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AUTHOR’S NOTE:



With part three of this series going live on the fifteenth, I’m still on track for another series getting wrapped up within a month of starting it. So it is a sustainable pace for me. I’m happy about that.

I would say more, but I’m ready to get cracking on the next part.


BIMBO BLISS 3

The Dallas-Fort Worth metroplex. America’s concrete asshole.

Weaving through homicidal traffic in yet another rental car, my phone kept barking changes in the directions. I was finally starting to have enough of it.

Sasha tapped at her own phone in the passenger’s seat. “Mine says you need to take the next left.”

Which meant I had three lanes to play Russian roulette with in less than a block. “Fuck it. I knew should have sprung for someone’s vacation house outside of town and have the client stay there with us.”

Audrey Phan, the next private consultation, was absolutely the product of tiger parenting. Kind of a rich kid, since her father owned several car dealerships between Dallas and Houston. And the classic stressed out, quarter-life-crisis medical resident.

Some redneck in a lifted truck with nary a spot of dirt on in cut me off. My tires chirped and both fists rammed the horn. “Why do these shit-kickers need a cattle hauling truck to buy their damn groceries? Fuck!”

Mel chuckled from behind me. “Overcompensation and a need to project a tough guy image. I had to write a paper on rural, masculine identity one time. Someone could probably write a whole thesis on it.”

Which didn’t calm me down a bit. Ducking into the second of three lanes, my blood pressure could wadded up a deep-sea submersible like an aluminum can.

But I did want this visit to go well. Apparently, this kid we were supposed to help had her own little mini villa, complete with a guest house. I just wish it wasn’t in this sprawling, suburban hellscape.

The turning lane was just about full, but I’d made it in. Somehow.

Finally, my phone’s GPS stopped changing its mind. The destination had gone from two miles away, down to eight hundred feet.


After the iron gate lurched open, I knew we were in for a better stay than Jain Hildreth’s place. The manicured yard, sculpted topiaries, and relative privacy was the last thing I expected from what medical people called ‘baby docs.’

Sasha pulled those giant sunglasses down to the tip of her nose. “Daddy really is loaded. If she has to compare herself to him, no wonder the girl’s a neurotic mess.”

“I felt lucky when my parents covered a textbook when I was in college.” The place really was insane for anyone her age. No twenty-five year old had any business living by herself on a whole acre in White Rock, which was probably the snootiest area of the city.

Mel grabbed my shoulders from behind as I threw the car in park. “It has to beat a hotel room. I’m so sick of those mattresses.”

I was still in one of my blazers, hating every second of it. Professionalism means a lot to these overachieving types. But I still wasn’t about to be caught dead in a tie. Even at my own funeral. “Well, come on. Someone opened that gate, so I guess she’s home.”

Flanked by the usual assistants, the Texas heat was already frying me as I poked the doorbell.

Our client, not an inch taller than Mel, appeared like an apparition through the stained glass. After a couple of deadbolts clapped open, I wondered how she could swing a door that big.

But as far as Vietnamese girls go, Audrey was absolutely top-shelf. I kinda had a thing for Asian women anyway. That orange, kinda formal sundress didn’t hurt, either.

She looked nervous, not saying a word as she stared back at us.

I put a hand out. “Audrey Phan?”

Meek as a scared puppy, she took my hand, limp-wristed as all hell. “That’s right. I’m sorry if I’m nervous, Mr. Clyne.”

“Don’t be.” I took the first step in, letting go and grabbing her by each shoulder. “You’ve invited us into your home, so we should be the ones quaking at the knees.”

It pulled a smidge of confidence out of her. “Well, let me show you where 
you’ll be staying. I’m sorry if the house is kind of a wreck.”

Everything was downright immaculate. Someone had a perfectionist streak a mile wide. “Compared to my own house, this place is spotless.”

She wasn’t one for small talk, apparently. “You’re too kind. This way, please.”

Weird chick...


The guest house was all of two bedrooms, one bath, and a kitchenette off to the side of a tiny living room. I finished hanging my clothes on the rack as Mel and Sasha pulled out the usual binders. “So, what’s the early diagnosis?”

Sasha butted in first. “She’ll be a crazy cat lady in three decades.”

But Mel shook her head, serious as ever. “No, Ms. Phan’s too much of a neat-freak. I think she’ll end up collecting ceramic cats instead.”

“I asked for a read on her, not for you two to make fun on the girl.” Pulling that damn blazer off, I hung it over the end of the wheeled closet. “But you’re right. She’s off
, in some way.”

Sasha draped her bare legs over the arm of the couch, kicking one white heel off. “That’s why we’re here, isn’t it?” She was always enthusiastic and direct, but thinking about the why
 of what I did never had been her strong suit.

“Nobody comes to my message just because they’re strange. She’s unhappy, or at least unsatisfied, about something.”

Mel pushed a hand up her forehead and then through every strand of long, brunette hair. “I haven’t even said a word to her, but she has the same problem as the guys who drive those ridiculous trucks.”

“Let me guess. Fear of inadequacy.”

Jerking her neck back, Mel smiled around the edges. “You’ve been paying attention. I assumed you’d blame it on overcompensation again, which is just a reaction to that deeper shortcoming.”

I walked to the back of the couch they were hogging. “That’s enough, professor
. Save the big-brain stuff for when we’ve got her in the same room. I’m sure Audrey would follow along with it more easily than I will.”

Mel still had a barb to sink in. “Dumb your message down too much, and she’ll think you’re a joke.”


Not after I give her that speech.
 I grabbed the top of the cushions and leaned over them, thankful for all that cleavage I had a prime view of. “Every time we’ve changed the words, it has less effect. Maybe you should look into how the cadence of it affects people.”

