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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.


BIMBO BLISS 2

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

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

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

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

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

‘Minutes later, little Kayla Doe was gone!’

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

I tapped the remote for the next channel.

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah. What about it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

I did, but this wasn’t my idea of it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“Don’t look at me. You wrote it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

“Welcome back. You zoned out on us.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I was sure Jain could handle me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Even harder! Fuck!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fucking tease.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Holy shit…

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

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

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

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

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

I was about to say something.

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

My dick pulsed as my legs tensed up.

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

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

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

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

“Do it… I know you want to.”

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

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

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

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

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

Jain’s muscles locked for a couple of seconds.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Someone pushed my ass forward.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then a second. And a third.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Not that it kept my thoughts out of the gutter.
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The Dallas-Fort Worth metroplex. America’s concrete asshole.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I put a hand out. “Audrey Phan?”

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

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

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

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

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

Weird chick...


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Let me guess. Fear of inadequacy.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s not how I look at it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So leave.”

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How?”

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

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

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

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

If my visit with Jain was any indication… Plenty.

And yes, I totally wanted to fuck her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Good stuff… “And that is?”

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

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

I wasn’t prepared, at all.

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

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

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

Wait. What? “You’re pulling my leg.”

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What about another woman?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Free.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s a bold call.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How did you know?”

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

She quit trying to argue a way out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“She told me you’d like it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I’d have to, at some point.

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

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

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

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

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

My cock slid out of her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s this? Oh god!”

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s it… Keep coming.”

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

“It’s—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lucky her.

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

“You mean it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It feels even bigger now...”

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

Her shoulders writhed. “Amazing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Coming!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Let’s just say, I left a small part of myself in Dallas, no matter how much I hated the place.


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.”


BIMBO BLISS 5

Kait drove me to her hotel room without saying another word.

Even if we’d been divorced for months, I still felt like I’d just fucked up. As she pulled the white Mustang into the lot, I had to fight against the bowling ball in my throat. “Why aren’t you mad?”

She didn’t even look my way. “Should I be? It’s not cheating if we’re not married anymore.”

None of this made sense. “So why are you here?”

“You know the answer.” Kait pulled at the key until the motor shut off. “Start listening to your own advice for once.”

The obvious was just too much to handle. “Before the hearing, this would have had me shitting bricks. I don’t have anything to lose here, and you don’t have anything to gain.”

Kait sighed, letting go of the steering wheel before slapping her hands around it again. “Damn it, Gideon! Have you fried your brain that much already? I told you that those amphetamines would end up killing you or whipping your mind into paste.”

My hands shook. Probably from a combination of said medications and having to deal with her like this. “Then tell me what you’re after. You’ve got the house and half of my money.”

She got out and slammed her door hard enough to rattle the whole car. Even through the glass, I heard her mutter, “I knew this was a fucking mistake.”

I saw red. Stepping out, I leaned over the roof. “Then why bother? If you’re out to torture yourself, leave me out of it.”

“I could say the exact same thing to you.”

“You’re the one who followed me here. What’s jumped up your ass?” Which I yelled as if I wanted someone on the second floor of the motel to wake up and call the cops. “Let’s take this to your damn room.”


It wasn’t the best kind of place. Tacky curtains that’d hung since the early-nineties, bedding that looked only a few more years up-to-date, and even a good-old tube television. I turned around asked Kait, “Don’t tell me you’re this hard up for money.”

“This was the only place I could book on short notice, alright?”

“Why would you need a room that quickly?”

Those thick, black curls danced over her shoulders as Kait stepped forward. “If you have to know, Mel asked me to come down.”

What? “I don’t understand.”

“Gideon, you’re falling apart and turning into the exact kind of person you’ve always claimed you hated.”

This fucking fight again. “So I dicked a few clients. What about it?”

“And your assistants. I mean, I’ve always expected this out of Sasha.”

“Then Mel calling you and explaining everything means what? She’s just just as much at fault for this as I am.”

Kait sat on the edge of the bed and crossed her legs. “True, but you know she worries about you. If it weren’t for that girl, you’d be at a funny farm with the jolly men in clean, white jackets by now. Or dead from a cardiac event.”

“You still haven’t answered why you’re here.” I was getting tired of her dancing the issue. “Out with it.”

“That medical resident in Dallas… Mel knew something was wrong with your speech when she made a complete turnaround after an hour with you. That’s when I knew I had to figure out what you’re doing to these women.”

“So this is all for an investigative report? I’m sitting down for an interview.”

“It’s not like that.” Kait slapped her hands against the sheets. “This thing that you three created… It’s dangerous, and she knows it.”

Resting my eyebrows in one hand, I wanted to explode at her. But I also knew she was speaking the truth. “There’s no way I’m giving that speech in an arena full of people. Who knows what would happen.”

Kait leaned over for her suitcase, pulling out that trusty voice recorder and hitting the red button. “Don’t worry, it’s not an interview. I just want you repeat it to me.”

“You sure about this?”

She tapped at her smartwatch. “I’m keeping track of as many vital signs as I can. If you’re playing with something that dangerous, I don’t mind being a guinea pig.”

“But you don’t even know what it does.” Even if I was tempted to have one more round with her. And so soon after busting a nut in Enais, Kait’s ass would have been in for a fucking night.

“Try me.” She tapped the screen on her wrist one more time. “Start reciting it.”


I was already giving Kait the full speech.

“If someone promises you a step-by-step solution, they’re lying to you. Maybe you’ll achieve the norm that way. But do you want that as your upper limit?”

Meanwhile, I already knew what I hoped she’d give in and do. Rock-hard and looking like the kind of MILF I’d dreamed about in my teenage years, it wasn’t like I didn’t still want the girl.

“I can’t tell you what’s important to yourself. That’s why I want to free you to discover that on your own. You have to break free of the expectations and assumptions you’ve been fed.”

