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CHAPTER ONE


The loop of gold slid over Samantha’s ring finger, just passing the knuckle. The strip of diamonds twinkled under the lights almost as much as her eyes glinted, beaming down at me on one knee. I didn’t have to be down there smirking up at her. She’d already said yes, but that was in the bathroom, of all places, and I wanted a sliver of romance to this. Sam deserved that much, at least. My thumb rubbed her perfect skin in circles until I realized she wanted her hand back.

“Oh, wow. It’s beautiful.” She flattened her fingers and leaned her hand back and then tilted from side to side, examining how it sparkled. “This must have cost...”

I covered the ring with my palm as I rose to my feet. “A fraction of what you’re worth to me.” Her gaze slid from my hand as she bit her lip. “I love you Sam.” Then her face exploded in the biggest grin I’d ever seen. The sun came out. Fireworks sizzled in her eyes, and her plush lips spread wide.

She gazed at me — eyes misting — closing the gap until she pressed against me, sliding her arms around my neck. “I-I...” That beaming smile condensed into a pucker as she leaned in and closed her eyes. Her lips were like the finest silk, caressing my thin strips, opening like she was going to consume me. Instinctively, my hands gripped her waist, then, as she deepened the kiss — slipping her tongue between my lips — my hand slid down over her tiny skirt and cupped her fantastic ass.

My cock surged to life, and I groaned. So many feeling surged through me. So full and so raw. It seemed like a distant memory when I could look at this gorgeous woman and not feel the warmth in my chest... or the surge in my pants. When the world was black and white, not the glorious Technicolor I now drowned in.

‘Well, Sarah. You got your wish,’ I willed out into the ether, to wherever the glorious woman that was taken from me resided. ‘I found someone, three someones, actually. Three incredible women, who in their own unique way, needed me.’

I instantly felt the loss as Sam pulled away and inhaled. “I love you too, Nate. So fucking much.”

I grinned. “Did I ever tell you, you swear like a country girl?”

She laughed into my mouth, her eyes alive with fire. “Only when I’m with you, you sexy fucker. Polite words aren’t enough for you.”

I pulled her hips tightly against my crotch as I sucked in her flavor. No cherries this time, just Sam, as I stole another of her delicious kisses. “I think,” I said, pulling away with an enormous grin, “Crystal’s rubbing off on you.”

Her eyes widened. “Fuck, no,” she said with a pout, then burst into a giggle. She pulled me hard against her, resting her head on my shoulder and her incredible breasts against my chest. “I think it’s just you, baby,” she whispered as we held each other. “You’re the only one that makes me feel this way. It’s like I was born with a piece missing, and now I’ve found it.” She squeezed tighter, lifting one leg — so her crotch pressed flush against my groin — and her thigh clutched my side.

I held her there, sliding my fingers along her silky skin. “Samantha,” I sighed. “There’s nothing I can say to top that.”

She smiled against my neck. “You don’t need to. Just tell me you love me, like I love you.”

I pulled her thigh higher and squeezed her ass. “Always.” I inhaled deep, breathing in her faint coconut aroma. That new clothes smell from the top she wore — a cream, strappy crop that shimmered in the light — that barely contained her ample chest. The sound of her breathing enveloped me, and her steady pulse slowed until it thumped in time with mine. “I will always love you, Samantha. Even when I spank you with that paddle.”

She tittered, sounding so contented. “I thought you’d forgotten about that.”

“How could I? The image of you bent over for your punishment haunts me.”

She wiggled her hips, grinding against me. “You don’t need the paddle for that.”

I slid my hand under her skirt and squeezed her silk panty-covered ass. “I thought you wanted to try?”

She sighed. “I do. It’s fun when we play with Kimmy, but it’s not the same as being with you. I want to feel that. I want to be yours ... completely.”

I kissed her chocolate, silky hair just above her temple. “We’ll go slow.”

“Did I hear someone call my name?” Kimberly asked, entering the bedroom like she’d caught our conversation in passing. She hadn’t. The saucy scarlet minx had been listening from the hallway. “Ohh, look it!” She pulled Sam’s hand from my neck to inspect the ring. “So pretty. This is so great.”

Sam slipped — reluctantly — from my grasp. “Look at it sparkle.” The girls oohed over the ring like teenagers.

“I’m so jealous,” Kim huffed in awe.

“Don’t be,” I said, peeking in the jewelry box to check I had the right one. “I’ve something sparkly for you too.”

Kim’s eyes lit up like a kid on Christmas morning. “You do? But we’re not engaged.” God, she was as adorable as she was kinky.

I held out the box from Sventorie, the most expensive custom jewelers in the city. “That’s why I didn’t get you a ring?”

With the same eagerness as that Christmas morning child, she snatched the box and started shaking it. “What did you get me?”

I winced as she shook the box, knowing how ridiculously expensive it was. Even though I could easily afford it, it stabbed my poor farm boy sensibilities with every shake. “Open it and find out.”

Kimberly sat on the bed in her loose red sweats and matching tank, holding the box with reverence. Sam slid her arm around my waist, snuggling in. She rested her head on my shoulder and pulled me tight. I wondered if I could still function if Sam hugged me like that from now to eternity? “This is expensive, isn’t it?” Her red nails slid over the gold embossed store logo.

I was surprised by her sudden hesitation. “Does it matter?”

She peeked up at me through the twin curtains of shiny red hair that framed her face. Her eyes had misted. “Yes, it matters. No one has ever bought me anything that cost more fifty bucks. So yes, Nate. It matters. I wanna remember this moment.”

I narrowed my eyes as she felt around the edges. Was she being overly dramatic, or did this have weight? Suddenly I worried I’d picked wrong for both of them. I hadn’t given it much thought and went with my gut. I just didn’t want them to feel left out when the ring donned Sam’s finger.

Slowly, she pulled off the lid and gasped. A singled tear dripped onto the red tissue paper. “Um. I. Um.” She gazed up at me like she’d seen a ghost.

“Fuck. Did I choose wrong?”

“Wrong?” she asked like I was crazy. Another drip slid from her eyes. “Wrong?”

“I think you did good, baby,” Sam whispered.

Carefully — gone was the rushing child tearing off wrapping paper to see what Santa had left her — she picked out the diamond-encrusted choker with the matching, magical three letters. ‘PET’. She inhaled, holding it in her palm, feeling the weight. Kimberly said nothing. She just hopped off the bed and wrapped her arms around me, sniveling. I turned to Sam, lifting my mouth out of Kimberly’s silky fire, and mouthed, “This is good, right?”

Sam nodded as Kim breathed in, like she was smelling me. “Thank you, Nate. It’s perfect. I-I don’t know what to say. I’ve never...”

I held her close, bringing her into the hug. Fittingly, her scarlet mop smelled of strawberries. “You want to try it?”

She pulled away, clutching the choker tightly in her tiny fist, and nodded. A swell of warmth in my chest replaced the relief that I’d guessed right. I unclasped her leather ‘pet’ collar that she wore almost constantly and placed it on the bed. Instead of giving me the choker, she moved in front of the dress mirror and placed it against her throat, grinning. “It’s so pretty. Look Sam. Look how it sparkles.”

“I see it, Kimmy,” Sam said, joining me behind the redhead. “I guess you really are Nate’s pet now.”

As I pulled Kim’s hair aside, she smiled in the mirror at Sam. “I’m sorry, I didn’t believe you.” I pulled the ends around her neck and clasped them. “About Nate being the one.”

Sam patted her friend’s shoulder, standing beside her. “That’s okay. I knew you’d figure it out, eventually.”

