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Author's Note: New series time is always fun for me. I'm wrapping up my other series as I work on the sequel to this one. But I went in a different direction for this one.

I was in the mood for a fun, lighthearted summertime kind of vibe. I think it really showed in the characters. Especially in Holly after her, ahem, change of heart. I really want to keep that feeling going throughout this series.


BIM-BOAT

The other bartender, Joe, handed me what I'd paid him for.

I held he vial up, making sure it was backlit by one of the ceiling lights. Portage Tavern's bar was as bright as a cave after closing time. I couldn't tell if the tiny glass cylinder was full of water or moose piss.

“So it's like Spanish fly, or what?”

Even after a full shift, he still reeked of that pheromone cologne that he swore worked. “It's called Feminol, and its even better. Somehow, it makes girls as hotter and horny. Permanently.”

“I can't believe I gave you a fifty for this.” Somehow though, this chunky, neckbearded dope had major luck with women. “But I know it's not your personality that wins them over.”

“You know that one girl I was banging for a while, Rachel?”

“What about her.”

Joe pulled out his phone and tapped the screen a few times. He showed me the same pouty-lipped, doe-eyed brunette I remembered drooling over. “Here she is a couple of days after we met.”

“What's your point?”

He slid a sausage-like finger finger across the screen. “Here she was a few days before that.”

“Woof.” She barely even looked like the same girl, dumpy and plain as a manilla folder in a beige room. But I couldn't deny that it was her. “A makeover couldn't do all that.”

I stared into the vial again. “So that's what this does? There's no way.”

Joe ducked into the utility room and shut off what few lights were still on. Holding his motorcycle helmet in hand, he said, “Take it back to your boat and try it on your girl. She'll be brand new and able to fuck a stump out of the ground in a day.”

Subtle. “Holly moves as much as said stump in bed.” Having nothing to lose but my dignity, I slipped the vial in my shirt pocket. “Even some coffee during foreplay would make her ten times better.”

“Well,” Joe held out his fist for a bump, “you'll get your dick fucked off from now on.” Even in the darkness, he had the kind of confidence in his smile only a guy drowning in pussy could give off.

I cracked my knuckles against his and chuckled. “If not, I'm kicking your ass next time we work together.” And he knew I would.

“Easy there, war hero. Get her to drink that, and you'll see what I mean.”

“I was an engineer officer, not a green beret.” Which meant I was a construction foreman who happened to tote a rifle every now and then. But at least I gave orders as much as I got them.

Joe walked with me to the front lobby. We both opened one of the massive doors as Joe said, “Well, knock her dead on your days off.” We split directions, Joe going toward his crotch rocket that didn't fit his appearance at all.

I turned around and kept walking, backwards. I kinda shouted, “If this is your big secret, I just learned the answer to the most baffling mystery in my life.” Really, the guy had no business sleeping with the girls he traded out for another every few weeks.


I'd walked down the hill to the dock and reached my houseboat's slip. The Big Blue Bastard, as I called it, stuck to my theme on naming vehicles. My ski boat was The Li'l Blue Bastard, and my Wrangler was The Medium Blue Bastard. Instead of buying a house with all that money I saved during my deployments, why not buy a house on the water?

My key stuck in the lock, as usual. After I got it out and slid the glass door, I knew Holly was still on her environmentalist kick. Flies would get stuck mid-air in that humidity.

“Hey, you up?”

Total silence, so I guess I had my answer. She had the summer off from her teacher's assistant gig, but she still went to bed early. It was already closing in on midnight.

I walked through the combined living room and kitchen, stopping at the fridge. I wanted a beer, but I got distracted when I noticed Holly only had a little of her green tea left in the pitcher.

Should I, really? I was on the verge of breaking up with her after two years of dating anyway. Once school started back up and she was getting paid again, her ass was gonna be out the door. I mean, I'm not shitty enough to kick her out when she doesn't have a way to pay for rent somewhere.

Pinching the vial between my fingers, I lifted it out of my pocket. Once I had the pitcher on the countertop, I gave it one last round of thought. The worst that could happen was Feminol being a complete scam.

Fuck it.

I held the supposed 'girly-girl potion' over the tea and snapped the tube. Breaking it clean in half, I was glad I didn't have to fish out a shard of glass. Holly would drink that stuff first thing in the morning, so at least I'd get to watch what it does.


