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READER ADVISORY:

This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. The characters and events in this story are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above.

OTHER TITLES BY JEN EASTWOOD

JEN EASTWOOD AUTHOR BLOG

Author's Note: Life has gotten in the way of writing again. The biggest problem with being your own boss is, everyone assumes your time is free. I'm not gonna spend this space bellyaching about it, but I finally had a chance to put my foot down and get back to the keyboard this week. It's refreshing, but all of my plans for September releases kind of got shot. I apologize if you've been waiting.

To shift over into good news, I'm already working on the third and final part of Bim-Boat. You'll probably be able to guess where it's going at the end of this book, but I'm not spoiling it for you. After this, I've got two new series ideas that I've already got the framework done on. Stay tuned, because I've been listening to what you folks have been suggesting I focus on in my writing.


BIM-BOAT 2

Holly was driving me mad, but in the best way possible. She'd remained just as insatiable for the past week. I was the one turning down sex now.

She grabbed my arm before I could get out the door. “But I need it!”

I was still exhausted from doing her twice that afternoon, already. “Play with your toys or something.” You really did have to handle her like a kid throwing a tantrum after her changes.

Holly let go, crossing her arms and pouting. “Well, Tara's coming over to talk about her lesson plan for the school year. Maybe she'll wanna mess around.”

Fuck. “You're her teacher's aide, so that kinda makes her your boss. Don't go fucking your job up.”

“Well,” she stepped back, “when you get home after work, your ass is mine.”

Son of a bitch, I couldn't catch a break with her. “Fine, but no funny business while I'm working.”

“You know, it's your fault I'm like this.” I'd already explained what I'd done to her with the Feminol, which only made her hornier than ever. “You break me, you buy me.”

“Trust me, I'm making payments several times a day, already.” I slid the door shut and got off the front deck as fast as I could. I was on the verge of running late anyway.


Joe wasn't working that evening, and the bar was as dead as the restaurant. Everyone knew why, but we all tried to pretend nothing was happening. Something about banning concealed weapons on the premises sets loons right off.

Harvey walked in, bald and plump as ever. “So, Holly still giving you trouble?” He started with small talk, which always meant he was about to ask a favor.

“A different kind, but yeah.”

“Such as?”

I'd worked for him long enough to share details. “She's turned into a nymphomaniac, which was great at first.” I leaned a little closer to him against the bar. “No joke, I thought I was gonna get raped a couple of times in the past week.”

“I don't know if it's possible for a little, blonde thing like her to get turned down. Better keep her satisfied so she won't go hounding someone else.”

“Maybe.” Holly craved dick like an addict, but lucky for me, mine was the only one she wanted. “So what's up?”

“That guy out front.”

“The one whose head looks like a toe with a beard? What about him?” I knew the issue already, but it was fun to watch Harvey squirm.

“He's scaring customers away, and the cops won't move him along since the sidewalk's public property.” His forehead wrinkled. “You're the veteran here. He might listen to you.”

I hated bringing up my service like it had earned me some form of super-citizenship, but the dipshit out front was one of those hyper-patriot types. “If I go out and get shot, it's your ass that'll pay for the hospital bill or the funeral.”

Harvey nodded and tried slinking away before I could say anything else. Since all this probably meant I'd head out early, I didn't try to stop him.


I'd struck up about five minutes of meaningless conversation with the guy. Being used to men toting assault rifles, I didn't let the gun strapped to his back get under my skin. Finally, I had to ask, “So why are you out here?”

“This restaurant wants to trample on the Second Amendment right to bear arms. What makes them think they have a right to force concealed carry ban on their customers?”

My eyeballs were already itching to roll in their sockets. “So toting that AR-15 you've got slung over your shoulder while you eat, is a guaranteed right?”

“Yeah, it's my right to bear arms.”

“For the purpose of maintaining a well-regulated militia, as the Second states, I assume.”

He turned his head a little. “It's for my own protection.”

“Dude, I served in Iraq and Afghanistan, and I didn't carry a rifle on my person the vast majority of the time, in either place. All you're doing is making an ass of yourself by practicing your Second Amendment rights like a guy with a bullhorn screaming in a bystander's face practices his First Amendment rights.”

I swear, you could see the rusty cogs turning inside his bald head for the first time in many years. “So you don't want me here either.”

“You served?”

“Air Force, eighty-four til' eighty-nine.”

