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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


I’m caught up on gardening and the general spring clean-up. Which really eats time when you’ve got a little bit of land and you grow most of your produce at home. 

But my publishing roadmap for the rest of 2021 has the basics laid out. 

After I finish this series with the next installment, I’m moving back to longer single stories with more plot, and I’ll be shifting to a trilogy structure. That seems to be what people want now. The readers have spoken, and I’m keen for a change myself. 

But until then, I’ve got the final part of this series to wrap up.


BIMBO BLUE 4

Toning down the model recruitment, each shoot with some combination of Madi, Tricia, and Lynn earned what I had to pay them within a month. Summer was wrapping up, and the idea of doing canned photos of spoiled brats much longer filled me with existential dread.

With Hawaii’s perfect weather, outside of the occasional typhoon, living in one of the planet’s jewels wasn’t the only perk of the islands. I’d already gone with Tricia and Madi for sessions at the more scenic places. Which was damn near the whole chain.

But I’d grown up in Oklahoma. Where April tornadoes bring even more May tornadoes. I’d only recommend it as a place to live to people I hate.

My ass was a lot happier, and fine with the ‘fringe’ benefits working with these girls brought. Yet as August rolled around, the new income was starting plateau.

Lynn had just gotten out of the studio’s shower. Her amber hair was still dripping wet as she hugged around my neck from behind. “So, how’d the photos turn out?”

I stopped doing the post-processing thing. Since it was just the two of us, I had enough left in the tank for another round. “Great, but I need to mix things up if I want to keep making this worth my while.”

“Didn’t I tell you call some of my friends?”

“Just like Tricia had, which is how I found you.”

Lynn snuck her fingers under the collar of my shirt. “The modeling business is all about networking. You should have been putting feelers out weeks ago.”

I started easing my chair back, waiting for her to get the message. “So this Raquel chick… How good of a word are you willing to put in for me?”

Still keeping her hands down my shirt until I stood up, Lynn wasn’t about to let me get away. “Whatever you need me to say. But she asks for more than I do.”

Hopefully it’s just extra money, and not another list of conditions like you’ve got. But I kept boiling on the edge of my tongue. “How much?”

“One-twenty per hour.”

I’d have flipped at the rate not too long ago. “Do me a favor and find out when she’s free after next week. You know, when these little scrotes I usually deal with start classes.”

Lynn kept her fingertips on me as long as she could, but that phone in her purse was across the room. “I’ll do it, but you’ll owe me.”

I’d already written her one check for the day. But you know what she meant as well as I do. That next photo session could wait for some other day.

Further away, she asked, “Madi getting back soon?”

“Hair appointment.” And a wax job. “So about three hours, give or take one.”

Which was fine by me. I’d never gotten our newest friend all to myself, somehow.

The soft pat of her canvas flats got closer, as did the noise of her swiping out a text. “Oh no, whatever will we do?”

“That just fucking sucks for her.”

Within seconds of Lynn sending her message to Raquel, her face and arms were in my lap.

The response didn’t take long.

But by then, I was ramming the back of Lynn’s throat.


I had Raquel onboard with doing a shoot just a few days later. Her price was exorbitant, which meant I could only afford to get Madi to join in. That is, unless I wanted to live off coffeepot ramen again for a month.

Then I got the call that promised to change everything about my business. I was sitting alone on my couch, watching the TV that was way too big for the small, backroom ‘apartment’ I still lived in. Madi had left hours before, so my ass was about to call it a night and turn in.

Pulling the buzzing thing out of my pocket, I didn’t recognize the number. This close to ten and with the 808 area code, I assumed it couldn’t be a telemarketer.

“This is Braun.”

But it was still a marketing person. A voice I hadn’t heard since my total freelance days was still warm yet effeminate as ever, for a guy. “Long time, no talk.”

“Jared Cade… How the hell have you been?”

Hilo’s premier advertising genius had started from the bottom about the same time I did. But he wasn’t looking to catch up with an old work friend. “From what the stock company tells me, you’re the guy making all of those shots my designers keep wanting to use.”

“Yeah. Stock photography’s been good to me so far.”

