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PART ONE


















CHAPTER ONE








“S
 o,
 tell
 me
 about
 it?”

I opened my eyes. Bright light filtered through the closed cloth blinds, making the already stark white walls starker. As I turned my head, the leather squeaked
 . “What?”

“What you’re really
 looking for?” Samantha uncrossed her legs, giving me, as I sprawled on the cream couch, a view up her short pencil skirt. It was a pleasant view
 . She was wearing white lace and wanted me to know it. But my expression remained stoic.

Dr. Samantha Thompson. Her full title. Psychologist and sex therapist. I was there for the former. She asked me to call her Samantha. Not Dr. Thompson. Not Sam, but Samantha. Casual, but not overly familiar. Did they teach her that in shrink school, I wonder? Did she pick up the ‘flash panties at patient’ method in Sex Therapy School? “If I knew that, Doc, I wouldn’t be here.”

She smiled her patient smile. “Nathan, please call me Samantha.”

“Samantha.” I didn’t know if I was being facetious, answering her like that, but she seemed to like it. Her eyes flashed, and she closed her legs for a second. She bit her lip and let her legs relax — wider this time, as much as the fabric of her skirt would allow. I didn’t know if was a side effect of her being a sex therapist — as such, I assumed, a sexual person — or if she was being unprofessional. I didn’t mind either way.

She flicked the dark curls that flowed down her back — restrained by a tight ponytail — over her shoulder, and crossed her arms. It pushed her breasts up, plumping them like pillows. Two large, round, plump pillows in white cotton, straining the buttons of her blouse. She narrowed her eyes, still expecting an answer, while suspiciously eyeing my lack of reaction.

“I don’t know,” I said. I sounded dead inside and I couldn’t muster the enthusiasm to care. “I’d like to feel something, I guess.”

She scooted to the edge of her chair and pushed her knees together. “Go on.” She bent forward. The top couple of buttons on her blouse were undone, so now she was flashing me the white lace of her bra.

“I’d like to look at girl and… feel something, you know?” The ceiling was white, with a mottled texture. I wanted to look back at her. She was nice to look at after all, but that’s what she wanted, I thought. “Like,” I said, giving her an example, “I saw a girl on the subway on my way over here. She was attractive. She smiled at me. I smiled back and—”

“Describe her,” Samantha commanded. Her words were like a purr from a kitten.

“Describe her?”

Her brow raised, and a smirk tugged at the corner of her lips. “Yes. Describe her. You couldn’t have forgotten already.”

I gawked at the mottle, trying to remember. “She was… attractive.”

Samantha sighed. “You can do better than that, Nathan.”

A shadow from the window reached cross the ceiling. “She had long, dark hair… like yours, I guess—”

“You guess? Did she or didn’t she?”

I scowled at her. A row of photos hung alongside framed diplomas on the wall behind her. “Her hair was dark, like chocolate, and fell down her to her back, like your. Except it was wavy and free. She had it over her shoulders.”

Samantha pulled her hair band, unleashing her brown curls, and shook it loose. Her breasts swayed from side to side until the waves spread out behind her like a waterfall, then she gathered it over her shoulders. “Like this?”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“You guess?”

“Yes. Though it was the other shoulder.” I fixed my gaze on the ceiling.

“What else?” I watched her from the corner of my eye as she deliberately crossed her legs and hiked up her skirt, exposing another inch of her long, stocking covered thighs. A wide lace pattern decorated the top of her stockings, vanishing under her skirt.

“She had long, smooth legs. She was wearing a pair of those Daisy Dukes… you know, from the Dukes of Hazard?”

She nodded. “Denim Short-Shorts. I have a few pairs.”

The image of her long legs flowing from the frayed hems entered my mind, replacing the girl from the subway. “Sandals. She was wearing sandals, heeled ones. Her toenails were pink. I remember because they matched the color of her fingernails.”

“Okay, what else?” She unhooked her legs and rested her arms on her thighs. Her heels were black stilettos and raised her knees above the seat.

“She had this top. It wasn’t a tank — too strappy — it revealed her midriff. A white diamond sat in her bellybutton.” I snorted. “Doubt it was a genuine diamond, but it sparkled like one. Maybe one of those artificial ones they grow?” I read about that in a magazine in the hospital. They always had interesting magazines. I remember them more than anything.

“Okay, good. But that’s what she was wearing. Tell me about her
 .”

She looked at me so intently I wanted to squirm. “Her?”

“Yes. What was she like?”

“Young.”

“How young? My age? Your age?”

“Nineteen, maybe. She was happy, so young enough that life hadn’t shat all over her.”

“Don’t do that.” She sounded sad. “Don’t project. Life didn’t shit over you, Nathan. You suffered a tragedy. But we’re not talking about that today. Tell me about the girl.”

The milky-white ceiling faded to the image of the subway. The moment that stuck in my mind. “She’s smiling. She has a pleasant smile. I liked her ah…”

“It’s okay. I want to hear it unfiltered.”

“I liked her ass. Her shorts didn’t cover the whole of her butt and it’s sexy. I kept looking at her cleavage. I remember that. She had a nice rack, and she clearly wanted to show off. She caught me gawking, that’s when she smiled at me.”

“So, you liked her?”

“You could say that.”

Samantha pressed her knees together and placed her arms on the armrests of her chair. “So you felt something for her?”

Did I? “I appreciated
 her appearance. She was nice to look at.”

“Am I nice to look at?”

I glanced back at her and really
 looked, taking all of her in. She was really nice to look at. She was twenty-nine if her website was accurate, but didn’t look a day over twenty-five. Her eyes sparkled under the spotlights. She looked hopeful. I darted my gaze back to the ceiling, not wanting to look at her when I answered, not when my dick had become hard as a steel bar in my pants. “Yes.” I paused, narrowing my eyes at the bumpy texture. “But you already know that.”

She tittered, but tried to hide it. “A girl always likes to hear it... but what makes you say that?”

My gaze snapped to her, eyes wide. I wanted to roll them. She knew damn well what she was doing, but what did this have to do with my therapy? She raised an eyebrow, resting her chin on her hands, and her elbows on her knees, trying to hide a smirk tugging at her plush lips. My gaze dropped to the way her skirt had hiked up her thighs, showing off her stockings, and hinting not so subtly at the white lace shadowed under her skirt. “Really, Doc?”

“Samantha.”

The shadow across the ceiling had moved. How long had I been on that couch? “Really, Samantha?” Was she flirting with me? Playing with me? Or was this just her way? It seemed unlikely. She came too highly recommended to be this
 unprofessional. So it was something else then?

The smirk broke free of her control as her legs parted again, separating her arms, showing her teasing cleavage peeking out from her parted blouse buttons. “Yes. What gives you the impression I think
 I’m nice to look at?”

I glanced at her again. She was nice to look at, but maybe I’d read that wrong. Maybe she wasn’t showing off, but trying something else... was she coming on to me then? Nah. “Well,” I started, to give myself a second to think. “Your top buttons are undone.”

I caught her eyes wandering to the bulge protruding from my pants as I lay on the couch. “So, you’ve been looking at my breasts? Peeking at my cleavage?”

She said it playfully, not accusatory. I didn’t look at her. “Yes. Its... they’re hard to ignore.”

“Fair. I have nice breasts. What else?”

I gave her an incredulous look. “Your skirt is so high up your thighs I can see your stockings?”

She nodded. “This is true. Can you see my panties?”

My eyes widened. “A little.”

“What color are they?”

I was confused. Where she was going with this? I stared deep into her brown eyes that almost matched her hair, but darker, more saturated with color, like milk chocolate buttons. “White.”

She stared right back, her eyelids hooded just enough, so she had to look through her long lashes. “And what material are my panties made of?”

We stared at each other for a second before I answered. “Lace. White lace just like your bra.” I was actually feeling a little angry towards her now. I didn’t like getting played, and I felt like a kitten’s plaything under her gaze. “Why would you make damn well sure I saw your bra, your sexy stocking and your panties, if you weren’t showing off?”

“You think my stockings are sexy?”

I sighed and flopped back on the couch, resuming my staring match with the bobbles on the ceiling. “Yeah, they are... but you know that.”

“What color was the underwear of the girl on the subway?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t see.”

“Would you have liked to?”

I resisted giving her another glance. Was she enjoying playing with me? This couldn’t be part of the therapy, could it? “Sure, why not? Does that make me a pervert?”

She snorted. “In your case, no. It speaks to your desire for intimacy.”

I couldn’t avoid glaring at her then. “Intimacy? I can barely feel anything for a girl... never mind want to get intimate with her.”

She parted her legs wider, inching up her skirt more so her white lace panties were clearly visible. The panel over her sex was silky and damp, showing her pussy through the material. “I don’t think that’s true.”

I stared at the damp patch on the satin, at the fleshy lips just visible through the gauzy fabric. It made me lick my lips.

“How does this make you feel?”

“How does what
 make me feel?”

“What you’re seeing? You’re looking intently enough.”

“You want me to look—”

“Do I?”

I looked away, back to the safety of the ceiling. “Yes. It makes me feel confused.”

“Confused? In what way?”

I huffed. “Like, why is the highly recommended professional
 acting this way?”

“Then pretend I’m just a girl in a bar.”

“I don’t go to bars... not anymore...”

“Okay, then pretend we’re sitting in a waiting room. My waiting room.”

I scrunched my cheeks. “I’d still be confused.”

“How so?”

I sat up and turned to face her. “Because girls don’t act this way!”

She raised her hands in surrender. “Nathan, calm. Please. Lay back down.”

“I don’t think this is working.” Frustrated, I flopped back onto the couch with another squeak.

“Am I making you uncomfortable?”

“No, but you weren’t like this before.”

“You weren’t ready before.”

Silence dragged out in the small office. It felt like I’d been there for hours, squirming under her electric gaze.

“It’s not true, you know. That we, girls, don’t act like this. Well, we don’t often... but we want to... for the right person.”

I scoffed. “And I’m the right person?”

She grinned, letting her professional face slip. “Maybe.”

I sighed. More games. “How does this help me? This session must be costing me a small fortune.”

“No. I capped the cost on the hour. This won’t cost you extra.”

I narrowed my eyes at her. I felt like that’s all I’d been doing. “Why?”

She’d picked up the pen that she kept inside the spiral of her notebook, and tapped her bottom lip with the lid. “Because I want to help you. More than just what you pay me for. But we’ll get to that. Tell me, Nathan. What did you feel when you looked at my pussy?”














CHAPTER TWO








M
 y
 eyebrows
 met
 my
 hairline.

“It’s okay. I know you looked. I wanted you to, remember?” Her legs parted more and my gaze snapped to the soggy patch of silky fabric between her thighs. “How does it make you feel?”

There was no point in trying to hide it. “Hard.”

“I can see that.”

I snorted, holding in the ‘professional, Doc,’ that I wanted to say, and continued. “It makes my mouth dry.”

“Good. That’s good. How does it make you feel that...” her voice changed, becoming more husky and needy, “I’m wet. That my pussy is flushed, dripping really, because of you?”

My cock pulsed. “Me?”

“Yep.” She nodded. “How does it make you feel?”

I looked at her again, slipping all too easily into her dark, chocolaty gaze. What is happening? “I can’t say.”

“You can’t say because you don’t know, or because you don’t want to?”

I fell into the deep pools of her eyes. “Doc... Samantha. I don’t think it’s appropriate to say how that makes me feel.”

Her legs snapped together. “Please? Remember, this is a safe place. You can’t offend or shock me.”

“Fine,” I said, almost in annoyance. “It makes me want to fuck you.
 ”

“Does it? How would you do it?”

“What?” I almost sat up again.

Her elbows were resting on her knees, leaning in with rapt attention. Her kinky locks had slipped from her shoulder and draped down her back. “How would you fuck me?”

I open my mouth to speak, then stopped myself — suspicious. “Is this some kind of trick or trap? Trying to make me say something incriminating?”

She scoffed. “Certainly not. Why would you think such a thing?”

“Because... because of all those stories you hear on the news of girls accusing guys of—”

“This isn’t that. I promise.” Her eyebrow raised, like it had been caught by a fishhook. “While this might seem like it’s bending the ethical line, this isn’t a trick or trap, and at no point am I being dishonest. How long have I been seeing you?”

“A few months, I guess?”

“And in that time, have I ever given you any reason to think I’m anything but genuine?”

“Well, no, but—”

“Then please tell me, Nathan. After seeing that I’m so wet, I’ve soaked my panties, because of how you make me feel. How would you fuck me?”

My brain was melting. “I...”

“Would you place me on top of you and make me ride you? Bend me over the couch and take me from behind, so my juices are running down my thighs?”

“I...” My cock was so hard it felt like it might burst. “Uh...”

“Maybe pull my hair as you fuck me
 from behind. Slamming your thick cock
 inside my dripping pussy—”

“Yes! That! I’d grab your hair, bend you over your couch, or maybe your desk and fuck you hard from behind—”

“Why hard?”

“Because you deserved it for teasing me all session—”

“Just because of that?”

“No, because it’s what you want. You want it hard—”

“Why do you care what I want?”

My gaze fixated on her. “Because I want you to come. Hard on my cock...” Jesus Christ, what was I saying? “Shit, I’m sorry, I got carried away—”

“No,” she said, almost angry. “Don’t apologize. Don’t stop.”

“Well,” I said, trying to regain my train of thought. “I want you to scream my name as I came inside you. I want you to feel good.”

“Picture it. Close your eyes and picture it.”

I did.

“I’ve been coming on to you all session. At the end, I tell you to fuck me. Without hesitation, you grab my hair, tear my panties and bend my over my desk. I’m so wet for you. I’m dripping. You fuck me hard. Hard like I deserve, like I want it... then I scream your name.” Breathy she said my name, “Nathan.
 ” She took a breath. “You come deep inside me. How does that make you feel?”

I could see it. Her blouse had slipped from her shoulder, bearing her creamy skin and her long neck. She was tight, so heavenly tight. Perfect, I... I love it. “I love it. I don’t want to stop. I love...” I stopped, snapping my gaze at her watchful eyes. They were hooded as she bit her lip. Then her face shifted into a broad smile. “How does that
 make you feel?”

It was the most I’d felt in months, since before the accident. “But... that’s just sex, that’s—”

“Is it?”

“It’s not the same...”

She wiggled in her chair, pulling her skirt back down. “I think we need to take a quick break. Can I get you a tea, coffee or water?”

I sat up, wincing at just how hard my shaft was after that. “We’re not done?”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t think. Do you have somewhere to be?”

She stood, and I looked up at her, realizing just how
 spectacular she was, how stunningly beautiful. How didn’t I see it before? I’d been spending sessions with her for months. “No, it’s not that. I just don’t want to take up your valuable time. Our session’s done. We’ve never run long before.”

She tilted her hip as she regathered her hair into the band. “This is a special session. Are you okay with continuing?”

“Sure.” For the first time, I wasn’t itching to escape out the door. I was fucking horny.

“Great,” she beamed. “Don’t go anywhere... Oh!” She snapped her fingers. “What did you want?”

“You don’t have to—”

“No, come on... you want water, right? You always grab one on the way out.”

I grinned at her. “Doc... Samantha, have you been spying on me?”

She shrugged. “Think about how our little roleplay made you feel while I’m gone. Was it just sex? Just mechanical biology, or did you feel something deeper?”

I watched her ass sway as she strut on her heels. Her shoes were so high, I didn’t know how she walked in them, let alone so elegantly, so sexily. It also meant she was really short. I’d never noticed that before.

The door shut behind her and I was left in her office, stunned, confused and harder than I’d ever been before. I think I’ll need that water to replace all the fluid that had oozed from my cock.














CHAPTER THREE








I
 sat
 there
 in
 silence, staring at the empty chair where Samantha had sat. Where her long stocking-clad legs had taunted me. Where her damp panties had called to me, and where her gaze had drawn me in like some sort of seductive magic. Had that made me feel? I felt something
 . I just wasn’t sure if it was just lust. Lust was easy. It was caring
 that was hard.

There was something
 about her. I couldn’t deny that. Today more than before.

“Here we are. Sorry for the wait,” Samantha said, scooting through the door after pushing her way through, ass first. “I had something I needed to set up.”

I accepted the cup of water. It was white plastic from the water dispenser in the waiting room. She was right. I did always grab a cub before leaving. Spending time in her presence always left me parched. I just didn’t realize why. “Thanks.”

She sat in her chair. Knees together, skirt stretched around her mid thighs. “So, did you think about what happened during our last session?” she asked, sipping her water.

I guzzled mine in one go and placed the cup on a side table. “Yes, and no.” I chuckled. “Probably not in the way you intended.”

She grinned over the cup. “Oh? How so?”

I felt my cheeks heat. “Focusing on the wrong part, probably.” She sipped her water, and I waited, but I couldn’t remain silent. “Is that normal? What you did in the last session?”

She almost choked on her water. She coughed and put the cup down. “Flashing you my panties and talking so much about sex? God no,” she said, sounding like she had something caught in her throat.

“Then... why?”

Her eyes darted down and to the side. “Would you be appalled if I told you my interest in you wasn’t strictly professional? But I know I can help you, but not within the bounds of what we do here within our hourly sessions?”

My right eye squinted as I stared at her, at this beautiful, brilliant woman. She refused to make eye contact, continuing to look anywhere but at me. Almost as if she suddenly became shy. “Appalled? No. Confused, yes.”

Her smile returned, and her pretty chocolate gaze crawled its way back up to mine. “I’m going to be as straight with you as I can be.” She stood and moved to the couch, scooting in next to me. A vanilla scent filled my nose, wrapping me in her very essence.

I hid the grin that wanted to breakout over my lips. “That would help.”

“I have a trial program in mind. It’s more of a pet project, really.” Her hand softly landed on my knee, but her eyes never left mine. “Strictly off the books, but I think you would really benefit. Please tell me you’re interest?”

I was completely under her spell. She always had an authoritarian element to her, almost like a school teacher — a hot one, the kind teenage boys would behave badly to get the attention of — the kind you’d be happy to detention with, but this? This softer, more vulnerable side? I was eating it up. Her eyes were big and hopeful. “Uh, sure. If you think it will help.”

She squeezed my knee. “Great. There’s just one thing. I need to make sure you’re a good fit, because it’s rather... unconventional.”

Ordinarily I would have narrowed my eyes and asked how unconventional
 , but I’d felt something, and I was feeling something for Samantha. I just didn’t know what it was. I’d been coming to sessions for months, but all of that felt like a blur. Today I’d felt a glimmer, like I’d looked through a clean spot on a dirty window, and I needed more. “Okay. I think I’m in? As long as it’s not illegal or anything?”

She tapped my knee. “No, nothing like that. Just... unconventional. I assume you’re okay with sex after our little thought experiment? The program requires intimacy.”

The old me would have answered with an emphatic yes
 , but now? After I lost Sarah? Sex is like the rest — a shrug was the best I could hope for. But I felt something
 . A tiny spark of excitement at the thought of having sex with Samantha… maybe. If nothing else, a primal desire to bend her over the desk and give her what she wanted... hard. That — if not the small flicker of emotional attachment I thought I was feeling towards the gorgeous psychologist touching my knee — was an improvement. “With you?”

She purred. “Down, tiger. Not just yet. That is at my discretion. I have something else in mind.” She stood and smiled down at me as I looked up between the valley of her breasts. “lay down for me?”

“Okay.” I swung my legs over the leather like I’d done a hundred times. The familiarity was comforting.

Samantha locked the door and discarded the empty cups in the small trash bin she kept next to her desk.

“What kind of therapy is this?” I asked, more to remind myself I was here for treatment, not... to stare at the delicious ass of the woman bending over her desk, tapping into her phone. Her skirt hugged her slender curves, bringing back the image I had of her earlier when—

“Wait and see. Not knowing is part of the process... or maybe it’s just more fun that way. I’ll let you ponder which.” She tittered to herself, then with one final tap, stood and turned. “Tell me, Nathan. Are you still hard?”

“Um.” I wasn’t as hard, but I could never truly be soft in her presence. “Kinda.”

Her mouth became a thin line, then a smile that I could only read as mischievous spread across her lips. “We’re going to have to do something about that now, aren’t we?”

“Are we?”

“Yes. I need you nice and hard for the next part. How else am I going to evaluate if you are fit for what I have in mind?”

I chuckled. Not just because I replied, “I could fill out a form?” Samantha had made me fill out several questionnaires in the early days. But because I realized what a vixen Samantha was. It had always been there. I was just so numb, I couldn’t see it. A slither of happiness whipped through me at that thought. I must have been making progress, and it was all the proof I needed to throw myself into whatever she had in mind.


I liked the progress, and I was starting to like Samantha.
 Two things I thought would never happen.

She laughed. A melodic sound echoed in the small office. It was the sound of happiness, and I longed to feel that again. “Yes, you could, I suppose.” She laughed, placing her hands on her curvaceous hips. “I’m sorry I put you through those. They are frightfully boring. I promise, from here on, things will be less so.”

Slowly her fingers spider-crawled up her blouse until they reached the uppermost closed button and undid it. Then the next. The fabric pulled aside, revealing the deep valley of her breasts and the white lacy satin of her bra.

“Uh, what are you—”

“I told you, I’m helping you.” She continued to help me
 by unbuttoning the rest of her blouse and pulling the material from where it was tucked into her skirt. Her toned tummy and perfect bellybutton taunted me from across the room... and it was working. At least what I thought her intention was — I was getting hard again. “That’s better, isn’t it?”

“Um... yeah, I guess.” I was back to the girl on the subway. Samantha was nice to look at
 , and I was getting hard, but that earlier feeling had slipped away.

“You guess? That won’t do. But I know it will take time, and we’re just getting started.” She looked down, suddenly as if shy, which was the second time she had done so, and I found it impossible she could be anything other than confident, bold and sexy. “Can I touch you, Nathan?” Slowly her gaze raised from the floor and centered on my groin.

“Okay.” I almost said, ‘If you think it will help.’ But that was what the old me, the broken me, would have said, and I needed to embrace the tiny flashes in the dark that would lead me out of this tunnel of numbness. If that mean doing whatever Samantha wanted, then that’s what I was going to do.

Like a cat stalking her prey, she sauntered across the room and stood over me. Then slowly, painfully slowly, I thought — like she was moving in slow motion — dropped to her knees. “Tell me,” she said, placing her hands on my thigh. “Do you like a woman on her knees?”














CHAPTER FOUR








“U
 h.
 I
 don’t
 know,”
 I said, slightly shocked and feeling out of my depth — a feeling I never struggled to feel. “I’ve never thought about it. It’s never happened before.”

“That’s a shame. Some men feel power having a woman on her knees before him. Believe it or not, many women feel power in this kind of submission—”

“Do you?”

She tittered, inching her fingers closer to my groin. “That would be telling. Some girls just like giving blow jobs, others, the dichotomy of submitting by kneeling, but the power they have over a man by having his cock in their hands... and in their mouth.”

While I tried to process her words, her fingers found my zipper and pulled down my fly. Suddenly, her message was obvious. She wanted my cock in her mouth. She was going to blow me. Had I fallen asleep on the couch while she went to fetch us water? Was I dreaming?

“Mmmmm,” she purred, pulling my jeans open. My cock sprang free, hard and slick. I gripped the couch as she tugged the denim twice, freeing my balls, and... holy fuck, it was happening. Nimble fingers gripped my shaft, feeling the thickness and just how hard I’d become. “I like... wow,” she whispered to herself, before tentatively raising on her knees and hovering her mouth over the head of my shaft. Her chocolate ponytail slipped over her shoulder and tickled my hip.

Air rushed into my lungs as a hot-wet sensation engulfed the crown, and my hips shot up, wanting more. The sensation spread down the length in an instant, but Samantha wasn’t ready, and I hit the back of her throat. She pushed on my thighs and pulled off, coughing.

