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AUTHOR’S NOTE:



I never know where a scene’s gonna go until I write it. Rereading after the first draft, this story reminded me of exactly why I write bimbos. To say the least about the blonde on the cover… I totally would.

Enjoy one of the favorite romps I’ve written. I can count the number of characters who had my keyboard sounding like a machine gun this way before on one hand.

I didn’t intend to dig through and think about what I consider my greatest-hits tonight. But in case you’re curious, and in no particular order, they are:

1) Anya from Bimbo Academy
 and Maid to Serve
, even if she ended up an absolute train-wreck of a person. She’d be a fun one, and I’d risk the ride.

2) Hayley from Maid to Serve
 and Alpha Creation
. I blame my wife my for coming up with the idea of her character, by the way.

3) Mona from Harem Master
. A total psycho, in the best way possible.

4) Lexi from His Bimbo Swap
. I wouldn’t turn down a gender-swapped bimbo like her.

5) And of course, Elena from Bimbo Code
, Bimbo Country
, Harem Project Alpha
, and Alpha Creation
. If you’ve read even a quarter of what I’ve written, you’ve probably run into her and know why she made the cut.

So there’s that, for you deep-diving readers who think like I do.


BIMBO BLISS 2

After that mini round of seminars I couldn’t talk my way out of, it was time to kick back and take it easy. Repeating a watered-down version of the speech felt like the safe option, because I didn’t want thousands trying to rush the stage and have their way with me. Mel and Sasha were more than enough.

The month off Sasha had wrangled was for ‘private consultations,’ with those endorsements she’d lined up. Our first, Jain Hildreth, was one of those vapid blondes who calls herself a social media influencer. Basically, she teased at flashing her boobs on InstaFace, with convenient product placements.

I’d barely gotten my shoes off and propped my head on the pillows of our hotel room. Flipping through the local channels, one of them caught my ear.

‘One evening, a woman named Jane Doe was washing dishes as her daughter played in the backyard.’

It had that creepy music and off-kilter camera angle you’d expect.

‘Minutes later, little Kayla Doe was gone!
’


Shit, what great intro to this area.
 Kidnappings either happened a lot here, or the locals were dumb as bricks.

I tapped the remote for the next channel.

‘And out comes Murderin’ Murdoch with an Irish whip to Stank Leg into the ringpost!’

Local wrestling, or ‘rasslin’ straight out the high school gymnasium, was right up my alley. “Fuck yes!”

But you never get the real entertainment from the ring. It’s the crowds.

Women in pajama pants, fat enough to have gravy running through those veins. And then their husbands, always with at least one piece of camouflaged clothing. They got into it more than the wrestlers. Even southern California has that type.

I only had a few minutes of peace and loudmouthed rednecks before Sasha walked in. “You really watch that garbage?”

“Yeah. What about it?”

She wrinkled her nose and snarled side of her mouth. “It’s fake.”

“So is Lord of the Thrones
, but you don’t hear me giving you shit about watching it.”

Sasha rolled her eyes and hit the power button on the TV itself. “Anyway
, our ‘client’ has arranged a dinner for us.”

Which, when you’re me, doesn’t mean they’re paying. “It’s LA. What kind of German-Hawaiian fusion crap is it gonna be?”

“Some place called Thai-Adillo on Sunset Boulevard. So, Thai and Tex-Mex fusion, apparently.”

It didn’t sound terrible. “Accounting’s gonna throw a fit.”

“Ms. Hildreth said it’s on the house, so long as she does a few selfies there.”


This chick’s gonna be insufferable. I can tell.
 “I’ll get my shoes back on.”


After a kinda skimpy plate of beef short rib curry and watching Jain snap more photos than the local paparazzi, we all stood outside the restaurant. Lambos followed by work trucks made this one of the few places where the ultra-rich and working folks mingled. Ads were fucking everywhere, though.

But Jain was hotter than the mid-afternoon pavement, so the view wasn’t all that bad. She finished her last ten-second video and put that blinged out phone in her purse. Finally.

With green eyes, a body fit for the place, and that classic bimbo-blonde hair, she had Mel and Sasha looking like church mice. If only by comparison. “So, Gideon, we can start the consultation early if you don’t have anything else going on.”

I hadn’t planned on it, but we hadn’t taken the program materials into the room yet. “That’s fine, and don’t worry about calling a ride in. I don’t want a boot on my rental car.” LA did take its parking meters seriously.

She brightened up and pulled that damn phone out again. Hugging with one hand and pressing her tits against my arm, I couldn’t help smiling for a photo I hadn’t given permission for. “Might as well start the push now.”

Nodding heavily, Sasha was getting exactly what she wanted. “Make sure everything looks casual at first. Then you can go into how Gideon’s helped you, after we’re done.”


Kait would have thrown the biggest damn fit a year ago…
 And she still might.

But with Mel and Sasha staying exactly like they were in that cabin, I was getting over it. There’s no point in letting yourself stay pussy-whipped by a woman you’re not even fucking.


Jain’s place was only a few miles away. Nestled in prime wildfire territory not far from the Hollywood sign, you could color me shocked if the little Spanish mission box is still standing in thirty years. Those narrow streets were a pain in the ass, too.

Judging by the art on her walls and the furniture, there was money in showing just a little skin on the internet. The lambskin of one of her white sofa chairs took me in, feeling like a massage by itself.

I wondered where she’d run off to as Mel and Sasha sat on the couch. Same upholstery, which had to feel great on their legs in those tiny skirts.

Leaning forward, I asked Mel, “Am I supposed act more like a therapist or a life-coach here?”