As the air got hot and sticky again, I knew Holly was already up and about. I got her point about needing to save the planet and shit, but this thermostat war we'd been having was a crock of horse shit. I rolled out of bed and ambled down the hall in my boxers.

With her hair up but still a mess, as always, Holly wasn't trying to impress with her appearance. She scritched my ginger cat, Ripley, between her ears. “Do you know how much electricity you wasted last night?” She never tried being friendly anymore, either.

“When the heat wakes me up, I'm not so worried about it.” I rubbed my eyes and noticed she was already sipping away on that tea at the bar. “Besides, I've got those fucking solar panels on the top deck now.”

“They don't work at night, genius.”

“But the battery bank they charge does.” I turned away from her and opened the box of donuts next to the stove. “Any plans for the day?”

“I've got some books due back at the library. That's it.” Which meant she'd return with another fresh stack. Holly was the type to read about whatever pet cause she'd just adopted until she moved on to the next one. I was giving the environmentalism kick another couple of weeks before it fizzled out too.

“About what time?”

She took a sip of her tea and then set that fateful glass down. “Why do you need to know?”

“Just asking. Shit.” She was especially bitchy this morning. “I can't ask my girlfriend about her plans?”

Holly rolled her eyes at me and then got up. She walked around the bar and pushed her forehead against my arm. “Sorry. Being cooped up in this houseboat's getting to me.” Every apology she gave dripped with insincerity.

I reached up for one of the cabinets and pulled out her travel bottle. Stepping away from her, I dispensed a few cubes from the ice maker and then went back for her tea. Pouring it over the cracking ice, I said, “It's hot out there. You'll need this.”

“You rushing me out the door or something?” She cocked her head at me as I twisted the cap back on.

I want you to fucking drink what I spent fifty bucks on.

Holly took it out of my hand and turned right for the bedroom. I didn't mind. It meant she was heading out and giving me at least an hour of peaceful solitude.


I was already up top working on my next project. This old houseboat was big, but it needed love. I'd already renovated all of the interior, but it still needed some modernizing. Being a retired rental boat, it'd seen plenty of abuse before I got my discharge papers and made it my home with my deployment pay.

Working at the bar for the restaurant up the hill didn't pay as well as being a foreman like I was in the Army, but it kept life simple and contained. It was nothing to back The Big Blue Bastard out of its slip and park on the shore for days when I had the time off. I loved the lack of neighbors during those times, and Holly just wanted quiet time for reading.

I was trying to figure out how I'd anchor a Bimini top without causing a leak downstairs. Silicone caulk does a lot, but it's a temporary fix. The duct tape and prayer fixes I depended on in war zones wouldn't cut it here.

A familiar woman's voice called out from below. “Hot, right?”

I looked over the edge of the top deck and saw Marina Edwards' jaw-dropping cleavage from above. “It sure is.” Being the thirty-something widow of some loaded, old fart, she was living on the trophy-wife retirement plan.

If I were a shittier man, I'd have been trying to get in her yoga pants already. “You used to be in the military. You should run with me sometime, just to see if I can keep up.”

Yet another person who thought I actually shot at people, or got shot at by more than the occasional mortar everyone faced in the sandbox. “The last time I ran, it was for my life. I'd be the one lagging behind.” Working out every morning like she did, Marina would have made one hell of a MILF if she had any kids. But not having them might have been the secret to that figure at her age.

“Fine, but you're only a few years younger than I am. Your metabolism's gonna drop off a cliff soon.” If she wasn't brushing her tits against me, asking for help fixing something on her boat, she was berating my laziness. But working on my own boat and climbing the couple hundred stairs to the bar were my workouts.

“Later, then.”

I made sure I caught a good look at her ass when she walked away. God, I wanted to do unspeakable things with that woman.

Marina's voice caught my ear again after she'd left my view. “Oh, Holly, hey!

I kept pacing on top of my boat, wondering how I'd get into the ceiling for a look around. Dealing with my soon-to-be ex-girlfriend didn't sound nearly as fun as getting a face full of dust and insulation.


I'd run out of things to dick around with on the top deck. Pressure washing the roof that also served as a floor can only eat so much time if you do it every couple of weeks. When you live in a houseboat full-time, it's your version of mowing the lawn.

Descending the metal ladder on the back deck, I couldn't help wondering why Holly was so damn cheerful and talkative with Marina earlier. Holly couldn't stand her. Yet there they'd been earlier, chatting it up like old friends at a class reunion.

