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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


I had to take a day off because my brain and body were completely spent. But I still plan on wrapping this series up before the end of August. 

After learning the ‘warranty’ repair on my new mower would cost $300, and my wife getting in a car wreck with a $500 deductible, in the space of two days… I wasn’t happy. So don’t buy Craftsman mowers, I guess. Bet you never thought you’d get lawn equipment advice here, did ya? And yes, my wife walked away without a scratch.

Now that I’ve got eighteen solid hours of sleep in, I’m back on it. I even went fishing for the first time this year, because what a week. I still want Bimbo Bliss 5 out before September hits. I like having a new series each month, and I want to keep this schedule going.

Expect a minor character from another series to star in the next one: Reed, from My Club, My Harem. He’s kinda based on several friends of mine, and I’ll have a load of fun writing that series.

Until then, I’ve got part five of this series to wrap up. And you won’t see the final twist arrive until the last moment.

Enjoy.


BIMBO BLISS 4 

At least the final client lived somewhere I didn’t hate. The Florida Keys had their own share of traffic problems, but hey, at least we were in the Keys.

This Enais Myers chick was already further along on Jain’s same goal of being a legitimate model, but I hadn’t helped her yet. Swimsuit modeling wasn’t the easiest ticket to fame, even you have the assets like her. Too much of it boiled down to luck or which magazine editor you would do ‘favors’ for.

After booking a private jet to take us all the way to Marathon, we only had to spend thirty minutes in what I hoped would be my last rental car for a while. And crossing our final bridge on the Overseas Highway, the view coming up on Big Pine Key was fantastic.

But Sasha wasn’t impressed from the back seat. “All the beaches so far look like mud.”

“That’s because they are. Before anything was ever built on these islands, it was all mangroves.”

“Ugh...” She played with the window control on her door. “So the people here get all the hurricanes, but none of the benefits of living by the ocean. What’s the point?”

“I’m sure they’ve got a few man-made beaches here. But remember, we’re here to work, not play.”

“You’re one to talk, ‘Mr. I-Fuck-My-Clients.’”

“What a case of the bimbo calling the man-whore slutty.” The tires made a different sound as we crossed the end of the bridge.

Mel had already had enough. “Will you two stop? How can we help Ms. Myers if we’re busy tearing each other down the whole time?”

She had a point. “Listen, if it calms things down, I’ll book a room for a night or two after we’re done. It won’t take thirty minutes to add a day on this car, and we don’t even have a flight home scheduled.”

Because after the previous clients, it was pretty to explain to Enais why it’s best if we crash with her. ‘Deep immersion’ in the lesson and all that bullshit.


She wasn’t home as promised, granting Sasha part of her wish to the tourist thing. Not that Big Pine Key was Key West or Key Largo.

We drove around for a little while, noticing the island was just a small, rural town that happened to sit between two famous tourist destinations. One hardware store, a few gas stations, and the standard family-owned pizza joint. They even had the usual cop running a speed trap to bring in revenue.

It was twenty minutes before Sasha finally got excited about something. “Stop!”

“What’s wrong?” There was nothing but whatever scrubby plants could survive that close to the ocean on each side the road. It didn’t much of a drive off the main road to feel like you were in the boonies there.

“White sand. We’re stopping!”

I caught a glimpse of it myself. Almost slamming the brakes, I pulled over the shoulder. “Why not? Until Enais texts me back, we’re just burning gas.”

Both of them changed behind enough shrubs to keep anyone from seeing the goods. Not that anyone drove by.

With no interest in getting a sunburn, I stayed by the car and set a towel down in the shade. I tried getting hold of Enais again, but no luck.

Might as well get my daily talk with Kait out of the way. I scrolled down to my ex’s number and waited through a couple of rings.

“How is Big Pine Key treating you?”

“If it weren’t for the ocean, I’d think I was in Kansas. There isn’t shit here.”

“Except for a client you want endorsing the new program. But I could have told you that.”

“Ain’t that the truth...”

Kait busted out in that dweeby snerk that kinda made her adorable. “It’s work, not play.”

“Tell Sasha. Those two are enjoying the only sand on this whole island.”