“Both. It’s a personal consultation, so you need to find out what her problems are, and then get source of them.”

I propped an ankle on a knee. “Gotcha. Fake friend therapist first, and life-coaching after.”

“If you have to put it that way, sure.” I fully believe you have to talk yourself through your problems, and no amount of hearing someone else half-assed diagnose them in fifty minute sessions would do that. Which had always pissed Mel off to no end.

“Can I go ahead and guess what her issue is?”

Mel clasped her hands together. “That’s presumptuous of, but go ahead.”

Resting the side of my head against a few fingers, I listened for a second to make sure Jain wasn’t around. “She wants to be taken seriously for more than her body. Which I admire in a person. She just can’t figure out a way to make it happen.”

Sasha quipped, “Talking to her as little as we already have, it’s clear she’s not an idiot.”

I wasn’t about to peg Jain as a genius of any kind. Yet she still managed to make a career of getting free stuff and acting like the average girl in her early-twenties. “She has to have a good head on her shoulders to pull this lifestyle off.”

Sasha grabbed her legal pad and stated jotting notes. “If you want my 
opinion, she could make a killing in your own racket.”

Such a life is the dream for many, even if they pretend it isn’t. “Training my own competition? That’s a bold strategy.”

They knew I wanted an excuse to quit and live off my investments. Mel wasn’t even hiding it, smiling as she leaned forward. “If this life will kill you by forty, why not be a mentor? Every single one of the consultations lined up has potential for doing what you do.”

It was interesting, and I did hate the constant travel. “Why would I wish that on them, though? The only people I’d tell to start down my road are people I absolutely hate.”

Mel had her shot back chambered in the barrel. “Not everyone is a workaholic speed-freak like you. Some
 people can actually find a healthy balance.”

“Fair enough.” The only step up from my meds would have been a daily pile of cocaine. Whether you’re eating or snorting it, if what you’re consuming can be described as a pile, you should probably stop.

Footsteps rolled down the stairway. “I don’t know if the tops will fit, and I don’t have anything for you, Gideon.”

I looked at my staffers, raising one eyebrow. What the shit is she talking about?


Jain trotted around the corner. That fuck-me-magenta one-piece was nice with all those cutouts. But that sequined trucker hat needed to go.

She held up two bikinis on hangers and gave us a bleached smile. “Any pictures from the pool won’t show below the waist, so you can put your boxers in my dryer.”

“I didn’t know this was a photo-shoot. What happened to the consultation?”

Shrugging like it was no biggie, Jain dropped an IQ point from my estimation of her every second. “It can happen while we do this, can’t it?”

“That’s fine, but it’s not ideal.” I fucking hated getting wet, anyway. “You three can have all the fun you want.” I tried to get up and snatch the binders in front of Sasha and Mel.

Jain stepped in, pushing me back and almost headbutting me with the bill of her cap. “The post won’t do much if you’re not in it!”


Fuck.
 “I’ll stay in long enough to make it happen, but that’s all I’m promising.” Pruny fingers, that first shock of cold, and never knowing who pissed in the water. I goddamn hated pools.

She cheered up a lot more than I wanted to see. “Great!” As Jain tossed a suit to both Mel and Sasha, I knew I wasn’t getting out of it.

And my hair was gonna have to get wet, just to sell the illusion.


With Mel in some floral print and Sasha wearing this lifeguard-orange bikini, the cold ass water had one saving grace.

I sat on the edge after the last round of pics, thankful I wasn’t pitching a tent or stabbing through the front of my boxers. “So with that out of the way, can I ask what your life’s goal is?”

Jain acted like she didn’t even hear me as she waded over. Her palms landed just above my knees. “Out of all people, I thought you’d know how to have fun.”

I did, but this wasn’t my idea of it.

“Come on, I know you can swim. I saw you do it earlier.” She was stomping on my final nerve.

Taking it all in stride, the best I could, I wrapped my legs around her. If there was some higher deity looking out for me, she’d get creeped out and send us packing. “Again, what’s your goal, twenty or even fifty years down the road?”

“For now, getting that stick out of your ass. Come on!”

She pulled hard enough to jerk me off the ledge. I was ready to kill her, but it wouldn’t have helped my crowd sizes.

Jain leaped onto my back, curling those toned legs around my stomach. “Go on, and don’t tell me a night in that hotel room would be any more fun.”

I’d tolerated her well enough, until that point. Judging Sasha and Mel’s faces, they knew I was about to start yelling.

Mel swam up to me, trying to talk Jain down. “Gideon’s got a thing about water. You should probably get down.”

It did the trick. Jain slipped off, hugging around my chest. “Sorry, I didn’t know!”


This dingbat…
 But those giant tits pushing against my back didn’t hurt. “It’s fine, but we’re not exactly here to party.”

Like she’d tossed a few drinks back, just out of sight, Jain teased my hair from behind. “So what are you here for? You’ve already got a huge audience, and so do I.”

I caught Sasha trying to fade into the background. “Hey, we’re gonna have some words later.”

She tried playing dumb, or so I thought. Lowering herself on the stairs until 
only her head poked above the water, Sasha began smirking again. “Just read the script to her, already.”

Jain pushed her face almost in front of mine, even from behind. “What’s she talking about?” With that ugly fucking cap still on her head.


You’re not dumb, but you’re still dense enough to make screwing you hard to want.
 “It’s a good idea. Give me about five minutes, and I’ll jump right back in. I promise.”