I was about to brag on myself a little more when Jared cut me off. “And are you still backpacking?”

“It’s been a couple of years since I’ve been free enough to get out there.”

Jared giggled to himself on the other end. “What would you say about a paid trip, with whichever model is willing to tag along?”

That was a tall order. These girls were fit enough to walk with gear on their back, and I had what they’d need. Getting one to even entertain the idea would be like splitting a coconut with a pillow, though.

“We need a model you haven’t used before, too. I hope you have one in mind.”

Fuck me… “Yeah, Raquel Winters, of all people.” And I already knew I’d be barking up the wrong tree with her. “Affording what she’d ask for a night or two in a tent isn’t about to happen for me, though.”

Jared knew who she was. Hell, everyone in photography and marketing on the island did, and clamored to work with her. “What if I pay her way for you? It won’t be cheap, but the client who wants this shot is incredibly generous.”

I could work with that. “So what’s the location? Mauna Kea? Hanakap’ai Falls?”

What he said next made my heart sink. “Makalawena Beach. They were very specific about having a model pose there, and none of those three you’ve used fit their idea.”

I knew it wasn’t likely to happen with Raquel. Hawaii does have it’s own version of a desert, made of lava rock that’s sharp as knives. Even that flat, half-mile hike through it was a challenge. “She’s hard to work with in a studio. What makes you think I can get her through that hellscape of a trail?”

Jared never was the most ethical guy. Hence his fast rise in advertising circles. “I’ll worry about the money. You worry about pampering her as well as you can. Three days and two nights should be plenty of time.”

The gear wasn’t a problem since I had plenty for all of us, and Madi was down for anything. “Please go ahead and offer her more than you think it’ll take. The walk in is bad enough, even without everything on your back.”

Not to mention, I’d have to drag photography equipment, wardrobe junk, and three gallons of water for each one of us. To hell with pulling that heavy backdrop, too.

“I’m sure you’ll come up with some way to make it happen. I don’t know any other photog who works well with models and knows how keep another person or two alive out there.”

The idea of having the upper-hand in the negotiations kept me in the running. “And my compensation?”

“I won’t know how much I’ll have left over until I speak with your model.” Jared huffed and paused for a second. “And the client wants exclusive rights to photos of these models on that particular beach for at least a year.”

Which soured the pot, rather than sweeten it.

“That’s a long time to sit on any other photos I take over there. I’ll text you Raquel’s number, but if I don’t profit at least a grand out of this, I’m out. And keep in mind, I’ve got an assistant to pay for tagging along.” Not that Jared had to know she’d be down with acting as the second model for eventual stock.

My old ‘friend’ snickered again. “That’s fair. Send her number my way, and I’ll hammer out a deal that makes everyone happy.”

As if that’d be possible with Raquel, given the march to that beach.


With Raqeul signed on, plus a scroll of contract riders, at least Jared didn’t get stingy on my compensation. Two-and-a-half grand for myself made it impossible to turn down. But if you want to know which douchebag Hawaiians you should hate, it’s the people who tried to make the signs read ‘Kekaha Kai State Park.’

These are the people who call a backyard patio a ‘lanai,’ mind you. They’re as douchey as you’d expect.

But in fact, I’d do exactly this kind of thing once a week if I could get away with it. Yet with no backdrop, having fun with Raquel wouldn’t happen.

Until I pulled an experiment with Tricia, that is. Mixing tubes of artist acrylics until I had the color matched perfectly, a scrap piece of wood veneer got enough layers to make it blend seamlessly against the backdrop. Making Tricia do a selfie in front of it complete with flash, while holding a mirror for some posed shot, got her horny as ever.

So I’d dropped over a hundred pounds from the gear. Even nine gallons of fresh water and everything for some luxurious backpacking meals made all that equipment seem light.

This crazy project was happening. Driving the final stretch of Route-19 as the sun dropped below the horizon, Raquel still though I was joking about hiking in at night.

She started her protest about the time I turned off the pavement “You told me it would be a walk, but what kind of hotel is down this kind of road?”

