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AUTHOR’S NOTE:




The hippie festivals I go to every year are canceled because of this bug going around, but a publishing delay on Amazon’s end might make this title take a while to come out. I’m publishing on May 12th
, but we’ll see. Part one was supposed to come out on April 26th
, but it didn’t until May 7th
.




Not that I’m mad at Amazon or their employees over it. This virus is downright nasty. So I get it if all of this mess was the cause.




I had plenty of garden chores to fill the time delay, so it might have been a good thing. We’ll see how long it takes for this one to go live.




BIMBO PANIC! 2

Even though she begged, I wasn’t about to leave Faith ‘mildly restrained,’ as she’d put it. What if the place caught on fire? Or some of Jaradale’s goons showed up to monkey around some more?

River had only been gone a few hours, but I had to get a look at Vida for myself. Heading straight for the perfume shop, that grocery run could wait.

Pulling that crappy Tercel in the lot again, I remembered to bring one of the test vials with me. One of the pampered housewives sneered. But I’d had the kind of night that would calm a fighting drunk.

This time, River was all too happy to greet me on the way in. “Carter! What’s up?”

I lifted a brow. “That’s one hell of a change since yesterday.” Darting my eyes for this Vida chick, I didn’t see her. “Everything going fine?”

She was all smiles, creases on the outer corners of her eyes and all. “Vida’s in the back room.” River planted both hands on the counter and leaned closer. “You’re still planning on paying Faith back later, right?”

Which was a fine thing to scribble down for my notes. “Yeah, sure thing.” But that Jaradale lunatic didn’t have to know everything.

Knocking on the door, I caught the sound of heels snapping against the tile. I watched River out of the corner of my eye. But she was already giving her attention to the store’s one customer.

The hinges whined like they needed a shot of WD-40, stat. I cringed at the noise and ducked my head in. Motherfucker!


Perfect makeup, a face that would drive a man insane, and green eyes that stared clear through the back of my skull… This girl was perfection, strutting around our mortal plane.

“So you’re the new boss?”

I reached behind my neck and scratched. “I guess so.”

Vida grabbed my collar before pulling me close. “Just a heads-up, River will eat your ass alive.”

The smile came on its own. “Don’t worry about that. She’s already been taken care of.”

One side of her mouth scrunched up. “Go ahead and think that. But don’t you ever say I didn’t warn you.”

It wasn’t my argument to win. “I’m well-aware that she’s bitchier than a kennel full of dogs in heat.”

“Just when you think she’s on your side, River will stick a knife between your ribs. Trust me.”

Not that I doubted her a bit. “I get what you’re saying.” I stepped through and let the door close behind me. “As much as she hated my guts yesterday, I’d call her sudden change an act.”

“Smart man.” Vida waved me in and let the door open halfway. “But we still need to talk.”

I ducked myself into the manager’s chair. “Out with it. You’re the biggest seller, so you’ve got my ear.”

Vida smirked the same way River had, up until our ‘understanding.’ “The girl is only out for herself, and not just when it comes to this place.” Something in the way she looked at me screamed for me to pay attention.

“Go on.”

“You’re getting buttered up. I don’t know if she was fucking the previous owner or what, but River’s up to something I can’t figure out.”

Supposedly, there was a true manager, Julia. And an assistant, Katie. “Why not run it up the chain of command?”

“They’re falling for it, too.” Vida whipped one finger at the computer. “Check my sales records. You’ll know I’m risking my ass by telling you this.”

River had sweetened up to me. A lot. But even with Succuba Alpha’s effects, I couldn’t write off what I’d seen of her before it took hold. “Not gonna lie, I was ready to fire her ass the second I met her.”

Vida sighed like the weight of a career had fallen off her shoulders. “So you’ll keep it in mind?”

“That’s only fair.” But then I reached in my pocket and pulled out the test sample. “Here, new product, direct from my investor. Take a sniff and let me know what you think.”

I couldn’t read the look on her face, but Vida caught the tube of liquid and spritzed it on her arm. After one smell, she didn’t look all that impressed. “It’s not bad, but it’s not something I can recommend, either.”

Chucking it was dumb on my part, in retrospect, but I just wanted notes to keep Jaradale happy. “More bottom, middle, or top note? Or should they scrap a whole section of it?”

Vida took another whiff. “Bottom’s alright, and the mid is perfect.” She barely held her arm up and inhaled. “The top’s got something weird about it, though. I can’t place it.”

“The final makeup isn’t nailed down. Give it a day, and try again.”

She was already looking at me crosswise. The stern look made her face even more beautiful, with those green eyes shining from between all that curly hair. “Why?”