“I’m sorry.” What the fuck was I doing? I need to control myself. It’s fine, I thought. It was the first time I’d felt that kind of feeling in a year, but I wouldn’t feel any more if I acted like a teenager, shoving my dick down her throat.

“It’s okay.” She patting my thigh. “I know it’s been a while. For me too.” She smiled her patient smile, despite the drip of saliva sitting on her chin. It was the first time in a long time I’d found anything so completely sexy. “Let’s just take a breath, okay—”

“I’m sorry,” I said, slightly panicked. “I didn’t expect this, Samantha. That you would... That I...”

“Nathan. It’s okay. Look at me.”

I did. I couldn’t look at anything else, but I knew what she meant. She wanted me to focus on her, to calm my breathing, like she’d walked me through many times. I peered into her big brown eyes. They sparkled with tiny golden flakes. “I’m okay.” She really was something. Her breasts pressed against my thighs and I completely forgotten her blouse was undone. “This feels new. Of course it’s not, but it’s been a while, and...” I looked deeper into her eyes and what I saw almost scared me. Was I getting too attached to her? That would be worse, wouldn’t it? To feel something
 again, and for that to be taken away?

She took my cock in her hand again and looked up at me expectantly. “Are you okay with continuing?”

I clenched my jaw. The way she held my shaft was perfect.

She rubbed the sensitive tip of my cock with her thumb, and my world almost shattered. “It’s okay. You can tell me. This is a safe space. Between you and me, it always will be.”

Damn, I couldn't think with her doing that. It was incredible and I only just kept my butt on the couch, not wanting to repeat my earlier unintended thrust. But what I needed to say was important. “It’s just... what if I get too attached... to you? I’m scared if it works. If I felt something.... and it’s for you… and that can’t happen—”

A smile almost crept on to her lips. “Why?” She gripped the base of my shaft with her other hand and my head flopped down to the couch, eyes rolling.

“Because,” I moaned as pleasure flowed from the tip of my cock like a wave. “You’re my doctor? Don’t people get in trouble for that kind of thing?”

“They can do, but I’m not that kind of doctor.”

My jaw hung loose as her thumb did circles on the head of my cock. Round and round and round. It made my toes curl in my sneakers. “But,” I gritted out through the waves of sensation pouring from my groin, “If I felt that kind of feeling again... and it’s for you... you won’t feel the same... I don’t think I could take that.”

The circles stopped, replaced by a slow, sensual lick from the tip of her tongue. My fists clenched. “That will not happen, Nathan.”

“No?”

Her soft, silky lips slid over the crown of my cock, sending another wave of — fuck, it felt good. It really did. I closed my eyes and just drifted on the feeling. A smile crept its way onto face. The first true one in over a year.

A loud pop
 echoed around the sparse white walls as Samantha sucked off my cock. “No. If you haven’t already guessed, this isn’t just professional. So I won’t abandon you. You’re safe... Let yourself feel, Nathan. I would love it if you felt that way about me.”

“Y-you would?” Her words echoed in my mind as her wonderful lips slid their way back down my cock, sucking the crown, the shaft, then all the way down until she stopped at her fist that gripped the base.

She like me? I couldn’t even comprehend that. Not while more intense waves flowed through my cock, making my toes curl even tighter. My fists clenched the couch and Sam bobbed her head over my lap, sucking and slurping up and down my length.


Suck. Suck. Suck.


I was lost. Adrift, but I had to see. Her eyes were shut, her lips stretched open around my slick cock that glistened in the office spotlights. Her hair danced over her shoulder, and she pumped her fist in time with her mouth. Head bobbing. Up-down, up-down, up-down. I flopped back against the headrest and scrunched my eyes. It took all of my concentration to keep my hips on the couch. To not fuck her throat. I didn’t need to, because I wouldn’t last. Not against this. There was no way. It had been too long. I’d felt nothing like this in a long time.

Another pop
 echoed around the office, louder, sloppier. “Good boy. Come in my mouth. I want to taste your cum... but hold on as long as you can, okay?”

I nodded. I couldn’t use words anymore, but I would hold on for her. My fists clenched tighter as her mouth returned to my cock. But this time she pushed my shaft further, deeper, all the way to the base. Her hand fondled my balls. Her body jolted against the couch like she was struggling, and I realized she was fighting her gag reflex. She didn’t let it stop her. Samantha continued to bob and suck as if she was starving.

A great tightness was building in my shaft, like a contraction, or compression of a spring. Each suck, each time her lips slicked down my cock, especially when I hit the back of her throat, the spring grew tighter.

My head flopped about like a fish trapped on land. Eyes scrunched closed in concentration, trying my hardest to not come. She was my therapist. This was wrong... wasn’t it? She was gorgeous, smart, and knew what she was doing. I was the patient, and I trusted her completely. I was just along for the ride.

Tighter and tighter, the spring coiled. I lost some control of my hips. I thrust up into her mouth with small fucking motions, but I kept them short. Samantha moaned, scrunching her nails through my jeans. Her moaning grew louder as my cock contracted tighter, tighter, tighter.

“Fuck, Sam, I’m gonna come.”

She mewled in response, sucking my dick harder, squeezing my balls harder, like she could force the cum into her hungry mouth.

The spring grew so tight I thought it would snap. Tighter, tighter... on fuck!

I came. An explosion erupted in my cock like a cork popping from a bottle. A wave of erotic bliss flowed through my body, just for an instance, wrapping my entire being in pleasure and bliss. Then a torrent of cum flooded Samantha’s hot, wet mouth.

A moaning, groan-like wail hummed around my cock as she gulped and spluttered, swallowing my never-ending ropes of cum painting the insides of her mouth.

“Jesus Christ,” I groaned, taking a deep breath. A shudder of pleasure made my muscles twitch. “Fuck.”

Samantha sucked back to the top, and with her lips still firmly locked around the head of my shaft, made swirly motions with her tongue. When I finally stopped coming, she sucked the tip, then released her lippy grip. “Fuck, Nate,” she whispered, then spoke louder. “I don’t think I’ve seen anyone come that much... ever.”

I forced my eyes open. A drop of cum sat on her plump bottom lip, and her dark-red lipstick was smeared down my cock. She licked the drip slowly, teasingly. “Christ, you’re beautiful.” The words escaped my mouth. A moment where I realized just how stunning she was. Not just because she was gorgeous, and she was, but because somehow, on some level, she was mine. A twinge of possession, maybe? Or was it something deeper? Something more raw? She was more than just nice to look at.


Her mouth dropped open. “You mean that?”

“Uh,” I did, but just as quickly, the feeling slipped away. “It just slipped out... but I think so?”

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smiled. “See. You’re making progress already. I wonder... No, we can’t... can we? But I really want to…” That mischievous look returned to her face.

I was dazed, in awe, confused. So many conflicting emotions warred inside me, bouncing off the wall of numbness around my heart. But it felt a little less numb now. Maybe like pins and needles after you’d sat on your hand, but just a little. “Can we what?”

“I don’t think it’s fair only you got to come... do you?”

“Um,” I said, unsure of what to say. Was I still just a patient? Maybe this was more now? I wasn’t sure. I didn’t completely know where I stood. “I guess not?”

Samantha stood and wiped her fingers on a tissue she took from a box on her desk. “I’m glad you feel that way, because I’m so horny right now.”

“You are?” I lifted on my elbows to get a better view.

She nodded, “yep. You think I can just blow you and not be climbing the walls?”

“I...”

“It’s okay, Nathan. That doesn’t need an answer.” She move back to the couch and stood before me. “Because I am.” She fingered the hem of her skirt and slowly, teasingly slowly, lifted the dark fabric up her thighs. “If you thought my panties were wet earlier? Now I bet they're soaked.” The white satin slid into view as her skirt bunched at her hips. They were virtually transparent now. She placed a stocking-covered knee on the creamy-white couch and hooked her other over my body, kneeling either side of my thighs. “Do you know how many pairs you ruined?”

“M-me? I didn’t—”

She leaned over me as I lay frozen on the couch. “Nearly every session after the first… you do something to me. Didn’t you notice how much I squirmed?”

“Um, I didn’t think—”

She leaned in close, and her hair draped down the side of her face, nestling next to my head like a milk-chocolate waterfall. “Or notice the way I looked at you?”

“I’m s-sorry, I... I see it now.”

Her lips hovered an inch from mine, and I saw her bright brown eyes up close — closer than I’d ever seen. “I know. You weren’t ready then... but now?”

Her plush, lipstick-stained pillows of perfection pressed against mine. Softly pressing her lips like a teasing caress. She shut her eyes. I close mine, wanting to believe, and lost myself in her touch. Her hands scrunched against my tee, fisting the material. Her sopping panties pressed against my cock, crushing it against my pelvis, flooding it with fire, forcing it back to life.

My fingers instinctively slid up her thighs until I held her delicious rear in my hands. The material of her skirt was smooth, allowing her plump globes to slip from my grasp as I kneaded, spread, and played with her ass.

Samantha hummed little noises as we kissed, and her tongue probed against my lips. I was hers at that moment. Completely hers alone. Putty in my therapist’s hands. Her tongue slicked against mine as the kiss deepened — pulling me into the sensual depths. Her hips ground against my shaft, coating my skin in another layer of damp, slick and silky fabric, sliding up and down my shaft as she humped against me.

My hands kneaded, our mouths locked and molded to each other, tongues tasting — her sweetness filled my senses — so hot and heavenly. Her moans grew louder, until she pulled away, and looked down at me with unbridled fire.

“Nate, I need you.” She called me Nate. I liked the way she said my name like that. “Please... are you... ready again?”

I grinned up at her, lost in the moment. I didn’t answer. Instead, I slid my hands between her thighs — Christ, she was absolutely dripping — and pulled the soggy satin aside. My cock pressed against her sex, slicking flesh against flesh.

She bit her lip, eyes flashing. “Are you sure you’re ready? Not just for sex.” She wiggled her hips, rubbing her oozing pussy up and down my cock. “But for… this?”


“Are you?” I asked, floored she wanted me at all. Women had been like empty shells to me for the past year, but not Samantha. She was my lifeline after what happened, and now maybe she was my salvation?

Still biting her lip, she nodded, shifting her hips so my cock pressed against her entrance. “I liked you from the moment I saw you. I touched myself to the idea of this for so many nights… for months. But… we have to go slow.”

I laughed. “This is not slow, Samantha.”

She tittered. “Okay, physically we’re not. But emotionally
 , okay?”

I sort of understood her meaning, and I was happy to go slow. I felt something for her, and I knew it would take time for my broken heart to understand what that was.

But all of those thoughts dribbled out of my ear, because at that moment, she pushed my cock inside her pussy.














CHAPTER FIVE








A
 flash
 of
 pure
 bliss made me see stars as the crown of my shaft pressed inside a hot, wet channel. Slowly, inch by sweet inch, Samantha lowered herself, impaling her sex on my throbbing, engorged cock. Her thighs trembled. Her breathing hitched. Her nails dug into my chest through my tee.

I fisted the gathered material of her skirt as it clung to her waist. I grunted. She moaned. Then she was fully seated, sat on my thighs, gripping my cock so tightly with her pussy it almost hurt. Her pale skin was a stark contrast to the dark stockings, leaving her center bare, straining, and at her apex, a glistening pink stretched around my shaft.

“Fuck, you’re big,” she moaned, taking a deep breath, before circling her hips ever so slightly. Just enough to move my cock inside her and send a pulse of pleasure. She was so hot, so wet, so silky, so perfect. “Ooooo.”

“Christ, you’re tight,” I said through gritted teeth, letting my head flop back, but I couldn’t take my eyes off her glory for long. Her breasts hung inside the lace cups of her white bra, and I couldn’t help but slide my hands around her and palm those bountiful mounds of flesh.

“OooOOO, I like that,” she gasped, continuing to grind her hips against my pelvis. She didn’t lift, content to just grind. I didn’t care. She felt incredible sat on top of me, pinning me to the couch I’d sat on for countless hours, sheathed around my shaft. Her beautiful breasts fit in my hands so perfectly I could hold them forever. Her scent filled my nose — vanilla, need and sex.

She looked at the ceiling, and I wondered if the tiny bobbles fascinated her like they did me? But I realized her eyes were rolled back in her head, her bottom lip frantically bitten by her teeth.

The material of her bra felt delicate against my fingers, but it wasn’t skin, it wasn’t her, so I pulled it down. Twin orbs slipped from the lacy cups into my hands and she gasped. Her toes curled inside her silky black stockings — I hadn’t noticed she’d taken her heels off — as I thumbed her nipples. They were pebbled, standing like little towers from the pink rings surrounding them — fat and springy.

Samantha shuddered, breathing shallow as I played with her breasts. Her hips hadn’t stopped their incessant rhythm, grinding in languished circles, tormenting and teasing my cock. The couch squeaked beneath us and I would have laughed if I wasn’t so lost in her, in us, and how we were connected.

But her nipples. I couldn’t take my eyes off them as her mounds swayed in my grasp, begging for more attention. I couldn’t deny them. Sam’s breasts were big enough that I could bring them forward and place my lips over her pebbled flesh. As soon as her springy buds slipped into my mouth, her back arched, almost taking my new toys away, but I held firm, not letting her go.

Her hip grinding became frantic. “Oh, fuck, Nate, yeah. God, I love that.”

I wondered if she could come from just this, without fucking normally? Probably. More importantly, could I? Definitely. That tightness had already returned, making my cock fill with tightening pleasure. It’d replaced the tightness of Samantha’s pussy, now her muscles had relaxed. But they didn’t relax for long. The more she ground her hips, the tighter she became, clenching and relaxing around my length in waves.

I was too busy enjoying her reactions as I feasted on her nipples, switching from side to side, taking her yummy flesh between my lips and sucking hard and long. It was driving her wild.


This was therapy?


Therapy or not, it was working. That little seed I’d felt earlier had grown, and now I was actually enjoying this. It was more than just pleasure, it was connection. It was pure. It was more than just biology. We were making love.

Samantha stopped her hip grinding with a frustrated mewl, rising and taking her nipple out of reach. “Fuck, Nate. Fuck. Remember that thought experiment we did?” She looked from me to her desk.

Her eyes were so hooded they were almost shut, but I followed her gaze to the desk, remembering the image. “Yeah,” I croaked, struggling to get the word out.

“I need that.” She turned back, giving me a quick flick of her hips. A zing
 of pleasure made me groan. She leaned down, squishing her breasts against my chest, stopping with her mouth a fraction from mine. Her brown eyes almost glowed with golden flecks. “Fuck me like that. Please. I know this should be about you, but… fuck, you make me so horny. I need you to—”

I silenced her pleas with a kiss, pressing hard against her lips, grabbing her ponytail and holding her where I needed her. I wanted to give her what she wanted.


I cared. I was feeling something more than apathy towards her and I couldn’t stop. It felt too good. I was alive again.


She made little ‘uh,’ ‘uh,’ ‘uh,’
 noises as I flexed my hips, fucking her with short, sharp thrusts. Her pussy gushed, coating my shaft in need, and it spurred me into action.

My fingers slipped under her skirt and dug into her ass through the satin of her white panties, and swung us around and off the couch. Her legs hooked around my back, keeping us joined as I struggled to stand, still kissing her. We stumbled in the vague direction of the desk, each step flexing my shaft deep inside her, making us both gasp into each other’s mouths.

When we reached her desk, I released her lips as I placed her on the edge. “Panties… you sure you want me to—”

“Tear them,” she gasped, pulling me in for another kiss. She let her legs fall down, and I slipped from her pussy. I hated not being inside her. It was like stepping outside on a chilly day, not wearing a jacket.

I grabbed her ponytail again, firmer this time, coiling her chocolate waves around my fist and pulled her head back. “Is this what you want, Samantha?”

The pulse in her neck throbbed as I held her head, exposing her neck like a vampire might just before feeding. Her neck was beautiful, long and slender, with smooth, clear skin. It made me wish I was a vamp, so I’d have an excuse to bite her.

Her mouth hung open, and for the first time since I’d met her, she wasn’t in control. I don’t mean because I had hold of her hair, but I could see it in her eyes. She was as lost as I was. “Yes, God yes. Please fuck me, Nate. Take me like I told—”

I didn’t let her finish. Using my grip on her hair, I pulled her off the desk, spun her around, and bent her over her surface. A pile of notebooks crashed on the floor, and she swept her arms out, pushing her handbag and a laptop onto her office chair.

I fisted her white lace panties and yanked — hard. She gasped as the delicate material tore, exposing her delicious ass and dripping pussy. Her panties fell to the floor, still wrapped around her left ankle. I didn’t wait. I needed back in. My cock found her entrance like it knew the way, and I thrust inside her pussy in one powerful thrust.

She cried out as it pushed her against the desk, “fuck, Nate! Yes!” and gasped and panted as I fucked her like she wanted. Hard and fast. A wet squelching
 sound filled the office, a rhythm of squelch, slap, squelch, slap
 , joined her shuddering, animal squeals.

I pulled her blouse off her shoulder, gripping her with fists of fabric and hair, slamming my hips against her jiggly ass, pushing repeatedly inside her. It was fantastic. Her hot, silky channel gripped me with every thrust, enveloping my shaft with her dripping wetness.

The desk shook, her hands gripped the edges, white-knuckled, and she was up on her toes — barely reaching the floor.

The tightness returned with a vengeance, pushing me close to the edge. Chasing that feeling, I fucked her faster, hammering her slick hole with my cock. I pulled her hair and pushed her ass down, forcing her to arch up on her hands. Her channel quivered, she screamed, then her pussy convulsed, clenching around my length.


Fuck!


It was too much. The coiled spring inside my cock snapped, sending me over the edge. With a grunt, I slammed home with a savage thrust, fucking her with one last push, anger and frustration from her session-long edging, mixing with animal need. I bottomed out inside her and came.

Samantha wailed, her body rigid — locked in the pose I held her — but shaking, quivering and convulsing around my cock. Her breath caught. I released a torrent, filling her channel with jet after jet of virile cum, coating the entrance to her unprotected womb.

Then, with a full-body shudder, she gasped, collapsing onto the desk. “Oh, yes! Yes, yes, yes, yes!
 ” Her last ‘yes’ echoed as she shouted, joining her, “Fuck, yes! Nate.” Another ripple shook through her body as I spurted the last of my pent-up load and then collapsed on top of her. I kissed her shoulder, enjoying a second of bliss, before fading into the numb river I was adrift. Samantha clenched my cock twice more before she came down from her explosive climax. Her thighs were soaked, and as my cock slipped out of her, a dribble of come oozed out and slid down her mons.

“Christ, Samantha,” I said in awe, pushing up from where I’d become a lifeless husk. “That was…” I didn’t have the words.

She giggled, lifting and rolling onto her back. She looked up at me from the desk, mostly naked with her legs spread around me, exposing her gooey, well-fucked pussy. There was mischief in her eyes, fighting the sated fatigue that was written all over her face. “I think I’m in love,” she tittered. “I’ve never come that hard before.” She shook her head and escaped strands of her chocolaty locks caught in her face.

I brushed them aside, desperately trying to hold on to what I was feeling for her, but it was already slipping, and hooked the clump behind her ear. “I didn’t think I’d feel that again.”

She took my hand that still lingered near her ear and kissed it. “I was worried I’d made the wrong call. That I got it wrong. But, I think I was right about you…”

“Yeah?” I took a deep breath, trying to get my head around what had just happened.

“Are you ready for the next phase… to meet the other women?”


What?
 “Other women? What other women?”

She giggled again, mischief taking control. “Didn’t I mention it? It’s part of the program.” She grinned. She was so pretty, half naked and so well fucked, perched on her desk. “The other women that need your help as much as you need them?” She raised that damn sexy eyebrow and smirked. “Didn’t I mention any of this earlier?”

I narrowed a brow of my own. “No, you didn’t.”

She shrugged. “Oops. Guess I should introduce you then… after all, my treatment program is based on Harem Therapy
 .”














PART TWO


















CHAPTER ONE








“H
 arem?”
 I
 fell
 back
 on the couch and it hissed
 as air escaped the cushion. “Like… a king’s wives?”

Samantha — Dr. Thompson, my therapist — hopped off her desk and tugged down her skirt, leaving the evidence of our coupling drying on her apex. She made a face at me, the kind a mother did when her kid said something true, just not in the way she liked. “Not exactly, no. But something like that.” She carefully placed her breasts back in the white lace cups of her bra, wincing. She looked at me with her beautiful right mound in hand. Her nipple and areola were red. “Jesus, Nate.” I was expecting a telling off, that I was too rough. But no. “You sucked these so good, baby.”


Baby.


I tided myself up, leaving her juices coating my shaft and zipped up my jeans. Then I watched her put away her sore mound and re-button her blouse. Take another tissue and wipe the remaining spit from her chin and a run of cum that had made it to her knee. She was beautiful. Something inside me was proud that my seed, my ‘life essence’
 , was now settling not only inside her belly, but her pussy — possibly her womb. I felt nothing about that either way, just proud. “So polyamory, then?” I put aside my involvement in the whole affair for a moment, hung up on the specifics of what she had in mind.

She grinned at my continued probing. “There are many terms,” she said, switching to her Therapist Voice. “Polygamy, for example. They all overlap depending on how each individual defines it. But I prefer harem.” She picked up the fallen notebooks and returned them to her desk. “There’s something old world, maybe even romantic about that word.” She flashed me another smile. I’d never seen her this pleased before. She always seemed happy when she opened the door to me, but now she was practically singing her thesis. “Besides,” she said, collecting her bag and laptop from the desk chair, “that’s the name used in the paper, so harem.” She placed them back on the desk and walked around, taking a seat on the edge. The image of her bent over that desk, dripping, flashed into my mind in vivid detail. “It’s all based on an actual theory. I’ve just adapted it for our purposes.” She tittered. “Besides, Poly Therapy sounds much more unpleasant.”

I smiled at her. I couldn’t help it. She seemed so passionate about it all. I thought I was listening, but mostly I was just enjoying the view. “Sounds like Parrot Therapy,” I said, leaning back on my arms.

“Exactly.” She hopped off the desk, having noticed her torn panties underneath. “God, these are soaked.” She threw the silky scrap in the trash and returned to her seat opposite me, the one she put her delicious rear in every session. “You owe me for so many of those.”

I scoffed. “It’s not my fault that I...” I couldn’t believe what I was saying. It seemed too farfetched. “That I had... that
 effect on you. I paid you enough. Surely the panty cost should be included?”

She crossed her legs, and I was reminded that she was now naked under her skirt, glistening with our combined releases. She narrowed her eyes, but I knew she was being playful because a smile tugged at her lips. “Perhaps, Nathan. But they are expensive panties.” She held her straight face for all of two seconds, then burst into giggles. It was almost startling. The professional mask shattered, the one that always made her seem older than she looked, replaced with youthful vigor. She rolled her eyes. “You really couldn’t tell I liked you?”

“It didn’t even enter my mind.”

She held up her hand like a stop sign. It was what she did when the conversation needed to pause. Guess it was a habit that wasn’t easily broken, and I wondered if she did it at home too? “I’m sorry. Is this too soon? I know this is unexpected and unusual, but...”

I felt fine about it. I had a fondness for her, and it had been a year since Sarah, so the wound wasn’t fresh. Buried under layers of numbness perhaps, but knowing she liked me was good, not distressing. “Samantha.” I said her name in a firm tone, so she knew I was serious. “It’s okay. I like that you like me.” It wasn’t the most elegant declaration, but it was the best I could muster.

“You do?” Her smile returned. “Good. Great!”

“So where do we go from here, with this... harem therapy, or whatever you have in mind?”

The mischievous grin returned. “That would be meeting the two special people in the next room.”

I glanced at the plain wooden door to the adjacent room. It was behind her desk on the opposite side. There was another white door with a glass window that featured Samantha’s name printed across it to my left. That was the one I always use. “They’re here?” A flash of panic threatened to pull me back into the numb fog that had, until recently, completely drowned my thoughts.