Kim giggled, turning her head, watching how the choker caught the light. “It’s so heavy, I love it.”

I hugged them both. “I think my work here is done—”

“No, nope, no way,” Kim said. “I have to thank you.”

“You don’t have to thank—” My words died in my throat as the kinky redhead turned and dropped to her knees. Placed her hands behind her back, and looking up at me, opened her mouth, resting her tongue on her bottom teeth.

Sam kneeled beside her, copying. She smirked before opening her mouth. Her hands stayed on her thighs.

I chuckled. “You two look like a couple of baby chicks waiting for their mother.”

“Then you’d better feed us, baby.”

I laughed. They were incorrigible.

“Please, Master,” Kimberly begged. “I need to thank you.”

“Well, it’s not like I’m gonna say no, is it?” I placed my hands on my hips. “Okay, have at it.”

The girls — my fiancée and my pet — grinned at each other before Sam reached up and unfastened my jeans while Kim tugged at the denim. Together they freed the hardening shaft, and it lurched, bobbing in their faces. “Fuck, I love your cock,” Sam cooed.

Sam took my already hard dick in hand and pumped twice before kissing the crown. “It’s so big and yummy,” Kim added. “Why do you taste so good?” Sam spread her lips and sucked over the head.

“Don’t know,” I groaned as the exquisite sensation flooded my length. “Why does your pussy taste like dessert?”

She didn’t answer for a minute as she took over from Sam, licking up my cock, then plunging the shaft deep in her throat.

“You like that, baby?” Sam asked.

I winced, looking up at the ceiling, fists clenching. “That’s a stupid question.”

Sam giggled. “True. The answer is written all over your face.”

Fuck. My cock pulsed in Kim’s mouth, almost sending me over the edge. The suddenness of it was shocking, but I clawed my way from the edge using my newly built resistance.

With a loud pop, Kim came off my shaft, still joined by a string of saliva between my crown and her bottom lip.

“Ah, Christ.” Sam took over, sliding her plush lips over the soggy steel bar and hollowed her cheeks.

“Can I offer you dessert, Master?” Kim asked, wiping her chin. She was pulling her leggings off before I registered her words. “I’m really wet for you.”

“Fuck,” I cussed, staring at the ceiling, flashing back to the many times I’d stared at the one in Sam’s office... and how I stared at it the day she took me in her mouth for the first time.

Like a sex starved zombie, my body dropped to its knees — pulling my cock from Sam’s mouth — before falling back into the plush carpet.

Giggling, Sam climbed over me like a stalking kitten, and pawed my cock, settling herself on my thighs. “I could suck you all day, baby. I never tire of hearing your grunts when I do this.”

I grunted as she sucked all the way down my length. “Fuck, Sam.” Pleasure surged from the tip to my balls. No. Further. Deeper into my belly.

“How may I please you, Master?” Kim asked, only wearing her red tank. She spread her legs and parted the folds of her pussy with her fingers.

Lost in lust, in them, I growled, “Give me that pussy, Kimberly.”

She didn’t hesitate placing her knees either side of my head and holding her perfect dripping pussy with in reach.

Sam came off my shaft with a titter. “I have an idea.” I watched her behind the waving length of my cock as she shucked her silky top and freed her beautiful breasts, then spat in the valley between her tits. No. Was she?

“Fuck, Sam,” I moaned as she slid her full mounds around my shaft, squeezed her breasts together, and rubbed up and down. It was not only incredible, but sexy as hell. The valley of her breasts created the perfect pocket, and seeing my cock repeatedly rise between her mounds was hypnotic.

“This is getting me so wet,” the brunette groaned, and I didn’t know if she meant the copious amount of pre-cum oozing from my shaft joining her spit, making her breasts glossy, or a specific wetness between her thighs.

The whiff of musky need pulled my attention back to the adorable tuft of ginger. “Feed me, Kimberly.”

“Yes, Master,” the redhead cooed, pressing her slick pussy against my face. I almost drowned in her juices and had to work double time to lap her up. Quickly, she ground her sex against my face as Sam switched back to sucking my cock.

God, they were incredible. So giving and loving. I was the luckiest man alive. And that wasn’t even factoring in a surly blond.

As soft, slick lips sucked up and down my length, Kim moaned, grinding against my face. I licked and tongued her entrance, pushing inside her, then flicking her clit. I wasn’t trying to make her come. I just loved licking her pussy. Her fingers scrunched against my chest as Sam clawed at my stomach. She switched back to using her breasts, and the novel sensation pushed me rapidly towards the edge.

I groaned against the flood of Kimmy’s folds as Sam used her tits to fuck my cock, bouncing her ample cleavage up and down, up and down, up and down, until I was about to explode. My muffled cry clued her in, and quickly she plunged my cock deep in her throat, just as I erupted.

A wave of giddy disorientation slammed into me, making my head swim. I cried out into Kim’s pussy as a savage orgasm ripped through me like a flash of pain, before sinking into the depth, leaving me floating on the surface.

“Share, Sammy!” Kim hissed, crawling down my body, so we were sixty-nining. The tight, hot sensation vanished for a second, replaced by cool air, then the wet tightness returned. Sam giggled, kneeling, wiping a shot of cum from her cheek and sucking it off her finger as Kim sucked the cum from my balls. Fuck, she was sucking so damn hard, it almost hurt. Kimberly got what she wanted as my cock flexed under another wave of pleasure, spraying the insides of her mouth.

“God, Nate. There’s so much,” Sam gasped, wiping more from her chin, grinning at me under Kim’s body.

“You just blew my mind,” I said. My thoughts fogged, and I didn’t know what made the whole thing so explosive, but I loved it.

“Mmmmm, so yummy,” Kimberly cooed, twirling her tongue around my crown, wiggling her ass in my face.

“I need to buy you gifts more often.”


CHAPTER TWO


Twenty minutes later, I’d pulled myself from our bundle of debauchery on the bedroom floor, cleaned up, and gone in search of Crystal. She wasn’t in her studio, and Sam, like the mother hen she was, tracked her phone for me to right outside the building.

The chilly morning air hit me as I left the building and looked around for the surly blond. Mike the doorman nodded to a set of steps across the road that lead down into the park. I thanked him and jogged across with the gift box in hand. Crystal had been more frosty than usual since she found us in the shower together, and I didn’t like the thought of her being sad or upset at something I did... or didn’t do.

I found her sat on the bottom step staring out at the stream with the arched wooden bridge. “There you are.” I plonked down beside her, and instantly she grabbed my hand and interlocked our fingers.

“Yep, you found me,” she said with zero sass, which was concerning.

I gently squeezed her hand. “I’ve been looking for you, Blondy. Why are you hiding out here? It’s cold.” I slipped my jacket off — briefly unlocking our fingers to slip off the arm — and draped it over her shoulders. She was only wearing her jeans and a tank.

She grinned, but it didn’t meet her eyes. “Thank you.”

She kept her gaze on the bridge where a couple were walking their dog hand-in-hand. I pinched her chin, making her look at me. “What’s wrong?”

Crystal sighed. “I got lost in my head and couldn’t paint, so I went for a walk. This is as far as I got.” She pulled her chin free and nodded at the box. “What’s that?”

I squeezed her hand again. “This is for you. I got Sam a ring, so I wanted to get something for you and Kimmy, too. Kim has a similar one.”

I handed her the box. Her fingers were almost white as she clutched it. “Shit, is this actually from...” She tilted the box, showing off the logo.