“Even after it’s turned solid, do you realize how hot lava rock gets in the sun? We’d end up with heat stroke by the halfway point.” And keep in mind, it wasn’t a whole mile from the trailhead.

Raquel wasn’t letting up. “How do you even set up a tent at night?” As if she didn’t know flashlights and lanterns existed.

It didn’t matter that she’d have to carry all of twenty pounds, Madi thirty, and an insane seventy-five for myself. I’m gonna end up killing this bitch before this is over. “I’ve got it all taken care of.” And with the trailhead being a hotspot for thieves, I couldn’t leave anything in my car for even an hour to make a second trip.


Ten minutes into hiking by moonlight, and I hoped Raquel would wither and die like she promised. Because goddamn! Even a stroll through some idyllic meadow would set her ass off.

I couldn’t say that, though. Biting my tongue, I kept trudging with four times the weight she was carrying. As every complaint made me want to do a snuff-shoot and declare myself Hawaii’s newest serial killer.

Right before I could explode, Madi dropped her pack where we were about to set up camp. “Don’t worry. I hate her too.”

I should marry your ass. Not that I wanted to admit it. “This absolute cunt is gonna kill us both.”

“She thinks you’ll smoke the pork by hand tonight.” Madi started pulling the bag of tent stakes out, trying to hide the extra bag she’d hauled along. “I’ll cover for you, if you can pass it off as a real thing. She might be that dumb.”

Which was the first good news I’d heard all day. That weirdly optimistic brand of pessimism is why I’d Madi around, even before she went nympho on me.

Too much weight dropped from my shoulders as I sat against a tree. “I need a minute after that walk. Entertain or distract the dingbat for a minute. Please!”

Madi did bark orders long enough to let me rest. And she bought even more time so I could douse the pork belly with a bottle of teriyaki sauce and coconut milk.

Eat shit. Raquel bought into the ‘special’ dinner, and you probably would too.

Not that it wasn’t a luxury in an oasis of one of Hawaii’s lava fields. I did have to haul two thirds of the camp, myself.


The only good thing about showing up before dawn was that we had the entire beach to ourselves. For a few hours, anyway.

If Jared had sent us to a beach on the east side of the island, even half-assed shots of Raquel against the sunrise would have rocketed my portfolio. Assuming I’d benefit outside of the shots he was paying me to get, immediately.

Holding off for two years until Raquel’s tight ass could make good on that model release didn’t stop me from using the fuck out of every minute I had with her. She was Hawaii’s sexiest face, and this was Makalawena, after all. Hell if you’d get her to hike all the way there, without Jared’s money to fucking begin with.

The waves turned to blurry shit from the longer exposure times. But as the sun crept up in the gap between Mauna Loa and Mauna Kea, I knew the light would be absolutely perfect for an hour.

Getting one more burst of shots on her pose, I called it quits on the shots for my own use later. “Okay, Jared’s paid out the ass for us to come out here. Let’s make sure he’ll keep using all of us.”

Raquel took five to walk into the treeline and slather on another layer of sunblock.

As Madi followed me like a pup. Leaving Raquel behind, even if we got out of sight, she could find us by following the tracks in the sand.

Seeing that finger of cooled lava rock, I could tell from a distance that our model wasn’t getting anywhere near it. There’s a reason they still make scalpels from volcanic obsidian. She’d have to pose with it in the background, safe on the powdery sand.

Madi cleared her throat before I could stand up my tripod. I didn’t have the chance to look back when she asked, “So when are you using the blue panel on her?”

It was a good question. For the money I was getting, Jared deserved the absolute best from everyone of us. “Care to run back to camp and get it? I need that hand-mirror too.”

The sound of her dashing in flip-flops pattered away. Far off, way past the tents, I heard the first four-wheel-drive rumbling down the shittiest flat road on Earth.

We didn’t have long to pull the most important shots off. So that was the time to spark Raquel into going above and beyond.


And sweet Jesus, the girl delivered.

One snap of the camera body’s flash from the square of painted wood, to the mirror, and into her eyes…

Those topless photos were going into my private reserve. I don’t mean the one I’d end up selling, either. Fighting to keep that neon-every-color bikini on Raquel, at least we got the real job done.