Sasha stretched her arms past her head, giving me an even grander sight of her tits. “I’ve already looked into it. Listening to some of the recordings I have of 
the spiel, it’s got a certain rhythm, not too different from those pop songs that everyone knows how to dance to.”

“Then you two collaborate on that.” I let go of the cushions and turned for the entryway. “I need to learn some more about our client.”


When I found her in the living room of the main house, Audrey turned whiter than I was. But her voice didn’t show it, monotone and full of vocal fry as ever. “Mr. Clyne, I wasn’t expecting you in here.”

“That’s part of the deal. While I’ll respect your privacy, we’re basically supposed to live like a family for the next several days.”

She was already acting nervous. “I suppose that’s what I agreed to.”

I leaned against the wall with one shoulder and crossed my legs and arms. “So tell me, what motivated you to become a doctor, and what specialty are you going into?”

Audrey took a step closer, like my change in posture had defused the bomb. “It’s what my parents wanted for me.” Something like regret was in her eyes. “And I’m on track to be an oncologist.”

That was a recipe for heartache. “You know, if failure isn’t an option, treating cancer patients will make for a lot of disappointment. Not all of them survive, and you know that.”

“So what’s your point?” Another step forward, this time with both hands tucked behind her back. “Even as a resident, I see death almost every day.”

“But when they’re your
 patients, how will it feel to lose one?”

She almost cracked that stoic expression with a frown. “I would owe it to every patient to do what I can to save them. The fact that my mentor Dr. Abrams takes such a casual attitude to their outcomes shouldn’t affect how seriously I take my work.”

“You’ll still lose some of them. Failure isn’t what you think it is.”

“What else could it be, other than letting people down?” Audrey stepped forward with far more emotion than her voice or face let show. “If I don’t succeed, other people suffer.”

Pushing away from the wall, I stood in her path, maybe four or five feet away. “How do you expect to win every single battle? And how will you deal with the times you don’t succeed?”

“I’ll worry about that bridge when I cross it.”

The hardass coach in me took over. Grabbing her by each shoulder, it was hard not to shake her like a trick beer. “You say that now, but at least it’s told me 
what your root problem is.”

Audrey flinched like she wanted to shrink away, like some flower closing up for the night in that orange dress. “If I wanted a psychiatrist, I’d have called one. Mr. Clyne, all I expect of you is to help me avoid that problem.”

“But I can’t do that.” My fingers squeezed harder. “As much as I’d like to give you some miraculous healing ability, for the sake of your patients, you’re asking for the impossible.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Then what can
 you do to help me? As far as I see it, reaching my highest potential is saving everyone I can.”

“At least we agree on something.” I’ve always hated dealing with her kind of stubborn. “It will prevent a lot of anguish if you realize that nobody is perfect. And even if you were, not every patient will survive.”

“That’s not how I look at it.”

I was already on the verge of yelling at her. “How many times have you helped with a case, where everything seemed to be going well… Then something unforeseen happens?”

“It was always a failure to see hidden factors. Plain and simple.”

My voice was rumbling to boom out. But being told to pack our shit and leave wouldn’t have helped her a bit. “Every one of us will die someday. Cancer, accidents, or just old age. It’s not a failure of the doctors when they’ve exhausted every option.”

Beautiful and hard-headed was a difficult combination for anyone to handle. Audrey dug the impression in a little further. “There are always more treatments and choices to be made.”

The whirlwind inside my skull hit a fever pitch. I wasn’t quite shaking her yet, but my hands were jittering like I hadn’t eat all day. “But what is treating a cancer, if not a race against time? You can’t explore every option unless you want to kill every patient with the cure before the disease puts them in the ground. Even I know that much.”

“If your doctor had failed, we wouldn’t be having this conversation right now. You should be thankful that he didn’t give up on you.” She tried brushing me off. “I’m not sure I can listen to someone who would tell me to let him die in my care.”

My limit snapped. “If you’re only willing to hear what you want to accept, I 
probably can’t help you.”

“So leave.”


This little bitch…
 A final wave of calm settled over me. Which meant I was either gonna snap or walk out, serene as a glass-smooth pond. “Before I go, sit down over there. If you’re not convinced after hearing me out for a couple minutes, you’ll never have to deal with me again.”


My voice was already getting hoarse. “What do you have to lose?” But the speech was done.

The brown of Audrey’s eyes had turned the same black as her pupils. Someone was deep in whatever thoughts the little pep-talk put in their heads.

Through every line, I hoped like hell she’d be less uptight, stop taking herself so seriously, and actually cut the fuck loose every now and then. Otherwise, I was in for an intolerable couple of days.

She began moving after several minutes. First in her bare legs until they crossed. When I saw a ballet flat dangle off her right foot, I knew something had taken hold.

I cleared my throat. “Well? Did you have any massive breakthrough or epiphany?”

They weren’t quite tears, but the bottom of her eyes had watered up. “I can’t believe how much of my life I’ve wasted.”


At least it’s a start.
 “What do you mean?”

Holding onto a piece of that stoic front, Audrey crossed her arms too. But that hint of a smile said more than her words every could. “I have to live for myself, and not my parents.”

There was no more need for a crowbar to pry that stick out of her ass. “That’s an excellent start. Is there anything else?”

Her posture went casual. Almost flirty. “Mom and Dad aren’t watching every move I make. Feeling guilty about so much as watching a TV show is so irrational, but I did it anyway. Now I can’t figure out why.”

“That’s a huge part of being your ‘peak self.’ Self-sabotage and limiting beliefs are as dangerous as any addiction.”

