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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


This one took a bit. Thankfully, it’s the last installment of Bimbo Blue. Blame everything possible going wrong in May, June, and the first half of July. 

Making a fresh start with Harem Choice feels like the right thing for August. I want to move on to a longer trilogy structure for a series I’ve been outlining for months. This feels like the perfect time for that. 

I thought about one last hurrah with the usual structure, but the change people have been asking for is either gonna happen now, or it just won’t at all. So I’m going for it. 


BIMBO BLUE 5

Life had kept turning for the better since that night with Raquel and Madi. You know. The remote beach shoot that paid more than I’d care to admit, considering what else I’d gotten away with there.

Five more months and with the same number of fresh models in the portfolio, I was all but done with my old racket. No more spoiled brats or doting parents, and yearbook photos were a job I could afford to turn down.

I thanked whatever deity might be stirring around upstairs for that one. And the backdrop I still didn’t fully understand.

But now I had a fresh problem. In the form of a modest one carat diamond on Madi’s finger.

Yeah, I went and did it.

Which honestly, I wouldn’t have imagined before all this had started. Call it the fortunate curse of the stock photographer. We always end up marrying one of the models. Not that we’d set a date yet.

Now back to my daily life, since we’re all caught up.

I was just getting back from another of Jared’s assignments, taking B-roll video for some documentary on vulcanoligists studying Mauna Loa’s recent activity. Driving into Hilo’s outskirts, I had to wonder how long it’d be until said mountain would torch these piles of matchsticks people called houses.

There’s a reason I wanted to live in the city proper. Because if Hilo ever gets rolled over with lava, this whole island’s got a problem.

Smack in the middle of that bitching solo in More than a Feeling, the computer in my dash absolutely killed the mood. The creepy, synthetic female voice waited that second of dreaded quiet before droning, ‘Call from… Shae Tisdale.’

What the fuck? If you remember how awkward my attempts at using her as a model turned out, you couldn’t blame me for wanting to ignore the girl.

Still, I wasn’t a complete asshole, and she was that itch I never had gotten around to scratching. I tapped the pain-in-the-ass screen. “This is Braun.”

Her voice filled every speaker. “Hey. Quick question.”

My eyes rolled hard enough to detach my retinas. “I can’t say ‘yes’ if you don’t ask.”

“Let’s say I’m in need of fast money. What would I have to do to earn it?”

Not posing like an embarrassed mannequin, for one thing. “That depends on what you’ve got in mind. How much cash are we talking, and when are you free for a session?” I did know what the backdrop had done to Madi, of course. And Shae had the right look going for her. Maybe some of that voodoo could turn Shae from a waste of potential, into the perfect model.

“Seven-hundred, preferably before my landlord puts everything I own on the curb next week.” Spoken as if she knew how unlikely I was to agree. “I’d rather not ask for a loan, so I don’t mind working it off over time.”

Based on the awful material she’d given me to work with, I’d have had no use for her back in the summer. And I wouldn’t have had the money back then, either. “Since you resorted to calling me, can I guess you ran out of any other options?”

The pause in her voice said it all. “I know you’re struggling too.” Shae exhaled loud enough for me to hear. “If things don’t turn around soon, I’ll have to move back in with my parents in Ohio.”

With the cost of living, Hawaii’s kind of a bitch like that. You either retire here on a decent fortune, own a successful business, or basically live in poverty.

She was desperate and ripe to be taken advantage of. But as I said, I’m not a monster. “Madi, of all people, has learned a shit-load about the modeling business lately. Since I like ya and we go back a way, how does a grand for Saturday and Sunday sound?”

“You’re joking...” Shae kept breathing into the phone like a fat kid gazing into a candy store’s window. “Right?”

“Not at all. You need the cash, I’ve figured out how to make money in stock photos, and I believe in second chances.” Or in her case, up to and including a twelfth chance.

The squeal of relief almost poked holes in my eardrums. “When’s the best time for you this week?”

I already knew Madi wouldn’t like it. “We’ll start early. Six PM Friday, as usual.”

Without seeing Shae’s cheeks, I knew she was getting red underneath those faint freckles. “You don’t even want to know how hard you just saved my ass...”

I did, and I knew she didn’t deserve another shot either.

But what else are you gonna do when you’ve been trying to drop those panties for over a year? Tell her ‘no?’

The bikini model type kinda becomes the same-ol’-same-ol’ after a while.


When Friday evening rolled around, I expected to drive from Madi’s apartment alone. But guess who rode along to the studio. Prefaced with, ‘I have to see this trainwreck.’

I didn’t mind. Because what’s wrong with letting one miracle witness another?

Six-fifteen passed as I got the lights and my camera settings dialed in.

It seemed that Shae couldn’t stop herself from fucking up any prospect at a modeling career.

I was on the verge of doing another round with Madi for old time’s sake when I heard the knock at the metal door.

Madi huffed like it was a disappointment. “She’s finally here.”

“Let her in.”

Whatever words they exchanged, I didn’t catch. But Madi didn’t sound happy.

Shae trotted in, dusting makeup on her cheeks like I wouldn’t notice. “Sorry Braun! Car trouble.” If things would end up going well, that sounded like another opportunity.

“I’ll throw five-hundred more in to help fix whatever it is, assuming you bust ass.”

She paused at the edge of the dressing room door before staring back at me. “Really?”

“It’s up to you.” I waved her off. “Will you follow directions for once?”

You could see the skip in her pulse. “What does that mean?”

I could have been mean as shit and told her the absolute truth. “Madi’s learned as much as I have. We’ll both get you through it.”

Shae arched one eyebrow at me. “Okay...” As if she thought I’d try to take advantage of her situation.

“Follow the poses, alright?”

Besides, if I wanted a night of extracurricular fun for myself and Madi, we had multiple options.

I really did want to help the girl out, whether stuff would go down or not.


The fan sitting in front of the camera kept blasting Shae’s hair around, including those bangs. By the time her shirt came off, those cut-off jeans were starting to drop as well.

Shae reached behind her back to start unhooking that halter bra.