“Yep,” I said. “I’m told they’re expensive.” I put my hand over the box, stopping her from opening it. “But it can wait a minute. Crystal, talk to me.”

She smirked, looking at me from the corner of her eyes. “You know, that’s what I love about you.”

I scrunched my face. “That I have expensive taste?” More accurately, it was Sarah’s taste that rubbed off on me, but I left that part out.

She squeezed my hand. “No, you jackass. You give a shit. Like, really give a shit. You’re the only guy I’ve... loved, that really cared about me.”

“Yeah. I’m head-over-heels in love with you. It’s no biggie,” I joked.

She tittered, blowing a clump of blond out of her face. ”It is a biggie, you sexy fucker.” She turned to face me. The sadness faded a little. “I’ve never felt this... vulnerable. It’s like you hold my heart in your big, manly hands, and every so often you give it a squeeze.”

“Is this about the shower?”

“No,” she said, then corrected, “yes. Yes, and no. kinda.”

I gave her a warm smile. “Tell me.”

She scrunched her cheeks. “You’ll think I’m being like Sam... dramatic.”

“I don’t think Sam’s dramatic.” I did, but that was before I understood her. “So I won’t think you are.”

“I feel left out.”

I felt like I’d just turned two pages in a book. “What?”

“Every time I come find you, you’re either playing with Kimmy or Sam. I miss when it was just you coming up to my apartment. Maybe I shouldn’t have moved in. I know you don’t feel for me as much as—”

“Crystal.” I interrupted. “You do not know how much I’ve missed you the past few days, but you always seemed so busy. You’re not being left out. I love you just as much. Open the gift.”

She narrowed her eyes, but there was hope there. Her attention returned to the box and with an inhale, she lifted the lid, and then laughed. “Precious?” She ran her fingers over the choker. “It’s a crystal joke, right?”

I leaned in, placing my chin on her shoulder, looking down past her expansive bosom to the box. “Sure, if you like. But to me it has two meanings. One, you’re kinda precious, brat.”

“Oh,” she tittered. “I can see that. What’s the other thing?”

I held her hand. “That to me, you are precious. Irreplaceable. Special.” I leaned in and whispered, “worth spending thousands of dollars on.”

She looked at me, her eyes going wide. “It’s that expensive? Oh, fuck. It’s real diamond isn’t it?”

“Yep.”

She quickly pulled her hand from mine, snapped the box shut and hid it inside my jacket. “Someone’s gonna fucking mug us for this. You can’t just give me this, Nate.” She sighed and looked at me through her lashes. A smile tugged at the corner of her mouth. “Why do you have to be so charming?”

I tilted her chin and brushed my lips over hers. “You think I’m charming?”

She grinned, turning her knees towards me. “Maybe,” she said, before pressing her lips hard against mine, slipping into my lap. Crystal’s flavor exploded across my lips. We kissed for a solid minute until some passerby whistled. She pulled away with a giggle, shouting, “You too, asshole!”

My fingers clutched her waist under the jacket. “Crystal, I don’t want you to feel left out. Hell, out of all of you, I thought you were the one who took what you wanted and didn’t care.”

She grinned, clutching the box against her breasts. “I guess you haven’t completely figured me out, huh?”

I grinned at the sassy look in her eyes. “I thought I did. Care to spell it out?”

She shrugged. “I think I’ll let you figure it out.”

I pulled myself tightly against the surly blond, drawn to her warmth under the jacket like a moth to a flame. “I promise I won’t leave you out in the future. I’ll make sure we’re all included equally. Hows that?”

Crystal snuggled against my chest. “It’s a start,” she whispered, sounding content.

“Here you guys are.” Sam and Kimberly trotted down the steps and sat on either side, wrapping their arms around us. “We were worried.”

Krystal looked at Kimberly — who was still wearing her choker — and laughed. “Oh, my God. He went there.”

Kimberly beamed at the blond. “Isn’t it great? What did you get?”

Crystal showed her secretively under the jacket, like she didn’t want anyone else to see... or maybe because she was afraid to let it go. I like to think it was the latter.

Kim giggled. “You are so precious.”

Crystal huffed. “He meant I’m precious to him.”

“Are you sure?” Kim raised a teasing eyebrow, hugging her thick hoodie.

“Yes,” I said. “It’s all of them.”

Sam, ever the therapist, patted the blonds knee. “What’s up Kris?”

Crystal looked into my eyes and grinned. “Nothing. I was just having a moment. All better now.”

I smiled back at Crystal’s dazzling grin. She was truly stunning when she smiled. “Good, because my ass is going numb, and it’s freezing out here.”


CHAPTER THREE


For the next few weeks, we slipped into a rhythm. I’d wake with my three incredible women, who did in fact take turns on who slept where. They were always torn on who didn’t get to snuggle, because they’d be the one to get morning sex. It was a fair tradeoff, I thought — one with no downsides for me. I still owed them a spanking with the paddle, and they seemed to have forgotten, well at least Sam pretended to. I often spanked Crystal with my palm just for fun when she got sassy to get me to fuck her in her studio. For her, it was just foreplay.

Most days I’d go jogging with Kim, which to the other’s surprise she’d really gotten into. I didn’t tell them what we were really up to in the bushes. We found an even more secluded spot, but had to put it on hold when the temperature dropped too low for kinky outdoor sex. Maybe we should have just turned one of our spare rooms into our own sex dungeon? We could’ve stuck a treadmill in there and pretend it was a gym. I chuckled at the thought.

Kimberly smiled up at me from her position on the floor. “What?” she asked, tilting her head to the side as she gathered and tied her striking red locks into a wavy ponytail.

I grinned as I clipped the lead to the leather pet collar around her neck. “I was just thinking about setting up a sex room, as we can’t go for our morning jog anymore.”

Kimberly dropped to all fours. “Could be fun. But this is fun too.”

“I’ll think about it.” This morning I was taking my pet for a different walk. I stared at her porcelain smooth skin and the pattern of freckles that covered her body. She wiggled her ass, eager for her walk. “You sure you don’t need knee pads?” She was completely naked, and I was worried she would graze her knee or something. I may have been slightly overprotective of her.

She giggled. “Nate, that’s the point. I’m supposed to be just a pet.”

I narrowed my eyes at the sexy minx, thinking about all the trophy wives that walk their tiny dogs in the park across the road. They treat their pets better than most people. “Some people treat their pets really well. What about prize poodles?”

She sighed. “You already treat me like a princess. I’m the best kept pet in the world! This is just for fun, remember? Stop overthinking it.”

“Your right.” She was, I was overthinking it. I narrowed my eyes at her, slipping on the role of master. “How wet are you, pet?” I didn’t wait for her to answer. I pushed my hands between her thighs from behind and slid my fingers through her folds. “Absolutely soaked. We’ve not even started. You’re gonna drip all over the floor.”

Kim’s eyes did that aroused hooded thing she did when she had a sexy idea. “You’ll just have to make me clean it up then, won’t you, master.”

I strummed her clit until she was panting and then pulled my hand away. Twin wet slaps echoed around the bedroom as I coated her ass in her juices. “Bad girl. If you make a mess, you’ll be doing more than cleaning it. Sam just washed the floors.”

Kim giggled, but it had this throaty quality that was part moan.

“Come pet,” I demanded, tugging her lead. Kimberly crawled alongside as we left the bedroom and walked down the short corridor to the living room.

Samantha sat on a couch, book in hand. She was still the picture of elegance, wearing some fluttery white silk pants and a matching halter top. She had her brown, wavy hair draped over her shoulder while she absentmindedly brushed her fingers through the strands.