When I slid the back door open, I knew something was wrong. Not in the 'dial 911' kind of way, but something was off. Holly had music playing in the living room.

Realizing it was “I Kissed a Girl” threw me for a fucking loop. I knew I looked confused as fuck coming out of the hallway. “I thought you hated this song like it murdered your parents.”

Holly looked at me from her curled-up position on one end of the couch. “I don't know why, but it's fun to listen to.”

When I realized she was reading a guide on makeup, the Feminol dose jarred my memory like it'd been rear-ended by a semi. I looked at the stack of books and magazine on the glass top of the coffee table.

“Cosmo, Vogue...” The third tome on the bottom only needed a few letters showing for me to figure out the title. “The Kama Sutra?”

Holly looked up at me like she didn't know why I was so confused. “You know I'm into a lot of things. What's so weird about it?”

“Nothing at all,” I had to think about how to put the next part, “but I figured you'd go through a vegan or Maoist stage next. What's with the sudden change in direction?”

She didn't take the usual amount of time to think of something to parrot back at me from a book. “I don't know. Working on how I look seemed fun, so that's the direction I went.” Holly tucked her bottom lip under her two front teeth. “And I know you can't wait for me to get to the book on the bottom.”

Suggesting she get a copy of that ancient sex manual would have been a damn insult to her, just hours ago. “You sure you're okay?” I bent over and pressed the back of my hand against her forehead.

Holly upended every expectation I had of her by grabbing my wrist. She manipulated my fingers until my index was the only one sticking straight. “Don't tell me you're disappointed.”

Before I knew it, I had the tip of my pointer against the back of her throat. Holly drew her head back. Then she looked up, happy as hell for once as she left my finger covered in spit.

“I don't know what hit me, but it's like something flipped a switch while I was driving to the library.”

There's no way that shit works this well. She even had the collar of that oversized t-shirt askew, one of her shoulders sticking out like she used to do at my request. Holly even trying to be attractive happened, tops, once every few months by that point.

I was ready to see how far she'd take things. My heart skipped a beat when I thought about plowing her right then and there on the couch. It skipped again when my phone started ringing in my pocket.

Fuck. I had to pull it out and check. Work had a stuffy Chamber of Commerce banquet going on early that afternoon, and I just knew one of the other bartenders shat out on them. I shook my head when the number on the screen backed up my fear.

Holly leaned her head against her bare shoulder. “That's too bad. I'll have to get myself off.”

She's ready to put out for the first time in more than a month, and this shit happens. I closed my eyes as I answered. “Let me guess, Frankie called in sick.”

Harvey, my boss, already knew I was irritated. “Sorry, Bryce. Guests are already showing up, and he's a no-show.”

Walking back to the bedroom, I knew I'd be tending the cash bar with a legendary case of blue balls. “I'll do it, but you fucking owe me for this one.” I was always the on-call bartender Harvey turned to, living just down the hill and all.

“I called Joe, but that porky bastard's got a big date, somehow.”

“Yeah, he's killing it lately.” I opened the closet and pulled out the white shirt I kept pressed for catered events. “I'll be there in ten.”


I'd just handed over what had to be the fifth mint julep I'd fixed in an hour. With nobody else waiting on a drink, I checked to see who texted a few minutes earlier. It was Holly, and it was more than a quick message.

We normally avoided talking to each other unless we had to. I was a bit more than shocked when I realized she'd attached a video. I tapped the screen and waited a few seconds for it to load.

When I saw her face in the first few seconds, she'd actually put on makeup. As she panned down, I noticed that was all she was wearing. And for some reason, her tits seemed bigger than the B-cups I'd considered 'good enough.'

She used her free hand to open her pussy up, the skin around it still a bit red from getting shaved. My slacks tightened in the front as I watched the first naughty video she'd ever sent me. The video shot back up to her face again.

“Don't keep me waiting too long.” She smiled like she was genuinely happy for the first time in her life. Not joking, it might have been.

“Excuse me, sir?” A nasally voice stole my attention from across the portable bar. “Can I get a sidecar?”

I put my phone away and tried to act like I cared. “Coming right up.” Having to reach under the bar for the lemon juice and house cognac let me hide my boner long enough for it to die down.

