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Author's Note: I told myself I was gonna finish Bim-Boat strong, and without dragging my hind-end. As it turns out, I actually held myself to that promise and finished telling the story I knew was there, even if I did compress it from five parts to three.

Only one more hanging project now, and it's the big one. Alpha Creation is getting it's long-awaited final installment sometime in October. Having chipped away at it and patching plot holes for the past several months, I can't leave it hanging. I really want to get that one out and finish on the strong ending I finally feel confident with.

Going forward from there, it's a fresh start. I've got two new projects in the pipeline, both slated to start this month. One will be along the lines of Harem Gold and Bim-Boat. The other is what some of you have been asking me to write in a closely related genre to what you're used to from me. Stick around, because those two projects are already underway.


BIM-BOAT 3

As Joe shrank into the distance, Marina got within talking range. She didn't have her usual confidence and toothy smile, though.

I pocketed the vials and asked, “Something the matter?”

She stopped right in front of the front deck's gate. “Actually, yeah. Mind if I vent a little?”

“Welcome aboard.” Boat people like that corny shit, even though it made me want to cringe every time.

It brought a hint of a grin to her lips. Marina took a seat next to me and pulled herself forward. Her jean shorts and form-fitting t-shirt didn't leave much to fantasy.

I leaned back, trying to seem relaxed and open. “Aside from my girlfriend and coworkers, I probably talk with you more than anyone else. So whatever it is, my ears are open.”

“It's the anniversary of my husband's death.”

Fuck. I wasn't expecting a downer like that right out of the gate. “I'm not sure I can imagine how rough that is every year like this.”

“As many friends and relatives as he had, nobody calls me or even leaves flowers at his grave. As soon as he couldn't hand them money, he truly was dead to them, even in memory.”

James had died of a heart failure during a jog. As it turns out, exercise may not be as healthy as you think, assuming you have an undiagnosed heart arrhythmia. Or maybe the universe just up and says, “Fuck you, in particular,” one unlucky day.

I never knew him, and I'd always assumed Marina was a bit of a black widow. I embarrassed me, but it was also a relief to see I'd assumed wrongly. “You just came back from the cemetery, I'm guessing.”

“They'd judge me for showing up dressed like this, but James always wanted me to stay casual. It was his escape from wearing a suit and tie all day.” And I could see why.

“If that's what he liked, who are they to say anything?” I could tell by the faint streak of black going from the corners of her eyes, it had been a hard visit to his grave. “Sounds like they'd expect you to wear something out of respect for them, instead of James. But they haven't done anything to deserve it.”

“I don't mean to pry,” she looked a little guilty in advance, “but I'm sure you've lost friends.”

I knew what she was getting at. “More than I can count on my fingers. Close ones, anyway. Several dozen people I kinda knew.”

“It got easier after the first year, but after that, it hurts the same every year. That's normal, isn't it?”

“Yeah.” A few faces that were already blurring in my memories flashed in my head. Corporal Hinson, Specialist First Class Davis, and Private McBay. He'd been under my command for his first tour, and a damn mortar got him walking back from chow hall one night. “I don't want to meet the person who isn't affected by the death of a friend or loved one.”

“It's just...” She looked like she didn't want to put her thoughts into words. “I don't know why I'm even thinking this.”

“You wish you could come to terms with it and be happy again. Trust me, I know what you're feeling.”

Marina teared up as she stared back at me. “It sounded so much worse in my head. I don't want to forget about James, and that's what I felt like I was about to say.”

I knew how I could help her, but it just felt so wrong to even think it. Feminol was powerful stuff, and Marina was the finest candidate I could think of. I couldn't just take advantage of her grief, though.

She wiped the tears away. “You look like you're thinking something you don't know how to interpret, yourself.”

Words wanted to come out of my mouth, but I knew to keep my lips sealed. I shook my head and shot her a knowing grin.

“If I hit a nerve, I'm sorry.”

“No, it's not that.” I scooted forward to get out of my chair. “I've got Corona and Sam Adams. Which sounds better to you?”

“Corona.” She slouched into the cushions. It was the first time I'd have described her posture as anything other than perky.

“Sure thing.” I knew I could dose Marina and just not touch her. But could I?

I got inside and walked to the fridge. As soon as I opened it, the pitcher Holly always used for her green tea reminded me of the other time I'd had this dilemma. My girlfriend had gone from a depressed, barely-tolerable harpy, to the complete opposite.

So what would it do to Marina? She wasn't that far off from the bimbo type herself. Sure, she might look a few years younger, but that's the only difference I could imagine.

The path was clear. My only restriction was, I couldn't use Marina as my own plaything. Some other lucky bastard would end up getting that privilege, sooner or later.

Making sure I did it inside the fridge so she couldn't see me, I snapped off one end of the first vial I'd gotten hold of in my pocket. After I'd opened a Corona, I held the vial to the beer's lip. The contents poured in, clear swirls drifting toward the bottom of the bottle until they dissipated completely.

After opening a Sam for myself, I walked out with a beer in each hand. Did I feel like a scumbag? You bet. But I knew I'd only be one if I used the dose to get laid.


Almost a week had passed since Marina had sipped her dose of Feminol. She hadn't stuck around long, but I saw her shirt tighten against her breasts with my own eyes. By the time she was giggly and all smiles, I'd made an excuse to run to town, alone.