“What do you expect? With all that travel you’ve drug them along for, they could use a break.”

I hadn’t told her what the consultations had turned into, exactly. And I wasn’t about to. “Maybe you’re right. We’ve gone from Michigan, to LA, Dallas, and now Florida. All in what, two weeks?”

“And it’s been for work, every time. Eventually, they’ll get tired of it and leave.”

“Kinda like you did.” I regretted it as soon is the words came out.

But Kait knew how to take my passive-aggressive insults. “You mentioned that this client had a fiance run off on her a few months ago. You’ll either be the best or the absolute worst person for her to talk to right now.”

My phone beeped. I pulled it away from my ear and saw Enais’ name and number. “And guess who’s calling me now. Later.”


I’d made an excuse to give Sasha an hour to laze about. Anything to keep her from being a thorn in my ass had to pay dividends for the rest of the trip. But I was already distracted by our host.

Still apologizing, Enais brought a tray of lemonade out on her back deck. “I’m sorry about earlier. It was a call with my agent for a photo shoot I can’t afford to turn down.”

Overlooking one of those cutout channels for boats and her own dock, the hurricane stilts and being on the second floor of the house proper had us high enough to enjoy a breeze. I grabbed my glass and leaned back. “You mentioned career problems as one of the big reasons I’m here. Think nothing of it.”

Most of the tension left her shoulders. “I’ll have to make it up to you three. How does the blackfin tuna I’ve been holding for a special occasion sound?”

I was about to say, ‘That’s too kind.”

But Sasha had to stomp on my nerves again. “There’s not much as far as restaurants here, so that’d be great!”

Enais relaxed even more, which was the only thing that kept me from kicking Sasha in the leg. “I’ll start thawing the best steaks off it. It won’t even take a minute.”

Sasha looked proud of herself, barely covered in her blue bikini and sheer, gray top. “See? I don’t ask for much, but I do have to ask to get it. Isn’t that one of your old sayings?”

“You didn’t even ask for that.”

“I didn’t turn it down, either.” She held that glass of lemonade up and grinned. “Give me the car for while, and we’ll stop getting in the way.”

Keeping them around would have only made getting to know our client even harder. I pulled the keys out of my pocket and chucked them in her lap. “You two have some more of that break-time. I’ll text you when the food’s close to done.”

“Someone wants to get in her pants.”

For once, it was the contrary. “While you were out sunning, I had a talk with Kait. I think this girl has more in common with me than I’d like.”

Mel stood up first and pulled Sasha away from the table. “Come on. Gideon knows what he’s talking about here.”

It was odd for her, but Sasha had a twinge of guilt or something like it in her face when she paused at the sliding door. “Alright. Do your thing so we end up with a good testimonial from her.”


My first time in front of a grill since I’d let Kait have the house perked me up. Especially since I was handling ingredients I’d only fantasized about. Yeah, there was corn. But plantains and tuna steaks aren’t easy to come by in Pennsylvania.

Enais rushed by and sat a plate of cheddar, bacon, and chives on the table. “Add these to the corn as soon as it’s done.”

I’d only started burning the charcoal. “I guess you brought the cheese out now so it’ll melt faster.”

“You got it!” Enais was hot enough to cook bacon and eggs on her abs , and the fact that she had my hatred of propane made her that much better. “I haven’t used this grill since Ari left, though. He even caught the tuna.”

Ari had to be that ex I’d heard so much about. “Since my assistants are gone, why don’t you slow down so we can start talking?”

She looked more nervous than I expected, even in the white bikini that she wore like a second skin. “No offense, but it’s kinda nice having guests and pretending nothing’s wrong, even for one night.”

The sun was drifting behind one of the other islands, casting a pinkish-orange hue on everything. “I get it. My divorce finalized a couple of months ago, and this is the closest I’ve felt to my old life since then.”

Disarmed, Enais pulled out a chair and sat. “You? I always thought Gideon Clyne had this perfect life.”

“And how many people would assume the same on your end?”

She crossed her legs after I shut the grill and turned around. Letting her eyes glance down, she took a few seconds to herself. “I had what most people would call a fantasy life until he ran off with Jenny. And to think, I thought she was my best friend, and he was my Prince Charming.”