I had to make the time-out symbol with both hands. She’d just given me a golden photo session for once, packed with raw files I could spin into diamonds. I leaned over to Madi and whispered, “Don’t get any ideas yet. Calm her down.”

Madi barely glanced my way. “But she’s losing her mind!”

My voice almost cracked above a hush. “Exactly. I know you remember how every other shoot with her went.”

She knew I was right. Madi didn’t have much of a filter left, but she knew the difference between the job and fun. “I get first crack at her, then.”

I tried to play it off so Shae wouldn’t perk her ears up. “Fine. We’ve got her all weekend. Just keep her sane for a little longer.”

Madi knew which trigger to pull. “If that’s what Master wants...”

Now I had to talk loud enough so that our model could hear it. “Will you fucking stop with that? We’re working here.”

Trying to piss me off, I’m sure, Madi uttered, “Yes, Sir.”

Someone’s getting jealous. All over again.


No, I didn’t dive in that first night. Another wardrobe change before we called it quits seemed wiser. Which Madi took out on me as soon as our model left.

With my cock shrinking in the fan’s wind, I stared down as Madi got off her knees. “I think someone’s worried and digging her hooks into me ahead of time.”

Madi lifted a middle finger as she swallowed. Taking a breath I’d hardly let her have for the past few minutes, she gave me the full stink-eye.

Before I could smart off again, the buzz in my pocket almost made me catch my dick in my zipper. Jesus Christ… I didn’t know who was butting in with a call, but I hoped it was damned important. For their sake.

When I saw Tricia’s name on the screen, I wanted to cuss her at first. But any time she bothered to call, it usually ended well for me.

I turned around and slid my thumb across. “What’s up?”

The hint of valley-girl in her voice came out. “Madi texted me about how Shae did tonight. How in the hell did you pull that off?”

She hadn’t heard the real truth, and didn’t need to. “I’ve got my ways. Is that all you wanted to say, or is this another shoot idea?”

“You can write wardrobe costs off as tax deductions, right?”

I already hated where Tricia was going with this. “Go ahead and say it...”

Scoffing from the other end of the line, she kinda passed it off. Emphasis on ‘kinda,’ in a half-assed way. “Do you know how many calls I’ve gotten to do sessions to promote shopping here? Myself, Madi, and Shae are absolutely perfect for it.”

“There’s new ideas, and then there’s trying to take advantage of me.” Now I was giving Madi the fuzzy eyeball. “I’m not draining my bank account to let you three go mall-rat on me.”

Tricia didn’t even hesitate. “If you’d let me finish, you’d understand that I’m not asking for that at all. Madi also had a great idea for another shoot.”

I kept staring at the nymphomaniac blonde in front of me. “It’d better be.”

“We already know you’ve got enough money for it, and my brother-in-law lets anyone with a boating license rent his sailing yacht out for under a grand a day. You shoot us with bags from buying matching swimsuits in downtown, and you’ll basically print money.”

I did have a boating license, but no experience with sailing. “Unless you know how to rig everything, you’re shit outta luck.”

“It has inboard motors, and he’s fine with letting me take half the rental cost for my own pay, if it happens.”

The tiny accountant in the back of my head started crunching numbers. A grand-and-a-half for Shae, all of a few hundred on wardrobe, and a thousand for the rental. Plus all of nothing for Madi and Tricia. I was about to start drooling over more than just the profit I could make there. “I hate to say it, but I’d be a fool to turn it down. Any way he could let us keep the boat overnight?”

“Maybe I can talk him into it. But I’ll see the three of you tomorrow morning. Say, nine o’clock at the studio?”

“Fine.”

Part of the cost would come back to me after taxes, and those photos would keep drawing reliable income in.

Then I hung up, still trying to glare through Madi’s soul. “You really couldn’t ask me about this idea, first?”

Madi swatted me on the ass. “No. You always overthink yourself out of every golden ticket, if left to your own devices.”

The part of me that wanted to yell at Madi also wanted to fuck the girl through her own bed.

At least now you know why that ring on her finger had happened.


I hated city shots. Making sure bystanders weren’t in the background, which required a photo release, made all the oblivious tourists a constant pain in my ass. And even models at the top of the backdrop’s game can only pretend to be that happy for so long.

At least we got out of downtown Hilo, with a few sets of three matching swimsuits, by one that afternoon. And Tricia’s brother-in-law was already waiting for us at the marina.

No sooner than I’d shown him my boating license and handed him a check, the keys were in my hand. The only bitch was, I’d have to fill up the gas tank. So out went another wad of money. Even if Tricia had sweet-talked him into an overnight rental for no extra cost.

Puttering all the way to Maui was bound to eat a few hours. I left Madi to get all the gear set up as I dooted the coordinates into the autopilot gizmo. With all this trip had cost already, I wanted to cram in every last shot I could.

As the big island faded into the distance, I went below deck and checked on those three. Madi had already unfurled the backdrop and set up the lighting. For ‘test shots,’ of course.

Seeing all three of them in the navy and white striped bikinis, I was glad the sun was high enough to drop my exposure times to thousandths of a second. The boat going about twenty miles an hour, in open ocean, made a tripod absolutely useless.

It was hard to keep my hands off Tricia and Shae. But Madi was nice enough to stick around in the cabin after they went up top.

Barely keeping my jaw hinged, because Madi was shaped like a pure goddess, I didn’t bother following them just yet. “Want to do your own test shot?”

She was all over it. Madi barely got in front of the lens before she asked, “This boat has one real bed, and four single bunks. It doesn’t look like we’ll need them, though.”

I sparked off the flash, not caring that she looked candid as all hell. “That’s kinda the idea.”

Madi dropped the innocent act. “Good. We’re on the same page.” She tried whipping past me to go above-deck.

“What have you got planned, exactly?” I snatched her wrist just in time. “And is Tricia in on it too?”

“You’ll just have to find out for yourself.”

Asking her what she’d meant by that felt like a dead-end. I let her go, certain that I was gonna be the beneficiary of her little scheme anyway.