“For improvements they could make.”

With a single spray on the back of her hand, I knew she was about to go as cock-mad as Faith and River. The same blush spread over her cheeks. Even that dark complexion couldn’t hide it.

I dug out one of my cards. “Maybe River told you, but there’s a place to live rent-free, so long as you work here.”

Vida pinched the card. “Subtle.”


Maybe I should take all the sex toys out of her room before she comes by.
 Because goddamn did I want this woman. “Either way, if you don’t have plans, swing by. Those other two are already taking advantage.”

Her entire body went on the defensive, but it eased as Vida kept staring me down. “There’s gotta be a catch.”

Indeed there was. Not that I could tell her about it. “My investor is very generous and takes care of his people and their own.”

Then she looked at me again. “Faith agreed to it, though. She’s not the slutty type. I’ll entertain it.”


Gotcha.
 “Whatever time’s good for you. And apparently, I’m the house cook, so that’s another benefit.” Even though I wasn’t anywhere near good at it.

“Feeding someone is the most personal way to show you appreciate them, in my family, at least.” Vida smiled before reaching at the door handle. “You’re on.”


The one fancy dish I knew how to make was minutes away from done. That eggplant lasagna recipe was a pain in the ass, but it’d never failed to impress. Just the time needed to make it from scratch showed effort.

Every note of the doorbell rang through the house. I pointed at River, who’d been irritating the piss out of me since she got home. “If I’m not back in ten minutes, pull this out of the oven.”

She winked. “Yeah, because you don’t pull anything out.”


Fuck all…
 “Just don’t forget.”

I trotted to the entryway. Even through the stained glass, the figure behind it was curvier than a snake about to strike.

Vida had fallen to Succuba Alpha. Under the turtleneck of her work outfit, those pokies were about to tear through.

She was already walking in with luggage in-tow, before I could even get a word out. “Food smells great. Where’s my room?”

Direct and over the normal bullshit. I could already tell she didn’t date. Vida simply found guys she wanted, whenever the need arose. It wasn’t like she’d ever had trouble there.

“Upstairs, go left, third door on the right.” I caught a faint whiff of Jaradale’s secret formula still on her. “Welcome home, I guess.”

“Yeah yeah...” Her ass bobbed all the way up the stairs.


Someone’s full of herself.
 Maybe in a different way from River. I pulled the tiny notebook out of my pocket and jotted down the… effects I saw in her.

Then in came Faith, wearing a sapphire blue dress that hardly covered her ass. “Carter, what times the food gonna be done? I can smell it all over the house, and it’s killing me.”

“A little under ten minutes. Fifteen if you don’t want your tongue burnt to hell.”

She was about to run off until I caught her arm.

“Wait up. Vida’s probably moving in. Anything I should know about her?”

Faith didn’t even try brushing me off, looking me dead in the eyes. “She could flirt the pants off a gay guy. It’s how she gets those sales numbers.”

Which would have been a pure asset, had the profit of the store been my highest concern. “Husbands making up for affairs are kinda prone to that sort of thing. She’s far from dumb.”

I jerked my head toward the kitchen, trying not to think about River’s promise of putting Vida through her paces, together. “Just make sure that dingbat remembers to pull the food out of the oven, alright?”

Because I had a fresh playmate to measure up.


I gave Vida the polite amount of time to get her crap situated. A few raps against her door had footsteps coming my way.

She opened it and leaned out. “What’s up?”

“Food’s about done.” I was about to turn around and grab a plate for myself. “By the way, can I ask you something?”

“Go for it.”

“That perfume sample. What do you think, after wearing it all afternoon?”

Vida half-closed one eye at me. “Depends on what the commission is on it. If I don’t make much, I’ll tell everyone it smells like a blend of pumpkin spice, cat piss, and feet.”

At least she was honest. “I’ll see what I can work out, then.” Not that I believed even Jaradale was crazy enough to expose random women to the stuff.


By the time we done eating, I knew Succuba Alpha was taking a full hold on Vida. As the night’s guest of honor, she sat next me, to the left. And couldn’t keep her hand off my thigh.

Cutting through the last couple of bites, I tried staying calm. “So who works tomorrow?”

River kinda grinned. “Vida and Julia. You should take another sample over.”

My face was about to crack, because Vida kept dancing her fingers around my lap. And getting hotter than hell in a steel bucket.

Faith poked the fork at her lasagna. “I’m full.”

Both of my hands were on the verge of shaking. “Okey-doke. Same here.”

Then I felt my zipper pull down. And heard it, same as everyone else.