“It’s rough, I know.” Too many of my fans turned the smallest issues into personal nightmares, because their problems weren’t really that bad. But not her.

“And if I don’t land a breakthrough modeling job soon, I’ll age out of making it a career.”

“You’re a certified SCUBA instructor, right? I’m sure plenty of guys would pay out the ass to spend time getting their license with you.”

She smiled, but only a little. “That’s what I did with Ari and Jenny. I don’t know if I can handle going back to it. Too many memories have gone sour since then.”

“I get it. That’s why you went all-in on this modeling path.”

Now she was showing teeth. “Yeah. I want him to know what he gave up.”

It wasn’t my usual message, but she needed to hear it. “Hate can be one hell of a motivator. I’m not about to judge you for it.”

“So do you hate your ex-wife?”

“Not exactly. I get why she left.”

Enais stood up and took a few steps closer. “Was it something you did?”

“Kinda. I never slept around on her, easy as it would have been, but I still blame myself.”

She frowned a bit. “I can’t say the same. Ari and Jenny had been fucking behind my back for months before he broke off the engagement.”

That’s the point where you want to hug someone for what they’ve been through. “You’ve had it rougher than I did. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.” The glint forming on the bottom of her eyes said the exact opposite. “It was probably a good thing I found out when I did, and not later.”

That was true. Divorce is a messy thing, even when it’s on civil terms. “You’ve made a good life for yourself, and if you decide to take this as a learning experience, it doesn’t have to destroy you.”

She put a hand on my forearm. “Do you miss her?”

Why the hell is a client trying to get in my head? “I still talk to her daily. It’s possible to divorce your best friend, and still have just as much love for her.”

“I wish I could say that, myself.”

“When you realize love is verb, not a noun, it clarifies a lot of things.”

Enais crossed her arms, pushing up those flotation-devices she called tits. “I wondered if I was wasting my time, bringing you here. But I’m glad you’re not spitting the same old shit you’ve said before at me.”

“So what’s gonna help you, in your opinion?”

It caught her off guard. “I don’t know!” She looked away for a second. “Maybe help with my abandonment issues would be a good start.”

Which was my weakness here. “It’s to accept when someone’s gone, no matter the reason. Have you considered that you might need time to process it? Usually a fifth of however long you’ve spent with someone is how long it takes to move on.”

“I can’t afford to spend a year moping. I mean, are you even over your ex-wife yet?”

Lying wasn’t about to do my case any favors. “Not at all. The wound’s still fresh. We parted about the same time Ari ran off on you.”

“So how are you doing so well already?”

The truth is, I wasn’t. But my public image mandated a strong outward appearance. “Normally, I’d point someone toward stoicism and thinking all their anguish is in their own heads. It doesn’t work for everything, though.”

Enais stepped over and checked the grill. Maybe it was a temporary distraction. “Then what does work?”

“Time and moving on with your life. Even if he comes crawling back tomorrow, would it erase what’s happened?”

“He left his own ex-girlfriend to chase after me. I should have seen this coming from a mile away.”

“You’re not wrong. Just don’t forget that lesson.”

She flipped the tuna and moved the plantains to the upper rack. “It took too much out of me. I’ll never make that mistake again.” But everyone in her situation says exactly that, without fail.

“Let me guess. He only stays in touch just to remind you of why he says he left, and to brag about how great things are going for him now.”

Enais drew into herself. “How did you know?”

“People like Ari always do that sort of thing.” But now I knew how to get her past that hump. “Go on and do better than ever. When someone like that goes low, the only proper response is to drop an anvil on their heads from above.”

It coaxed a giggle out of her. “That’s easy to say, but harder to do.”

“Don’t get mad. Get even. The strange, hidden part of that advice is, you can’t get even if you stay bitter about what happened. I never said you have to take the high road to prove you’re a cut above him.”

She put the spatula down and leaned against the ship-lap siding. “Again, easier said than done.”

“Has blubbering and blaming yourself accomplished anything? If it’s not your fault that he left, why blame anyone but him?”

“You should know now hard it is.”