Pacing at the edge of the pool, I wrapped it up. “What do you have to lose?” Mind you, I was thinking about how much I wanted to fuck her, the whole time. And kinda hoping she’d act like a professional instead of a total valley girl living the attention-whore’s dream.

Jain acted exactly like Mel and Sasha had. Blank, dazed, and frozen stiff. My two helpers didn’t have it so bad, having heard it several times before, though.

“You might want to prop her up. If she tips over, that’s a drowning.”

Keeping Jain’s head above water, Mel bobbed her to where I was standing. “She’s still as a mannequin.”

“Don’t look at me. You wrote it.”

Keeping Jain upright with one hand, Mel rested an arm on the Spanish tiles edging the pool. “Did it do the same thing to us? I can’t even remember the first time you read it.”

Mel and Sasha had gone from just loyal employees, to fanatically devoted bimbos. I was beyond fine with it, and didn’t really care how it had happened.

But Mel’s question made everything click
. “You think she’ll end up like you two?”

Sasha had waded over, resting her arms inches from my feet. “Would you be mad if she does?”


Hell no.
 “That’s not what I intended.”

My marketing guru slapped the top of my left foot and then pushed away from the wall. About the time the momentum stopped drifting her out, she blurted, “We’re about to find out what that speech does, aren’t we?”

The front of my wet boxers felt tighter. “Then at least take that damn hat off her. Seriously, who wears something like that in a pool?”

Mel tipped it off Jain’s head from the bill. She chucked it my way, flying just past myself. Our ‘client’ did look far better without it.

“Wade her over to the stairs and sit her ass down. I don’t want her freaking out and drowning herself or one of you two.”

I strode to that same corner, getting back in and dropping my ass on one of those rounded steps. Up to my chest, so long as I didn’t get my head wet, I was gonna make.

Sasha helped Mel get her in place, wrapping one of Jain’s arms around the metal rail.

Waiting for her to come back to the world of the living, I pushed down on her shoulder to keep the girl from bobbing away. Judging by how they kept her buoyant, those career-making tits were natural.

Jain blinked a few times. Her fingers gripped the rail and her breathing returned to normal.


I waited until she had the sense to make any kind of noise. “Huh?”

“Welcome back. You zoned out on us.”

Still dazed, her words slurred out like she’d gotten white-girl-wasted. “I remember wading around the middle of the pool, so how did I end up over here?”

“You were lost in thought. Do you even remember the speech I gave you?”

Jain edged closer, bumping her ass against mine under the rail between us. “The words, but not hearing it. I can’t believe how much it’s clarified my life.”

Feeling her hand rest on my knee, I swallowed a lump as big as an orange. “So, what’s this new path you’re taking?”

“Was I really that vain and irritating? I thought that it was what people wanted from me.”

I didn’t mind the touch, even as it crept up my thigh. “What they wanted was to look at you. But you don’t just have to be eye-candy. It gives you a platform to say something valuable and make a difference in the world, should you want to.”

“God, I really have been wasting my potential.” Her voice got clearer with every passing word now. “If I’m only appreciated for my looks, what happens when I age out?”

“What do you want to happen?” I wrapped an arm around the small of her waist and rested my temple against the metal banister. She wasn’t even trying to stop me. “You could build a brand of your own, be an inspiration to others, or even move into acting and other kinds of modeling. Hell, even all three if you really want them.”

Jain pushed even closer to me. “I don’t know yet. Being a good influence has always felt important to me. I just never found a chance to be one.”

At least she knew what her feed had been perpetuating. That kind of self-awareness wasn’t common with her type. “You don’t have to decide it all tonight. I’m here for two more days if you need help figuring it out.”

My two did that slow pool walk closer to us. With Sasha dropping on my side and Mel next to Jain, the temperature of the water started that gradual climb. As did the front of my shorts.

Like she hadn’t noticed Mel and Sasha hanging off us, Jain ducked her head under the rail and leaned it against my shoulder. “I’m tired of everyone thinking I’m 
this blonde, southern California bimbo, and nothing else.”

She certainly was one of those, still. But at least Jain realized she could be more than a living stereotype.

“I mean, the only path I saw going forward was being a trophy wife, or maybe doing porn.” She kinda laughed, but I picked up a hint of sob in there. “Now I know
 I’m more than a nice body. It’s all thanks to you.”

Pulling tighter, I began to feel Sasha’s hand play with Jain’s atop my leg. “That drive was always inside you. All I did was give you permission to listen. Too many people never hear it from anyone.”

The very end of my shorts pulled up on that leg. Sasha butted in, leaning around me and staring Jain in the face. “And you’ve got me just as long as you have Gideon. Marketing is kinda my thing.”

Perhaps Mel would pitch in some psychoanalysis, too. But she kept her trap shut.

With my flagpole standing at complete attention, Sasha moved Jain’s hand around it for the first time.

I expected her to finally break, but our client never did. Watching her start making out with Sasha and whimpering like Mel was doing something to her down below, my ass finally knew what pure nirvana could be.

They kept going at each other while I got the double handy. It was the first time being in a pool felt anywhere near relaxing.

Enjoying it all in stride, I was thankful I’d skipped my meds that day. With Mel and Sasha pulling the slack, it was time to get off that shit. Plus, I hated having to fuck until I was raw just to come more than once a day. All they wanted to do anymore was work and have sex.

Jain’s fingers slipped through the flap over my cock. Letting the head bump against her palm, she danced every tip toward the end of my shaft.

Sasha didn’t follow suit. Ending the time at first base, her attention went straight to Mel. “Come on, let’s give her some time to thank Gideon.”