River busted out laughing. “I told you what would happen.”

Complaining about it felt like total madness. Then I felt Vida weave her grip through and stroke my dick.

Leaning closer to Faith, River told her, “Don’t let her
 have all the fun. I think Carter owes you after last night.”

Vida was close enough to my face that I felt her breath against my skin. “I knew you were fucking the bitch, but her too?”

My will had collapsed into itself like a black hole. “Well, I take it that you’re in.”

“I don’t need a guy to be happy, so you’re lucky I’m horny tonight.” Vida kept massaging every inch. “Not that I’m all that into girls, either. Especially the ones I work with.”

“Not willing to shit where you eat? Smart.”

“So says the guy who’s banging his employees.”

River took her plate as she got up. “You three have fun.”

I was about to throw a wise-assed remark at her, but River leaned over to stack our dishes atop her own.

What the hell?

From the bitch with an attitude hairier than the Wolf-Man’s nards, to downright pleasant. And the facade wasn’t cracking.

My jaw clenched, and River didn’t bother looking back at us. “Carter, just save enough of yourself to pay me back when I call in what you owe, okay?”

I couldn’t tell if it was another mind game, a calculated play at sucking up, or the mystery serum warping her brain. But Vida’s stroke down my cock pulled my attention back. Then I noticed Faith had disappeared.

Another pair of hands rested on my knees. Smaller, but just as aggressive.


I should have left the bottom drawer in Vida’s dresser alone.
 Because God help me, one of them would have been enough to fight off.

From under the table, a sweet, high voice asked, “If I want him again after what he did to me this morning, would you get mad, Vee?”

Another rush down my length whipped my spine from bottom to top, forcing me to shake my head like I’d just finished a good piss.

Vida gripped hard at my base. “We’ll see how it goes.” Then another slide up turned me to jelly. “He’s only came in that monster?”

“He’s really good with her. I can’t figure it out either, but I wasn’t about to step in their way.”

Not to mention the way Faith’s abs begged me to shoot a load all over them. “Don’t go thinking I like her either.”

From the kitchen, River’s voice fussed out, “I heard that!” Right before the sink ran.

Both of them had their eyes on me.

I shrugged. “If it weren’t for hate-fucking, we all know she’d be a virgin.”

Ceramic crashed together as the sink cut off. Footsteps pounded through the kitchen, right back into the dining room. “That was a fuck-up, Carter...”

“But am I wrong?”

River smiled, but not in a way I liked. “Not at all. Just keep it in mind for when I come wake you up tomorrow.”

Which meant I was gonna have to fuck her brains out, bright and early. There were worse fates to resign yourself to.

“Don’t leave it all on the table tonight.” River turned away. “Otherwise, I might have to kill you.”

And I knew what she meant by it. There’s nothing more dangerous than a tall chick who knows how to ride, and wants to take her personal shit out on you. A few short-term girlfriends from my undergrad days broke me of looking forward to that
. Too much, anyway.

Vida leaned down in front of me. Expecting her to pull my dick out and slobber away on it, she pecked Faith in the middle of her forehead. “Hear that? The big-boss-man needs something left for the crazy bitch.”

“Sucks for him.” Heat and wet engulfed my tip, then sank down to where my shaft met the rest of me. The feeling stalled in-place for a moment, until it rose back up.

My fingers dug into the edges of the chair. “Jesus Christ!”

A sudden draft blew over my dripping cock. Then I heard Faith giggle. “I told you what I wanted tonight.”

The look in Vida’s eyes didn’t offer any sympathy. “You heard the girl. Don’t go thinking I won’t expect the same thing, either.”

Holding Julia’s exposure off for a day felt like the only hope for my sanity. “Every single one of you have lost your fucking minds.”

Vida sniffed the back of her hand, like she knew the game. “I wonder why… Men normally have to wine and dine me for weeks to get this far.”

Yet another bit I wasn’t ready to share with Jaradale. Monsters like him would probably go out to ‘verify’ the results for himself.

I snapped my head aside to look right at Vida. “So what do you think made the difference here?”

She wasn’t ready for the question. Those shrinking pupils told me that much. “It’s not like you’re my type, so don’t get full of yourself.”


No, you’re about to get stuffed with me.
 Or at least, that was my first thought. But that was too direct. “Just do your thing. River got it last night, and you’ll win out tomorrow.”

Vida ran her fingers through Faith’s hair as our petite redhead gave me another blow. “Hear that? Our boss keeps his word.”

Which only made Faith writhe her tongue harder against my dick.

“And I thought River was the evil bitch...”