He at least had that going for him. “Ever been shot at or deployed to a war zone?”

“Can't say I have.”

And like that, the trap was sprung. “So why do you think you need to tote an assault rifle, just to eat at a restaurant for stuffy, wannabe-rich people, or in the check-out line in the grocery store? This isn't Kabul, Falujah, or even the bad part of our insulated, little town.”

His eyes got that dangerous glare, like a fundamentalist you almost tricked into thinking for the first time since his last revival. “Because it's my right.” He slung the gun around, pointing it directly at his foot as he took hold.

“You're standing in front of a parking lot where people call the cops if a muffler's sprung a leak on a Lexus. I'm pretty sure you're at less risk of bodily harm from whatever you're afraid of, than some blind, old bat in a Jag backing over you. Where you stand, right now.”

“The fuck are you trying to say?”

When I noticed his hand tense up around the pistol-grip, I knew he'd about had his limit. “You're trying to silence peoples' First Amendment rights with your pride in the Second. No Amendment is more important than the other.”

“These people need to be afraid, because...”

Knowing I had the security cameras backing me up if it went to court, I had his face on the pavement and his shoulder damn near out of the socket before he could grunt in protest. “Leave. Now!”

He tried pushing the muzzle toward my face. It wasn't anything a foot on top of the shitty Bushmaster's muzzle couldn't stop. Plus, the damn thing wouldn't fire with a kink in the barrel.

“And you just tried drawing on me with your safety on, dumbass. Go home before you get hurt or embarrassed even more.” I stood up and then reared my foot back for a proper kick to his ass. “Go!”

He stood up and inspected the damage. “You're gonna fuckin' pay for my rifle!”

“Talk to my boss later, assuming he'll even let you through the door.” I turned around, ignoring the string of obscenities as he dropped the ruined gun in the bed of his truck. About the time I walked back in, he was pulling onto the road.

Harvey was already waiting for me, trying to hold back his laughter just inside the lobby. “It sucks everyone still thinks the guy's here for the rest of the night, but take your reward. Go home. I'll put tonight's hours on your card.”

I knew I was losing what little tip money I'd get, but I didn't care at that point. Whatever Holly had planned with Tara, I had to try stopping in its tracks.


I heard the giggling before I even slid the door open. Holly and Tara were having a grand time, whatever the hell they were up to. I'd just put my fingers around the handle when I heard the first whimper.

Rushing through as fast as I could, I knew exactly what Holly had done. “Don't tell me you found that other dose and gave it to her...” But Tara had just gone from a chubby, but still highly-fuckable redhead, to downright unbelievable.

Holly looked up from her friend, both of them wearing panties and nothing else. “What did I do wrong? You told me I'd have to find another way to entertain myself while you were out.”

Fucking hell. She really did look confused. “Don't just turn someone without having a good reason.”

“I wanted to know what she tastes like and have some fun of my own. What's a better reason than that?”

Some middle school English class's boys were in for a nice surprise when summer break ended, in any case. “Well, she's changed, so you might as well have your fun. I got sent home early, so I'm taking a shower and a nap.” I just had to get away from them, being shaking-mad and all.

Before I could get to the back of the boat, I heard Holly shout, “I saw her tits grow in front of my eyes. It was neat!”

I shook my head and slammed the bathroom door behind me. I'd already forgotten about dropping a moron in front of the parking lot. Honestly, gun nuts are easier to reason with than sex-nuts.


As I turned the shower off, I couldn't ignore what I was hearing any longer. My dick swelled up before I could dry off and get the towel around me. It being her voice I heard, it sounded like Holly was getting the fun she wanted after all.

A younger me would have burst through the door expecting to get in on the action. But I'm not joking when I tell you how much she'd worn me down over the past week. I needed that damn nap.

I snuck into the bedroom and put fresh boxers and a shirt on without making a sound. Climbing into bed, I let out a sigh of gratitude as Holly came. I thought it'd shut her up long enough to let me pass out.

Seconds passed before I heard two sets of footsteps coming down the corridor. Goddammit.

Tara already sounded like someone had docked her by about forty IQ points, and then clobbered her over the head with a brick for good measure. “You think he's up for it?”

“He acts like he's not, but I know Bryce. I knew he wanted to fuck you after the first he met you.”

Holly wasn't wrong, but I knew I'd have to sleep for days if I tried anything right then. “It's not happening. Don't you two have a lesson plan or something to work on?”