Now, I was stuck at fucking work, ready to get slammed on the last warm weekend of the year. We always made drinks half-off like this sometime around early October. Once it got too cold for people to eat on the balconies, our guest capacity got cut in half. Plus, Harvey always wanted an excuse to refresh the liquor stockpile at the end of every busy season.

Joe stood at the other end of the bar, chatting up some bored woman who probably wanted nothing to do with him. He'd already paid me back, so we were on level ground again.

I felt someone tap my shoulder from behind. Nobody else was supposed to be behind the bar but Joe and me. I whipped around and scared the hell out of Vivian. “What the fuck are you doing back here?”

Behind the lavender eyeshadow and fuchsia lip gloss, I knew it wouldn't be good. For one of us, at least. “Before we get busy, can I ask you something?”

“Shoot.”

“You know anyone who's got a place to rent, pretty cheap, and fast?”

Vivian had always bitched about being forgetful with her bills. “Getting kicked out?”

“My lease ends Monday, and the landlord doesn't care that I've got the money to pay him on time.” She didn't want to look me in the eyes. “And no, I'm not moving in with you and that pair of bubbly dingbats.” Holly and Tara had dropped in enough times for everyone to know what was up.

“I could tell you 'you should have paid on time, at least once,' but I'm not feeling like a dick tonight yet.” And there's no way in hell I'd be able to handle her woo like astrology and crystal healing for long. “Can't say I know of anything.”

Like I was her last resort for advice, Vivian's arms went limp as a couple of whiskey dicks. “Fuck.”

“What do you want for your mid-shift happy juice? Mimosa, or a screwdriver?”

She looked at me like I was stupid. “Driver, and don't get stingy with the vodka. It's the only way I'll be not-stabby tonight. I've gotta make enough in tips to afford a hotel room until I find a place.”

“Will do.”

About the time Vivian left, Joe pulled me into the back corner of the bar. “I heard all that. You dosing her, or am I?”

Fuck no, you're not. You creepy shit. I didn't trust Joe to use Feminol for the benefit of anyone or anything but himself and his dick. “I call dibs on her.”

“You still have both of those doses I sold you?”

“I have one of them.”

The side of his mouth facing away from the bar patrons shot up. “You got that MILF who walked up as I left, didn't you?”

I leaned in close as my voice started seething. “I haven't fucked her, if that's what you're implying.”

His porcine eyes sunk even further back in his eye sockets. “Why not?”

“Have you ever thought about using Feminol to help women, instead of just fucking them and trading them in for another one a few weeks later?”

Like he'd never considered even bringing up that thought, Joe cocked his head. “You mean, you're not just out to get laid?”

I understood his type, not from being one myself, but I had old friends who saw women that way. “They don't owe it to you, you know.”

“Trust me, I know.” A little anger flared up in his eyes. “Before I found that stuff,” he blushed a little, “I was a virgin.”

“Shocking.” I rolled my eyes and tapped his upper arm. “You've got a thirsty guy over on your side.”


I'd treated Vivian to two screwdrivers that shift, the first one packing my last dose of Feminol. I had Tara and Holly to keep me occupied, so I didn't see any need to enable Joe's creepiness any further. Plus, Vivian actually did start pulling in serious tips as the effects made themselves apparent.

Whether it was the tips upwards of twenty-five percent of several checks happening more often as the night wore on, or the Feminol, I didn't know. But she was almost ecstatic as the last customers shuffled to their taxis or designated driver's vehicle. It was a big change, since she had opened up to me about dealing with severe depression her entire life not long after we had become friends.

I called the tab on our last drunk. “Good news, what would have been one-twenty is only sixty.”

Harvey would need to find a fresh supply of our house rum, bourbon, and Irish cream the next day. Which meant he had to drive around buying the nearest liquor stores out of those brands all afternoon tomorrow until the bar opened. Portage Tavern probably lost money on the drink special that weekend after the retail markup bit it's chunk out of the bottom line's ass.

Joe already had his motorcycle helmet in his hand. “You wanna do the cleanup tonight, and I do it tomorrow? Bethany just texted me, and I'm willing to bang her one more time.”

“That's fine.” Holly and Tara were chaperoning a class trip over the weekend, so nobody was expecting me at any certain time.

“Thanks, bud.” He tapped my on the shoulder as he walked past.

“One thing, though.” I pulled him into the bar's stock room as our last customer kinda stood up and started walking toward the front door. “That thing about looking at Viv as an option for both of us... It bothered the fuck out of me.”

“Why?”

“Well, she's losing her apartment in a few days, and she doesn't have anywhere to go once that happens. How would you use that information?”

Joe smirked. “I wouldn't have asked if you wanted dibs on her, if I knew that.”

“That's why I didn't tell you. Think about why, for at least a fucking minute.”

He looked pissed, but I didn't care. Learning his secret for getting laid, and seeing how he saw women even after having free-use of any he wanted, made Joe's mindset disturbing as all hell. His virginity until he'd stumbled upon Feminol wasn't misfortune. It had warped him into something manipulative and kinda hateful, to be honest.

I waited until he left before I started wiping the remnants of spilled drinks from the top of the bar. I knew the two I had at home would return with a vengeance come Sunday night. Just wiping down and sanitizing everything at the bar was a homecoming to relaxing normalcy at that point.


A flash of black rounded the corner of the bar. By the bounce in her step, I knew it was this new version of Vivian. Her elbows hit the bar-top in front of me. “If I haul in cash tips like this all season next year, I could buy a small house with wrinkled stacks of twenties.”

