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AUTHOR’S NOTE:



Sorry folks, I had some garden stuff and kid-watching to do for a couple of weeks. Not to mention pulling extra weight after my wife had to have surgery. Everyone’s fine here, thankfully.

I’ll be trying to catch up on lost time with this series in the coming week, because I wanted it done by the end of May. There’s always something. But with my wife’s light workload and the garden only needing some water and weeding now, I’m hopping back in the saddle.


BIMBO PANIC! 3

The shop wasn’t busy when I messed up and swung by during Julia’s late lunch hour. Either way, Vida was more than happy to keep flirting away.

“So, now that Faith’s got what she needs...” Like back-lit emeralds, her eyes glowed. “What do you plan on doing with me tonight?”

After slamming Faith half-to-death, three times before dawn, I’d practically stumbled out of bed around the crack of noon.

“Well?” Vida grazed my forearm with her fingertips, barely enough to tease the hair.

I wanted to vault over the counter and bone her on the spot. “River’s got a submissive side, and Faith’s one of those hidden freaks. Which curve-ball are you about to throw at me?”

She grinned too hard. “Don’t look now, but one of my boyfriends is about to walk in.”

Unbuttoned polo shirt, gold chain on the outside, and the muscle tone of a pro golfer, decades past his prime. If Vida would have been willing to lower standards far enough for this guy, she’d have been fucking her way to the bottom. “What the hell is that
?”

“Andy Petrakis.”

I could smell him from behind the windows, like someone had all of ten seconds to spray gallons of cologne on an obese gorilla. He kept waddling at the door. “Wait, is he the loud motherfucker with all the used-car commercials?”

“One and the same.” Vida licked her chops as fingers like sausages grabbed at the handle. “If he’d keep his dick in his pants, Andy could be the richest scumbag in Staten Island.”

I kept my mouth shut as he trudged in.

“Vida! Ready for that date yet?”

“Not yet, Andy. Did Sheila catch you again?”

“Lipstick on my collar this time.” As he smiled like the bullshit salesman he was. “If I could write off gifts to my wife, I’d save a mint every year.”

If he was the lemon baron fucking his clientele to make up for missed payments, cheap hookers would have been cheaper and way more sanitary. But I still held my tongue.

Vida reached under the counter, like she had his number dialed in. “Rouge de Provence, from the batch five years ago. That’s Sheila’s favorite, right?”

Making a show of it as he pulled the money clip from his back pocket, Petrakis slapped his greasy skin on the glass. “I’ll take it.”

Thankfully, I was far enough away. But under the cheap cologne, I picked up the reek of styrofoam, grease, and corn syrup. The untreated type-two diabetes was that strong in that guy.

Shooting a fast wink at me, Vida took the bills and handed the bottle over. “Keep letting hold me onto the change, and you won’t have to give ‘just the tip’ for much longer.”

My whole body shuddered. If she fucks him, her ass is gone...


Andy snatched the perfume out of Vida’s hands. “One of these days, I’ll make you my fourth wife.”

She looked at me. ‘Never,’ couldn’t have come across hard enough.

He was already turned around, not even giving me a glance. Mercifully, that thundering asshole waddled straight out.

Puffing my cheeks, I leaned against one of the display cases. “Now I’ve gotta mop the trail of slime he left.”

Vida put her elbows down and cradled her face, careful not to touch any spot Andy had. “You think he’s got it bad for me, wait until Julia tells her stories about him.”

“So what’s the catch? All three of you treat her like this saintly enigma.”

Twirling on finger through a curl, Vida didn’t even look up. “She’s alright. If anything, you’d probably call her MILF-as-fuck.”

“Legit MILF in her thirties, or just a bitch with a baby and a record of poor life choices?” Because there is a difference.

“She doesn’t have any kids, but she’s in that age bracket you probably like.”

Based on what I’d seen of the employees so far, the absolute dog of the group would rank a solid nine and a half. And plenty of women get better with the right amount of age. “Care to give specifics?”

I’d stepped on a hook, and Vida knew it. “She’s not old enough to be your mom. Maybe Faith’s, at the far end. You’ll like what you’re about to see.”

And I hadn’t forgotten the arrangement. “I take it she’s down your alley too.”

The rumble of a car pulling out made both of us look over. Petrakis was behind the wheel of a flashy, yellow Camaro. Chrome wheels, the top down, and all. The official car of ‘peaked in high school.’