My girlfriend poked her head around the corner and grinned. “We took care of that while it kicked in.”

Telling her what I'd done and how was a grave mistake. At least she didn't know where I'd gotten it from, even if she'd found the second dose I'd hidden in my tackle box. “I'm not joking, for such a short day, it's been too damn long already.”

“You're right, it has been too long. You've had a few hours to recharge.”

I rolled over, hoping she'd get the hint. “I told you, no.”

The weight of their bodies settled onto the other side of the bed. When I felt hair brush against my ear, I thought it'd be Holly. But Tara's voice was right there, even sexier than before. “I don't know what happened to me, but I like it. You will too.”

I flopped over on my back and stared up at her, our faces inches apart. “I'm sure Holly was a shock when you first saw her today.”

Tara's thick lips curled into a smile. “Yeah, I didn't think it was really her at first.” I caught a good whiff of cunt on her breath.

“And the boys in your classes will jerk themselves raw everyday after school.” I closed my eyes again. “You two can do whatever you want with each other. Just not in here.”

Tara hoisted her bare muff over my chest and sat on me, legs straddling my sides. “We'll do all the work. We promise.”

Three times in one day would have been fucking great when I was in my twenties, but my early thirties weren't being kind to me. As it turns out, busting your ass when you're young busts the rest of your body up pretty well too. “I know what you're trying, but I'm getting too old for this shit.”

“Holly told me to ask you about moving in.” Tara's shoulders bunched up as she titled her head a little. “I want the small bedroom, because it's got the most window space.”

I knew why she'd want it, being a plant-talking weirdo and all. “Kinda presumptuous of you two, isn't it? You're welcome here, but it's crowded enough with only us.”

“Holly knew you'd say that.” Tara ducked down, those amazing tits within suckling distance of my mouth. “But I could keep her occupied for you.”

Everything was an excuse to have sex, or a means to that end, for any girl who'd been exposed to Feminol. The fun part was, they didn't care if it was their chosen man, or another chick who'd been exposed. “If you two do whatever you want and don't wake me up until morning, I'll think about it.”

The pressure lifted off my chest. Holly bent over and gave me a peck on the cheek as Tara got off the bed. “You'll like having her around, trust me.”


“Oh fuck!” Tara's voice echoed through the hull of the boat. “God, that feel's too good!”

My eyes shot open as I wondered if I'd been out for minutes or hours. Judging by the slits of light coming from the east-facing window, they'd done what I'd asked. Even if it was still a bit until seven AM, it was technically morning before they woke me up.

It was one of my weekdays off, so I'd have to deal with the two of them, somehow. I got up and started the coffeepot while they kept going at each other in the room Tara had claimed. You know the girl loves her plants like pets or children when she picks the bedroom with the twin bed over the queen-sized, all because of the extra light.

Another outburst erupted from the half-stairwell leading to the smaller room. “Right there, keep fucking doing that!”

All I could do was shake my head and wonder how many knuckles of how many fingers Holly had inside her 'boss.' Whatever the numbers were, she was in there, deep. What did me in was thinking about how hard I could fuck both of them, right then and there.

I couldn't help walking over and sliding the pocket door open. Like I expected, my girlfriend had her face buried between Tara's thighs, with Holly's right hand working away at what her tongue couldn't reach. It was pretty damn nice to watch.

Clearing my throat a little to announce my presence, I had to ask one thing. “So if I'm getting in on this, what are the rules?”

Tara looked up, confused as all Hell. “What do you mean?”

“Like, do I split the time between you two, or is it winner-takes-all?”

Tara braced her elbows against the mattress and looked back at me. “She's bragged so much about how big you are, so you know...” It didn't tell me a damn thing.

I pinched the bridge of my nose and tried to keep a straight face. “Does Holly want me to nut in her every time, or are both of you fair game now?”

As if I'd asked the dumbest question possible, Holly shrugged and cocked her head. “Wherever it feels best, just do it there.”

The mental image of Tara's alabaster legs wrapping around my waist, her heels pressing against my ass... That'd make a man come, just fantasizing about it. Especially after she'd gotten even hotter than before.

Holly looked into my eyes and grinned, like she'd seen the wish in my soul. “If you come inside her, that just means I need to try harder next time.”