“How much of it are you recording for taxes?” I kept wiping the tumbler glasses dry.

“About half of my average for a Friday night. Think the IRS will catch on if I keep making this much, but don't report it?”

“If your card tips go up, you won't get away with it for long. Sorry. They can track that.”

Vivian slammed her hands against the wood. “Well, hell. At least I can afford a place to shack up until I find a new place to live.”

I was in a good mood, but it still didn't keep me from giving honest advice. “Rent keeps going up every year. Before too long, the only people who can afford an apartment will be other landlords.”

She got where I was going. “It's a race to the bottom, all around. They want more from us, but never think to pay us more.”

I finished wiping down what was almost my last piece of glassware. “We depend on tips, and we serve rich assholes. We're lucky, in a way.”

“Yeah, but they're still rich assholes. Why don't they pay their people enough to eat here and tip us, too?”

I hadn't thought of it that way. Some of my most generous tippers didn't fit in with our snooty clientele, and some of the most tight-assed acted like they were loaded as a neglected infant's diaper. “You know, I don't agree with all the witchy stuff you're into, but you make a lot of sense sometimes.”

Her face didn't match the expected 'fuck you, too' look. “You're a vet working as a bartender, and I've got a master's degree in psychology.” Her education was news to me. “And look at where we are.”

“Really? I didn't think anyone who believes in daily horoscopes even got into college.”

“It's not like I really believe it. It's an act to get the artsy customers to tip well. Give them a forecast for the next day with their bill, and they dish right out.”

Clever, little bitch. “I always wondered why you volunteered to take the tables that acted like they weren't rich. That explains a lot.”

“We don't get enough to cover all my bills, though.” It pulled her back to the night's first concern. “No joke, are you off Monday?”

“I'll help you move your shit, but it's on you to find or rent a truck. My Jeep doesn't have a hitch that can pull a loaded trailer.” And to hell with burning my clutch like a witch bound to a stake.

Vivian grabbed a shot glass from the pile drying on the corner of the bar. “Anything open that Harvey won't miss a shot of?”

“I can handle a drink since I've just gotta walk home, but you know the cops are out in force tonight.” One gulp of Jack wouldn't put her over the limit, but that double dose of screwdrivers and her weight of no more than one-twenty gave me a reason to pause.

The Feminol had taken over her brain, completely. “We've always had that little bit of workplace hate going on... So, are we gonna go ahead and fuck to get it over with, or what?”

Goddammit. “You're really gonna try that after tonight, of all shifts? You've been bitching about tonight for two weeks.”

“Neither one of them are home, right?”

“How did you know?” Joe's fucking face flashed in my mind. “Don't tell me. I already get it.”

Vivian smiled a bit. “He was the first one to compliment me on my tits getting bigger tonight. He might be sweeter than I thought.”

“No. Not at all.”

Viv crooked an eye at me as I gave in and passed her an almost-empty bottle of Captain Morgan. “So how is he getting so much ass?”

I debated telling her the whole truth. After Joe's disturbing behavior, it was time to save Vivian the misery of being his next conquest. “Not joking, he's got a dealer who sells a compound who turns women into floozies.”

“Did you...”

I couldn't lie to her. For the first time since I'd enlisted, I couldn't look someone in the eyes. I'd fucked my honor that hard, through my own actions. “Yeah.”

“Thanks.” She was too fucking chipper about it.

“What?”

“I never would go to my car alone if he was the only other guy in the parking lot. You can guess why.”

Not that any girl with something resembling situational awareness ever would. Vivian was gullible, as shown by what she believed in, but she wasn't totally dumb.

“I told Harvey that I kept a can of mace around because of Joe, but he laughed it off more and more as he kept showing up with these girls who would never touch him. Something was up.”

I tried keeping a straight face, but failed completely. “Like he's got a cheat code.”

“So Holly and that redhead... Something changed about the time you and Joe stopped acting like you two were just tolerating each other.”

“You're not as dense as you act all the time. Tell me what you've figured out, and I'll tell you the whole story.”

“Well, we can't hang around here. Harvey's gonna have our asses if we stick around after 2:30 on clean-up.”

It was risky, but I had to know what Vivian knew. “I've got a spare bedroom.” I took a gulp of air and dug further. “You already know what happened, don't you?”

“That first screwdriver had some kick to it that hasn't worn off yet. You put whatever that stuff is in there, didn't you?”

The explosion of heat in my cheeks said it all. “Yeah.”

“I'm glad.” That response almost made me shit myself.

“Why?”

“Really? You have to ask? I already asked if we're gonna fuck because we don't get along that well. And I'm not gonna let Joe get between my legs, unlike all these other dumps he's convinced to doll themselves up.”

I couldn't blame her, but I worried about keeping Vivian off my dick for the rest of the night. As much as I wanted to fuck her on a personal basis, I was ready for a solid weekend of relief. Especially considering how much bartending I'd done that night.

“Come on Bryce,” Vivian's fingers snaked around my wrist as I gave the bar one last swipe of the towel.

“Listen...” I chucked the rag into the sink behind me. “I bought what I gave you from Joe because he was desperate for cash, and I gave it to you so you could make a lot of money in tips. Don't take this the wrong way, because I'd fuck your brains out under normal circumstances, but don't go chasing that dragon.”

“So why give it to me?” She wasn't looking away.