A horn blared out and another car passed from the opposite direction. Some boring Audi. Silver, with base-model trim.

Vida leaned close. “She’s back.”

“So, again, what should I know ahead of time?” Other than the fact that Julia didn’t go out of her way to stand out.

“None of us really have a bad thing to say about her. Julia keeps the hours balanced, does her job in making sure everything runs as it should, and then she goes home. I couldn’t ask for a better supervisor.”

Which was great, on my end. But it wasn’t what I was getting at. “Nevermind.”

It didn’t take long for the fittest blonde in her mid-thirties I’d ever laid eyes on to walk in. Julia gave me a polite smile and made a beeline for the office.

Vida motioned like she was spritzing some of the product on herself. “I’m sure you brought a sample. Tell her who you are, and just be honest. The one thing she can’t stand is bullshit.”

It wasn’t my currency either, even if I’d have to chuck some her way. “Sounds fair.” And I really wanted to see what was barely hiding under those black jeans, ASAP.

Julia glanced up at me like she expected a visit, then I caught a hint of ‘who the hell are you?’ But the change in ownership had to register in her head, judging by the way it dropped a second later. “You must be Carter.”


At least you know what name to use.
 “Yeah, that’s me. I’ve gotta say, all the employees I’ve met haven’t said a cross word about you.”

“Has Vida told you about Andy Petrakis yet?”

“Before he even slithered through the door.” And I still hoped he’d find some traffic to play in. “Guy’s a piece of work.”

Julia rolled her eyes and softened around the edges. “If you’re not like him, we’ll get along fine.”

In some way, I was. Not that I was about to spring the new lodging on her yet. “Don’t worry about that. Dipping your fingers in the sugar bowl is just inviting drama.”

“That’s not what Vida told me.” Julia almost grinned and grinned at me the wrong way. “River acts like she’s pretty sweet on you. How’d you pull that off?”

Stammering for a moment, I pulled out the one ace I had up my sleeve. “Entertaining her BS.” I sat the vial of Succuba Alpha on the desk. “I also brought this. New stuff, directly from the people funding me.”

Like she’d handled liars before, Julia rolled her chair back. “You need me enough to make this a safe question, so what’s the catch here? Don’t tell me this is one of those sad attempts at sparking a trend.”

I didn’t know shit from Chanel No. 5. Which meant it’d be best if I kept my mouth shut after laying down the rules. “My boss just wants to know what you think of it, and how it could be improved.”

Julia pulled the cap off and took a whiff. Then another after what felt like eternity. “It’s not terrible, just like Vida said. But I agree with her. It needs some work on the top-end.”

“Noted. I’ll pass it along.”

But she’d been running the place long enough to see through me. “No, companies are always trying to pass their cheapest ingredients as the newest fad. Either they’re not about to change the formula, or you’re pulling something. Out with it.”

The one out I had left blared like a fire alarm. “The guy who bought this place told me how to mix it up. What’s not in proportion?”

“Nothing, because something in it is just off.
” Julia pulled one of the heavyweight business cards out of her caddy and gave it a generous spritz. Another sniff changed everything about her body-language. “It’s not bad, exactly. But it’s not good either.”

I watched her cheeks. By the time her third test had passed through, the blush had already taken hold. “So what do you think now?”

“Still mediocre, but the after-notes are growing on me.”

Julia had already huffed in as much as the others, combined.

Then she looked at me again. “Don’t tell me you’re using that
 stuff.”

“What?”

“It’s not the desperate hog pheromone junk they pitched in the 90’s. But it gives me the same impression.”

By then, I was out of excuses. “I mix the samples in the ratios they tell me to. Beyond that, I don’t know anything.”

The way she buried her nose in the card just felt wrong. Like Julia had become addicted already. “The more I try it, the better it smells. I’m fine with stocking a few bottles, because a few customers might like it.”

My first instinct was to grab the sample out of her hand. But from the back of my head something got in the way.

Julia screwed me over, driving the conversation to anything else. “Do you know why I left my ex-husband?” Which was another marker of Succuba Alpha taking hold.

“I didn’t even know you had an ex. And it’s none of my business.”

“Maybe I’ll tell you later, then. Now what’s this about a free room?”

Digging for my wallet, I tried not to smile. “We can’t offer much of a raise, but it would save far more if you take advantage.”