She was rapt in attention, hanging on my every word.

“The true secret to standing out is finding what only you can accomplish, and how it applies to your own definition of success. Otherwise, you’re competing against everyone else with your same problems and circumstances.”

The front of my slacks tightened up again. I’d give you such a hate-fucking right now…

“So only compete with yourself. Keep your eyes on your own paper, if you will. Putting yourself in a contest with everyone else will drive you mad.”

Kait nodded, like she wasn’t skeptical anymore. Par for the course, because this had always been the point where every woman who’d heard the speech went glassy in the eyes.

“But, if you whittle your competition down to the dozens around the world with the same goal, you haven’t only narrowed down the competition. You’ve found people who understand you better than anyone else could. Those are your best mentors, and quite frankly, friends.”

Her cheeks started flushing pink.

“You do the average person no good if you mold yourself to their wishes. And above all, you’re selling yourself short. They can find some other Joe Blow off the street to sell their own dream to.”

Keeping the rhythm of the speech trotting along, I almost had to stop. When the right side of her mouth curled up like that, I knew Kait was getting in the mood.

“Focus on what matters in the moment. Discard everything that doesn’t help with your immediate happiness, after you ensure your long-term goals are safe.”

Which drove the point home.

“Doing the same as you have been doing hasn’t worked. The same applies to doing what everyone else is doing. There is a trade-off for every decision. You give up an opportunity to take another.”

Something in that resonated with her. Like Kait had regret in her eyes.

“But you know what? Will you ever focus on your goals without sacrifices? I dare you to come up with a scenario that allows your current status-quo to let you reach your goal.”

If it reminded her of why she’d filed for divorce, I didn’t care.

“Temporary setbacks are exactly that… Temporary.”

Apparently, she wasn’t thinking about how much she hated what I did for a living. I still hadn’t gotten to the halfway point of the spiel when Kait raised a hand like an obedient student. “Gideon, I think I know what you mean.”

I couldn’t keep going. “Tell me what you mean by that.”

“Our divorce. It was a bump in the road, not an end to our story.”

At least I knew what putting my own desires into the speech did, for sure this time. “Is that you talking, or did I just change your mind about it?”

Kait scooted forward. “Does it matter? I know what I want now.”

Holy shit… I really had been imposing my will on these girls. “What did you want before we came to this room?”

Shaking her head, Kait didn’t stop blushing. “I… don’t know.”

“You came here for a reason. Don’t I deserve an explanation?”

Uncrossing her legs, Kait spread those toned thighs. “Does it matter? I watched you and this last ‘client’ long enough to know you’re not interested in making her Mrs. Clyne 2.0.”

“What’s to say I wouldn’t ask Mel?”

She looked too confident for her own good. “Your eyes say it all.”

“Tell me, in your own words, what you think they’re telling you.”

“That you’re not using this power for your own gain.” Kait brushed a hank of curls out of her face. “Entirely, anyway.”

Coming from the same woman who’d accused me of lying, just for the paycheck.

I leaned against the rickety dresser. “The speech isn’t even finished. I’m sure you’ll notice the way your attitude changed when you play it back.”

“Or I’ll just hear it all over again, and fall even deeper.” My ex-wife never was an idiot. That’s a large part of why I’d married her in the first place.

“You want things to get back to how they were a year ago, don’t you?”

Spreading her thighs, even in those khaki shorts, everything else she wanted was impossible to hide. “You are helping these ‘clients,’ even if you’re giving in and fucking them. Like I said, it’s not cheating if you’re not married any longer.”

If she’d run out and started banging some other guy, yeah, I’d have been jealous as hell. “It sounds like you’re the bigger person than I am here.”

“I don’t even care that you’re fucking Mel and Sasha. Before, I was scared to death that you’d give in after a couple of drinks.”

We weren’t getting anywhere, just hashing things out like this. “Can I finish the damn speech?”

Her fingers gripped the furthest edge of the comforter. “By all means, go ahead.”


I woke up the next morning. Sore, confused, and with Kait snuggled up on my arm. Wearing nothing but a silk tank top. Just like she always wore to bed.

But I knew it wasn’t because we’d spent the night having the angry make-up sex you always remember. The bed was just that shitty.

Checking my phone, I noticed it was down to the last couple of percent on the battery. Mel had been blowing it up with texts and a few calls.

I tapped at the screen, trying not to wake Kait up.

I’ll meet you back at Enais’ house. Maybe an hour.

As soon as I noticed it had gone through, the hug on my arm tightened and the inside of a bare foot grazed down my shin.

“Heading back to work so soon?” Kait teased a fingertip down my arm. “We haven’t even made all the way up yet.”

She was warm, and exactly who I’d been missing for months. It was hard not to give in and roll over. But I knew what that’d set in motion.

“It’s Mel. I’ve still got a client to help.”

“What if I told you that I’ve been working with Mel and Enais on this? Sometimes the helper needs a hand too.”

I didn’t go full Spock like this very often. “Explain.”

“Mel knew you were suffering, even if you’ve been living every straight man’s dream. And I could snap that puzzle together, even over the phone.”

“If you did this as some kind of intervention, it wasn’t necessary.” The core of my chest turned warm and fuzzy. “But I do appreciate it.”

She kept trying to lure me into giving up the fight and showing up late. “We all care about you. How many ways do we need to show it before you believe us?”

“I already know it.” Putting my phone down, I turned onto my back.

Kait stuck even harder to me, grinding her cunt against the side of my hip. “You don’t have to thank me. With words, anyway.”

Passing up that chance burned like a red-hot iron. “Are you sure about this? And not coming from what you want. I mean from what you know is best.”

“If I leave now and never come back, it’ll destroy you.”