My card was full before noon anyway. “No point in taking pictures if I’m out of space. The pork belly ought to be done within the hour too.”

Which really meant I’d heat up another bit of charcoal and skewer the kabobs. High heat and a few layers of aluminum foil when I first cooked that slab of pig meant it wouldn’t dry out. Plus, another dousing of teriyaki and coconut had to help the outside.

A bunch of locals and some of the more adventurous tourists had already scattered around the beach. Between waiting for them to move and the sun being almost directly overhead for hours, no good was about to come from frustrating myself.

Food awaited.

As did something else.


I was full enough for a nap. Which wasn’t gonna happen at three in the afternoon, at the tail-end of summer, in Hawaii. Unless I wanted to sweat off ten pounds.

Madi pulled her mystery backpack out, revealing a soft cooler that was about to save the day.

She emptied the contents on tiny camp table. One pineapple, five lemons, and a small bag of ice.

Then she pulled out the stars of the show. Two fifths of lower-mid shelf vodka.

A cool, stiff drink was exactly what I needed. But I knew better than to go nuts. “We’ll all have one glass now, and the rest after dark.” With plenty of hydration between glasses. We still had to hike out before the lava field turned into an oven the next morning too.

Besides, Raquel had been acting like a cat in heat since she’d had her meeting with the blue devil.

I would have been fine with letting things happen, but some of the locals who drove their suburban assault vehicles all the way in had kids tagging along.

Swapping batteries and pushing in fresh memory cards, I knew lowering everyone’s inhibitions a tad couldn’t hurt. So long as we didn’t get stumbling drunk enough for a bitching hangover.

Madi started crushing ice as well as she could without a blender. Ten minutes of prep-time for gear, the drinks, and Raquel’s wardrobe had to work. Otherwise, we’d start cutting into the prime daylight I needed for more stock.


Packing a spare set of cards turned out to be a great idea.

Raquel took another ‘hit’ of the blue with every scenery change. And now that the family unit had packed up and left, we were all alone out there.

The sun was doing its thing, falling just behind and to the left of Raquel. I had to use a tiny amount of fill flash, but nothing too extreme. If anything, it made the waves breaking around her hips stand out even more.

Watching my battery meter tick down, I knew we’d only a few minutes left. But every round of snapshots had at least three or four nuggets of pure gold in them.

Slinging the camera strap around me, I gave one good clap. “That’s a good day’s work! Let’s go relax and congratulate ourselves.”

Raquel strutted through the yards of foaming waves, taking her time from the flash ruining her night-vision. Even if it wasn’t totally dark yet.

Madi rushed over to her, mirror and blue square in hand. “Hold up. She needs one more color test.”

I had to smirk. “Right… For color balancing.”

Our model only knew enough to go through the motions without questioning it.

After three shots of light, my battery gave up the ghost. “That’s it then. Camera’s dead.”

The sand had already cooled, all the way to the surface. Our ten minute walk back was downright pleasant, even with a camera and tripod slung around my back. Staring into a sunset, hearing the surf crash, and Raquel hanging off my free arm… Nobody said a word until the camp was in sight.

Madi stowed the gear in the cases as I turned the same pork belly again. Keeping it hot enough to avoid getting everyone sick dried it out more than I liked. But we also had two or three drinks apiece coming up to wash it all down.

Happy with the best I could do, I tucked six Hawaiian rolls in the tiny grill. The lantern and couple of torches fired up in no time after that. So I had a moment to rest my legs in a camp chair.

Raquel dropped into the one next to me. “What, no fire?”

“Unless you wanna find wood. This is the only place to set up out here, and it’s always picked clean.”

The lightest movement of sand didn’t catch my attention, but feeling her cheek rest on my shoulder did. “So after we eat, what then?”

The front of my shorts began rising. Madi had gotten a few blasts of the special color as well. “Let’s eat and figure it out from there.”

Whether they took me seriously or not, I didn’t care. There was food we needed to eat, drinks we had to shoot down, and maybe eight hours until sunrise.