Letting those three crawl around the top deck, posing about like cats in heat filled every damn memory card I had. When the very peak of Maui was in view, I was thankful we had a generator to power my laptop. Dumping every file into the hard drive was probably gonna take as long as getting to the island itself from there.

Tapping Madi on the ass, I sent her down with the whole payload. Getting Raquel’s brother-in-law’s boat get cut in half by a speeding cruiser wasn’t on my agenda.

At the wheel, I went into the nautical version of highway hypnosis. Close an hour of it kept me from noticing when Shae came up behind me.

Petite hands covered my eyes as she blurted, “Guess who.”

Since she did well for once, I couldn’t get mad. “My newest model on the rotation.”

Her voice shot up half an octave. “You mean it?”

“Yeah. You did good, kid.” Even if it was because of that blue and not her own effort. “When we drop anchor, there’s gonna be a surprise for ya.”

I could tell Shae was curling one side of her mouth, without even looking at her. “Which is...”

Hell, I didn’t know the specifics. Madi and Raquel had their own plan. “Go ask those two if you really have to know.”

What I didn’t expect was her body pressing against the back of mine. Both hands were already slipping down the front of my trunks. “They already told me. It’s starting to look like the surprise is for you.”

My cock got harder with every heartbeat. As much as I wanted to whip around and start nailing her on the bench behind us, I couldn’t run this boat aground on a reef or a cliff.

Shae twisted the knife in me. “I kinda thought about messing around with you or Madi in the past.” Her fingers slid down my growing shaft before she stepped away. “Just giving you something to think about for later.”

No fucking way. I turned my head just to see her walking down the stairs to the cabin. “They’re evil enough on their own, but you’re only making Tricia and Madi even worse.”

Even if it was all my doing, when you back away and think about it.


Every time I stepped away from the little dining table, they’d whisper and giggle among themselves. With dinner wrapped up and the boat anchored a quarter mile off Maui’s southeastern side, I was losing patience about this grand ‘surprise.’

Knowing the gist, I took over table-clearing duties, even though I did the cooking. Madi, Tricia, and Shae could do their own thing.

Still fighting the motion of the waves with each step, I went topside after getting the last pan scrubbed. Maybe they were ready to spring this not-so-secret trap. Or maybe they weren’t.

No bare titties and no hot and heavy action was happening, though. Sipping those fashionable cans of alcoholic seltzer on the bench, all three of them noticed my stare.

Tricia started talking first. “I know you said one of us has to stay sober, but you should have one yourself. It won’t make you any worse than my brother-in-law when he’s out here.”

I reached into the mini-fridge that was disturbingly close to the wheel. Not caring so much for sweet, carbonated stuff, one of those bottles of cheap wine called my name. “We’re anchored and all the lights are on. Why not?”

Shae, Madi, and Tricia scooted to the right, giving me a sliver of cushion. Cramming myself in, I opened the top of my bottle and swigged directly out of it.

Then I felt Madi reach over, slapping my thigh. “I’ve got something to tell you.”

Since she was drinking, I knew it couldn’t be that I’d knocked her up. “Go ahead.” Another gulp of my own for courage oiled the gears in my head.

“We were thinking...” Madi trailed off.

“Out with it.”

A little hemming and hawing took place until she kinda broke my heart. “How about a nighttime shoot up here?”

Thinking about what had been hinted at, my balls were ready to explode. “Really?”

Madi ducked around Shae. “I’m deadly serious. Get one of the cameras and come back up here.”

Money spoke almost as loudly as sex. And it wasn’t much past nine yet. “Bunch of fucking teases.” I took my bottle with me, wondering if I could down the whole thing before I’d get back to them.

I didn’t bother closing the rear hatch. One of the memory cards was sitting on the built-in desk, and both cameras were hanging a few steps away. All I had to do was jam the card in and check the battery.

Only hearing the lapping of waves as I took the first stair should have told me something. Around each other, these three couldn’t shut up. The next step let me hear the lightest smack of lips.

When my head poked above the deck, I knew all heaven had broken loose. Mouths, hands, and curves had piled together. With Madi stuck in the glorious middle of it all on her hands and knees.

Bikini ties hadn’t popped loose yet. But things were moving in that direction.

For the first time since I’d gotten on that boat, I felt rooted to the floor beneath me. Would you fucking look at that… Which I directed at the camera as I set up the tripod.

We were far enough from the coast that any lookie-loos would need some hefty binoculars. Not that I cared if someone I didn’t know got to watch.

As Tricia popped Madi’s top loose, my girl snuck fingers down the front of Shae’s hips. Having Tricia and Shae with us beat Raquel alone. It’s not like they weren’t just as fine as her in their own right. Plus, you know, I had three models instead of just two this time.

My cock pushed against the inside of my trunks. One reach to put the deck lights on full blast and a hit at the shutter to start recording left my hands free. I was already hard as a man could get. Or so I thought.

Each step came with a few heartbeats pounding in my ears. Watching all three of them go some measure of horizontal, Madi and Shae had their mouths occupied with each other.

The only option left was Tricia. Which was far from a shame.

Both ends of her were open for business. As much as I wanted to skip the foreplay and skewer her like she’d go on the grill, we had plenty of time. Her brother-in-law wouldn’t expect the boat back for another twenty hours.

Shae moaned first. Followed by Madi as Tricia slid the middle of the bikini bottom out of the way.

With her knees on the bench too, Tricia sunk two fingers in Madi while grinning over at me. “Recording another session for your private reserve?”

“Does The Pope shit in The Vatican?”

Tricia wound her pupils clockwise at me. A plunge down the knuckles inside Madi pulled even more smile out of her. “We already know what we want. So how about you?”

Hand, mouth, or cunt. The options weren’t endless, but they might as well have been. Tricia knew how to use all three like the professional ten-out-of-ten she was.

Shae and Madi drowning out the sound of waves on the hull wrote a check Tricia would have to cash.

The waist of my trunks dipped, letting my shaft fall within thrusting distance of Tricia’s face. I couldn’t see the fingers she had in Madi curl harder, but I could hear the results.