At least I could separate our situations. “My wife left because she hates what I do for a living. I refused to change, which makes it my fault. You don’t have burden.”

Enais dropped her shoulders and looked toward the water. “But what if I did have something to do with why he left? I could have been more attentive, more willing to take interest in what he liked, or even had my hair cut the way he wanted...”

“What if he left anyway, after all that? I already told you, anyone who starts a relationship by cheating will end it the same way. No matter what.”

“I hear what you’re trying to say, but I still don’t like having wasted the first half of my twenties.”

“When did I say you had to? Most people don’t realize they’ve blown years until they hid a mid-life crisis. I’d say you’re at least a decade ahead of them.” Which I knew would take longer than just that night to sink in. But she had to hear it.

Enais glanced at the road as the noise of some vehicle droned past. “Do you really think the same about what you went through? Like, deep down inside?”

“No two situations are identical, so I can only tell you what I think about yours, based on what I’ve lived through. Kait never cheated on me, and I was always just as faithful to her. But I have talked to hundreds with stories more like your own than mine.”

“And they’re doing better now?”

Hell if I know. Not that a therapist would offer any better advice, honestly. “They can listen and find out for themselves if I was right. If they never try something different from what’s been making them miserable, though, they don’t stand a chance.”

Enais pushed herself off the wall, taking one step closer before tucking both hands behind her back. “That’s no guarantee.”

“There’s no guarantee you’ll listen, and I’m not so full of myself to claim I’m the absolute beacon of truth.” If I were a shittier person, I’d have kept on with the disclaimer. “If I am wrong, I don’t mind admitting it. Lord knows I haven’t always had the right answers. And there’s no way in hell I’ll delude myself into believing I do. Now, or in the future.”

“Twenty-four hours ago, I’d have claimed you’re full of shit.”

“Then why ask me to come down here?”

She huffed a couple strands of hair out of her face. “I expected a perfect solution. But there’s not one, is there?”

Enais was in too fragile a state to tell her the whole truth. “Maybe one exists. Hell if I’ve found it, though. All I can offer is the closest I’ve come to it.”

“So get on with sharing the damn thing.”

Suddenly, the canned monologue didn’t make as much sense. When it came to my own situation, it didn’t have much to say about how I’d fucked up. “I don’t know if it will do you much good.”

“What do you mean?”

The only thing I’d figured out about the damn thing was, it had all the right messages for people who’d sabotaged themselves, but couldn’t figure out how.

Enais couldn’t hide what was stewing in her head. “That speech. It did something to me.”

“Bingo.” But I wasn’t a total piece of shit. “If you wouldn’t have gone through with this before hearing it, I’m not touching you.”

“You’re kinder than the magazine editors, assuming they’re straight. And if the guys who don’t want to fuck the models aren’t catty enough, the other girls in my racket are even worse.” She untied the knots on her bikini bottom.

“And here I thought I’d try being a friend to you first.” Not that it stopped me from pulling at the knot behind her back. “But if I had it all wrong, I won’t complain.”

She grabbed the front of my pants, squeezing just enough to get the gears turning. “You’ve got a void in your life, and I do too.”

That was the one line I didn’t want to cross. “Hey, I never promised this would turn into something official.”

Enais backed off, if only a little. “Not every fix has to be permanent.”

Given her abandonment issues, it threw me for a loop. “That’s the only thing I was worried about. I don’t want you to end up feeling betrayed again when I have to leave.”

“Well now that you know I’m just out for some temporary relief, or maybe a distraction, what’s stopping you?”

Not a damn thing. Enais was basically giving herself to me, if only for a few days. Only a fool would turn down that sort of offer.

I dropped to my knees and reached for the loose front of her bikini bottom. Sliding it out from under her, I didn’t see anything but skin and a slight hint of the line of her cunt.

My face drifted closer, almost on its own. Brushing my lips against the lowest part of her toned abs, I had her breasts in my hands as she worked the top loose.

Enais finished jerking out the knot behind her back and started working the top buttons of my shirt. “It’s there for the taking, but you’re interested in foreplay. We don’t have long before they get back.”

“So what if they do?” If anything, Sasha and Mel would join in. “They’ve heard the same speech.” I teased just above her cunt before standing.