“Found out who the killer is yet?”

“Oh!” Sam almost jumped off the couch, then chuckled. “Nate, you almost gave me a heart attack.”

I swooped around to the couches with Kimberly in tow. “Can I guess you finally got into it, then?” I leaned over the couch and nuzzled my head against her, kissing her bare shoulder.

Sam scrunched her cheeks. “I’m loathed to admit it, but yes.”

“Told you.”

She rolled her eyes. “I don’t want to continue reading, I don’t enjoy horror—”

“But you can’t stop.” I nodded.

She turned her head and gazed at me, eyes bright. “I have to know what happens. You’ve read it right? Does she make it?”

I chuckled, giving her another peck before moving around and sinking into the leather beside her. “Sit.” I pointed at the spot between my feet. “I have,” I said as Kimberly laid down at my feet like a kitten, pawing at my legs. “But I’ll tell you what Sarah told me when she introduced me to King. The power is in not knowing where he’s going. He didn’t when he wrote it, so why should you? If you know what happens, it’ll lose its magic.”

She pouted, her gaze moving to Kimberly. “What the hell are you two doing?”

I flashed my eyes at her.

She grinned. “I mean, Nate, I didn’t know we had a—”

“Kitten,” I said. If Kimberly was going to be a pet, she would not be a dog or something. She was a sex kitten. That was the only way I could convince myself to go along with it.

Kim meowed for effect.

Sam giggled. “Nathan, when I said to indulge her kinks, this is not what I imagined.”

“No?”

“Meow?”

Samantha slid her bookmark into the crease and closed the book with a smirk. “Okay, she’s kinda cute like that.”

“Meow!” Kim climbed to her knees and placed her hands on my thighs. She panted, and I wasn’t sure if she was pretending.

Sam sighed. “I guess it can’t hurt. Who’s a good girl?” She stroked Kim’s head, then broke into giggles. “I feel silly.”

“Meow?”

“Yeah,” I said, patting my pet. “It took me a few tries, but you told me to embrace their kinks, and I want to. I love they can be themselves. Even if it is weird.”

“Meow!” Kim pushed forward and kissed my denim covered groin.

“Bad girl.” I leaned over and spanked her rear. “So needy. My cock is not a toy.”

“Isn’t it? That’s news to me,” Sam purred, sliding closer. “I’d play with it all day if I could.”

My cock, hearing that, twitched to life, growing steadily harder.

Kimberly fought against me and mouthed my shaft through the material, leaving a wet patch. She purred — which was a throaty moan vibrating against my cock.

“Okay,” I sighed. “What am I going to do with you?”

Sam tittered, leaning against my side. “Looks like she want’s you to feed her.”

With a chuckle, I pulled Kimberly away from my groin. “Is that what you want?”

“Meow!”

My chuckle became a laugh. I cupped my kinky redhead’s cheek. “Well, it’s not feeding time yet.”

Kim pouted.

“You’re just a pet, remember?” I said, throwing her words back at her.

“Has Crystal seen her?”

I clicked my fingers. “Good idea.” I leaned in and kissed her sultry lips. She took my breath away, sliding her hand up my neck and held me in place as she devoured my mouth. Her cherry flavor exploded across my tongue, and Kimberly took advantage, trying to suck my shaft through my jeans.

Sam giggled against my lips as Kim meowed, face buried between my thighs. “I’m sorry. I can’t when she’s doing that.”

I grinned. Gave her a quick peck, then leaned over and spanked Kim’s ass hard. The kitten yelped from my lap. “I’ll leave you to your reading while I continue our walk.”

“Meow.”

Sam fluttered her lashes. “You sure you can’t tell me if she makes it? Mr. King won’t mind.”

“Sam,” I said with a devious grin. “There’s no way I’m spoiling that horrific ending.”

My gorgeous brunette gasped. Quickly, she snatched the book and flicked to where she left off. “I hate you,” she huffed with a grin.

“Love you too, baby. Now Kimmy. Let’s go show Krissy how good you are.”

“I’m making a mess,” Kimberly groaned as I tugged her by the lead down the hallway towards Crystal’s studio. It surprised me just how much my surly blond painted, even when she didn’t need to. Now she did it for fun. I didn’t know if it was just her calling or if she was addicted.

We stopped, and I checked the floor. It was clean, but her thighs glistened with moisture. “The only thing you’re making a mess of is yourself, you dirty girl.”

Kim whimpered, shifting back onto her haunches. “You sure you’re okay doing this? It’s not weird?”

I tugged on her lead. “Of course it’s weird. Doesn’t mean I don’t love doing it with you, now hush. Kittens don’t talk.”

“Meow.”

I rewarded her — or maybe tortured her — with a quick rub of her clit. She clutched my arm and held on, tightly scrunching her eyes.

Then I stopped, pulled away and forced her to follow, moaning and gasping — denied right on the edge.

Crystal’s studio was a mess of canvases, half opened boxes and paint containers. A bunch of paintings had appeared on the walls, and the blond herself stood behind her easel, palette in hand flicking her wrist like Bob Ross. If Bob Ross was a sexy blond, wearing paint-stained sweats and a tight black tank.

I brought Kimberly to heel in the doorway and gently knocked. Crystal looked up, a vision of concentration that quickly melted into a magnificent smile. “Nate!” She put down her palette and knife, freezing as she stepped out from behind the easel. Her brow raised. “What you up to, sexy? Taking your master for a walk?” The blond tilted her hips seductively.

“Meow!”

Crystal played along surprisingly well. I didn’t realize how close Crystal and Kim were before... well, me. But now we all were on the same page, it was clear to see. Sam said they had a mutual bond over their kinks and the failed attempts to embrace them over the years. “Oh,” she giggled, sounding miles from the sassy bitch of a few weeks ago. “A kitten today?”

“Meow!”

Crystal’s gaze moved from my naughty pet to the bulge still tenting my jeans. Then she smirked, looking into my eyes with her dark blue pools. “And who’s your sexy daddy?” she asked like you would to a dog or a small child.

Kim moaned. “Stop. I can’t do this anymore. Can you die from arousal if your needs aren’t met?”

I yanked the lead. “Hush, Kimmy. I’m talking to the gorgeous lady.”

Crystal stalked towards me, hips swaying. “Oh, your daddy is one smooth, sexy fucker.” Her arms slid around my neck, and her lips parted a fraction as she licked her lips. “Mind if I borrow him for a minute?”

Kim didn’t have time to answer. Crystal’s lips mushed against mine as she pulled me against her breasts. Her lips tasted of salted caramel, and my hands slid around her pert body, pulling Kim closer as my digits slid to Crystal’s curvaceous ass.

“Ok. I’ve had enough now,” Kimberly moaned. “This isn’t funny, Nate. You made me so horny, I’m gonna go insane if you don’t make me come.”

Crystal pulled away just enough to whisper, “Drama queen,” before kissing me some more.

“I’m trying to be good. I’m trying not to touch myself. I want you—”

“Kimmy,” Crystal sighed. “You won’t die from not coming for a minute.”

Kim block my view of her mouth with her hand and whispered, “but he doesn’t know that.”

I snorted. “Bad girl.”

“But I’m serious. I’m done playing now.”

Crystal slid her arm around my waist. “That’s a shame. I wanted to rough out a piece of you and your sexy master.”

“Really?”

“Really?” I parroted, squeezing Crystal’s fleshy globe.

“Yeah. Come on. It’ll be fun.” The stunning blond dragged me into her studio, pulling Kimberly by her lead.