Tricia didn’t waste any time. Leaning my way and using that free hand, she bent down until I felt the breath rush over my tip. Warmer and steamier than the fucking tropical air.

A giggle buzzed every inch of me into hardening a little further with each pulse. The soft bounce of her hair tickled at my hips until I almost forgot about the mini-orgy just to my left.

Shae’s first whimper jerked me back into reality.

Forcing Tricia to take me all the way in would get her fingers out of Madi. And I couldn’t have that just yet.

The first wrap of tongue around the bottom of my shaft and far enough over the sides shocked my ass into the middle of it all. Hyper-aware of the moans, the wet, salty aroma of the ocean, and the roll of the ship…

Letting it happen felt more right than adopting a puppy that won’t take its eyes off you.

Pressure swelled between my legs until I was on the verge of exploding.

Shae wouldn’t stop, even after her voice got too high to register anymore. Whatever Madi was spelling out on her clit, it had to be the girl’s personal cheat-code.

That’s when I knew I was in for the kind of night you brag about after a few beers.

Madi ended the initial round first. She forced herself up with both hands, sticking her ass out for Tricia to resume fingering away. You could almost smell the pussy in the air when she finally acknowledged me. “Just like we planned. Time for a switch!”

Tricia pushed herself back, letting my shaft dangle in the warm breeze.

But the swap wasn’t the one I expected.

Tricia pulled one of Madi’s legs vertical, resting my fiance’s other side on the cushion.

Standing with Madi’s bottom thigh between my own, I undid the knot keeping the taut fabric over her cunt. It fell away, leaving me primed for entry into.

I edged my tip against her clit a few times. Whipping myself against it, the first reaction came moaning out. Drifting myself down to the entry even got her to shudder.

The whole setup couldn’t help but feel like a trap as I sank in. Catching Shae’s attention before Tricia could eat her like an unattended cake as well, I had to ask the obvious question. “So long ago did you three decide on this?”

Nobody volunteered to go first.

I was about to pop a blood vessel in each eye waiting for an answer. “Well?”

Tricia shrugged and dove her face almost into Shae’s lap. “Remember when you had to switch cards, right after you started getting the best shots?”

A couple of seconds was all they’d need in that condition. I had to shake my head and feel like the luckiest man alive. Three tens do count as a thirty, with a bonus multiplier, after all.

Madi pushed herself against me, trying to get the head inside her instead of outright saying she wanted it. As if the best thing I could do right then was shut the hell up.

I was halfway in without even trying.

Both legs tried pulling me even deeper. With one bare heel on the rear of my neck and the other planted in the small of my back, the urge to fuck her over the side of the boat slapped the white off of me.

Tricia wasn’t about to let me forget about her and Shae, though. Driving our new toy into an even higher plane of reality, the tan and brunette goddess figure rose her ass up until I couldn’t ignore it.

As Shae kept and wailing like she’d found God at a tent-revival. The poor thing still had enough sense left to give me that look.

Sinking the rest of the way through Madi, I had to reach over. Shae’s breast almost torched my palm as I grabbed hold.

Fingers grazed up my arm until she was licking on my finger, rolling her tongue and giving that tiny amount of bite.

I had all I needed to slam harder. The second time, the third, and then who fucking knows how many after that.

Madi’s ass couldn’t slide atop the vinyl cushion.

Crushing all the way through weaved its own spell. I had to linger at the deepest point, about the time Shae tried bite me off at the second knuckle.

But I didn’t care about the pain or the mark she’d leave.

The pair whimpering beside me, this dream-ass location, and knowing Shae had to be main course… That kind of realization does something to a man. Especially when he’s already nuts-deep in a goddamned swimsuit model with his own ring on her finger.

Another rush of feeling that alive paused the slamming.

Madi writhed her hips against mine, keeping pace like we’d never stopped.

Too much pussy on too much of my dick tripped the urge to come.

But I couldn’t. This wasn’t another one of our solo romps. And we had more than just Tricia along, too.

I pushed myself into her, trying to stop the motion. My words came out in gasps. “You need to slow… the fuck down!”

Another chew from Shae against my finger and Tricia’s grin as she let her own digits take over stirred the pot even more.

My throat had already gone taught. Through gritted teeth, I fought to get out, “Fucking mercy!”

Madi’s cunt let me go. Not that the grip it held on the way out wasn’t brutal.

I slumped over, resting both hands on my knees. The roll of the waves almost tipped me over.

Staggering back, the hull of the cabin hit my ass before I could end up rolling on the deck. I looked up as hard as I could. Stars mixed with the neon pin-pricks of light dancing around my vision.

Water lapping against fiberglass kept the silence at bay.

That is, until Tricia stood up from the torture she’d been putting Shae through. “I told you that we’d have to play the swaps by ear. Throw more than one girl in the mix, and Braun can’t pace himself.”

My lungs burned. But not enough to stop me from answering, “And neither can you...”

Tricia couldn’t have like being called out like that. Even if her smirk didn’t show it. “Big words, coming from the guy who had to tap out of the pussy he could get himself into.”

My brain screamed that she was only egging me on. As my body pulsed with a different instinct. “Fuck you!”

Ever the smartass, Tricia knew which buttons to push. “Isn’t that the point?” As she grabbed the railing behind the bench, pushing her rear my way.

Far from helping, Madi stepped over to Shae. Like she wanted to be paid back for earlier, the pussy I’d just plowed through dropped on our little faux-hipster’s face.

Are they trying to kill me? The stress was already pulsing my veins hard enough to stretch the skin over them. I didn’t even have to check my pulse, feeling it beat in a dozen points around my body.

Turning the trim line of cunt before me would have been a sin, though. With a body that could only come from the gym, caramel skin, and curls never stopped, Tricia could have turned a saint into a drooling pervert.

The last traces of swimsuit fell to the deck as heels from the last session joined right along. Not that I was worried about holes in the vinyl by that point.

Shifting tides and a harder breeze tilted the entire vessel. Fighting to drop one foot in front of the other, even the four paces between myself and Tricia felt like a mile.