I couldn’t argue with that. “Pretending everything’s fine might do that too.”

“Then make the change you know you have to make.” Kait let go and almost shot out of bed. “Come on. Everyone’s waiting on us.”


Before noon, Big Pine Key feels absolutely pleasant. Even at the tail end of summer.

Stepping out of Kait’s rental and heading up the stairs on Enais’ house on hurricane stilts, I almost thought the world was going my way for once. Having dealt with cancer in my early-twenties and a recent divorce, that’s a damn nice feeling.

Enais was already pulling the door open as we took the final steps. “It looks like you two worked things out last night.”

Kait butted in before I could tell the truth. “Well enough. I think Gideon’s ready to pay back the favor, though.”

It may or may not have involved getting my dick wet again. “She’s right. I appreciate what you did, but you asked for my help for a reason. And I’m guessing it’s not because you wanted to play matchmaker.”

We followed her through the weird combination of minimalist and beach house chic she called a living room. Maybe it was just sparse because Ari needed enough furniture for wherever he’d shacked up.

Enais guided us toward the lower level of the back deck and slid the door open. “Your helpers are lazing about on my pontoon boat. Why don’t we take it out?”

I could still do my part, even out in the middle of the ocean. “Sounds good to me.”

But Kait was already panicking. “I didn’t bring a swimsuit.”

“The key we’re going to doesn’t have many visitors. I don’t think anyone will care.”

She’s either setting up an orgy, or this is just the norm for her. And I wasn’t about to judge. “Hell, why not pack lunch? It sounds fun, and Sasha’s probably still bitching about a lack of beach time.”

Enais barely turned around as she grabbed the corner of her deck and took the first step down. “I’ve already done it. Sasha did give me your card to buy everything, though. She said you could write it off on taxes.”

It was true, but Sasha’s ass was getting a talking-to later.


Rounding a stand of mangroves on some island after thirty minutes, Enais finally cut the throttle back. “See? No boats, and nobody to care unless someone in Cape Coral can see for over a hundred miles.”

Sasha huffed from the seat opposite of myself and Kait. “Then where’s my beach?”

From my side, I caught the glint first and pointed beyond her. “Right over there. That’s the whitest sand I’ve ever seen.”

Looking back, Sasha bumped her shoulder up. “Huh.” She rose her voice to get it over the engine noise and the waves crashing against the boat. “Maybe I don’t have anything left to bitch about.”

I leaned into Kait’s ear. “For fucking once in her life...”

Kait jabbed a couple of fingers between my ribs. “Take it easy on her. Marketing people don’t have a lot to be happy about.” Then her face ducked in the crook of my neck. “She’s does her job so you don’t be that scummy.”

My arm slipped behind Kait’s back. “You’re probably right.”

I noticed Mel staring at us, gradually pulling a smile across her lips. “I guess she’s told you what’s going on here.”

“Somewhat. Running it by me would have ruined the surprise, right?”

Mel pulled at the left strap on her bikini, warming up in the face just enough as she darted her eyes away. “Since that night at the lake house, I knew what you wanted. I’m sorry if you think I went behind your back setting this up.”

The girl could have claimed me all to herself. Yet she didn’t. “I’m not even mad. Three weeks ago, I didn’t know if I wanted to keep going with this program.”

But what she said next almost brought me to an aneurysm. “It was risky, but reading your own speech back to you while you slept really did turn things around. It really works.”

If Sasha had tried the same thing, we’d already be heading back. Probably to have one of my deck shoes surgically removed from her ass. “How much of the speech did you write with myself in mind?”

Mel glanced at Enais. “And before we arrived, I told our ‘client’ how to speak with you, using the same cadence as the speech. It looks like my theory was correct.”

We were on to something big. But I never thought I’d be the star test-subject.

Not that I cared by that point.


Mel, Sasha, and Enais were doing their own thing. Probably lounging on the small patch of beach that didn’t have sticks or patches of mangrove mud.

Meanwhile, I had my arm wrapped around the smallest part of Kait’s waist. Maybe a few hundred feet away from them, I felt like we had enough privacy. “So about all this...”

“You’re still not sure about us, are you?”

“I never said that. I’m still here, aren’t I?” My arm pulled a little harder on my ex. “But I do think we need to think about everything.”

I didn’t know if she’d break away or edge closer. “Does it matter? It’s happening, and both of us seem to want it.” As she leaned more of her weight on my shoulder.

Stepping over a gnarled root, I held a hand out for her. “But was it the speech, or is this what you already wanted?”

“You already have the answer. What did you want for me, or from me, when you droned it out?”

Part of me wanted this to happen, even then. But another just wanted to her to move on and be happy. I felt like I owed Kait that much. “It’s not that simple.”

She took a few steps away and wrapped her arms behind her back. Bending at the waist and looking with her eyes, Kait asked, “Can I assume part of you wanted this to happen?” Her cleavage worked the same magic as always in that low-cut top.

“I… Yeah, this what I hoped for. But what did you want to happen?”

Her lips pursed to one side as Kait looked sideways at the swampy lagoon next to us. “This isn’t what I expected, but I wasn’t gonna rule out going along with it if this happened, either.”

“Huh.” My shoulders bumped on their own. “Why did we even get divorced? You never explained it all to me.”

“Because you were getting out of control and self-destructing. I wasn’t about to enable you to kill yourself.” She rose up and backed against a small tree. “When I realized I had to pick between leaving a live husband or burying him, what was I supposed to choose?”

If it meant anything, I hadn’t taken the amphetamines for a couple of days. “So you didn’t want to leave. You simply felt like you had to.”

“Exactly.” Kait stepped closer, holding one finger up. “I don’t you’re a total scam-artist like most of the people in your business, but you needed to help yourself more than anyone else.” She poked it in the center of my chest. “Now that you’ve done it, I’m proud of you.”