CHAPTER FOUR


“I guess I can last a little longer. Only if Nate promises to let me come.”

Crystal sniggered. “Don’t worry.”

I rolled my eyes at their scheming, like I didn’t see the coded looks they gave each other. “Okay, where do you want us?”

Crystal yanked the canvas from her easel and put it aside, replacing it with a new, larger frame. “I wanna do a collage style piece, so I’ll have you in different positions, but...” She dragged a stool into the space in front of her easel. “Let’s start with you here and your adorable kitten at your feet?”

Kimberly preened at the compliment, crawling towards the stool. Her sizeable breasts swung beneath her as she swished her ass from side to side, and her crimson locks draped down her back like a mane. “Crystal, you can get tails, right? Plugs with tails?” I ran my fingers through Kimberly’s beautiful hair. “Red to match.”

“Wait, what?” Kim said as she sat in front of the stool, crouching like a cat.

Crystal’s eyes flashed, and a grin slid onto her pouty lips. “Oh, yeah. Oooo, we should get her one. A nice, thick one so it doesn’t fall out.”

“Wait, wait. A thick one?”

I pinched my chin in mock thought. “Mmm. I think it would really suit her. And good call on the thickness. I should be about to use both my pet’s holes, right?”

“Nate, no.”

Crystal grinned. “Absolutely. She’s your little fuck toy. You can use her how you want. She’d be so pretty with a tail.”

“Okay, time out,” Kimberly said, making a T with her hands. “You might enjoy shoving stuff up your butt, but that’s not me.” The kinky redhead looked up at me as I sat on the stool. “You’re not gonna make me, right?”

I patted her head. “Of course not. We’re just teasing.” I stroked Kim’s hair as we watched Crystal collect her paints.

“So, what brought on this bout of pet play?” The blond asked as she strolled up her canvas and mixed colors. “Have you given up jogging?”

Kim giggled. “Umm.”

Shit. People still jogged in winter, they just wear clothes. What they didn’t do was tie up one of their girlfriends, gag them, and them fuck them against trees in various positions.

Crystal chuckled as she put brush to canvas. “Nathan, your cheeks have gone red. You’re not hiding anything, are you?”

I narrowed my eyes at the sultry blond. Fuck, she knows. How does she know? “Umm.”

Crystal burst into giggles. “What’s the matter, kitten got your tongue?” She sniggered to herself. “Don’t worry. Your secret’s safe with me. Not sure who else me and Sam would tell.”

Kim groaned. “You knew?”

“Of course we knew.”

“Since when?” I asked.

“Since you both became so eager to go jogging every morning,” she mocked with a silly voice. “We got suspicious when I saw you go into the bushes together from my window. So we followed you.”

Kim huffed.

I winced. “And you’re not mad?”

Crystal continued to flick her wrist, then do something with the knife. I didn’t understand painting. It was a form of voodoo how artists created stuff like she did. “Mad? Fuck no. It was hot, babe. You gave us a fucking fantastic show.”

Kim groaned, ducking her head.

“What do you think of a sex dungeon?” I asked, imagining Crystal bent over a black leather padded platform I’d seen online. If they knew, we wouldn’t have to risk it in public anymore, and it would be kinda fun with them joining in.

“What, like a red room?”

“It can be red.”

She rolled her eyes. “Sure, sounds good. We’d need to sound proof it, though,” she said with a smirk.

“I’ll see what Sam says.”

Crystal tittered. “You do that, daddy dom. Okay, next position. Kimmy, can you sit in his lap?”

“Don’t have to ask me twice,” the redhead chirped. With enthusiasm, she jumped to her feet — no longer content being a pet — and slid onto my lap. She sat on my left thigh, draping her long pale legs on either side. The minx wiggled, pressing her dripping core into my jeans, creating another damp patch. “Oh, God, that’s good.”

Crystal chuckled from behind her canvas. She kept poking her head around, flicking her eyes from point to point, but always meeting my eyes, fluttering her lashes, before hiding again. “Great. Look this way, Kimmy.”

My arms slid around the toned, naked body of my naughty pet, holding her in place at her tummy as she clutched my arm. My other hand was free to wander. Slowly. Teasingly, my fingers walked up her side, over the swell of her right mound, until I found her nipple. Kim inhaled when I circled her nub with languished motions, gently catching the side of her nipple. Her hips jerked, rubbing herself on my thigh. “Mmmmm,” she hummed, shutting her—

“Eyes open, Kimmy. I need to see those beautiful peeps.”

“Kay,” Kim groaned, trying to keep her head up. I’d progressed to holding her breast in my palm while rubbing her nub between my thumb and forefinger.

“Does it matter for your painting if my dick’s hard?” I asked, pinching Kim’s nipple.

Crystal poked her head out, looked between my thighs, and bit her lip. “Don’t know about the painting, but it gives me something nice to look at,” she said with a grin. “Kimmy! Eyes up!”

“Sorry. It’s hard.”

“I know, I can see it.”

“Not Nate’s dick. He’s touching me. It’s hard to focus.”

Crystal tittered behind the canvas. It must have given Kim an idea, because her hand slid from my arm down to my groin, where she rubbed the steel bar tenting my jeans with gentle movements. Touché Kimberly.

“Try.” I smirked. “Think of it like a game. If you pass, you can come.”

She lifted her head. “You’re mean, you know that?”

I nuzzled my face against her ear. “We both know you love this. Don’t think I don’t see it.”

The buxom redhead grinned. “A lady doesn’t tell.”

“She doesn’t need to,” I growled the words as she squeezed my cock. I narrowed my eyes. Two can play that game. Slowly, I snaked the arm holding her tummy downwards. My fingers trailed over her bellybutton, then lower. A tuft of ginger greeted me, and I played there for a minute, just combing my digits, tickling.

“Nate, look up, please.”

“Sorry, Kris,” I said, realizing I’d been staring at Kimberly’s breast squishing in my hand. “It’s hard, you know?”

Crystal giggled. “I know, I can see.”

“Not that,” I said repeating Kim’s excuse. “She’s touching me.”

Crystal’s giggle trailed off into a titter, and I knew she was rolling her eyes. “Try,” Kim added, repeating back.

My resolve to torment my redhead increased. I moved on from her tuft and slid lower. She was openly grinding her pussy against my leg, and she froze when I found her clit. But I didn’t just find it. I spread her folds with my fingers, exposing the sensitive bud for my other digit. With a wicked smirk, I pressed her bud like a button, tapping a rhythm. Kimberly’s hips bucked, making her bud rub against my finger, forcing a moan to escape her lips.

Crystal sighed. “Try to hold still, Kimmy.”

“Sorry.” The naughty redhead was not sorry. Her hand moved higher, and I didn’t know what she was doing until I felt my jeans relax and heard the zipper.

I tapped out an SOS on her clit, making her gasp. The denim under her was soaked through.

Crystal was grinning from ear to ear the next time she peeked out. Kimberly’s hand was inside my fly, reaching for my cock. I groaned when she found it. In what was probably sweet revenge, she grasped my length, and rubbed the crown of my cock in circles with her thumb, making damn sure to catch the sensitive underside.

I ground my finger over her clit like it was a stain I needed to clean. She panted, I groaned, Crystal giggled. “There’s something missing. I think we need to add Sam.” The sensual blond pointed a finger at us. “Don’t move.”

As soon as Crystal strolled from the room, Kimberly snapped her eyes to mine, and we both smirked.

