wetness. Sam said she needed discipline, and this was the kind I could get behind.

We left the store and returned home, walking hand in hand. Mrs. Richards gave me the stink eye as we passed in the lobby, but I ignored the sour old bat. I had Kimberly clutching my arm as we waltzed along, soggy and needing a shower.

My kinky redhead kissed me the entire elevator ride, more clingy than ever. We burst through the front door, giggling and kissing. Sam was still sitting at the table, typing on her laptop.

I swooped around her and attacked her neck from behind. “Good run?” she asked, reaching back and scrunching her fingers in my hair.

Kim giggled. “Yeah. Feel much better now.”

Sam raised an eyebrow. “Uneventful,” I assured her. If either she or Crystal knew our morning jogs were turning into sexcapades, they’d all want to join us — and that would be a one-way street to getting caught. I kissed Sam’s silky lips, pouring in my love for her.

She wrinkled her nose and pulled away. “Nate, I love your manly musk, but you smell of...” she sniffed, “nature.”

I chuckled. “Oh, right. We took a shortcut through some damn bushes. There was this dog—”

“Jonah,” Kim added, surprising me she’d paid attention despite looking completely out of it.

“Chased us through the park.” I grinned, unsure if she bought it.

She smirked and returned to her laptop. “Shower.”

I hugged her from behind, spreading my manly musk all over her, kissing her neck. She squealed. “Nathan!”

Cackling, I grabbed Kimberly and headed for the shower room.

By the time I’d emptied my pockets and hid the delivery from the jewelers, Kimberly had stripped off. She giggled, waiting for me, pressed up against the glass of the luxurious shower cubicle. Her breasts squished into large white circles, with her hard nipples pushing away, lifting her areolas.

I stripped off my tee while I kicked off my muddy sneakers. “I’m trying out that paddle on you later.”

She made out with the glass, giving me a show.

I kicked off my sweats and slipped through the open door. “You’re not gonna be able to sit for an hour.” She turned to me, bright-eyed and mischievous again.

“No, you won’t.”

I pressed her against the tile and turned on the shower. It hummed as it surged to life, raining lukewarm water down on us. “And why’s that?”

Kim raised up on her toes and looked deep into my eyes. “Because you love me?”

My hands slid over her slick breasts. “Oh, my dear Kimberly,” I purred against her lips. Her breasts sat in my hands as a waterfall cascaded down my arms, dripping from my elbows. My thumbs circled her pebbled nubs as she fucked me with her eyes. “I’ll punish you, because I love you.”

My cock pressed against her belly, sheltered from the downpour by her luscious mounds as I pressed my lips to her, tasting her. She moaned, reaching between us. One had fumbled for my shaft, the other to my ass, wanting to pull me closer, but also wanting to hold my cock. She couldn’t do both, so she ended up holding my cock pressed against her belly as we devoured each other. Our tryst in the park just made me want her more, and my resolve to punish her crumbled.

She gazed at me lovingly, and just as hungry. “Maybe I won’t punish you,” I said, brushing my lips past and nestling against her ear. “But I think you’ll want me to.”

She gasped. “Maybe.” She arched her back so she could angle my cock down, and slid it through her folds. “Maybe I want a different punishment?”

I rolled my eyes at the sensation flowing from my shaft. The pitter-patter of water, joining the warm, silky friction as she rubbed herself along my shaft like a seat. “What kind is that, my naughty pet?”

Kimberly pulled my mouth back to hers, slicking strands of clingy red locks across her lips. Neither of us cared as we mouthed, plunging our tongues together.

She angled my cock up, lifting on her toes as she slid forward, pushing my hard erection inside her. We both groaned, breaking the kiss as she lowered down, impaling herself. “What if you don’t let me come, and if I do, then you can spank me?”

The glint in her eyes told me everything. She had no intention of not coming. “If you come, you’ll get the paddle,” I warned, playing her game.

She mewled against my lips. “Yes, Master.”

Another pair of hands slid around my chest as a second pair of large breasts pressed against my back. “I’ll hold her down,” Sam cooed into my ear. “We should tie them both up so they can’t escape.”

I clasped Kimberly’s ass to hold her against the tiles. “Sam.” I grinned. “I thought you were busy?”

She purred. “Never too busy for you, baby. I needed a break anyway, and what better distraction?”

Kimberly moaned as my cock shifted inside her.

Sam reached around and pinched Kim’s nipples between her thumb and forefinger. “Do you mind sharing, Kimmy?” she asked, making the needy redhead gasp.

“Please, Mistress,” she begged.

“Hey,” I said, frowning at Kim. “I thought I was your only master?”