It was fine by me. Hearing the water stir as they got out, my mouth took over where Sasha had left off.

Proving herself quite the biter, Jain had almost chewed my bottom lip off 
before she ducked under the rail and straddled my hips.

Opening my eyes as our mouths parted, I noticed the pool lights had kicked on. With one of them showing off every contour of Jain’s body, I knew she’d worked her ass off to look like that. Someone had to appreciate the effort.

Jain slid off of me, grabbing my hand as she rose up. “Come on, pool sex isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.”

I was zoned as she’d been for a second. Then it sunk in. Holy shit…


She didn’t have to pull after that. Wherever Jain wanted to go, I’d have walked barefoot through busted, red-hot glass to follow her.

On her knees at the end of that wood and canvas deck chair, Sasha was already giving Mel’s cunt the same treatment she’d given Jain’s mouth.

It hurt to keep following our client instead of diving right in. But Mel’s wink was all the permission I needed. They could handle themselves.

And I was sure Jain could handle me.

Jain’s feet kept patting against the masonry until we were under the veranda butted against the rear of her house. Even with the sun just over the western horizon, the temperature dropped five or six degrees under all that wisteria.

She kept dragging me until we were in front of a low, wooden bench in the middle of the space, kinda without context. Jain dropped that toned ass and grabbed hold of my other hand. “I didn’t think it would go near this far, but it feels right.”

That final bit of growth swelled my dick. Feeling it poke through that open slit, it would have been embarrassing just seconds before she’d said that.

Jain let go of me, taking hold of the bottom hem of my boxers and pulling down. By the time they fell around my ankles, she was grinning like an addict who’d robbed a dealer’s stash. “Not bad.”

I ran my fingers through her dripping hair as she gripped my length again. As Mel started whimpering thirty feet away.

The first stroke whipped my back straight. “You should call them over, Mr. Klein.”

My lips parted with a gasp as Jain sat on the bench. “Don’t worry, they’ll find an excuse before too long.”

Another jerk. “I could tell a few minutes after meeting all of you. You’re too comfortable around each other not
 to mess around together.” Jain smiled harder before parting her lips too.

I was about to respond. Then the slide of her tongue down the bottom of my cock stole every molecule of breath.

My knees were about to rattle together as Jain took me in and then pulled her head back. The night had gone completely insane. But I didn’t have the nerve to question my luck.

Flicking against the ridge of skin in a way that stood every hair on my body straight, Jain eased away until she sealed around the head. Letting go with a pop
, she let a hand take over again. “So what have you been thinking about to me all afternoon?”

I knew exactly what. Fuck foreplay when you can start fucking an absolute dream instead.

Pushing her shoulders back, I reached down and pulled at the knot between her tits. As it gave out, both cups of that swimsuit bloomed out. Jesus…


Jain rubbed her hands over her breasts, making sure to jiggle everything around. “I’ve always thought about showing them, just to help my popularity. You’re not the first guy to stare like that.”

“They’re,” I had get my hands on them too, “fucking perfect.” And they’d grown into that without surgical help. Big, yet not freakishly so. Just enough to smother a very
 happy man to death between them.

I was already pushing my face into that cleavage as Jain bunched them together and said, “Wait until you see what I’ve got downstairs.”

That was enough to get me stepping the rest of the way out of those soaked boxers. As her back arched, I pulled the couple of ties on the rear of that suit.

Jain kept wriggling it lower until I felt silk push against my abs. But it wasn’t fabric.

I had to reach between her thighs and make sure I was feeling something that actually existed on this wonderful earth. Yeah, it felt great enough to make me believe the world was as great as I’d told everyone else it was for all these years.

Already moaning as I traced the split of her cunt, this fucking blonde had me 
dialed in. “Well… Someone likes them smooth.”

Not wanting to part ways with those mounds, it didn’t mean I had to stay out of her. Plunging one finger in, then a second, I couldn’t have cared less about how hard it was to breath inside that avalanche of cleavage.

Jain pushed her legs together. I groaned at the crush on my hand. But I knew why she was doing it.

The cool, slick fabric of her one-piece dropped at my knees. As her thighs parted again, I dug both fingers in.

Five nails scratched lines up my back, then another hand clawed a bit deeper.

“Unless you just really like teasing,” Jain moaned to break the seal, “I can’t wait for you to start fucking me.”

The end of my dick caught on the edge of the bench. It sproinged up and down as I halfway stood and saw the girl in her whole, perfect glory.

In awe at the most beautiful woman I’d ever put eyes on, clothed or not, I had to get inside her. Should a God exist, the guy or gal had to have been out to craft a masterpiece. And then Jain went and fine-tuned everything about herself in the gym. The girl could wear a potato sack, and still look like sexy incarnate.

Pulling my hand out, I knew it was trembling just like the rest of me.

Jain knew how hot she was, taking it all in stride. “Every guy gets nervous like that.” She draped her arms around my back and her legs around my ass. “But they always settle down as soon they’re inside me.” Probably not for long, though.

Easing my tip along folds that felt too great to exist, I wanted to let gravity do its thing and just drown in her.

Another twist on the thumb-screws drifted out of her lips. “But if it feels too
 good, I’ll let you pull out.”

Not that I could imagine doing it. Every second I kept playing with her bottom lips felt like an hour of torture. Glorious as they were inhumane.

There was no sneaking my way in. The first little bump at her threshold had Jain moaning.

Draping her ankle over my right shoulder, I propped my left knee by her hips. With how hard she was dripping, that surprising tightness gave way. And with her right leg between mine, I wasn’t about to give her the boring, straight entry.