My hands snuck down to her ass and grabbed hard.

“Someone’s picking up where he left off. Finally.”

“Lighting a match doesn’t do anything if the floor isn’t covered in gas.”

Kait pushed her tits against me. “So now what? We do that cheesy renewal of vows and act like nothing happened?”

I tried glancing back to the other three, but they were a few layers of scrub too far. “How about you keep me in line, with a salary for the trouble?”

The corners of her mouth dropped. “I can’t give up my work. You’re important to me, but so are a lot of the stories I’ve been chasing.”

“There’s no reason you can’t do both.” My fingers pulled at the waist of her shorts. “Before the divorce, I was looking forward to spending a whole month with you. But we could have those twelve times a year.”

Something was bubbling in that head. Kait’s pitch-black hair and hazel eyes turned my guts to gelatin all over again, just like they had in college. “But if I do, what’s to stop you from getting out of control again?”

“You. That’s my point!” The bottom of her shirt lifted with my fingers. “If we go back to the same pattern, we’ll just repeat what happened before.”

Kait’s frown perked up a little. And even more, as I got her tank top halfway up her back. “Give me a couple of months to wrap things up, and then prove you’re not about to go back to what you did before. If you do that, we have a deal.”

The mounds pressed against my chest warmed up by a few degrees. “That’s all I can ask.”

Seeing the grin I’d fallen in love with come back raced my pulse harder than the uppers I’d tapered off of. “Good.”

But then I felt a hand working my zipper down. “We’ve lost some time. I think you owe me an apology for it.”

My intentions were honest, and I wasn’t out to get laid, either. “Slow it down.”

“Really? You fucked a girl you didn’t even know, yesterday. And now you’re on some high-horse?”

“You don’t know what you’re doing right now.”

The final inches ripped down. “Bullshit. From what Mel’s told me, you’ve been fucking like it’s your sole purpose in life. I’m not asking you to put a kid in me or anything.”

At least she had that on Enais.

Kait stepped forward, making me walk back until I felt leaves on my shoulders. “They’re probably having their own fun, just over the dune.”

That was more likely than not. If hadn’t happened during my night in Kait’s room, already.

But I had one more thing I had to know. “What made you even talk to Mel about setting this up?”

“Sasha.” Kait jumped and wrapped her legs around myself and the trunk behind me. “Don’t tell me she never told you.”

“Tell me what?”

Kait tapped the front of my head. “I’ve been fucking around with her for a couple of years. I can’t believe you never figured it out. You knew I was bi when we started dating.”

The one fear I’d always had about Kait reared its head, and then ducked into the background. She wasn’t about to leave me for some woman she’d fallen in love with. “It never really occurred to me.”

She pushed even harder against me. “And Mel… Now that the three of you are a thing, I can get hold of her too, right?”

Just the thought of it pumped my dick up. “One step at a time.”

“You protective of her or something?” Kait undid the button on my pants. “I get that she was your backup choice and all but—”

“It’s not like that.” Something made me pull Kait’s shirt over her shoulders. “Mel was there for me, every time I started drifting out of control, just like you were.”

“So do I have competition, now that I’m trying to make this work again?”

Bare tits crushed against me as Kait found my cock. “I get what you’re doing. What in the hell is wrong with you?”

Her grip on my shaft tightened. “Do… I… Have…. Competition?”

Maybe. Mel had always been there, since my personal life began falling apart. “Why don’t you go get her and find out?”

“Because I’m about to get what I want, right now.” Kait teased her fingers up my length. “We can play that out, later.”

Not that I hadn’t thought of putting those two in the same bed. Which I’d assumed would need a dozen drinks between them. “You, Mel, and Sasha… How is this gonna work?”

“However it does.” Kait let go and dropped to her knees on the sand. “But for now, you’re mine.”

Even through her own shorts and my boxers, I felt that heat. “You’ve lost it.”

“I never had ‘it’ to begin with.” Kait didn’t stop pushing herself against me. “What are you so afraid of, Gideon?”

There wasn’t an answer to give her. “Maybe that I’ll end up losing you again. Hell if I know.”

Kait slipped her hands around until she gripped both sides of my ass. Then I felt the first trace of wetness leak through.

She glared up at me. “You’re holding back. I want to know why.”

“Didn’t I just tell you?” There wasn’t any point in lying to her. “If I lose you again, think about what it would do to me.”

“Why are you even worried about that?” Kait jerked my slacks down, guaranteeing they’d end up full of sand. “We’ll have to work something out to make sure it never happens, right?”

I couldn’t stop myself from chucking her tank-top away. And once again, the inside of a bare foot traced up my leg.

Kait dropped her hands off me and started ripping at her shorts. Then at my pants.

Before I knew it, she was rubbing the racing stripe I’d always salivated over against the bottom of my shaft. “I’ve behaved myself since we parted, and she’s needy. You know that.”

Goddamn. Forcing Kait to eat sand, snatching her wrists, and plowing her into next week was more tempting than I liked. “You’re about to get your way, aren’t you?”

“If I wasn’t holding out, hoping you’d get your brains back, I’d have told Mel how to handle you by now. Through Sasha, of course.”

Only a fool would have expected any less of her. “You’re fucked-up. You know that?”

She dropped to her knees without a hint of warning. Stroking down my length with one hand as she forced my boxers down, Kait smirked. “Then why aren’t you stopping me?”

“In what possible reality would I?”

Kait didn’t skip a beat as she got the final obstacle out of her way. The pieces buckle clattered together as I felt the breeze waft against my legs.

My eyes shut and my neck bent until I was seeing red through my lids from the noon-time sun. Fingers glanced up my shaft until her breath gave me a half second of warning.

The first touch of lips on cock rose goosebumps all over me. I tangled my hands in her hair, trying to move her along.