“Don’t worry, baby,” Sam cooed, scrunching her fingers against my chest, “I’m not trying to steal your thunder. Would you like me to call you master?”

My cock flexed inside Kimberly’s tight pussy, throbbing impatiently.

Sam kissed my ear, “I just want to play too,” then sucked on my earlobe. “Can I play?” She squeezed Kim’s nipples, making the drenched redhead moan.

“Of course you can,” I said, recovering from the possessiveness I felt over Kimberly. “But if you’re a bad girl, you’ll get the paddle, just like Kim and Kris.”

Sam tittered. “Then I better make sure I’m a good girl for you, baby. Not sure I’m ready for you to bend me over the bed and spank me like a naughty little girl.”

Kimberly moaned, growing impatient. “Please?”

I returned my attention to Kim, squeezing her luscious ass. “Please, what, Kimmy?”

“Please fuck me.” I remembered her challenge. I could paddle her if she came.

A grin spread across my lips. “Sam,” I said, sounding mischievous. “Do you think you can play with Kim’s clit while I fuck her? She’s not allowed to come.”

Kim’s eyes shot open. “Hey, that’s not fair!” She sounded annoyed, but she was smiling.

Sam hugged me tighter. “Thank you, baby.”

I gave Kimberly my full attention as she gawked at me, eyes hooded, mouth partly open. She mewled as I pushed her harder against the tiles, pushing my shaft deeper. Her breasts bounced, and she clutched her arms around my neck for support. “Your ass is gonna be so sore,” I chuckled, pulling out, lifting her, then dropping her onto my cock as I thrust up.

“Oh, fuck,” the redhead moaned. “Is it too late to change my mind?”

Sam slid around my side and walked her fingers down Kimberly’s belly until her fingers curved over the squirmy subbie’s mons. “Are you sure you don’t want to get fucked by this big, fat cock, Kimmy?” Sam asked, seduction flooding her tone. “You don’t want Nathan’s big, fat cock in your tight little pussy, making you scream?”

My cock throbbed so hard I almost came. I had to take a deep breath to center myself.

“Oh, Gosh, Sam,” Kim moaned. “When you put it like that...”

I took a page from Sam’s playbook. “Does that mean,” I pulled out and slammed my cock inside her, slapping her against the tiles. Her breasts wobbled in small circles. “You want my dick fucking you hard against this wall? Even if it makes you a bad girl, and you come all over it?”

“Fuck, Nate,” Kim groaned. Her pussy walls fluttered around my length, increasing the pressure to come. “Yes. Please, fuck me.”

I grinned at Samantha, who started flicking her wrist, toying with Kim’s clit. “Can I go next?” she asked, fluttering her eyelashes at me, pushing her shoulders together so her wet, naked breasts created a mouthwatering expanse of cleavage.

I grinned, turning off the shower — so I wasn’t getting splashed in the face — and started fucking Kimberly against the slick black tiles. “Same rules apply, Sam.” Wet slapping filled the cubical as Kim’s breasts jiggled, and the soaked redhead cried out in pleasure, shuddering in my hands.

“Fuck, no, no!” she moaned, constricting around my length in pulsing waves. Her hands shook against my neck, and her head lolled. “FuuuUUUuuuk.”

Sam tittered, rubbing her through the climax. “You didn’t even get going, baby.”

“Tell me about it.”

“I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it, I couldn’t stop,” Kim gasped, recovering. “That came out of nowhere.”

Looking down at my cock inside her tight slit as Sam pulled her hand away. “Not nowhere, Kimberly.”

She giggled. “You know what I mean. Oh, no!” she mocked panic. “Does this mean I’m going to be punished?”

I pulled out of her slick pussy. “Yep. Later. Right now I have another challenger.”

Sam backed up against the tiles, tittering nervously. “Is it too late for me to back out too?”

My cock slapped her tummy as I pulled her glistening body close. “You don’t have to if you don’t want to, Sam—”

“Hey, that’s not fair,” Kim huffed, leaning sleepily against the wall.

I gave the saucy redhead a grin. “You secretly want it.”

She sighed. “Yeah, maybe.”

I rolled my eyes, returning to Sam. “It’s your choice.”

My gorgeous ex-therapist bit her lip. “I want to... but I also want to come.”

I slid my fingers through her clingy, wet hair. “That’s the point. It’s a no-win situation... or a win-win, depending on how you look at it.” Her eyes were wide as she stared at me, chewing on her lip. “Sam, don’t worry. I’m not gonna hurt you. I’ll never hurt you.”

“I know. I know you wouldn’t, and I want to explore this stuff with you. I feel left out when you spank Crystal, or... do whatever it is you do with Kim.”