Madi stepped out of the tent. “You heard Braun.” Looking flirtatious as ever as she tapped Raquel on the arm. “We eat, we do what needs doing, and then sleep.”

Good girl. Not that I expected her to set everything up for me so well. “She’s right, you know. After nine tomorrow, the walk out’s gonna be an oven.”


I let those two gorge on whatever we had left.

Finishing my last vodka lemonade, with a few chunks of pineapple thrown in, I didn’t care if hands explored curves or not. I could always flash Raquel with the whole backdrop before she left my studio next day.

Midnight was about to roll around when I noticed they’d spaced the drinks out too. Nobody was even close to hammered. But that didn’t stop the two of them.

I’d just turned gas lantern down to the lowest setting when I heard it.

Raquel kept shaking like she needed a blanket or something. “We could go to sleep, but don’t we have a better way to keep warm?”

Even in the tropics, nights got cold. “There’s always the cuddle-puddle thing.” I took my last sip and cut the lantern completely. “But Jared’s not paying us for that.”

The tiki torches cast enough light so I could notice her brows rise. “Who said he had to?”

The very sound of Madi shifting in her chair said enough.

Saying anything might have ruined it. I jerked my head at the tent instead.

Raquel finished her last sip and stretched out. “Finally, we get past the awkward phase.”

Madi shrugged at me as if she didn’t know a thing. Which was total bullshit.

I walked off to take a piss. After letting my eyes adjust to the darkness for a second, they weren’t hiding anything. Madi and Raquel were about to dig into each other, whether I showed up or not.

Okey-doke!

My head was gonna pound through my skull on the way out, regardless. With enough water held in reserve, we’d make it back to my car, at least. What the fuck did I have to lose?

They went inside the tent, which had barely enough room for all three of us.

Even through some blankets and a ground-cloth, I heard them hit the powdery sand together.

I weighed how much I’d had. It wasn’t much, and honestly, we could have packed up and driven out of there without trouble. No matter who wanted to drive.

That first moan sealed the whole night for me. It had to have come from Madi.

The subtle noise of fingers going under swimsuits made it nearly impossible to piss against a fallen tree. I shook my head and walked back. As each step made their sounds get even louder.

Orange light danced around as I got close. Both torches would run empty by daybreak, and sand wasn’t flammable. The only thing holding me back was my own hesitation.

The zipper was still open. Ducking my head in, I felt the humidity jump even higher.

Madi’s cries started overpowering the noise of the waves across the treeline. Even in the dim light, I could see Raquel’s hand working away under Madi’s bikini bottom.

I’d already been bought and sold on joining in. Shooting looks between them, a hint of eye contact invited me to step through the nylon door.

Who was doing what to who didn’t matter. In a space that tiny, their legs were already kicking against mine as I kicked the dock shoes off. With both of them under the spell, shit was about to happen, whether I was ready for it or not.

Remembering what Lynn had said about every model being on her own protection, there was no need to dig for the condom in my wallet. Which had been stowed in the guts of my biggest pack.

Madi winced in the dim moonlight passing through the walls. “Quit wasting time and dive in!”

She’d starting losing control of herself. But that didn’t mean she couldn’t call the shots.

I shrugged, working my trunks down. “Topping from the bottom, huh?”

Raquel worked her fingers hard enough to swish Madi’s cunt harder than the surf. “You already know she’s good at it...”

Hell yes. Even my shirt flew into a corner of the tent. Harder than the dark basalt poking through the sand, the time for stalling had expired before I even got in there.

My body dropped beside them. Familiar as I was with Madi, I knew Raquel’s ass was grinding against my shaft. Like she was demanding I put myself in her.

I was about to aim my cock and plunge in.

Then I felt Madi’s legs wrap around us both. As she was screaming into an open palm, my assistant whimpered and dug her heels against the sides of my ribs.

Smooth skin almost wrapped around the bottom side of my dick. As both of her cheeks gripped me hard, I knew Raquel’s bottom piece had come off.

Warmth and silk glided me along like she’d been lubed up. Which wasn’t hurt by the light coat of oil she’d been slathering over herself between shots.