But the right side of her ass gave me the perfect hold. Readying my shaft with the other hand, the air around her cunt made the breeze feel like ice.

I had to get inside her again. Even if it was the opposite end of Tricia, her mouth couldn’t have been that wet.

The first graze of my head dripped what she she had inside her down my length. As it cooled with every inch, I knew there was no other choice. I had to fuck her.

Her entrance didn’t bother with the usual tightening. One quick bump timed with a wave fired me all the way inside.

Tricia leaked a tiny moan. She backed against me, fighting to keep the full penetration going as I settled in.

My voice took on a mind of its own. “Jesus fuck!”

She rocked her hair to each side before looking back at me through the corner of one eye. “Go ahead and have fun.” Tricia swirled herself around me a couple of times before adding, “But not too much.”

The way she said it reared my arm back more than the words themselves. Stinging my palm against her ass, I followed through with a tight grip.

One pulse of her cunt stole my attention. Locked inside her, Madi’s trailing series of whimpers fell out of my mind.

Tricia jabbed the knife even harder, wriggling her hips and catching me with all ten of her claws. “Do it, you motherfucker.”

I fought the urge to slap an open hand against ass one more time. Rushing through like I wanted to break her in half, my dick skewered her the instant both tits crushed against the vinyl.

“Fuck!” Killing any chance at getting my deposit back as she braced herself,  I heard Tricia’s nails pop through the cushions.

Every bump and ridge inside her swelled all at once. Feeling my reserves open up, I tried like hell to come inside her.

Tricia didn’t make me stop like I expected. Curling both legs at the knees and forcing me to stay planted to the hilt, she gave me that ‘swirl’ that always seemed to do the trick.

One drop of sweat fell from my chin. Gripping the small of her waist, I was ready to let it all blast out.

Somewhere between two and ten more thrusts would have done it.

The motion stopped.

Through squinted eyes, I caught Tricia grabbing Madi’s shoulder. “Your turn!”

Yeah. They wanted me dead. If only for the rest of the night.

My chest hollowed out as clamped pussy held onto my shaft. By the time I ducked out the last inch, a hard pop in my neck felt like something from a catastrophic accident.

Tricia was already coming back to the rest of her senses, and not in the good way. Patting fingers against her muff from behind, the lips of her pussy jerked like it had taken on a life of its own.

The end of the of moans to my left me tore that shitty part of reality away.

Madi let Shae’s building orgasm erupt with a hard slap at her clit. Leaving our new star vibrating out of her own skin, rose on her knees. “It’s the least I could do for him.”

“You don’t owe me shit.”

Swapping glances with Tricia, Madi pulled her relief pitcher over to Shae. By the time she was on her back, thighs spread wide, the wet shine of her pussy was already glinting in the moonlight.

Scooting her cunt closer until it was right against me, Madi pushed her legs up until they rested on my shoulders. “Even if I don’t owe it, what if it’s something I want to give to you? Will you stop fighting me?”

I backed away enough to whip the length against her.

Burning hot, supple, and ready to go. The only slit that hadn’t got any attention so far took me all the way in.

My eyes clamped as a deep breath flowed out of me. “Jesus fuck...”

Madi kept staring up at me as I piled deep. “You promise to hold back enough for her?”

My balls smack against the vinyl as I forced her legs apart. I knew Madi had to be talking about Shae. “At this rate, I don’t know.”

Feet pulled on the back of my neck when I rocked into her again. As if she was daring me to fail.

I looked down long enough to catch the change in her expression.

Madi wasn’t fucking around, gripping her fingers against my ribs. Another shock jolted her head up. “Then don’t!”

When you’re inside one girl and thinking about getting into the other getting eat out like a cheap buffet three feet to the left.

Your brain does some weird shit.

Making it even worse, the blonde devil herself twisted the thumbscrews. “What, you don’t want to just let go and come in me, right now?”

Either way, I was capital-F, well... Fucked.

The first tingle rang up my spine and into my head like an alarm. I pushed against the railing behind the bench. “Too much!”

“Of what?” Madi squeezed with both legs and settled me all the way in. Another flex stole what little air I had left. “You know you want to.”

I did. And right that second.

Pulling myself out of her wasn’t in the realm of possibility. Even as Shae began cooking off again.

Another mash of hips dragged Madi neck-and-neck with her. Glass-smooth thighs pressed around me as cries started filling this little patch of ocean.

The hint of wet pussy in the air made me fill my lungs. I dipped lower, pushing the head all over that ceiling until I had Madi trying to weld herself onto me.

Skin slipped against flesh as I drew back. Both knees folded against my waist, pulling me through as a wave tipped the deck in her favor. Minutes, days, and even years slipped from my life as I tried to fight the urge.

Making it even worse, Shae warbled out some wild string of vowels.

My fingers behind behind Madi’s knees, forcing both feet over her head. “I fucking can’t handle it right now...”

She pushed her ass against me. The writhe tickled all the right spots. “Don’t shit out on us now.”

“So don’t make me!” I put even more pressure against her legs.

Finally still, Madi gave a playful slap against my face. “Fine, pull out and claim your prize before you go kaboom.”

Tricia let Shae off the hook at the worst time possible. Desperate moans fell in volume until she was damn near pouting to be finished off.

Madi kept herself locked tight just long enough. Even if the draw out of her was torture.

I’m gonna last a minute. Tops.

Not that anyone else cared. Tricia and Madi were already pulling Shae in front of me.

Hugging her legs against her tits with both arms, Shae was already an absolute wreck. Those bangs clung to her forehead, dripping with sweat against blushed skin.

My cock was still erect enough to hammer nails. Running my palm down the length, I knew I was still too close.

The only saving grace was how far along Shae was too.

Her body felt tense and limp at the same time as I pulled her up. Close to rattling herself apart, I had to hold her up as I put my ass on the cushion.

Shae fell against my chest. Healthy C-cups grazed down until I thought I was in for a good blow.

But she was either too weak or frazzled to prop herself up.

I reached under her arms and dragged the poor, limp thing up.

Back at face level, she didn’t mind being cradled as the shakes kept rattling through her body. And even then, she was trying to get anything to brush against her cunt.