But she wasn’t done teasing. One lick, followed up by a second. Just light enough on the head that it almost broke what little restraint I had left.

Right before I grabbed the roots and forced the issue, Kait took me in. When she lingered about halfway down and shook her head, I had to gasp at how amazing it felt.

Fuck… I’d forgotten exactly how well she knew what I liked. Getting blowjobs like that for a decade, refined down to the tiniest nuance, is something every man deserves.

Kait rocked her head back and let her grip settle on my base. One more wag of her tongue had me groaning.

A quick jerk, aided by her spit, forced me to look down at her smiling face. “Someone’s been missing me.”

Like oxygen after all those months. I gave her a just light enough tap on her cheek. “This had better not be a tease.”

Giggling, almost to herself, Kait rushed forward again. The lash of her tongue and that hard vacuum inside her mouth made the hair at the base of my skull stand up. Until I felt her jostle to each side, all the way down on my hilt.

When her voice got in on it, I knew what the sound of a zipper close to the ground was all about. Every try at a moan buzzed my shaft.

Before she got through the sixth, I was ready to pull her up and start railing away. But I gave her a few more, feeling exactly how much my ex was enjoying it.

Kait popped her lips free and coursed another stroke down my length. “I knew you wouldn’t last long.”

“I haven’t come yet.”

She really gripped those fingers around me for the next jerk. “No, I can tell you’re ready to do some unspeakable shit to me.”

There wasn’t any point in debating her. Snatching her hair again, I forced Kait back to her feet while I stepped out of my pants. “You know what to ask for, don’t you?”

“We only got better at this after that third date, didn’t we?” She wasn’t trying to fight back as I forced her to walk backwards. Kait didn’t even squirm until I had her pushed against what had to be the thickest tree on the island.

Grabbing both wrists in one hand, I forced them over her head and against the smooth bark. The front waist of her panties slipped down until gravity took hold.

My teeth almost ground to dust as I smirked. “If this is supposed to be a tease, you just fucked up.”

“Do you want me to act like it is?” Her face turned just enough to clue me in on what she was after. “I can do that too.”

Every bell and siren in my head went off. “You wouldn’t dare.”

“Really?” She drew a breath. “Hel—”

My hand shot up and covered her mouth. “That’s low.”

Kait laughed behind my palm until my grip settled around her throat. “Maybe we should save it for our first night back at home.”

Our home. As if the divorce was only a piece of paper.

I didn’t bother getting the rest of my clothes off. With my shaft out and ready to go, I pressed the tip against the heat and wetness I’d missed so much.

The familiar tension just past Kait’s entry fought back. But she’d never wanted me to go easy on her. Why start now?

Yet three months of separation and close to two more prior to that where we hardly spoke whipped everything back into the shape it was in all those years ago.

My hand slid from her mouth and traced down her neck. Her entire frame bumped upward as I threw myself in.

“Oh fuck...” Her wrists squirmed and one leg wrapped around my ass. “It’s been too long.”

At least I knew she was telling the truth about never finding my replacement. “Maybe you need a reward for staying faithful.”

Kait’s breath sighed out as I ducked and crashed again. “So how many new notches did you put on your belt?”

There was Mel and Sasha, of course. Jain was as fun as Enais. And there was still Audrey. “Five, actually.”

She rolled her hips on that single leg. “Man-whore.”

Another thrust stopped her bitching, if you even want to call it that. “Don’t blame me. It’s all that psych girl’s fault.”

“Oh, I’m sure it is.” Kait flashed the hazel of her eyes at me and kept smirking. “The listeners turn into what you want them to be.”

Slamming hard as she moaned against the tree, I let the round go for close to half a minute before easing off. “’Just following orders’ isn’t much of an excuse.”

Kait nipped at my neck. Then her lips trailed dangerously close to my ear. “So says the man who gave the orders. Way to cover your ass.”

“There’s not getting it past you, is there?” I rammed myself hard in her cunt. “Ms. Investigative Reporter.”

Kait bolted herself forward, sliding me around within her. “Gideon, will you shut up already?” The ‘and fuck me’ part didn’t even have to be said.

I let go of her wrists and felt her other leg clamp behind my thighs. Rutting her up the tree, I wasn’t getting away from her, and she had no chance of getting out of it either.

The first real scream tore over the sound of waves. There was no way the rest of them couldn’t hear us.

I didn’t give a damn if they joined or not. Kait had always been enough on her own, and she’d only gotten better as the tail-end of her twenties started winding down. That thing about women turning into freaks as thirty gets close isn’t completely wrong.

But I didn’t want to just keep up with her. My blood pressure shot higher as I started wailing my shaft through.

Kait gripped tight with all four limbs and her pussy. Her chin rested on my shoulder, jostling along as she whimpered, “Don’t quit… It’s already happening!”

Her walls tensed. Close to snaring me balls-deep in her, the wiggle only Kait knew started.

Bark grated against my fingers, even if it was smooth. Holding on with what I hadn’t tossed into her, she couldn’t had rode me harder if my ass was in the sand.

Fucking hell! I tried to fight the urge.

Kait danced herself over my shaft even faster. Rolling in every direction, changing it up without a bit of warning, and letting that speed turn in a way no man could ever predict.

Sweat began dripping under my brows. Even through the sting, I had the girl of my dreams back in my grip again. And shouting like the street-corner lunatic.

The slick texture of her inner thighs pressed harder, lifting over my hips as Kait’s ankles bumped against my ass. Back in tune like we’d never stopped since our last romp that’d become a fond, distant memory, I had her teetering on the edge.

Our faces dove into each others necks. I could have stopped right then and let her come. But you know it wouldn’t be the kind of fuck you want to tell the world about if she pops off at the first chance.

