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AUTHOR’S NOTE:



After starting and finishing an entire series within the same month for the first time ever, I think I’ve hit my stride. It let me take a few days off and recharge my batteries. But now that it’s August, I’m back on it, as you can tell by the release date.

I’m going with a slightly different protagonist this time, as well as a final goal that I can’t say I’ve gotten close to using before. The pairing has tempted me a few times, but none of the other series ideas felt right for it. This time, it does.

Hopefully I can keep within the boundaries of August for Bimbo Bliss
. You folks seem to like the more consistent releases. Plus, it keeps me from getting bogged down in my own head.


BIMBO BLISS

A cheering crowd, the last of the tinsel fluttering down, and a whole arena of people desperate for answers. If I didn’t have some kind of morals about me, hell, I could end up being President in a decade or two.

But no, I was just one motivational guru, out of hundreds. It’d be something to take pride in, if all my followers weren’t at or around rock-bottom in their lives. Nobody turns to self-help when they’re doing well.

Ducking behind the curtain, I wanted to puke. It had been an easy job and a cheap buck, at first.

Mel rushed over with a plastic garbage bin. “Gideon, you’re pushing too hard.” She patted me on the back a few times.

Finally, all the spittle came up. It’s not like I’d eaten all day. Swallowing heroic doses of amphetamines will do that to you.

Pushing my shoulders against what I thought was the nearest wall, I didn’t realize it was Mel’s lap until I finished dry heaving.

A hand slapped the back of my chest. “You’re killing yourself, and you know it!”

It felt good to know someone cared. Mel was just an intern, but she was closer than anyone else to me in this whole business.

Hacking up a chunk of lung, I played it off like it was nothing. “I’m good… But thank you.”

She felt warmer than all the people who pretended to care. “Gideon, you’re pushing too hard.” Given how Mel was fresh out of college, my bookkeepers chucked an unholy fit when I demanded she get a salary. But out of all of them, Mel kept me going when nobody else could. “See? You’re coughing up blood!”

I wasn’t ready to get rough. With her anyway. “I’m fine!”

By the time I was on both feet again, Sasha barged her way in. “Boss, we’ve got a problem.” She always had carried herself like the manager of the world, even if she was even more petite than Mel.


I kinda wish the chemo hadn’t worked.
 “What now?”

“That supplement company you promoted. They’re trying to sue the hell out of us.”

I wasn’t shocked. I’d believed them, at first. But when their horse-shit treatments turned 
out not to hold a candle to so much just drinking a glass of water before bed, they get a little touchy. Especially when you publicly call them out on it.

“Try to be a better man, and the scumbags swarm like flies.” Staggering to my feet, I pretended that I wasn’t on my final leg. Not that it made me any better than said scumbags. I had a lot to make up for in my life.

The roar of several thousand started to die down. My pounding headache eased about the same time. I pointed at Sasha, still bracing myself with one hand against the wall. “Make sure everyone keeps their mouths shut on social media. In fact, change the passwords on the accounts.” My mid-level staffers were a bit too
 invested in me for their own good. And mine.

Mel pushed under one of my shoulders as she helped me stagger toward my dressing room. Most of the way there, she ducked me into a corner. She looked up, hardly reaching my chin with the top of her head. “Are you sure you’re fine?”

I always had been, even when I was staring down the barrel of my own mortality. “Yeah. I already told you, it’s nothing.”

“You’re lying...” Tears welled up against her bottom eyelids. “What’s the point in helping so many people if you can’t even help yourself?”

Writhing my way out of that blazer, I let it drop to the floor. At least I wasn’t stuck-up enough to wear a tie on the stage. “So what do you want me to do? Leave in an ambulance?”

For a kid whose degree was still warm off the printer, she was wiser than most people twice her age. “It’s better than a hearse.”

Only one other woman had ever been able to nail me on my own shit like that. But our divorce had finalized a few months earlier.

“We’ve got five days until the next seminar. I promise I’ll take it easy until then.”

“You say that after every show.” Mel wasn’t giving me a break, hauling my half-dead ass to that room again, as if I didn’t outweigh her by ninety pounds. “The lawyers can handle EucaLife, so don’t worry about anything other than The Peak You
.”

That fucking book. Or rather, my latest. It was already in stores, but the publisher demanded I add more tour dates before before the start I expected. Nailing my speeches down took priority over that month off I’d managed to keep intact.

Mel was exhausted as I was when she got me in. Crashing next to me on the couch, she caught her breath well before I did, though.

“Shit, my blazer.”

I could hear her eyes rolling in their sockets. “Don’t you dare
 get up.”

Giggling to myself only felt natural. Even if it hurt. “Are you sure you’re not Kait’s sister?”

“I don’t know why she would have sent her little to work for you in the middle of a divorce.” Mel dropped the side of her head against my arm. “But no, I promise I’m not.”

She wasn’t my ex’s sister, in case you’re wondering.

Sasha practically dove in, barricading the door against the other staffers trying to weasel their way through. “If the rest of the marketing staff comes at me with that shit again, I goddamned swear I’ll stab one of them...”

What she meant, I knew exactly. “Thanks for locking that door.”

How bad off I was finally caught her eye. “Holy shit, Gideon!”

But at least I could talk without gasping between every word now. “I’ll make it. Mel’s already convinced me to take it easy until the next date.”

Not that it stopped her from grabbing my oxygen tank and the mask. Slipping the thing over my mouth, she leaned in and cooed, “Just take a few breaths and relax.”

With those two hanging off me like that, I didn’t feel like a man in his early-thirties already needing help just to keep drawing air. But without that cancer diagnosis, I wouldn’t have had that fire lit under my ass in college. I did wish I had the forty percent of my right lung back, though.

Sounding like a really polite Darth Vader, I exhaled against the air pressure. “I’m good now. Thanks.”