As I rimmed the glass in sugar and got ready to shake the drink together, I couldn't help imagining what Holly was probably doing to herself. The Feminol had done something to her. Whatever it was, I hoped it'd keep up long enough to enjoy the changes for myself.

When I handed off the orange cocktail, my phone dinged again. Once I had the second video open, I had to scramble to turn the volume down before anyone could figure out what I was watching.

Who knew Holly had that much of a screamer in her? I sure didn't.


Harvey went ahead and cut my check for the week, but I'd made enough in tips to float me until I had another weekday free. What I was more worried about was getting back to the boat. It was one of those fast descents of the staircase that almost tripped me up a few times.

You don't realize how far my boat is from the dock's entrance until you try getting to my place fast. The privacy on the far end was nice, but every trip home involved walking almost half a mile. It kept me healthy enough, but hauling groceries required buying my own folding dock cart.

A giant, pink flash just off the back of my boat caught my eye before I could step onto the front deck. Someone had inflated that giant flamingo floatie I'd picked up a year ago. Honestly, I'd never blown it up, because hell if Holly would use it. She hated the sun.

I walked down the pier running to the back of the boat. Lounging on the body of that PVC bird, I couldn't tell if it was Holly or not. The girl looked like her and had on the blue, pink, and black one-piece I'd never seen her wear. But her tits were almost pouring out of the top.

The pink sun visor cast her face in a magenta light, but that was Holly's face under all that makeup. I couldn't help admiring curves I never knew she had. Even her legs looked more toned than I remembered them.

She rose up and stared back at me, blonde curls dropping past her shoulders. When she wore her hair down, I knew she was really trying. But what hit me the hardest was that toothy smile.

I owe Joe my good bottle of bourbon. Thanks to whatever he'd given me, Holly was actually hot. And even more than that, she looked like she was having the time of her life just lounging out there, showing herself off.

Holly waved and called out over thirty feet of water, “You're back!” She straddled the back of that flamingo and slowly kicked through the water until she was within arm's reach. “I got bored sitting in the boat, so I thought I'd tan a little.”

“You...” I couldn't help staring down at cleavage on par with Marina's. “Tanning?” It was like someone had lobotomized the preachy pseudo-intellectual right out of her, and then filled the blank space with plastic and silicon.

“I know you didn't care for how I looked and acted before, and it started bothering me all of a sudden.” She acted like this was her new normal. “I wasn't happy like I was before, so why not change?”

Getting a closer look at her face, I saw another change she was adamant about never making. “You plucked your eyebrows.” The girl had put herself through some pain, just to satisfy me in some small way.

“I'm glad you noticed.” She kicked the flamingo to the rear deck and crawled onto the edge.

I opened the gate and joined her on the deck. Hot wasn't the right word to describe her now. If I could only narrow it down to two, they had to be vain and bubbly. Or in other words, the exact opposite of how she was when she woke up.

Rubbing my eyes to make sure they weren't fooling me somehow, I couldn't deny how attracted I was to her now. Even during that fun honeymoon period of every new relationship where the sex is great and frequent, I didn't want to find an excuse to get her naked as much as I did in that moment. “So those videos were—”

“Great, right?”

“Uh,” I tried to put how amazing they were into words, “don't make those the only ones, please.”

Holly's shoulders bunched up as her face brightened even more. She let out a perky, “Okay!” She took a few steps toward the back door and then slid it open. “You coming?”

Soon, hopefully. “I'll be right there.” Someone had to keep that flamingo from drifting to who-knows-where.

Before I could pull it completely onto the boat, Holly was already getting impatient. “You've kept me waiting for hours.”

And I knew exactly what she'd been denied. I didn't worry about putting something on top of the floatie. Just on the deck would have to do.

As soon as I had the door closed behind me, I knew the air conditioner battle was over. But I didn't feel the cool air for long. Holly already had her body pressed against mine, her arms wrapped around my back.

“The only thing I could think about while you were gone, was that you were gone.” Which told me her old self was gone, too. “It was awful. I even had to get myself off.”

My nuts still ached. “At least you could.” If I tried the same thing behind the bar, I'd end up behind bars, and probably on the sex offender registry.

Her hands drifted down my back until they were gripping my ass. Moisture from the bottom of her swimsuit wicked into my slacks, but it wasn't cold like it was from the lake. “Maybe we can help each other with with that.”

As she looked up at me through the transparent sun visor, something had replaced that contempt I always saw in her eyes. I lied and said, “I don't know what's gotten into you.”