Like she was lost in thought again, Audrey let the gears turn in her head. Teasing a lock of jet black hair over her left breast, that look on her face kept getting stronger. “The worst part is, I actually think it felt good to tear myself down. Like I was just doing it to feel comfortable.”

“Now you know why I compared it to an addiction.”

She dropped both hands on the cushions around her thighs. “I can’t...”


Shit, don’t tell me I’ve gotta repeat that thing already.
 “Can’t what?”

Audrey let the first tear roll down, taking a little of that sparse mascara with it. “I was such an idiot. How did I work myself into such a miserable person, even with everything going in my favor?”

Guilting her even harder wasn’t about to help anything. “You’ve busted your ass to get where you are, just like your father had. I think you’ve earned permission from yourself to enjoy what you’ve accomplished.”

“How?”

“If you’re asking how to enjoy life outside of your work, that’s entirely on you.”

The girl looked like her brain had frozen. A few blinks and both hands clasping over that top knee was the only sound or motion in the whole room.

“Go ahead. Tell me what you’re thinking, right now.”

She didn’t hesitate. “If you’re here for two nights, what else do you have to teach me?”

If my visit with Jain was any indication… Plenty.

And yes, I totally wanted to fuck her.

Not that she was about to give up the endless questions. “Like, what do I do, now that I know how I’ve been lying to myself for so long?”

I gave her the only sane advice I could. “You keep asking that question and hold back from making rash decisions.”

Both of her thighs parted a bit, even as her legs stayed crossed. “Is it wrong if I’m thinking about how it would affect my parents? You know, to do what I want for myself?”

Sanity was coming back, even if it was the classic father’s-daughter trope. “Nobody knows what they really want until they have it. Just don’t end your medical residency and join a commune tomorrow, or anything rash like that.”

It was about the time Sasha or Mel would stroll in. But nobody was coming.

Pushing myself off the wall, I didn’t have too much interest in whatever path Audrey would end up taking. So long as she could figure out what would make her happy, I didn’t care beyond weaseling my way underneath that dress. “Listen. You’ve got enough to process. How about I leave you alone and we pick this up again tomorrow morning? The only thing I ask, is that you don’t call and chew out 
your parents.”

Audrey planted her hands on each knee as she unwrapped her legs from each other. “There’s something else.” Even behind that complexion, I saw the blush in her cheeks.


Good stuff…
 “And that is?”

She inched forward until her ass was barely on the edge of that couch. Another spread of crimson filled her skin. “It’s embarrassing, but I feel like I can trust you with it.”

That could have gone either way. “Spit it out, already.”

I wasn’t prepared, at all.

Audrey drew into herself a little, easing her legs a little closer to shut.

The fact that she wouldn’t look me in the eyes anymore should have been enough warning.

Finally, her voice started again. Shaky, but clear enough. “Mr. Clyne, I’m a virgin.”


Wait. What?
 “You’re pulling my leg.”

The deep red in her cheeks didn’t lie. “I’ve been so focused on having this perfect GPA, acing my job, and making my father proud. Is it wrong that I never got around to sleeping with a guy?”


Yes.
 “Everyone has their own priorities.” Mel and Sasha were fucking late
.

Audrey looked mortified at what she’d just said. “Not that I’m hitting on you or anything.”

Hot as she was, flirting the pants off a guy would have taken no effort at all. I didn’t mind letting Sasha teach her the basics. You know, experience being the best teacher and all that.

Rather than sitting back and letting Audrey handle my cock like a toddler with a loaded pistol, Mel was on deck that night. No matter how much I wanted to face-fuck the latest ‘client’ into oblivion.


Maybe an hour later, Sasha was already doing her own kind of consultation with Audrey. Thinking about it had left me with a case of sore nuts that made walking hurt. But Mel was beyond happy to have one of those rare one-on-one sessions.

In the middle of the guest house’s living room, I pushed the back of her head into me. Mel was the perfect height, on her knees, to let me stand all the way up.

One hand took over the hilt as her tongue drifted around the furthest end of my cock. She’d developed a talent over the weeks. Maybe it was from Sasha teaching her the ropes, or more likely, a heavy amount of practice was to thank for that.

I didn’t care if I wound up fucking her or not. So long as I got off that night, everything would have been golden.

My fingers pulled at the roots of her hair. The way Mel relaxed her throat and fought the gag reflex slammed my eyes closed.

Out of nowhere, I imagined Audrey kneeling in front of me. Assuming she was on top of a few phone books.

Thinking of what Sasha had to be doing to her, right that second, made it even worse. When you someone quip ‘a mouth’s a mouth,’ they’re not joking. Unlike fucking a girl, you don’t get the voice, scent, and texture of her skin to shatter the illusion of whoever you want to fantasize about.

I was crossing the middle lap. Stomping on the gas and bumping my hips forward, it brought a little fight out of Mel. Not that she wouldn’t hold on until she was on the verge of choking to death.

Door hinges cried out behind me. Gotta love that north Texas humidity and its ability to corrode anything.

Not that it stopped me. If anything, we were about to get another couple of friend in on the fun.

One more thrust down Mel’s throat made me hold her lips tight around my base.


Damn…
 Mel’s tongue kept sliding around me. With any luck, she’d bust the early, easy load.

A finger tapped my shoulder from behind. Then Sasha’s voice rolled out, 
smooth yet blunt as always. “So long as you don’t mind that she’s wrapped in black lace and tied with a pink bow, I left a present for you.”

Mel pressed both hands against my thighs as she gave me a final, deep suck.