They knew when I wasn’t faking it. Sasha and Mel got up, leaving me alone to turn the flow down on the tank.

Mel came back first, holding that massive binder. “When you’re not on the verge of death, I’ve highlighted some changes. Can you look over them in the next few days?”

Sasha wasn’t far behind, though. “A video on the MyTube channel would fill the rest of the seats in Denver. The sooner the better, but don’t push yourself.”

Without those two, my sanity would have run away screaming into the night. Assuming I’d even be alive without them propping me up like that.

But let’s skip forward to after that next seminar, shall we?


I’d left Kait the house and didn’t mind at all. Now we were four months past the divorce settlement. It’s not like I could have been there more than a night or two since this speaking tour began. That didn’t stop me from talking to her daily, though.

The only part I hated was sleeping in the back room of my office.

Her phone rang six times. A few more, and I was hanging up. She always called back later.

“Hey!” Chipper like we’d never even separated.

“What’s up?”

“You called me, so I should ask you that.”

I didn’t have anything new, really. My lunch had kinda sucked, if you wanna count that. “Same shit, different day.”

“Coming from the motivational messiah himself.” Kait’s inability to accept any hint of bullshit is why I’d married her. “If you ever act on stage anything like you did around me, you’ll be better off bagging groceries for a living.”

She was right, which made me smile, like always. “That’s what I miss the most about you.”

“You’ve got that pair of followers to keep you in check. Don’t tell me they’re dropping the ball.”

Anyone but Mel and Sasha in my organization would have been nothing more than a ass-kissing yes-men. Or women, before you throw a fit. “It still pisses Mel off when I accuse her of being your sister.”

Kait sighed on the other end, well over a thousand miles away from me. “I can see why. Most women hate being compared to anyone from a guy’s past.”

“So you’re saying I can go after her.”

She paused long enough to tell me I’d pissed her off. “Now this why we started fighting to begin with!”

“I get it. She’s ten years younger than I am. Sasha’s more my speed, anyway.”

“Do you really want keep digging that particular hole any deeper?”

The look on her face was clear as day to me, even if I hadn’t been around her for over a hundred days. Furrowed brow, a wrinkle on her nose, and still sexy as fuck. “I’m joking. You know that.”

“I’ll give you that much credit, Gideon.” Because even with all the chances I had, I never did cheat on Kait. And she knew it. “Now tell me, how’s the new program coming along?”

Mel was putting the finishing touches on it, and now Sasha had to figure out how to market the damn thing. “The book’s flying off the shelves and I’m supposed to start booking another tour. That is, after I take it easy for a while.” The publisher wasn’t happy about that demand.

“Keep pushing like you had been, and you’ll drop dead by forty.”

I knew it was true. “Only fifty milligrams of the uppers now, too. Got my pulse rate under a hundred for the first time in years.”

“You should be off those things completely.” I could tell she was rolling her eyes or resting her cheek on a fist. “If they don’t make you stroke out, they’re at least taking years off your life.”

“And get all this shit done, how?”

Kait was getting to that limit of frustration I knew not to cross with her. “You won’t get any of it done if you’re dead. You see? That’s what I’ve always hated about what you do.”

“At least I’m trying to give people something that actually works now.”

“’A guaranteed way to reprogram yourself, to be the absolute best example of who you have the potential to be.’ I still think it’s whatever comes out of the south end of a north-facing cow.”

That brought a little smirk out of me. “So you’ve read it.”

“I’ve skimmed.” She took that usual pause before trying to get away. “Listen, I’ve got a deadline coming up. Can we talk about it tomorrow?”

A few knocks rapped against my bedroom door. “Yeah, I gotta go anyway.”

“Later.”

Staring at my phone, like always after those calls, I didn’t fall back into reality until I heard a second round tap out.

“Who is it?” When the back room of your office is where you live, peace and quiet is damn near impossible to get.

Mel’s voice barely peeped out. “Is this a bad time?”

“I was
 on the phone, but it was wrapping up anyway. What’s going on?”

She walked in holding a manila folder in front of her hips with both hands. “I worked out 
a new pattern for that speech.”

Waiting until she was at me, I took it from her hand and sat on the corner of the bed. It was still handwritten, but at least it wasn’t chicken-scratch. “It looks good. The whole thing flows faster.”

“Then read it out for me. I can’t judge what works until I hear it in your voice.”

I was about to, but Sasha needed to hear it as well. A few clips of this thing was the whole premise of her marketing push. “Get your little friend in here, and I’ll go through it.”

Mel almost sprinted off.

Staring down at it, some the lines jumped out at me. ‘Every person is a weapon against their obstacles, if they’re aimed correctly,’ stood out in-particular. The kid was good at warping language to sink in.

Tearing through the rest of it, I didn’t have to take the red pen to much. I was flipping the last page when both of them walked in.

Sasha pulled the chair away from the little writing desk as Mel took a seat next to me.

I turned back to the first page of many and went into it. “Your life isn’t what you hoped. But that’s okay. What isn’t acceptable is letting it stay like this...” And on and on for a couple of minutes.

My bullshit seminar voice was about an octave lower than my normal tone, and it still hurt from the last tour to keep it up for long.

But I finally got to the end. “That’s why I’m asking you
 to be that peak self. What do you have to lose?” The cadence of the whole thing went over like a limerick, but with its own kind of rhythm.

I looked at Sasha first. But her expression was blank as a clean slate.

“That bad, huh?”

Still no reaction.

So I looked over at Mel. “I think you did a great job.”

Also nothing. Like a tiny hourglass symbol was rotating above her head.

“Hey, are you even hearing me?” I waved a hand in front of her face. “Anyone home?”

It had to be a prank.

“That’s enough with the silent treatment. Tell me what you thought.”