“Hopefully you, and soon.”

As her wetness soaked through my pants and into my boxers, I knew how lucky I was about to be. And this never wears off. I already knew I'd end up proposing to Holly instead of booting her ass out at the end of the summer.

I was about to speak when Holly cut me off. Pushing me back until I was standing against the bed, she let go of my ass and then slid her hands around my hips, my belt acting as the guide. “Oh no, I got your khakis wet.”

Again, I was about to open my mouth when she cut me off, this time without words. The sounds of my zipper and buckle coming undone almost made my brows join my hairline. She hated sucking dick or even giving an old-fashioned hand-job. Or at least, she used to.

“And your boxers too. I guess I'll just have to take them off for you.”

I couldn’t kick my shoes off fast enough. Using my hands to unbutton my shirt and then rip the tank off of my chest, I had stripped myself of everything she couldn't take care of. I even peeled my socks off by stepping on the toe and pulling my feet out.

Holly had me stripped faster than I had ever done so with my M4A1 while practicing drills. I helped by stepping out of the crumple of pants on the floor. As I tried backing myself onto the mattress, her hands gripped the front of my thighs.

She got down on her knees and tossed the visor off her head. “No, I wanna do it like this.” She'd never done that before, claiming that a woman providing oral on her knees was a sign of the dominance of the patriarchy.

That was the part about her new personality I liked most. Nothing had some hidden context to trip you up and ruin the mood. Here she was, just wanting to give me a damn nice blowjob, without all that political baggage getting in the way.

I let Holly have her way with me as her lips pressed against the head of my dick. One of her hands cupped my jewels while the other gripped around my base. And wouldn't you know it? As she took me in, she remembered to keep her teeth off of me for once.

Her hand around the base disappeared as she went deepthroat. I heard her moan around my shaft, thinking she was enjoying the flavor. It could have been that, given her new state, or it could have been from her hand going between her thighs.

The feeling of her tongue dragging and lashing turned the heat up more than her misguided air conditioning bans. I couldn't help guiding her along with a hand resting on the back of her head. I couldn't believe it myself, but she was actually great at this.

Holly's moans turned into muffled screams around my cock. The vibrations went straight down my shaft until I felt them in my hips. Whatever she was doing to herself, she was loving it.

I leaned harder against the raised bed, balling the sheets up in my fists. The sensation of her head twisting as she lunged back and forth felt like the kind of blowies I used to get before I met her.

Without a doubt, the Feminol had brought out the untapped potential Holly didn't even know she had. As her tongue cupped along the bottom of my dick and ground her buds against my skin, I couldn't keep my mouth shut any longer.

“Fuck,” my eyes slammed shut, “that's how you do it.”

I wished I hadn't said anything when she backed away and let her hand take over. “You've never complimented me about this before, so that's why I never did it.”

My eyes opened. Looking down at her, I couldn't believe the smile on her face. “You like doing this?”

“I do now, but I love how much you like it even more.” Still on her knees, Holly bent forward and pecked the tip with her lips. “Know what else I like?”

Ready to eat her cunt like summertime watermelon in return, I had to contain my enthusiasm. “I can return the favor.”

“That wasn't a favor.” She got off her knees and stood up, leaning her face and breasts against me. “That's how I'm supposed to say 'hello.'”

It wasn't just the words she strung together. The way Holly cocked her head at the end and grinned even harder. I wonder what the hell a second dose would do to her.

Her body slid to the left of me. Holly pressed against the mattress with her hands, her loose hair hiding her face until she whipped her head around to look at me. “Don't tell me you're the one with hang-ups now.”

I knew what she was hinting at. Stepping behind her, I gave her a hard swat on the ass, just to test the waters.

Holly returning the gesture on my face didn't happen. Another great change. “Again!”

“Good lord, my dick can only get so hard.” I wound my arm back and did it again anyway, my palm stinging as I let it stick against her rear.

Her back arched like it was the best feeling she'd ever experienced. The blush on her face wasn't out of shame, either. “One more time, even harder. I need to be punished for smarting off this morning.”

As Holly let out an agonized moan, I felt like I'd smacked the skin off my hand. The solid, pink outlines on her ass overlapped, leaving a crimson center that I knew would stick around a while. Just a day before, she'd have called the cops over this sort of thing.