Julia picked the card out of my grasp. “That’s a bit of a drive from here, but the extra gas wouldn’t be a tenth of my rent. From what Vida’s told me, everyone’s taken care of like royalty.”


If you want to frame it like that, sure, go ahead.
 “Nobody works here because they wouldn’t rather be doing something else. It’s worth it to make staff feel like they’re gaining something instead of just treading water to stay alive.”

“We agree on that, then.” Julia turned her chair back to the monitor. “I’ve got things to do tomorrow, so I won’t spend the night. But I’ll at least visit and see if living there could work out.”

Staring at an inventory list and shooting me a quick smile, I knew Julia wanted me to leave. “I’ll cook for five, then.”


I tried to leave right after, but Vida had snagged me to the side. “You probably hadn’t noticed, but somethings a little different about the sample. I could smell it from here.”

Fingering the vial out, I looked at the clear fluid. It was closer to full than it had been the day before. “How so?”

“The top note was stronger. Did you even let it steep?”

Having looked up enough of the basics, I knew the exact non-answer to give. “Maybe for a week. Is that bad?”

“I overheard enough. Either before or after Julia shows up, I’m educating your ass.” Vida took the glass away from me and sprayed her wrist, directly. “Oh yeah, something’s changed.”


That bastard’s snuck his morons in again.
 “Looking forward to it.” But not as much as my next round of yelling at Jaradale.


Letting the massive pan of chicken and vegetables roast, I cringed every time Vida mentioned any herb. Especially rosemary, which I’d tossed too many fresh sprigs of on top of dinner.

“The aromatic notes are what sells it, but always let the carrier scents dominate.” She leaned her ass against the counter and grabbed the edge. “But I still want to know what that top comes from.”

“If I knew, I’d tell you.” And I wasn’t lying. It wasn’t like she had a degree in organic chemistry.

“Judging by the smell right now, you think more is always better.”

The doorbell rang through the house. “Yeah, I get it.”

Before I could get away, she added, “Then stop adding shit willy-nilly like a frat boy who dowses himself with body spray.”

I couldn’t tell if she was talking about the food or the test samples. But Jaradale wasn’t admitting to anything. Even though I knew the one vial I’d used had been tampered with.

Another ring of the doorbell got me jogging. It’s the only thing I hated about a place that big. Even taking a piss called for a hike.

Unlocking the deadbolts and trying to look friendly as possible, Julia’s change into a form-fitting t-shirt and shorts almost dropped a third testicle between my legs.

“They’re wearing this stuff, aren’t they?”

Something had been off since I’d gotten home. But those words were all it took to pinpoint the mystery change. “I fixed up a new batch earlier.”

Julia wrinkled her nose. “Maybe cut the top in half from there, and rosemary isn’t helping any.”

“That’s supper.” I closed the door behind her. “Make yourself at home, even if you don’t plan on moving in.”

As she followed the scent of the food, I bent close to one of the vents in floor. The vague, chemical smell almost poured out with the cooler air. Don’t tell me…


Because it’s not like I could put it past Jaradale to spike the HVAC system with Succuba Alpha. At least I knew to keep even more detailed notes from then on.


I hadn’t been able to put my finger on what they meant by that ‘top-note’ until then. As we sat around the dining table, the lingering odor connected the right neurons in my brain.

River acted like she was about to walk off, but stopped at the last second. “Alright, Carter. I know you can smell it too. What’s going on?”

The other three stared like I’d just started jerking myself over their plates.

Putting off a kinda-real answer wasn’t in the cards anymore. “I’m still in the dark,” which was true, “but that mystery compound is making all of us crazy enough to hit a mental ward.”

Julia scratched the tines of her fork against her plate. “And you exposed us to it, knowing that much?”

“Not until recently.”

She smirked in a way I couldn’t read. “How
 recently?”

For the life of me, I couldn’t have bluffed if I’d tried. “Today, if you really have to know everything I do so far.”

Vida and Faith glanced at each other.

Then Julia scratched one more cringe out of the porcelain. “I believe you... Kinda.”

Pulling my phone out, I tapped at Jaradale’s number and handed it her way. “If you want to confront him about it, now’s your chance. I don’t like it either.”

I should have heard the steps getting closer. But then hands closed on top of my shoulders.

River’s voice drifted through my ear. “Bullshit.”

She was right, in a way. But it still pissed me off. “Excuse me?”

Both of her hands left me before I stood all the way up. “Fix your own problems, but don’t screw things up for the rest of us.”