Not a damn thing, apparently. Good or bad.

I tried shaking Mel’s shoulders. “There’s no way both of you had aneurysms at the same time.”

My fingers snapped an inch from her face. But even that didn’t get a reaction.

“Yo, come on! Talk!”

Some kind of life drifted back into her brown eyes. She repeated one of the lines from the spiel. “Serve with all of your body, mind, and soul. That is the definition of perfection...”

Then Sasha repeated it from the other side of the room.

“It was a great choice of words, but we could trim it a little.”

Mel shook her head. “No, it’s exactly what it has to be.” The way she said it, like a demand, set me on edge.

“Fine, I’ll sleep on it.” Standing and facing her, it was time to signal their exit.

She didn’t get up like I expected. “My whole life, I never saw it this clearly.”

Hands wrapped around my waist, scaring the absolute shit out of me. Then Sasha’s voice almost droned out, “Neither have I. But it’s right here now, plain as day.”

“What the hell are you two talking about?”

Mel acted like she was afraid to look me in the eyes, but willed herself to do it anyway. “Did I write something with that kind of power?”

I was confused. “Guess so. But I still don’t know what’s going on.”

Sasha got behind me pulled tighter than Mel, just a few inches under my ribs. “Service. Exactly like you told us.”

“Okay...” Now it had to be a prank. “You two realize it was just another inspirational line of drivel, right? Don’t tell me you’re gullible enough to fall for our own crap.”

But they were blank.

I snapped my fingers in front of Mel Again “Hey! You still here?”

She wasn’t anymore responsive than before.

“You’re freaking me out here. Both of you.” This was some bullshit.

Neither one of them acted like I was even there as I broke away.

“Hello?” I waved my hands in front of their faces. “Yo!”

Sasha blinked first, after far too long. “If that’s what you want, Gideon, we’ll do it.”

“You finally answered. That’s all I asked either of you to do.”

Mel smiled up at me. “Yeah, we can do that.”


What the fuck?
 “And what exactly is that
?”

Sasha patted across my back as both of them got the spark of intelligence back in their eyes. “Just make sure you take it easy. We’ve got enough to do during that ‘vacation,’ as you call it.”

Snickering like she agreed, Mel brightened up. “Listen to her. This new program will push you further than you think.”

If only I knew what they were talking about.


It was a cabin, and not fancy one. After shooing opossums away, I fumbled for the key.

Mel knew which one it was before I did, after the damn thing passed through my hand a couple of times.

She took the whole lanyard out of my grip. “Here. You’re already shaking again.”

I’d taken my medicine an hour before. Uppers do that to you. There was already a backlog of things I had to do that night.

Grabbing Mel’s luggage to repay her, I walked in and stared at the wood and flannel everything. “When the listing said it was ‘rustic,’ they weren’t fucking around.”

Sasha walked past me. “You booked it. The nicer ones were the same price, and still by the lake.”

But I didn’t want one in those glorified suburbs. Any person close enough to recognize me would have been one too many. “You know why I drove us all the way out here.”

Sasha opened one of the doors off to the right. “Two beds in here. I guess it’s ours.”

Which meant I had the master suite. It looked nicer than the rest of the place, and that bed couldn’t be uncomfortable. Sleeping in that back office had been killing me faster than everything else.

Unzipping my suitcase, I figured out the interior walls weren’t as thick as the exterior logs. Hearing those two giggling like tweens at a slumber party was the last thing I expected. But I could tell they needed the break too. Since reading them the new program, those girls had become unstoppable.


Maybe it works better than the usual self-help woo
.

There was still enough daylight left to get an hour of fishing in, if I pushed it. On one of Michigan’s thousands of lakes, catching a few trout, perch, or pike would ease me into focusing. After a drive like the one I’d just finished, at least some kind of break was in order.

Grabbing my bug spray, I went straight for the door. The backlog could wait, and so could they. “I’ll be on the water until about dusk.”

But all I heard was more giggling.

Whatever. They’d notice the canoe missing from the dock.


It was catch-and-release. Cleaning the six fish I’d caught would have been too much effort. Plus, northern pike are called ‘toothpick filets’ for a reason. Those sharp, tiny ribs are nearly impossible to get out.

Rounding the bend in the shore, the splashing and laughter caught my attention. That clear water had to be inviting. I didn’t begrudge them of it.

Paddling quietly, they didn’t notice until I was right on top of them.

Sasha pulled the yellow straps of her bathing suit onto her shoulders.

“Do I even want to know what I missed?”

She blushed, but not as hard as Mel. Bobbing up and down, Sasha drifted her way to the side of the canoe. “The air conditioner in our room sucks. We had to cool off somehow.”

“Riiight.” But if something more was going on, I didn’t care. “Let’s get inside and unpack that takeout. Work until ten or so and calling it a night sound fair?”

Both of them swam to the edge of the dock. As they got out, those matching, yellow one-pieces with black stripes down the sides seemed a little odd. Because since when do women accept wearing the same thing?

Tying the boat to the cleats, I looked up and realized how sleek they looked. Wet hair dripping down their backs, leggy, slender figures, and figure-hugging outfits that left only some minor details to the imagination. If anyone had been watching with binoculars, they’d think I was the luckiest motherfucker on the planet.

They beat me to the cabin by close to a minute. Flip-flops should have slowed them down. But they were already back to that room when I shuffled in.

Another round of giggles leaked through. A little more shrill at times. But I was too interested in our take-out Mexican food to see what was so damn funny.

I popped the bags of chips in the microwave. Everything else would have been fine lukewarm. Then I pulled some of the binders out of my room, as well as my laptop. Working dinners were more the norm than the exception for me.

Starved and tired of waiting, I called out, “Food’s ready!”

I’d waited long enough, so I opened up the pack of paper plates and started filling one up.