I was content to hump away.

That is, until Madi and Raquel begged for me to join all the way in without saying a word.

Pressure mounted for a couple of seconds until I had to throw myself into the pile of women in front of me.

Or at least one of them.

Raquel pushed herself against me. Ducking my tip at the final second, I wasn’t ready to feel her take half of my length in. Hotter than the tropical sun I’d felt all day and wetter than that fucking ocean.

Every trace of breath rushed out of my lungs as I muttered, “Fuck...”

As Madi pulled her heels even deeper into my sides. This writhing mess of bodies knew what it wanted. Like each one of us was cheering on the others.

My hips bucked. Sliding the rest of the way through Raquel, I was ready to come in seconds.

That is, until Madi whined out, “Don’t even even think about it!”

She always wanted her own turn.

If I’d been sitting upright, my jaw would have been in my lap. “That’s not helping right now.”

Her ass ground even harder against me. “Was it supposed to?”

They were on the same wavelength, alright.

Raquel twisted herself in-place, driving the point home as she almost turned her face my way. “You can have me to yourself after we hike out of here.”

Plunged in, driving as hard as I could on my left side, every centimeter felt precious. Full-contact of her body against mine wrapped my arms around both of them.

My face buried in Raquel’s neck and Madi’s hair.

Both bodies crawled inside their own skin. Not moving, but definitely reacting to what they were getting. As I’m sure I was too.

Even in the balmy, warm night, the surge of Raquel’s pussy forward left part of my shaft cold.

I slung back in. That heat was too nice to let go.

Raquel started gasping less than foot away from my own face. As Madi cracked her voice into the quietest screams possible.

That ass pushed against me one more time. Planting as far inside as I could, leaving even the slightest bit felt like a deadly sin.

Seeing what was going on, now or later, didn’t match the shock of it all. This chick I could have only dreamed of a week earlier kept forcing me into her.

My legs started wrapped within theirs. The slight bump of Raquel’s clit pushed against the top edge of my sack. Which was all I needed to hammer deep again.

Her voice started breaking around the edges.

As Madi jolted like I’d slammed into her too.

Damn… Shit… Fuck!

Rolling my length through Raquel, hitting every surface within her, that perfect body crackled off within seconds of Madi’s. If she’d have been wearing shoes, I’d have fucked her right out of them.

Another rush locked me all the way in. Raquel balled her shoulders up, tossing that sandy-brown hair into my face.

Even through Madi’s attempt at a climax, I knew I’d cooked her off.

But that didn’t stop me from pumping harder.

Raquel’s ass crashed against my hips. Like she wanted me to come already.

It was fucking tempting. I mean, one look at this girl would make you follow her every command. Physical or not.

Gripping both of her arms and bending them around her back, I was fine with leaving Madi to her own devices.

One slam after another had me rolling on top of Raquel. By the time I was fucking from behind, whichever sleeping bag she’d lied on top of had been soaked down to the beach itself.

I was about to pull her hair and cover that screaming mouth.

Then Madi did the best thing possible. “My turn!” She clawed at my arms like she had to have me inside her.

Staring at the bare minimum of light shining off her body, I knew I was destined for something great. Madi understood which triggers to pull. And when.

Pulling out of Raquel, the next dive slammed me all the way inside my next playmate. I cupped my hands against Madi’s jaw as I felt both tits jerk upside my chest.

“Harder!”

After so many rounds together, she was following her own secret formula that drove me insane. Without saying a word, every twitch and contraction guided me down that highway with no exit.

My hips crushed down, piledriving Madi’s hips until I felt the sand move beneath her. If we’d have been alone together as usual, there’s no way I wouldn’t have came in seconds.

“Don’t fucking stop...” Madi flicked her tongue against my earlobe, hugging with all four limbs so hard that I couldn’t have backed out if I’d tried.

Each pulse felt like it could tear me open. Fresh sweat ran down my forehead as I kept grinding my way through her.

Madi started yelping. With each crush of her g-spot along the top of my shaft, her death-grip around my body tightened up to the point that the girl went into the hot shivers.