Tricia had cut her off right before that clit could go supernova.

Free to do whatever the hell I wanted to her, I had to take pity. Splitting those tight thighs open, I had to wrestle her into straddling my lap. “Take it easy. I’m not faring much better right now.”

Even her giggle vibrated as Shae pushed her slit against the bottom of my cock. She hugged around my neck, probably happy just to have something solid to grab onto.

“Give yourself a minute.” I leaned my face away, locking eyes with her. “If they’re so determined to blow themselves up, we can steal the last act.”

More pressure crushed against me with the not-so-dry hump. Wet, boiling hot, and slick as glass.

Hair and a pair of feet bumped my right side. Then the next round of moans started.

Shae rested her chin against my neck. Still panting like a kid who’d been crying too hard, I had to respect how she got the words out. “If I don’t come soon,” air rushed by my ear as Shae took a full breath, “I’m gonna crack...”

It was the right time.

My hands snuck down to her hips. Pushing myself into the right spot, I felt the edge of her pussy squeeze my tip.

Pressure built until I felt her hesitate.

I pulled against her ass. “There’s no rush. Take it at your own pace.”

As two voices climbed the ramp to full opera screams beside us.

Shae rushed her trim stomach against mine. Just the change in angle let her drop me most of the way in.

It felt like the right time to let the next round happen. I quit trying to hold her back, letting Shae take me all the way to the hilt.

Now she was pushing back with everything she had. Lifting herself off my chest, her body lifted just enough to make me have to down my own spittle.

Each leg squeezed around me. That tiny bit of hold gave her the leverage to turn the drift back to baseline around.

I leaned forward. Which was my biggest mistake.

Shae wrapped all four limbs around me, sitting cross-legged with her ankles intertwined behind my back.

Rising and falling around the girth of my shaft, every side of that passage squeezed until it felt like we were glued together.

The next rush of bare cunt settled into a deep grind. Teeth clamped around my bottom lip as sweat-roped hair clung to my brow.

Backing away without letting up, Shae released my neck.

Tricia and Madi didn’t figure into it anymore.

Shae was trying to force the echoes of her previous climax out, whether it’d end up killing her or not. Red-hot, soaked, and roasting my cock alive, the grip around it kept getting tighter with each pulse I felt inside her.

I settled my hands against the top edge of her hips. Forcing her down, wet finally began outweighing friction.

A short break in her cries announced the easing of her pussy, maybe a second beforehand. Shae rocked herself in my lap. Then nipples gave the slightest brush against my chest.

My knuckles wrenched around her curves. I jerked her forward and felt the total depth inside the girl.

The lower part of her torso went along with it as her shoulders flew back. Shae held just above my knees.

Dear god. That horizontal roll she pulled off… As if she’d rocketed past Tricia in ability to ride a man to death.

Happy to let it all take place, my fingers drifted around to her ass. Smooth and warm, like glass fresh out of the dishwasher. A little slap with each hand wasn’t about to hurt anything.

Shae’s rolled her head back. Whether she had eyes open to see the incredible amount of stars between islands didn’t matter.

Because I was fucking starting to see them between my eyes and those tits. Pulling out of her wasn’t an option anymore.

The speed ramped up. Shae put divots in my legs with each nail. “It’s almost too much!”

Another round of smacks on her ass left my hands stinging as I moved them back to the small of her waist. My voice buzzed through my teeth as I uttered, “Don’t you even think about stopping right now.”

Shae didn’t end the ride, exactly. Keeping me tucked all the way in, she let go of my knees and slung forward. Lips moved against my neck. “I wouldn’t dream of it...”

Waves of flesh coursed down my shaft. The racket a couple of feet away picked up and then dropped into oblivion as the action right on top of me picked up yet again.

Firing on cylinders she probably didn’t know she had, the night’s hipster of a model swirled herself over my dick like I was supposed to hollow her out.

Thick, salt-coarsened bangs crushed between our foreheads. Shae gave a quick peck on my lips as she kept wearing me out. “You think you wanna?”

I huffed one breath and turned my grip to the edge of the cushion. “Wanna what?”

“Bust it inside me.” Even in the dim lighting, I saw the dusting of freckles across her cheekbones and the bridge of her nose. “You know you can, and you want to.”

Vinyl whined as I squeezed harder. Motherfuck me! It felt insane, but even more, it felt like a mandate from above. Months of rooting out some of Hawaii’s top models, hopped up on a nympho-kick, doesn’t even begin to prepare you for it.

Prime cunt whipped around me. That muscle going from your jaw to above the ears ached to the point of cramping.

Shae red-lined herself, tearing through the last few gears in seconds.

The roles had flipped. Here I was, trying to hold in the last piece of sanity I had left.

As Shae caught the insides of my elbows, forcing my arms to spread over the top of the bench. Far from letting up, each crash of her cracked my mind a little further. Perhaps Shae was channeling Mila’s warped personality. Lucky me.

Hair draped against my face again. Panting each syllable out, Shae asked, “Is it that damn good?”

All I could do was nod and hold the hell on. But my grip was failing. “Hell yes...”

Shae’s passage flew down my length again, settling especially hard. The full-on grind circled my tip around the bump all the way inside her.

“If you don’t come soon,” another rise of her body sent jolts zipping along my spine, “it’s really gonna piss me of.”

As Tricia and Madi went totally apeshit to our right.

Permanent marks dug into the cushions as I squeezed even more air out of them. The first drips of juice started trailing down my sack.

Her body slammed down again. Like she was out to kill me with the best hump of my life.

Soft pink ground against skin. Puffs of breath turned into moans. And catching another glance of those freckles across the nose and under her eyes began to set me on fire.

Shae was trying to bring my world crashing down around me. I knew that much.

The slick flight of her against my dick kept rolling every peak into another with every drop of her ass.

My chin fell against my chest. Struggling to keep the fight up, the muscles between balls and ass clenched to the point of aching.

Shae let go of my arms, cradling each side of my jaw and up around my ears. “Go for it.”