She put a hand in mine around her kneecap. As her other drifted up the thigh holding me on the bench, I cupped under a tit.

The perfect amount of friction had me drinking it all in. Gravity had spread those breasts just enough to make that first bump turn the hills to gelatin.

Jain rocked her head back over the edge of the bench. She knew just how to enchant a guy with a smile, and even more so with the first fuck.

I plunged the rest of the way through. The softest, wettest cunt I’d ever stumbled my way into pulled taut. Just enough give in those walls zapped the nerves in the head of my cock.

Her fingers wrapped in mine. “I don’t care if the neighbors hear it. Get nasty.”

Pulling up and lifting one side of her ass off the wood slats, the first crush popped back at us from the stucco privacy fence and then from the valley.

“Just like that, but a hell
 of a lot faster.” The girl liked it rough, I guess. And here I thought the pretty ones tended to ride on their looks, even during sex.

Another slip through made her inhale until those breasts rose an inch or two higher. Steeling myself for a real drive, I had to pause and admire the woman hanging off my dick.

No flaws, no ink, and not even the usual hole for a belly button ring. Not that there’s anything wrong with the last two, but you have to appreciate expertly-maintained, unmodified perfection like her when you see it. She was gonna make for one hell of a MILF someday.

Every fiber in each muscle screamed to be unleashed, like they were taking direct orders from my cock. Rearing back until I was hardly propped inside her, the first smash jolted the girl back.

One after another, and then dozens more after those. Traces of sweat were already sliding down my forehead.

Jain twisted in place, screaming like she was trying to drown out each pop
.

With blonde hair and double-D’s jerking all over the place, I was scooting the damn bench of just her. By the time it was at least a tile whole off-kilter, the blush in her tits and around her pussy merged to swallow her abs too.

Another rush came over me when I felt her passage grip even harder. The wild shouts, heat burning through Jain’s skin, and the tension in her leg over my 
shoulder ripped something out me.

Close to snarling, I let go of her chest and forced Jain’s head up. With a slap of hip on hip between every word, I exhaled, “Fucking hard really you off, doesn’t it, you little whore?”

“Even harder! Fuck!”

People from Laurel Canyon to West Hollywood had to know some girl was getting fucked hard enough to spread her on toast.

Still crushing through the loudest screamer on Earth, my body started to fail keeping up with that natural drive to keep going. Winding down, I saw the vapor rising off my skin and hers. Easing back to the casual bang we’d started with, breathing fucking hurt.

From the other side of the patio, Sasha asked, “Why don’t you ever fuck me
 that hard?”

I didn’t know if it had been seconds or minutes of that mad dash. Swirls of light popped into my vision and danced in front of Jain.

Every inhalation stung like the air was full of wasps, especially in my bad lung. I had to lean down and brace my hands around each side of Jain’s head.

She wasn’t done, though. Gasping herself, Jain smiled up at me. “I almost came. Holy shit...”

If I hadn’t petered out when I did, there’s a good chance I’d have popped off right along with her. And what’s the fun in making your first time with someone a quickie?

Mel and Sasha walked over, starting their next round at the far end of the bench. I wanted them in on the fun too. But Jain had her own ideas.

She pulled at one of my wrists. “Lie down. I need to thank you for that.”

Doing exactly as I was told, I sat and wondered which part of her I was about to get inside.

Jain pushed me even further down. “On your back.” Her thighs sat on mine, leaving her tits about eye-level.


I can’t even think of a change that’d make her even more perfect.
 Wrapping my hands around the small of her back, she dropped with me as I felt the gaps in the wood draw lines in my shoulders.

The lingering heat in the air was warm enough, but this girl felt like a glowing coal in comparison. Her entire body pressed against me. Then I felt all that wetness I’d pounded out of her rest against the bottom of my shaft.

She leaned close as her wet hair fell against my cheeks. “They’re having fun.”

Even though they were mere feet away, my world had contracted down to just the two of us. But after she mentioned it, I had to notice the unholy racket my two assistants were making.

I grabbed my fingers around the dangerous curves of her waist, trying to get myself inside her again. “They’ll be fine on their own.”

Slick folds pressed up my entire length. “You liked it that much, huh?” Then she slid back down to my base, letting that molten entrance sear just over my balls.

“Fucking tease.”

Jain pecked her lips on my forehead and giggled. “If give it all away to begin with, that’d just make me a porn star.”

I wasn’t out to be one of those cult-leader types, but if she that determined to worship me, who was I to stop her? A little bit of teasing was just part of the ceremony.

Her cunt slipped up again. “But I’m not really in the mood for holding back right now.”

My jaw tried to rattle as she took me in. The tight entryway of her pussy crushed around my girth. By the she had me halfway through, I couldn’t hear Mel and Sasha anymore.

Like silk doused in warm oil, Jain’s cunt primed each nerve in my cock to its limit. Every inch made her feel like that much more of a goddess. Then I felt the lips try wrapping past my base.

“You love it. I can tell by the look on your face.”

Both of my hands tried crushing her down even further. The head of my cock pressed against her limit, gliding a smooth wall over my tip.

“I already told you, it’s okay to come in me. Don’t act like it can’t get any better than this.”

Holy shit…

Both of her mounds pushed against my chest as Jain rolled her hips. “But do 
you know what I really want?”

Every ridge and crease inside her frazzled my brain like a pan of bacon. Piecing even two words together was a feat of human will. “Tell me.”

She whispered, losing any tone that’d mark her voice different from any other woman’s. “I come on top of you. Then we bring them in, and you come right along with me, however you want it to happen.”