Chattering teeth made the tiny distance to the finish line hard to deal with. But I had to know more.

Easing out from between Mel’s lips, my one-and-a-half lungs gasped on their own as I turned around. “What do you mean?”

“Go to Audrey’s bedroom and have a look for yourself. You weren’t joking. She really hasn’t been with a guy before.”

“What about another woman?”

Sasha curled those thick, pouty lips upward at the corners. “That was true as well, until about thirty minutes ago.”

Another pulse raged through my sack. “No way. Audrey’s too hot for that to be true.”

“Go and check for yourself.” Sasha brushed past me, drifting her fingers along Mel’s scalp. “I can take over from here.”

After Jain, my odometer had just rolled past thirty women. But not a single one of them had me as their first. That was about to change.

Tucking my shaft back in and zipping up, I almost ran out the door. “I can’t fucking believe this.”

Sasha let out her first gasp as Mel started oral duties again. “And don’t worry, she’s still ‘intact.’”

My eyes almost bugged out. I grabbed the door handle and didn’t even look back.

I gotta say, having your own sacrificial virgin, set up by one of your priestesses, will make a man feel like a god.

Sasha may have been a degenerate. But she was my degenerate. And she had a superb
 sense of timing.


Walking in, the sight before me would have driven the least horny man to tears. Barely covered in the same black lace and pink bands Sasha had mentioned, Audrey gazed back. Those fingerless gloves that matched everything else didn’t hurt the look either.

Getting closer, I could tell what she wanted. There was no point in bullshitting her. “That speech did a number on you.”

Audrey kept smiling, tied to every corner of the four-poster bed, as she leaned her head to one side. “I never thought my first time would happen like this.”

My balls fizzed like someone had shaken a beer. “To tell you the truth, I never thought my first time with a virgin would go this way, either.”

“Well,” her face and voice went completely innocent, “you did tell me that people shouldn’t compete with any measure but their previous best.” They weren’t my exact words, but she got the broader point.

“Someone’s gotten over herself. Usually, it takes hearing that speech a few times for the deeper meaning to stick.”

Audrey wasn’t even trying to fight her way out of the bonds. “I’m a fast learner. If there’s anything else you want to drive home, go ahead and spit it out.”

Repeating the script I’d memorized was tempting. If she was this willing, there was no telling what another treatment would let her pull off. “Compared to this morning, how do you feel right now, as a person?”

“Free.”

“That’s funny, coming from the girl tied to the bedposts.”

She wiggled her ass into the bed, spreading her knees a little further apart. “It shouldn’t be, considering what you’ve already shown me. I can’t wait to learn more from you.”

I already had the next lesson in mind. Tugging at the knot holding Audrey’s left wrist, I had to fight the urge to slip those panties aside and hump my way to completion. “Every good action benefits each party. If I get something out of it, but you don’t, what would you gain from it?”

At that point, Audrey could have been putty in my hands. She bit her front teeth over her bottom lip and writhed in place. “I’d still enjoy it.”

Like any good speaker, I’d had to learn delivery from comedians. Tying what 
I’d said before into something that didn’t seem related, it was time to drive the message home. “But if I have free reign, you’ll never figure out how to assert yourself. Benefiting each side requires negotiation, not a monologue.”

Audrey caught the point. So far, anyway. “But I don’t even know what a man wants out of me.”

“It’s not too late to learn.” The ribbon holding her other arm started jerking loose. “Giving up on it because you got a late start won’t do you any favors.”

She was already grazing her fingertips along my back as I started freeing her legs. “Now I get why Sasha left me like this.”

Hell if I knew what my smaller brunette was thinking. “Well, pop quiz. Tell me what you
 think she was getting at.”

“Don’t put all your faith in the first assumption you come to. Isn’t that part of what you explained to me earlier?”

‘First impressions matter, but they’re rarely correct’ was about halfway through the talk. “Yeah. Sounds like you’re a great listener.”

Audrey curled her right foot as I finished untying the last ankle. “I’m not sure what I can teach you
, though. I’ve already told you, this is my first time getting past first base with a guy.”

“And this is my first time handling a girl who had never had sex.” I chucked the ribbon away and turned around on the edge of the mattress. Another one of the canned quotes I’d filed away over the years came out. “Even a beginner can teach a journeyman or master something.”

“That’s a bold call.”

I put both hands on my hips. “Why? I think admitting you could teach me a lesson is pretty humble.”

Audrey pushed her shoulders against the headboard. “No, I mean calling yourself a master. Didn’t you finish telling me not to get full of myself, barely an hour ago? Why are you exempt from that rule?”

She had me on that one. “Looks like you deserve credit for paying attention.”

Running a finger from the edge of her lips, it slid down her neck and over the bump of her tits. “So what should I teach you?”

I didn’t care. “Whatever comes to mind.”

By the time I’d put my hands on the edge of the bed, I could smell what had gone on. The lace between Audrey’s thighs had already soaked through and started drying. Around the edges, anyway.

Her entire body slid down. Then, graceful as a ballet of swans, she pushed up with palms and knees. “I know it’s all I’ve felt so far, but I really like what Sasha did with her mouth.”

Pussy was the only thing I loved eating more than cheesecake. “Fine by me.”

Her shoulders dropped back. “I’ve only played with myself, but apparently I wasn’t that good at it.”

Grabbing her thighs, I pulled Audrey closer while dropping to my knees. “So you what you really mean to say, is that you’d never had an orgasm before tonight.”

“How did you know?”

It wasn’t hard to pick the info out from between the lines. “If you’d had one, the first wouldn’t have blown your mind so much just now.”

She quit trying to argue a way out.