No fucking way. There wasn't a hint of teasing or mockery in her voice or her face. Holly was as serious as a pissed-off judge.

Tara's face lit up as I took another step toward them. Holly was already between her friend's thighs again.

I already knew the Feminol didn't force a temporary change. They were both like this, for good. If one was hell to keep up with, I knew both of them together would run me ragged.

As I stood over both of them, Holly gave Tara's cunt everything she had. One whimpered as the other gave her tongue a hard workout. It wasn't until Tara's white cheeks blushed pink when I figured out how damn ready she was, for me.

Holly backed off and wiped her mouth with a forearm. “She's like, really, really wet right now.”

What luck. Holly looked a little too excited about it all. “You sure you're okay with this?”

My girlfriend looked at me like I'd just claimed water is dry. “Why wouldn't I want to watch you two go at it?”

I looked down at Tara, who was ready and pink as a carnation all over. Something about the way she crooked her lips to one side announced the open invitation. If she was fair game, fuck it, why not?

Totally nude and ready to go, Tara's new look did more for me than Holly's bangin' body. Between her cherry lips, copper hair, and curves that'd make the Pacific Coast Highway look straight, I was almost licking my chops. Working my shirt over my head, I felt the heat of her body from over a foot away.

Tara reached forward between her legs and jerked the front of my boxers toward the floor. Letting them slide down my thighs, I stepped out of them the instant they were around my ankles. With quick shot of spit in my palm, I was ready to go.

Holly couldn't hold herself back. “I wanna see how hard you've dreamed about fucking her.”

Rougher than the edge of a saw blade was in the right neighborhood. I didn't bother sharing that part with her. It was time to show it.

The lips of Tara's pussy almost burned against the head of my dick. I couldn't believe how smooth everything was, like those two had taken the razors out not even an hour before. Just guiding my shaft over top of those folds could have made me nut with only a few minutes of it.

A hand fell over my cock. Holly had leaned over, stopping me from delving right in. “Turn her around. That juicy ass is the best part of her now.”

Tara was one of those rare redheads you thought would come bursting out of her jeans, in a good way. And that was before the changes. I looked at my next Feminol-fueled conquest and shrugged as I motioned for her to whip herself around.

Her cheeks had the perfect amount of jiggle. Still tight and smooth, but you knew that rear could hurt a man, terribly. I couldn't help resting a hand on each side, squeezing and playing like Tara already belonged to me.

With a quick spread, I had the real goal back in sight again. That bit of flesh just before the entrance pulsed a couple of times. I knew Tara was far beyond ready to have me in her.

Holly's voice lilted out, “Go on, tear that pussy up.” It sounded more like she was begging me to do it than just urging me on.

I scooted Tara's ass closer to the edge until I knew I could force myself all the way in. Whatever doubt or shame had been holding me back, it was as good as gone. I had to know what she felt like inside.

Unable to keep myself well-behaved any longer, I held my dick in hand. As I pressed the tip between those lips, I felt more heat than I was ready for. With a quick push, our bodies fused as the heels of Tara's feet crashed against my ribs.

With those first thrusts, I got those cold fever sweats. It felt wrong and right at the same time. But looking over at Holly, I knew it was what all three of us wanted more than anything.

I tightened my grip around Tara's waist. Pulling her back as I chucked myself forward, it pulled her voice out of hiding.

“Right there!” Her whimpers shifted into a higher pitch before she added, “Fucking harder!”

The insane amount of friction welling up inside her was doing the job. Despite what their male students might fantasize about, teachers aren't know for having loads of wild sex. Which was fine with me. I hadn't been in a girl that tight since I'd been in high school, well over a decade ago.

Every muscle in her legs tried coiling up. Taking a slower, more forceful pace, every scream grew louder as I crashed deep into Tara. I started feeling a light tack of sweat between our skin.

Holly pulled herself up on the bed, guiding Tara's head into her bare lap. She looked directly at me, knowing how much pleasure she'd facilitated. “I told you this'd be fun.”

I wiggled my cock around inside by stepping each foot against the edge of the bed. Tara let out a surprised gasp as I hit a new spot.

Rearing back, I plunged back in. Driving right home to this new spot, my tip pounded against it with blunt force. I couldn't help moaning over how great it felt on my end.

When Tara's face buried itself in Holly's thighs, I knew she was on the verge of being overwhelmed. Her joints locked and her limbs tensed. Through the seething moans, you could almost hear her teeth gritting together.