My brain tried coming up with anything better than what I was already feeling. But some things are just fucking impossible.

“What, no answer?” Jain rocked herself down my shaft again. “Don’t tell me you’re that
 ready to come.”

I was about to say something.

Then she grabbed my wrists and forced them over my head. “What if I told you I was lying about the birth control?”

My dick pulsed as my legs tensed up.

Another rush of cunt around my skin turned into a rolling hump. After giving my tip the full tour, Jain gasped, “Yeah, I can feel how much you love that idea.”

If it hadn’t been the kind of thing you drift to sleep fantasizing about, I’d have been screaming for help. Granted, she was a 38-24-36 dream girl, outright teasing that I could knock her up. You wouldn’t say a damn word to stop her either.

Jain rocked her neck around before pushing even harder on my wrists and staring down at me, all smiles. “Yeah, I think that’s what I want. Come inside me...”

My lungs inflated once as I tried letting it go a bit longer. My thoughts weren’t words anymore. Just urges.

“Do it… I know you want to.”

The writhing hips grinding down on me felt hypnotic. Like she was a fucking cobra waving to each side, transfixing her damned prey.

When Jain’s breasts crushed into me again, her pussy whipped itself tight and shivered. “I’m already so close!”

My forearms started aching from trying to bust out of her hold. Not to free myself from inside her, but to grab that ass and force my cock even deeper.

But when a girl’s that close to coming, she could probably bench-press a 
truck. Especially one who works out daily.

The only means I had left was to push my rear up. The wiggling, pulsing cunt dripping all over me squeezed hard enough to make it hurt.

Jain’s muscles locked for a couple of seconds.

Then her hips slammed down, forcing me against the bench again.

“Coming!” She vibrated in place, trying to belt something else out. But it just came out as a deep moan.

I wanted to finish off right along with her. Trying to get a few pumps in from underneath as Jain’s strength gave out, the pop
 of skin on skin barely made it through her jerky cries.

The final tremors rattled through her body. “Oh my god
...”

I let her rest on top of me. When her breath finally seemed regular again, all it took was a little nudge.

Jain would have flopped on the masonry if I hadn’t caught her. “That was fucking amazing, so take it easy for a moment.”

She rested on the edge of the bench, cuddling tight with one leg draped over my abs. “But you didn’t finish. We’re not done yet.”

Mel and Sasha weren’t either, still doing who knows what to each other feet away from us.

With my hands free, I ran one up the drastic curve of her torso. The other cradled under her face, saving her cheek from getting the lines the slats had pressed into my back. “Let’s get cracking. I can’t wait to figure out if you were bluffing or not.”

“I already told you, I’m on birth control.”

That wasn’t the crux of the issue. “When a girl jokes that she isn’t after telling you she is, it’s always a risky proposition.”

“Not that it’s stopped you. Should I take it as a compliment?”

Prime breeding candidates like her have a way of making you kick common sense out on its ass. “Take it however you want. I’m already sold.”

“Good.” Jain pushed herself up as my two started winding down their fun. “Stay on your back, but with your head at the end of the bench.”

The marching orders were clear. Doing exactly as I was told, I let my head hang over the edge.

Jain stood over me, leaning forward until her fingers teased around my package. As that slick, perfectly bad cunt eased against my mouth.

If she wanted a head-start on the next round, I didn’t mind giving it to her. Making a perfect specimen like her come more than once is the kind of fuck you brag to your friends about, and keep replaying in your head for the rest of your life.

The first lick already had her purring. Tasting like mana from heaven, Jain was still wet enough to sate your thirst.

Her thighs clamped around my head. Keeping both hands off my dick, I assumed I was about get blown away.

But the dripping, hot opening easing my tip in was no mouth. Shit, which one them is it?


I was moaning too, feeling the soft, juicy walls ease down my length. Mel and Sasha were all too familiar to me, but I still couldn’t tell which one it was, on feel alone.

Even through Jain’s inner thighs, I finally heard my answer in Mel’s undeniable voice. “Don’t worry, I’ll back off before he comes.”

Their voices muffled as each of them leaned their weight forward. Jain might not have eaten out Sasha yet, but I knew she was getting a taste of her, secondhand.

Filling Mel to the brim was at least a daily thing. And I don’t just mean doing the old in-and-out. Giving her another round when Jain was offering her own self for it kinda horrified me.

The ride on my shaft picked up as Jain started pushing her bean against my tongue. Each flick jolted her legs tighter.

A rolling orbit of Mel’s cunt had me back in the running. Each push of one side of her ass up and the other down lit a fire under me. If didn’t get Jain close fast enough, that first romp would have been in danger of ending in my psych genius.

I kept trying to lick harder, driving the end of my tongue against her and 
putting every part of that lump of muscle behind it.

Feeling Jain lean back, I had to catch her ass with my hands before she went crashing away. Like she’d regained her senses, I didn’t have to pull as hard as the screams began.

Nails tapped on my forehead. It had to be Sasha.

Getting back to Jain’s little man in the pink canoe, fingers eased into her from behind.

The girl was going ballistic, trying to escape the hold all three of us had on her. At least she was getting closer to that final climax than I was.

With one on my dick, one on my tongue, and another pushing our host into overdrive, something was about to happen. Grabbing the legs of that hard enough to pop knuckles, I held on and hoped I’d last.

All it took was a quick twerk of Sasha’s fingers. Then ding
! The chicken was done.

Jain’s thighs crushed around my head. If it wasn’t for that shake, she’d have crushed it like a melon.