The door opened behind me, sounding like the owners had never heard of WD-40. But I was a third of the way through my first burrito and still too hungry to care.

Until they walked past. Still in those yellow bathing suits, now dry, and sporting matching 
knee-socks. Swallowing my food, but more out of instinct than hunger, I asked, “You two plan on wearing identical cheerleader outfits tomorrow?”

Mel looked back first. “It’s still hot in there.”

“But those socks.” They’d planned something, probably just to fuck with me. Pranks weren’t unheard of between the three of us.

Sasha dropped a few pieces of camerones Jalisco on her plate. Some shrimp thing where they get wrapped in bacon and covered with queso. “I told you this would get a reaction out of him.”

“Mess with my head later. Right now, we’ve gotta eat and work on that script.”


I was wrapping up the final lines of the reread. “That’s why I’m asking you
 to be that peak self. What do you have to lose?” While thinking about how much fun, and dangerous, it’d be to act like they were wearing that getup as more than a joke. As if I didn’t already feel like I needed a vacation from this damn vacation.

Mel and Sasha went catatonic again. Absolutely still, I thought it was just another side of the prank.

But then I saw how blank their eyes had gone. Nobody can force the glassy, dilated look they had, at will.

It was time to turn the rib on them instead. “Okay, it’s not funny anymore.” Something I knew they’d never do, or fail to react to, seemed like just the thing. “Unless you are hypnotized. In which case, make out with each other.”

Yeah, yeah. Holy sexual harassment suit, Batman. I know what you’re thinking.

Sasha looked at me with those inky pools of black, each rimmed by a narrow circle of baby blue. Then Mel, with her own borders of rich brown.

Suddenly their faces turned together again. Mel asked, “Is he playing a trick on us now?”

But Sasha bumped her shoulders up. “He just told us to ‘be our peak selves’ again. Who are we to argue with it?”

Their chairs scooted closer, roaring the noise through the open but tiny living space. Sasha put a hand on Mel’s cheek, giving me a quick glance and smiling. And her eyes had turned back to normal.

No fucking way.

But it was happening. Calling it a rib anymore was getting too hard. The work shit in front of me seemed miles away.

Mel, having a good four inches on Sasha, craned her neck down and went into it like they were both several wine coolers of enthusiasm past the brink. And we hadn’t brought any alcohol, other than a flask of whiskey in my tackle box.

Maybe it explained the red faces and dropped shoulder straps. But I had to know for sure. “Stop wrapping tongues for a minute and tell me exactly
 what’s going on.”

They kept going for a moment before pressing the sides of their heads together. Without a hint of that blush from earlier, Mel took my brain behind the barn and shot it like Ol’ Yeller. “We figured out what you think our peak selves should be. Why wouldn’t we act on it?”

“Lezzing it up isn’t what I meant.” Nice as it was to see. “You’re both working harder than I am now, which I appreciate more than you can imagine. But what makes both of you think this is anything close to what I wanted?”

Sasha put a hand on one of Mel’s tits and squeezed. “We can just tell. I don’t know how to explain it, but both of us felt it. Especially in that second reading.”

“You’re so far off the mark right now, I—”

A socked foot glanced over my lap, finding the erection. Then Mel raised her brows. “I don’t think we are. Words can’t hide everything.”


Great, my psych major knows I’d fuck her at the drop of a hat.
 “You’re barking up the wrong tree. I’d drop from a heart attack thanks to the amphetamines before I’d come.”

She was acting like a girl ten times sluttier than her usual self. “We never said you had to do the heavy lifting.”

Sasha barely reached me with her own toes and grinned even harder. But I would have expected that from her. Something about the girl told me she’d been in more laps than cloth napkin.


They’ve either lost it, or this joke’s going too far.
 “If you two have something going on, I don’t mind. But you’re not helping get the new program going with this.”

Both of them curled a finger at me. So maybe it wasn’t a joke.


Kait would absolutely murder me.
 Because the divorce hadn’t sunk into my head yet. “We’ve got work to do. You’ve got your own room. Save it for in there.”

Sasha pouted with those naturally to-die-for lips. “But it’s so hot in there!”

“Oh, I’m sure it will be, later.” The screen of my laptop flipped up. “We talked about doing revisions, and held them off until now. So what’s the verdict from you two?”

If getting the recipients hot and bothered was the goal, it accomplished that in spades. Mel and Sasha weren’t about to let their jobs stop them.

The few notes on changes I’d taken scrolled down the left edge of my screen. I huffed out a breath and read the first one. “I think we should make ‘unyielding devotion’ into ‘selfless devotion.’ Makes it sound less rigid.”

But they were at it again, like I’d never interrupted.


Seriously?
 I tried going through the revisions by myself.

Adding, dropping, and changing words got harder than my cock in minutes, though. Moaning had already started, and both of them only had one hand above the table.

“You two are really committed to this act, aren’t you?” At least I knew they couldn’t say shit about that making-out quip I’d made. “Like I said, take it in the other room.”

Believe it or not, they actually did.


I’d finished my end of the work. Two hours later, a fog crept into the edge of my vision.

And they were still
 going at it when I crawled in the bed.

Damn glad we had functioning wi-fi, I knew how I was decompressing after hearing so much of that. Loading up a couple of videos matching what I assumed had been going on a room over was just
 the ticket. Even if it’d take a while from the amphetamines still running their course.

With earbuds in and no light but the screen, some ball of frat-girl fantasy cliches started playing out. I forwarded to the good part and had a hand in my boxers in seconds.

It didn’t hurt that the ‘actresses’ were a pair of slim brunettes. If I didn’t rub this one out, sleep wasn’t gonna happen.

The first pair of panties drifted sideways. Taking long strokes, I was already seeing my own cock in that pussy, imaging I was the reason this random girl was making those sounds.