As she worked the final buttons loose and went straight for the one on my slacks. “It’s not like I’ve done this since I met Ari. A little casual fun never hurt anyone.”

It certainly hadn’t, by itself, anyway. “Now tell me how it will help your career ambitions.”

“Right there in the speech, you mentioned the need to ‘be of your greatest service to others.’ Given what swimsuit modeling is, I have to be a living fantasy, don’t I?”

“That doesn’t mean you have to fuck every guy who jerks off to your photos.”

“Would it hurt if I went in to every shoot, thinking it’s my obligation?” Enais kept undressing me as she beamed a smile up. “Nobody wants to see a bored model who looks like she’d rather be anywhere else.”

Arguing with her there would be a lost cause from the start. “Well, no matter what you do, don’t let it go to your head.”

“Like it is right now.”

It was the same pattern I’d had with Kait, except this time, I was trying to talk someone out of going too far. That twinge of loss made me to try forgetting about her for a while. “You’re not obligated to do anything with me.”

She forced my zipper down. “But it’s not a problem if I really want to, right?”

“You could have any man you want, and I guess there aren’t many women who’d turn me down.”

“Lucky us.” Enais undid my belt and pulled the light shirt off my arms.

Kicking off the deck shoes and peeling off my tank top, I couldn’t wait to discover what she felt like. And staying out here, we’d catch the food before it started burning. If we’d end up caring at that point.

“Three months is too much of a dry streak. Ever since my first time, just three weeks seemed like too long.” She tugged at my boxers, which caught on the springboard of my dick. “How long for you?”

The honest eighteen hours felt like too tacky an answer. “Long enough.” Because Audrey had to give me a going-away present.

“It’s not like you shrink if you use it too much, so I want you to ease me back into it.”

I caught the hint. And what the hell do you say to that other than, “Yes, ma’am.”

Dropping to both knees, I felt Enais’ thighs almost cling around my neck. The scary part was, I didn’t even have to think that I wanted to do it. Sometimes what’s right in front of you just feels right.

Her ass scooted closer to the edge of the seat. Caressing around my temples with each hand, she had to be mocking me into rushing the whole party along.

Tugging at the knots on each side of her hips, the last piece on her flopped down and presented the goods. Heat burned from the rise above her cunt. Even brushing my cheek and mouth over it, you’d think she was running a dangerous fever.

One finger teased between the chair and her skin. Touching that first hint of raw flesh, the temperature kept rising. It take long for the tip of my index finger to start cooking as I explored for her clit.

A quick tease coaxed a barely audible gasp out. Reaching up for one of those blue-ribbon tits, I had her voice on that gradual incline. Because we weren’t likely to have just ourselves to each other again.

Teasing her entrance with my middle, I glanced up at her. “You’ve been wet for a long time.”

Enais’ bottom lip disappeared under her front teeth. “Would you believe I’ve been like this since before you even got here?”

Whether she meant the island or just her house, I didn’t give a damn. A few knuckles slipped through as I let my thumb take over on her pearl. Then slipping my pointer finger inside, I had her ready to melt.

A quick bat at her clit made Enais jerk. Her legs clamped around my neck until she reached down and forced both thighs apart.

Enais gripped the wood arms of the chair. The breast in my hand surged forward, probably from her body tipping forward and a deep gasp.

Trying to handle a fantasy brought to life with nothing but my own hands, it was time for my A-game. Twiddling my thumb and curling both fingers inside her like she was the first arcade game I’d played in years, I loved how much her whimpers kept ramping with every of effort I put into her.

But it didn’t take long to hit my limit. Not because my hand was cramping up. I just had to get my dick in her. Right then.

Stealing my fingers back, I got onto my feet and put both hands on the back of her chair. “You’re right. Foreplay isn’t an issue right now.”

Enais whipped both arms around my waist. “Then quit pussy-footing around and follow your own advice. ‘When a golden opportunity presents itself, never apologize for taking it. Just do.’”

Goddamn… I finished stepping out my boxers as she pulled the last piece of her bikini out from under herself.

By the time her breath seared against my chest, I was beyond hard and aiming for the final goal.