She held up her hands again, clearly seeing the alarm in my eyes, and shuffled on her stockinged feet to sit next to me. She grabbed my hands. I didn’t flinch. “It’s okay. I’m here. I’ll always be here for you. Deep breath.”

I inhaled. Then exhaled. I should have been focusing on my breathing, but all I could smell was her. She was intoxicating.

“Don’t panic. We’re past that. There’s nothing to fear. You don’t have to do anything that makes you uncomfortable, okay?”

“I’m good.” I squeezed her dainty fingers. “I just didn’t expect...”

“I know. I’m throwing a lot at you. I should probably warn you, they don’t know yet either.”

My eyes went wide.

She winced. “Confession time?”

I just stared into her beautiful brown, gold-flecked eyes, waiting.

“This wasn’t planned.” She bit her lip and looked away. “You were finally making progress, and I cracked. I couldn’t let you leave again.”

I frowned. “But I would be back next week?”

“But we wouldn’t be doing this.” She lifted our hands where her fingers interlocked snuggly in mine. “I saw my chance, and I took it. I may appear all together when I’m in shrink mode, but underneath?”

I chuckled. “I guess we have that in common?”

She shifted again, sliding her knee over my thighs — hiking her skirt — settling over my lap. I stared into her mesmerizing gaze as her hands cupped the back of my neck. “Maybe,” she whispered, then her lips were against mine. Her fingers scrunching my hair. Lips together. Tongues tasting.

My hands slid up her silky thighs, over the rumpled fabric of her skirt. Up her back, and pulled her closer. Her breasts pressed tight against me. In such a brief space of time, she had become so reassuringly familiar physically, as much as she had over the past few months emotionally.

“Damn,” she sighed, pulling back. “They’re waiting. They don’t even know why I called them.”

My fingers slid down to her plump bottom and held her. I narrowed my eyes at her, the beauty in my grasp. “Just how well do you know these two?”

Samantha grinned a wince. “A while?” she said with a shrug.

My gaze narrowed further.

Seconds dragged while I waited for more than that. Were these strangers? Fellow patients...

“Fine. They’re my friends, okay? I’ve known them a long, long time. But they need my... our help too.” She slipped from my grip, and instantly I missed holding her. “But there’s no one else I trust to do this with. You need this as much as we do. You’ll see.” She took my hands, and I had to drag my gaze from her exposed flesh peeking out from under the raised hem of her skirt. “Trust me, okay?”

I forced my gaze higher, past the straining buttons of her blouse, over her plump, well-kissed lips, to that intelligent gaze. “I do trust you. Wouldn’t be here if I didn’t.”

“Great. Okay. Okay,” she said, tugging her skirt back to her thighs. “We can do this.” She stood back and held her hand out. “Ready?”














CHAPTER TWO








S
 amantha’s
 hand
 was
 scorching,
 squeezing mine as the simple wooden door squeaked
 open.

“Finally! Thank fuck, Sam!” whined a feisty little voice. “I can’t waste time sitting here to just listen to you fuck one of your...”

It was then, as we stepped into the next room, that I saw her, the owner of the feisty little voice. Crossed-legged on a similar relaxing cream couch sat a petite girl in her early twenties, hid behind a mammoth laptop. Thick black-rim glasses perched on her nose and a curl of the reddest hair I’d ever seen hung in her face. Her mouth dropped open. Her eyes widened. She was sexily adorable.

“Yeah, Sam, what gives?”

My gaze drifted to the other couch. This time I was greeted by a scowl from silky blond locks framing smoky eyed makeup and pink lips pressed into a hard line. The surly blond folded her arms, pushing up her substantial cleavage, while a black t-shirt bra showed through a simple white tee. Her long, lithe body was draped over the cushions, lounging like some Athenian royal. Baggy light-blue denim jeans hung from her as loose as her limbs. Her head rolled — resting on the headrest — and stopped when she saw me.

“Oh.” Her gaze inspected me like a laser, joining the wide-eyed stare from the redhead.

“Before you say anything,” Samantha said, holding my hand and pulling me, so we stood aside. “I’d like you to meet Nathan.”

“Oh, fuck,” the redhead whispered, unmoving.

The blond rolled her eyes. “Really, Sam?”

“The Nathan?
 ” the redhead asked, blowing the strands from her face. It just swung back into place like that was where it aspired to be, settling against the neck of her black hoodie. “The one you...”

The blond shifted into a sitting position, somehow still lounging. Her dark, smoky eyes narrowing. “Did you just... fuck him?”

Sam’s hand crushed my fingers. “Uh, you heard that?”

“Christ, Sam, I can see it running down your thigh!”

“Okay! Yes!” Sam ignored whatever was running down her thigh
 — I too was too enchanted by the girls on the sofas to look — and dragged us to the third couch that completed the U-shape around a central square rug. “Yes... we did.”

I sank into the plush cushion, and Sam scooted in next to me. People did not sit in these very often. She pulled my hand into her lap and held onto me like a lifeline. I wanted to laugh, because it should have been the other way around.

The redhead leaned forward, looking so very serious. “How was it?” Closer now, I could see her bright green eyes magnified in her thick glasses. They were like two emeralds hidden behind a display case in a jewelry store.

Sam bit her lip and glanced at me before answering. “Amazing,” she whispered. “I never came so hard.”

The blond scoffed. “Yeah, I can see that. You’re not wearing any panties.”

Sam snapped her thighs together, grimacing. “Sorry.”

The redhead licked her lips. “So this
 is the
 guy? I can see it, I can. Dang, you’re so lucky.”

“As much as I’m happy that you’ve finally had the courage...” the blond said, lounging back on the couch like a queen, laying on her side, supporting her head with a palm. She reminded me of the Cheshire Cat from Alice in Wonderland. Not just in the way she draped over the couch, but in the laid back way she spoke, slow and languished, like Sam had just dragged her out of bed. “...to tell him, or he’s finally ready, or whatever.” I couldn’t keep my gaze from her breasts as they hung against the couch, creating a mouthwatering bulge in her tee. “You said this was an emergency!”

The redhead’s gaze drifted to the rapidly growing bulge in my jeans.

“Right,” Sam said, slipping into her Therapist Voice. “I’m sorry if I made it sound like an emergency—”

“You didn’t make it sound like,” the redhead said, voice distracted as she watched my cock harden with an intensity that made me want to cross my legs and hide my crotch from her. “You literally said, It’s an emergency.
 ”

Samantha spluttered. “Uh, well, uh—”

“Christ, he must have fucked your brains out. I’ve never heard you so...” the blond rolled onto her back and raised her hand above her head, stretching out, “lost for words,” she said playfully. God, her breasts were fantastic. Two great cotton mountains.

“Yeah, Sam, what gives?” The redhead fidgeted. Holding her up laptop, she uncrossed, then recrossed her legs, switching sides. Her small, but athletic frame was wrapped in a pair of tight yoga pants — black to match her hoodie.

“Okay, it was at the time
 —”

“Let me guess. Now you’ve had a ride on his dick, it’s less so?” the blond huffed.

“All those things you mentioned before,” Sam said, trying to get back on track. “It’s related, and yes, okay, I feel more relaxed now, so I’m sorry if I interrupted you or whatever.” Sam gave me another look, searching deep into my eyes for what I assumed was consent? That I was okay to continue, for her to tell these two other women her plan. I still wasn’t sure what that was, but if it involved these two beauties, then I was on board, numb or not. I gave her a nod and squeezed her hand reassuringly.

“God, just spit it out, Sam.” The blond closed her eyes and got comfortable.

Samantha wiggled, body becoming more ridged. “First, stop being such a precious little princess.” She held out her hand, indicating the sprawled out blond. “Nathan, this is Crystal. She likes to make you think she’s aloof, but,” she leaned closer and whispered behind her hand, “really she’s not a morning person.”

“I heard that.”

“Well, it’s true, Kris,” the read head giggled, “But more accurately, you’re not an anything person.”

Crystal scoffed. “Says the toothless fire kitten.”

The redhead pouted, letting more of her volcanic hair slip from behind her ears and cover her face. “That’s not fair.”

“Please,” Sam interrupted. “This isn’t just about you. Nathan is still... my patent... sort of. What I mean is… can we get back to the reason I asked you here?”

“I really wish you would,” Crystal sang like a radio jingle.

“This is Kimberly,” Sam said, nodding towards the spunky redhead hiding behind her laptop.

Kimberly grinned. “Hello, Nathan. Sam’s told us—”

“Lusted after, more like,” Crystal said, before mocking, “or is it true love?
 ”

“Shut up!” Kimberly snapped. “Why do you always have to be such a bitch?”

Crystal imitated Kim, repeating her words. I watched the drama unfold from a detached place of calm, but the nagging urge to take the blond over my knee and give her a spanking broke through every time she opened her mouth. She was like a naughty teenager. I did not know where that thought came from, but it made the bulge in my crotch harder.

“Enough.” Sam pulled my hand tighter, placing it onto the fabric stretching across her crotch. “Okay. Look. I have something I wanted to ask you. A proposal really.”

“Shouldn’t Nathan be the one proposing?” Crystal continued to taunt. I didn’t have kids. It never happened for me and Sarah, but I’d like to think they would have been better behaved than this. Crystal was a brat, and it was obvious why I wanted to redden her rear.

“I know you lash out to cover your insecurities, Kris, but can you rein it in for just a minute?” Sam sighed. “I don’t want to go into details, but Nathan suffered a personal loss that left him unable to reciprocate certain feelings. Like an emotional numbness.”

“I’m sorry,” Kimberly said like a mouse squeak. “I know what that’s like.”

“Uh.” I cleared my throat. “Uh, thank you.” I smiled at the redhead. I was fascinated by her as much as attracted. Unlike Crystal, she had an energy about her, but also a vulnerability, a sweetness hidden behind the layers of laptop, hair, and glasses. She smiled back, nodding, sending more fiery clumps dancing across her face.

“I can’t help him alone. I need your help, and in doing so, we will help each other with our... issues.”

“Fuck you talking about? I don’t have any issues that need shrinking or shit!” Crystal sat up, her eyes narrowed, trying to hide the worried look in her eyes.

Sam took a deep breath. “We both know that’s not true. I don’t need you on my couch to know you have intimacy issues. Same as Kim.”

“No, Sam,” Kimberly gasped. Her eyes became impossibly large. “I can’t. You know that.” She seemed to recede into her hoodie like a turtle.

In that moment I realized I wasn’t the only messed up one on the couches, and some urge rose to the surface deep within me. Amazingly a feeling. A need, really. I wanted to help them, regardless if it helped me.

Crystal sprang onto her white, paint splashed sneakers, “What the fuck do you want us to do? Fuck him on your couch and call it therapy?
 ”














CHAPTER THREE








S
 am
 sighed.
 Damn,
 she
 had to have the patience of a saint to be friends with this sexy, surly brat. It was amazing how quickly she shifted from apathy. “Crystal, you push away any guy that gets even remotely close. How long has it been?”

“Well, maybe I’m gay?”

Kimberly sniggered. “Of course you are,” she said, oozing sarcasm.

“Well, maybe I am?”

“No, Kris. You’re obsessed with dick. You’d know that if you were honest with yourself. What I’m suggesting, offering, is a safe place, a safe guy, if you will. Nathan here is perfect for us.”

“Us? You want us to share him?” The venom faded from Crystal’s tongue.

Kimberly gasped. “Really? But... but...” She looked down at her laptop. “I-I don’t know.”

“Yes. I know it’s weird, well, it’s not really. It’s entirely natural.” Sam said. “But essentially, yes. We share him.” Her hand squeezed my fingers even tighter. “Crystal, you won’t have to be afraid—”

“I’m not afraid
 !”

“You don’t have to be afraid to ask, and...” Sam turned to Kimberly. “Maybe you can?”

Kimberly gulped. “You know how much I want that, but...” Her eyes misted, and a small tear ran down her nose. “But… I can’t.”

Sam reached over and placed her hand on the redhead’s knee. “We’re going to find a way, babe. I promise, okay?”

Kim bit her lip, nodding, sending a cascade of fire dangling in her face.

“And you’re okay with this, dude?” Crystal addressed me for the first time. “Hah. What am I saying? Three women just land in your lap. Bet you’re fucking ecstatic.”

“Kris!” Sam hissed.

I squeezed her hand. I hadn’t realized how nervous Sam was, but she was almost shaking. Did this really mean that
 much to her? “It’s okay.” I looked Crystal directly in her dark blue eyes. “Just over a year ago, my wife died. A lifetime of hopes and dreams crashed in one trip to the doctor’s office. A month later she was gone, and if it wasn’t for Samantha, I would still be in our old apartment, probably in the frozen state of shock I couldn’t escape.” I clenched my jaw, not feeling anger or sadness, but annoyance at how unfair the world was.

“Oh!” Crystal said, like she was still arguing.

“Oh, no,” Kimberly whispered to herself.

“So, no, Crystal. I don’t feel ecstatic. I hardly feel at all. But Samantha seems to think this will help, and,” I paused, quickly glancing at Sam. She grinned the smile she did when I was doing well
 . “If I can help you with whatever issues you have, I actually would be ecstatic about that... I hope.”

Crystal plopped on the couch, glaring at Sam. “Well!”

“B-but how would we do this?” Kimberly snapped her laptop shut. “I-I can’t do... stuff.”

Sam smiled. “That’s exactly what I suggest—”

“Fucking perfect,” Crystal scoffed. “Shall I just whip my panties off and bend over the couch for you?”

Something snapping inside me, words I couldn’t contain. “Do that, and I’ll give you the spanking you deserve, little girl.” I stared at the blond troublemaker. I was definitely feeling something for her at that moment, a confusing mix of anger and desire.

Kimberly gasped, receding deeper into the couch. Crystal’s mouth dropped open, but it wasn’t in shock. There was this look in her eyes that said something else. It was either a slither of vulnerability, or... a dare. There was defiance there, a glare of the spoiled. She really was a brat. “Sorry,” I said, turning to Kimberly, then Sam.

“It’s okay, Nathan,” Sam reassured me. “Crystal asked for that. Remember, this is only a safe place if—”

“Shut it, Sam. You know what, dude. You’re right. I’m a bad girl. I deserve to be punished.” She rose from the couch and marched to the armrest. “Is this what you want? Think this
 will heal either of us?” With a glare that was a challenge as much as a plea, Crystal bent over the couch, hiding herself in her nest of blond silk, raising her ass in the air.

Sam leaned in and whispered. “This is good. She likes you.”

I looked at her incredulously.

“What the fuck are you waiting for?” Crystal muffled from under her curtain of hair, bent over the couch. “I thought I deserved
 a good spanking?”

“Trust me,” Sam whispered. “It’s what she needs, but can never ask for.”

“Come on, Nate!” Kimberly cheered. The little redhead was braver now, clutching her laptop to her chest like a shield. “I wanna see you tame the shrew!”

Crystal glared through her hair. “Still waiting, or are we all bark? Fucking limp-dick.”

I glanced at the blond. She was bend over the couch opposite, so I got the complete side profile. I almost chuckled at how her breasts were probably keeping her down like a top-heavy weight. “You sure?” I whispered to Samantha.

She nodded, releasing my hand.

I stood, and Kimberly cheered, then giggled, adjusting her glasses.

Every step towards the prostrate blond felt like my shoes were led weights. I was crossing a threshold.


This was either the greatest idea ever... or everything was about to go to shit.


“Finally,” Crystal mocked. “Didn’t think you had the balls.”

“Is that right?” I gave Sam one last glance, needing her reassurance. “You need a spanking, little girl?” I said, looking at Sam for the answer. She nodded. I had to trust she knew her friend, no doubt as a therapist, sex, and standard. She probably knew what Crystal needed more than the blond would admit.

“You’re the one who thought I needed putting in my place… dad,” Crystal hissed from under her nest of blond vipers. Sam nodded with a knowing smirk.

I raised my hand, never having done so to anyone in my life. It hung there in the air, like a promise, gathering energy, gathering anger, enough that when I swung my hand against Crystal’s denim clad ass, a loud slap
 echoed around the small room.

The blond laughed… which trailed off into a hiss. “That the best you got?” she barked, the edge of her bravado fraying.

I spanked her again, just as hard, maybe harder. It stung my hand slightly, but the denim absorbed some of the impact.

She groaned, then cackled. “Sorry. I’ll be a good girl now... not!”

“Take off her jeans!” Kimberly shouted, clapping her hands.

“What? No!” Crystal hissed, raising on her hands.

“What? You scared?” The spunky redhead taunted.

Sam was biting her lip, her thighs squeezing together so tightly.

“Fuck, no. I’m not scared. He can’t hurt me.” Crystal fumbled with her fastenings, and her jeans became slack around the waistband. “There you go? Pull them down if it will make you feel like a man, you sick fuck!”

I did. Slowly, I peeled the baggy denim down her hips, revealing a skimpy black cotton thong.

Kimberly pulled her laptop tighter against her breasts, raising her shield. “Is it wrong I find this really sexy?”

“What?” the blond huffed, then smirked. “Glad to be of service. You’re next.”

Kim’s eyes became saucers, darting to Samantha, who was already squirming in her seat. She shook her head, mouthing a ‘no’. The petite redhead sighed, slumping back.

I let the denim fall — gathering around Crystal’s knees — exposing her perfect, round ass, and lightly tanned thighs. Her ass was a creamy white, framed by tan lines. A pair of dimples sat above the waistband of the thong, and I got a whiff of her scent for the first time. I couldn’t place it, maybe it was just naturally her. Whatever it was, it was familiar.

“Still waiting!” the brat huffed.

I laughed. Laughing felt strangely right for once. I caressed her supple globes, squeezing her ass cheeks. Her thong was perfect for this. “You can wait until I’m ready. I’m not doing this for—”

“No. You’re doing it because I dared
 you to.”

I released her ass, lined up my hand and bent over so I was an inch from her ear. “No. I’m doing it, because you need it.”


Slap.


A sting bloomed across my palm as the sound echoed around the room. She sucked in a breath. “T-that’s it?” She was taunting me again, but I knew she felt it. Her voice was wobbling.

I spanked her twice more, one to each of her delicious cheeks.

She moaned, then quickly covered it up. “Totally learning my lesson here.”

Kimberly put her laptop aside. “Wow, this is hot.”

Sam smiled at her. “It’s okay. Enjoy it. You’re allowed to.”

“Fuck no,” Crystal hissed. “No one is enjoying this—”


Spank. Moan.


I slapped her ass repeatedly. Gently at first, building up to a continuous flurry of swats, alternating cheeks. Spanking higher and lower, down to the backs of her upper thighs. She tried to pretend it wasn’t affecting her, but she couldn’t hide it for long. Her hands gripped the couch, clutching the material in her fists. Her ass lifted higher like she wanted more, and her hips ground in circles.

“Fuck,” she hissed.

“Had enough?” I asked, glancing at Kim, who’d slipped her hand down the front of her pants — the bulge visible through the stretchy material. Sam was biting her lip, still squeezing her thighs together, fingers clenched into fists.

“Fuck, no! I’m still waiting for you to actually start... you, you pussy!” Crystal hissed, then gasped as I spanked her harder, faster and without mercy.

“You’ve got a dirty mouth!” I chided her, spanking her relentlessly.

Her hips openly fucked the couch arm, grinding in salacious circles. Her legs parted as wide as her jeans would allow, which stopped her from getting enough friction. “Fuck you!” she spat, then moaned, “God, fuck, fuck.”

Her ass was a nice rosy color, filling out the creamy white gap left from many bikini-clad trips in the sun.

“What do you want, Kris?” Sam asked. “You want him to stop?”

I spanked her tantalizing globes with two hard slaps.

“No!” she almost screamed.

“Then what do you want Crystal?” Sam was in full Therapist Mode, albeit sounding as needy as the blond under my palm, but on the verge of a breakthrough.

“Fuck. Fingers. I want his fucking fingers.”

“You heard her Nate. Can you use your fingers?”

My hand stopped swinging and zipped between her thighs like a missile. Eager digits touched sodden cotton. My eyes darted to Sam. “She’s soaked.”

Crystal whimpered, like I’d just announced her private secret to the world.

Samantha nodded for me to continue. My fingers easily glided over the material, pressing in between two fat pussy lips. The bratty blond moaned. “Like this?” I asked, running my digits up and down her slick panties.

Sam smirked. She knew exactly what she was doing. “How does that feel, Crystal?”

The blond moaned as my fingers slid lower, brushing over her mons and back, rubbing her clitoral hood. “So good,” she panted. The venom had completely faded from her filthy mouth, replaced with that wanton need that always drove me crazy. It shocked me, feeling that then, in that moment. It rose to the surface while I was spanking her delicious rear, but now it burst through the numb void, making me appreciate the plump, rosy ass in front of me.

“How does she feel, Nathan?”

Sam’s question pulled me from my obsessive daze. I answered honestly, like she always wanted. “Wet.”

Crystal mewled.

Kimberly giggled, which slipped into a moan as she slumped back on the couch.

Samantha hid her reaction by biting her lip before she responded. “What else?”

“Sodden?”

“Oh, God,” Crystal moaned, burying her head deeper in the couch.

“Yes, but how does she feet to you?”

“Nice? She’s certainly nice to look at, but...” I glanced at Sam. “What am I supposed to be feeling other than wet cloth?”

Crystal let out another little mortified gulp. “Fuck, this is so wrong.”

Samantha couldn’t hold her giggle in. It lit up her face like fireworks for a few seconds — eyes bright, mouth wide in a laugh — before she caught herself. “How does it make you
 feel?”

“Oh.” I stared at the blond’s spanked ass as she hung over the couch, hair covering her head, and jeans wrapped around her knees. “I don’t know. Hard?” I was trying to avoid saying what I felt or wanted. It was a habit from before, one Sam went to great lengths in our early sessions to get me to open up about. “Like I... I want to make her come, but I don’t think I can with this sexy little thong in the way.”

Crystal moaned again, sounding both aroused and embarrassed.

“This is so great,” Kimberly whispered just loud enough to hear, still playing with herself inside her stretchy yoga pants.

Sam wrung her hands in her lap, looking restless. “I think she’d like that. Do you want to remove her panties, Nathan?”

My fingers were still rubbing up and down over Crystal’s wet black thong, feeling the muted contours of her pussy. “Yes.”

Crystal’s hips bucked against the couch, interrupting her circular grinding.

“Do you want him to take off your panties, Kris? Do you want Nathan to make you come?” Sam’s stockinged toes curled into the rug as she squirmed on the couch. Crystal was right. You could see my cum on her inner thigh!

The wildcat under my fingers rose, arching her back, looking over her shoulder through straight blond strands. Her eyes were a mixture of fear and hunger, like she was trying to decide if she could trust me, but wanted it all the same. Our eyes met for a few seconds, then she snapped to Sam.

“It’s okay, Kris. You’re safe. Nathan won’t hurt you. I promise,” Sam said, and I wouldn’t. I could never hurt this viscous, vulnerable beauty.

Crystal’s eyes flicked back to mine, locked in a stalemate of whatever was going on in that pretty head of hers. I focused my attention on where I could barely feel her clit through the cotton. Her eyes rolled, and she burst into a teary plea, “please!” She flopped back down on the couch, grinding her hips harder, but the denim constricted her legs, denying her the contact she needed. “Please, N-Nathan, please!” she wailed, muffled against the leather.

The way she begged sent another burst of emotion to the surface. The way she said my name like that made my cock throb. I released her pussy, despite her hiss of complaint, and curled my fingers under the waistband of her thong. “It’s okay Crystal, I’ve got you.” It felt good to be helpful for a change, instead of everyone helping me.