Feeling the mattress shift, my heart jumped into my mouth as I slammed the laptop shut and jerked a bud out of my ear. “What the fuck is wrong with you?” Not caring which one of them I was talking to.

A quick whisper in my ear confirmed it. “It’s okay. We all do it.” Judging by how far down my calves those socks grazed, it had to be Mel.

“Does privacy mean anything to you?”

“You did tell to us take it into our room. So at least you’re consistent.” Her skin was too warm as she snuggled close from behind. Then I felt the hottest, wettest spot in that bathing suit.

“I don’t care what you two are doing together. But this is crossing a line.”

She wrapped her arms around my chest. Which I’d expect out of Sasha, if she’d had enough to drink to get an entire AA meeting tipsy. “It’s all your fault. You know that, right?”

“How so?” I wanted to roll over and look her in the face, but with the laptop closed, I wouldn’t have seen anything. “There’s no way any canned speech will do this
 to someone. I know my own bullshit better than that.”

“It’s done something
 to us. This only started the night after you read that script.”

“I don’t remember it saying anything about setting up my own porno scene. That was your own choice.”

Mel hugged even tighter. “Maybe it was there all along. Who knows?”


This has gone far enough.
 “Don’t make the rest of this trip awkward. We’ve got enough things to catch up on.”

One of her hands drifted a little too far down, stopping just above the waist of my boxers. “The venue for our next event canceled, and the tickets are already being refunded. So we’ve got a few extra days to relax.”

“What?”

“A blown water main, or something like that. Don’t worry, they’re comping the deposit, since it’s not our fault.”

Another mess to clean up. “I’ll get Sasha on an alternative location tomorrow. Even if it is smaller and we have to refund tickets.”

Blinding light filled my vision. But within seconds, I saw wood paneling. Rolling onto my back, I tried leaning up.

Then Sasha half-laughed, and half-said, “You need the break. We were hired to make your life easier, and that’s what we’re doing.”

I was ready to fire both of them, on the spot. Whipping the down comforter and silk sheets off myself, I fully intended to yell as hard as I did.“Canceling seminars is the exact
 opposite of what I meant by it!”

Not that it stopped either of them. Mel ducked her fingers under my waistband as Sasha crouched over my hips.

Legs folded around me. Then the slit between Sasha’s thighs grabbed hold of the erection I wasn’t about to get rid of. Even through her swimsuit and my boxers, it already felt like I was inside her.

My eyes adjusted to the light, kinda. Looking up at a face you’d expect from a sex-crazed nymphomaniac, the crush of pussy and Mel’s hand playing with my tip stole my breath away.

Sasha dropped her hands on each side of my head. Crushing the pillow down, her hair tickled against my face. “It’s not harassment if we do it to you, right?”

“That’s not how it works, and you know it.”

Those folds pressed even harder. “Oh well. Guess you’d better fire us after we’re done with you.”

It was too late to talk them out of it. The only saving grace I had, was that I wasn’t married anymore. “You’d better have a safer plan than having me pull out.”

Mel shoved her head between Sasha’s hand and my ear. “Periods get in the way work. We’re both on something.” Because of course the fucking workaholics were.

“You can’t expect a guy with only a lung and-a-half to keep up with both of you.”

The last saving throw I had dropped like a lead balloon. More teasing at my head, and a little grinding motion from Sasha, started breaking down the resistance.


I’m finally giving in to one of those chances, huh?
 Nobody could walk in on us, and they weren’t the kind to lie about something like birth control. “What if I go through with it? How would it change things between us?”

Sasha bumped her shoulders. “Does it matter? Your speech already turned everything on its head.”

I looked at Mel. “She means your
 spiel.”

“You asked me to come up with the most convincing talk possible, with the message outline you handed over. Don’t pin this on me.” The way she teased even harder at the end of my dick drove the point home.

The weight on my hips eased up. Sasha rose to her knees and grabbed my boxers.

Mel began stroking away as the cotton whipped down my thighs. The one thing I still had on dropped past my ankles and then flew across the room.

Sasha leaned back down to join her, adding another hand to the mix.

Mel slid to meet her. Their lips pressed together, barely inches away from my upright cock. The pop
 and lick
 song went on for a moment as they kept jerking me as one.

Even this would have been enough to get me off, given enough time. Uppers be damned. It felt just as good as the scenery looked.

Mouths painted the same shade of magenta parted for a second. Then they took the session up again, around opposite sides of my dick.

I was already putting wrinkles in the sheets with my hands. Each lick turned my thoughts to static fuzz and erased all the worries I’d packed along for the trip. It was kinda startling, realizing how quickly they’d worn down my fight.

One of them broke away, pushing lips against the end of me. The other gave a lingering run of her tongue from the base, almost up to her partner’s mouth. Since it was along the bottom, that last part had to have come from Sasha.

Mel took in the first quarter, letting that tongue roll several times around the whole circumference.

Pushing her head down was tempting, but I was content to see how far they’d take it on their own. Between their lips or between their legs, they had what I needed to stumble across the finish line. Eventually.

Sasha began working my balls, cupping and licking away. Delicate and rough at the same time. She wasn’t proving my assumptions about her experience wrong.

My neck jerked to one side. I figured why after Mel had me in to the back of her throat.

Swooping her head around, Mel slurped me out and then pushed me through again. Easy, smooth motions like that had always gotten me moaning.

Opening my eyes, dots of light twirled around the ceiling. My pulse raced as I reached over with one hand. Mel didn’t try to stop me as I pulled the strap off her nearest shoulder. If anything, it told her she was doing something right.

I loved it, but hated myself at the same time. Worship from two girls like this was everything I’d imagined. But some pang of guilt kept sneaking through.