Part of me wanted to turn around and slap the white off her face. “And you think you could handle this any better?”

River snatched the phone out of my hand and pressed it against her ear.

About the time it registered with me, it was too late to stop her.

Trotting away, River turned around and asked, “Who is this?”

Every one of us stopped.

“Really?” River turned halfway around. Then she crossed her legs as she leaned against the corner of the table. “That’s
 the formula?”

Because of course Jaradale would tell her what he’d been keeping from me.

“Okay, I’ll let Carter know. Thanks!”

You could have heard a pin drop.

Then she giggled.

Another hour contained in a single breath passed.

River finally put my phone down. “As it turns out, our dear boss is using us as his own lab-rats.”

Bitch…

“And more than that, it’s why he’s moved us into this place.”

I waited for every one of them to draw silverware, aimed directly at my ribs.

Then Faith slammed her hands down. “You know Carter’s tried to hold us back, from the start. I don’t trust whoever you just talked to.”

River kinda shrugged. “Fair enough.” Then she looked at me. “But he did play along with it.”

My feet locked in place, no matter how much I wanted to run.

An arm slid across my back until I felt curls slide over my neck.

Vida reached down to my belt. “If you haven’t seen the guilt in him yet, that’s on you. Go fuck the real boss and show us your true colors. We always knew you would.”

River picked my phone up again, but the screen was already dark. “Wait, you’re all really dumb enough to fall for this shit?”

Finally, she’d pushed my
 limit. “Maybe they don’t like you, because you keep acting like you’re smarter than everyone else. But as it turns out, you’re not.”

She couldn’t have shot a ‘go fuck yourself’
 look hard enough.

“Go ahead. Tell me I’m wrong.”

River started to open her mouth.

Then Julia chuckled from her seat. “He’s right, you know… I’ve been hoping you’d grow up for the past couple of years, but you never do.”

“So what, you’re all about to fire me?”

My first instinct was to do exactly that. But I felt a grip on my thigh.

It could only have been Julia’s. “You dingbat!” Then she used me to push herself up. “We think you could learn better! Why do you have to keep proving us wrong, at every turn?”

I knew enough to sit back and enjoy the fireworks.

River kept blinking, unable to say a damn thing.

Julia squeezed my arm, like I didn’t fucking matter. “Well? Should we keep giving you a chance?”

I looked at Vida, who wasn’t about to say a word either. Then at Faith. Same thing.

“Out with it! Why should we keep giving you shot after shot?”

Hints of tears welled up in the corners of River’s eyes. Finally, they’d broken her in a way I never though I’d see.

As Julia wound up for another salvo, I had to put my hand on her shoulder. “Easy. I think that ‘top-note’ is making you act weird too.”

All eyes were on me again. Like they expected an answer.

I leaned both palms against the table. “If there’s one thing I can trust my
 boss to do, it’s the wrong one. I can’t tell you the formula, because I don’t know it either. And that’s the honest truth.” So I turned to River. “What did say was in it?”

Fighting back the waterworks, she almost rolled over and showed her stomach to the rest of the pack. “Succuba Alpha. Whatever that is.”

“And he’s never told me what it is.” When you want people to believe you, always spill the truth without hiding anything. “I’d been doing fruit fly trials on the stuff for a year, and then your store got sprung on me for human testing. Beyond adding four milliliters of it per liter to the samples, that’s all I know.”

Faith asked the question I’d been leading them to. “So what did it do to the flies?”

“Behavioral changes. Things like increased socialization, hyperactivity, and early maturity without a reduced lifespan.” Which was my code for ‘they started fucking like meth-addled rabbits.’

Ever the concerned matriarch, Julia popped an open hand against the back of my head. “You exposed us to this without letting us know?”

It’s not like blurting ‘I just did, didn’t I?’ would have helped my case. “Stick your nose to a one of the air vents before I go the basement and shut off the air conditioner. If I wanted to keep hiding this, why would I keep talking?”

All four of them scanned the room and found a grate. I was fine with slinking away, if only to save my own ass.

Cutting the pump off at the breaker once I was downstairs, I happened to look over at the unit itself. Two black bottles hooked into the vents with airline tubing sat on the floor. One was labeled ‘O2.’

And the other… ‘SA-1046.’ The same abbreviation for that damn top-note I’d been mixing in.

Right after unhooking everything, I grabbed a screwdriver off a shelf and depressed the pin in the valve. Fine mist shot out, coating me with the stuff.