“You're hard-up for cash, and my neighbor on the dock was a lot happier after I dosed her with the same stuff.”

“And you haven't fucked her yet?”

I tried jerking my hand away, barely failing. “No, I haven't.”

Vivian slammed her eyes shut and then opened them back up. “I know Joe's creepy and all, but that's the meanest thing you could do to her.”

At least five cameras would have caught us bumping uglies, had we gone at it right then and there. Not that Harvey would have cared, but the Tavern's owner might have thrown an unholy fit. “Listen, I didn't give it to you for sex. You needed a way to afford a place to sleep, and Joe just happened to give it to me, because he was broke a few days ago.”

“Alright.” Viv grabbed my wrist as I tried reaching for the bar's phone to call her a ride. “Do something about it other than calling someone else to take me off your hands..”

“I just tried to. Do you want me to have Joe to pick you up instead? He'd be here in seconds.”

She didn't have to think about it. “I'll sleep on the sidewalk first.” The real shocker came seconds later. “You know how I got that it's you who dosed me?”

All I could do was shrug my shoulders.

“I know you'll roll your eyes, but I just felt it in my gut. Sometimes intuition is right.”

That was interesting, but it didn't explain much, at that point. “Fine. You can crash on my boat, but it's hands-off the whole time you're there. I'm sure you get why.”

Vivian slammed the empty glass she hadn't taken a shot from down. “Okay. Hands off, I promise.”


It was hands-off, as she promised, but it didn't stop Vivian from going to hilarious lengths to talk me into sex. “So, you ever thought of me while you were jerking yourself?”

Just in case any of my neighbors were out this late, I put one finger over her lips. “Have you lost your fucking mind?” I knew she had let go of sanity, long before the Feminol worked through her system.

“Come on...” She broke my no-hands rule for the first time, gripping my arm with both of them. “Not even once?”

“It's none of your business, even if I had.” I stopped at the front deck of my boat.

Vivian pressed her tits against the same arm. “You know we'd be great at hate-fucking each other. If you've never tried it, you're missing out.”

A flash of myself splitting her like firewood took over my mind. I shook my head and then started digging for my keys. “Fuck!”

“What's wrong?”

“My keychain's probably still on the corner of the bar.” And I'd tried before. There was no breaking into my houseboat unless a window got smashed.

“I knew I was forgetting something.” The long walk back taunted me. “Guess I've gotta run up the hill and back down.”

“Mind if I stay here?” I wouldn't have called Viv lazy, but she never was one to bust her ass for no reason.

“The good chairs are on the top deck. Come on, I'll show you around up there.”

I let Vivian climb ahead of me on the narrow staircase that led to the upper deck. You know why. Even if I wasn't gonna touch her, I could look all I wanted.

With the flip of a switch, rope lights under the bar came on. It was enough light to see by, but not enough to make the top deck a beacon for miles.

“It's nice up here. Did you redo this yourself?”

“Yeah, but it's always outside. It'll only look good for about five years or so.” You might as well count any upholstery on a boat disposable.

“Well,” she sat on the bench seat next to the upper helm, “you ever drive this thing from up here?”

“On the rare occasion this thing moves, I do.”

“Well, sit down and show me how it works before you run off.”

“You're not driving it, especially not at night like this.”

Vivian stood back up and crossed her arms. “Never said I was. I'm just nosy.”

I swiveled the captain's chair around on its base and took a seat. Before I could spin around, I felt her hands fall on my thighs.

“Gotcha.” She already had the zipper pull on my slacks pinched between her fingers. “You knew that was coming.”

So long as she's touching me, and I don't touch her... I rolled my eyes and felt her open my pants up. She didn't hesitate to pull my cock right out into the open.

Unless someone was on the top of this boat or a neighboring one, nobody could see us. Maybe one of the dock's cameras would catch us, but they probably caught shit like this all the time. I'd never heard of sex acts getting someone evicted here.

Vivian had me stiff as a solid punch within seconds. Something about the promise of an unfamiliar mouth does that to you. As her lips closed around the tip, I was enjoying the way she liked to tease.

A steady, molasses-slow descent of her head showed Vivian's patience. She wasn't aggressive at it like Holly.

Jarring her head side-to-side, Vivian forced me to sit up, eyes open. A hand snuck into my pants and cupped my balls. The other took over on my shaft as her she backed me out of her mouth.

“I was the weird chick in high school, so I had to figure this out pretty quick.”

You're still the weird chick as an adult. Not that it counted against her talent.

Her tongue raked and flickered against the taut skin as she went back down. The twist of her head was subtle, but it was plenty to show off her effort. Detail-oriented blowjobs are the best.

I let her keep going until I thought I heard footsteps. I looked around in the darkness, seeing nothing beyond the accent light's piss-poor reach.

A minute or so later, a mocking, “Ahem,” came from my right. I knew who it was.

“Up early for your run?”

Marina had to be grinning in the darkness. “No, just enjoying the view up here.”

I clucked my tongue. “Yep, pretty nice right now.” There was no point in acting coy about it.

“Tara and Holly leave for a couple of nights, and you've gotta bring a girl home from work?”

I tried to keep myself together. “She followed me, and I'm not touching her.”

I could barely make out Marina's face as she leaned against her own railing. “Well, other than with your prick in her mouth.”

“I realized I forgot my keys at the bar, and it kinda evolved from there.”

“So why did she tag along, hmm?”