Rushing between the split in her thighs, my tongue hit the lace first. Saliva drew off my tongue until it felt like I was licking dry sand.

One quick nudge of that poly-cotton blend wicked moisture back into my mouth.

Audrey’s knuckles snapped a little noise as she grabbed my hair and pulled me closer. The girl really did taste as amazing as you’d think.

Eating her like the first meal after giving up on a diet, I slid my tongue down to her entry. That little barrier stayed taut.

I backed my face a way for a moment, wiping every drop from my lips with a forearm. “Neither you or Sasha were joking. I don’t know how you look like this and made it to twenty-five without losing your virginity.”

Her legs parted just enough to show the hint of shame in her face. “I can’t do better if I don’t try. Remember?”

Someone had a flawless memory. I grinned to myself and dove my face back in.

Two bats of tongue on clit sent her legs to jerking.

Audrey braced herself against the sheets. The fabric slid against the front of my shirt, drawing up, even under her weight.

Moans and whimpers started flooding the room. I wanted to make her come already.

But then I eased up, teasing around the fringes of her cunt. That little extra bit of heat and smoothness told me what Sasha had spent most of her time doing.

Not that Audrey seemed to mind. Even lapping at the outer mound surrounding the grand prize, the lightest touch forced noise out of her lips. A hint of some fragrant, bitter taste sold it even harder.

I stopped and backed away, just enough to see for myself. “I’ll bet you didn’t even know guys like me love a fresh shave down there.”

A fresh cloud of heat radiated off her slit. I could tell she was blushing, even without looking up.

“She told me you’d like it.”

During some of those private moments I’d had with Sasha, we’d talked about what turned us on, but we couldn’t tell anyone else about. As much as she wanted to try some anonymous gangbang when it came time for her to conceive a kid… It didn’t hold a candle to how much fucking an Asian girl, smooth and clean as a cue ball, promised to get my blood pumping downstairs.

Audrey took all of four licks again before her voice went shrill. Her back twisted and arched. It was like she was trying to grind my tongue against herself.

She pulled at my hair one last time. Muscles tensed and her thighs crushed against my ears. Thirty more seconds, and she’d lose what little control she had left.

I eased off during that last chance I had. Audrey’s whole frame shook as I stood over her. “You’re not coming yet. It feels a lot better with someone inside you.”

Trying to grin with shivering lips, she pushed onto her elbows and spread her legs again. “So what’s stopping you?”

It should have been obvious to her, but I was fighting to get my clothes off. A freshly-minted nymphomaniac has a hard time with patience, I suppose. “Ten seconds.”

She reached back to pop her bra open and sent it flying. “You can handle the last part.”

My boxers fell as I pulled my undershirt off. The pile of fabric almost made me fall on that slick, hardwood floor.

Playing it off like I’d meant to do it, I planted my knuckles inches from each side of her waist.

Audrey took a few slow blinks. “You’ve still got one more piece to go.” The backs of her legs nestled on my shoulders.

I pinched at the black lace and gave it a tug. Sliding it past her knees, the lingering scent of her filled my nose. One final jerk sent the pair flying, just like that brazier.

She tried to push back as I parted her thighs. “You can’t do it with my legs up?”

“For your first time, that’d probably hurt. Give it a couple of minutes.”

Both her hands reached up, snaking under my arms and around my back. “It’s supposed to hurt for a little while, anyway, isn’t it?”


Hell if I know, I’ve never fucked a virgin until now.
 “Let’s try to minimize that.”

A bulge slid down her throat. “Fine. I’m trusting you.”

The swollen tip of my cock played down the trim, neat lips. Sliding back up to her clit, I batted a couple of times to get her ready.

She took a deep breath. There was no way Audrey wasn’t jumping out of her skin to go through with it.

A little pressure forced her to squirm. Taking a second gasp, Audrey winced and tried pulling me down.

“I’ll let you guide me in.” A quick peck on her forehead eased the expression on her face. “There’s no rush.”

She didn’t say a word. A slight whimper I could barely hear came out of her lips.

The tension against the end of my dick started to hurt a bit on my end too. I kept her from taking it too fast, pushing against the bed with clenched fists.

All the pressure released with that subtle pop
 inside her. Audrey whined as she let me sink through.

Slipping down to the halfway mark, I didn’t let her take it any further. “Relax and stay still until you get used to it.”

“I can’t believe I’m finally doing this...”

Her passage felt three sizes too small, rippling with her pulse against my skin. “I’m sure it’s not for lack of guys trying.” Because I’d have been chasing her skirt hard, back in my single days.

Audrey drew her arms a little harder. She was already huffing every word like we were jogging together. “Okay, keep going.”

From the socially awkward, career-driven chick who was fine with never thinking about sex, to whatever she was now. Audrey kept inching me down.

I still hadn’t passed all the through before I tried to make her ease the pace again. “Still fine?”

“Yes.” She made another attempt. Beads of sweat had already formed around the top of her forehead. “Don’t stop yet.”

There was no way in hell I would, and hopefully not for a long-ass time yet. “Okay, I’m almost all the way in. One more time.”

She flexed her arms even harder. The first real cry pierced out.

It was time to get it over with. No longer fighting to regulate it all, I let myself drop until her folds spread around my base.

“Oh god!” Her tits rose and fell as Audrey shot her eyes open. “Is it... Well, you know.”

I had to smile as I nodded. “Don’t move and let yourself relax.” Lube really would have helped, but she was already wet enough that it didn’t matter any longer.

Audrey craned her neck up until our faces were barely an inch apart. “It still hurts a little, but you can go ahead.”