That smell confirmed it even more. Jaradale had sent his men over. If I were a shittier person, it would have seemed like a gift.


Gotta wash this off of me, before they smell it.
 Diffused, it seemed a little more concentrated than the ‘perfume samples.’ But now I was soaked.

Opening the door at the top of the stairs, I saw the last thing I wanted to. Or rather, all four of them. “Get back, I’ve got the shit all over me!”

An instant of recognition hit them at once. Then, just as quickly, it faded away.

“Back the fuck off!” I tried busting through them.

Hands grabbed out until I was caught. The harder I fought, the more their nails sank in.

Not good…

Faces pushed into my shirt like I’d dusted myself with cocaine and tried running through a rehab wing. Then bodies writhed against me, trying to absorb every last drop through their skin.

This whole experiment had gone too far. Maybe if Jaradale had kept the parameters the same, I would have gotten my rocks off, taken notes, and come out the other end intact. But now I was a walking drug in a house full of fiends.

Someone whispered in my ear, “We don’t care anymore.”

My shirt pulled over my head. Forcing one leg free, I bolted out enough to get a couple of feet between myself and that herd of Jonesing nymphomaniacs. The sounds of hands and knees hitting the floor, and then my shirt ripping between them meant I’d saved my own ass.

Instead of wasting what time I had left, I didn’t even look back as I ran. Maybe washing myself off would keep the horde at bay. Or maybe it would take a sandblasting.

But as far as I was concerned, fuck the job. This trial was over.


Locked inside my room, I didn’t dare stick my head out. Quiet as it was, all the paranoia of the last survivor in a zombie movie washed over me. Every sound felt like a threat that could come busting through the door.

As footsteps kept getting more frequent, I pushed the dresser over. They were giggling instead of groaning. But I knew the kind of privacy lock on the door only needed a hairpin to pop open.

Even worse, I’d left my phone downstairs. The lone window had a drop, twenty feet onto landscaping gravel, and my keys weren’t on me either. Given the days since Faith’s first exposure and how she hadn’t calmed down, all they’d have to do is wait until I got starved out of hiding. The sink in my attached bathroom keeping thirst at bay wouldn’t save my ass.

Trying to run their latest dose through my head, it had to be on the epic side. Trace amounts were in the samples, and I could still pick up a hard reminder Succuba Alpha on my skin. Even after my tenth shower.

Someone bumped against my door and tried the knob.


Out of all the batshit-crazy ways I thought it might end…
 It felt like one of those ironic punishments straight out of Dante’s Inferno
. But I wasn’t even dead.

Another shove pushed the whole door in a fraction of an inch. Then I heard someone jiggle at the handle.


Fuck.
 The old trick of tying sheets together would have gotten me far enough to twist an ankle. If only I’d had the lengths of rope every other bedroom had in their bottom drawers, I could have been golden to run like hell.

One more push had me on edge. Then I heard some mumbling.

Two of them would have been an easy thing to handle. But now there were four, and each one of these girls were foaming at the mouth for my dick.

Hiding in the bathroom would have bought me a few seconds. Maybe.

The dresser pushed back, digging against the floor with a chest-rattling moan.

I was getting my brains fucked out, one way or the other. Even covering myself in the sheets and pretending to sleep wasn’t in the cards. It’s not like that’s ever stopped them, at lower doses.

Hands reached through the gap. Someone flipped the lights off as I backed into the corner.

Then Faith’s voice called out, “Carter… You’re only pissing us off.”

Part of me wanted to take advantage and accept my fate. Four dream-girls going absolutely mad, just to get a chance with me, would have been a fantasy a couple of weeks ago. But I wasn’t Jaradale’s type of scumbag.

Scooting the door even further, the hallway’s lights told me that they’d all changed into that black lingerie in their own dressers. Even Julia. With tits almost bursting out of that ribbed leather, I was afraid to think of how she’d squeezed into that thing.

One more look at the window sank my heart. With no way out and River climbing over the final hurdle, into the room, I knew what was about to happen.

Vida started climbing in as well. When those two pulled the dresser, Faith and Julia came pouring in.

“Alright, you got me!” Bolting through was the last grasp I had, but I knew it wouldn’t work. I tried pointing at all of them. “Calm your shit, and tell me who gets dibs tonight.”

Every one of the wiggled at the same time. Then River pushed herself to the front. “You, dumbass.”