If anyone was watching, I didn’t give a fuck. Long, blonde hair, a body and face to die for, and every bit of her acting like not going through with it would be violation of her deepest trust… This girl was all mine, even it was only until Mel and Sasha got back.

There was no point in waiting or even savoring the moment. My tip parted her folds, slipping from top to bottom until I felt the gush at her entry.

But I didn’t even get to take that much in. Enais pulled just above my ass. Before I even knew it, I was planted inside her.

“Go ahead, fuck me like you want to come in ten seconds!”

The look on her face said it all as I plunged back in. Taking hold of each breast, she had that perfect amount of jiggle, even with my hands planted on them.

Holding deep, I breathed it all like mana from Heaven. This girl I was rooting myself around in, how much she wanted it, and where the fuck I was. I might not have set out for a life luxury with my work, but hell if I was about to look past what I’d fallen into.

Enais moved her grip up until she had the back of my shoulders. “Didn’t I just tell you not to stop?”

My cock rushed out until I only had the tip inside her. Another slam jarred her whole body.

“That’s better.” All four limbs wrapped around me. “Even if lasts a minute, I want you to give me everything.”

Rocking my hips forward, the legs of the chair scooted back until it hit the wall. She wasn’t going anywhere, and I didn’t mind blasting the easy load before I had another three-girl-foursome on my hands.

Her voice shot up an octave. “Faster!” As if she wasn’t getting over a three month hiatus.

Warm tinglies shot up my whole body. Palm trees and the human definition of pure luxury sent every good chemical flooding through my brain. Up until I had to try breaking that damn Adirondack chair against the stucco wall.

Enais already had her teeth clenched. “Don’t you fucking stop!”

Our hips cracked together again. The soft pink within her cunt was just the right combo of soft, soaked, and rough to feel it with every cell of my skin. Like she was engineered to get a man off.

She was already on the verge of screaming. “Don’t you dare slow down...”

I didn’t even mind if I turned into a ten-pump-chump. It’d only let me last longer during the next round. But I wasn’t there yet, despite trying.

Her arms clamped harder, almost pinching the skin on the side of my ribcage in her elbows. “Even faster!”

Every breath was already a groan. Like we were trying to sneak in a lunch break quickie before anyone could get suspicious.

The sound of another car up the road didn’t bother me either. Hard as I was going at her, the runner’s high you get during the right kind of sex took hold.

Slamming through as her body settled at the edge of the chair, that perfect rhythm took over.

Another few pages of screams and shouts busted out of her mouth. I wanted to make her come already.

Enais knew it too. Sneaking a hand down, she was beating her own nub like it owed her money.

My face drifted lower. Almost smothering in her cleavage, my back had arched enough to make it hurt.

But that wasn’t the worst of it.

“Come inside me!”

It should have made me stop. Even if I wasn’t close or even leaking that spot of precum yet.

“Do it!”

My body going on its own, like some deep, primate section of my mind had taken over.

“I don’t care what happens...”

Something hooked the final shred of common sense left in my head. I gave her a final crush against the chair. “You’re bullshitting me.”

“Wanna risk it?”

Of fucking course I did. “But what about everything you’ve been working for?” Nobody wants the girl in their centerfolds to have stretch marks, after all.

“Does it matter? You want it, and I want it.”

The draw back lingered until my dick felt like a high-voltage line. “You’ve fucking lost it.”

Enais curled her entire body until she had me planted all the way through again. “No, he’s just lost his hold over me. Do it!”

It hurts like hell to say it, but holy shit, did ever want to. The girl was practically made for giving some fortunate bastard a litter of kids.

A drop of sweat pooled under my chin as I weighed giving it up.

“Please...”

The grip of her hands and legs didn’t stop me from backing halfway out, though. “No.”

Enais stared back like I’d lost my damned mind. “What?”

“Exactly what I just said.” I let go of her tits and shoved a palm in the center of her chest as I pulled out. “That’s not what I’m here for, and you know it.”

Fumes almost came out of her ears. “You’re serious...”