“Ask her.”

“Tell you what, why don't you two come over to my boat and crash. That's a long walk back up the hill after a busy day.”

She's gotta be shitting me. “You sure?”

“I'll even throw your clothes in the wash. You two work again tonight, don't you?”

It felt like the most unlikely conversation, until I remembered Marina's own dose of Feminol. She just wanted her own piece of what Vivian was having.

I broke the no-hands rule myself, easing Viv back until I was out of her mouth. “Come on, it's gonna get weirder than this, but sometimes a bed's a bed.”

Sitting on Marina's suede couch, I couldn't help feeling how out of place I was in nothing but my boxers. Vivian had stripped right down, but she stopped unsnapping her bra when I shook my head at her.

Vivian walked back in. “You're not gonna wear those two days in a row without washing them. Everything, off.”

She hadn't changed into her workout clothes yet. The bikinis she considered underwear most days sometimes had pants with them. This time, I saw the usual red underneath her short bathrobe.

Vivian didn't hesitate, getting herself bare as blank paper like it was nothing.

Marina stared daggers and a couple of forks at me. “You too, Bryce. We're grown-ups here.”

I don't know if I blushed or not, but I did as the lady said. Marina snatched my boxers out of the air after I'd tossed them her way.

She looked at Vivian. “Don't mind me. You two pick up where you left off while I get the laundry going.”

I'd only died down to a chub, but Vivian got right on to fixing that. She leaned over until her face was in my lap, rolling over until she was ass-up and working her tongue on my dick again.

Naked, on my neighbor's boat, getting a sloppy blow from one of my coworkers... It could have been worse.

Marina came back faster than I expected. It was about to get worse. She didn't say a word, sitting herself down on to my left.

“Does she share?”

Fuck. It was like dealing with Tara and Holly, with an extra helping of guilt. I really messed up here.

With nobody answering, Marina took it upon herself. Her hands joined Vivian as Marina leaned herself over.

It wasn't my first time having each side of my cock getting Frenched like a high school movie date. By these two, sure. And my resistance had been cracking since the top deck of my own boat.

If I'm gonna misbehave, I might as well make it worth the consequences. That's assuming there'd be any. Holly was kinda past getting mad about anything, ever.

I forced my doubts back, aided by the pair of experienced mouths competing for my approval. Where Vivian had precision, Marina showed off what just enough experience could give a woman. My usual two were great, don't get me wrong, but this was some next-level foreplay.

Marina started working her way out of the bathrobe. To keep her from interrupting herself, I pulled it away as soon as her arms were free. A quick tug at the knot on her top freed those puppies James had paid for.

A chill hit my cock until I felt their hands take over. Marina and Vivian were more than happy to taste each other. They didn't even know each others name, but that apparently wasn't a problem.

I enjoyed the handjob until I felt Marina crawl in Viv's direction. Their hands abandoned my shaft. Marina took the top position, guiding Vivian onto her back until they were wrapped up in each other.

I took a chance at pulling Marina's bikini bottom down to her knees. She didn't mind. What's more, she was fucking soaked.

That glistening thing of beauty had probably been neglected for the past few years. I'd never seen her out with other men. The thought of just diving in without asking almost spurred me into action.

No, let this play out. I got off the couch, my dick sticking out hard enough to do pull-ups on.

Those two kept going at it. Sloppy and hot enough to make me stroke along, I had to wonder if either of them were bi even before the doses. Whether they were or not was a moot point now.

When I thought she was hitting the brakes, Marina was just kicking things into a higher gear. She backed away and let Vivian slide her bottom the rest of the way down her legs. I was expecting a good oral show.

They scooted their cunts closer together instead. When they finally met, Vivian grabbed hold of my dick and pulled me over to her. Scissoring and more cock-sucking, it was.

I let Viv have her way, presenting myself in front of her mouth as those first drops of sweat beaded around her hairline. Looking down, her own racing stripe was a good compliment to Marina's recent wax job. It's good to have variety.

As their slits met, both of them worked their hips and waists. It looked like a damn workout.

Being the fitness goddess, Marina had Vivian going pretty quickly. The buzz of her voice traveled all the way down to my sack. When she tried to let out a squeal around my dick, I wondered how much more of this I could handle.

The more Vivian tried to get her voice out, the harder Marina worked. It was easy to feel how fast the motion of their hips was getting her to home base. Vivian was gonna pop off well before Marina or myself.

As she tried backing down, I sandwiched Vivian's head between my pelvis and an open hand. If she was about to come, she was getting used from both ends.

I nodded at Marina. She knew what was up. A couple of hard swirls of herself sent the witchy little thing between us into hysterics.

Palms slapped against my stomach and fingers dug into my skin. Viv was at her limit from both of us. Not that we cared.

The first gag of desperation felt more like a compliment. When I knew she'd end up gasping on all fours, I finally backed off.

Marina wasn't satisfied, though. Holding Vivian's legs in place with her arms, mercy was out of the question. I helped by forcing Viv's shoulders down.

Our possibly willing subject let out a scream that somehow didn't break the windows. My eardrums rattled until Marina finally let off.

Vivian squirmed and jerked as I kept holding her down. If anything, I didn't want her rolling off and cracking her head on the glass coffee table. She was quite the violent comer.

I stood straight and let her shake out the rest. Marina kept her own self going with two fingers. Her show had to keep going 'til it ended.