Kait’s voice strained to get through her moans. Hammering deep and refusing to give even an instant of relief, I had her melting like a dreamsicle in the beach’s heat.

But then I felt it. A rise between my legs that tried luring me in like a demon’s promise.

Not fucking yet.

My hips shot back as I let go of the tree.

Kait’s body didn’t fall short. Both of her feet buried in the sand as my girl almost shook herself apart. The only thing keeping her from dropping was my arms holding her up.

Dropping her head, I couldn’t see Kait’s face through all the hair. But even those locks shook, half a second after her neck rocked to each side. “Oh shiiiit!”

Reduced to a goddamned mess, I let her ride it out until Kait could stand on her own again. Then, reacting to a hard slap on her cunt, my ex shot bolt-straight and kept rattling in her very bones.

She fell against me with the last spasms. Even her breath trembled. “That was...” Another aftershock coursed through her. “Fuck!”

Kait was still on the verge of toppling over. Just the way I liked her.

But we still had more space, I had plenty left.

Trying to guide her over to the one clean, dry bit of sand, I felt the quivers trail off until she almost had her balance back.

I held her upright for one final second. “You want it again?”

Kait huffed until her breasts almost touched my chest. “Why did you even stop?”

When I forced her down to both knees, Kait didn’t have the strength to push back. I scrambled around her, dropping until I was at the right level to slide back in. “Because I wanted to do this.”

She was on all fours, keeping that pussy off the sand in the only other way she could. Because nobody wants that stuff in there.

My tip poked at the funnel of her cunt. Teasing entry, I prodded in and ducked away at the last second. Then a couple more times until she was begging for it without a single word.

Kait’s ass flew toward me. Her entrance fought with some added tension. But it wasn’t enough to keep me out of her.

Both of my hands closed around her waist. Easing forward, it didn’t take much to feel the mound against the deepest reach of her passage bump against my head.

She tried looking back at me. “If you stop, I’ll fucking kill you.” As if she wasn’t doing exactly that, already.

One slip against her set the moaning off again. Still familiar, but different from what I’d felt just a moment earlier. Kait’s slit was made for ramming while she was on all-fours.

The padding in her ass crushed against me. I almost whistled in a breath and knew what was about to happen.

But Kait locked the bare heels of her feet against my thighs. Trapped all the way in, and maybe pulling myself a quarter of the way out of her, I knew what she wanted.

Rapid, stiff bursts flung out of me. Grabbing each of her shoulders and holding Kait down, I knew there was no pulling out in time.

Deep cries flew out of her lips. Each crush of hips on ass balled her up even further. All the way until I was barely thrusting.

With the sound carrying like that, there was no hiding exactly what was going on. Not that I cared who knew, or who showed up to join in.

Kait snapped tight like a bear trap. The only motion I had left was coring her out, grinding my dick through as her shouts turned into one long, drawn-out moan.

The slick, tight grip didn’t help me keep the pressure back. Even the slightest movement sapped a breath out of me. All the way until I was ready to let it all go.

To hell with it! I let my weight rest on Kait’s shoulders. Using that tiny bit of free cunt the deeper angle gave me, I started cracking against her as best I could.

A hint of sound rustled out in front of us. Still pumping away, sweat and how damn great it felt blurred my vision.

But here they came. Mel, Sasha, and Enais. Totally fucking enraptured in what they’d stumbled across.

I tried to say something, but it only came out as a goran.

Meanwhile, Mel leaned into Enais’ ear and whispered something. The smile pulling across her face should have been a warning.

Kait belted out another howl as I pierced deep. Her arms gave up trying to support the rest of her, resting across the small of her back.

Cracking back into my ex, or wife. Whichever applied now… Mel and Enais grinned at each other.

I stopped paying attention as Kait rolled out another yelp. My eyelids snapped tight.

Close to losing myself in her, each sound pulled me deeper into her world. Or at least the part of it that her voice would tangle me up in.

My whole trunk shot forward. Then I heard the shrillest “Yes!” any person ever should.

That was the ticket, and my train was just now piling itself into her station.

But a deep whimper maybe twenty feet away cracked one of my eyes open.

Enais held Sasha’s arms behind her back and one of those little scrub trees. As Mel dropped and pulled that bikini bottom aside.

Putting Kait in Enais’ place set the whole pot to boiling. There wasn’t anything to stop me from having that, outside of my own hang-ups.

One more shout stole me back to Kait’s realm. “Right there! Holy shit!”

My right hand snared every dark lock and pulled her face out of the sand. Like a hammer forcing a nail in, my body impacted against Kait’s hard enough to send her flying.

The bump of each heel jostled maybe an inch under my ass. I wanted to keep railing her into next week. But then I felt the pulse.

Enais was already mewling hard enough to break through Kait’s endless screams. Out of one half-closed eye, I saw my assistants drag Enais’ mind through heaven and her pussy through hell.

But I still had a moaning ex to deal with. Taking hold of both forearms draped over her back, it gave me enough to cram myself deep.

Rooting all through her, I didn’t let up until Kait’s whole body tried to ball up.

One more slap of ourselves brought the fire out of her. “Shit!”

Not that it was close to enough. I was already past the final checkpoint where I could stop.

Kait boiled over from the inside. The plump mounds of her ass tried pushing me away.

As my fucking hands gripped tighter around her arms and drug her back. Another jar of body into body stole the loudest shriek I’d ever heard out of her throat.

Rolling myself around, feeling each bump and ridge I’d been away from for too long… The whole scene hooked an anvil to my jaw. My back arched over her until I rested my face in the scent of her shampoo and the tickle of her hair on my face.

God-fucking-dammit! One more pop slung through my hips.

The walls coursing along my shaft clung tight. There was no getting out. Not even a fraction of an inch, even if I wanted to.