The weight of her breath made my eardrums hurt, because Vida was that close. “Give her a taste, fuck me enough to make me regret it, and then
 pay her back. I’ll even help you give River hell, when the time rolls around.”

I almost nutted on the spot. “You really can’t stand her. I get that.”

“Well, don’t get me wrong. She’s hot.” Vida eased back a little. “But I’m not about to put up with her, by myself.”

“And after Julia, who’s next?” I barely got it out before Faith curled my neck in on itself.

“Katie, the assistant manager, you dolt.”

My teeth were about to grind to powder. “If nobody’s after her, what’s the end-game?”

Vida sighed and then nipped at the top half of my ear. “River needs to learn her place. For whatever reason, she at least pretends to trust you.”

Another lunge of Faith’s head pressed my last inch against the back of her throat.

The way Vida inhaled, I expected another tidbit of cattiness. But I guessed wrong. “Faith, darling, I think Carter’s about done.”

Which told me that Faith would mount herself into my lap.

“Boss, you have to break her. Otherwise, she’ll stomp all over your ass.” Dropping her voice into that tone, I knew she was talking about both Faith and
 River. “Go ahead and shut her up.”

Faith pushed back as I tried to pull her up. Hair flew side-to-side. Like she was either trying to shake her head in refusal, or make me come the easy load out.


Jesus Christ…
 I kept trying to force her up as Vida swiped a clear spot on the table.

Then my real savior for the night bent down. “Faith, sweetie, Carter won’t last long enough if you keep doing that. What have I been telling you about giving a man what he wants too soon?”

Every bit of pressure and mouth left my cock. My nails stopped digging into the bottom of the chair as soon as Faith pushed herself up.

Vida finished clearing the silverware and napkins out of the way, not even trying to keep her ass out of my view.

Hands grabbed my wrists. Faith kept beaming her grin while guiding me up. “I’ve been thinking about this all day. Come on!” Innocent and giddy enough to make a you feel guilty, like she was being taken advantage of.

I pressed Faith’s backside against the table as I stood up. The puffs of air hitting my neck felt like some angelic wind.

But Vida reminded me that Faith was dangerous as River, in her own way. “Those hooks run deep, once she gets them into you.”


No shit…
 I looked down and saw the pure adoration in Faith’s eyes. Then my hands pulsed through the tight grip on my arms.

“You promised!” Like I was a doting father, wrapped around her pinkie. “Carter, don’t tell me you’re backing out now.”

Holding back from coming inside her was driving both of us insane. “Easy. I’ll last thirty seconds like this.”

Vida saved my ass. Tearing the little ball of mayhem off me, she guided Faith toward the back of the house. As they turned a corner, I barely heard, “Pound for pound, you could dominate a bulldozer.”

It made some missing pieces click together. Perfectly.

The door to the back porch opened, but never shut. I knew I was supposed to follow.

Faith sat on the bench along the railing. Just showing my face out there made her ecstatic. As if Succuba Alpha had pushed her to a level beyond
 what I’d seen thus far.

Her legs parted on the white fabric. The navy sequins in her dress stopped glinting as I dropped to my knees.

Two fingers pressed on each side of her cunt. The inner walls parted as another digit pushed against the center of my forehead. Then Faith’s voice drifted out, almost a giggle. “Does it look like I need foreplay?”

She hadn’t worn panties since moving in.

Then Vida forced our redhead’s shoulders against the banister. “Maybe a quick fuck is
 her idea of foreplay.”

Which didn’t sound wrong. I grabbed behind Faith’s knees, rising up again.

Her ass scooted closer, drawing the hem of the dress up. As her face blushed pink as the shop’s walls.

I realized my dick was still at full-attention. A few pops against her slit warmed the bottom half up like her mouth had never left. The chick was fucking ready.

Vida smiled as she looked back at me. “Maybe I was wrong about her. She is kinda slutty.”

They didn’t have to know why. None of these girls would have given me so much as the time of day, normally. But I couldn’t dream of complaining about it.

Another whip of flesh on flesh coursed a jolt down my shaft. It wanted in, like it had taken on a mind of its own, which was baffled about the hold-up.

Faith pushed herself closer. My tip grazed her bean, and then the ridge along the bottom of my shaft.

Crushing herself against me, the full-throated moan made me happy the closest neighbors were nearly a mile away.

Both thighs splayed out. Then a hard, thin slice of sole from those heels cut into my back. All Faith did was stare up like a needy puppy, nodding her head as she grinned.

A desperate grab the union of her ass and thighs pulled Faith where I needed her. Just easing my hips forward had me at the best angle. Hardly slipping in, a quiver shot down her body as I sank through.