It didn’t have long to wreak havoc, though. Mel and Sasha traded places on my junk. Erasing the terror I had about betraying Kait like this, they kept going until the hairs stood on the nape of my neck.

Sasha pounced, arguing in favor of aggressive dick-sucking. Like she was rewarding me for always being gentle with her feelings, on a personal basis.

Meanwhile, perky, bare mounds bumped against the side of my hips. When I looked down, Mel had all the side-boob out.

I couldn’t stop myself from pulling that outfit down to her waist. As Sasha did the same to herself. Once those bathing suits were off, there was no chance I’d let it stop at foreplay. I knew my tendencies and my own breaking point.

Testing me with a round of tongue-dancing and a hard slurp, Sasha was eager to keep the momentum rolling. A hard jack on my length curled my shoulders.

Willpower is great and all, but they’d shattered mine like a cheap mirror. I barely managed to push up on my elbows. “Fuck it! Let’s do this.”

Mel and Sasha quit paying attention to me, staring at each other. Sasha grinned first. “He’s always babied you. Go ahead and thank him for it.”

My heart skipped a beat. But I had to state the obvious. “You just want to finish me off yourself.”

“So what if I do? With your meds, it’s gonna take a while, even with both of us.”

Mel wasn’t stalling for time. Sitting up, she ran the top of her suit past her hips and crawled both legs out of it. Still in those fucking socks, though. She started reaching for the first one.

I grabbed her wrist. “Don’t even think about taking those off.”

Sasha crawled her way next to me, working her own yellow suit off along the way. “I told her it’d be a nice touch.”

“You
 planned this. Why am I not surprised?”

Another hot mound pressed my shaft against myself, slipping along the bottom side.

But Sasha just cuddled against me, teasing a finger down my sternum. “I knew you two would end up fucking, someday. You’ve always treated her like a princess, even before you and Kait broke up.”

My ex-wife’s face jumped into my head again. “Don’t talk about her right now.”

Sasha nuzzled her face against my neck and pressed her tits around my arm. “It’s a shame. I really wanted to play the third wheel between you two.”

I was about scold her. But Mel stepped in at the last second, pinning my shaft upright with the outer verge of her cunt. Goddammit…


“How long has it been since you’ve fucked a girl this young?”

Yet another reminder of Kait, who I’d married days after she’d graduated college, seven years prior. And I’d been fucking her for a couple of years before that.

While Mel broke me through and gasped, Sasha had another knife to plunge between my ribs. “All that time with the same woman, and you never strayed. Why can’t you let go and reward yourself for that?”


Fuck!
 My last wall crumbled as Mel whimpered. All the way in, I wished I could go ahead and come. But I didn’t want it to stop, either.

Sasha moved a hand down between her own legs and said, “Who knew the little straight-ass could be so much fun?”

Mel was surprising me, probably as much as she had Sasha. Not doing the boring up-and-down motion by itself, she had a talent for riding on a dick.

Keeping the swoop going, the hard pounces started making it even better. Because there’s nothing wrong with in-and-out either, so long as it’s not the only thing going on.

Both of them whimpered, surrounding me on all but one side in an eager mess. With hot 
skin, needy voices, and nothing standing in their way, Mel and Sasha had me dead to rights.

I had to put my hands on Mel’s waist. She was whipping herself around just
 right, giving herself that little twirl on the way down. It was almost as good as the way the took her damned sweet time when she rose up.

Sasha kept tracing her other hand down. Sliding past my navel, she wasn’t hiding the real goal.

Mel jerked when the fingers reached her clit. Her pussy gripped like fresh tires, giving even more friction to all that motion.

With two girls writhing all over me, trying like I’d given them a motivational speech to come, I could have died happy. Right then and there, if that was my time to go.

A voice filled my ear again. “Careful. Once she starts making noise,” Sasha moaned and recollected herself, “it doesn’t take long.”

Mel was working me hard against her g-spot. Going faster with each rock, I felt the bump swell until her passage tingled my skin with pins and needles, despite being the softest thing on earth.

Knees pressed against both sides of my chest. With that ride and Sasha’s hand working some kind dark magic, Mel felt like she was on the verge of blowing her top. And it kept on for what had to be the longest fifteen seconds of my life.

Both her hands pushed on my shoulders. It got me even deeper inside her. One more lunge slammed me through until I couldn’t fit any further.

Sasha quit twiddling away as Mel stopped.

Chaos erupted. The inside of her pussy gripped in random fits. Then her entire frame shook, falling on me as her mind sprouted wings and flew away.

If I hadn’t taken my meds, you bet’cha I’d have come.

Mel stayed on top of me, pushing those tits against my pecs like she’d gained strength, at the cost of all control of her body. She screamed in my other ear, shooting off random vowels like she was trying say something.

Sasha hadn’t left the other side of my head, though. “Oh yeah, feel that?”

Warmth spread down my sack and inner thighs. Then it went cold.


Did she really just do that?
 I let Mel ride it out. Sudden bursts twitched out of nowhere, winding down from every second, until the final one took ten. It was of a hell of a minute to be inside her.

Her tits pushed hard with each breath. They weren’t the largest, but big enough for an honest handful.

I lied still until Mel bumped forward. Halfway out, the final shake rattled both of us.

Sasha quit pushing herself into the same frenzy, teasing my hair with one hand and brushing Mel’s out of my face with the other. “Every girl has her gimmick. I think you just found hers.”

The cold, wet fabric under me explained enough. “One of you is washing these sheets tomorrow.” Because squirters make you want to go into sex wearing a yellow rain jacket and booties, like Paddington-fucking-Bear. But it’s never the girls you’d expect, which makes you ask, ‘Really? Her?’ Every time.

That same voice steamed again. “Wanna know what mine is?”

Mel jerked a final time, pulling me out of her as she rested.