I didn’t know how to react. From the start, they’d been in control. And I hadn’t noticed the pattern until now.

Vida forced herself through. “No, he owes me after last night. Faith, River, get the fuck out.”

Julia turning back to them made me feel better. For all of a second. “You heard her. Go on somewhere.”

The junior staff clambered their way out, but my shop’s manager and top sales-chick weren’t showing any mercy.

Vida turned to her boss. “So if I get him at the end tonight, that means you’re getting Katie over here. For your own turn. Carter doesn’t look too keen on putting another one of us in the loop.”

Julia lifted her turtleneck from the waist. “I can do it, but you’d better find those samples.”


Now come on, dammit!
 The final staff member hadn’t had any exposure, but Doc Jaradale’s game all but guaranteed I couldn’t stop them. “You’re all nuts, but I don’t think any of you will listen at this point.”

Both of them looked at me in unison, before I could even respond. “Nope!”

And then Vida kept pushing Julia’s top higher, until I saw the straps of what our manager had arrived in. “It’s your fault. Why not enjoy what we’ve turned into?”


Because I’m not a psychopath.
 Like Jaradale, and likely his own bosses.

I pushed myself against the headboard until my spine almost snapped in half. Yet the kept inching closer.

Vida finished pulling Julia’s top off and then got to work on her manager’s jeans. As they tore down, that fancy, strappy getup she’d wore over caught my attention.

If I was gonna get fucked, a hot blonde couldn’t be the worst way to start the night.

Julia crawled over the bed until she was right on top of me. “So, now that you’ve got us here, why are you acting like you’re scared to death?”

Without the whole Succuba Alpha baggage, it would have been a fantasy brought to life. In fact, everything about the situation I’d found myself in was the kind of shit I’d dreamed about. Four women crazy for my dick like it was a drug they couldn’t get enough of, and my ass was getting paid to do nothing more than take notes on how they acted.


No point in fighting it.
 My whole body relaxed. “If we’re doing this, get on it.”

She leaned close, barely an inch from my face. “I was hoping you’d keep up the choir-boy act. “

The way she ground her cunt against me drove the point home. “Oh no. Help… Some crazy blonde’s about to ride me into the sunset. Lord have mercy.”

“Well now you’re just mocking me.”

“So what if I am?” My hands drifted up to her waist, feeling the slick texture of that black bustier.

Julia pressed down with all of her weight. “Hard already. I like it.”

The slightest nudge made her grind. “Wait, I thought you were getting pissed about me making fun of you.”

Vida grabbed my ankles through my jeans. “It’s easier to kill you with kindness. But keep going, that sad, little fight you put up was fun while it lasted.”

The front of my pants loosened as Julia slid down my thighs and worked my belt and zipper open. Feeling her get just out of my reach, I traced my fingers down to her bare knees. “If I have to deal two blondes in my house, at least one of you has experience.”

“I’m not a slut like River.”

“You’re doing a great job of telling me otherwise, right now.”

Julia smirked and pulled my cock out. “Vee, why didn’t you warn me about this? It’s been a while, and Carter looks just big enough to hurt.”

Vida worked my shoes and socks off before crawling around. “It’s not like you have to ride him, right this second. I could help get you ready.”

An unspoken ‘it’s a deal’ passed between them. Pecking each other on the lips, I felt all four hands graze against my shaft. Then Julia got off me as Vida moved toward the foot of the bed.

MILF-tastic herself bent down, all smiles until she was dangerously close to my tip. One breath flowed over my skin.

Enraptured by the gaze, I barely noticed Vida untie the knots of Julia’s hip-hugging bottom. It fell off our newest housemate, leaving the full peach curve of her ass in view.

Her tongue flicked at the crease in my head. It wasn’t only Julia’s pretty face that had me throbbing. Whatever Vida had gotten up to behind her made her wince then and giggle, in the best way possible.

Another smooth tease cut my next breath short. Hairs rose on the back of my neck while her mouth took me halfway in.

My tip bathed in all that searing heat. Then her taste-buds rubbed down my length. With plenty of force, but in no damn hurry.

Our resident mid-thirties goddess shifted forward, pushing her tongue even harder against that ridge down the center of my cock. Somehow, it was calming. Like she wanted me to lie back and let her take control.

Clenching my teeth and rushing air out of my nose, I fought the groan she kept teasing up from my core.