“It’s mainly kinky sex,” Kimberly purred. “And for the record, I’ve only just started exploring that with Nate.”

A small smirk curved Sam’s lips. “I want to explore that with you, too.”

I grinned. “Well, in that case, Samantha,” I said, placing my hands on either side of her head, leaning in. “Turn around.”

Her eyes flashed, and she bit her lip again. I leaned back and flicked her distended nipples with my fingers. “Can I help?” Kim asked, pushing off and pressing her dripping flesh against me, clinging tightly to my arms.

“Absolutely.” I smirked as Sam slowly turned and placed her hands on the moisture coated tiles, looking over her shoulder. “It would only be fair.”

“I am so gonna take a turn with that paddle,” Sam huffed to herself.

I gently spread Sam’s legs. “How?” Then pushed down between her shoulder blades to arch her back. “When you’re gonna be bent over with the other two begging for your punishment.”

“Begging?” she asked, confused, as I lined up my cock and pushed inside her. Her question devolved into a throaty wail as I pushed her inner walls aside and sank to the hilt. “Oh, fuck.”

“Begging,” I agreed, clutching her hips.

Kimberly dropped to her knees and scooted between Sam’s spread thighs, looking up at my cock entering between the brunette’s dripping lips. The little minx giggled as she licked her lips, poked out her tongue, and pushed against Sam’s pussy.

My wife-to-be shuddered. “Fuck!” she hissed. “That is not fair.”

I leaned around and glimpsed Kimberly going to town on Sam’s clit, licking and sucking. “Well, you wanted to be her mistress,” I chuckled, pushing my cock deeper, before pulling out and ramming home, fucking Sam hard against Kimberly’s face. The redhead clutched Sam’s thighs as I dug my fingers into her smooth hips, both holding her in place.

Sam panted, cursing and moaning as we both drove her quickly towards her climax. “You can’t come,” I reminded her, as my hips smacked against her ass. “Bad girls who come without permission, get punished.”

Sam moaned louder. “Fuck, that’s hot. I didn’t think, Ugh, mmmm, it would be, but fuck. Say it again.”

I laughed as pleasure shot down my shaft. Samantha’s pussy was almost as tight as Kim’s, but just as wet and silky — driving my throbbing cock quickly to the edge. “If you come, Samantha, without my permission,” I growled, holding on until she came. “I’m gonna bend you over and spank you until you—”

“Oh, fuck!” Sam scrunched her hands into fists against the tiles. “Fuck, fuck!” Her pussy quivered, squeezing as the air was torn from her lungs in a sudden exhale. While she froze in my grasp, locked in ecstasy, I fucked her harder. Slapped against her ass, building towards my release. It didn’t take long. The quick fuck with Kim, and then the vise-like pulsing grip of Sam’s gushing pussy, quickly eroded my control, and I erupted inside her with a muted grunt. My world flashed. My cock pulsed, and I filled the brunette beauty with a copious amount of cum. “Ugh,” she moaned, flopping against the tiles. “I can feel you coming inside me… fuck, I love that.”

My eager cock gave her everything I had. Sam wobbled on her feet, and I just caught her slipping from my cock with a grip around her waist. Gently, I lowered her to the floor and collapsed beside them. Kim quickly climbed into my lap and gave my cock a suck. Cleaning it before snuggling. Recovered, Sam joined in, and clutched my arm with a sigh.

Kimberly giggled. “Now you’re gonna get spanked, Sammy. You didn’t last much longer than I did.”

Sam hummed, resting her head on my shoulder. “Worth it.”

I wrapped my arms around them, once again finding myself on a cold, hard floor. “Did I mention there is a reward for taking your punishment?”

Sam nuzzled her cheek against me. “It’s getting better every second. Do—”

“What the fuck, guys?” Crystal stood at the cubicle entrance, hands on hips, green paint smudged on her cheek. “I’ve been looking for you everywhere!”

Sam smiled. “Well, you’ve found us.”

“We were dirty after our run,” I said, trying to appease her scowl.

“Smelled of bushes and sex,” Kimberly added, and I hoped the other two didn’t notice her slip.

Crystal laughed, clearly annoyed at missing out. She held up her finger, meaning for us to wait a minute, and stropped off. Thirty seconds later, she returned with a broom. “Let me help you with that.” She used the broom handle to switch on the shower, dousing us in lukewarm, borderline chilly water. The girls gasped.

“Thanks for that,” I said, squinting in the downpour, moving her backside to the top of the paddling list.

She stormed off, her sneakers squeaking on the bathroom tiles, shouting out, “You’re welcome!”
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