The dark cotton slid down her thighs, peeling from between her ass, revealing the tiny bud of her butt, and parted from where I’d pushed the material into her folds, exposing her pretty pink pussy. I left the dripping thong mid thigh — I’d always found something sexy about that — and hovered my hand over her sex. I could feel the heat, and the scent of her need enveloped me.

Crystal let out a guttural cry as my digits ran over her slick flesh, around her quivering entrance, dipping between her lips and parting around her hood. I just toyed with her silky, slick skin for a moment, enjoying the plumpness of her outer lips, the smoothness, the exquisite sensation of holding this twenty-something’s most intimate, sensitive flesh so soon after meeting her. But somehow, it felt right. Like knowing Sam as I now did had opened a world to these two, where we were no longer strangers despite hardly knowing each other.

Crystal choked into the couch as I circled her entrance, then shuddered as my fingers slipped inside her dripping heat. Her glistening pink flesh stretched around two digits as I pushed deeper, curving down. Her inner walls constricted around my fingers, squeezing hard.

“Oh, God, Sam!” Crystal cried, thighs shaking as I pumped my fingers in and out a few times. Her pussy flooded with arousal. “Fuck. I’d forgotten, I...”

I continued to tame the blond firecracker, fucking her with deep, curling twin-digit penetrations. Her hips bucked frantically. I still had a free hand, and I knew how to make her come. Coating my fingers in her abundant juices, marveling at just how wet this girl was, I slicked the wetness around her clitoral hood.

Jesus, it was incredible how much pre was oozing from my cock doing this to her.

Crystal shuddered and screamed when I touched her clit, so I circled the engorged little nub, forcing explicit moans and other sounds into the couch. Her tummy crunched, bending her more sharply, pushing her ass higher in the air.

I fucked her with my fingers and circled her clit. She responded exactly how I expected, better even, and within a minute, explosively.














CHAPTER FOUR








H
 er
 hips
 ground,
 growing
 frantic. I sped up my attention, fucking her pussy with my two middle digits, splashing her desire everywhere with wet splat
 sounds that filled the room, joining the blonds panting gasps, and stuttered moans.

Kimberly, who I’d completely forgotten in my attempts to pleasure Crystal, was openly fucking her fingers inside her yoga pants. Her scarlet locks danced as she tried to bounce and finger herself with a determined desperation consuming her pretty, heart-shaped face.

Samantha was rubbing her thighs together, showing more restraint, but clearly just as affected by the show they were both watching. She was gnawing on her bottom lip, eyes locked to Crystal’s rear, where my hands vanished between the exposed, propped up thighs.

No one said anything as I finger-fucked the blond over the couch. Even Sam was silent. No longer asking how either of us felt. I guess that was obvious, really.

“Fuck!” Crystal broke the silence. Her thighs snapped together, pinning my hands in place as she shuddered and twitched over the arm. Her tee was damp with sweat as her pussy convulsed, squeezing and fluttering around my fingers, soaking them in warmth.

Kimberly gasped. Sam squirmed, and Crystal moaned through her shuddering climax. I held her, still circling her clit through the orgasm, as she kept me in place with her thigh’s death grip. I wrung every drop of pleasure from her until she collapsed, gasped, and then relaxed her thighs — deflating into a sexy, boneless shape draped over the couch.

My fingers slipped from her soaked pussy coated in her release, giving me an immense sense of satisfaction.

Sam stood and joined me behind the floppy blond. She grabbed my tee and pulled me in for a kiss. Her pelvis pressed against my enraged hard on, and I wanted to grab her, but my fingers were coated in Crystal’s cum and desire. I didn’t want to get that all over Sam’s clothes. She tasted so sweet, nibbling on my bottom lip, pulling away with a sigh. “Make her taste it,” she whispered. “Show her what you’ve given her.”

Not for the first time that day, my eyes went wide at her suggestion. She nodded, grabbing my hand, the one that a minute ago was inside the writhing blond, and pulled me towards the nest of hair on the couch.

“Look, Crystal,” she said, almost sounding like a childing teacher. “Look what Nathan gave you.”

The blissed-out firecracker lifted her head, her eyes almost popped out when she saw what Sam was holding in front of her nose.

“This just gets better and better,” Kimberly moaned from the other couch.

“Sam. No,” Crystal moaned.

Samantha nodded to me.

“Taste it, Crystal. Clean the mess you made of my fingers...” I hesitated, unsure if I should continue, or what to say. Sam nodded again, squeezing my cock through my jeans, and the words popped into my head. “Clean the mess you made of my fingers with your filthy, dripping pussy.”

Kimberly moaned.

Crystal smiled through her mat of silky blond locks. “Probably shouldn’t have put them inside me then, dude,” she said, sounding high, but surly again.

“Spank,” Sam whispered.

I did. Hard, across both cheeks, low enough that she felt it in her core. She mewled, lifting from the couch.

“Do what Nathan says, Crystal. You know you want to. We both know your dark, filthy little desires. There’s nothing to be afraid of here. No one to hide from.”

“You always think—”

Another loud spank
 echoed in the room, and Crystal moaned. “Clean my fingers, you bad little girl,” I said, slipping into the role Sam was guiding me into. It was surprisingly easy when the sultry blond behaved like a naughty teenager, almost taunting us into doing what she wanted deep down, but couldn’t say. I trusted Sam. These were her friends. She wouldn’t do anything to hurt them.

I placed my fingers against Crystal’s mouth, smearing her juices over her plush pink lips. She whimpered, staring into my eyes. It was like looking into the gaze of a wildcat, ready to flee. With another mewl, she opened her mouth, just enough for my fingers to slip inside. Sam couldn’t feel the way Crystal’s tongue lapped at my digits, but she soon heard the mortified moan and saw the hollowed cheeks as the naughty blond sucked my fingers clean. Her eyes rolled as she groaned, sucking harder.

Sam smiled. I almost laughed at how well she knew what Crystal wanted. It made me wonder what other depraved desires were loitering in the stunning blond’s psyche.

I pulled my digits clear, and Crystal swallowed. “I hate you, Sam.”

Kimberly giggled. She still had her hands down her pants. I could see the lazy circles of her clit through the black material. Even she looked more relaxed, lounging on the couch, glasses crooked on the end of her nose, red curls hanging in her face. “I did not expect this when I got up this morning.”

“That makes two of us,” I said, looking down at my moist fingers, realizing just how hard my cock was again — ready to go even after fucking Sam over her desk. My fingers found their way back to Crystal’s ass, smearing her saliva over her rosy, spanked complexion.

“None of us did,” Sam whispered, kneeling before the hot blond. “Why do you hate me, Kris? You’ve just had the best orgasm in what? Years? Why would you hate me for that?”

There was a playful quality to Sam’s voice, like she knew the answer before asking. I wondered if that was what it was like during our sessions.

Crystal blubbered like a sulky teenager, despite being at least early to mid-twenties. “Because now I want more!” She almost cried the words.

Sam smirked at me. “That doesn’t sound like a problem. I think you deserve a reward for being so brave.”


Brave?
 It was weird to think that someone had to be brave
 to let someone pleasure them, but I guess that’s often true. There’s a vulnerability to exposing ourselves to another, letting them know what we like, or don’t. I guess for Crystal it ran pretty deep.

“I do?” Crystal said, sounding surprised.

Sam patted the blond on her shoulder. “Would you like Nathan to fuck you?”

Crystal almost bolted from the couch, flicking her locks aside as she stared hard into my eyes over her shoulder. “Uh...”

“I tell you what. Let me get him warmed up for you, and if you don’t want to, I’ll gladly have more.” Sam patted her shoulder again in a motherly fashion, like she’d just offered her a lemonade, secretly hoping she didn’t want it so she’d could enjoy it instead.

Kimberly continued to watch on from the safety of the couch. Checking her out, I didn’t see Sam coming. She pulled me into another kiss. Her plump lips molded to mine as she kissed me deeply, pushing her tongue into my mouth. Somehow, she tasted even sweeter.

While her lips devoured my mouth, she pulled me into the middle of the small central rug, where Crystal could see us. Her fingers danced over my fly, unbuttoning my jeans, then tugged down the zipper. She pulled away, and before I knew what was happening, she dropped to her knees and took my cock in her mouth.

Warm, hot pleasure surged down my shaft. I groaned. She gathered her chocolate ponytail over one shoulder and grasped my length, pumping and sucking like before. This time we had an audience, and Kimberly watched, mouth open, while Crystal rested on her folded arms, bent over the couch.

Samantha sucked off the end of my shaft with a sloppy pop
 . “God, I love your cock,” she purred, slicking her fist up and down the length, jacking me off. She made dramatic moaning noises as she pushed my length to the back of her throat, then sucked slowly to the tip. She smirked around the crown, looking at Crystal. “Please tell me you don’t want this cock,” she pleaded. She looked up at me through her long dark lashes. “How are you feeling, baby?” She said, continuing to pump my length in her slick hand.

“Great,” I croaked. My cock twitched a fraction of an inch from her mouth. It felt great, more so when she called me baby
 .

“Me too,” Kimberly said, swooning from the couch.

“I hate to say it, but I feel pretty good right now,” Crystal purred from under her blond curtain, still not having moved from the couch arm.

Sam sucked down my length again, hollowing her cheeks. A shiver fluttered down my spine at the ripple of ecstasy her enthusiasm created. “Mmmmm. So fucking good—”

Crystal moaned, her hips grinding against the couch again.

Sam pumped my cock harder, her other hand reaching for my balls. She cupped and massaged the tight sac of skin, sucking my crown so hard it took everything I had to not spurt all over her face. She was so fucking pretty, gorgeous really, looking up at me, eyes sparkling, mouth stretched around my cock. Her eyelashes fluttered, and I had to grab her by the hair to stop her before I exploded. She mewled as I held her there, lips parted around the tip—

“Fine!” Crystal cried. “I can’t take it anymore. You win!” Her hips were practically fucking the couch, getting nowhere because her thong and jeans kept her bound.

Sam sucked off the tip with another sexy pop
 , then gave the crown a lick like it was her favorite lollipop. “Huh? Did you want something, Kris?”

Crystal huffed, burying her head in the couch again. “I hate you,” she moaned, but her voice was full of need, not the brattiness of her earlier insults. “You know what I want. Don’t make me say it!”

I groaned as Sam sucked my cock again, giving it a sloppy, salacious, slow lick down the length. “Gotta ask Kris if you want me to give up this yummy, thick cock.”

Crystal huffed into the couch. “I want you to fuck me. There I said it!”

Sam looked up at me from under my slick, glistening cock. “Do you want to fuck my bratty friend, baby?”














CHAPTER FIVE








I
 smirked.
 There
 was
 a kind of enjoyment seeing the blond squirm — indignation replaced with embarrassed need. “Well,” I said, putting my hands on my hips. “She didn’t exactly say please, now did she?”

“Oh, fuck,” Crystal moaned.

Kimberly clapped her hands. “Oh, Sam. Where did you find him? He’s perfect!”

I smiled at the redhead’s declaration. “At least a please, I think,” I said, laying it on a little thick. “I’m really enjoying the way I’m getting my dick sucked right now.” I grinned at Sam, then winked at Kimberly. “Not sure I wanna give this up—”

“Fine!” Crystal moaned into the couch. She raised up on her hands, ass still grinding against the arm. “Please fuck me, Nathan.”

Sam smiled, then pouted as she released my cock. “I didn’t think this through.”

I slid my fingers through her wavy chocolate locks, pushing them away from her face, and held her. “There’ll be other times... right?” I slipped into her hypnotic milk button gaze as my sloppy cock bobbed an inch from her chin.

She bit her lip, gaze drifting. I wondered what raunchy scene she was imagining. After a second, she nodded, and a grin spread wide across her pouty lips.

Crystal groaned in frustration, still trying to fruitlessly hump the couch. My cock demanded I put the whiny blond out of her misery. I left Sam kneeling on the rug and moved behind the fantastic reddened ass presented to me. She was still dripping. Desire had run down both her inner thighs, making her skin glisten, but not as much as her puffy pussy lips. I slicked my fingers through her folds and she let out the sexiest moan I’d ever heard, like I was inflicting her with exquisite torture. I circled her clit a few times, enjoying the breathy mewls and gasps. I guess we’d opened the floodgates, because she quickly became ragged, and I couldn’t drag it out any longer.

She cried out in annoyance as I pulled my finger away, but whimpered as I placed the crown of my cock at her entrance. The sulky blond lifted off the couch and gave me a look over her shoulder. There was need clawing at her very soul, but something else tugging at her eyes, almost like a question, lingered on her slack-jawed expression. Then it passed and her mouth became a hard line. She watched me through messy blond clumps — her gaze intense, almost daring me to do it. To impale her with my shaft.

A devious grin tugged at my lips. She howled as I slapped her rear twice — one to each cheek — and then thrust inside her. Her wolfish cry devolved into a guttural moan as I speared her. Searing hot wetness enshrouded my length. An unexpected tightness and fluttery contractions slipped down my shaft, caressing as I slid deeper — not stopping my advance until I was balls deep in her juicy slit. Her hair draped down her back like the finest silk, and pure satisfaction throbbed from my cock.

“Oh, oh, that’s hot.” A little voice squeaked from the other couch, Kimberly. She’d been so quiet, I’d forgotten she was there. It was a testament to Sam and Crystal that was even possible, because the sexy little redhead was just as stunning in her own way. Her scarlet locks danced as she shifted, getting comfy, laying on her back. She noticed me watching as her fingers tugged at the hem of her pants. Her cheeks reddened, but it didn’t stop her. She grinned pure mischief as she slowly slid the Lycra under her butt — teasing me — to reveal a black pair of high-waist panties. She bit her lip as she fingered the waistband of her undies and dragged them from her hips. I didn’t get to see her pussy. She raised her knees, using the gather of cloth at her knees to block me, but I saw her hand move down between her thighs — her legs parted as far as the stretchy fabric allowed — and her other hand slipped inside her hoodie. Her eyes rolled, and she whimpered.

Sam filled my vision, blocking my view again. Silently her lips captured mine, and then Crystal bucked against my shaft like a bronco. A loud moan echoed around the room and I realized Sam had slipped her hand between the blond and the couch, finding her clit. I was trying to give Crystal time to adjust because of how tight her pussy was, but time was up. With the taste of Sam dancing on my tongue, I pulled back and slammed inside the blond with enough force that the resulting slap-cry was as loud as thunder. Sam moaned into my mouth, and I did it again, shifting the couch a fraction. Then again, and again, building to a rhythm. A wet squelching-slap sound filled the room, competing with Crystal’s panting moans in a battle to be the loudest. Crystal won.

She came in seconds, no doubt because of Sam’s expert finger work. I paused my hips for a few seconds as the blond face planted the couch, shaking and contorting. Kimberly gasped, then moaned across the room. While I waited, Sam pulled my hand from Crystal’s hip and pushed it under her skirt. She was just as wet. As Crystal’s orgasm faded, she pushed my hand until my fingers slipped into the heat of her entrance. Then the Therapy Goddess slapped my ass as if she was the trainer, I was the cowboy and this blond was the bronco I was riding... and weirdly that was kinda true.

I got back to fucking Crystal’s heavenly pussy, slapping my hips against her spanked ass, dipping in and out of her hot, wet channel. It was... fantastic. It felt fantastic.
 With my cock slipping in and out of that incredible hole, and my fingers pumping into Sam’s gooey slit, I was feeling again. Sparks of affection for the incredible woman clinging to me, biting my bottom lip as pleasure surged through her. It wasn’t love, but it was more than just lust. The damn numbness was still there, putting a damper on whatever it was, but it wasn’t restricted to Sam. There was an affection for this bratty blond on the end of my cock, mewling like a kitten in heat as I fucked her hard and fast over the couch. There was even a flicker for the adorable redhead fingering herself happily over on the other couch.

It was good. So good to feel again. As far as breakthroughs went, today’s session was an amazing success. I almost laughed, because I realized the insanity of it all, that all I had to do to make a breakthrough was to fuck my therapist and her friends. I recommend it. The laugh escaped, and Sam gasped. She couldn’t focus on the explosion of joviality. She was struggling to stand, clinging to me, grinding her pussy against my hand as I continued to fuck the bratty blond who was on the verge of another orgasm. Her release came slower the second time — without Sam’s digital help — but she was close. Her little panting noises grew louder. She tried to fuck me back, but was basically helpless over the couch, forced to take her fucking like a good girl, and she was loving it.

Kimberly caught my attention when she piped up, moaning. “Fuck... oh... oh... oh, fuuuuucccckkk!” Her lithe, petite body danced in a wave over the couch as she froze, face locked in the bliss of her climax.

I didn’t get time to watch her, because Sam bit my neck, crying into my flesh, flooding my hand, losing herself in an explosion of her own.

My rhythm slowed, distracted by the other two, caught up in their loud throes of pleasure. I refocused on Crystal’s deliciously spanked ass and doubled down, grabbing her tee for purchase, and went to town on her slick tightness. My hips snapped, pelvis slapped
 , and my cock... fuck
 , my cock was on the verge of exploding. I needed the blond to come again. It was a matter of pride to leave her well fucked
 , so the brat couldn’t complain. I had a feeling she would if she didn’t get to come again. She was so close, after all.

I pushed past the pain barrier, past exhaustion, and slammed into her hole again and again. She cried louder and louder, wriggling over the couch like a snake, frantic and on the edge — so close. She panted those words to herself, “please, please,” she begged in gasped-whispers, unaware we could all hear her.

“Come for me, Crystal,” I growled, gritting my teeth to hold on. “Come, you little brat!” I spanked her ass with each thrust, alternating sides now Sam had dropped to her knees at my feet. My right hand slapped her rosy globe with a wet sound, smearing Sam’s juices over her skin.

“Fuck! Oh, shit!, fuck, fuck, fuck,” the stunning blond chanted. I fucked her faster, spanked her harder. I couldn’t hold it. I was on the edge. My vision blanked, white creeping in from the edges and I had no choice but to push to the hilt. With an animal growl, I erupted deep inside her. Waves of bliss crashed into me as ropes of my cum sprayed over and over, filling her channel.

With a gurgled cry, Crystal joined me in ecstasy. Her pussy gushed against my cock like a dam had broken inside her. Hot fluid coated my shaft, escaping out and spraying us both.

I should have taken my jeans off!

That was the last thing on my mind. Crystal’s muscles squeezed and contracted around me as I unloaded my last. She milked me for every drop, shaking for a few seconds, before slumping into the couch. My cock slipped from her in a rush of cum as I fell against her back and took in a large breath. I tried to hold on to the feelings flowing through me. Affection, pleasure, happiness, but they were fleeting. I realized in that moment there was light at the end of the tunnel, but it would take many more sessions with these beauties to fully cure my numbness. A prospect I was more than eager for.

“Fuck me,” Crystal gasped.

“I think he just did,” Kimberly giggled.

The blond moaned as an aftershock forced a blob of cum from her slit.

Sam climbed onto the couch like her limbs were as numb as the fog creeping back into my mind. Her thighs were slick, and her desire-soaked pussy was bare to all. She coughed to clear her throat and sighed a laugh. “So… same time next week?”














PART THREE


















CHAPTER ONE








I
 followed
 the
 directions
 Samantha gave me to a downtown loft apartment. It was charming in a rustic, converted old fire station kind of way. Big, detailed windows were lit, casting shadows down onto the street below. It was where I’d find Crystal. Sam had assured me the surly blond could help me find a painting for my new apartment. It was part of my therapy to replace the blank, empty walls with symbols of my new life — one with color and emotion. She didn’t tell me how the bratty twenty-something could help me find the perfect
 painting. I assumed she worked for a gallery, or at least a store that stocked works from local artists.


She didn’t seem the type.


As I climbed the stairs, circling around and around like a helter-skelter, I wondered if I could actually tell anything about anyone anymore. Sam’s sudden shift from a professional therapist to a purring sex kitten was still fresh in my mind. In my numb state, I never saw that coming, or that she felt the way she did. How could I have been so blind?

I stopped outside the loft apartment and double checked my phone for the address. It was right, and I was stalling. I was stalling because I was nervous. A smile graced my lips as a brief flare of happiness simmered somewhere in my belly. I was nervous to see Crystal again after I spanked and fucked her over the couch in Samantha’s therapy room.

The smile grew wider. If I was nervous, that meant I was worried. It meant I had something to lose.

I knocked and waited.

A clang, followed by muted cussing, rumbled through the door. But the “Ow, fuck!” was clear as a bell. Then the door opened — almost ripped off its hinges — and there she was. Crystal. Her blond mop was tied loosely into a ponytail, trickling down her back in kinky waves. Her ample cleavage strained against a tight, strappy, paint-stained tank, and her flared jeans matched, just as tight around the thighs, showing off her toned physique that I’d only seen — been inside of — the most intimate parts of. She was almost as I imagined on the ride over. Except the streak of white paint on her cheek. It was adorable, like I’d caught her painting her hallway. A second passed where I soaked her in, absorbed all the details of her, the ones I was too shocked and overwhelmed to take in during our first meeting. But there was something familiar. It was in her eyes. Those dark blue splodges of the richest blue. They were wide, surprised for an instant, then recognition flooded in, shifting to a needy pleading, like she’d done when looking over her shoulder, begging me not to make her say the words. To not make her beg for what she needed.

Then it was gone. “Oh, it’s you.” Her open mouth clamped shut into a hard line, swiftly sinking into a snarl. She continued wiping her fingers on a cloth as she turned. “Sam said you might come over.” She walked away from the door halfway through her sentence, leaving me standing there.

“I’m sorry if I’m disturbing you. I know it’s late—”

“It’s five past eight, dude. What are you, ninety-six?” She turned, tossing the cloth on her kitchen table. Small flecks of red paint splashed around it. If she cared, it didn’t show.

“I just meant, I am sorry if I’ve disturbed you.” I was feeling another emotion. A strong one. My palm itched at her offhand demeanor.

“It’s fine.” She planted her hands firmly on her hips and narrowed her eyes. “What do you want?” That look returned to her eyes, the pleading one. I didn’t get it at first what that meant.

“Uh,” I said, checking there was no one else in the corridor, which there wasn’t considering we were on the top floor. I stepped inside and closed the door. If this alarmed her, she didn’t show it. She stood in the same spot, scowling at me like I’d just pissed in her cornflakes. “Sam said it would be good to get some color in my apartment, that...” My words died in my throat as I glanced past her and saw her apartment. Crystal was spectacular to look at, so I hadn’t noticed what was around us.

One word. Color.
 I might have been right about her painting her hallway, because her walls were painted, and not just in red
 or something — they were works of art. Graffiti and murals arched across the walls and onto the ceiling. “Wow.” A massive hawk flying over her window chased tribal patterns merging into an amazing cityscape. I spun on the spot, tracing the flow as one subject merged into another, slamming into hard lines and simple blocks of color.

“Sometimes a canvas isn’t big enough, you know,” she said, sounding softer, “Or I get bored,” sounding harsh again.

“This is incredible. Did you do this?” Obviously, she did. Everything pointed to a yes, but in my bewilderment, I found it hard to believe the bratty blond I’d spanked over the couch was capable of such beauty.

“What do you want, Nathan?” Her words pulled me back to her. Not because of what she said, but how she said it, the breathy way she said my name.

“Right, sorry. Sam thinks I need a painting for my apartment. One that symbolizes my new life. One of emotion and color.” I glance over her shoulder at the steel L train that decorates the wall behind her. “She said you could help. I thought she meant you could help me find one, that you worked in... But I guess she meant something else.”

Her face relaxed, letting her surly mask fade. “What kind of painting?”

“I have no idea.” I looked around the room. “I think this would be too much, but... something...”

Crystal scrunched her cheeks, folding her arms. It pushed her already plump chest out. “Art isn’t something that you can order, dude. Unless it’s a portrait of a snotty school kid or whatever, but good luck getting that little fucker to sit still for an hour. If you want it to have meaning? It has to come from the heart.”