The black strip between her legs moved to the side, pinched by fingers with candy red nails I'd never seen painted before. The only thing she was missing there was the length. But compared to what else I was looking at, nobody gives a damn about her nails.

Juicy and taut from self-imposed neglect, my girlfriend's slit looked ready to go for once. I couldn't help admiring it in the new light. Shaved clean and ready beats unkempt and, just kinda there, any day.

Holly looked back at me, almost insulted that I hadn't taken advantage yet. “Go on, she missed you while you were gone.”

She? I'd only ever heard Holly refer to her muff as a vagina. And let me tell you, when she used to describe sex in technical terms, in a disapproving tone... It'd kill the libido of a teenager hopped up on Viagra.

Not wanting to fuck up a guaranteed thing, I jabbed the tip against her opening and felt just how wet she really was. With hardly any force, I was slipping deeper. Tight as she was, it was like trying to brake down an icy hill.

Holly let out a sigh like I'd untied a knotted ball of stress in her. One of her legs lifted until I felt the sole of her foot against my side. “I needed that so much, I thought I was gonna die waiting on you.”

Wrapping my hands around the small of her waist, I pulled back and then sent myself right back in. I felt the tension in her muscles relax when I eased into a steady hump. It was like when you tell someone that getting laid would calm them down, except this was no joking insult.

If that was enough to send her into a state of deep relief, I had to wonder what fucking her brains out could do. But I couldn't leave it as a theory. Rearing back and taking a fistful of hair, I breathed deep and readied myself for the first ass-slamming fuck I'd dished out since meeting Holly.

The crack of our bodies echoed as I picked up speed and force. Down the long and narrow interior of the boat, the echoes merged with the origins themselves. That is, until Holly cracked and couldn't just bury her face in the bed any longer.

Right as she jerked her head back and started screaming, I knew I couldn't just finish like this. Enjoyable sex was a rarity with her, and I couldn't count on her changes being permanent. I pulled out and lifted her onto the bed by her thighs.

She rolled over, staring at me like I'd lost my mind. “What did you stop for? I was loving that!” The straps of the one-piece slid from Holly's shoulders as she freed those new D-cups.

Jesus. Whatever had drained from her mind had gone straight to her tits. “I never noticed until now, but those are incredible.”

Holly leaned back and wriggled herself the rest of the way out of the swimsuit. She wasn't just hot now. She had to be placed on an altar and bowed down to.

I helped by guiding the stretchy fabric down her legs. When I got it down to her ankles, all hell started breaking loose. I couldn't help pulling her to the edge of the bed and staring down at the full glory spreading beneath me.

Without thinking about it, I had my head between her thighs. The skin around her cunt was so smooth, it was satisfying to even brush my face against it. My lips and tongue started thanking her for that blowjob.

Her fingers caught in my hair, forcing me to push my mouth even harder against her pussy. She'd never minded me going down on her, but sometimes that was all I got to do with her. Now she was writhing and moaning with every stroke of my tongue. I couldn't help moaning myself.

She broke the whimpering fit long enough to say, “Flattering me like this will get you anywhere you want.” Now Holly knew it wasn't just an expected service, but an act of worship toward a goddess in the flesh.

I kept her going like that until I felt her muscles quiver against my head. Ramping it down, I let her off easy. I wouldn't last long enough to get her off again before I popped, so we were going over the edge together.

With one last flick, I backed away. Instead of just plowing back inside where I stood, I guided her back as I climbed up on the bed. Her hands took hold of my shoulders as I dropped on top of her.

“Fuck the hell out of me. I know you want to come so bad.”

And I knew where. She'd always let me fill her up, being on the pill and all. But now she couldn't hide her enthusiasm as she sent a hand down to put my dick back in its rightful home.

I forced myself deep inside without hesitating. Holly braced herself by gripping the covers, locking her in place as I moved around within her body. Her body tightened up as she ordered, “Come on, fuck me like you're paying by the minute.”

The amount of cash I'd have gladly parted with for that kind of sex wasn't anything to sneeze at. As I thrust deep again, Holly's legs wrapped around the small of my back and my ass. Grunting and whipping myself hard, I found the angle of entry that drove both of us insane.

All that was left for me was keeping it up and making sure I lasted long enough for her to get the full benefit. I fought so hard to keep myself from lying on top of her that my biceps were starting to cramp. Nothing was too much of a price to keep that feeling intact.