Her sweat was already fuming in the cool air. One tilt of her waist ground her pussy along my dick. Like she was mocking that weakness of mine, daring me to bust my nut early.

I shoved back through. The jarring gift tucked all of Faith’s bottom lip under her teeth.

Vida edged her nails down my arm. “She’s too young to buy a drink, by a few months. If that helps any.”

Which was the last thing I needed to hear. My voice was already ragged. “Do you even want a turn? Because that’s how talk yourself out of it.”

One hand pushed my ass into another thrust. Then Vida giggled. “Your hands almost wrap around her hips. Such a graceful, little thing...”

My knuckles popped as I gripped Faith’s legs tighter. Assuming I could last, Vida wasn’t getting off easy. “About an hour before I take care of you and Julia, Faith’s getting me off tomorrow.”

Which only made the firecracker I was plowed deep inside soak all the way through. Again.

Careening my shaft in, Faith almost split down the middle. She was brave, but still petite enough to be delicate as hell. Not that she seemed to care.

Another glide out was enough excuse to force our hips together. The tension inside her rose, and I felt her body get weak, no matter how determined she was.

I drew away, arching my back in a flex that almost hurt. Desperate as she was, I wanted Faith primed and ready for the merciless finish I’d already talked myself into.

Her cunt tried to shimmy down my length. Each ridge tensed. Then all four limbs tangled around me.

But even if she was that
 fucking determined, I couldn’t leave the dose of jealousy out. Tearing myself loose from all that tore a chunk out of my soul.

Vida was already swooping, fondling my member in her hand. The slick motions eased me next to Faith until I had my back against the wooden rails.

I hadn’t noticed the bare skin of Vida’s legs until then. At some point, she’d lost her black jeans. The way her thighs eased my own pants down made her warmth against the cold air that much better.

The single layer of nylon between us had already soaked through. Basically demanding I pull that turtleneck over her head.

My tip throbbed as I slid the bottom of her teddy out of the way. Dark curls fell over my shoulders and tickled at my jaw, like I was trapped in whatever realm Vida had dreamed up for me.

A fast peck at my lips distracted my ass until I was already inside her.

Biting my top lip, Vida pulled back hard enough to leave it rebounding. “I don’t know what you did or said, but now I get it.”

One of my fingers hooked under, mashing against Vida’s clit. “Get what?”

“How River gave in, and Faith’s dropped her panties so damn hard.”

“But why?”

“Hell if I know.” Vida nipped at me again, a little off-center. “Does it matter?”

Her cunt surged me through, pushing the end of my index finger against her easy-button. I was already dancing it away, feeling the slightest movement jerk Vida’s entire body.

The rest of my digits flew over skin that felt slicker than oiled glass. “Shaved before you came over?”

“Waxed. Twice a week.”


Nice.
 Someone was ready for action, always. As if the trophy-husband of her dreams would come walking through the front door, any day now.

Vida’s green eyes almost bored holes through me, even in the dark. “What, no opinion?”

The only thing running through my head was, ‘What the fuck have I done to them?’ “You won’t hear me complaining.”

Warmth took over as I felt her rush those hips forward. “Good. Someone needs to appreciate the effort.”

The whole ‘I’m doing this for you,’ vibe of it shoved me off the peak. That is, until I felt her pussy wrap and push into me from every side.

My fingers went limp as her entryway slipped me inside. An inch or two in, even my arms gave out.

Another wave of hair swept over me. Then her weight shifted. Like I was the sole focus of her attention.

The twist in Vida’s hips sold the whole thing. One surgical push after another had me on the edge. Like she wanted to piss Faith off.

My skin burned as two hands slapped down on my shoulders. I shot a look back, expecting Faith to butt in and claim her prize before it was too late.

But it was Vida, arms crossed past the elbows and gripping into me like an eagle about to fly off with a trout. As those beautiful globes dared me to ask if they were fake, inches from my face.

With all her claws dug in, Vida rolled herself in-place. The frenzy opened nerves like floodgates, satisfying enough to tempt me into checking out early.

Then she nestled close. Wet lips closed around my dick and my mouth. I was eager and in the right zone.

Both legs pulled up until I had to give her a hand or two. Dangling each foot close to my neck, Vida gasped while my full length hit just the
 right spot in her. A woman that close to orgasm shouldn’t have so smooth inside.

I cupped her jaw in one hand. A single breath came out before I closed it in, engulfing my face under that canopy of hair. “Don’t you fucking do it… Save it for tomorrow night.”

Vida tried demolishing me against her roof.  Hammering herself against me, I never knew a woman could outright fuck a man like she was the one in control.