I had to come. As if we were trying a goddamned kid or something.

At the verge of letting myself go, my toes caught the floor of the tent. My whole length crashed deep and each breath felt like the air had turned to fire.

“Pull out!”

I stopped mid-grind. “What?”

Faint traces of her expression barely made it through the darkness. “You heard what I said.”

My whole body locked up as I fought the urge. Even the slightest movement from either of us would have emptied my nuts inside her. “You’re worst kind of fucking cock-tease.”

Madi dug her bare heels into my back. “And you absolutely love it.”

Motherfucker… A few breaths settled me down enough to start backing out. Even though it was damn close.

Staring over at Raquel, she hadn’t recovered from what I’d just done to her. But that wasn’t my problem.

I crashed into the space between them, rolling onto my back and dragging her on top of me. If this round didn’t finish my ass off, I’d have been ready to pull the entire stand of trees out of the ground, roots and all.

Raquel tremored like she was about to jitter out of her own skin. Even on all fours, her pussy quaked with the rest of her.

One solid thrust had me back in Heaven. Wet, burning walls fought back.

That is, until I forced her ass down.

My neck wrenched, pushing my chin against Raquel’s shoulder until I was about to run her clean through.

A slight bump of clit pulsed against my sack. As if she’d kept her own fun going this whole time.

I was beyond the point of caring. If she was close, my ass was teetering on the cliff’s last pebble.

Even in the barest amount of moonlight coming through the tent, I could see Raquel glance back at me. As if stopping right then would have killed her.

What she had to have pulsed the inside of her cunt. All the way from inside, until her entrance tried locking me in deep.

I tried to back out. Fighting the ring of pressure, halfway was gonna have to be good enough for my next crash in.

“Fuck me harder!”

As if I even could. The squeeze felt like I was trying to crawl my whole body through a mouse hole.

But when my tip pressed into her back wall, Raquel curled her legs, feet, and toes against me.

Madi crawled in front of her, pulling both wrists until we had the girl locked and pinned against the bottom of the tent.

Rooting myself around, because hell if I could pull a quarter of the way out again, the full roll of cunt around my shaft rolled the next wave of shivers up my back. This was gonna happen. And I didn’t give a damn if it took seconds or moments.

Both of my hands tucked into that crook between Raquel’s thighs and hips. Pressing even harder, I even felt the ground under her as I kept forcing the deepest fuck I’d ever given.

Her body locked. The air passing through her clenched teeth almost buzzed until she burst out, “Coming! Holy shit!” That prime ass rose up, giving my cock an angle that felt too good to be true.

Son of a bitch! Tearing through, even the slightest bit, felt even better than that first push inside her.

Raquel tried folding in on herself, pinning me against her back so hard that all my weight rested on top of her.

Every vein in my body tried to pop. Even in the dark, all I could see was the swirling dots and a tinge of red.

The moving spots of light turned into fountains. My vision filled with neon static.

Then I felt the hell of almost-relief.

My balls twitched as the rest of me tried to light itself on fire.

By the time the time the first load rushed up my length, I was as breathless as she was.

Raquel shook underneath me. Her voice rose into a scream that rose the hair on my neck.

Like I’d stuck my dick in a light socket, the charge rushed up my body until every nerve in my brain fired all at once.

Every blast settled me down. All the way until I was on the verge of passing out.

The voice just beneath me gasped a final moan. Raquel’s entire frame let go, collapsed into a pile of exhaustion with another on top of her.

That’s what happens when you leave it all on the field.

Or rather, on the fucking beach.


It was a damn good thing I’d made all of us finish the spare water. With temps in mid-eighties before we started hiking back to my vehicle, our stomachs couldn’t have handled rehydrating as fast as we’d need to otherwise.

But Raquel’s promise of fun after getting back to Hilo drove me on. And even she didn’t bitch half as much as she had on the way in.

Not to mention, Jared’s job was done. With gusto.

The trailhead was in sight when Madi finally marched closer to me, leaving Raquel far enough behind. She whispered, “We still need to talk about what’s going on between us.”