Kait’s body rippled back everything I’d thrown her way. Starting from her core and shivering to the end of each limb. As her cunt massaged the whole length of my shaft like it had a mind of its own.

One last breath wheezed out of me. I was bent over her, trying to fuck every decibel and shake out of my ex.

As I couldn’t twitch my shaft in either direction. I was locked the fuck inside her.

I gave up on trying to put sounds into words about the same time Kait and Sasha did. It all poured out in a stream of alphabet soup, but only the vowels.

The bottom edge of my dick turned electric as I clashed through one more time.

One heartbeat pounded through my head as I felt it happen. Her sweat-coated waist tensed in my arms, and our host went nuts only a few dozen feet away.

Time stopped.

A coursing tingle shot up from deep in my loins. I vaguely remember my chin resting in the hair settled over Kait’s back.

Then it all blasted out.

My ex’s voice shattered the moment of zen. “Come! Holy fuck!”

Like it was milking my soul, every part of me crushed forward to get it all out. The first shot warmed the tip of my cock.

Kait wasn’t about to let up, though. “Deeper!” As if I could make it happen, as much as I wanted to.

The second eruption shivered my neck. Then the third happened, forcing me to quake all over.

Meanwhile, Enais’ screams finally made sense.

But through it all, Kait got one last message through. “Don’t you even think about pulling out!” As her final words turned into pure babble.

My arms slipped down until I was hugging her upper thighs tight. This was what I’d wanted. Even if Kait had always made me wear a condom, despite the birth control.

What she was asking me to do wouldn’t make sense until I had my mind back, though. As if it mattered.

Pressing all the way in, I wasn’t letting a single drop go to waste. Kait had held herself back for too long. And now that I had her in my grasp, plunged all the way in, I had plenty welled up to pay her back.

The last fragment of my thoughts dribbled out, all at once. “Why now?”

But Kait had lost it all. Dropping her toned waist into the beach, I fell along with her. As my final spurt filled her beyond the limit.

At least it left us all with something nice to look at. After some of us came back to reality. Myself included.


It was the first night back home. Or if you’re keeping track, our home.

Kait left me alone in the bedroom. Meanwhile, I had Sasha and Mel to keep me company.

One of them ducked close to my ear. “She’s got it in for you, Gideon.”

But the California-king mattress barely seemed large enough for four.

I pulled at whoever was closest.

Mel crashed into me. “Didn’t I tell you? Kait doesn’t mind what we’ve put together.”

That only made my cock throb a little harder. “You keep reminding me, but I won’t believe it until I see it happen”

The door to the master bath flew open. Trying to crane my neck, I knew what to expect from Kait. Or so I thought.

Kait’s voice dominated the room. “Hold his ass down. If he’s getting shared, I call first dibs.”

Both of my eyes shut on their own. This can’t be real.

Yet the tongue dancing across every inch of my length begged to differ.

Just enough weight pressed down on my wrists. Then I heard Mel’s voice. “Don’t tell me you didn’t want this from the start.”

I had. But I’d never imagined it would happen.

Kait’s sweet words cooed against my other ear. “Even now, you don’t realize how lucky you are.”

The sound of two mouths going at it smacked over my face. Meanwhile, Sasha dropped her fucking hips.

Jesus FUCK!  The sheets piled between my knuckles.

If this was the reward for living a good and proper life, anyone could have made it into Heaven. Because I sure as shit hadn’t.

Three hands pushed on my chest, but I didn’t know who was doing it.

Then I heard Mel’s voice. “Easy, you two.”

Sasha rocked her hips around before gasping, “Shut up. He can handle it.”

Hell if I can… I tried gripping Sasha’s thighs.

But I only got the curve of Kait and Mel’s waists.

The scent I knew too well fell over me. Kait’s voice lapped into my head as she nipped the lobe of my ear. “It’s up to you.”

I didn’t know what she was talking about. “Huh?”

“Three women, and we’re all ready to do whatever you want.” Her cheek pushed against mine. “Who gets the first reward?”
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My friend wasn’t looking her way yet as he droned, “ID and ticket.”

I poked his ribs and nodded my head her way. “She’s already got both of them in her hands. Pay attention.”

Even from behind, I knew he had the same ‘oh shit’ look on his face that I had.

With blue eyes, blonde hair, and tits that strained the top button on that flannel shirt, she had both of us in awe. “Mila Hunt. I think I’m supposed to be in the open camping field, if that helps.”

Debutante flipped the pages in his binder. After too many seconds of scrolling the guest list, he struck the highlighter over her name. “Yep, found ya!”

Mila passed her form over the table. “So this is my first time at one of these. Anything I should keep in mind?”

“Have your shit packed and be ready to haul out by four o’clock, Sunday. Otherwise, have fun and stay safe.” He slapped one of the neon green wristbands around her. “And my buddy Reed should have one hell of a party Saturday night. About halfway down Miracle Mile.”

I didn’t want to get too full of myself. “Assuming I get all my equipment going.” I grinned at her anyway. “Hopefully I’ll see you in the crowd.”

This Mila girl pulled her lips back, showing teeth that were almost too white. “Looking forward to it.”

Watching her traipse back to her car, I was lost in the scenery until Debutante elbowed me in the ribs. “You gonna call dibs on her, or should I give it a shot?”

My hand planted on his shoulders again. “I like ya, but yeah, I’m claiming the first pass.”

***

Then I saw the yellow, silicon plate rest on the grill’s side-table. “It took a while, but I figured out where you were.” Mila’s voice was too easy to recognize.

“Ketchup, mustard, and mayo. Onion, tomato, and lettuce. Dress your own.” I glanced her way and saw how little she was wearing. All in blue, limited to a bikini and dyed boots that almost came up to her knees.“Dressing light? Someone plans on getting busy later.”

She took it the right way. “Nobody’s said anything bad about the parties at your camp.”