When Marina flashed those bright teeth like she always had, I knew she was ready to prove herself. I put myself in front of her, holding my breath until I felt her tongue graze my shaft.

Vivian was on shaky arms and legs. As Marina settled her back against the arm rest, her legs spread the invitation.

I couldn't help keeping my eyes open as Vivian ducked between those toned thighs for her revenge. She had that vengeful look I'd come to know too well. Either way, I was in for a sight.

Before she had me to the back of her throat, I knew what Marina's sultry voice felt like. With a flexible tongue like that, it was oral acrobatics. I'm pretty sure the woman could lick her eyebrows.

Vivian was out for payback. Marina's voice swelled in volume against my cock. I couldn't help jolting myself forward and back, fucking that face I'd admired for a few years now.

She hinted at gagging a few times. I knew when she relaxed her throat. My neighbor was willing and eager to get used.

Judging by how suddenly Marina's breathing picked up, fingers had come into play. Marina's body tensed out of nowhere. Her blowjob lost all that care and finesse.

It was time to take over. My fingers tangled in her hair as Vivian kept up the pressure down below. Backing all the way out, I let Marina bellow out the start of a scream before I stuffed her mouth again.

I knew she was trying to keep her teeth out of the mix. When she finally gave in and grazed her lowers against my base, it was time to settle in, deep.

I didn't have to wait there for long. The strain in Marina's body pooled up until she couldn't keep it in. When her entire body tried jerking away from us, I knew Marina was cooked.

Vivian jumped at the opportunity. Wiping the juices from her lips, she lowered her brows. With one finger, she motioned for me to take her place in the center of the couch.

I left Marina to fend for herself. My last turn with her was still to come.

As soon as I had my ass on the cushion, Vivian showed how eager she was. Her bare pussy pressed against the middle of my dick. The wetness burned like a bath several degrees too hot.

With a quick slide up the shaft, Viv had me poised for entry. Her fingers gripped along my sides. Then she tucked her bottom lip between her teeth.

Both of us gasped as she plunged me toward her core. She had the kind of soft, luxurious cunt that suited her moves well.

Just Vivian alone would have been enough strange to get me off. Now Marina was back in the game. “Does she feel that good, Bryce?”

It took all I had to close my eyes and nod. Fucking Viv was like sticking my dick in Heaven itself.

She buried her face in the crook of my neck and started ground herself against me. Her breath felt just as steamy. It might not have taken us long to start fogging up every window on that ninety-foot boat.

Vivian ramped up the intensity just enough. My cock twitched like it was expecting my command.

She caught it. “Don't come inside me. I'm already in a bad enough spot.”

The world had just fucked harder than I ever could. “Don't make me.” It was all I could promise.

“Can I get off on you before you blow?” Viv knew I had another outlet just waiting her turn.

Marina said the one thing that could have set me off early. “He can use me for that later.”

It just made Vivian romp her self harder. She gradually picked it up until I knew she was trying to hurt me. It wouldn't have been that promised hate-fuck unless one of us tried to wear out the other.

She had me dialed in. If her goal had been to get knocked up, she was making great progress. It wasn't until Vivian pleaded, “Not yet,” that I snapped out of it.

I had to get her off, fast. Wrapping my arms around the small of her waist, I unloaded on her. Luckily, not in her.

Her voice teared through the living space. Vivian was close, but I could have been even further along than she was. It was a gamble I had to take.

“Like that, keep fucking me!” Viv buried her face in my neck again. Her voice had a different kind of urgency now. “But don't you goddamn come inside me.”

At neck-and-neck in the race, I let my arms work until they stung. It was exactly how you'd make a baby, I guess.

“Fuck!” Her voice seethed between her teeth as she gripped around my shoulders. “Coming!”

That last drop of her cunt almost did me in. I kept myself planted in her, hoping like hell it wouldn't be a mistake.

Still quivering, she looked directly in my eyes. “Did you?”

I was happy I could shake my head. “No, but you didn't make it easy.”

Viv's satisfied grin spoke volumes. “Find me a place to live, and I'll see about letting you, next time.”

Marina scooted up to us like she was expecting her turn already. “Two-hundred a month, and we all do this at least once a week. Deal?”

Viv and I looked at each other with the same thought in mind. Fucking deal!

Feminol or loneliness got Marina to offer it, but we didn't care which. I don't think she did either.

“I'll get back on the pill first thing Monday.”

Just thinking about it almost caused disaster. “You'd better get your tight ass off of me before it's too late for that.”

Vivian couldn't have gotten me out of her fast enough after that. As much as my body screamed to get back inside, my brain still had enough sense left to overrule it.

I watch Vivian slump down beside me, still getting echoes of that climax in her system. That let me turn my attention to the real prize I had coming.

Marina stood and grabbed me by the wrist. “Get up. It's been a while, so I need something heavy to whip me back into shape.” And I knew she wasn't talking about fitness.

I followed her into the kitchenette and helped her up onto the counter. Marina pushed the coffeemaker aside to give herself room to spread out. You couldn't tell if that pussy was any older than twenty.

“I don't know why, but ever since we talked a few days ago, I haven't been able to think about anything else.”

I'd tell her later, but that symptom was Feminol as hell. “And before then?”

“Occasionally, when I'd catch you working on something without your shirt on.” Coming from her, that was an ego boost. “What about you?”

“More than I'd care to admit right now.”