At least she knew the mechanics of it. “You sure about that?” I drew back, maybe a quarter of the way.

Her teeth locked together before she nodded. “Mm-hmm.”

I wasn’t taking it glacially slow anymore, but I did try to keep it smooth and steady. One the verge of getting squeezed out from all that tightness, I let gravity drop me back in.

One more whine came out of her closed mouth. Feeling me draw back a second time, Audrey pushed her mouth against my cheek. “It actually feels… good.”

That was my cue. I let her hands drift to the small of my back and buried my face in her neck. “If it hurts again, let me know. I don’t mind to stop.”

Hugging with her entire body, Audrey wanted me to keep ramping up to wherever she thought I was heading. “I trust you. The pain should be over, right?”

Hell if I knew. I kinda wished Mel and Sasha had tagged along, because at least they’d know what she was going through. I couldn’t say I’d ever had a dick in me.

Wearing nothing but those lacy gloves and makeup, Audrey was absolutely perfect. The soft coo of her moans lilted next to my ear as her legs wrapped around my ass.

Ramping up until I was giving her lightest fuck Mel or Sasha would let me rest with, it finally hit me that I was checking off another item on my bucket list.

It wasn’t quite a crash, but my next thrust bumped her entire body. Audrey seethed a breath in, but kept trying to goad me to crank up the speed.

The pain had to be nothing more than a dull ache by that point. Rather than whimpering, she was outright moaning as the tense walls of her cunt eased. Not that she wasn’t a tiny, tight wonderland on the inside, by any means. Wet, burning hot, and now a place where only I’d been, her pussy made me understand the rush of exploring something new.

“Harder!” Audrey pulled with all four limbs. “I don’t want you to stop, ever.”

I’d have to, at some point.

That’s when a twinge of panic set in. “You don’t want me to come in you, right?”

Audrey’s neck jerked until her chin was sticking straight up. “I don’t know!”

I could worry about that later. Or just pull out. But that’d have to wait until I was done with her.

She was on the verge again. One pass of my thumb over her bean twitched every part of her.

Clinging tighter, I wanted to go ahead and let her explode. But where’s the fun in that?

My cock slid out of her.

Audrey fought to get me back in. “Why’d you stop?”

“There’s more than one position.” Hell, the good old Kama Sutra
 had sixty-four. Before some creative and acrobatic people had expanded that number into the hundreds over the centuries.

I stood all the way up. Staring down at her, I saw that need for climax. “Come on, I know you’ll like this even more.”

The idea of something better than that had to have scrambled her brain. “What do you mean?”

Offering a hand, I let her grab hold and then pulled her up. The top of her head barely reached my chin. “You need to make up for lost time. Let me show you something.”

She was kinda nervous as I wrapped my hands around her back. That is, until I grabbed her ass on each side and she began playing with my shaft. “I’m not tall enough to get it back in.”

“Who said you have to be?” I lifted with both arms and leaned back. Audrey got the message, clamping her legs around me all over again. Just a tiny amount of wiggling her around aimed me straight for home.

“You can have sex like this, too?” As if the girl had never watched a porno, even accidentally.

I let her drop until my shaft was buried through. Audrey’s jaw shook, but she hadn’t figured out that the effort was on her. That is, unless I grabbed her somewhere else or got a wall in on the action.

My hands felt along her thighs and down her calves. Holding my fingers against the soles her feet like my hands were stirrups, I chucked my hips forward. “See? It’s your turn.”

Keeping the hug around my neck, Audrey rolled her hips and started humming in her throat. “I see what you mean. This feels even better.”

I gave her what thrusting I could, but she dove right into being the star of the show. I was all in, and a cunt that small made the ride feel like the deep-tissue massage of my dreams.

She didn’t take long. Punching the gas and rubbing all over me from the hips up, Audrey rushed past how far I’d taken her. And this almost all her own doing.

“What’s this? Oh god!”

The urge to grin took hold. “You’ve had a clit orgasm. I’m sure you’ve heard about the g-spot.”

Her eyes went big as tea saucers. The pressure inside Audrey rose with her speed and voice. “It’s too much!”

I still had enough reserves to swing my hips. “No, keep it going.”

That black hair was jostling everywhere, almost covering her face as she screamed. “I’m about to—”

She gouged lines in the back of my neck and locked in place. Walls squeezed my dick with as much strength as her arms and legs.

“That’s it… Keep coming.”

Now she couldn’t dream of slowing down. Almost rattling herself off me, I knew a first on-dick orgasm like that would lead a lifelong addiction, bound to keep some lucky guy worn out for the rest of his life.

“It’s—”

Turning around with her, I felt her limbs seize up like spring-loaded pliers. Even though her knees could have dropped onto the bed, this girl was stuck to me.

The insides of her knees crushed around my lower ribs until I had to give in. Falling onto the mattress with a bounce, it didn’t do a damn thing to unwrap her body from around mine.

Maybe it was that subtle movement of my cock as I rested on top of her, but that first peak was nothing more than a feint.

Audrey pitched a fit. Clamping down even harder than before, she had me grimacing, even if I was in fucking Heaven. If it’d been my time to come, there was no way I could have gotten myself out in time.

Somewhere between a scream and a groan, her voice peaked in one last burst.

Feeling Audrey shiver like that, I was damn tempted to start pumping away so I could come in her as she rode the afterglow. But I was out to change her outlook on life, not to knock her up.

Her arms and legs started easing off. Almost buzzing with the twitches and shakes, her entire body spasmed when I tried to back out.

“No!” She hugged tight again. “Stay in me...”