Mel ramped herself up one last time. Holding onto the stained wood for dear life, the spot of precum felt like a sign of doom. Using whatever Sasha had taught her since the cabin, the girl could ride a man to death when she really wanted to.

Warm as it was out there, my dick suddenly felt cold. Oh thank shit!


The blushing slit above my head tore away, leaving me seeing stars that were actually there, and some that weren’t.

All the weight lifted from my hips. Three faces gazed down at me as I smiled like a fool.

Sasha broke first, pulling me up. “Come on, we did the hard work for both of you.”

I had to shake my head and think for a moment. What the hell does that mean?
 Turning around with my ass still on the bench, I caught what she was getting at.

Mel kept rubbing herself all over Jain as Sasha helped ease the blonde fireball down.

Getting up before Jain could rest her head on my thigh, it all made sense. I 
fucking love you two.


Taking hold of my shoulders, Sasha pulled me around until I was standing over the gasping blonde. “You can pay us back later.”

Resting on her right side, Jain’s skin glowed hot all over. She didn’t even try moving as I wrapped an arm under both her ankles.

With that ass perched at the very edge, I didn’t give a damn about skinning my knees. Dropping to both of them, I aimed my cock toward home.

Her tits felt hot enough to go molten. One pull against both Jain’s thighs had my tip slipped through.

She was already mewling out. Curling her legs against me, there was no way we’d have yet another round.

Someone pushed my ass forward.

All the way in, I had to let go of her breasts and sting a palm against that half of a peach bumping against me. Meanwhile, I didn’t feel any reason to hold back as her cunt tensed around my shaft.

Hands kept guiding me. With two on my rump and another pair at my waist, I didn’t care who was pushing on what.

Jain was already hurtling fast enough toward the edge to even dream of stopping. Her voice went pitiful, whimpering out with every shove.

Fighting through the sting in my chest, I had to make it end on a high note. The first real crack of myself slipped me out of Mel and Sasha’s hold.

“Holy fuck!” Jain curled her legs even tighter around my left thigh. Then I saw the marks her fingernails were leaving on the bench.

Another drip of precum rolled out. But I didn’t care. I was gonna make her climax hard enough to black out, or knock my own self unconscious trying.

Both heels pushed into my ass with each spear. Screaming like I’d poked her with a live wire, Jain kept twitching and rolling the pressure inside herself.

Crashing to the hilt, the girl’s neck bent as I pulled a mess of hair. All four sides of her pussy squeezed, starting from the shallow end before pulsing deep.

I tried to breathe as something punched me in the gut. Maybe not physically, but the effect was all the same.

Jain screeched harder than ever. With her mind shot and her body spent, the 
only part of her that had any sense left took over.

The wild jerks inside her cunt stopped me from pulling out. Energy flowed through every vein, making my cock feel like a pure rush all over.

Wet and forceful as a hurricane, that cunt surged over the edge.

Getting swept away with it, there was no chance in hell I could have stopped myself. The first jet blasted into her.

Then a second. And a third.

I was on the verge of collapsing when I felt Mel and Sasha hold me up from under each arm. That only let my strength go into forcing my way just a fraction of an inch deeper.

Those crushing, heavenly walls never stopped milking every drop. Even after I was spent. The only sign Jain had stopped coming was the drop in her voice. Not that the message got through to her cunt.

Draping my top half over her, Mel and Sasha backed away.

My own skin was a fire risk, and Jain’s wasn’t any cooler as we both gasped. Sweat rolled as that creamy gift started leaking around my shrinking girth.

Her cheek barely pushed against mine. Each syllable was a pant. “I didn’t plan on this… But I’m glad it happened.”

I wanted to say something back. After trying to summon the will, all I had left in me was a sigh.

Hell, it took five minutes to even stand up on my own.


I hated to leave. Especially since I hadn’t found an excuse to drag Jain along with us on a permanent basis. But my next ‘consultation’ was due to start the next day.

Giving the blonde Venus a final hug before hitting the security line at the airport, I was tempted to pull her into some bathroom and fuck her brains one more time. “Keep in touch. The next time we pass through, we’ll have to visit.” Which was in about three months, based on the seminar schedule.

Jain eased off the hug, letting me see the throngs of jealous guys stopping to look at her. “Make sure you do. And thanks for showing me how to believe in myself.”

“You’re a smart kid. If you really want to start your own brand, there won’t be a person on Earth who could stop you.” The line inched forward, with maybe four people between myself and the TSA screener with a  room temperature IQ.

“Sasha mentioned bringing me on as a guest speaker. Testimonials from a client wouldn’t hurt.”

Just the thought of fucking her all across the country was all the convincing I needed. “I’ll have her book it.”

Another squeeze at my neck and a smooch on my lips pissed every guy off. Jain let go of my hands and turned around. That white dress hugged her figure as she walked away.

It was kinda fucked up, but I kinda hoped that joke about not being on birth control was a real hint. She’d give even the ugliest man some beautiful children.

My head jerked forward. The pain of the slap took a few seconds to register.

Sasha gripped the handle of her luggage, not even trying to hide that she’d just whacked a concussion upside the back of my skull. “Call her when we roll through again. You’ve got another client to worry about now.”

Audrey Phan. From what little I’d learned from talking to her over the phone, she was the pure spawn of tiger-parenting. Right down to letting her parents force her into medical school.

I rubbed at what I hoped wouldn’t turn into a knot. “Do that one more time, and I’m letting Mel get the finishing round for a month.”

Which straightened her ass out, even if she wouldn’t let it show. “Just keep 
your mind on what’s ahead.”