Marina scooted her ass to the edge of the counter. “Well, go on. My IUD still has a year left on it.”

Yes ma'am! My sack pulsed in anticipation. Maybe women really do turn into sex-crazed maniacs if they haven't had a kid by their mid-thirties.

I eased myself closer until I just felt her against my tip. “How long's it been for you?”

“A couple of bar hookups after James, but it's been at least three years.”

Jesus. You could have called that thing as good as new. “I'll start off easy.”

“No.” Marina inched herself forward until I was just inside her. “I need it rough.”

I think I ran that exact scenario through my head one time during a shower. Except it took place on my boat, but I wasn't out to nitpick the fantasy. “As you wish.”

With one foot forward, I leaned in until I was forcing her walls apart. Slick, yet tight as a shrunk pair of jeans, I couldn't believe she'd been neglecting her cunt so long. At least, not until I felt how stretched she was after I plowed myself to the hilt.

Vivian came over and stood next to me, playing with her new landlord's tits. When their lips met, I knew the arrangement was something beautiful. They each from that extra bit of nympho out of the other.

I reared and slammed back in. She wasn't as dangerously tight ts time, but it still took some work.

Her mouth broke away from Viv's. “I told you not to go easy on me.” They locked tongues again.

Should I? The poor woman's jog would have been on bowed legs, assuming she could make it off the dock. But if that was what she demanded, I wasn't selling myself short.

My fingers gripped onto the flesh of her hips, drawing Marina into the ideal position. She broke her mouth away from Vivian's just long enough to smile me forward.

Jarring her like I was trying to run her clean through, Marina's body tensed all at once. She took a deep breath as I slid almost all the way out, piling deep again. The third time cracked out hips together, as well as her voice.

Viv ran a hand up to Marina's neck, easing her head back. The other hand tangled up in Marina's hair, forcing the issue. I barely heard Viv whisper, “He's gonna fuck you up before he comes.”

That was the plan. A little outside help wouldn't make it any harder.

Wailing myself into that barely-there slit, I had her screaming in rapture before I got into my groove. Marina's hands waved around, reaching for anything to grab hold of. A counter lip and Vivian's ass were her lifelines now to the real world now.

Fuck her like she's not on birth control. I don't know what made me think it. But it wasn't slowing me down.

Marina was already on the verge before I took hold of her clit. That is, after I found the damn thing. Huge tits and a small pussy are rare together on a woman closer to forty than thirty.

Still aching from ramming Vivian so hard, my forearm was screaming by the time I had her close. When I backed off and let my dick do the talking, that was all she wrote.

Marina tried collapsing into herself. Her thighs trembled and her voice shuddered. Even the skin on her breasts matched the pink of her nipples for a brief moment.

I pulled out and drug them both by the hand. Marina was barely making it, but it was what she demanded. Spinning one of the dining chairs around, I forced her shoulders against the cushioned backrest.

Mounting on the seat with one foot, I aimed myself right at the target. Her ass came back to meet my hips, sending me in without a problem.

She was already screaming again. Viv bent over to silence her a little, trying to give her the ol' open-mouth kiss until she realized Marina was too far gone already.

Vivian stood up and crossed her arms. “Dude, just keep doing that to her. She's out of her fucking mind right now.”

Marina's ass was tight enough that it never had a bit of jiggle, no matter how hard I slammed her. Even with the fabric ceiling, every crack echoed up and down the length of the boat.

The chair legs closest to me lifted with every thrust. I was either breaking her, or part of the dining set. It didn't matter which.

My coworker-turned-fuckbuddy stared in awe as Marina's feet folded against her ass. Despite our doubts, she was taking it and owning the fuck out of the punishment. Marina truly was a case of 'needs dick, badly.'

She was always making some kind of sound now. Even during her swift inhales, her voice was coming out. If what I'd done to Tara was outright ravishment, this was a demolition.

One last shred of sense came out of her Marina's lips. “Come for me!”

It was all or nothing. I either finished, or I'd end up too exhausted even get off with another ride. Every muscle burned like I'd hit the gym after months away.

Viv stepped closer. “Go ahead and come. I can handle the rest.”

As far as I was concerned, this last pair of orgasms were gonna be it. I slammed hard and let myself linger for a couple of seconds. The movements of Marina's own insides gave me the squeeze that sent me careening over the edge.

With that last burst of energy, I ramped my climax up until it was unbearable. I wanted to collapse on top of her from the waist up. Propping myself with tired arms, I felt the initial blast fill what little empty space her pussy had left.

Something brushed against my sack as Marina kept screaming. Something like words tried to come out, but she was a goner. No matter how much air I sucked in between blasts, it couldn't have been enough in that moment.

“Will she?” Viv was bent over Marina's shaking form, smirking like a villain. She pulled away all of a sudden.

A hot, wet gush covered my thighs. When I felt the liquid run down my calves, I knew what had happened.

Vivian couldn't have looked more pleased with herself. “She squirts like a fire hose. Nice.”

And all it took was wearing my own ass out, and outside help. When I stepped back and saw the clear drips merging with the thick pool of cum that dripped onto the seat, I was impressed. Sometimes you could get Holly to do that, but nowhere near that hard.

I fought for every breath as Marina kept moaning and jittering. Her feet came down as her shoulders drifted up. Vivian leaned in and gave her hand-tap on the cheek. “Squirting Beauty's finally awake.”