Feeling myself about to give in, I gripped both of her arms and forced Vida against the bench. “Then quit tempting me like that.”

Both of her palms smooshed against my cheeks. “That’d just take all the fun away, wouldn’t it?”

If I’d have known about this shit, perfume shops would have been my place to find booty calls. “Please tell me the managers are crazy as the rest of you.” Even if I knew it was the Succuba Alpha pulling its own weight in gold.

Her legs wrapped around my back. “Don’t you fucking do it...” As Vida’s hips screamed the exact opposite.

My arms shook as I sank through again.

“Don’t.”

The veins in my neck felt like they were about to bust clear my flesh. I wanted it more than anything.

Another wiggle forced my tip against that mound inside her, with the dimple right in the center. Precum was already seeping out.

“I just fucking told you…”

My bones were about to twist into knots. Sweat beaded down my forehead and soaked my brows. I was about to give in, collapse into her shoulder, and let the end-game fly.

Both hands shoved hard, jerking me out of her as I danced along the verge of the cliff. “No!”

Part of me was ready to hold her down and finish what we’d stared. “Are you fucking serious?”

One look from those eyes, even in the dark, lorded her over me like a queen to a peasant. “You give Faith what she’s earned, or you’ll never get it from me.”

My personality split at that point. The tiny demon on one shoulder screamed for me to plunge back in. And it’s twin on the other yelled about how badly I could mess up Faith’s world.

The one with Vida’s scent on its breath won out.


Fucking damn it!
 My dick wagged on its own, ready to finish what I’d been dumb enough to start.

As I gulped air, Vida already had Faith in her claws. “Sit your ass down, push it up in the air, or whatever. I don’t think he cares right now.”

Fuck no, I didn’t. At all.

Vida shoved Faith against the cushions, tits first against the back. “She’s all yours.”

I almost ripped the buttons out of the front of my shirt. Leaving it open and not even bothering with my pants, the absolute peach of an ass within arm’s reach shot a tingle through my loins.

Faith’s sensitive entrance eased my way. Sinking back in her cunt, hot walls gripped tight and pulled me with her.

My left hand rested on her ass. The other reached around so I could grip the narrowest part of her waist.

A little gasp out of her beckoned me to turn Faith into a shaking mess.

But I felt like mocking her a little. Driving the rest of the way through, she was pinned between the rails and my hips.

She tried to wiggle. Even reaching behind herself and grabbing at my arms, a five-foot-nothing girl like that didn’t have the strength to force my hand. All she could really do was pull her knees up to the seat.

I wanted to stay in that warm passage, all the way to hilt. But I grabbed around her elbows and kept forcing myself in, maybe another quarter-inch. Because that pussy was small enough to be absolutely overstuffed and enthralling.

Vida moved herself behind me and hugged around my chest. “If I was a guy, I’d like the petite girls you can throw around too.”

A surge of need coursed through me until I felt goosebumps rise all over. That tender slit didn’t want to let go as I slid almost out. Then jammed through.

Faith whimpered as her body took me back in. Another pull and push had her rocking in a smooth rhythm. Until I decided to see if I could give her whiplash.

“There you go. Fuck her dead.” Vida’s fingers danced lower to my abs.

I couldn’t tell who was more captivated, between the three of us. Steam rose off Faith’s skin, I was in pure bliss, and Vida was already pressing at the inside of my thighs as she helped thrust.

Crossing Faith’s arms, I kept her reined in as she went into a screaming fit.

Vida massaged the family rocks with one hand, and Faith’s bean with the other. “If she’s already on something, go ahead and come in her. The sooner you do, the sooner we can have a second round.”

My back arched over Faith, then sprang forward as I kept her locked in the hold. Between the burning, silken skin, the luxurious glide of her walls, and that snazzy dress… Heaven itself was being inside that woman.

The urge to bury myself in and play around in her tunnel shot another round of yells out of her. By the time I’d had my fill, Faith was nothing more than a short, shivering mess.

Faith’s voice muffled, like she was biting the cushions. Getting her world rocked with another series of pumps had her engulfed in pure hellfire.

Something in me tensed. Another thrust made it too chaotic to ignore. Then I felt my sack pulse, dedicating everything inside to what I’d promised her.

Vida let go of my balls, hooking around my waist as she kept teasing at Faith’s clit. “Jesus, even I felt that.”

My vision was already going fuzzy. With each slam more maddening than the last, the only thing I regretted was how Faith’s eyes were turned away from me.

What should have been a moment of hesitation collapsed in on itself. My mouth fell ajar and I squeezed tighter around Faith’s arms.