How much I’d thrown into her finally caught up with me. Grabbing above my knees and whooping in each breath, I went from unstoppable to dead-tired within two heartbeats. “You’re absolutely stunning, and I don’t have any reason to turn down your offer, but —”

Enais cut me off. “But what?” Like she expected an answer before I could think about it.

“Not everything that feels right or convenient actually are. I don’t know everything that my speech did to you, but it’s not all for the better. You need to stop.”

“Relax. It’d only be a practice round. I thought it would get you off.”

One of the effects I knew the Peak You speech had was instilling raw honesty in people. So at least I knew I could believe her. “Fine.”

“Good, because you’d better not be done with me.” Enais stood on her endless legs and guided me toward one of the lounge chairs close to the railing.

I went along with it, easing onto my back as she straddled my hips. “But just so you know, I’m not exactly the kind to have kids. Too much travel, so I’d never see them.”

Her cunt pressed my shaft between our bodies. With a slide that could straighten your short-and-curlies, Enais pushed my shoulders the rest of the way down. “And a model would? It’s hard to raise a family when you’re jet-setting everywhere from Fiji to the French Riviera.”

So at least I knew she acknowledged that we were the last two people who needed to have a kid together. But her body said differently.

Shoving her tits in my face, I felt like I could have died a happy man if she wanted to suffocate me with them. And it wouldn’t have taken much. My tongue lapped around, loving the taste of her skin.

It was heartbreaking when she tilted back. That is, until I felt her entry part again.

Already giving me the swirl on her way down, Enais moved her hands down to my elbows. Pinning me against the seat, the girl had everything she needed to ride me off into the sunset.

One swish of her hips tightened my neck. My fingers grasped at thin air, trying to find something to clamp down on. Hell, I’d have taken a piece of rawhide between my teeth at that point.

She gave me another rock. “Someone’s having fun.”

I hadn’t even caught my breath when she went all in. Closing her eyes and craning her neck back, those hands left my arms and drifted to my chest. Back and forth, rolling until every part of my cock slid against her walls, Enais was hell-bent on getting the job done.

Grabbing at the thin cushion under me, it gave me some tiny illusion of control. Not that I wanted it. She was already screaming and panting like I’d never pulled out to begin with.

Climbing up the hill again where she’d left off, Enais didn’t take long to start leaking all over me. A trickle shot down the inside of my right thigh. Then she crushed hard, flooding my lap as she pulled out a grind that would wear down stone.

Enais clawed at the skin on my chest. “I think I’m about to come!”

Little thrusts were all I could add to it, bouncing her tits in a way that made me want to fall off the edge with her. Reaching around the narrow curve of her waist, she lost control of herself just enough to let me take charge again.

Ripping her against me, I bent my knees and put what I had into her.

The pop of hips-on-hips echoed back from the wall. Then I felt that luxurious curtain of blonde fall around my face. Staring up, all I could see was that look of pure ecstasy on her face.

“Fuck!” She tried hugging around my neck.

But the full rush had her shaking too hard. With every part of herself abuzz, Enais planted her ass down on me and locked straight the hell up.

All I could do was let it play out. Her thighs trembled hard enough to jar both knees into the lower part of my ribs.

Even bending over caused too much friction between her cunt and my dick. I felt like I was about to go off the rails with her. But Enais wan’t done with me.

Puffing her breasts out with each breath, I felt the sweat start working down her hair. “Holy shit...”

Rubbing my hands over the tight, generous mounds she called an ass, I just wanted another wiggle out of her. “I still didn’t come.”

Enais giggled just enough to set me down that path of no return. “That just won’t do, will it?”

Oh lord. “You’re too out of it.” I slid my hands up her back until I was holding under her arms. “Let me take care of it.”

She was too compliant. Flipping over as I struggled to work out from under her, I had to rest on my knees for a moment.

But with those legs resting together and her ass hanging over the edge, the slim trace of pussy almost dared me to pick up where we’d left off.

I spit in my palm and rubbed it along my shaft. Not that she needed it.

Slapping my cock against her rear, I had to appreciate how quickly the ripples went away. “You think there’s another one of those in you?”

Enais scooted until I was aimed to strike that cushion in her upper wall. “If I don’t, it’s you’re fault.” Both of her arms hugged behind her knees. “You know where to hit now.”