I knew this was gonna be a fucking mess.
 “At this point, I’m not sure.” But I’d already fucked one to climax. It wasn’t like it could get any harder to explain.

Sasha rose up and rolled Mel over herself.

I waited for her to climb on top. But that wasn’t the plan.

“Gideon, stand up.”

What fresh hell is this?

Sasha climbed off the mattress with me. Without heels, she didn’t even reach my shoulders. I hadn’t noticed exactly how tiny she was until then.

Expecting her to guide me to a wall, I didn’t see her pushing on my abs. The bedside lamp almost toppled to floor as the back of my legs hit the nightstand.

I sat on in, bent at the knees maybe a foot away from the bed.

But was enough room for Sasha to stand up, her legs straight as she grabbed hold of my cock. She wasn’t about to sit on me, exactly.

The first bit slipped in. Dancing her way down the shaft, Sasha rolled her way around until I felt her stretch at the back wall.

My hands clamped around her waist, trying to slow the girl down. But wasn’t where the motion came from.

She gripped my arms. It only gave her more leverage to work with. “When you’re petite, you have to do a lot with a little. I’ve made men bigger than you scream for God.”

I believed it. Every thought I’d had about her possibly slutty past was proving true. Why not buy the core premise of it all?

Straddling with that orbiting motion, her nails pressed notches into my skin. Something about taking control of someone who could break her in half had Sasha glowing.

My hips sprung upward, jolting her head back. The next push was easier.

Trying to rein me in, Sasha gripped the edges of the nightstand. But all that did was let me plow even further into her.

Hammering like I wanted it to hurt, it was rousing something out of her. Sasha was gonna be a tricky fight of a lay. If I hesitated, even for a second, she’d stop screaming and gain the upper hand.

Priming to blow, Sasha lost her hold on the little bedside table. Her ankles wrapped around the insides of my knees.

I wasn’t nearly as far along as she was. Not saying, “Maybe you’ll win next time,” would have been a waste.

Her fingers dug into my sides. Gripping on for dear life, Sasha was crying out with every jab.

Now I had a chance to run the score up. I stood, taking her with me and making a few steps to the edge of the bed.

Mel crawled out of the way. It wasn’t fair to leave her sitting there alone.

I dropped with Sasha, bouncing ourselves clear of the mattress once before I settled back into her. Grabbing both wrists and pushing them over her head, one deep slam made her belt out a window-breaking scream.

Ripping out and letting gravity plunge me all the way through, Sasha was on the edge of begging. Maybe for mercy, or maybe to come. Hell, it was probably for both.

Mel took over on clit duties, exactly like Sasha had for her. I hadn’t planned on a teamwork retreat, but it’d turned into one.

Sasha’s head started whipping to each side. “Oh fuck
!”

That pussy was tight, even with all her experience. Yet another reason why small girls are fun. They can feel like a virgin, without the awkwardness.

Mel rubbed even faster, probably seeing multiples of her hand at that speed.

Sounding like a whistle blasting inches from both my ears, Sasha was about to crack 
down the middle. Those plump, pouty lips trembled as they stayed open.

I shot one look at Mel and nodded.

Pulling out, letting go of Sasha’s wrists, and standing all the way up, I watched Mel let her snap at the same time.

Her knees and elbows bent as hard as they could. Then her shoulders and hips. By the time her back curled hard enough to leave only the small of it on the sheets, the absolute mess of a tiny woman was shaking with every clenched muscle.

Mel stared in awe as I gasped, “I guess we found her talent too, didn’t we?”

Coming herself into a seizure in knee-high socks like that, Sasha was just inviting me to crash the open door and start fucking her again.

But there was always gonna be a next time. Probably around daybreak. Then around lunch, mid-afternoon, and a few more rounds before everyone went to bed again.

Mel let our coming fool ride it out, turning her attention back to me. “So I guess it’s your turn.”

Adrenaline and other hormones only carry you so far. Especially when you’re missing part of a lung and on pharmaceuticals that raise your pulse to begin with. Grabbing just above my knees, I barely managed to keep my head aimed at her. “You’d better think of something good, then.”

Like she had all the answers out of the back of the math book, Mel draped herself over Sasha and pushed that tight ass up. Looking back, she asked, “Think this will do it?”

Both of them on offer like that forced a palpitation through my chest. My body fought to catch up and steady itself. Because I had plenty of shit to prove.

Sasha quit jerking in every direction at once as Mel settled over her. I couldn’t see it, but I heard them locking tongues again.

When Sasha wrapped her legs around Mel, I knew it was time. If this wasn’t about to get me off, nothing could. Two cunts with clits grinding together, is something you have to see for yourself, in-person.

I batted my shaft against Mel’s rear. A little bit of aiming and a slight push forward dove me in.

Her voice moaned a little harder than Sasha’s. Trying to keep myself in her while they pressed the top of the their mounds together, it all added up to best romp of my life.

That tight body kept wiggling. Pressing a hand between Mel’s shoulders and grabbing 
her hair with the other, it didn’t stop her hips and waist from slithering around. Now I was just doing the in-and-out, letting her motion add all the flavor.

Like a new pecking order had taken hold, Mel stole my breath as I drove her to put Sasha in her place.

But the funny thing about ADD meds is, you feel like you can go for hours. And then wham
! Something flips the right combination of switches.

My jaw dropped and both arms flexed as Mel did the last thing I expected.

Her ass lunged away from me. The sound two pairs of lips parting forced a jolt up my dick. “Go ahead and come in her.”

I jerked against Mel’s hair, trying to prod my way back in. “Why?”

“Just do it.” She didn’t bother turning her head my way. “I want it, but Sasha needs to learn her place.”

Wants versus needs. I liked it.

Sasha tried forcing me in, dropping both legs from around Mel’s ass and trapping my thighs.