Half a whimper rattled my bones. Then Julia eased her way back, wrapping her fingers around the base for a tender stroke, letting the spittle glide skin and against skin.

Vida left Julia to work the minor case of shakes out and almost dove toward my lap. The sudden grab and inky black of her pupils tore my attention away from those dangerous curves. It was supposed to be her night for a reward, after all.

Both of them licked at me like it was a fight. A hard moan welled up in my throat. Bunching the sheets in my fists, it took all I had just to keep silent.

Tongues warred over territory. Vida on my left, and Julia on my right.


Still dressed for work?
 That wouldn’t do, because Vida was too fucking nice to look at. I almost reached her ass for a slap, grabbing the bottom hem of her turtleneck instead.

The momentary break as Vida let me pull her head and arms free was all Julia needed to sink me to the back of her throat.

Feeling my knuckles go white, threads on the comforter popped as I held on for dear life. As if that little show meant something.

Julia delivered on a promise I hadn’t even heard. Shaking her head and letting my dick bounce around in her mouth, the pressure didn’t let up until the soft flesh in the back of her mouth twitched.

But she wasn’t rushing to rear back. A slow rise and her lips pressing around my girth coaxed out the grunt I’d been holding in.

Vida took over the slack, dropping her face until I was most of the way in another mouth.

My fingers let go, spreading until I felt the muscles on the upper side of my forearms ache.

Julia started working Vida out of those pants. The sound of denim slipping over thighs barely made it through the moans shivering my cock. But as each of Vida’s knee’s lifted, she let her face drift further down my length. All the way until I felt those plush lips squeeze against my hilt.

She nestled in, full-throating me like a dream.

I was already feeling that temptation to come. But then the smoke-show blowing me stupid wouldn’t ease up until my second round fired out.

The pressure kept building, and Vida wasn’t letting off. Feeling the shift on the mattress, the whimper around my dick told me that Julia was repaying Vida’s favor.

Another spasm jerked over my tip. Vida forced herself back, leaving me chilled as she collapsed her face into my abs. “Holy shit, keep doing that!”

Whatever Julia was doing to her, it only took one hand. As the front of Vida’s bra hit my lap, I had a clear path to push my cock through, the bottom nestled against her chest as both tits folded around the sides.

One more slam of her face had my knees chattering together. Close as fuck to getting incapacitated, that whole coil between my legs started unraveling until it threatened to send everything crashing down inside my head.

Maybe it was pity. Or perhaps Julia wanted to drive the point home. Her mouth left me as both of her hands clawed down my chest.

Pure heat folded around my dick. “I don’t care if it’s too much. I need it. Now.”

With bare pussy sliding dangerously close to letting my tip enter the doors of Valhalla, I gripped both hands on the covers again. Soft and hot.
 Just the way I like them.

Julia’s fingers ran up my sides. A little more of that smirk and the Succuba Alpha blush unraveled just how much she wanted it.

The edge of her passage took me in. Like a heated well, the warmth kept going down my shaft until every inch started cooking. About the time I was all the way through, Julia trembled like she was ecstatic just to get that much.

I reached up with one hand, grabbing between the leather straps over her stomach. Once I felt stitches push back, I was guiding her like with full control.

Both of her arms crushed into the pillow under my head. Wiggling and swaying to some quiet rhythm with her hips, Julia eased her face next to mine. “It’s been almost a year, but that doesn’t mean you have to be gentle.”

As if I was in control or something. “You’re the one on top.”

Another swish of her ass rolled my cock through her pussy. Letting the moan slip, Julia pushed our cheeks together. “I really get the prize tomorrow, when Katie’s here?”

Lasting until I could plant myself in Vida wasn’t guaranteed. With Julia’s cunt begging me to come early, my mind had already frayed around the edges.

“You look like you’re ready.” Julia tucked her mouth next to my ear. “Should I go ahead and tell Vida she’ll have to cash in a rain-check?”

My hand kept guiding her up and down. Not that it wasn’t a dangerous game already.

Taking my lack of an answer as consent, our less-bitchy blonde twitched each side of her ass. Bumping herself to each side like that got me that final bit deeper, until I felt the bulb all the way inside her slide around my head. If she didn’t want kids before it was too late, I wouldn’t have believed it.

She dashed all the way up the ramp. Our bodies slammed together like Julia was trying to turn my pelvis to dust.

I was on the verge of letting go. Raw flesh slid against my dick until the tip grew and almost went critical.