Holly broke the long chain of screams and whimpers to blare out, “That's fucking it! Harder!” It was a drastic change from her bitching about me being too rough, like her pussy was made of paper-thin glass.

Fucking hell, she's helping me go deeper. The tightening of her thighs against my side told me Holly was trying to lock me in when my body finally hit its limit. Fucking marvellous.

“Come on.” She let out a hard moan as I rammed into her again. “This is how you make a baby.”

Now it wasn't just a cunt to come in. Holly had a body and attitude that made you want to put your seed in her. Even knowing she was on birth control, the primal part of my mind took over enough to make me forget about that.

Her arms joined her legs in wrapping around me. “Fucking come!”

Lines of sweat streaked down my face as my hair clung to my forehead. I still had a bit left in me, but her words began sapping that shred of resistance.

The smooth texture of her legs as they squeezed around me merged with the lilting screams. Completely in time with the hard shocks I was driving into her, Holly was giving me the loudest form of praise she could. With no stubble and plenty of excess wetness drenching the bed, nothing about her body kept me from going full-throttle.

Both of us buried our face in the other's neck. I knew stopping would throw her into an orgasmic fit. But fortunately for us, she could keep going wild until my body gave out.

With her breath heating up my skin, Holly seethed, “Fucking come in me, please!” The dig of her fingertips into my back drove the point home.

The rush in my loins announced itself with a hard moan I didn't know I was gonna let out. Another one emptied my lungs. Sucking the air back in as I took a quick pause, I knew it was time.

Holly locked up all around me. I couldn't have pulled out if I wanted to. I fucking went with it, using the hell out of that last burst of effort.

My cock was feeling too much, like a girl going down on you right after you come. My arms shook and my eyes slammed shut. A shuddering whimper out of Holly was all it took.

The release of blue balls getting cured washed over my entire body. I knew she had to feel the burst inside of her. But at the time, I couldn't focus on anything other than how much better I felt. Who knew giving a gift could feel so good?

Every shot rang out with a grunt until I was almost drained. Holly's pussy twitched, forcing me to dig out what I needed for a final gush. Between the heat of our bodies, the sweat, and the total exhaustion, it was like she'd turned the goddamned air off again.

Her voice was weak and shaky, but Holly knew what she wanted. “How long until you can do that again?” I couldn't even catch my breath yet, but Holly was already begging for more.

I gave myself a moment, panting and feeling the ache in my muscles. What if she really does stay like this? I knew I'd keep her if that was the case, but I didn't know how I'd keep up with her.


After shambling up the hill for my next shift a few days later, I knew I was in for a long night. Joe was already getting the bar ready when I walked in. The grin on his face told me he knew what I'd been dealing with.

“She's insatiable now, isn't she?”

I dropped my elbows on the corner of the bar and felt the lactic acid burning all through my body. Even when she knew I was totally destroyed, Holly still knew how to beg one more round out of me. “When does it start wearing off?”

Joe bent over to check our stock of house liquor. “It doesn't.”

I was overjoyed and horrified at the same time. “So how do you keep up?” The guy hadn't gotten any exercise since high school gym class, most likely.

He stood back up and looked at me like I was an idiot for not knowing the solution already. “Are you kidding me? You don't.”

The idea of Holly patrolling the dock for a schlong to ride started worrying the hell out of me. “I don't know if five guys could keep up with Holly now.”

“That's why you get her a friend with the same problem she has.” Joe pulled another vial out of his riding jacket. “Same as last time, fifty bucks.”

I dug in my slacks for my wallet. Marina'd be a wonderful choice. And I had my own reasons for wanting to make her a nymphomaniac on par with Holly.

Holding two twenties and a ten between my fingers, I pushed the bills in Joe's direction. He snatched them away and set the vial down in front of me. “Don't go using this on any of the customers here, though. It's probably not a good idea to shit where we eat, and all that.”

Vivian, the brunette waitress from the restaurant side I'd thought of trying to bed after kicking Holly out, popped her head in. “Guys, Harvey thinks it's gonna be a busy night. Want us to text the drink orders instead of running tickets from the kitchen?”

Fuck. I couldn't help wishing she'd step in so I could get a look at her brilliant ass, even in her wait uniform. “Text 'em to mine.” I was happy to bark the orders and let Joe pull his weight.

When she left, Joe stepped around the bar and slapped me on the back with a pudgy hand. “So which one of us is gonna get her someday?”


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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