Not that it kept my thoughts out of the gutter.
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I’d just moved across the country a few months ago. So it wasn’t like I could call my parents or any of the ‘aunts’ who’d doted over me for a ride. “It’s fine. My insurance deductible’s been smacked already.”

“Suit yourself.” She prepped the other bag on the stand. “As soon as I turn this knob, count down from ten.”

The door opened back up. Dr. Whitmer slid his way in, already dressed for slicing and dicing. “Good, I caught you in time.”

Not exactly the first thing you want to hear from a surgeon. “Why? What’s going on?”

He pulled his mask down and smiled. “Whatever this thing is, if it’s not organic like we’re thinking, do you want it as a souvenir?”


Christ.
 My asshole unpuckered as the nurse turned the valve. “Sure. Damn thing’s cost me a fortune already, so I might as well keep it.”

The stubble around his mouth twisted like was about to laugh. “Well, sweet dreams Mr. Owens.”

“Yeah, I’m sure it’ll be a—”

Then nothing.

*
*
*

‘Mikey.’

I’d been suppressing that voice in my head, off and on, for years. Mika, I called her, after myself. The head-shrinkers wouldn’t call it schizophrenia because I had no other symptoms.

‘I’ll see you soon.’

Where? The fucking afterlife?

‘You’re fine. I just couldn’t wait to let you know.’

If I had control of my eyes, I’d have rolled them. We’ve been over this. You’re not real.
 Even if her advice had never steered me wrong. About the time I graduated law school, I figured it was time to put my imaginary friend out to 
pasture, somewhere in the back of my head.

A point of light showed up. It grew, slow enough to hurt.

Shit. Guess I’m heading that way. It’s been fun.

‘I have to go now, but I promise, we’ll be together when you wake up.’

*
*
*

“You claimed you had no friends to take you home, when there’s a pretty girl this worried about you.” The nurse shook her head as she pressed the cold stethoscope over my chest. “As soon as you recover, you’ll probably be in the dog house, and I wouldn’t blame her.”

“What? Who?”

I vaguely heard the door open and close.

The nurse looked away from me. “And if she dresses like this, I don’t know you could forget her. Even with all those drugs pumping through your system.”


The fuck are you talking about?
 Trying to prop up on my elbows, all I did was send pure agony through my body.

“How is he?”

I knew the voice too well. “Mika?”

My nurse popped her hand against my forehead. “If you want my advice, stop digging that hole you’ve got yourself into.”

She went away, finally.

But I knew I wasn’t alone, even after the door shut. Even if it should have been obvious. Anesthesia messes you up.

“Mikey...”

That voice roiled up the warm fuzzies like Mom was there. But she’d always called me Michael.

A soft footstep patted against the floor. Then I felt a hand rub up my forearm. “Just rest. I’ll take you home as soon as the doctor allows it.”

Through the fuzz in my vision, I didn’t recognize her. “Maybe you’re real, and maybe you’re not.” I couldn’t help reaching up and grabbing her wrist. “But I don’t want you to leave.”


*

*

*


“Auditory hallucinations are one thing. Now I’m seeing shit that isn’t there.”

“Someone drove you home.”

Based on the abuse my poor clutch had gone through, my vision and hearing wouldn’t have been the only senses lying to me. I still had the echoes of that stink in my nose, and a mechanic’s bill to prove it, coming up sooner rather than later.

Leaning forward so Mika could get my back, I knew the touch was real. “Let’s say I admit you’re here and believe every word you say. What would that mean?”

“That’s up to you.” Mika pointed at the water. “Are you willing to stand up, or can you handle that part, yourself?”

My jaw clenched as I stared her in the eyes. But I could tell she wasn’t attempting some lewd trick. “I can do it myself.”

“It’ll hurt.” Mika’s hand slipped under the water, dangerously far down my abs. “Grow up and let me help you.”

“Alright, Mom.”

Her brows dropped. “Don’t call me that. It’s creepy.”


Huh…
 Out of all things, that was her uncrossable line. “So are you my mom’s sister, a twin I never knew I had, or what?”

Mika pulled her hand back, splashing water all over the floor. “Mikey, that’s fucking gross! When did you get that pervy?”

Everything about her face screamed
 revulsion. “Alright. You’re not joking a bit. I can tell.” Because that reaction was pure reflex.

She kept giving me a mean side-eye. “I got my dress wet, because you had to be lewd.”

I wanted to give her an out, but I didn’t have one. “Sorry, but I don’t keep things that fit you around here.”

Mika dove right back in with that sponge, swabbing it across my neck. “It’s alright. You didn’t mean it.”

*
*
*

Sliding up the bulge in my shorts, Mika wanted me to know that my shirt was the only thing she had on. “So you can start your own practice and help the town your family came from… Mikey, that’s what I like most about you.”

Harris and Brooks probably wouldn’t like being used to further my own career more than their own practice. But Harper, Brooks’ daughter, was set to inherit his position as senior partner. Just because that’s how it always happened with law firms.

“Working there kinda pisses you off, doesn’t it?” Another glide of her slit up my shaft soaked through my boxers.

I was ready to give in and let Mika do whatever she wanted. It’s not like I hadn’t fucked girls I knew even less about. “If we’re doing this, I’ve got condoms in the top drawer of the nightstand to your left.”

She looked down at me like I was an idiot. Again. “I can’t believe your father didn’t tell you about this.”

“About what?”

Mika wiped strings of hair away from her eyes. “A doyen can’t bear a child until her master has five wives.”

She was talking even crazier than the old man himself. “What the shit are you on about?”
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