The head slipped against the deluge leaking out of her entry. But that just made it even easier to force my way inside. When I’d end up deciding to get around to it.

But I had to know one thing. “Why is it so important to make come with you?”

Her cheeks blushed almost as much as her tits. “It does things for me, alright?”

I shrugged. “I’m not about to complain.” The first inch crept in. “Whoever ends up marrying you is gonna some fun when you two decide to have kids.”

“My offer still stands. This could just be a practice run.”

She was kinda evil. “That’s just cruel.” As I thrust all the way through.

The final battle beings.

Final battle starts to turn against the hero.

Hero learns of increased threat.

Hero discovers a way to fight back, act of self-sacrifice.

Her legs bent even harder until the soles of her feet tried gripping my thigh. Another roll out and a smooth fly in bumped her entire body closed to the other side of the lounge chair.

There was no arguing my way out of it. With the effect my speech had on her, and how much I needed an outlet, there was no way in hell I was stopping. Or pulling out.

Slick texture and too much juice talked me into going hard at her. The sound of my body slapping against her ass made the bugs in the hedgerow disappear.

Enais went right back to screaming her brains out. She wasn’t petite, but small enough to manhandle. I pulled one leg over my right shoulder and forced her other to spread flat against the seat.

Her fingers drew up again. “Fuck!” As hair bounced in every direction.

Crushing hard as I could, I let each pump rest at her limit and rooted my way around. It didn’t take five of those to make her skin red as the sky off to our west.

The top layer of my skin grated away under her nails. “Do it! Fucking come!”

My whole face felt wet. Then I realized a giant drop was about to fall off my chin.

One more pop let it go.

Enais fell right back into screaming herself raw. Every thrust drew more out, like I was trying to fuck her brain out of her skull.

A final clash and plunging dig around her insides snapped her legs and arms around me until it hurt.

Forcing my mouth int the corner of her shoulders and neck, I tried whispering out, “Go for it...”

But it only came out as a gasp.

Not that Enais cared. She kept pulling me deeper as I began pummeling into her again. Every single one made her voice shoot up a note.

The last shred of knowing what the hell was going on leaked out of her. “Do it! Come in me!”

Something inside her rose up. Too wet and well beyond ready, the bottom wall of her cunt swelled.

Then she hauled herself around until the backs of her ankles pushed against my shoulders.

Feeling the skin on the underside of my shaft graze hard, I felt that trigger click. Every other slam rushed it at me even faster.

The air felt cold and burning-hot at the same time. Something in my core shivered and my knees started to give out.

“Almost!”

She was too fucking wet. Another slip of skin against flesh frazzled my nerves.

Every part of her curled in at once. “Yes!”

And that’s all it took.

Another scream pierced the air. I felt the soft tangle of hair rest against my shoulders until the final jar tickled it against my back.

The chair scooted back until I almost dove into her. Resting my whole weight into planting deep, we would have busted through a half-dozen rubbers by that point. My body knew what it wanted. And hell if latex would have stopped it.

Breath, hot and steamy as Old Faithful, couldn’t push out of me fast enough. And neither could the full blast I’d been welling up for too long.

One shot. A second jet. And then the third eruption. Each one of them had more force behind them than the last.

Finally, my strength flat-lined. Resting every pound of myself on her, I couldn’t imagine pulling out.

But Enais had a final knife to drive between my ribs and then twist. “If things were different, we really would have been amazing at this...”

As her whispers faded into nothing, I tried to push myself up. But that wasn’t about to happen.

“It’s okay, Gideon. Maybe in another lifetime.”

That should have registered something with me. But I was miles beyond exhausted.

Before I lost myself in what I was feeling, she danced fingers up my spine. “Congratulations. I think you passed the test.”

What test?

But it was about to be several minutes before I’d figure that out.


I hadn’t even pulled out when I heard the door slide open. Then I heard an all too familiar voice.

Kait’s.

“Well, it’s nice to see you’re doing well, Gideon.”

Still inside Enais, even if I’d gone flaccid a while ago, my whole body chilled.

“Oh... Shit.”
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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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