Like the outright, redheaded goddess she was, Tara let me know how much she appreciated the worship. With one hard push, I sent her from whimpering, into outright hysteria. It only made me try even harder.

Something snapped in my head. The fact that she was right on the edge clicked in my mind as I started ravishing the hell out of Tara's cunt.

I let myself go in a hard frenzy, throwing that myself at the obvious spot of heaven Tara had inside her. Before I knew what was going on, her voice shuddered along with her entire body. The cheeks of her ass ripened as her body heated up.

Outta fucking nowhere. I stopped ramming myself into her, feeling the smoldering grip of her walls along my shaft. With a few violent twitches, Tara rode it out as suddenly as the climax had hit her like a runaway truck.

I let Tara pant out the aftershocks. Still resting inside of her, I wondered if I should pick up where I'd left off and just finish myself. I knew I had enough left to get her going like that again.

Holly was already back on her feet, leaving Tara to deal with the madness I'd put into her, alone. Some sense of mercy forced me to pull out. No woman could handle that much punishment, or pleasure, all at once.

As Holly knelt down beside me, I got the message loud and clear. Her fingers wrapped around my cock, forcing me to turn ninety degrees to face her. Without hesitation, Holly took in every inch of me that she could.

Fuck! My girlfriend knew how to service me, but I don't think that was her real goal. I felt the way her tongue savored Tara's leftover wetness, passed along second-hand from my dick.

When Holly backed off, I felt a brief draft. Then her hand closed around my girth again. It shifted into a hard tug as she looked up at me.

With her fingers squeezing at the edge of discomfort, Holly grinned and asked, “So, does she feel better than me?”

I knew I wouldn't sate her appetite with anything other than a bit of teasing. “She's got her merits.”

Holly's eyes flashed with a hint of jealousy. She shook her head and then looked back up at me. “So I'll just have to work that much harder, won't I?”

My hand patted against her cheek. “You asked, and I answered.”

Tara had already rolled over, presenting herself with her cunt as the centerpiece between spread legs. Holly noticed about the same time I did. “Go ahead, I wanna see you bust a nut in her.”

One step forward had me ready to plunge right in. I wrapped my hands around the curve of Tara's waist and felt the just-right amount of meat on her bones, somewhere between fit and thick. One jolt of my hips had me soaking in her wetness again.

I saw her cheeks and breasts flush red beneath me. Tara's fingers raked against my side as she pulled me deep. Even that little stud at the top of her belly-button told me she was a prime specimen in the prime of her life.

She had everything in that slight amount of excess that put her over the top. Those full lips parting as I slammed into her again, ample breasts jiggling up a split-second after every thrust, and plush thighs gripping hard around my torso. The rarity of her red hair and porcelain skin gave her a second bonus that made male anatomy beg the rational mind to let it take over thinking duties for a while.

My brain ceded the argument. It was probably that sharp scream Tara let out as I forced myself as deep and hard as I could. I didn't even know if Tara was on any kind of birth control, but that was little more than a quiet whisper in the back rows of my mind.

Holly pulled herself onto the tiny bed and started working Tara's clit as I swung my hips back and forth. “Whatever we do to her, you two have gotta do to me later.”

It worked for me, so long as I had several hours to recuperate. But something forced my mind to overcome my libido's greed. “Is it safe for me to come in her?”

Tara dug her nails into my forearms. “Yeah,” she whimpered a bit more as I crashed inside of her, “don't worry about it.”

It was close enough to an answer I'd accept. I pushed forward, wanting to get as many charges in and out of Tara's flesh as I could manage. Every damn one of them felt like a gift from the universe.

Tara's hands shot up, her palms braced against my chest as her legs gripped me as tightly as her cunt. Far from pushing me away, her effort gave me enough leverage to drive the point home even harder.

Ramming inside her with every rush of my hips, I had her mouth sitting wide open. Screams shot out like I was warping her mind like a cheap rim hitting a curb. One of us had to give, and soon.

Like she was trying to provoke that instinct to fuck her through the hull of the boat, Tara's nails dug into my skin again. I let go of her waist and took hold of her wrists, pinning them against the cheap mattress inches above her head. The restraint just made her shout even louder.

Holly leaned into my ear, not even trying to be subtle. “God, her toes are so fucking curled right now.”