My face visibly deflated. “That’s the problem.” I placed my hand over my chest. “This is all messed up. Drowned in fog and numbness.”

A smirk tugged at her lips. “Then we have to get you feeling again.”

“That’s what Sam’s trying to do—”

“No, I don’t mean what Sam’s doing with her... therapy
 , something more raw. Let me try something.” She marched towards me and stopped a foot away. Then, without warning, she slapped me.

Pain bloomed across my cheek, leaving a warm wet patch. “What the fuck?”

“Did you feel that?”

“Ow, yes!”

“So did I, after our last session.”

I stood there, stunned. “But you wanted that? Didn’t you?”

She slapped my other cheek.

“Ow, fuck. Stop hitting me!” I touched my cheek and red coated my fingers. Christ, was she wearing a ring? But it wasn’t blood, it was paint.

“Felt that?”

I took a step back. “Yes, I felt that,” I hissed. She wasn’t slapping me hard, just enough to rial me, and it was working.

She stepped forward, keeping the distance between us. “What do you feel, fucker?” She raised her hand again, but this time, I was ready.

I caught her wrist mid flight and stopped her palm an inch from my face. “Stop. Hitting. Me. Crystal.”

“Make me.” Despite my grip on her wrist, she lashed out with her other hand. I caught her wrist just in time. She frowned at me, but that look was back in her eyes. I pulled her arms down. She stepped forward, and before I knew what hit me, her lips smashed against mine, pushing me against the door.

She mewled against my lips, kissing hard, halfheartedly fighting against my grip. For someone who’d just slapped me, she mouthed and nibbled with such passion, slowing almost to tenderness before she pulled away. “I hate you,” she whispered.

For a second I was wounded, thinking I was a bad kisser. But the nipples pebbling inside her tank told me otherwise. “Why?” I asked. She struggled again, her mouth dropping open, revealing her moist pink tongue.

She didn’t answer, instead I was pushed against the door harder as she kissed me again. As her pouty lips ravished my mouth, I let her lift my hands, so she was pinning me against the door, wrists above our heads. Then her moist, inviting tongue pushed inside my mouth and I tasted her. The shock and numbness faded enough that a growl left my throat. It answered her mewl, like we were a couple of animals mating in the wild. Our tongues slicked against one another, probing, sliding, tasting.

I was the dazed one when she pulled away the second time.

“I hate you so much,” she whispered.

I raised her arms higher, almost lifting her off the ground. She whimpered. “Why?” I asked again, still dazed from her rabid kisses.

She struggled, and I let her go. She stumbled back, looking disappointed. “Because you make me want things I can’t have.”

My arms slowly fell to my side. “What things?” Whatever the hell she wanted, there was this urge deep inside me to give it to her, whatever it was.

“I dunno what kinda painting you need, dude,” she said, hugging her waist, suddenly looking like a lost little girl. “You confuse me. I can’t think around you.” She looked up and glared at me. “You suck!”

I laughed a loud chuckle as I pushed off from the door. “I suck?” Something about that tickled me. Maybe it was the word ‘suck’, or just how lacking in venom she said it. A rare cheerful sound left me, flowed through me. “I suck.”

Her pout curved begrudgingly at the corners. “Yeah. You suck!”

I took a step towards her. She didn’t step back. “I know what I want. Can you do self portraits?”

She hugged herself tighter, narrowing her eyes. “Yeah, why?”

“Because I want a picture of you.”

“Me?”

I took another step closer. “Yes. You.” I scooped a clump of golden strands that hung in front of her eye and hooked it behind her ear.

Her expression shifted. The mix of need and sass became a blend of sadness and disbelief. “Me?” She whispered. “Why would you want me?”

“Because you’re beautiful,” I said, cupping her cheek. She didn’t move to stop me, instead she leaned against my palm. “Gorgeous, even. Smart, talented.” I lost myself deep in her sky-blues. They seemed to expand under the shade of her dark, long lashes. Her mouth dropped open. “You make me feel things.” I didn’t tell her it was mainly the need to punish her like a naughty child. We were having a tender moment, but a smile hooked my lips. “And you have a sexy rear that’s so very spank-able.” The smirk became a smile.

I expected her to hit me again, but she didn’t. It was like my words were magic, and I’d reeled her under my spell, because instead, she bit her lip.

“I know... what I’m going to paint for you,” she whispered. That look I couldn’t quite place returned to her eyes. We gazed at each other for a few seconds, letting unspoken words travel between us. I don’t know what those words were, but it was like a connection strengthening. “I need a picture,” she said, snapping out of it.

“A picture?”

“Yeah, a photo of you.”

Confusion added to the returning fog. “Why do you need a photo of me to paint you?” Surely she meant she wanted me to take a photo of her?

“So I can rub one out later,” she said matter-of-factly, then quickly added, “It’s not just gonna be me.” She returned with an old style Polaroid camera — the ugly, bulky ones that spit out the photo after you press the button. “Trust me.” I had no choice but to trust her. She was smiling, and it lit up her face in a way I decided I always wanted to see. A happy Crystal was a thing of beauty.

I narrowed my eyes at her, trying to hide the smile. “Rub one out? To a photo of me?”

Her eyes widened, then her face became hard, non-committal again. “Yeah,” she said, lining me up in the viewfinder. “Unless you wanna help before you go?”


Flash.


She grinned as a picture of my face — that couldn’t decide if it was smiling or stunned — spooled out of the camera. She giggled, clutching the paper square in her paint-stained fingers. “Perfect.” She didn’t let me see it more than what I glimpsed, squirreling the camera and my mugshot away in another room. I stayed where I was. Being around her was like being on a roller coaster, dipping in and out of a thick fog.

“It will help,” she said, returning. My gaze snapped to the subtle bounce of her breasts as she trotted back. “With the painting, and
 with the masturbation. I’m on a deadline, so... every little helps.”

I double blinked. Was this the same girl?

“I wasn’t joking,” she said, stepping close. I almost flinched, expecting another slap. “Please…
 ” Her fingers trailed over my tee, running small tingly touches and paint all over the fabric. I couldn’t look, because she was smiling again. “You’ve made me more than a little horny.” She licked her lips. “I can’t paint when I’m horny, and I have a piece to finish...”

Another spark of happiness, a large, cock-sized wave of arousal, and something else in my chest punched through the numbness. “Is that right?”

She nodded, biting her lip. A quick glance at a wall clock had her adding, “but my pants stay on.” She tittered, and I decided I loved this more open, sunny side of her. “They come off, and you’ll be staying the night...” She bit her lip again, shaking her head. “But I’ve really gotta get it finished, so can you?”

I slid my hands to her ass, curving around the sweet globes in the loose denim. “What is it you want, Crystal?” I asked, remembering I need to help her in return.

She took my hand and pushed it inside her pants. The fabric stretched around my wide palm. “I want you to make me come with your fingers.”

My digits, like they had their own will, slid further, sliding over her smooth skin until I hit a layer of cotton. That didn’t stop them. Under they pushed, down over her silky mons, down to her... “Fuck, you’re soaked,” I gasped, feeling her dripping skin, and slick folds under my fingers.

Her eyes half closed at my touch. “Told you. You make me horny.”

I slicked my digits up and down her sex, dipping my tips between her folds and up around her swollen clit. “Is that progress? You telling me what you want?”

She clung onto me, spreading her thighs. The fabric constricted, pushing me inside her. “Ohhh,” she breathed, rolling her eyes. “There it is.” A dopey smile spread across her face. “This is easy. Every girl wants their man’s hands between their thighs, making them feel good.”

I slipped in deeper, then pumped my fingers, curling them in and out. Another sensation flickered in the fog. She considered me her man
 . It was like a warm blanket wrapped around my shoulders.

“More,” she gasped, fisting my tee. I struggled against the denim, maneuvering my thumb so I could reach her clit. That had her mewling. Crystal thrust her lips against mine, kissing me with urgent need.

I ground my thumb on her nub, fucked her with my fingers as best I could inside the denim prison. She panted, kissing me faster. Moaning. It was a simple thing, bringing her to climax, but there was something about it with Crystal that made it more. She was vulnerable, needy, almost begging with her kisses. Begging for me to make her come.

I pumped into her slick heat, working her, pushing her towards the edge. My free hand slid up. I was moving it to cup her face, to still the hungry, frantic movements of her lips smashing against mine, but as my hand detoured over her plush mounds, my hand brushed her hard nipple through the fabric of her tank. She shook in my grasp. My hand didn’t make it any further. Instead, I cupped her right breast, thumbed her nipple. Her moans became cries. Kisses now life and death.

“Please, Nate,” she purred between nibbles. “Please.” While I caressed her breast and toyed with her nipple. Ground her clit and fingered her slick hole, I contemplated. I was almost swept up in her, lost in the needy moment, but the fog. The numbness kept me detached. Crystal was a puzzle. She couldn’t ask for what she wanted. What she needed. But she was asking, wasn’t she? What was it she couldn’t ask for? Was it just a good spanking, or something else?

“Fuck!” she cried, pulling from the kiss. She gripped me harder, nestling her face against my neck. Then I realized why. With a shudder, her pussy squeezed my fingers. She sucked in a long breath. Then exploded all over my hand.

I let her ride the climax before pulling my hand free. She was a dopey, blissed-out mess, hanging off me like she couldn’t stand when she came down. I scooped her up, leaving a large, wet hand print on her jeans as I set her down on the small, two-seater couch. She sprawled out and curled up. “Thank you, Nate,” she whispered, eyes closed, with a grin on her face. “Just give me a minute.”

I watched her, marveling at her. At what I was feeling for her in that moment. It was thinly veiled, but I cared about her in a way. I just wasn’t sure in what way, or how deep those feelings ran. It didn’t help that she confused me to no end. I’d seen another side of her, and I couldn’t quite reconcile it with the bratty blond.














CHAPTER TWO








A
 couple
 of
 days
 after my visit to Crystal, there were two days until our next therapy
 session. I would be lying if I said the three girls weren’t always on my mind. More and more they consumed my thoughts, slowly pushing out the fog and numbness to make room.

“Good evening, Mike,” I said to the doorman of my apartment building.

He looked at me from under his cap. “Is it, sir?” he asked, surprise and what sounded like hope in his voice.

I stopped and gave him a smile. A small one. “You know, I think it is.” I puffed up my cheeks, trying to understand how I felt, if I felt. I was certainly feeling something. “Or at least I think I’m getting there.” I gave him a nod and passed through the door he held open for me.

“That’s good to hear, sir,” Mike said. I thought so too. “Oh!” he called, hustling after me as I waited at the elevators. “I forgot to tell you. There is a young lady waiting for you. Said she knew you. Could describe you. I said she could wait in your foyer. I hope that’s okay?”

“A young lady?” I faced the doorman, but looked through him, seeing a bratty blond, an auburn therapist sex kitten and a shy redhead. A wheel spun in my mind with their faces on, trying to decide who I hoped it would be. It never stopped spinning. But I knew it wasn’t Samantha — she was out of town for a few days. A smile crept onto my lips. “What color is her hair?”

“Like fire, sir. Glasses and a backpack. I searched it, and well, um.” He paused like he was uncomfortable. “No weapons at least.”

The smile grew wider. Kimberly
 . “That’s okay Mike. I wasn’t expecting a visitor, but I know the young lady in question.”

The elevator pinged
 , and Mrs. Richards stepped off. “Michael!”

“Uh, oh,” Mike whispered under his breath. “Good day, sir.”

“Catch you later, Mike,” I said, nodding to the surly old bat as she scurried towards the doorman, brandishing her cane. I ducked out the way, and stepped through the gilded doors.

“What did I tell you about taking in packages—” Thankfully, the elevator door closed, cutting off whatever mundane nonsense Mrs. Richards was complaining about today. I almost felt a pang of compassion for the poor doorman. Almost — that was progress.

On the way up to my apartment, scenarios flashed through my mind. Debaucherous scenarios. By the fifth floor, I reminded myself of what Sam told me about Kimberly. Remembered the way she acted during our first session together. I couldn’t be like I was with Crystal. Not even the dumbstruck, numb patient that I was with Samantha. I had to be careful around Kimberly. Samantha didn’t tell me what happened to the cute redhead to make her so skittish — it wasn’t her story to tell, she said — I had to be understanding and accommodating. That wasn’t what Sam told me to do, it’s what felt right. Out of all of them, Kim seemed, for lack of a better term, the most damaged. It was something I could relate to.

The elevator pinged
 open, and my gaze trailed up from the plush carpet of my foyer to a large backpack sat next to a chair. My gaze moved higher, absorbing crossed legs propping up a massive laptop and a mop of curly fire that dangled, almost covering her face. Her black-rim glasses snapped up, locking to the elevator, then to me. “Nate!” Kimberly closed the lid of her laptop and smiled. “The guy on the door said it was okay if I waited.”

I fished my keys from my pocket as I walked towards her. “Kimberly. Yeah, Mike said he let up a young lady with hair of fire.”


She giggled, hooking a scarlet clump behind her ears. “Kinda hard to miss, huh?”

“Well, I wasn’t surprised by his simple description that it’s you. Not that you can be summed up in a simple statement...” I felt panic. Butterflies were gnawing at my gut. It was fantastic. “You’re much more than that. Beautiful, I mean. Not. Just. Red.” The words tumbled from my mouth like a lovesick teenager.

“Thanks,” she said quietly, hooking more hair behind her ear. I didn’t realize just how long her hair was, but it reached down to her waist in curly waves. It was strikingly pretty.

I unlocked my door. “I am surprised to see you before our next session.” The butterflies went wild. “Not that I’m unhappy to see you. I am.” My tongue felt too big, and I kept saying dumb shit.

She slipped off the chair and slid the laptop into her bag. “Right, yes. I would have called first, but Sam said it would be better to do this face to face.”

“It’s fine.” I opened the door. “Would you like to come in?” An electricity hovered in the foyer, that for once, wasn’t from the light bulb that kept blowing.

She clutched the backpack to her chest, like she’d done with the laptop during our session. “Thanks.”

She scooted past me, and the scent of strawberries wafted into my nose. That was her scent. It was probably her shampoo, but it was so fitting. “Did you have to wait long?”

She stopped in the living area, frozen. “Just a couple of hours,” she said, like she was distracted. “Let me catch up on some work... Wow! You live here?” She spun her head left and right, taking in my spartan furnished penthouse.

I was surprised by her reaction. The apartment matched the rest of the building. “I know it’s not much. I haven’t had the impulse to decorate or anything... yet,” I said, thinking of whatever piece of art Crystal said she would create for me to liven up this tomb.

“Are you fricking kidding me?” she said, turning and letting her bag slip to the floor. “This place is bigger and nicer than anything I’ve ever seen! I thought I was doing all right being able to afford a studio a block over, but this?”

“Oh.” I forget. Not everyone has enough to afford a place like this. Another side effect of not giving a crap about anything for a year. Yeah, I have money. Well, technically, it was Sarah’s. Fat lot of good it did her. “Yeah, I guess it’s nice.”

She turned and looked at me with her magnified emeralds as big as saucers. “You guess? Jesus, Sam was right. You are numb.”

I couldn’t help but smile. Kimberly was the first person after Samantha to call me out on my... condition. “Guilty.” I plopped the keys in the glass bowl by the door. It’s jangle gave me a warmth from my childhood. Dad always kept his keys in a bowl by the door on the farm, so I guess I do.

“Take a seat?” I asked, ushering her to the two couches around the simple glass coffee table in front of the gigantic windows with the view.

She glanced towards the door, then at me. A rabid panic flashed in her eyes, then quickly faded. “Okay.”

I sat first — at the other end of the other sofas, so there was a distance between us. She sat right on the edge, placing her bag between us. “So, what can I do for you, Kimberly?” It sounded far more business-like than I had intended.

She blew a clump of red out of her face. “Um, right. Okay. I was wondering...” She took a breath. I gave her all the time she needed. “So, I...” She giggled a small laugh. Her hands wrung in her lap, placed on her tight leggings that matched her black hoodie. “This is harder than I thought.”

I smiled as warm a smile as I could. “It’s okay. Take your time.” I felt like Sam again, but I guess that was my role in this, all our roles. We were helping each other, not just me.

“Thanks. So... I really enjoyed our session. I’m just going to start there, or I’ll never get the words out. When Sam told me what we were doing, I was scared, but it turned out fun. I’ve never seen Kris get spanked before.” She tittered, sounding more relaxed. “I’ve never seen anyone else get spanked before.” She said else
 , like other than herself
 , which made me wonder if she was into the same thing as the bratty blond.

“I’d never spanked anyone before, so...” I left out the part where it was enjoyable, or maybe fueled a dominant side of myself that had been crushed under the weight of unprocessed emotions — I saved that for Sam.

“You were great. Watching you really got me off.” She clapped a hand over her mouth. “Oh, my gosh. I’m sorry. I forget we don’t really know each other.”

Now it was my turn to chuckle. “That’s okay, Kimberly. It wasn’t a normal first meeting. I enjoy knowing it made you feel that way.”

“It made me wet. Ugh, that’s such a crude way of saying it.” She adjusted her glasses. “Aroused, maybe? Wait, you do?”

I nodded. “Making you feel good makes me feel good... I think.”

She gave me a look I couldn’t place, tilting her head, like I was a puzzle she was trying to figure out. “That’s kinda what I wanted to talk to you about, actually. You see, I want to take part more in our next session, but I have this issue. I’m sure Sam has told you about my past?”

“No, she didn’t. Said it wasn’t her story to tell.”

Kim scowled. “Bitch,” she hissed under her breath, then looked up at me. “Sorry. It’s just she likes to make it hard, you know? Push us, make me tell my story, to own it, and all that bullshit psychobabble.”

“Yeah,” I nodded, “she does that.”

“Dammit. That makes this harder.”

“It’s okay, Kimberly,” I said, maybe saying her name a little too lovingly. I enjoyed saying it. It kinda rolled off the tongue like Kim-ber-lee — much softer than Kim. That sounded much too harsh for the smart, gentle girl sat opposite me, clutching her fists tightly together.

“Okay, I’m just gonna say the obvious. I have trust issues.”














CHAPTER THREE








I
 nodded.
 “I
 know
 what would make this easier. Can I get you a coffee or something?”

“Ooo, I wouldn’t say no to a coffee. Programmer fuel and all that.”

I gave her a questioning look as I stood.

“Oh, that’s what I do. I’m a code monkey. Web applications and stuff.”

“Hence the laptop?”

She followed me into the open-plan kitchen. “Never leave home without it.”

I fired up the coffee machine. “Usable as a shield, too?” I asked, hoping I wasn’t crossing the line.

She scrunched her face. “You noticed that, huh?”

“Is that too much?”

She talked while I worked. “No,” she scoffed. “I’m kinda hoping to have sex with you,” she blurted. “At some point,” she added quickly. “I mean, if this thing
 is going to work between us, all of us, then we need to be open and honest, right? At least I think.”

“Sure. Cream? Sugar?”

“Yes, and yes. As much as you’re willing to inflict on me. Sugar addict. Coffee addict. Sex addict once upon a time, but we’ll get to that, I guess.” She spoke so fast I could hardly keep up.

“I guess so.” I handed her over-sweet white
 coffee and followed her to the couch. I couldn’t help but notice her tight behind in her pants. The material molded between her cheeks, leaving nothing to the imagination. It was the only thing she gave away about her physique — other than her wavy red locks and cute face under those glasses.

“Stop me if I talk too much. Sam says I babble, but that’s bullshit. It’s not my fault my brain runs faster than my mouth sometimes — it’s an occupational hazard,” she said with a shrug, then sat on the couch with a giggle.

I sipped my coffee to let her know I made it drinkable. She did the same and then rolled her eye.

“Oh, that’s good. How expensive is this? I bet this is really expensive coffee, right? Can I come over for coffee often, because this stuff is... sorry, babbling. Dammit, Sam was right. I hate it when she’s right.”

“My coffee machine is at your disposal, Kimberly. It was Sarah’s favorite.”

Her eyes dropped to the cup. “She was your wife, right? I’m sorry, you probably don’t want to talk about it.”

“It’s fine. I’m sure I have some stuff to process. I wouldn’t be like this if I didn’t, but it’s okay to talk about it. Yes, Sarah was my wife. She was this city girl that pulled a boy off a small town farm and made her his world. We had four amazing years, and then she... well, she was gone.” I smiled to show her it was okay. I had moved on enough. Sarah told me to not dwell, and so far I’d let her down on that front. At least now I was contemplating my future. “Well, I have you three now... at least for the time being.”

“Oh, we’re not going anywhere. Sam’s like, in love with you, and I can see why.” She covered her mouth again. “I probably shouldn’t have said that.”

I sipped my coffee, not even trying to hide my grin. “What happened to being open and honest?”

“Oh, man, it’s actually hard to be open.” She chuckled and then gulped half her cup. “Gosh, that’s so good.”

“Want another?”

“Fuck, yes!”

I left her finishing the first cup while I made a second. “If it makes it easier, from this point on you can’t offend, annoy, or anger me. Say whatever you want. Don’t worry about it, okay?”

She placed the empty cup on the counter. “Okay. Thank you, Nathan.” She purred my name and my cock woke up. It was such a startling twitch — I hadn’t even been thinking of her sexually much until that point — that I almost spilled her coffee.

“No problem.” I handed her another cup. Just as sweet and creamy. The thought of drinking that syrup made my stiff shaft soften a little.

Back on the couches, Kimberly relaxed more. Her legs weren’t as clamped together. Her posture not a stiff — unlike my shaft. That was now an unwelcome steel rod in my pants. This wasn’t like being with Crystal. I wanted to get to know Kimberly, understand her a little better. “So, you were saying you had trust issues?”

She clutched the cup in front of her, nodding, making her scarlet waves dance. “Yep. Sex is hard for me now.” She took a quick sip. “I’m quite a sexual person, and it’s been an infuriating, torturous few years.” She took a deep breath. “My last boyfriend, who was my first proper boyfriend, in case you wanted to know that, turned out to be... well, a monster.”

“A monster?”

“Not an actually monster, but a monster to me. He’d keep me locked in a cage.”

I almost spat out the last of my coffee. “What?”

“You see, this is why it would have been easier if Sam had explained this to you.” She squinted, making a face like she was in pain. “Okay, so Crystal’s a brat, right? You got that much?”

I rested my elbows on my knees, giving her my undivided attention. “The fact I want to spank her like a naughty child every time she opens her mouth told me that, yeah.”

Kimberly let out a tiny giggle, but quickly stifled it. “She’s a submissive attention seeker, or whatever you’d call it. I’m just naturally submissive.” She bit her lip and looked away. “Like, really submissive.”

“What do you mean? Like being tied up?” I looked up some stuff on-line about BDSM and brats after our first session — trying to understand Crystal — but I barely scratched the surface. It was like looking into a window to another planet with abbreviations concerning safety and such.

Kim hid behind her coffee cup. “Yeah, sure. I... I get off on...”

“I enjoyed spanking Crystal. I loved holding Sam over my cock. Those got me off. I never thought they would,” I said, sharing what I hoped would make it easier for her to open up. Thinking back, I never imagined my therapy session would become so sexual. I wasn’t complaining. I grinned. “As Sam would say, this is a safe place.
 ”

She took another sip. “I so want to believe that. Er...” She took a deep breath. “I’m just going to say it. I get off on loss of agency. Being told what to do... there’s more to it than that, but that monster took it too far. He knew how to manipulate me, use my need to comply and submit to keep me like a pet. I loved it at first, but then he wouldn’t let me out. I almost lost my job, and Sam had to save me.”

I can’t even. “I’m sorry that happened to you, Kimberly.”

“So you can understand, right? Because if we go down this road, I’m gonna give myself to you completely, and that’s why there needs to be complete trust.”

“Give yourself to me?”