She pulled my cock out and started pumping her tight fist up and down the length. It was like a switch flicking. Arousal fogged my mind, and pleasure filled my senses. I curled my fingers lower, pushing between her slick flesh and my soggy thigh, until I reached her entrance. She moaned as I slipped two, then three fingers inside her tight hole, contorting my thumb to catch her clit.

“Oh, you! You, umm.” Her accusations devolved into incoherent moans. “You know how horny... God, I hate... Mmmmmm... Love you.”

I kneaded her breast, flicked her nipple, and flexed my fingers in the tight space, and ground her clit. Victory was mine in seconds.

With a strangled moan, Kimberly unleashed. She almost squeezed the life from my shaft as a loud, shaking sound left her throat. Her muscles clenched my fingers, and more wetness soaked my jeans.

“Oh, wow,” Sam said as she entered behind us. “I’ve never posed before.”

“Well, you’re as gorgeous as any model,” I said, tucking my cock away and turning to watch Crystal push Sam inside her studio. Kimberly shook, grinding her hips against my hand, then with a gasp, slumped against me like she’d just run out of power.

“Okay. Thank you, baby,” Samantha said, giving me a kiss. “But where do you want me?”

A glint flickered in Crystal’s eyes. “It’s kinda a sexy piece, so if you could take off your pants and top, then sit like Kimmy, that would be great.”

Sam’s luscious lips became an O. “Okay.” She pulled up the hem of her silky top, then stopped. “I feel self-conscious.”

“I’m naked,” Kimberly said, drooling over my shoulder, grinning like a loon.

“If it helps, I can take off my tee?” I offered to the room.

“Yes, please,” Crystal said, returning behind her easel.

“We’ll do it together?” I said to Sam. “I don’t know why you’re feel self-conscious, you look incredible.” I yanked off my tee, temporarily disturbing Kim’s snuggling, and tossed it at the stunning brunette.

She caught it and held it to her nose, inhaling. How did she make that sexy? “Okay. Sorry. It’s just the painting. It’s not the same as getting naked for you.”

I let Kim grab hold as I shifted my arm from her waist and pulled Sam closer. “Don’t think about it. Just focus on me.” I pinched the hem of the top and slowly lifted until her white lace bra revealed itself. She raised her arms, letting me pull the satin over her head. I tossed it on top of my tee where she’d left it on top of a unopened box. I beamed at her as she crossed her arms, covering herself. Ignored her bout of self consciousness — knowing Samantha wasn’t as confident as she projected — I moved to her pants. The fasten came undone easily, and the fluttery fabric slipped from her hips and landed in a pile at her feet. She kicked the bundle aside, standing awkwardly.

“Take a seat, Sammy,” Crystal reminded her. “Kimmy didn’t mind.”

“Hell, nope,” Kimberly chirped, snuggling as she half twisted to press her cheek against my shoulder.

“Okay. But what if I get wet? You know the effect you have on me.”

I leaned in and placed my lips against hers. “So take off your panties, Samantha, and take a seat.”

Her eyes flashed, losing her worried expression. “Oh.” She wiggled out of her silky panties and tossed them on her pants. “I thought you were seriously painting.”

Crystal snickered as her tank flew from behind the canvas and landed against my chest.

Sam slid onto my lap like a lady, fussing about how she might make my jeans wet. I tossed Crystal’s black tank on the pile, explaining how that ship had already sailed, thanks to Kimberly’s wantonness.

“Finally,” Crystal huffed.

Sneakily, I unclasped Sam’s bra under the pretense of hugging her, and she rolled her eyes as her beautiful mounds bounced free. Her bra joined her panties on the pile.

“Great,” Crystal said. Her voice wobbled like she was struggling. I knew why seconds later when her sweats flew from behind the canvas and joined the floor pile. “Look forward, Sam, and try to relax.”

“Okay,” the gorgeous brunette said, psyching herself up. I helped by snaking my hand between her thighs and gently rubbing up and down her slit. She must have been nervous, because she was uncharacteristically dry. It didn’t last long, because after a minute of gentle caresses whilst sitting on my knee like sexy Santa, she relaxed.

Kimberly had recovered by this time. She pushed her hand back inside my fly and toyed with my oozing shaft.

Sam stared forward, biting her lip as I continued to play with her pussy. Quickly she became slick with arousal — still hugging her midriff — pushing out her fantastic bosom.

“Okay, a little longer. I’ll clean this up later,” Crystal said.

Kimberly giggled. “Can’t we just wash Nate?”

Crystal poked her head around the canvas, giving me a peek at her silky black bra and the creamy expanse of cleavage within. ”I meant the painting.” Her gaze instantly dropped to my groin where Kimberly openly slicked her hand up and down the length.

“Remember, you’re cleaning up your mess,” I reminded the redhead as she thumbed my crown, blatantly pulling my shaft further from its denim prison.

Sam shifted, clutching my arm. Like Kimberly had, she ground her hips, dragging her pussy back and forth along my thigh, leaving me to focus on her clit. “Mmmm,” she mewled, closing her eyes. “Don’t stop, baby,” she whispered, arching her back against me.

I hissed, lost in arousal as Sam’s wetness soaked through my jeans, and Kimberly progressed to pumping my cock again with her fist.

Sam ground harder, breathed deeper. Kimberly pumped faster. I grit my teeth, refusing to let my pet win. “So close,” Sam whispered in a breathy gasp. “So...” Her body shuddered, and she froze, flicking her head back, flashing her chocolate locks in my face. Even more moisture soaked my poor jeans and she trembled over my thigh. I rubbed through her climax, right on the edge of coming, but I held out until Crystal proclaimed it was time for a new position.


CHAPTER FIVE


Kimberly groaned as I took back my cock. Crystal stood in her bra and panties, tapping her bottom lip with her finger. “I think I need a kinky scene, like Nate spanking... well me. But I can use one of you as a stand-in.”

Before I could speak, Sam clapped her hands. “I’ll get the paddle.”

I smirked. Kimberly pretended to pout, and Crystal raised a questioning brow. “What paddle?”

“It’s a surprise. Less so now, I guess.”

“And we all know who’s getting spanked,” Kimberly grumbled.

I pulled the naked redhead against my side, giving her nipple a flick. “You know you want it. It’s long overdue.”

She giggled. “Yeah, just not hard though, okay? I like the idea more than the pain. It’s Crystal that likes her ass red.”

“Okay,” Crystal said with a groan. “Don’t say stuff like that. I’m wet enough watching you three as it is, and I’m trying to concentrate.”

I kissed Kimberly’s head as I squeezed her tighter. “Don’t worry, it’s just for show.”

“Okay, this was supposed to be a surprise,” Sam said, returning. “Nate and I got it together for you.” She held up the black spanking paddle. It was supposed to create enough pain, so the recipient felt it. Warmed their rear, made a loud sound, but didn’t cause damage. It wouldn’t redden the skin much either, and it boggled my mind the amount of research and engineering that went into such a thing. I had this image of asses lined up in a research lab as a guy in a lab coat walked along, testing it. I snickered at the thought. It also had Crystal’s name printed on one side and ‘bad girl’ on the other in ornate pink lettering.

“Oh, wow.” Crystal’s bottom lip wobbled for a second. “I never thought I could be open about this stuff, and here you are buying me a punishment implement.”

I laughed at her almost sarcastic wording.

Sam hooked a lock of her wavy brown hair behind her air and huffed. “Shut up, bitch, you love it.”

Crystal’s eyes never left the rubber paddle. “Yeah,” she said wistfully. “Thank you, Sam.” She turned to face me. “I’ll thank you later, you sexy fucker. But for now, can you, Kimmy, get on your hands and knees, while Nate pretends to spank you?”