Moving one of Tara's wrists on top of the other, I put all of my weight on their union with my right hand. My left drifted down to her cheek.

As I dipped the thumb between Tara's lips, she closed her mouth around it, humming into it every time I forced my way back deep into her.

Intoxicated on how her entire body was into it, I ignored those first rumbles of what was about to happen. It felt too fucking good to stop or even slow down.

A tense wail filled the small room as I sunk myself deep. It was followed right up with another one, a little bit louder.

Tara squeezed her legs tight, immersing me all the way inside her. I didn't want it to end. Tara, though, was more than happy to force me right into a climax.

My lungs burned and my neck tensed. She was thrusting on her own, slipping me around in her cunt like I was still pounding away. Even with her hands held against the wall and the bed by my own, she was in total control.

The skin around my shaft tightened a little. I knew. It was the peak of feeling before you totally lose your mind.

My fingers tensed around her wrists as I bent forward. With one quick pop of her hips, Tara had me to the point of no return. If it was my goal, it would have been the last chance to pull out before I filled her up.

With my mind blank and my eyes barely staying open, I remember seeing the pure ecstasy in her face as she started coming. My first shot exploded out of my body as her thighs clamped hard around my waist. I couldn't help moaning as I exhaled a breath I didn't know I'd been holding.

The sound coming out of my core shuddered as I felt my second burst. Slick as it was in there, especially now that I'd already started coming, Tara's walls gripped hard enough to make my chest feel hollow. My mind couldn't process enough to tell who was getting off the hardest.

My jaw quivered so hard it ached. I forced my eyes open before my head rolled back. Still blowing my thumb and whimpering into it, Tara was deep in her own orgasm.

I felt the last spurts fire out of me. When I knew I was spent, I felt that deep yet tired relief I'd gotten far too familiar with.

Tara kept shaking and moaning as I pulled my thumb from between her lips. Her mouth opened with a gasp. When her eyes finally opened, I felt brave enough to start easing myself out of her.

The overload on my shrinking cock almost buckled my knees. Tara's walls were still greedy, like she could stand to take care of ten more men.

At the verge of collapse, I'd finally backed all the way out. Her pussy closed immediately, not having that gape you usually see after a hard fuck. One hint of pearl was the only clue it'd just been used at all.

I looked over at Holly. She had the look of a scoundrel on her face as she took my place between Tara's thighs. As she bent over to taste the aftermath, I couldn't help giving her ass a hard slap.

The overwhelming smell of sex finally registered in my nose. Seeing as how the room was all of forty square feet with a six foot ceiling, it shouldn't have surprised me. As I picked up my boxers and climbed the couple of stairs into the living space, Tara was already moaning again.

I had to appreciate how much I'd enjoy having her around as I looked back. So long as I could get them to settle for finishing with each of them just once a day, they could take care of each others surplus needs.


I'd spent the following afternoon listening to a couple of podcasts on the front deck. My second beer for the day was just about gone, and my weekly dose of marginally believable stories was wrapping up. Whatever Holly and Tara had been doing, they were at least quiet about it.

Joe's unmistakable frame shambled toward me on the dock when I looked that direction. As he got close enough for me to make out the look on his face, I knew undertaking that kind of walk meant he was desperate.

“Bryce!” He sounded winded as you'd expect. “I need a favor!”

I hit pause on my phone and stood up. “I might be able to help, depending on what you need.”

A patch of sweat was already spreading across the center of his Hawaiian shirt. “I've got two more doses for you, and I need cash, fast.”

“I don't know, man. I don't mind loaning you a bit, but I think I'm good on that stuff.” I waved for him to step onto the deck. It was sounding too much like I was buying dope from him.

He collapsed into the chair I'd been sitting in. “Listen, the guy I get this from has one last batch, but I'm a couple-hundred short.”

I had the money, but it was always fun turning thumb-screws on people. “You might have to figure out how to get girls the old-fashioned way.”

He looked like his heart was ready to explode. “Hey, I need this stuff to get laid. Just look at me.”

“You could always settle down with one of the girls you turned.”

Joe finally calmed his breathing and cracked a grin. “Why?”

It was a fair enough point. “I'll tell you what, I'll front you the money, but I don't need anymore of that stuff. The two I've already got on my boat have just about killed me.”

He watched as I dug for my wallet. “Two-hundred is all I need. I'll get it back to you next payday.”