My vision narrowed to a single point of light, dim as it was. Swirling dots rippled behind my eyelids. Then I felt the whole thing burst.

A rush of those fun brain chemicals shot through my veins. Pressure built in my nuts, letting go all at once with tingle I can’t describe.

The tension built in every muscle. Holding her tight, Shae added onto it with her squeeze around every part of me she get hold of.

“Come!”

It was happening, whether I liked it or not. Thankfully, I was already in love with the idea.

Warmth flooded what little void she had inside her. Spreading down my cock, the next shove of her hips spread it in every direction from that tight entrance.

Three or four blasts in, I already felt drained. But that wasn’t even halfway through.

Shae threw her stomach against mine, letting those modestly ample tits fill my sight at the best time she could. “One more...” Then she titled her head down to look right at me. “Please?”

My whole body shuddered. Fucking Christ!

Every bit of my skin went hot and cold at the same time. Feeling the crease of that bald slit crush down, the groan I’d been holding back erupted out of nowhere.

It was only then that I realized other two had shut up. Maybe huffing out their finale, or as I’d later find out, in a minor state of awe at how hard I’d just came.

But Shae gifted me a final swish before I could look over there.

One side of my neck tensed all at once.

With one of my ears smashed flat against a shoulder, the final heartbeat of that climax tried to burst through the skin.

I could tell Shae didn’t come again. But that shiver in her legs said it all.

The hot mess in my lap rode the aftershocks from her last one. All the way to the end.

Each breath drew like a ragged gasp into my lungs.

I didn’t know Shae was easing herself up until I felt my neck try to snap itself. Had I been giving instead of receiving, my ass would have been laid out on the deck already.

The backside of my eyelids faded from a dim red to the usual splashes of technicolor. The kind you get when you first try going to sleep. That’s how I knew I’d overdrawn my mind as much as my body.

One jolt tensed everything up. Holding back cramps in all four limbs, I didn’t realize that Madi’s tongue had sent it coursing from my dick until I cracked my eyes open.

My head barely shook as her hand almost wrapped around it. “Not right now...”

Hundreds of points of amber light sparkled through that diamond on her finger. “You share your gifts with me. That’s why I agreed to it.”

I knew what she meant.

But for the time being, I was ready to crash the hell out.


I fought to wake up as the sun began leaking through the window. Every wave tried lulling me back to sleep.

And with all three of them resting against and on top of me, bare-assed as the day they were born, I had an even bigger motivation to stay under the light covers.

But the big island was hours away. Plus, there was time for one more shoot.

I stirred as Tricia cracked her eyes open.

She had the same idea, ever the professional. “No time for hair and makeup.” She rubbed both fists against her lids. “So how about I wake them up for an early swim?”

Wet hair could work. “A fresh coat of lipstick is all you need, anyway.”

Then I felt the next one wake up. Madi pushed her mouth against my ear, whispering, “And it might save us enough time for another round.”

The clock on the wall told me that it was only half-past five. Hell, there was still a good chance to run the boat slow enough sneak a second photoshoot in on the way back.

It was a nice thought, until Shae roused herself. Ducking her palm down to my cock, one gentle stroke wiped the whole itinerary clean. “Braun’s already hard again. Food can wait until we get back to shore, can’t it?”

Yeah, I was famished. But for more than just fried eggs and toast. Sleep has a way of replenishing that appetite. It’s not like my stomach was growling harder than other parts of my body.

As any every person who makes it in a creative field, eating is kinda like passion and inspiration. They’re not complete motivations on their own. But they do get you moving before you can starve to death.

My guts tried snarling up my throat as I let Shae roll over me. I sat at on edge of the mattress, naked as they were. “We’ve got time for scrambled eggs and toast, assuming I get up right now and do them.”

They could do the prep-work on their looks while I cracked shells. It’s not like I had to be pretty for a shoot.

Every part of the morning felt like my new normal was settling in. Breakfast, some models running around the place is hardly a scrap of clothing, and work that promised a lot more income than I’d been used to.

Until Madi and Tricia giggled their way down the steps.

Stirring the last pan of scrambled eggs, I titled my head their way. “What are you two up to now?”

Madi cracked like she was going on the stove as well. “We’ve been talking about it for weeks, so what would you say if Tricia and I had our own specialized roles here, beyond just modeling?”

I already knew what Madi could do. Essentially, she was capable of running the whole operation on her own, if only to keep it going in life-support-mode. I shot a look at Tricia. “How do you figure in?”

“Neither of you are great at talent relations, and I know every model on the islands.” Nuzzling against Madi, she tacked on, “Make it a commission arrangement to start out, and we can go from there.”

“That’d be great for all of us, until we run out of fresh blood.”

She rolled her eyes. “Models age out, and news ones age in. I’m as painfully aware of that face as anyone else.”

There was a good point in all of that.

And after several amazing months had culminated in my dick still being sore that morning, I wasn’t about to argue.

One more dusting of black pepper and the last stir of the fluffy stuff below felt like a perfect way to drive my point home. “I’m tired of doing all the heavy lifting myself. After we get this trip wrapped up, let’s talk numbers.”


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM:

BIMBO ACADEMY

The door finally eased open. When I saw the brunette in a red, thigh-split dress and heels on the other side, my cock was ready to stand at attention. Wouldn't it be a bitch if she was my grandmother-in-law?

“You are Alex?” Her Russian accent was undeniable.

“Uh, yeah.”

She smiled like I had given her a complimentary pass to Heaven. Her arms wrapped around me, squeezing like a woman twice her size had no business doing. “Good, let us go inside.”

“Nice to meet you, I guess.”

She finally let go. “You have so much to tell me about yourself.”

“And you are?”

“Your father never talked about me?”

He wouldn't even acknowledge my the question when I asked about our family. “No.”

She gave me a big, wet kiss on the cheek. “Your babushka is so happy to see you.”

Wait, fuck, WHAT? I jerked my head back and stared. “When did you marry my grandfather? Nobody told me about this.”

She cocked her head. “1958, before we left Smolensk for America.”

“Uh huh...”