Kim’s mock pout bloomed into a grin.

“Only pretend?” I joked, knowing I owed Kimberly at least a couple of spanks. If I didn’t, the illusion of being her master would be broken, and Kimberly had never been happier since I’d taken on the burden of being her owner. I grinned, eager to try out the paddle.

“Like this?” The luscious redhead was on all fours where the stool had been.

“Great. Nate, can you, umm, take your pants off please? I wanna see that juicy heat you're packing.”

My jeans were half off anyway. “Sure. What the hell kind of painting is this?”

The blond grinned.

Sam handed me the paddle, and I made a point of swishing it through the air just to mess with Kimberly. I stood behind her and rubbed her pale backside in warning.

There was this sparkle in Crystal’s eyes as she asked, “Can you hold it up like you’re going to spank her?”

I did. For three seconds, then brought the paddle against Kimmy’s ass.

“Ow!” the redhead hissed.

“Sorry,” I said, quickly returned my arm skyward before Crystal looked around the easel. “I slipped.”

Sam giggled. “What does it feel like, Kimmy?”

“What do you think? Like getting spanked. Then that warmth goes to you pussy and makes you horny. It’s annoying, because I like that part.”

“It stops hurting after a while,” Crystal added. “Once you’re warmed up.”

“OW!” Kim groaned as I slipped again.

“I wanna try it,” Sam said, getting down on her hands and knees next to the redhead. Her breasts swayed and wobbled, and I wondered how long I could resist them. Either of them. Any of them. It was a visual feast and my cock had steadily grown harder — not that it had gone soft since Kimberly put her collar on and got naked.

“You sure, baby?” I rubbed the paddle across the full globes of her creamy ass.

“Do it.”

I pulled back and clapped her across her cheeks with a fraction of the power.

“Ooooo,” she hummed. “Harder.”

I spanked her harder, and she moaned. Then I switched to Kim and spanked both of her cheeks. Then I alternated.

“Fuck, that’s weird. Why is that so arousing? I haven’t been spanked since I was nine,” Sam said, looking at me over her shoulder.

“I know, right,” Crystal said, throwing her bra aside and wiggling out of her panties. “Can I try?”

I didn’t stop her as she lined up with Kim and Sam. “How hard do you want it?”

“What have you got?” Crystal challenged. Her breasts swayed beneath her as she got into position.

I clapped her across both cheeks with a hard spank. She sucked in a breath, squeezing her thighs together.

“Again.”

I did. She demanded more until I was openly spanking her with hard, fast spanks. The paddle was perfect, until she moaned, holding up her hand. Her head dropped to the floor under her nest of silky blond strands. Concerned, I dropped to my knees in front of her. “Crystal? Are you okay?”

Her voice was a mouse squeak. “No.”

Panic flooded me — fear that I’d hurt her — until she lifted her head, and I realized I’d been played.

“I’m beyond horny now,” the blond hissed as she jumped me, knocking me onto my back. Before I really knew what hit me, my cock was pushing up into her tight, wet, scorching depths.

“Christ, you scared me,” I groaned, gritting my teeth at the sudden flood of pleasure shivering down my shaft.

Crystal just cackled, wiggling her hips as she impaled herself fully. “Sorry, dude. You just pushed me into the zone,” the blond moaned. She was fucking me before I recovered from falling back. Rabid slapping echoed around the studio space.

“Hey, that’s not fair,” Kimberly said somewhere behind the bobbing blond. Her breasts bounced, making her pebbled nipples dance. Like I was on autopilot, my hands reached out and caught her swaying mounds, and kneaded. Crystal groaned, hopping faster. She bobbed a couple times, then ground her hips in a circle before resuming. It was a maddening rhythm that quickly had me hissing as I tried not to come.

“Don’t hold back,” the blond gasped. “Come inside me, baby. Give me your cum. Fuck, I want your cum.” Her eyes closed as she moaned the enticing words. I couldn’t stop, even if I wanted to. With a grunt, I came inside her, lifting my hips, trying to push deeper. She didn’t stop as I shot load after load inside her silky depths. “Oh, fuck, yes. Give it to me, Nate.”

Crystal ground her hips, pressing down hard as she gasped. I felt like I’d been steamrollered, laying there on the floor as she convulsed above me, pussy fluttering around my shaft, then collapsed. Blond strands covered my face as another twitch sent a shiver down my spine.

“I guess we’re not doing the painting anymore?” Kim asked.

“Rain check?” Crystal whispered.

“Then you can warm me up while we wait for you to recover,” Kim, who had shed her kitten persona completely, said, crouching on my face, pushing crystal’s head aside.

“Kimberly,” I started in complaint, but when I caught sight of her glistening pussy, I just relented. I grabbed her hips, with devious intent, and pulled her clit between my lips and sucked.

“Oh, oh, God!” the redhead cried out. I was rough, and I meant business.

While I sucked Kimberly’s slick little bud, Crystal slipped off my cock with a moan. “Fuck, I needed that. Ooo I have an idea. Kimmy, you’re not busy, right?”

Moaning, Kim shuddered against my face. “Kinda, am,” she gasped.

“But your mouth’s free, right? Nate left a mess and I hear you’re the one cleaning up?”

Kimberly shuddered again, squeezing her thighs tightly around my head. Her pussy flooded with desire, and I switched tact, licking and probing inside her tight hole.

“Lick it, you dirty little slut.” I pulled back from Kim’s pussy and looked up to see Crystal holding her oozing slit against the redhead’s mouth. Without hesitation, she licked through the blond’s folds, mewling.

With a grin, I returned to sucking her clit, then hissed as a pair of luscious lips slid over my gooey cock and sucked hard. I groaned into Kim’s pussy as Sam moved her sucking mouth up and down my length, bringing my cock back to life. I tried to focus on the slick, pink petals covering my mouth, drowning me in need, but I kept drifting out of my body and watching the scene in my mind. There I was laid out on the floor of Crystal’s studio, with the kinky redhead sat over my head while I made her pant and gasp. The blond was bent at the knees, thighs around Kimberly’s head, holding fistfuls of red hair while she had her clean my cum from her pussy. Add to that, my fiancée bobbed over my lap, sucking my cock. But then she stopped. Slid her legs over me and pushed down on my now raging hard-on. I snapped back inside my body and groaned as her slick hotness squeezed my shaft, sliding all the way to the hilt. “Fuck.”

“Oooo. Fuck, baby.” Sam’s nails scrunched my abs as she gyrated her hips, dragging my crown over her wet interior.

“Oh, keep going, Kimmy,” Crystal gasped.

The redhead moaned. Her body twitched, and more wetness flooded my mouth.

“Mmmm,” Sam whimpered, lifting off my shaft, before slowly sinking back down. My cock flexed in protest at the cool air before it was back inside, where it belonged. “I really thought this would be boring. You know. Mmmm. Posing for a painting.”

Crystal let out a throaty chuckle that sounded like she was on the verge of coming again. “You’re not posing anymore. This is. Fuck!” she gasped.

That Kimberly had made Crystal come already, meant I’d been slacking — too busy enjoying the sensation of Samantha riding me with all the wonderful naked flesh around me. I got back to work as Sam openly bounced on my lap, fucking me like she was galloping a horse. I guess that meant I was her stud.

My tongue was a blur as I flicked Kim’s clit and then sucked hard. Her breaths became loud gasps, grinding her hips back and forth against my mouth, hissing and moaning as I kept my lips locked around her nub. More wetness flooded my chin.

Sam fucked me harder, slap, slap, slapping her pussy against my groin, mewling louder and louder.