I counted out ten twenties and held them out for him. “You'd better. I've got slip fees to pay in a couple of weeks. Gotta have somewhere to park this boat.”

Joe took the money and dug two vials out of his breast pocket. “Thanks, man, and I want you to have these anyway. I'll still get you all the money back.”

“What the hell do I need them for?”

With a nod of his head up the dock, Joe forced me to look toward the bank. “Milfalicious over there is a good candidate.”

Sure enough, my neighbor Marina was heading right for us in the distance. I turned back to Joe and snatched the vials from his hand. “I like the way you think, but what about the second?”

“I don't know. Get creative.” He stood up, clearly sucking in his gut as Marina got closer. “I'd better run. Can't show up to buy my stock later than I already am.”

As soon as he was past Marina, who obviously wasn't willing to make so much as eye contact with him, Joe shot a dual thumbs-up at me. For all Marina knew, my grin was just the neighborly type.

But did I even want one or two more bimbos around? I didn't even know the answer to that one.


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM:

BIMBO ACADEMY

She gave me a big, wet kiss on the cheek. “Your babushka is so happy to see you.”

Wait, fuck, WHAT? I jerked my head back and stared. “When did you marry my grandfather? Nobody told me about this.”

She cocked her head. “1958, before we left Smolensk for America.”

“Uh huh...”

A man's voice came from behind her. “Natalia, let the boy in.” Only a trace of accent was in his speech. “Let me see our grandson.”

I was beyond ready to turn tail and run from the pack of lunatics. “Are you sure this isn't a prank? I know I've never met my grandparents, but I know my grandmother can't look younger than me.”

The man finally stepped out, looking exactly like I expected my father to in thirty years. He pulled a pack of cigarettes from the breast pocket of his paisley lounge jacket. He pulled a tube out and hung it off his lip before saying, “You show up and act like this? Such a shame, Alex.”

Him, I could accept. “I believe you,” I looked at my supposed-grandmother and caught my eyes sneaking down to her cleavage, “but what kind of trick is this?”

He laughed and lit his cigarette with a match. The first puff blasted from his lips before he said, “Listen to your babushka and come inside. It is hot as hell out here.”

I could either drive three hours back home or figure out the prank. “No more tricks like this?”

My grandfather winked and held a hand out for a shake. “No more tricks.”

* * *

“I have staff while I'm learning?”

Two girls in the yard suddenly tangled up, a tall blonde grabbing a brunette's hair in the start of a cat fight. My grandfather pulled a walkie-talkie from his breast pocket. “Code yellow in the courtyard.”

It really is a place to dump rich troublemakers. Two women who had to be nearing seven feet tall marched out, putting both girls in headlocks and lifting them off the ground.

“We'll see how you handle discipline for new students tomorrow. The brunette will be a good first test.”

I stared as she got hauled off into one of many doors. The girl looked familiar, but I couldn't place it behind the scowl and mess of hair obscuring her face.

“Until then,” his hand gripped my shoulder, “you have work to do.”

I imagined reams of paperwork, or maybe a toilet brush for the next few hours. “As in?”

His fingers loosened. “Just like Natalia was trained by my grandmother to help run the school, Anya has been trained by your grandmother.”

I was almost afraid to ask. “What kind of training?”

* * *

“Now Alexei, tell me,” she stared down at me, those breasts catching my attention as much as her eyes, “do you like it slow, or would you rather be rough?”

The way she put the emphasis on 'rough' clued me in on her preference. “We should slow it down, period.”

“Teasing is the woman's job. Now tell me.”

It was time for a new approach. “Don't be a bad girl, now. Stop.”

“Bad girls need to be punished,” Anya put her hands on my shoulders and pinned me to the bed, “and I can be very, very bad for you.”

Now I knew what reluctant dates feel on college campuses everywhere. “You won't back down, will you?”

“Why would I? Your erection tells me it is working.”

It would feel even better inside her, but it still felt wrong somehow. “You looked relieved when I asked if you wanted this. What was that about?”

“Because I know you will be a kind husband.” Anya started pushing herself back and forth in my lap, making it that much harder to resist. “I was worried about the kind of man I was to marry, but you are not the sort of person I was afraid of.”

“That's good to hear.”

“No,” she picked up the pace, “it is awful.”

“Why?”

“A headmaster can not have a kind heart and a soft hand. Your dedushka is a cruel man, but that is as he should be.”
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