Between all the shaking and shrieking, Faith belted out, “I fucking need it!” Anyone outdoors within a mile would have heard it.

Shoving all the way through, I felt a gush soak through every part of her cunt. I fell into this drugged kind of state, enjoying the waves of hormones and feel-good chemicals rushing through my veins.

Everything broke out at once. Faith charged her ass back at me, sealing my cock in her like a railroad spike. Defiant in her own way, to the very end.

The full merge of our bodies kept me buried. Release wasn’t gonna happen, and no amount of thrashing would have saved my ass if Faith’s system had been primed and ready to get knocked up.

A violent shout echoed a couple of times while I tried clashing hard again. It only guaranteed my fate.

“Just like that...” Vida’s hands drifted up my chest and her curls tickled against my neck.

My shaft had gone into overload. Too responsive and scrambling my brain as Faith’s pussy eased and tensed around me… The first blast came out of nowhere.

Every fragment of energy I had left shot into her. My grip on her arms failed as I nearly collapsed on top.

The race in my heart kept going until I felt a couple of beats skip. Too much contact of skin inside pink walls nearly pulled my soul out.

A final shot left me helpless. Moaning and taking in all the heat of Faith’s bare shoulders, a final wave of the tinglies slammed my mind against the inside of my skull.


Jaradale wasn’t exactly pissed when I called him an hour later, but he wasn’t happy with the ‘progress’ I’d included in my reports so far. “What do you mean, you haven’t noticed an improvement in female performance?”

Like they were Chevrolets or something. “It’s not like I have a baseline or a control group to compare these girls to.”

“Then think back to the women you’ve had sex with in the past. How do our subjects compare?”

Not that it was any of his business. “If they keep this up, my dick’ll fall off. Is that better?”

“Very much so.” I almost smelled the blast of smoke out of his lungs, over the phone. “Be certain to write up a summary of your sexual escapades with each of them.”


Really stepped off the curb there, didn’t you, Doc?
 “So can you tell me how this formula works and what it is, or are you ready to admit that I’m part of the experiment?”

“The neural pathways for the active ingredient would only confuse you. Just keep enjoying the benefits and reporting the changes. In-full, this time.”

When someone wants to hide their work, you’d be a fool to trust him. But I knew what this life I’d fallen into depended on. “Will do.”

“See to it that you improve your records going forward. Fruit flies show their promiscuity through reproduction rates. Humans operate on a far slower timescale.”

These girls had never signed up for this, and I knew it. “I’m not
 breeding them, and how’s our employer justifying this?”

“Why should it matter to you?” Poor psychopaths go to prison. Smart ones go to Wall Street. And the geniuses among them can always find a position at GeneFactor.

I had a manager to introduce myself to, though. “Listen, our third subject expects me to show up soon. I’ve gotta go.”

The crackle of his cigarette flaring up popped through my speaker. “I expect far more documentation the next time around. Remember that.”

Recluses like Jaradale didn’t get out enough to collect many enemies. But I’m sure even his friends hated his guts too. If he’d ever had any.
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I was struggling to keep the family home put together, even if it was that ranch style that never falls apart. Largely because the diner wasn’t the cash machine it used to be. “What changed?”

“The waitresses.” He took another sip of coffee. “Once you came along, Ricky started hiring these tired-looking girls, and put em’ in those dumpy uniforms.”

The truth hurts. Especially when you’ve been denying it. “We’ll see how it goes. How long until you’ve got a painting done?”

“I’ll bring it around closing time, at the end of that week trial-period with her new look.”

“What difference will a painting make, by itself?”

Leaning closer, as if Brandi was still around, he whispered, “Once it’s done, you’ll get what you want out of her. I mean, I’ve always liked getting what I want. Don’t you?”

I shook my head, knowing a painting wouldn’t do that
 to anyone. Even to a girl as ditzy as Brandi, no matter how much she’d believe and follow along with anything.

He opened another sugar pack and let it pour in. “Now, if you’ve got time, I’ve got stories about your grandaddy and his pa you’ll get a kick out of.”

*
*
*

Brandi gave one of those fake, seductive giggles. “Even with all the guys who’ve hit on me since I started working for you, you’re the only one who's been nice without expecting anything in return.” A quick jerk of her hand darted my truck over the rumble strip.

“Hey!” I didn’t want to make Grandpa Nick’s 1955 Bel Air convertible a daily driver because of a wreck. “I can still fire your ass even if you’re not clocked in.”

Those eyes still had me locked in. “You wouldn’t, and you know it.”

“Just stop, alright? Busy as we’ve gotten, complicating things would make it that much worse.”