“Fuck,” I moaned against Kim’s pussy, curling my toes as I fought not to come. Not again, it was too soon!

“Don’t. Fight. It,” Sam gasped, each word a strained breath as she used me for her pleasure.

Don’t fight it. She was right. What the hell was I doing?

I latched my lips around Kimberly’s clit and sucked hard as I let go.

Kim beat me to it. In the next second, she cried out. It was muffled, so clearly Crystal hadn’t finished with her. “Mo, mosh!” the kinky minx cried as her body shuddered violently, soaking me in her release.

It was like a chain reaction. With a gurgled grunt, I erupted inside Samantha. Flashes of pleasure slammed into me as I unloaded in her convulsing channel. Sam came with me, milking my shaft with a pained squeak. Her nails dug in and her hips ground in circles as we breathed hard — lost in that moment of euphoria.

Then we all collapsed like a house of cards.

“Wow,” Sam said, sounding dreamy. “I enjoy posing for paintings.”

“Yeah.” Kim added, sounding sleepy, like she always did after she came. “When can we do that again?”

Crystal sniggered. “I was only pretending. We don’t need an excuse. We could do this all day.”

I laughed, pulling all three against me in a tangle of limbs, breasts, and damp, sweaty locks. “You three are insatiable. How haven’t you gotten pregnant yet?” My eyes widened as the words left my lips.

There was a silence so loud it was deafening.

Sam sighed. “Well. It’s funny you should ask that.”


CHAPTER SIX


I stumbled from the hospital entrance in a daze. I couldn’t believe it. There was this hollow space in my gut. A place where happiness used to be. The world drained of color. Sounds muted. Smells faded. The chilly breeze was like a faint tickle.

I walked. I didn’t pick a direction, I just walked. She was gone. Taken. She was the strong one. I realized that by the end as I cried at her bedside.

“Watch where you’re going, buddy!” someone yelled. There was this horn sound. Someone really liked that horn because they kept playing with it until I passed the road and stumbled onto the pavement.

My hands were locked into fists, but I didn’t feel anger. I felt nothing.

Numb.

I walked for hours. I Didn’t know where I was. People passed me, but they might as well have been ghosts.

But one thing stood out like a candle in the dark. A sign. It glowed ethereally in the early evening light.

Need help?

Those were the only words I saw, and I did. I thought. It didn’t matter. My legs did their own thing. It mentioned floor four. I remembered as I floated into the elevator. The button was fake, like my hand passed through it. But the door closed anyway, then opened. I passed a guy with glasses, laughing. I think that’s what it was called. I didn’t understand how that worked anymore.

Suddenly, I was before a windowed door. It had a half painted sign, like someone had peeled off some letters. My hand raised to knock. I didn’t know what I was doing. I needed help, and this seemed like a better idea than finding a bridge. Sarah would have killed me if I’d done that. She made it clear. I had to move on.

I’m trying.

Her words were the only thing that made my floppy fists hit the window. Well, I tried, but the door opened and a woman stood there. Her hair was cut short to her chin, but it was dark brown like chocolate. Her eyes matched like bright chocolate buttons.

“I need help.” It sounded like someone else had said it, but I know the words came from my mouth.

She smiled and held out her hand. It was the kind of smile that made someone’s day, and somewhere deep inside me, I felt something.

“Hi,” she said. “I’m Samantha.”
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THREE YEARS LATER

I held my daughter tightly against my hip, and her tiny fist clutched my tee in return. She looked adorable in her tiny sun hat and yellow dress. She’s just as beautiful as her mother, and thankfully, she takes after Sam in every way. I stared at my wife’s ass as she fussed with the car seats. Her short black skirt fluttered around her thighs.

“Fuck, no. My dad can eat a bag of dicks. We’re visiting mom, and that’s it.” Crystal bobbed our son in her arms, making a surly face at him. He’s a little stinker. “He made his choice. They should be grateful. I just wanted to do face time.”

“Don’t be so mean, Kris.” Kimberly trotted up from the house, keys in hand, our daughter in the other — her vibrant red hair just visible under the tiny cap. “We’re doing the full tour.”

“The hell we are,” I said, passing Sara to Sam. “We’re on vacation. We’re stopping off at select parents on the way. That’s it.” Crystal shoved Tommy into my arms, and he giggled, thumping his little fist against my palm.

“Thank you, Nate.”

I grinned at Crystal. Motherhood tamed none of her sass, and I wouldn’t have her any other way. I passed Tom to Sam, who was securing the little tykes in their car seats. Kimberly handed me my keys as she fusses with Kira, and I stared up at our farmhouse. Dad would’ve gotten a kick out of me moving back here with my family.

Sam pulled her head out of the truck and stretched her back. Her massive breasts strained her tank, and the slight bump of our second child was just visible. “Let me do that—”

“Nathan,” she said, giving me those eyes. “I’ve got this.”

I pocket my keys and pull her close. “I know you do, hon. But you don’t have to do everything on your own.”

Sam snuggled against me, her hand going straight to my ass — pregnancy made her more insatiable, if that was even possible. “Oh, I’m not,” she tittered. “You’re driving.”

I grinned. “Right.”

“Oh, Sam,” Kimberly said, passing off Kira, and fishing a hair tie from her pocket. She gathered her waves of fire into a tail. “Your agent called about the first draft of your next book. I said you’d call her back.”

Sam scoffed, securing Kira. “She’s going to have to wait, isn’t she? I’m on vacation.”

Kim scrolled through her phone. “And the gallery called about your showcase,” she said, turning to Crystal. “They have buyers just from the preview.”

I pulled Crystal into a hug. Her showcase isn’t for another month, but her paintings for it are spectacular. Not as good as the filth covering our bedroom walls, but up there with the best. “See, I told you.”

Crystal scrunched her cheeks at me. “It’s not you, is it? Because it told you—”

I squeezed her tightly against my side. “It’s not me, I promise. I much prefer the art we make together in the bedroom.”

She grinned. “Yeah, that is more fun.”

“Okay, that’s great and all,” Kim said, waggling her phone. “But what should I tell them?”

Crystal’s hand found its way to my ass. “Tell them you’ll get back to them in three weeks. We’re on vaycay.” She kissed my cheek and ran around the truck to help Sam.

Kimberly huffed. “Nate?”

I pulled her in for a hug, and my kinky minx snuggled in. “Just tell them you’ll get back to them, and turn your phone off.” I smiled down at her. “Our family needs a break,” I said, kissing her head.

She sighed. “Yeah, you’re right.”

I kissed her nose. “I know I am. Now get your butt in that truck.”

Kim giggled. “Yes, Master!”

“Come on, Nate! I wanna get there before dark,” Sam called out. I checked the doors were secured, inspecting my family through the tinted window. Our three beautiful—

“Shotgun!” Crystal shouted.

“Ah, man,” Kimberly whined.

I grinned, fished out my keys, and hopped in the driver’s seat. I winked at Sam in the rear-view. Turned it and smiled at Kimberly as she entertained our little ones. Crystal kicked off her sneakers and crossed her legs in the passenger seat. She gave a smirk as she watched me out the corner of her eyes.

I started the engine, slipped it into drive, and pull away with the biggest grin imaginable, feeling so much love, hope, and excitement for the future.

Who would have thought therapy would be this good?

THE END.
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Jack spent his time working on the impressive dent in his oversized couch, in his empty home, filling the void in his life with a constant stream of stuff he bought from the internet.

He didn’t know what was missing until one night, a knock at his door changed everything.
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