“Fuck,” she said, putting her coffee down and hugging her legs, rocking back and forward. “Fuck you, Sam. You could have just told him,” she said, looking up at the ceiling.

“Is it okay if I move closer?” She looked at the seat next to her and nodded. I moved around the coffee table and carefully sat. Up close I could see the intricate pattern of freckles that dusted her nose and cheeks. “Can I?” I asked, holding out my palm next to her thigh. She nodded again. Slowly, I placed my hand on her leg in what I hoped was a comforting gesture. Sam was the expert at this, not me. “Just explain it to me.”

“Okay, I’m just gonna cut to the chase. I want to fuck you, like, so badly. But I’m scared, okay? I want to make progress, and at least feel comfortable at the next session. But trust is built, right? It’s a little easier because Sam’s vouched for you, and we have this foursome thing going on—”

“The Harem Therapy?”

“Harem?”

“That’s what Sam called it.”

Kimberly tittered. “Yeah... I can see that. So that makes it easier. I could never do this without that safety net.”

“Okay,” I said, eager to help her. I wasn’t even thinking about the sex. That came later. “How can we build trust?”

She bit her lip, then cagily placed her hand on mine. “I have an idea? It’s not sexy to me, but I think it’s an important first step.”

“Okay.” Her hand was so small pressed over mine. “Whatever you need.”

“You sure about that?”

I nodded. Whatever she needed. First Sam, then Crystal, and now, if we can get past her trust issues, Kimberly. Three incredible women in a... harem of… sexual healing? I’d by lying if I said the idea didn’t excite me even through the thinning numbness.

Her hand slid inside her backpack, and she looked me in the eye, biting her lip. Then she pulled something out, something silver, and held it between us.

It was a pair of handcuffs.














CHAPTER FOUR








I
 narrowed
 my
 eyes
 at the twin loops of metal joined by a chain. “I’m confused. I got the impression we had to build trust first?”

Kimberly winced. “We do. I think this is how we start... If you let me use these… on you?”

My eyebrows hit my hairline. “Me? You want to handcuff me?”

“I know,” she said, wincing again. “I hope that’s okay? It’s fine if it’s not, we could—”

“No, it’s okay, Kimberly. I can do that... if that’s what you need?” It wasn’t my thing, but if it built trust, I was game to try.

“I think, at least I hope, if I know I’m safe, that you can’t do anything I don’t want, then I think I can do it?”

It made sense, I think. Kimberly — like Samantha, just differently — was one smart cookie, so she approached her issue more logically than Crystal’s lashing out. “Makes sense. Just tell me what to do.”

She winced again. “Actually, can... can you tell me
 what to do?”

A single eyebrow returned to my hairline.

“I know, I know,” she said, shaking her head. “I love you for wanting to try this. I know I’m crazy—”

I squeezed her thigh. “Hey.” I pinched her chin and made her look at me. She didn’t flinch. That was a good sign, I thought. “You’re not crazy. You have needs. I don’t understand them, but that doesn’t make them invalid.” I had to stifle the smile that wanted to escape. My therapy sessions with Sam really helped me grow as a person, and it looked like my horizon was continuing to expand into uncharted territory.

Her mouth dropped open, and she gulped. “I’m so wet right now,” she whispered.

“Can I kiss you?”

Her eyes widened, but my gaze couldn’t leave her soft, glistening red lips. They were so inviting. I willed her to say yes
 . She didn’t, but a small mewl purred in her throat, followed by a tiny nod.

Slowly, I leaned in — not moving anything else, not wanting to startle her — and pressed my lips to hers. Her plush, dreamy pillows were silky. I was as gentle as I could be, just a ghost of a kiss. The whimper grew inside her. Her other hand gripped my shoulder and pulled me closer. Her scarlet waves dangled against my face. The kiss deepened, as did the needy noises inside the enchanting redhead. Her glasses pressed into my cheek, but I didn’t care. Kimberly tasted otherworldly, and I wanted more. Releasing her chin, my hand lowered. Unintentionally, I brushed her breast through the hoodie. A needy moan escaped, then her eyes flicked open. She scrambled from the couch, almost flying over the table, stumbling on her bag.

“Kimberly?” I raised my hands in surrender.

“Sorry! Sorry!” she said, panting. “I got ahead of myself.” She squeezed her thighs together, wincing again, but this time it was more the look of a girl who wanted what she couldn’t have.

My cock throbbed in my pants, demanding more, and I was in full agreement. I looked at the cuffs on the couch and decided. “Trust works both ways,” I said, tossing her the jangly metal. They tinked
 as she caught them mid air. “I’m trusting you.” I don’t know why I made such a fuss, but that was the price of progress. A few months ago I wouldn’t have cared If I had to put my trust in another, but now? My vulnerable core was thawing.

“Oh, my, gosh! Really?” she said as I stood. “Thank you, Nate.”

I glanced at the bedroom door, but decided against it. That felt too intimate, and I wasn’t ready for that. When I take Kimberly, or even Sam and Crystal into my bed, I want there to be feelings, hell, even love, but at the very least passion.

Instead, I walked around the couch and grabbed a blanket and tossed it on the floor. My carpet around the couches was plush, but I didn’t want to risk a damn carpet burn. Kimberly watched me with her big, magnified emeralds like a bird of prey waiting to strike. “Kimberly, I want you to do what I tell you,” I said, dropping to my ass on the blanket, remembering what she asked. I scooted forward, giving myself enough room, so I could lay back and place my arms over my head with my hands either side of the table leg. “Cuff me, Kimberly.”

The redhead whimpered, toying with the cuffs. “Are you sure? I know this is a lot to ask.”

“Kimberly,” I said sterner, using a commanding voice. “Cuff me. I’m going to help you through this, like you girls are helping me.”

She gnawed on her lip for a few seconds, but the look in her eyes told me everything. They were big and beautiful, but glassy and needy — staring at the now obvious bulge in my pants. “Yes, Nate,” she whispered.

Carefully, she approached, keeping the table between us. She clicked the metal around my wrist, then the other. They were tight enough that I wasn’t getting out of them without a hacksaw… or the key. “Please tell me you have the key to these?”

She appeared before me and let out a giggle. “Well...”

I narrowed my eyes. “Kimberly.”

“Yes. In my pack. Don’t worry Nate, I’m not gonna leave you like this. I was going to tease you, but that was before you kissed me. Now I just need you so bad.” Her eyes traveled down to the bulge again, and she licked her lips.

“Okay then. I want you to take off your hoodie.”

“Um,” she said, toying with the zipper. “I’m not wearing anything underneath.”

My cock twitched. “Even better. How come?”

Teasingly, she pulled down the fastening, revealing the creamy, pale skin. “I thought it might be sexy knowing I was virtually naked under here while I waited.”

“Was it?” The zipper parted.

She nodded. “Uh-huh.” She held the hoodie together, hiding her breasts while she shucked the black fabric over her shoulders. Bare, tantalizing skin called to me. Strands of red caresses her clavicles, making me wish I could sweep them aside and kiss her alabaster complexion.

“Show me,” I commanded. Slowly, letting out a whimper, she released the hoodie. Like a curtain revealing an art exhibit, the material slid down her back. She took my breath away. Hidden under that oversized hoodie wasn’t the petite, possibly small breasted girl I expected, but a voluptuous vixen. Toned to perfection, with a curvaceous, full chest, large areolas surrounding hard, long nipples pointing to the skylight. The freckles dusted the top of her chest too, almost marking the valley of her cleavage. She grinned at what I assumed was the shock and hunger eating my previously stoic expression. “Fuck, me. You’re gorgeous.”

She shook her head, thumbing her tight leggings questioningly.

“No. Not yet. First, come and see how hard you’re making me.”

“You’re great at this,” she whispered, taking a step towards me. Her beautiful chest bounced in that scandalous way breasts move that drive a man crazy.

The chain clinked
 as my hands instinctively wanted to reach for her mounds of flesh. “I don’t know what I’m doing. I just know I want you.”

She whimpered, dropping to her knees next to me, fingers tentatively hovering over my crotch. “I really like you, Nate,” she said, unfastening, then pulling at my fly.

“You can see how much I like you,” I groaned.

“Can I unbutton your shirt?”

My cock was still in my shorts, begging to be free, but I reminded myself this was about her, not me. “Sure.”

Silk fire draped over my body, and plump breasts pressed against my thigh as Kimberly leaned over — lower than necessary — and unbuttoned my shirt. Button by button, she worked her way down until she could pull the fabric aside, exposing me. “Tell me to kiss you,” she pleaded.

I wanted to close my eyes and let my head relax, but I couldn’t take my gaze off her. “Kiss me. Work your way down... then go lower.”

She disappeared beneath a scarlet waterfall, pouring over my stomach as she kissed my chest. Each kiss was slow, pouty, loving. She kissed me like she wanted to please me. Paying special attention to my bellybutton, she kissed around it, licked in, then kissed lower. Her tingly, pouty touch hovered just above the waistband of my shorts while red nail varnished fingers hooked the fabric and pulled. She gasped as my cock sprang free — hard as rock and leaking. She’d seen it before, just not up close.

Her silky locks tickled my shaft as she returned to kissing her way down, stopping in trimmed thatch, inhaling, breathing me in. It was an action I’d never thought of, but as she whimpered, breathing, kissing the fur just above my cock, I realized it was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen. It wasn’t just the sight, but she seemed to enjoy my raw musk — to the point she was almost purring by the time she reached the hard, towering shaft below.

I shivered as her tongue slicked up my length. She needed no more instruction. I guess I’d given her enough, given permission, and now she was indulging. When her licking reached the tip, she swirled around the crown, teasing, tormenting.

I groaned seconds later as her lips slid over my cock, sucking hard. My pelvis shot up, pushing deeper. She almost gagged. “Fuck, I’ve missed this,” she said, pumping my shaft in her hands, catching her breath. “You taste so good,” she said with a needy whimper, then took me in her mouth again. She eagerly bobbed up and down my shaft, forcing waves of pleasure I could do nothing about. I was handcuffed to the table, forced to enjoy the torment, and I was kinda loving it. I don’t think it was the cuffs, but Kimberly, her fiery red hair, the small noises that kept leaving her throat, and the way she kept looking up at me through her lashes to see my reaction to what she was doing. She sucked my dick like it was her favorite lollipop. Nate Flavor. A minute of this and I was ready to pop.

“Kimberly, stop,” I groaned, annoyed I had the numb induced self-discipline to deny myself the imminent burst of bliss. “You’re gonna make me cum.”

She sucked off my flesh with a pop
 . “Sorry. I got carried away.”

“S-okay,” I slurred. “I want you to take off your pants now.”














CHAPTER FIVE








S
 he
 grinned,
 looking
 such
 a world away from the frightened rabbit that bolted from the couch. “Yes, Nate,” she said, sounding excited. She stood and bit her lip, looking down at me over the swell of her bosom. “I’m not wearing any panties either.”

My cock flexed. “You’re a naughty girl, Kimberly.”

She kicked off her pumps and peeled her pants down her thighs, revealing the tantalizing vee of her apex. She kicked her way out of the clingy material, flicking it into a heap under the table. “I’m naked for you, Nate.”

“Yes, you are.” Fuck, she was gorgeous. I didn’t think before, when she was concealed so much, next to Samantha and Crystal’s nakedness, but Kimberly was easily up there with them. “Can you see without your glasses?”

“Enough.”

“Take them off. I want to see you. All of you.”

Carefully, she slipped them off her nose, folded them and placed them on the coffee table. Her hair had this natural kink that made it look like she’d used a curling iron on it. It made it springy. “I don’t disappoint you? I know next to Sam and—”

“No. You’re just as incredible. Don’t think you’re not.” My gaze roamed her naked body. Her toned tummy, hard nipples, moist lips, and the glistening pink flesh between her thighs. She had the cutest little red tuft on her mons — shave into a little strip.

“I can’t wait any longer,” she said, sounding needy and hoarse. “Please, Nate, can I? It’s been so long. I think it’s working. I don’t feel as scared.”

Sounding like a benevolent king, I smiled and said, “you may take your pleasure,” because I knew I would. Even with my hands bound above my head, I was going to enjoy every second.

She smirked. “Thank you, my liege.” Casting quick glances at my bound hands, she spread her legs over my restrained form, and placed herself above my throbbing shaft. She hesitated, looking conflicted.

“It’s okay, Kimberly. You’re in control, remember?” I pulled the cuff chain against the table leg with a loud chink
 . “Sam wouldn’t let you near anyone she didn’t trust, right? Plus, you’ve got me all tied up here.”

She took a deep breath. “You’re right, You’re right. I’m sorry. I didn’t think I’d get here.” A smirk pulled at her lips. “Naked, over you... so quickly.”

I grinned. Arousal and a growing happiness rose above the fog, filling me with a warm, contented feeling. “I didn’t see any of this coming.” It was good to be feeling again, even if so far it had all been short-lived.

She steadied herself, placing her splayed fingers on my stomach, then reached between her thighs and curled her digits around my shaft, positioning the throbbing length, angling it towards her entrance. With a deep breath, she lowered herself enough that the heat of her — the warm wetness — spread over the crown of my shaft. I groaned. She mewled. Her uncertainty vanished, and quickly, greedily, she sank lower.

“Oh, fuck, Nate,” she purred, scrunching her fingers into my flesh. She pushed me deep inside her tightness. The metal clanked
 against the table as I fought through the surge of pleasure, warring with the urge to come. Out of all three incredible women, Kimberly was the tightest.

“Christ, you’re tight,” I gasped as she came to a stop sitting on my pelvis, impaled on my cock. So worth the handcuffs. In fact, it was a tiny price to pay for the sensation pulsing through my cock. Jesus. Her pussy fluttered around my shaft as much as my dick throbbed.

Her eyes rolled under her scarlet curtain. “I almost came,” she said, biting her lip, arching her back, brushing her breasts over my chest. “Mmmmm. Almost.” Then she sat back and lifted. My cock glistened, coated in her desire. She was so wet it ran down my shaft like condensation on a cold glass. I moaned as she lowered herself back down, then ground around in a circle. “I don’t think I can go slow.”

“I don’t want you to.” I wasn’t gonna last against her. The deck was stacked against me. “Fuck me, Kimberly.” Kim bobbed and her breasts bounced. She did it again, and within a few seconds, she was riding me, bucking like she was riding a bronco, slicking up and down my shaft over and over. “Jesus Christ!” I grit my teeth as her channel gripped me like an angry fist, pumping me like she did earlier.

“Oh, God, oh fuck, oh ooooo,” she chanted with each hard slap against my flesh. Her breasts danced wildly as she rode me, flapping her nipples in the air. Making sexy “Oh, oh, oh,” noises that became more guttural and deeper with each penetration.

Harder and harder she fucked me, slapping
 against my pelvis, riding with purpose. Every few bounces, she stopped to grind herself against me in wanton circles. Then she was fucking me again, and I was almost done.

My fists clenched and the strangest worry entered my mind, one I should have thought of earlier, days earlier. “You’re on birth control, right?”

Kimberly moaned, shaking her head, not stopping her building rhythm. “None of us are.”

I came. I don’t know if it was the knowledge I could impregnate any of them, may have already, or if I just lost the battle with her exquisite tight fuck hole, but I arched my hips and erupted. “Fuck!”

I don’t know if Kimberly felt it or what, but suddenly she shuddered, slamming against me and her pussy convulsed, milking my shaft for every spurting rope of cum that shot inside her. She moaned, breathing hard, shook, froze. Everything. It was like her body couldn’t decide what it wanted, like she’d turned to stone, but was being electrocuted simultaneously. My world blanked, narrowed to the sensation flowing through me like a wave, and the redhead shaking over my lap. It didn’t last long. But it was intense.

After what felt like minutes, but could have been seconds, she inhaled and collapsed against me — squishing her breasts against my chest. She looked relaxed for the first time, floppy even. “Fuck, I love you,” she whispered. “I want that every day.”

I chuckled, imagining it, but then remembered a certain surly blond and auburn beauty. “Not sure what Sam and Crystal would have to say about that.”

She pushed a bunch of hair out of her face, grinning up at me as she rested her chin on my chest. “Oh, right. I have to share you.” She chucked with a dopey smile on her face. “That kinda sucks.”

“The fact you feel that way is a good sign, right?” I winced as her pussy fluttered through an aftershock.

She smiled. “Oh, this was progress. Oh boy, Nate, you have no idea.”

Her smile made me smile. “So we can do without the handcuffs next time?”

She lifted on her hands and hooked a red clump behind her ears. “I don’t know about that. Maybe we can try during the next session? It might be easier with Sam and Kris there.”

“Sure. Can you release me now? These actually kinda hurt.”

She giggled, slipping off my shaft. “Okay.” I instantly missed her tightness as she rummaged in her bag. “Where did I put it?”

“Kimberly,” I said, narrowing my eyes at the ceiling, trying to spot her on the other side of the table.

“I’m sure I packed it. Ummm. How badly does it hurt, because this might take a minute? I’ve got loads of pockets.”

I closed my eyes and took a breath. This was the wrong time for my feelings to not recede quickly behind the sweet numbness. “You brought the key, right?”

She winced. “Umm, don’t worry, I don’t live far.”














PART FOUR


















CHAPTER ONE








“N
 ate!
 Did
 you
 clean
 out the barn?” Dad yelled as I opened the screen door.

“Yeah!” I hadn’t. I ignored all the things he asked me to do.

He leaned out the window. He’d shaved his beard and combed his hair. That was suspicious. “That guy from the company is coming by. Reckon he’s gonna give us a good price!”

“I’m sure he will.” I humored him. Dad had no business selling the farm. It was our home. Mom loved it there. It’s where we were happiest, and if I had to do a little sabotage to keep the status quo, then I’d do it.

I stalked the property, checking everything was disorderly. A horse had escaped and now roamed outside. I wasn’t worried. I let Stacy out. That old nag was obsessed with dad. She wouldn’t go far, especially considering there was another set of fences around the property. I just need to make things look bad.

As I came around the barn and almost step on a chicken that somehow
 escaped her pen, I saw a black SUV parked next to the barn. It didn’t belong, it was too clean.

Cautiously I approached, keeping low, just in case it’s the McKenzie brothers causing trouble. Seemed too new to be one of their rides, so maybe it was one of their friends from the city?

My brow furrowed when I looked through the dark tinted windows. The car didn’t belong to no McKenzie brother. Not a brother
 at all. A compact sat on the dash next to a lipstick and some other make up thing I couldn’t place. The hoodie draped over the passenger side was bright pink. “What in the world?” As I walked around the back, I almost bump into someone. Bright amber eyes grabbed my attention, glittering under dark lashes as we came face to face. “Whoa! Sorry there, miss.” I narrowly avoid her, side-stepping past her busty blouse and knee-length pencil skirt. “Didn’t see ya there.”

She smiled at me, and I got a good look at her. She was clean, gorgeous, and did not belong in the mud and chicken shit. “Sorry,” she purred, voice like a city angel. She held out her perfectly manicured hand. “I’m—”

“Sarah!” I cried, bolting upright. Sweat dripped from my forehead. I took a breath, then another. My heart was hammering, and a cold, dark pit had replaced my stomach. An ache had taken up residence in my chest, and it wasn’t from the race my heart was taking part in. “Sarah,”
 I whispered. It was shocking how vivid everything was. Raw emotion flowed through every limb like I’d just put my finger in a plug socket — just without the likelihood of death.

I jumped out of bed, trying to gain distance from the dream. I thought dreams were supposed to fade as soon as you woke? I guess they didn’t if they were memories.

I splashed cold water on my face in the en-suite, clutching the pristine white ceramic basin. I still couldn’t breathe.


Easy in, and slow out, Nathan
 . Sam’s words echoed in my mind, pushing the memory of the farm aside. I imagined myself in her therapy room, laying on the couch. She watched me over the edge of her notebook. Her lashes were long and dark. Her milk button eyes fluttering at me. I breathed. Easy in, and slow out. Easy in, and slow out.

My heart slowed, and I could breathe. Everything faded and I was left wondering as I stared at my messy reflection, “was therapy such a great idea?”

I didn’t get time to ponder that as someone buzzed my intercom. It was the one in the foyer, so whoever it was had gotten past Mike, Paul, or whoever was on the door. I didn’t bother getting dressed. I needed the distraction, and I needed it immediately.

I opened the door and stood there in my shorts.

Samantha launched herself at me. “Nate!” She tried to jump at me, to wrap her legs around, but her skirt was having none of it. She giggled.

“Sam?” I was as surprised as I sounded.

She hiked her skirt and then jumped me, pressing her panties against my belly and wrapping her legs around my waist. “I missed you!”

I stumbled backwards and kicked the door closed as she attacked me with her lips. Her soft, silky pillows pressed against mine with such hunger. I quickly lost myself, slipping into a Samantha sandwich. She was a force of nature, such a world away from the reserved professional I’d known for the past year.

I stumbled into a wall, leaning back to protect her legs. Her hands clasped my neck like she was afraid of falling... or of letting me go. “Sam... Sam, slow down,” I gasped against her mouth as she tried to eat my face off.

She pulled back and bit her lip. Her eyes were wide and bright — almost as wide as the dazzling smile on her puffy lips. “Sorry, sorry, I’m just excited to see you. Every day at that damn conference was empty without you. You’ve ruined me.” She grinned. Her happiness faded when she look deep into my eyes. She frowned. “What’s wrong? What happened?”

I waddled, carrying her to the living area. “It’s nothing.”

She slipped from my body. “Nathan,” she said, becoming the therapist again. How did she do that so easily? It was like multiple personality disorder. “It’s not nothing. Don’t insult me.”

“It’s nothing.” I did not want to talk about it. Feeling naked, I slipped on a tee I’d left on the dining table.

She followed me like a kitten determined to get its master’s attention. “It’s clearly not nothing. I’ve spent a year getting to know you. Falling in love with you. You don’t think I can’t tell when something’s wrong?”

I pretended to tidy up the kitchen by moving cups around. “It’s nothing.”

“Nathan!” she hissed, stamping her shiny, black heeled shoe like a petulant teenager. It worked.

I left the cups alone, looking up at her. She was all business. Pencil skirt, bright blue silk blouse. Like Sarah used to dress for work. It was painful to look at her. It was only her long, wavy chocolate locks that saved me. That made me realize the difference. This wasn’t the woman I lost, but the woman that found me. The woman I loved.


Loved?


The thought smashed into me, reminding me how Samantha was my beacon in the dark. My sandy shore in rough seas. But, “I don’t want to talk about it.”

Her expression softened, and I wanted to kiss her again. “Nathan,” she said, carefully placing her tiny hand on my arm. “We have to talk about it.”

I pulled away, ignoring the hurt look that flashed in her eyes. “You always want to talk about everything, Sam.”

“Nathan, please.” She didn’t take no for an answer. She grabbed my arm — forcibly this time — and guided me over to the couch. “Whatever it is, you’re clearly hurting. This is good.”

“Is it? How?” I asked incredulously, falling onto the couch, still just wearing my shorts and a day old tee. “How can this be good?” I pleaded, holding my chest — as if that would remove the ache that I tried to ignore.

She kneeled before me and placed her hand on my bare thigh. “I never said this would be easy. You’ve had time,” she said, sliding her hands up my thighs. “To get past the most painful part.” Her fingers curled into the fabric of my shorts. She stopped for a second, thinking. “You know that moment when you leave a dark room for a bright one?”

I watched her slowly pull, inching my shorts down. “Yeah, sure. It hurts your eyes until you adjust.”

She grinned. “Exactly—”

“Sam, what are you doing?”

She ignored me, continuing to pull, forcing the fabric from under my ass. “That’s like this. You were in a dark place, Nathan, and now you’re in the light, it’s going to take some getting used to.” My cock slipped from the fabric as she pulled it down past my knees, and then off completely. “Right now, your eyes are adjusting.” She held my shorts to her nose and inhaled, sighing like she’d just smelled a sweet flower. It was strangely sexy, like when Kim smelled me. That was something else that would take some getting used to. They both... all three smelled incredible to me, but the reverse was hard to believe, but why wouldn’t it be the same for them?