I didn’t wait. Poking straight through, my neck bent like I was finishing up a hard piss. Mel’s ass had dropped as far as it could, forcing beans together like she was trying to fuck the PR chick right along with me.

Whimpers and moans had already started again. Force pushing down from my arms turned into more friction, which had Sasha pinned where I needed her.

Moving one hand to the center of Mel’s ass, I put all my weight on it and started fingering her pussy with the other. Hooking deep against the pulsing cushion on her roof, she was starting to yell just as hard. Then I got my thumb in on the action, gracing two clits at once.

Sasha was already going ballistic. Twitching with each leg, she pulled like it was a sin to even pull back for the next slam.

I thought I was in that runner’s-high sort of zone, ready to keep going forever.

But then I felt walls snap tight around my cock. Something in her pushed against that ridge of skin running up the bottom my length. One hard graze as I slipped halfway out, and the edges of my vision went dark.

Mel came first, trying to break my fingers with her entrance as I pulled them out. Another shot of wet gushed all the place as their mouths parted.

With both of them shouting and hollering, I couldn’t have made it out if I tried. Sasha’s legs 
clamped like a trap, forcing me through in that final slip that snapped the last thread.

I didn’t mean to, but my hands shot past Mel and grabbed Sasha’s waist. Forcing ourselves together, the swell at the head of my cock primed every nerve in me.

Life slowed, making that couple of seconds the longest and best year of my life.

Voices kept lashing out. All three of us entered climax at once. Mel, halfway through it, Sasha rushing to the peak, and the rumble of my own turning my thoughts to static.

My body couldn’t handle anymore, but it didn’t have to. Months or even years of tension burst out of me. The bottom dropped out, as the whole world felt like it made sense.

That surge every guy knows too well ripped through my system. Shooting from brain, down to core, and through my shaft, I didn’t know how I stayed conscious.

But it was worth it.

My balls clenched until I felt the silky goodness come flying out of me. Throwing entire coils of rope into Sasha, my grip on her torso wasn’t about to ease up.

Her orgasm put Sasha through another round of shocks. Both legs squeezed like she was trying pinch me in half.

But my second flooded out. The very tip of the thing felt like I was rounding the biggest on the roller coaster.

Giving in, I was fighting for each breath against Mel’s back.

Her own feet got into it. Pressing socked heels against my shoulders, we were just a ball of three people coming their minds to dust.

Sasha let out a final cry as I dribbled the last bit out.


Holy fuck…
 My lungs seared with every inhale and exhale.

Then, like I’d bench-pressed a flipped car off myself to stay alive, my whole body gave out.

I don’t know how I woke up on the dry side of the bed, alone the following morning. But they’d managed to get me there.


There’s a lot to be said for cardio workouts. They don’t hold a candle to having five or six rounds a day with two women, though.

Packing everything into the back of my Land Rover, I felt like a new man. Tuned on the same frequency with Mel and Sasha, we’d gotten the whole backlog done. Not to mention, I’d just about fucked my dick raw.

And got plenty of fishing in.

But all good things have to end. Chucking Mel’s suitcase into the back, I thought about buying the place, no matter what price the owners might ask. After tweaking the speech a tiny bit, I had those doing acrobatics in bed.

Sasha came running as I closed the back hatch. “Gideon!”

When she got in a hurry, it never meant good news. “Yeah?”

“You remember that thing I sent to the publisher about getting some testimonials?”

They’d rushed the book into stores, almost as a first draft. Which I was still pissed about. “What about it?”

She bent down at the hips, giving me yet another view of those tits from underneath that tied-off flannel shirt. “I worked it out, and they’re fine with shuffling seminar dates around. Getting a few case-studies and testimonials are worth it to them.”

I was flabbergasted. “How the shit did you wrangle that?”

Sasha leaned her shoulders against the rear windshield and crossed both arms. “Every time I let Mel have time alone with you, I was working my contacts. Some of these minor celebrities have a bigger audience than you do, or at least something to lend credibility to us.”

I already hated it. “Who?”

“A Snapgram influencer, a little blonde with bolt-on tits chasing a modeling career, and some overachieving med student who can’t even dream of pleasing her parents. Get the younger demographic onboard with sharing our message, and it’s a goldmine.”

Part of me wanted to kiss her on the lips. But another wanted to faint. “You know as well as I do that the bread and butter of motivational speakers are sad-sack people who’ve stalled between thirty and forty.”

“But how many guys like you are competing for that market?”

All of them, actually. Anyone serving an audience older than that was always some preacher spreading the virtues of sending them money, because Jesus wanted them to have a third yacht, or something.

I’d gotten over my hang-ups about fucking anyone other than Kait, though. “If it works on them like does for you, start booking my time.” In fact, I’d skipped the daily with her for the first time since the divorce had settled.

Mel came running. “So are ready to get outta here?” Looking at me like she expected dread.

Rested and fine with the new direction, I threw her for a loop. “Absolutely. Get your ass in.”

Even the good guys have a dark side.
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I’d just moved across the country a few months ago. So it wasn’t like I could call my parents or any of the ‘aunts’ who’d doted over me for a ride. “It’s fine. My insurance deductible’s been smacked already.”

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

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

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

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


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

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

“Yeah, I’m sure it’ll be a—”

Then nothing.

*
*
*

‘Mikey.’

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

‘I’ll see you soon.’

Where? The fucking afterlife?

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

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

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

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

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

*
*
*

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

“What? Who?”

I vaguely heard the door open and close.

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


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

“How is he?”

I knew the voice too well. “Mika?”

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

She went away, finally.

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

“Mikey...”

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

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

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


*

*

*


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

“Someone drove you home.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Alright, Mom.”

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

*
*
*

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

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

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

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

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

“About what?”

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

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