Both of us waiting for Marina to get her brains back. After a long pause, she looked back at me. “Like I said, this, at least once a week. That's part of the deal.”

“I'll bring Holly and Tara over too. It'll be a damn good time for everyone.”

Neither one of them seemed the least bit bothered. And when they found out, my blonde and my redhead wanted to head next door for the first mega-romp, that instant.


Holly and Marina had their fingers in each other like bowling balls on top of the dining table. Clear across my living space, Tara was having payback against Vivian, with my help. Tara held the vibrator tight against Viv's clit. Our aggressive brunette was laid trapped on her left side, with Tara refusing to let up until I blasted my load.

This wasn't our first big MFFFF melee. More like our tenth. After the cold of late fall sets in, the dock is pretty well abandoned except for the dozen or so boats that were occupied as homes. With the nearest present neighbors hundreds of feet away, we didn't have to set off for the bank somewhere to go wild.

Poor Tara had almost blacked out a few minutes prior. The one thing I'd learned about Vivian is, she didn't know when to just let another girl come. A squalling mess is fine, but she'd blacked out all of the other three at least once.

I moved my foot forward, pinning the side of Viv's head against the carpet. Tara was using her free hand to get herself worked into a frenzy. You wouldn't know it by just talking to her, but Tara had a bit of a domme streak in her, and Vivian loved being forced to sub.

Marina and Holly just enjoyed being hot and getting each other off. I started to feel like those two were the real couple, but they did have a lot more in common that I'd thought. Now a vain fitness nut like Marina, Holly was turning into the peak of fit perfection herself.

And Joe? It's an odd time to mention him, since I was on the verge of orgasm, but he actually turned out alright. After knocking up one of his catches (oops), he decided to settle down and try improving himself for a change.

Tara bit her lip and pressed the vibe harder into Vivian. I felt that twitch as she tried breaking free in a desperate effort to come. As her mind fried and her voice drowned out everything else, Vivian finally got that release.

I was glad I was already on the floor. My entire body gave out. The only part of me capable of moving was whatever shot that load of cum forward.

All five of us were panting and lying flat where we were. Staring up at the ceiling of my own boat, the rocking motion of the waves almost lulled me into passing out. But I knew what was about to happen.

Holly roused out of it first. “Vivi got the cum. No fair!”

Even after what she'd just been through, poor Vivian had the usual price to pay for whoever finished me off. You'd be amazed at how many hours a bimbo can handle getting eaten out.

And every time, whoever got it, had the questionable joy of getting licked clean until everyone had worked out their jealousy.


ENJOY THIS COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM:

ALPHA CREATION: BLANK CANVAS BIMBO

This is the exact kind of lunacy I'd write into one of my stories. I've even got one of my characters in front of me. I shook my head before saying, “I hate to say it, but I can't rule out that we're both characters in one of my own books right now.”

Tilting her head, Elena blinked a couple of times. “You're not joking, are you?”

“Hey, other me! I want a beer.” We didn't have any left in the house, so one showing up would be proof.

The sound of a bottle dropping half an inch or so onto my desk rattled both of us to our cores. When I picked it up and read the lable, I knew exactly what was going on. It read Yeah, I'm you writing you. You can guess why she's there, so get to it.

“Motherfucker. Now I know I'm crazy.” I twisted the cap off, because any just world I'd write would have every bottle open with ease. “I hate to say it, but you're still a character in a book.”

“What kind of book.”

Lordy, that was a loaded question. “I write erotica.”

*      *      *

“I'm happily married. It's not like I keep a rubber in my pocket these days.”

Elena stood up and faced the bench, backing her ass right into me. “Since when did any of your characters use those?”

More than a hundred books, and absolutely zero condoms in any of them. “God dammit.” The whole situation was batshit enough to tell me this wasn't one of those time periods skipped between chapters or page breaks. This was having words typed about it.

The valley between her ass cheeks stroked along the raging boner just behind my jeans. “You don't even have to fuck me. I just need you to get me off.”

At her core, and despite everything else about her personality, Elena is a bimbo. It's more of a mindset than an identity, but it boils down to being like a cat in heat, all the damn time. Eventually, if they go long enough without the action they need, they're crawling on top of you and making all kinds of noise. Except it doesn't pass in a week or two.

*      *      *

So this is how high school pregnancies happen. She was running on pure hormones and lack of sex at that point. I started to wonder if I even had the willpower to pull out in time.

I snatched the one point of leverage I had. The belt tightened around her neck as I asked, “Even with your agreement, how badly do you think Gina would fuck us both up if we had a pregnancy scare?”

“You know it's worth the risk.” She pulled herself up to sit on the edge of my desk. “I mean, your dick looks just like Grant's. I know you imagined yourself in his place when you were writing us.”

Curve-fucking-ball. Maybe she was right, and most of my writing was just an exercise in wish-fulfillment. I mean, if I was a single guy down on his luck, I'd sure as hell want a literal world of bimbos at my beck and call.

*      *      *

“That's it,” Elena's body tried to break free, “fuck!”

I put one finger in her mouth. Her lips closed around the digit as she kept humming. Even out of her mind, damn, could she work that tongue.

My thumb went in, replacing the finger I had in her mouth. I patted her cheek as my body reached the point of exhaustion. Who knew fucking a bimbo could wear you out faster than a hard day at the gym?

As soon as my thumb was out of her mouth, Elena didn't hide her concern. “You didn't just come inside me, did you?”
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