My cock slowly hardened as I watched her, realizing — hoping — where she was headed. Perhaps I wouldn’t have to talk about it after all?

She pulled my shorts down and curled her fingers around my shaft. “So what happened?”


Dammit.















CHAPTER TWO








“S
 amantha,”
 I
 said
 sternly,
 but again, she ignored me. She scooted closer, pushing my legs apart, and settled between my thighs. She gave my crown a greedy, exploratory lick. Then moaned. “Fuck.”

“Tell me about it, baby.” I watched my cock flex as she slid her plush lips over the head and then, like it was on a delay, shuddered at the sensation.

I caved. I felt detached, lost in the moment, and I just let go. “I had a dream, okay?”

She sucked off my shaft with a pop
 . “About Sarah?”

“A memory, really. Fuck, that’s incredible,” I groaned as she slid my shaft deep into her mouth. My head lolled.

“A good memory?” she asked after gulping a breath, then licked up my length.

“The day we met.”

She pumped my cock with her hand. “That’s good. It can be alarming at first. If you’re remembering, it means you’re ready to feel again.” She took a break from her explanation to deep throat me for a second, and I gasped through the wet tightness engulfing my cock. Sam slurped
 over my crown, sucking, before continuing. “It will get easier. Most of the hard work has been done.” She swirled her tongue around the tip, hunger glinting in her eyes. She was struggling to maintain her professional
 voice. She purred. “Come for me, baby.” Then jacked my cock while sucking the tip.

I was hers. I was so fucking hers. So lost in her, I didn’t know why I was so worked up about remembering, feeling. Without that, I couldn’t feel this
 . “Fuck, God, Sam. Fuck, I love you,” I grit through my teeth as a great tightness coiled in my shaft.

Sam moaned, pushing her mouth down my length, before sucking back to the tip, pumping again.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck. Fuck, you’re incredible.” Tighter and tighter. I clenched my fists. She pumped faster. Sucked deeper.

Something snapped, and I moaned, erupting into her mouth. Her eyes widened before rolling as she sucked hard, hollowing her cheeks. My cock twitched through my release, shooting a load of cum deep into her mouth.

Sam gobbled my spend greedily, slurping and sucking like it was her favorite meal. I was adrift on a calm ocean of light. Content. Sated. Loved.

Suddenly, everything didn’t seem so bad. A wave of acceptance washed over me as I floated into the ether.

“I love your cock,” she purred, licking the crown clean. “You taste so good.” She tittered. “I was going to ask you out for a quick breakfast. No time now, but I think I’ve just had mine.”

God, she was so fucking perfect.

“How do you feel?” She wiped a pearly white dribble from her bottom lip and sucked it off her finger. “Better?”

“You always make me feel better.” I didn’t even have to lie about that.

She nodded with a contented grin. “Good. I don’t enjoy seeing you in distress, baby. I know sometimes I have to make it uncomfortable to make it better, but... well, when you hurt, I hurt.”

I reached out and cupped the chin of this incredible woman. “I love you Samantha. I’m not sure I deserve you—”

She beamed at me, then slapped my thigh. “Nuh-uh. None of that. We are each as deserving of each other’s love. Let me decide who’s worthy of my love.” She rose and leaned in, kissing my nose. “And you, my dear Nathan, are more than worthy. Bathroom?”

“What?” I asked, lost in a daze.

“Can I use your bathroom? Steal a bit of mouthwash?”

“Um, sure?”

She patted my thigh. “Thanks. Get dressed. Kim is coming by.”

“Wait, she is?”

“Yep!” was all she said as she vanished into the bathroom.

I stared at my deflating cock. “She’s too good for you,” I told it, but I didn’t dwell. I felt renewed. Invigorated. I scrambled into the bedroom and changed, throwing on a clean tee and some sweats. It was amazing what the love of a good woman could do.

Samantha was waiting for me as I returned. She grabbed me and pulled me into a kiss. She tasted of spearmint. I made a mental note to buy whatever I could think she might want and fill my medicine cabinet with it.

We kissed deeply. I pulled her close, feeling her exquisite form fit perfectly against mine. She was made for me, this woman.

“Damn.” Sam pulled away. I followed, almost keeping my lips on hers — wanting more of her. “I know,” she said, wincing. “But I have to get to work. I have other patients, you know?”

I let her slip from my grasp. “I hope you aren’t this familiar with them.”

She grinned. “Are you jealous, baby?”

“Fuck, yes!” I said, joking, despite being one-hundred percent serious. “I don’t think I could share you with anyone.”

She fluttered her lashes. “Not even Kris and Kim?”

“Okay, I’ll make an exception for them, but that’s it.” I made it sound like I was joking again, but I couldn’t hide a streak of possessiveness that flared when I thought about Sam. “Why? Are you and them?”

Her eyes widened. “No, no, no... well, unless we’re with you, maybe?” She closed the distance again. “I love the way you’re looking at me right now.” Her lips pressed against mine, softly, slowly and loving.

“Hows that?”

“Like I’m yours. Like you would kill anyone who touched me.” Fuck. Sam really could read me like a book.

“I think it would break me if—”

“Never.” She shook her head, sending her chocolate wave cascading around her shoulders. “As far as the paperwork goes, you’re not my patient anymore. You were the exception. The only one I’d risk my carrier for.” She leaned in closer and looked deep into my eyes. “The only one I want. The only one I love. Don’t you know? Therapists mate for life?” She tittered as she kissed me again, letting out a little growl. “I could kiss you all day... but…” Her lips returned to mine, and I could feel the hunger in the way she mouthed me, slicked her tongue deeply, like she wanted to consume me. I think I’d let her. “I have to go to work.”

With a happy giggle, she slipped out of reach, smiling so widely it must have hurt her face. “Not sure I’m gonna survive the day without you,” I said. “Now you’ve shown me what I’ve been missing all week.”

“No, Nathan, please. Don’t make this harder than it already is. It’s killing me. This is all we get after I’ve been pining for a year and then away for the week.” Her face looked so conflicted. Her smile was still wide, but a needy, sad hunger clawed at her eyes.

“Fine!” I huffed. “Go. Leave me to wallow in my self loathing and loneliness.” I pretended to sulk, and she laughed. “We still doing a session tonight?”

“Absolutely. If I wasn’t such a professional, I would cancel and have you all to myself.” She grinned. “I kinda hate that about myself right now.” Sam continued to edge to the door, fighting a battle with a magnetic pull that she was on the verge of losing.

I marched to her, forcing her against the door. “I kinda hate myself right now for this, but... go to work, Samantha.” With a grin, I pulled her aside and opened the door.

“Oh!” We both startled, staring at Kimberly as she froze with her arm in the air, just about to knock. Her luscious red hair was entwined in a long braid snaking over her hoodie. She was wearing her trademark figure-hugging black leggings that matched her top, but there was something different about her.

“Kimmy!” Sam cheered, attacking the bewildered redhead before she lowered her arm.

“Hey, Sammy,” she said, slowly hugging my sex kitten of a therapist in return. “When did you get back?”

“Late last night,” Sam purred, oozing happiness and the energy I can only get after fourteen coffees. Sam pulled back and examined her friend. “How are you? You good? Hmmm, your eyes look smaller.”

Kim smiled shyly. “Yes, okay, I’m wearing contacts. Can we not make a big deal about it? I thought I was good, but I want what you’re on. How are you so alive this early?”

I stared at Kimberly, lost in how much not wearing her thick-rimmed black glasses changed her face. It was striking.

Samantha tittered, stepping back to hug me. “Nathan fed me,” she said with a giggle, and I wondered if her drinking my release really had that effect on her. It was a dumb thought, but my mind was scrambled, and overloaded with this much attention first thing. Usually I only got a grunt from the doorman.

Kimberly raised a solitary eyebrow.

I leaned into my overexcited... girlfriend? We hadn’t had the conversation yet, but it felt right to think of her like that. I whispered into her ear. “Go to work, Samantha.”

“Right! Work.” She squeezed my ass through my sweats. “I’ll go to work, and you two will...”

“Go jogging,” Kim blurted. Her eyes were fixed on Sam. “If that’s okay with Nathan? I mean.” She finally flicked her gaze to me, but she was acting coy. “If you want? I always go for a jog... well, try to, before I get started for the day. Can’t believe I’ve been coming past this building every morning and didn’t know you
 lived here. Thought maybe you could come with me every morning? It would definitely be easier to keep it up if I get to see you every morning, and I’m blathering. Yes, you were right Sam, I hate you. So how about it? Want to be my jogging partner?” Kimberly wrung her hands and took a breath. God, she was adorable, and I realized what else was different. The zipper on her hoodie wasn’t strangling her neckline, but dangling low enough that I glimpsed her green sports bra.

Samantha giggled. “Could you be more cute, Kimmy?”

Kimberly winced.

“I’ve never seen her crush this hard on anyone... well, except during her Brad Pitt phase in collage.”

Kim gasped. “You promised you wouldn’t mention that to anyone, Sam. And he’s standing right there!”

Sam made a move towards the elevator, eyeing me like I’d look at breakfast. “I’m not sure if I should feel vindicated, or annoyed.”

I laughed. “It’s not my place to tell you who to love. Someone told me that once.”

Sam called the elevator, and the door opened — still on my floor from Kim’s arrival. “Touché, baby.” From inside the gilded box, she smiled at the awkward-looking Kimberly and winked. “Think my work here is done. See you later, baby. Miss you!” she said as the door closed.

“Bitch,” Kim hissed unconvincingly. “She always does that.”

I grinned. “Does what?” I asked as we both watched the elevator number tick down.

“Makes me...” She turned and looked at me, eyes bright and beautiful.

“Is she right?” I asked. “You know, if we’re being honest with each other.” I remembered our last conversation, the one that ended up with her riding me handcuffed to the table. It also meant I was bound, half naked, to a table leg for an hour while she ran home to find the key.

Kimberly wrung her hands again, looking at her running shoes. “Which part? Because in my defense, Brad was all the rage back then.”

“I’m okay with Brad, if you don’t tell anyone about my infatuation with Jessica Simpson,” I said, going back through my door and holding it open for her. “But I kinda meant the crushing hard bit?”

Kimberly wiped her feet on my mat and eyed my coffee machine, letting out a little giggle. “Um. Totally honest?”

I rummaged around, looking for a pair of sneakers suitable for a morning jog. “I think that would help, yeah. I know it’s not romantic, but I think we’re past that after the other day.”

“Okay, so um... I like you, yeah.”

“Ah-ha!” I cheered, holding up a pair of running shoes from when Sam tried to get me to take out my repressed rage
 on the tarmac. Buying the shoes was as far as I got. I brushed the dust off them, raising an eyebrow at her. “That doesn’t sound like crushing hard.
 ” Teasing her was fun. I’d felt nothing like that in a long time. To tease, you have to be in a good, playful place, and I guess despite my wobble earlier, I was. What I absolutely was not
 doing was distracting myself, instead of dealing with the feelings I was harboring deep down about the dream.

“Fine!” she huffed. “I really
 like you. Satisfied?”

I slipped on my shoes and laced them. “Not really. You’re just saying that because I let you handcuff me to a table and let you fuck me.” I opened the front door and held it for her, grinning at the O her mouth was making. “We going or what?”

Her expression shifted to a grin. “Sure.”

We rode the elevator in silence, stealing quick glances, grinning at each other in the reflective golden panel.

“Morning, Mike!” I said far too cheerily as we strolled out into the early morning sun.

“It is, sir. Sunny and clear.” The door man looked at Kimberly with a smirk. I didn’t realize until later that he’d searched her bag before letting her up that first time and found the handcuffs.

“Where are we going?” I asked Kim.

“I usually loop around the park.”

“Park it is,” I said, taking off at a gentle jog. I wasn’t in the best shape, but the high I was feeling made me not care.














CHAPTER THREE








“I
 t’s
 not
 that,”
 Kimberly
 said, catching up. “It’s not lust or an infatuation.”

“No?” We jogged across the road towards the park.

“I Like
 , liked you before we...” She lowered her voice. “Fucked. I got into trouble because of that last time, so I think I know the difference, Nate.” Kim jogged like a panther. Elegant and sprightly. I could almost see the gentle bob of her breasts hidden away in her hoodie.

“You’ve just met me.” I knew deep down how attached I was getting to the redhead. How easily and quickly I cared for all three new women in my life. Except for Sam, I didn’t know if it was love, but it was damn close if it wasn’t.

“You want the truth?” She asked as we entered the park. A smooth pavement twisted and turned between well maintained trees and lawns. The powers that be spent as much maintaining the park as the rest of the city, just so trophy wives could walk their chihuahuas in their gaudily pink, designer tracksuits. Sometimes I forgot I was an intruder, maybe even an imposter, pretending to be one of the rich city folk.

“Please.” I tried to hide it, but I was struggling a little. I hadn’t run in years. City living had made me slow and soft.

“I fell in love with the idea of you before I met you. I think we both did.” She stopped, and I skidded to a halt, turning, hiding how out of breath I was. “Me and Kris.”

Thankfully, she’d stopped near a bench. “You want to sit?” ‘Please say yes,’
 I pleaded silently.

She smirked. “Okay.” Kimberly scooted in close as we sat, and I put my arm around her shoulders. I wasn’t even thinking when I did. She stiffened for a second, then relaxed, leaning into me. “Sam told us everything... well, maybe not everything. You were still her patient, but she gushed about this guy. Her Nathan
 , and every Friday we couldn’t wait to hear about you. For the last six months, I slowly fell for that guy. Then I met you, and you were everything Sam said you were.”

A warmth flooded my chest. “Huh. I didn’t know you guys existed until last week. Hell, I didn’t know Sam felt the way she did. It’s been a whirlwind.”

Kim turned on the bench, so she was facing me. “Truth?”

I smiled at her. A lock of fire had escaped her braid and hung in her face. I hooked it behind her ear. “Sure, if I can.”

“Do you think you could ever love me?” She bit her lip, staring at me, doe-eyed and earnest.

That warmth in my chest warred with a bunch of angry fireflies in my gut. I took a breath, unsure how to answer, except with the truth. “I’m... was, a simple country boy. I saw a pretty city girl, I fell...” I saw Sarah and scampered away. “My dad was like that. Fell in love with my mom the night he met her. Spent a month trying to convince her he was more than a dumbass farm boy.” I took her hands to stop her digging her nails into her palm. “I’m just stepping into the light again,” I said, using Sam’s metaphor. “I’m being truthful when I say I don’t know how I feel.” She looked down at her lap, but I pinched her chin, forcing her to look at me. Her clear emerald gaze was glassy, glinting under her pretty lashes. “If I know one thing, Kimberly. It’s I don’t know how I couldn’t love you. Being with you feels right. That’s what matters to me.” I put my hand over my chest. “I’m gonna let this sort itself out, and hope the rest falls into place.” I laughed. “I guess I’m a work in progress.”

I released her chin and held her hand again. She sighed, a grin returning to her lips. “Me too.”

I took a breath. The gentle breeze was refreshing, the company was enchanting, and the sun was rising in the sky. It was a perfect moment.

Kim squeezed my hand. “Do you want to see progress?” she whispered, mischief in her eyes.

“Sure.” I liked that look, even if I still had the marks from last time.

She glanced left and right at the empty early morning park. A couple of joggers made their way around, but were almost out of sight. She scooted onto my lap until she was straddling me. Her weight was slight, pressing down on my thighs. She giggled. “I think my idea worked. Put your arms around me.”

She slid her fingers over my shoulders and cupped my neck. My hands snaked around her waist, slipping inside her hoodie, feeling the bare skin of her back below her sports bra. She kissed me. Her eyes closed, her lips pursed, and then fireworks. Kimberly’s lips were like silk. A gentle caress compared to Sam’s earlier hungry ravishing. Being able to hold her while our lips touched made it more intimate, more romantic, and more awesome.

She asked me if I could love her. In that moment, the answer would be an easy yes
 .

She pulled away, and I looked at her plush, pink lips, and her glassless bright green eyes.


Her glasses.


Without them, I didn’t have plastic digging into my cheek and she was more beautiful than I realized — ethereal in the bright morning sun. But I suspect her adoption of contacts was for my benefit, or maybe it was arrogant to think that, and it was so we could do this unimpeded? Either way, I approved, though I missed the geek-chic just a little.

Kimberly grinned, proud of her achievement. “Progress,” she said in a breathy tone.

I kissed her bottom lip. “We’re in public. Doesn’t that make it easier?”

Her eyes flashed. “Don’t take this away from me!” She slapped my chest. “You jerk.”

I cackled. “I’m sorry, I don’t mean to diminish your hard work. Maybe we need to do it again to make sure it wasn’t a fluke?”

A smile lit up her eyes. “That might be a good idea.”

We kissed again, quickly getting deeper, tasting each other, getting lost in each other. Kimberly ground her pelvis against the hardening bar in my sweats, making cute, sexy whimpering noises. I pulled her close. Her breasts squished against my chest, and I was all in.

“Hey, this is a park, not a petting zoo!” someone shouted with a laugh. It was one of the joggers. They’d done a complete loop, and I felt like a teenager again — like that time I got caught in the barn with Suzie from school. Our hands were down each other’s pants and afterwards, dad gave me the talk.


Kim buried her face against my neck, laughing. “I think we should get back to jogging.”

I agreed, “Yeah, we could do that... or we could fuck right here and give them something to really talk about,” I joked.

Kim slapped my chest again, eyes wide.

“Joking.” I grinned. I pulled her in for a kiss. “No one gets to see you like that, except me... and maybe Sam and Kris… but mainly me.”

Her mouth dropped open, but there was a hunger in her eyes. The same look she wore when I was cuffed to the table. “Yes, Nate,” she said, sounding dazed. “I’m yours. Only for you.”

I kissed her again, then slid her off my lap. “Shall we? The park, and probably a heart attack, awaits?”

We made it once around the park, chatting about nothing, laughing at the ladies carrying their dogs for their morning walk, before I was enticed by another type of heart attack waiting to happen.

I slowed to a panting halt at one of the many gated exits, feeling light-headed, resting my hands on my knees. “Wait, wait,” I gasped. “Can you smell that?” It was inviting and divine.

Kim sucked in a breath. She was younger and fitter than me, but still no match for more than one loop of the park. “Crap,” she laughed, gasping. “I don’t normally go this far.” She stood, hands on hips, leaning back, shoving out her chest and staring at the sky. “I pretend to do this so I feel better about the hours around the laptop.”

Recovered enough, I grabbed her shoulders — she didn’t flinch — and stared into her eyes. “Kimberly, can you smell that?”

We both looked to our right at a small, English-style cafe restaurant across the road. Gleaming white tables and chairs sat under striped umbrellas. A door was open, and we both moaned. “Breakfast?” she said, almost drooling.

I was transfixed. “Breakfast,” I said, not even thinking consciously. We faced each other with a grin plastered on our faces. Her tiny hand slipped into mine, and interlocked our fingers. Hand in hand, we stumbled towards the intoxicating aroma.
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“What is that?” Kimberly said, pointing at the triangle wedge on my plate. She plopped into the other plastic chair, flicking her braid off her shoulder. A streak of sunlight cut across her face, causing her to shuffle her seat around closer to mine.

“A hash brown,” I said, just before I shoved a section in my mouth, then moaned.

“Ooo, is it good?” she tittered. “I chickened out and got a couple of croissants with chocolate in the middle. I don’t think that’s English, but French? Whatever, I couldn’t resist. Now I’m wondering if I chose wrong.”

I swallowed. “It’s all good.” I cut a little section, dipped it in the sauce and held it out for her. She blinked at me, fluttering her lashes before leaning in and slowly, seductively biting the nibble from the fork.

She chewed, and her eyes lit up. “Maybe we can share?”

I laughed. In my greed I ordered too much anyway, so I moved our plates so they were even between us, and gave her my fork.

“You’re sure?”

I grinned. I was so contented being with her, I’d have given her anything. “Sure. What’s mine is yours.” I picked up a sausage, dipped it in the sauce and bit its head off.

Kim giggled at my moaning. “This is so naughty. I never let myself eat like this... I can see the grease.”

I hummed in agreement, chomping, loving all of it, especially the company. She said she wanted me to be her jogging partner. If this is what I’d get to enjoy every morning with her, then sign me up!
 I pointed my half-eaten sausage at her. “But it feels so right, right?”

“It tastes pretty good,” she said around a mouthful, looking like a hungry chipmunk.

I rolled my eyes. She giggled, having to cover her mouth to keep her food in. When she finally swallowed, she clasped her fingers around my hand. “Yeah. I’m having a great time. I get why Sam was so happy.” She beamed at me, luminous and beautiful… with a dollop of sauce on her lip.

We finished our shared breakfast and nibbled a croissant each as we strolled hand in hand back to her apartment. She was right. It was only a couple of blocks, and the closer we got, the sadder I felt. Feeling again kinda sucked.

We stopped outside her building, both unwilling to let go. “Do you want to come up?” she asked.

I did. But I was hesitant about pushing too hard, too quickly. She bolted from my couch last time we did that. “I do. But don’t you have work to do? I don’t want you to get behind.”

She winced, scrunching one side of her face. “Dammit, yeah.” Then she smiled. “Should have started an hour ago if I want to finish by tonight.”

I smiled, leaned in, and kissed her. She tasted of breakfast and it made me hungry again. But I was more hungry for Kimberly. Drawing on an award-winning amount of discipline, I pulled away. “Go to work, Kimberly,” I said, using a commanding voice.

Her eyes widened, then she grinned. “Say that again.”

I leaned in and whispered it into her ear, adding, “Good girls get rewarded.” I smirked at her whimper and stood back to see her eyes carrying that glassy hunger I’d seen before.

“Yes, Nate,” she whispered.

“Good, girl. I’ll see you tonight?”

She bit her lip and nodded. Then quickly scurried in through her front door. I stifled the laugh, but realized I had to be careful with Kimberly. Understood a bit more how her submission worked. It was a dangerous power to have over another, and I saw how she got into trouble. I remembered the immortal line, ‘With great power, comes great orgasms,’
 and I was going to make my skittish redhead gush like a fountain. Drown her in love to make up for the shit that happened to her.

When a woman gave me a funny look, I realized I’d been staring at her building for a few minutes, and moved along.














CHAPTER FOUR








I
 called
 the
 office
 and took the day off. They sounded far too happy about it, but I didn’t care. I only showed my face to remind them who was in charge — who apparently owned the company — and to keep Sarah’s memory alive. I didn’t know the first thing about running the damn thing. Neither did Sarah, to be honest. She inherited it from her father, but good lord, did she keep those suits in line. She could be a force to be reckoned with that woman. Sadness threatened to take hold in my chest. I took a breath, and somehow, miraculously, it stayed at the edges. I like to think Sam, and now Kimberly’s love, kept it at bay. Filling my heart with new light to keep me out of the dark. It was probably just avoidance. Sarah would have liked them, I think. Lord knows she made a point that I had to move on. She was braver than I was.

“Hey, dude. What the fuck! Are you stalking me?”

I looked up from my distracted wandering to see a denim-clad blond scowling at me from behind a large box. “Crystal?”

“Ow, good. You remembered my name as you sneak around, you sick stalker.”

“What?” Her loose jeans had more paint marks than last time, but her tight white tank was clean, showing off her curves.

“You can make it up to me by carrying this.”

Before I realized what was happening, I was struggling under a large box of painting supplies. “What the hell, I was just going for a walk.”

“Sure you were, right into my neighborhood, when you live blocks away. You don’t just idly wander that far, dude.”