I cracked open a bun and slid a burger in the middle. Flipping the last round of patties, I closed the lid and turned her way.

I hadn’t been nervous around a women in years. But she pulled it off. My voice almost stammered as I shot out, “It’s the first time playing one of my original sets, so I’m nervous.”

“Tell me about it.” Mila smiled more than I thought she would. “This whole scene is kinda different from what I’m used to. I brought the usual amount of money, but nobody’s charging for anything.”

“That’s because it’s banned here.” Unlike the usual festival, where everything has a price. “Some people take advantage of the generosity, but we take care of each other.”

“Good to know.”

I’d been showing up to these events for years, but this was my first time bringing my own form of the party. “Have fun, and pay attention to whatever you’re drinking out of.”

“Roofies?”

“They don’t happen that often, but it’s not unheard of.” Which pissed me off. If you’re resorting to those to get laid, you need to work on your personality. Even the smelliest dirt-hippie could get some, with hardly any effort here.

Mila smiled more than I figured she would. “Well, I guess someone’s looking out for me.” Her tits jiggled under her white tank top. “See you later.”

I couldn’t have felt better if she’d pecked me on the lips. There’s more riding on my shit tonight than I thought.

***

It was time for the last track. Kinda of a wind-down, it was some crazy idea I’d pieced together out of my own work and my namesake’s.

And I finally popped the switch on the light. Because most of the people left had been around since the night began. These freaks needed a good, chilled end of the party to wrap up their weekends.

Flashes of white popped over the dozens left in front of my camper. Keeping my eyes trained on Mila, the way the glitter on her tits and face danced along with her even had me enthralled.

I’d felt the light’s effects to some degree before, but now I was unable to even turn my attention back to my setup. Had my brains been about me, I’m sure I would have realized how dumbfounded I looked.

As the final sequence rolled up for the last minute before sound cutoff, the pulses eased down with the tempo. Some awareness of the world around came back as the people toward the back started wandering off.

Someone yelled, “One more song!”

I scanned over the crowd and pointed at my watch, shaking my head. Another dozen left as the bass faded to nothing.

But Mila was still there, looking up as if the light had brought her to rapture. I watched her take a few steps closer to the booth.

Putting myself back in the middle of it, I tuned down the last pair of speakers. The remaining stragglers made enough noise to force me to halfway shout. “I’m glad you made it!”

The cobalt blue of her outfit and her boots made the peach of her skin and the sparkles rolling over her stand out that much harder. “So what happens now? Everyone goes to bed and packs out in the morning?”

Most would. “Four PM is the latest they’ll let anyone stay. Some of us with theme and sound camps can stay a little longer, but only because we’ve got too much to pack up by then.” And Debutante had cleared my extension.

She looked at me exactly as she had at the light. Fit for one of the girls at Randy Andy’s before one of those fabled trips to the VIP room. “What if I’m not tired?”

***


Then her fingers danced up my shaft. “It’s Reed, right?”

“Yeah.” I wanted to groan and flip to my other side. I’d already had my fill of one-night-stands.

But then Mila crept her leg up until she had a knee on my hips. “In case you’re wondering, it wasn’t the light that sold me on you.”

“Then what did?”

She brushed a hand up the center of my abs and chest. “Watching you pour so much into that last song… It was like you were speaking to all of us, thankful that everyone had even shown up.”

That line of thought had almost brought a tear to my eye as the party wrapped up. “What do you mean?”

“It didn’t have any lyrics, but I heard what you had to say. Loud and clear.”

Maybe she was just coming down from a heavy dose of ecstasy or some other party chemical. If so, I didn’t mind giving her that last hour of rest.

Hell if I know what clued me into it, but even as she tried going back to sleep, I felt like she was running away from something. Returning the squeeze, I settled my arm around the narrowest part of her waist.

Mila settled even deeper into the crook of my neck. Then I felt her breath tickle against my shoulder. “Let’s just see what happens, alright?”

After all this, I knew I could have fucked her clear into the next month. Fighting the urge to reach between her legs, I couldn’t resist the boner growing downstairs.

She noticed it too. Her fingers graced the fabric on my silk boxers. “It’s okay, if you want to.”

Instinct made me ask, “Are you just saying that to get what you want?”

Both eyes shot open. “If that’s all I was after, I’d have let you fuck me in every room of this thing, already.”

I was about to shoot a quip back. Then I saw her face soften, and the tease along my shaft lighten up.

“It’s not like I’m a slut desperate for a place to crash. If anything, tagging along feels like it’d be interesting, or at least a distraction.”

She’d told on herself, and not in a good way. “Alright. You’re not puffing a load of sunshine up my ass.”

Another round of fingertips glided up every inch. “If both of us aren’t happy with it, at any time, we can cut the whole arrangement off. Deal?”

It’s not like I was committing to marrying this girl. “Fine. But I do have one rule...”

Mila jerked her head back. “You’d better spit out now.”

Fuck… I didn’t even have one lined up. It just felt like the right thing to say.

“Well?”

All that skin pressed up against me probably had more to do with it than what I knew was right. “This is a mutual thing, okay? I don’t want drama or mind-games.”

Mila whipped herself over me, almost crushing my hips into the mattress. Both of her hands grabbed my wrists as she pushed down. “Fair enough.”

It was one hell of a way to start things off. Blowing a few stray hairs out of my eyes, I looked up at her. “You’re hard to figure out, you know that?”

The one layer of lace covering her slit pressed against my dick. “Lucky you, huh?”

Pushing back, it didn’t take much to realize that Mila wasn’t about to let me go. “You’re winning me over, though.”

Mila’s cunt ground harder until my boxers soaked through. Keeping the hold on my arms, she leaned closer until my world shrank down her face and curtains of blonde hair. “I can pay my own way.”
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