It was a crying shame that I had to assume she wasn’t on anything. Giving her a tense moment of hoping I wouldn’t feel that tingling, staying dead-still was the hardest thing I’d ever done in my life.

When her arms gave out, I rubbed the back of my neck. The sweat on my hands made the red lines burn.

But she was almost glowing. Bottling that kind of happiness and relief would let someone own the world within a year.

“That was kinda violent.” On her end. Not mine.

Audrey rolled her head around and giggled. “I could have been doing this for years. Why did I ever deny myself that
 kind of fun?”

“You didn’t know that didn’t know about it. But now you get what it feels like.”

She grabbed my shoulders with each hand. “Please tell me we can do that again!”

Lucky her.

I brushed her fingers away and rested on a knee. “Roll over.”

“You mean it?”

“I haven’t finished yet. But after I do, I’ll need a few hours.”

Audrey couldn’t have done it fast enough for own liking. Sticking her tight ass in the air, she glanced back at me. “What’s it like for you?”

Hell, how could I describe it in a way she’d understand? Audrey would have as much luck trying to explain what had just blown her mind. “I guess it’s like a long, gradual build for you. But for me, maybe you should think of it like a sudden, grand finale that hits all at once.”

She bumped her ass up a little more. “So how do I make feel good like this?”

A hint of evil snuck into my brain. I could stick it in the backdoor and really make her whine.
 But I’m not cruel. “Lie down, take it, and enjoy every second.”

Audrey reached back, spreading her cheeks. The straight line of her incredibly low-mileage pussy called my name without a sound.

Whipping the meat of my shaft against it, I held the curve of her hips in place. Her feet didn’t even touch the floor with her legs held together, but I had a straight shot to make a return to the promised land.

Even the tip made Audrey mewl out. I barely got myself in before her legs bent and held me inside her with the heels of her feet on my back.

“It feels even bigger now...”

Holding thighs together does that. It’s why I wanted her spread open during that first pounding. “Does it still feel good?”

Her shoulders writhed. “Amazing.”

This time, I was fucking coming. As much as I’d thought about finishing her off with a hand pressed on the front of her throat, feeling her trying to claw me off, we still had two nights and a whole day.

“It feels like I’m about crack down the middle!” Another crushing slam inched her further on the mattress. “Shit!”


Finally got you to cuss.
 “Just make sure I can pull out.”

Most twenty-five-year-old virgins wouldn’t know what I was talking about. But she wouldn’t have graduated med school, if she didn’t understand that much. “Is it wrong if I don’t want you to? It feels too good.”

That made me plow her deep. “I can still come in you. Just not there
.”

She was moaning out every word again. “Yeah, Sasha made me,” a hard cry shot out of her mouth, “practice that for you!”

And at least she’d taste herself instead of a condom. I assume they taste like they smell, which isn’t near as pleasant as a nice pussy.

My balls whipped around beneath me as I picked up speed. Shaking my head to each side without knowing I was doing it, the bump of her hip bones made for perfect handles.

With arms sprawled out and piling sheets between her fingers, Audrey 
screamed as her hair bounced all over her back. The slight quiver in her ass with each rip put her in that ideal category. Slim, but not dangerously so, with assets in just
 the right places.

Another rush or seven dropped my jaw. Hell if I remember how long it went on. Maybe a few seconds, or even half an hour. Either way, her pussy could have put Mel’s soft, slick interior to shame. Especially from this angle.

Like a fantasy pulled out of my head and brought to life, Audrey kept pushing her feet against me as I crashed in. The only thing I regretted was not seeing the look on her face.

She was on the edge of going insane. “Don’t you dare stop!”

I planted one open hand on the skin that blurred the line between the center of her back and ass. Pushing as far in as her body would let me, it only took a few trips through and almost out.

Too beautiful and into it to be real, Audrey pressed all the buttons in what passed for my mind. Something tightened between my shaft and tailbone, and the rest of the world blinked out of existence.

Her entire body jostled under me. Another hard cry railed out. “It’s happening again! Fuck!”

Like I’d started losing control of myself, every part of me wanted to paint the inside of her cunt white. If she were in Kait’s place, up to a few months prior, I wouldn’t have even tried to stop.

My forearms cramped hard like steel. Then all the pent-up tension in my balls released.

“Coming!”

I hated to do it. But I didn’t have any choice but to pull out.

Collapsing next to her and flopping on my back, I thought I’d end wiping the load off my stomach.

But Audrey crawled her way over. Shivering through it, I barely had my eyes open enough to let them confirm what my skin was feeling.

Rough lace pushed on my hips as her hair fell over me.

The seal of her lips around the head shook my neck hard enough to pop everything. Her voice kept vibing me past my limit. Then I felt the back of her 
throat.

Her arms and legs kept shaking as I joined in. Audrey moaned as the first jet erupted.

But she kept going. Exactly as Sasha must have shown her.

More whimpers came out, and so did more of myself.

Now it was my turn to grab her by the roots. But I didn’t.

Patting my fingers against her cheek, I could tell Audrey didn’t know what to do it all. But that wasn’t stopping her tongue.

My whole body lit on fire. Groaning and sticking my legs out straight, even the way her tits surrounded my hips ripped my mind out through my nose.

The world was about to go black when the final shot gushed out.

Audrey backed up, her lips sliding off my cock. She gazed at me, looking like she wasn’t sure about what to do next.

I wanted to say, ‘spit or swallow.’ But words were kinda beyond at that point.

Another gulp traced down her throat. She gasped for air, but not for nearly as long as I had to.


She didn’t…
 But I knew what had just happened. With Sasha as her example, it shouldn’t have surprised me.

I let Audrey snuggle up to me. Still gasping for air, I had to put an arm around her shoulder.