A man's voice came from behind her. “Natalia, let the boy in.” Only a trace of accent was in his speech. “Let me see our grandson.”

* * *

“The wife of a copper mage doesn't age until her husband dies.”

“A what?”

“It is a skill passed down through the family, that skips a generation.”

If I could believe Natalia was really my grandmother, why not hear him out? “So you're telling me you're a wizard or something.”

“That is an insult. Magic does not come from a wand or a book.”

“And how does one make a living like that?”

My grandfather pulled a loop of brassy metal out of his pocket, identical to the one on Natalia. “For centuries, we peddled trinkets and jewelry that we had granted powers.” He tossed it my way just like the book. “Do not put it on.”

I eyed the thing. Other than the ornate etchings, it didn't look any more special than copper bands you see pitched on commercials. “I don't get it.”

“Our students wear these until they graduate. At graduation, a part of it is implanted in their body. We have never had one return to their old ways.”

The place was sounding more like an asylum. “So what do you teach?”

“I only discipline the students and look after the staff. Think of this as a reform school.”

“For the rich and famous, by the looks of it.”

His face lit up. “You are starting to get it now.”

“So you use magic to fix rich brats.” There's a sucker born every minute, and some of them are loaded, I guess. “That doesn't explain how you could afford this place, though.”

“The parents and future husbands of our students pay handsomely for our services.” He stood up and pulled another cigarette out. “Come, you will see.”

* * *

‘Grandpa's Academy for Young Lady Delinquents’ doesn't have a good ring to it. “So what do you teach?”

“Hmmph,” a puff of smoke flowed from his nostrils, “do you know what makes the ideal wife for the rich and powerful?”

It seemed easy enough. “Be hot, accept a pre-nup, and produce acceptable heirs for the estate.” As much as my family was oddly accepted by high society, you picked up a few open secrets.

“That is only the first layer.” Grandfather plucked the paper tube from his mouth and filled the immediate area with a choking cloud. “Obedience and a certain amount of, let's call it creativity, are just as important.”

Art and manners is all they need? “I don't follow you.”

“You will.” He tilted his head to motion toward a staircase to our right. “You're about to see how I met your babushka.”

“What do you mean? Was my grandmother a student here?”

I knew he was holding back a laugh and a slap across my face. “This academy did not exist then, but something like it did.”

“So she was a student.”

“Under the Soviets, my grandfather barely kept our tradition alive. Natalia was his last pupil before we had to flee for our lives.”

“So how did you build this place? The money had to come from somewhere.”

Grandfather slapped me on the back, almost knocking me down. “You train a few socialites with our methods, and word gets around those circles. Before I knew it, I could not piss the money fast enough.”

And I'm next in line? “So what am I supposed to do? I didn't even know this was a reform school an hour ago.”

He looked at me like I had just farted. “You train,” my grandfather took a long drag from his cigarette, the smoke pouring out as he added, “and get to know your assistant.”

* * *

“Anya, this is Alexei.”

She looked up at me when I stopped just short of her. Thick as wax, Anya's accent made her even more exotic. “It is a pleasure.”

“Likewise.” I wrapped my hand around the fingers she offered up. Her wrist couldn't have been any more limp.

Grandfather noticed. “Anya, sledoyte za treneepobkoy.”

Anya looked at him, the slightest hint of resistance poking through the worry.

“Eto ranshe,” she jerked her hand back from me, “chem ya doomal.”

“Alexei, take out your bracelet.”

As soon as I had it out, Anya had to know what it was. She stood bolt-straight, yelling at my grandfather. “Natalia skazala, kto mne eto noosno!”

Even if I didn't know much Russian, his anger was clear as perfect English. “Ktot gneb dokazivaet, chto tebe kto noosno...”

She looked utterly defeated already. “Vi zestokiyi chelobek, Smolensky.”

She stepped between us, facing me. I wanted to grab her by the wrist and start running. The only thing stopping me was the resigned look she gave me. Anya knew it was futile.

Grandfather frowned behind her. “Znayi svoye mesto vetoy semve, Anya.”

Anya presented her wrist to me. “Do not make me regret this, Alexei.”

From the looks of it, she already did. I held the bracelet up to her arm, pulling the open ends apart. “Are you sure?”

“You still ask what I want,” Anya smiled faintly, “so yes.”

* * *

I won't lie, having her on top of me did feel amazing. The only thing worth frowning over was when I felt the fur draped over her shoulders and realized it was the genuine thing.

Anya pushed herself up, resting on her knees. She worked buttons loose all the way down and let the veil drop.

Did I wreck my car and die on the way here? Utter perfection is the only way to describe her. The black lace of her bra and panties didn't leave much left to imagine.

“You like what you see.” Anya beamed with pride. “I am glad.”

Grandfathers utterance of 'consummate' finally hit home. “Slow down a second. We met, what, not even five minutes ago?”

“We will have our whole lives to get to know each other.” Anya chucked the furs away, looking less like a Russian transplant and more like a Victoria's Secret catalog brought to life. “Relax, and I will show you how our students are supposed to behave.”

“That's what we teach?” Expecting me to teach the Kama Sutra was like expecting a drop-out to teach advanced trigonometry. I wasn't inexperienced at that point, but it was asking too much.

“You do not teach skills. You instill discipline and give final exams.” Anya spread her legs and sat herself right on my crotch. “Your staff and I teach the skills.”

It's the difference between a headmaster and a teacher, I suppose. But it still didn't explain the ravishing, blonde Russian straddling my package. Or why she agreed to be my wife before even meeting me.

“Now Alexei, tell me,” she stared down at me, those breasts catching my attention as much as her eyes, “do you like it slow, or would you rather be rough?”

The way she put the emphasis on 'rough' clued me in on her preference. “We should slow it down, period.”

“Teasing is the woman's job. Now tell me.”

It was time for a new approach. “Don't be a bad girl, now. Stop.”

“Bad girls need to be punished,” Anya put her hands on my shoulders and pinned me to the bed, “and I can be very, very bad for you.”

Now I knew what reluctant dates feel on college campuses everywhere. “You won't back down, will you?”
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