Caught in imaging the possibilities with Raquel later, you can see why I’d been distracted from that part of my life. “So tell me what you think.”

Madi frogged my upper-arm. “I was the one who asked. It’s on you to answer.”

Calling a final break was tempting, but Raquel was a good seventy feet behind us. “My life’s gone apeshit in the past few months. I’m still processing everything, including you.”

“That’s not an answer, and you know it.”

Fuck. I took a few more steps before I inhaled.

Madi wasn’t letting me off the hook, though. “Well?”

“As if you know how to take everything that’s happened, either.”

She punched again. This time right on a kidney. “Quit playing dumb.”

By the time we’d start driving back, I’d have been pissing myself at that rate. “Can we talk about it later? It’s not like I can say everything between here and the car, and I’d rather you hear it in private.”

She glared at the corner of my eye, which I caught. “Is that a good or bad thing?”

“You just answered it for me, based on that look.” Which set me to grinning. Possibly for the wrong reason.

Madi eased up, almost leaning against me. “Thanks for not making me nervous about it. I think I know what you’ll say.”

What did I just do?

But the real question was, what was I still about to do?


ENJOY THIS COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM: 

ALPHA CREATION: BLANK CANVAS BIMBO 


This is the exact kind of lunacy I'd write into one of my stories. I've even got one of my characters in front of me. I shook my head before saying, “I hate to say it, but I can't rule out that we're both characters in one of my own books right now.” 

Tilting her head, Elena blinked a couple of times. “You're not joking, are you?” 

“Hey, other me! I want a beer.” We didn't have any left in the house, so one showing up would be proof. 

The sound of a bottle dropping half an inch or so onto my desk rattled both of us to our cores. When I picked it up and read the label, I knew exactly what was going on. It read Yeah, I'm you writing you. You can guess why she's there, so get to it. 

“Motherfucker. Now I know I'm crazy.” I twisted the cap off, because any just world I'd write would have every bottle open with ease. “I hate to say it, but you're still a character in a book.” 

“What kind of book.” 

Lordy, that was a loaded question. “I write erotica.” 

*** 

“I'm happily married. It's not like I keep a rubber in my pocket these days.” 

Elena stood up and faced the bench, backing her ass right into me. “Since when did any of your characters use those?” 

More than a hundred books, and absolutely zero condoms in any of them. “God dammit.” The whole situation was batshit enough to tell me this wasn't one of those time periods skipped between chapters or page breaks. This was having words typed about it. 

The valley between her ass cheeks stroked along the raging boner just behind my jeans. “You don't even have to fuck me. I just need you to get me off.” 

At her core, and despite everything else about her personality, Elena is a bimbo. It's more of a mindset than an identity, but it boils down to being like a cat in heat, all the damn time. Eventually, if they go long enough without the action they need, they're crawling on top of you and making all kinds of noise. Except it doesn't pass in a week or two. 

*** 

So this is how high school pregnancies happen. She was running on pure hormones and lack of sex at that point. I started to wonder if I even had the willpower to pull out in time. 

I snatched the one point of leverage I had. The belt tightened around her neck as I asked, “Even with your agreement, how badly do you think Gina would fuck us both up if we had a pregnancy scare?” 

“You know it's worth the risk.” She pulled herself up to sit on the edge of my desk. “I mean, your dick looks just like Grant's. I know you imagined yourself in his place when you were writing us.” 

Curve-fucking-ball. Maybe she was right, and most of my writing was just an exercise in wish-fulfillment. I mean, if I was a single guy down on his luck, I'd sure as hell want a literal world of bimbos at my beck and call. 

*** 

“That's it,” Elena's body tried to break free, “fuck!” 

I put one finger in her mouth. Her lips closed around the digit as she kept humming. Even out of her mind, damn, could she work that tongue. 

My thumb went in, replacing the finger I had in her mouth. I patted her cheek as my body reached the point of exhaustion. Who knew fucking a bimbo could wear you out faster than a hard day at the gym? 

As soon as my thumb was out of her mouth, Elena didn't hide her concern. “You didn't just come inside me, did you?” 
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