A warm, soft leg laid over me, drawing up to my belly button. “So I let you come inside me, after all.”

Laughter bubbled up from my guts. “I’m already jealous of whoever you’ll end up marrying.”

Audrey nestled the side her head against mine, rubbing the lace of a glove over my chest. “Then maybe you shouldn’t leave.”

Even worse than pulling out of her, knowing it wasn’t meant to be hurt like a motherfucker. “In another life, I wouldn’t dream of it.”

But we still had a few days. And my assistants to bring in on the fun.


After a ‘dozen follow-up sessions,’ I really didn’t want to go. After getting over the issues her parents had planted in her head, Audrey was nothing short of a dream-girl for me. Still driven, yeah. But that compassion from trying to be a doctor made her new self a total sweetheart.

Mel and Sasha were already waiting in the rental car. With the engine running and my luggage in the trunk, I didn’t have much time left on Audrey’s doorstep.

“If you change your mind, Gideon, let me know.”

I still wanted to give up the speaking tours that had taken me from merely wealthy to fuck-you-rich. It didn’t feel right, though, in a way I couldn’t explain. Audrey had found her own happiness from being with me, but I knew I’d get almost
 all the way there with her, myself.

Giving her the kind of hug that would make a wrestler grunt, I could only promise her one thing. “I’m still searching, just like you were when I showed up. You don’t know how much I wish that wasn’t true right now.”

Even with irises as dark as her pupils, there was more emotion in her eyes than I’d ever seen in anyone’s. “I know. Now that I’m past my own problems, I can tell that you’re being honest with me.”

Up until that first night, Audrey was just a strange girl who matched one of my fetishes. But now?

Let’s just say, I left a small part of myself in Dallas, no matter how much I hated the place.
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Someone’s mercenary as fuck.
 “Just keep doing your job, and we’ll get along fine. I enjoyed living by myself.”

Her eyes never left mine, but I knew River was calculating something between those ears. She quit pressing down on the meat and chucked the spoon in the sink without looking. “So you don’t
 plan on being the creepy boss who takes advantage of this?”

I dumped everything back in the pan before stepping over to the fridge. Pulling the gallon of milk out, I watched her sit down again. “The truth is, I can’t stand other people for more than an hour, tops. No offense.”

River had a sucker-punch hidden, though. “All the basics are in my room.” Then her eyebrows sunk. “But what’s with all the BDSM toys in the bottom drawer?”

I turned around, shooting a drip of milk to the floor. “We’ve already talked about this.”

“Cuffs, rope, a goddamned whip… Don’t tell me you didn’t plan it yourself.”

My jaw fell a little. “I didn’t. In fact, Jaradale never told me he’d stock the guest bedrooms with anything until I found out on my own, tonight.”

She didn’t believe me, apparently. “Sure thing, boss.”

I turned back to the food, my face redder than the cap of the whole milk. GeneFactor’s Head of Behavioral Research, Michael Jaradale. That motherfucker...


*
*
*

“Carter, there’s no point in both of you hating each other. Let it happen.”

My arms tensed until I felt the blood cut off from my hands. “Are you daft? Let me go, now!”

She was already moving on to River, sitting close enough to lean into her wannabe-boss’s ear. “It alright, he wants you to.”

The chains rattled against the headboard. One last try made it hurt. I’m gonna 
kill both of ‘em.


River didn’t seem to mind, pushing her cunt against me hard enough to leave my shaft even wetter.

My left arm jerked, forcing the right closer to the wall. “I swear, when I get loose—”

Faith shot her gaze at me. “You’ll what? Don’t think I won’t like it.”

Two fingers glanced my dick as soaked fabric gave way to hot skin. It’s not like I could call it a dry hump, given how River was wet as her namesake.

I tried keeping Faith occupied, but she was already reaching over for something else. The way she looked away worried me more than anything else so far.

The end of my prick roasted as a dripping entrance ate the first inch.


Wake up, wake up, wake up!
 I shook my head, desperate to get away. But this wasn’t another dream.

Ending my three-year dry streak, River sunk until I was halfway inside her.

The hold on my wrists was too much to fight, but I hadn’t lost use of my mouth. “You’d better fucking be on something.”

River opened her mouth like she was about answer.

Strrrnkt!

Then I heard something tear. Next thing I knew, Faith had River’s mouth sealed with a piece of duct tape.

“I guess she’d better know when to pull you out, huh?”


*

*

*


Leaning close enough to keep Faith from hearing it, I whispered, “Don’t think I like you because of this. Not one bit.”

River didn’t seem to care, pulling her legs harder until she had me locked in.

My waist bucked, rolled, and ripped to each side. She’d done good enough to earn what I’d been welling up.

Standing up a little, the blonde I was taking it all out on rose with me. I let her slam back to the mattress, letting the chain of her cuffs rattle.

River kept squeezing my arm hard enough to shoot pins and needles all over 
my hand. Even through the tape, I caught the single word. “Deeper!”

I loved it. There aren’t many issues a proper, rough hate fucking can’t work out between mortal enemies.

Faith closed her hands over mine and licked at the top of my collar-bone before cooing, “Do it. She’s about to split in half.”

The first rumble pulsed from deep inside that pussy. Taking me in, it snapped tight behind my tip.

What scraps I had left kept me thrusting, maybe an inch or two each way. The pressure at the very end built up until the skin on my tip felt like it was ready to crack. But a tiny spot of pre-cum bought me a little more room to play with.

I took hold of one of River’s breasts. Hot enough to light the bed on fire, her skin filled in the pale outline of my handprint before I completely let go.
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