I shuffled the heavy cardboard box, getting a better grip. “I was just walking. I didn’t have a destination in mind.” Did I? I’d been walking for over an hour, almost making a direct beeline to the surly blond’s apartment.

“Sure, I’ll believe you,” she said, oozing sarcasm. “But it was lucky you were stalking me—”

“I wasn’t.” Was I?

“You can help me. Gonna save me a second trip. This is for you anyway, so it’s the least you can do.”

“For me?” God, being around her was befuddling. It didn’t help my mind was still mixed up from the mental wandering.

“The painting, dude. The one you wanted? This shit is for that. Can’t paint without paint. Don’t ya know anything?”

I followed her inside the painting supply store, struggling to see, and carefully trying to avoid knocking anything over. I waited by the door, watching as she scurried about collecting tubes, and other painterly stuff. I was surprisingly unaffected by her verbal jabs. It lost its bite when it was all that came out of her mouth. It almost made her endearing. Almost. It seemed like with me, she couldn’t help but be prickly. This was so blatantly apparent in the way she chatted so sweetly with the guy behind the counter. Joking about her slave that was helping her carry her box, and inquiring about some canvases she’d ordered. It was startling. I’d have to ask Sam about it.

“All set?” I asked when she returned laden with bags.

She grinned, curling her lip. “Yep. Let’s go.”

We marched out onto the sidewalk, and I had to work to avoid catching people with the box.

“So, what were you really doing out here?” Crystal asked, sounding less annoyed I existed.

“Clearing my head mostly... I think. After seeing Sam early, then going for a jog with Kim, I guess, maybe...”

“Don’t get sappy on me, dude—”

“Subconsciously, you were where I wanted to be. Is that sappy?” I said, stepping around a delivery guy carrying his own burden.

She was silent for a minute, before she whispered, “no.” Then she shook her head. “Don’t make a habit of it. That shit is for saps.” The way she said it made me think ‘and you’,
 because a smile had sneaked onto her pouty lips.

I followed her up to her apartment. The box just fit through.

“You can put it down over there.” She pointed to a space next to an open doorway. I peeked inside and guessed it was her studio. A few canvases littered the floor, propped up against the wall. In the center, an easel stood tall, in pride of place. It had a canvas on it, but it was covered in a thick cloth, hiding what she was working on.

“Hey! No peeking!” She hissed, pulling me away. For once, her hands weren’t covered in paint. She held my tee, and didn’t let go once I was clear. “Thank you for the help,” she said, almost sounding sweet. “Didn’t think I’d see you until tonight.”

She pulled my shirt, walking backwards. “Crystal, what are you doing?”

She stopped at another doorway and kicked the door open with her splattered sneaker. “Giving you what you came for?” I got a glimpse of her bedroom before she pulled me against her and held her lips a fraction from mine. She waited, blinking her dark blue eyes, surrounded by her smoky makeup. “Maybe what I want? I’m sorry if I’m bad. Being around you confuses me. Makes her come out.” I didn’t get time to process her words before she kissed me more gently than Crystal ever had. Soft, pouty lips brushed against mine, nibbling, before a sharp sting bit into my bottom lip.

She giggled, pulling away. I licked my bottom lip, tasting copper. If, like always, she was trying to rial me? It was working. But unlike last time, I was ready. I knew what she was trying to do. “You’re a bad girl, Crystal.”

“Fuck am I!” she spat, giggled, then shucked her tank top. The white, stretchy fabric flew and smacked me in the face. I didn’t move, letting the material slide down my chest. I folded my arms, eyes smoldering at the surly blond beauty. Her smile was wide as she wiggled her hips, unfastening her jeans. “I’m not bad. You’re an asshole.”

I grinned, watching her fight her way out of her pants, eventually kicking the denim off. She tried to kick it at me, but missed by a country mile. She, I realized, was like a wild mare in need of breaking. The only difference was, she was actively seeking that kind of attention. “Is that right?” She defiantly put her hands on her hips, showing off her white lacy underwear. “Is there something you want from me, Crystal? You’re gonna have to ask nicely if there is.”

“Fuck off!” she hissed, but she had that same look Kim had in her eyes. Longing mixed with hunger. Except in Crystal’s case, it warred with a flash of rebellion.

“Okay,” I said, like I didn’t have a care in the world. This was a fun game. I was never into role-play, but playing with Krystal, being... whatever I was in that dynamic, was really growing on me, awaking something deep inside me.

Without a word, I spun on my heels and walked from her bedroom. “Wait!” she pleaded, and I smiled wider. “Please!”

Keeping my back to her, I demanded, “Please, what?”

“Please don’t go,” she said, sounding small.

I turned, and she dropped to her knees. “I’m sorry. Please.”

I chewed my cheek, narrowing my eyes at her. “You’re sorry?”

She nodded. Stupidly, I bought it. I towered over her kneeling, semi-naked form. “I’m sorry... you’re such an asshole.”

Anger flared, but also understanding. I grabbed her blond ponytail and pulled her head back. “Is this what you want? Punishment? Atonement? You want me to be rough? Is that it?” She didn’t say it, but nodded, biting her lip — hard. That primal part, the one I left on the farm, surfaced. I pulled down my sweats and shoved my semi-hard cock in her face. “Say you’re sorry, Crystal. I know this is what you want. Why you goad me.”

The blond whimpered, staring at my cock, losing the defiance. She stared up at me as she opened her mouth and poked out her tongue. For once, she wasn’t being rude, but eager. A quiet moan vibrated in her throat as she shifted her gaze to my shaft. I held it for her, but I didn’t shove it down her throat. Not yet. I was waiting for her, wanting her to make the first move. I knew what she wanted, but if she wouldn’t ask for it, she’d have to show me. “It’s yours, baby, if you want it. Be a good girl. Show me what you want.”

I watched her intently as slowly she placed her parted lips against the crown of my cock. I had to stifle a cackle. The absurdity of what my life had become hit me at that moment. I groaned instead as her pouty mouth slid down my shaft, encasing my flesh in her sucking, wet mouth. “Fuck, that’s good. You suck me so good, Crystal,” I purred, still holding her ponytail. She whimpered, sucking harder. Wet slurping noises filled the room, and ecstasy shuddered from my cock.

Then she pulled off and glared at me.

“What? Why did you stop?”

“You think I’m just a mouth to fuck?” she asked, licking her lips. “That you can grab my hair and force me to suck your cock like a good little whore?”

Wait, what? Then I realized. Like Kim, Crystal was making progress in her own way. I yanked her ponytail back and leaned down to whisper in her ear — more for me than her — “If you want to stop, click your fingers.” Then I stood and held my cock in hand — it was slick with her saliva — slipping into the role she wanted me to play. I was happy to play. Whatever she needed. “But you are my good little whore, Crystal. You suck my dick so sweetly. Not as good as Samantha, but we’ll get you there.”

Her eyes widened, more at the Sam jab than anything else.

“Practice time, sweetheart.” I took a firmer grip on her hair and held her there as I pushed my cock against her lips. She held them shut, looking up at me from under her dark lashes. “Suck me Crystal,” I commanded. Her eyes widened, but in that glassy, hooded, hungry way. Then she opened, and I pushed inside. I pushed deep, holding her head, and pressed against the back of her throat. She gagged, forcing me out.

She coughed. “Asshole. You think I enjoy that?” She almost grinned, squeezing her thighs together as she kneeled on her bedroom floor.

I pushed back between her lips. “Yeah, I do.” I didn’t push as deep the second time. I clasped her head and fucked her mouth. She sucked eagerly, poking her tongue forward, urging me deeper. With each sloppy thrust, a fire of pleasure thundered from my shaft. Each time I inched a fraction deeper, before pushing into her throat and holding myself there. The little minx moaned so loudly I felt the vibration in my cock. I grit my teeth, holding out. She didn’t deserve my cum in her belly like Sam did. I saved that for elsewhere.

I pulled out, right on the verge of release.

“Fuck.” Gasping, she looked up at me, catching her breath. “So, what? Fucking my face is a punishment or something?” she asked in her confusing reversed asking. “What’s next? Gonna strip and fuck me?”














CHAPTER FIVE








I
 slapped
 her
 cheek
 with my soggy, rock-hard shaft. “That would give you what you want. I’m not sure I want to do that.” She let out a sexy little whimper. I was absolutely gonna give her what she wanted. I just wanted her to think I wasn’t. “Up,” I commanded, urging her with the grip on her ponytail. “Strip.” I pushed her forward and waited.

She stumbled and clutched herself. The bravado had gone, replaced by what looked like pure hunger and need. Slowly, she stripped. Her hand hovered behind her back at her bra clasp. Her gaze darted between the stern expression I put on my face and my throbbing, sticky shaft. “Does this make you feel good? Make you feel like a real man?” she said, the hissing venom of earlier had cracked, leaving her sounding more throaty and begging. The bra slipped from her arms and she tossed it aside. She stood defiantly as my gaze locked on the ample swell of her fantastic breasts. Her nipples were so hard I struggled to not grab her and put them in my mouth.

“No. I’m just giving you what you need. I look after what’s mine.” It was almost concerning how easily the macho alpha bullshit came to me. How easy it was for me to not wait for her to take her panties down. Perhaps that was me? The man I used to be before a city girl civilized me.

“Yours?” she asked, sounding smaller. I took the three paces to cross the room and clutched her half-heartedly defiant wrists in hand. “Y-you think I’m yours?” she gasped.

I spun her, and pushed her long, silky blond locks aside, and whispered in her ear, “aren’t you?” Then pushed her face down on her bed. She bounced once on the cream satin comforter.

Her room was surprisingly small. Clearly, she dedicated the larger of the two bedrooms to her studio, leaving her master bedroom with only enough room for a single bed, a wardrobe, and a chest. The kind with a mirror, except where many girls had pictures of friends stuck around the edges. She had postcards and prints of famous paintings.

Crystal’s whimper brought my attention back to the needy blond. Her white satin panties taunted me as she bent over her bed. “God, Nate, don’t stop,” she whispered. “Don’t stop.”

I had no intention of stopping. “Why would I stop? You haven't learned your lesson, have you, Crystal? Still a naughty little girl. Still needing a good fucking?”

“Yes,” she moaned.

“You’re a bad girl, aren’t you?” I punctuated the words with a couple of slaps to her rear. Her satin panties felt soft, and rippled with her fleshy waves.

She mewled, stretching out her arms and arching her back. “Yes,” she whispered. “But only for you.”

This felt like a small breakthrough — for both of us — because I loved hearing her say those words. I spanked her a couple more times, then curled my fingers under the waistband of her panties. Slowly the fabric peeled over her delicious ass until, “Crystal. What the fuck is that?” A blue jewel sat between her sweet butt cheeks, glimmering in the sunlight.

She grinned, looking at me over her shoulder. “What does it look like? I came prepared for my punishment.”

My mouth dropped open. Wait. This was a sexy little butt-plug. Did she intend to wear this all day, ready for tonight’s session? Did that mean? I leaned over her, and coiled my fingers in her hair, regathering it so I could control her. “Explain.”

Her mouth dropped open, and all the spunk drained from her face. “Y-you want me to explain? I-I...” Her mouth hung open, like she was struggling to get the words out.

“You were going to wear this all day? While you went to the store? While you were painting. For tonight? Why?”

She scoffed, regaining some of her bratty defiance. “It’s not like I wanted you to do this. That I dreamed and planned it, you know.” Which meant she absolutely did. “It’s not like I’m a bad girl or anything. Asshole.” She lifted from the comforter, pushing me back. “Not like I want you to take it out and punish me by, by... by...”

I pushed her down with my body on her back, still holding her tail. “It’s not like you actually want me to punish fuck you in the ass, is it? It’s not like you’re such a brat because you want me to fuck you in your bottom. Right, Crystal?”


Fuck, this was fun.


“No... no. Who would want that? Only sick little whores. The kind you like, you sick fucker.”

I put an end to her defiance with a hard slap to her rear. She cried out, then moaned into the comforter.

I released her tail. “But you are my sick little whore, remember?” I pulled her panties down, leaving them twisted around her ankles. Her butt cheeks molded to my fingers as I kneaded her supple flesh. “My bratty little whore.”

“Fuck. I think I love you,” she whispered, barely loud enough for anyone to hear.

“My filthy, naughty girl who needs her bottom fucked, so she knows her place. What are you?” I asked, holding the jewel between my thumb and finger. I pulled gently, just enough so she’d feel it.

Her whimpering mewl was muffled by the comforter, as was the, “Your whore,” that followed.

I toyed with the butt plug for a minute, pulling and twisting, driving her crazy. Calling her my whore was technically inaccurate, because she was my little brat, if anything, but I didn’t have a say in the dirty talk that got my surly blond going. I snapped myself out of thinking such mundane thoughts. Especially when I had such a naked beauty writhing under my hand. Curious, I slid my palm down and cupped her pussy. “Fuck me, you’re soaked, Crystal.”

She whimpered, shoving her head deeper into the squishy surface of her bed.

I slicked my fingers through her folds as I pulled on her plug. It slipped free with little effort and I placed it on the chest, sitting it on the chamfered part of the jewel so it didn’t fall over.

The breath left my lungs when I saw her ass. It was perfect, smooth and gaping. Using my soaked fingers, I scooped up her wetness and lathered her asshole with her desire, pushing her juices inside the puckered hole. “Is this what you want, Crystal? What you need? A punish fucking in the ass?”

She moaned, writhing on the bed. “Yes,” she cried, louder this time.

“Say it!” I demanded, pushing two fingers inside her wet, hot hole. I pumped them in and out, making sure she was nice and lubed. “Say it, you little whore!”

“Oh, fuck Nate!” she wailed into the comforter. “Please fuck me like a whore. Punish my asshole like the bad girl I am!”

Christ, I almost came. My cock was just as hard now as it was when she sucked it. I couldn’t wait any longer. I settled in behind her, spreading my legs so I was at the right height, and then slicked my cock through her soaked pussy, coating my shaft in her wantonness. I lined up and pushed against her pucker. Everything was so slick, my crown slipped inside. She shuddered.

“Oh, god,” she moaned, muffled, as I pushed deeper, and deeper. The tightness compared with her pussy was immense. Scorching hot, and so very slick. “Fuck, fuck. Fuck, fuck me, Nate, please. I’m your whore. Only yours. Don’t stop,” she babbled as I sank to the end of my reach.

“I don’t think you’re ever going to learn your lesson, are you?” I said, pulling out, then as hard as I could, slammed back inside her back entrance. She wailed, fisting the comforter. “You enjoy the punishment too much!” With that, I pulled back again and slammed inside her repeatedly — building to a rhythm.

“Never! Never! Fuck, Oh, God!” she cried, trying to spread her legs. Her panties were still twisted around her ankles, giving her little wiggle room.

“Shit, you're fucking tight.” I moaned, slamming against her ass, making it jiggle like stones thrown in a pond. Fucking Crystal’s ass was incredible. Pulses of pleasure throbbed from my cock as my balls slapped her soaked slit. It took everything not to come in an instant.

Crystal shook and rocked back and forth with the force of my fucking. She slid on the satin, mewling with each thrust, growing steadily louder, until she started howling like a wolf in the moonlight. “Oh, God, oh God, oh, God!” she cried. “Fuck me, Nathan! Fuck me like the little—” She didn’t get to finish. Her howl became a scream. Crystal thrashed under my cock, shaking and shuddering. Her asshole throbbed, clenching and releasing in time with her pussy’s climax.

I fucked harder, clasping her hips.

Slammed against her ass.

Pushed deeper.

Fuck!

I came. With an explosive grunt, I pushed against her ass cheeks and released. My head lolled. My world flashed, and I spewed a torrent of white, hot cum inside Crystal’s smoking hot rear. She squirmed under my hands, gasping, and panting, but I couldn’t think. I was lost. Flex after flex, my shaft delivered its payload into her ass, twitching, coming. “Fuck!”

It felt like we both came for an hour. However long, when I finally returned to earth, I noticed the sweat on my brow, and the tension fade from my taut muscles. Crystal had collapsed over the bed, breathing hard under the mass of her blond locks. “Holy crap,” she said, still muffled.

I took a breath and grinned. I grinned so damn wide as I pulled out, leaving behind a trail of cum that oozed from her puckered rear. The grinned widened when I grabbed the plug from the chest and pushed it back inside her ass. “I don’t want any of this escaping,” I told her, and she mewled deeply, arching her back. “My cum stays inside you. That’s your punishment.”

I didn’t care if it did. It sounded hot to say it, and the aftershock that made her body twitch told me she still loved that kind of talk, too. I snagged a tissue from her chest and cleaned my dick before dragging the floppy blond further up the bed and pulling her into my arms so we spooned.

With her silky blond strands in my face and my dick just above her ass, I held her tight, wrapping my arms under her breasts. “Are you okay, blondy?” I whispered, kissing her shoulder.

She tittered, sounding dreamy. “I might have liked that a little too much.” She looked back at me over her shoulder. “Thank you, Nathan. For playing along. I’m sorry I was such a bitch to you.” Her hand reached back and clasped my cheek, pulling me in for a kiss. It was gentle and loving. When she released me, her eyes sparkled with new light. “I know we haven’t talked, with me being... well.” She bit her lip. “Do you have room for another girlfriend?”

I smiled. Genuine happiness sneaked into my exposed heart. “I had a space reserved for you the moment I met you, Crystal.” I hugged her close and strained over to kiss her. She whimpered into my mouth. All I could think as we tasted one another, limbs intertwined, was that I still had tonight’s therapy session to go, and they’d already worn me out.


Man, therapy was hard work.
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CHAPTER ONE








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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, it’s me.”

I heard her giggle. “Prove it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Nope, not going there.


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

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

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

“We jogged around the park...”

“And?”

“And we kissed, then had break—”

“You kissed in public?”

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

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

I sat up on my elbows. “She did?”

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

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

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

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

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

“She was wearing a butt plug—”

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

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

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

“I fucked her in the ass, okay?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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














CHAPTER TWO








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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sam giggled, breathlessly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But... but,” she stammered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay then.” I smiled at Krystal.

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

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

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

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

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

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














CHAPTER THREE








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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Hands holding her wrists, I moved faster and faster.

Cock slamming — we squelched wetter and wetter.

Vision blurring, I — Fuck!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her contented grin almost broke my heart.

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














CHAPTER FOUR








C
 rystal
 cackled.


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

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

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

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

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

“Why me?” I asked, trying to deflect.

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

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

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

“Samantha,” I warned her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yep,” Crystal said, sounding unusually supportive.

“And me,” Kimberly added.

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

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

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

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

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














CHAPTER FIVE








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

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

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

She bit her lip and nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

“Not cool, Sam. That’s my thing.”

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

“Thank you, Nate—”

I slapped her breasts. “Master!”

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

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

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

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

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

“You looking to get spanked, Crystal?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

I scoffed. “A bit rough? That’s it?”

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

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

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

Sam tittered, clapping her hands. “Great.”

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

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

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

Then I threw her down on the cushions.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Slap, slap, slap.


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I think Sam’s therapy was working.














PART SIX


















CHAPTER ONE








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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I can’t go with you this time.”

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

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

“Sarah?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

My phone buzzed:



Dr. Thompson:




Knock! Knock! :P





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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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














CHAPTER TWO








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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Slap, slap, slap.


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

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

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


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

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

To the great climax.

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

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

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

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

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

She tittered. “Forth of July in March.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Your heart isn’t in it?”

She nodded.

“I know why.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes!” she said, sounding overenthusiastic.

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














CHAPTER THREE








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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kimberly nodded, flapping her braid over her shoulder.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Since the last session?” I guessed.

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

I was stunned. “Uh...”

“Yeah,” Sam drawled. “I’m sorry.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kim scrunched her brow.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” Sam and Kim gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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














CHAPTER FOUR








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

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

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

I narrowed my eyes at her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She bit her lip, nodding. “Uh-huh.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck, Sam,” Kim moaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Crystal froze. “What the fuck?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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














CHAPTER FIVE








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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Pushed out?” Now I really was confused.

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

“Compete?”

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

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

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

I pinch her chin and—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nuh-uh. Brat, remember?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I wrapped my arms around her. “Sure.”

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

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

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

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

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








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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She grinned. “Promises, promises.”

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

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

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

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

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

“I asked for one of you.”

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

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

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

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

“Uh-huh.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Really?” She sounded doubtful again.

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

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

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

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

“To work, then?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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














CHAPTER TWO








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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah,” she sighed, looking away.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She pulled back, nodding.

“Nathan?” Sam called from the hall.

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

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

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














CHAPTER THREE








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

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

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

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

I frowned as she stared at the toothbrush, confused.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Again. “Isn’t that what we’re doing?”

“I can’t have this not be real.”

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

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

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

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

“What’s that?”

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

“Sam, I’m not gonna—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I laughed. “Kimberly?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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














CHAPTER FOUR








I
 t
 was
 late
 afternoon
 by the time we’d unloaded the boxes and dealt with the stuff the moving company delivered. My apartment had gained a larger apartment behind the one I called home for the past year. It was like a secret door to my new life. Sam vanished for a while, fetching more than just an overnight bag, determined to prove to herself she was taking the step. Becoming my wife-to-be.

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

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

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

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

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

“Nothing,” Crystal said.

“I second that,” Kimberly added.

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

Kim jumped to her feet and rushed off.

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

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

I grinned. “Yes, Ma’am.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank fuck for that,” Crystal cheered.

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














CHAPTER FIVE








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

“What? Bitch!” Crystal huffed.

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

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

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

“Very,” she whispered.

“Wet enough to be dessert?”

“Oh, fuck,” Crystal moaned.

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

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

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

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

“Very.” She smirked.

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


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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

“Sorry about that,” I whispered to Kimberly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Hold on, Nate. Hold on.


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

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

Crystal slammed her ass against me, pushing from me from Kim’s thighs. I clutched the blond’s hips, letting myself fall, and she impaled herself deeper — mid orgasm — facing away, landing on top of me. Her strained cry echoed around the room.

I came. My hips lifted her off the floor, pushing so deep inside her I bottomed out as I flushed her channel with an eruption of cum.

“Oh, shiiiiiit,” she moaned, arching her back, going rigid.

“Fuck,” I groaned back, my world fading to just the blond and her convulsing pussy, milking my shaft.

I drifted on that moment for an eternity. Just me, Crystal, and the pleasure flowing through me.

Then I flopped against the hard kitchen floor, crashing back down to earth. The spent, sweating blond collapsed on top of me, inhaling a deep breath. “Christ, that was... Fuck Nate, I think I squirted.”

“I did,” Kimberly said, sounding a million miles away. She slipped off the table and slumped against me on the floor in a mass of scarlet locks, shiny black dress, and well-sucked tits.

“Almost,” Sam added, dropping to her knees, then flopping on my other side.

“I think I blacked out.” I sounded just as dazed.

Crystal sprawled over me, mixing her silky bond strands with Kim’s fire. Her pussy fluttered as she shifted, causing her to moan.

“Fuck, this floor is hard,” I said after a moment of silence, filled with gasping breaths, feeling the cold tile under my ass. Then laughed — the absurdity of what we’d just done sinking in.

“Yeah,” Sam tittered. “Can we put a carpet in here?”

“Or a padded table,” Kim said dreamily, snuggling against my side.

I laughed, imagining how bizarre the kitchen would look with a shag carpet and a sex table. “How about next time we use the damn bed?”

My cock slipped from Crystal’s pussy as she rolled over and snuggled against my chest. “It’s okay. We don’t need the bed,” she said, nuzzling in. “You’re just as comfy.”

I rolled my eyes, grinning as I wrapped my arms around my girls, and hugged them tight. I guess I had a few minutes before my ass went numb.
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CHAPTER ONE








“C
 an
 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








E
 ventually
 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








K
 imberly
 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








H
 er
 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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CHAPTER ONE








T
 he
 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








T
 wenty
 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








F
 or
 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








K
 imberly
 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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