Brandi acted like she hadn’t heard a bit. Unbuckling her seat belt and letting it fly back, she chomped down on my zipper.


Fuck, fuck, fuck… Fuck!
 That old transmission shop of the McBay brothers was barely in sight, clear across enough flat land that it didn’t matter. My cock was out and getting harder than figuring the diner’s taxes.

“See?” Her fingers slid up my length until Brandi was playing with the tip. “Either it happens tonight, or I’m hounding your ass like this all day tomorrow.”

I was fucked, it had gotten through even that bunker she called a skull. My last-ditch excuse was weak, and I knew it. “What about your clothes? You gonna wear the same thing tomorrow?”

“You’ve got a washer and dryer, don’t you?” Brandi gave me a teasing lick.


Goddammit!
 I pulled into the nearest driveway and turned around. But even then, I thought I could defuse this clusterfuck.


*

*

*


Brandi closed tighter around me, from all sides and with all limbs. “So?”

That resistance I’d been putting up failed all at once. Upending her as I rolled over, Brandi was more than willing to surrender. Something about the girl had unraveled me, and I had no fucking clue how or why it happened.

Her arms and legs folded over me as I got on top. Feeling entitled or just insane, all I knew was, I had to have her. Right then and there.

Long nails dug through my shirt. Each line overwhelmed that nagging voice in the back of my head until I was downright mindless.

Thighs closed around me until the only thing keeping me from diving right into her was the front of my boxers. Tender and sliding against my cock, Brandi’s cunt soaked through until every one of the nerves on my shaft couldn’t tell her apart from a hot bath.

She fought back. Kinda. “What makes you think I’m that
 easy?”

Grabbing both wrists, I felt the blood rushing through her body. “Really, you’re gonna put up that tease act now?”

As much as her hands came to life and grabbed for any escape, she’d written a check I had to cash in. “Jim, stop!”

I was too mad with hunger to even think. “Don’t give me that now, of all fucking times.”

Brandi gripped harder around me. With a bite at my earlobe, her voice shattered that last hint of caution in my head. “Even if I tell you to stop...”

My lungs filled with what had to be an endless breath.

“…don’t stop fucking me.”

Her cheek nuzzled against my throat. I don’t know what it was about the scent of her hair, but it made Brandi that much more irresistible.

Throbbing as the folds of her pussy wrapped around soaked cotton, it was beyond tempting to rip my shorts down. Silken, burning thighs did the work for me.

I couldn’t hold it in anymore as my tip almost shot through. Leaning all my weight against her palms, what I’d thought all along came out. “You’re too damned beautiful.”

Brandi squeezed every one of her fingers around mine. “I didn’t ask you to be nice to me.”

I’d already gone vicious enough to thrust a couple inches into her. As she jerked her head back, all I saw was neck and blonde.

Totally ensnared between her arms, legs, and cunt, I didn’t fight how awesome she was inside. Like a flood hot enough to turn any thermometer into a grenade, I could hear myself ramming that passage as much as I felt it.

A kiss at my shoulder fried my senses. Pulling both of her hands down to the narrowest curve of her hips, I was ready to steam ahead and go straight for the climax.

But that slit took me the rest of the way in, roasting my shaft until it felt molten inside her. The wiggle of her hips roved me around until I had
 to pull out.

All four of Brandi’s limbs tensed harder. “It’s fine... You can come inside me.”

It hurt too much as I thrashed out of her. Every cell in my body wanted to spear back in.

Letting go of Brandi’s arms and rising that white t-shirt up her body, my hands felt the dangerous curves all the way to the bump of her ribs. Coaxing the last barrier over her tits, I realized they were more perfect than anything I’d imagined.

Brandi took hold of the bottom hem, ripping the shirt up her arms and letting it fly off to parts unknown. “Why aren’t you fucking me?”

My body shivered as I pushed back in. The gratifying impact as my head met her back wall forced every muscle to give out.

And the crazy bitch kept getting angrier about it. Jerking her hips front to back, she was banging me.
 “Don’t tell me that’s all you’ve got.”

Whipping through and pushing down on Brandi’s shoulders as hard as I could, it felt like I couldn’t get monstrous enough with her.

“More!”

Trapped deep and slamming away with all I had, I never knew sex could this damn violent. Not that it stopped me from forcing her arms up again.

I didn’t have the energy left to fight back. Not that it was about to stop me. My hand closed around her throat until I felt the air rasp through.

“Do it! Fucking harder!”


Son of a bitch..
  Fighting tooth and nail to hold back, I was on the edge of coming already.
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