Vida must have caught my body language, because she wasn’t having it. “Now come on! I already let Faith get the prize last night. You can wait for your own turn.”

Julia wasn’t fighting it, settling until I was locked all the way inside her.

Before she could get up, I had to growl, “Don’t you fucking move...” It wasn’t gonna take much to set me off at that point.

She crept up, staring at the tension in my neck. By the time I was out, my pulse beat at my temples like a drum.

Wasting no time, Vida had already splayed herself out on her back. The strip of panty over her cunt slid out of the way.

“You’re gonna have to give me a fucking minute.” I pulled my shirt off and collapsed against the bed. Every second I could stall felt like it was buying me another eternity in heaven.

My heart settled down enough to catch my breath, after who knows how long. Pushing up to my elbows, Julia had already taken over the empty space between Vida’s thighs. Because I guess she looked after her people more than I’d given the chick credit for.

She looked over at me as Vida shut her eyes from the deep fingerbanging. “You back with us, finally?”

The night’s princess was already bunching her shoulders up and gasping. So at least coming about the same time as her wasn’t about to be an exercise in heroic restraint.

Crawling into position as Julia pulled both digits out, I couldn’t help appreciating Vida in a new light. Dark-skinned, black curls, and green eyes that probably glowed in the dark. If I’d ever had a fantasy about some gypsy-looking supermodel, she’d have been my girl.

I kept both feet on the floor and pulled her ass my way. Legs hugged around my back. I had to put both hands down, stopping the fall before I face-planted right into her.

The slightest bump of my hips had me in. Hot enough to boil over and coursing against my shaft, Vida’s pussy wasn’t fucking around. I was doomed to come with her or die trying.

Before I rushed my way through, Faith and River squeezed their way into the room. Because that’s
 all I needed.

Slamming against Vida, I stared up at them. “Hold up, it’s her night.”

Neither of them even pretended I was there. Instead, they went for Julia.

Slipping out, almost to the tip, the weight of all four of them on the bed almost busted my loose. But I wasn’t leaving this cunt until it screamed for mercy. Even if the quick thrust back in tensed my nuts.

I pushed against Vida’s hips, grabbing hard and forcing her up and down.

She got into it, rolling to each side just enough to get herself whining. Her ankles pushed harder against my ass. Then she gave it the full roll, showing off what those gym-sculpted abs could do.


Damn!
 Trying to jolt her into pieces, every bit of fight I put into it got matched. Ounce for ounce.

Tight, slick walls pulsed from entrance to roof. I’d felt an amazing cunt or three, all of which were to my right. But Vida’s body was pulling out all the stops, just to make sure I couldn’t.

But it didn’t matter. Something inside me broke like a cheap pencil.

Forcing both of my hands under her ass, I lifted and began slamming away. Vida kept wiggling herself, doing what I wanted her to before I could even tense a muscle for the order.

The dark-haired cyclone kept moaning close to my ear. Legs tensed, hands clasped behind my back, and curls kept whipping into my face.

Like every piece of her wanted to get me off, Vida refused to quit. Dripping folds and searing bumps kept easing up for every thrust. Then they goddamned clamped together, shortening every rip backward with another fraction of an inch.

It felt fine and like a dream come to life.

But then I felt more than a couple of hands on my ass.

Vida was ripping crimson lines from shoulder to kidney with her nail. A series of giggles behind me told me that Julia was up and helping the original two.

Finding out what I was made of, the last rush proved I wasn’t the brave hero I’d always thought I’d be. Pins and needles fired through my sack, drifting up until a new burst of sweat rushed through.

And you know Vida wasn’t about to help me. The slight dig of her nails along my side teetered me over the edge.

Her final round of screams blew out.

Even with my eyes shut, the feeling and the noise set the ball rolling. One more push at my hips locked me in.

It all came rushing forward at once.

Vida had me trapped with all four limbs, her coworkers kept leaning against me, and I wouldn’t have dreamed of pulling out.

But Jesus, I had to be speaking in tongues as the whole world went dark. Another burst of ramming kept me slinging into her. Then I felt the head of my cock swell up, pulling Vida with me as I tried gliding out one more time.

Arms and legs closed around me. My balance gave out at the same time as my breath.

Trapping me all the way in, Vida’s last cry broke the camel’s back.

I closed my eyes hard enough to see dancing colors. A pulse between my legs welled up, and then I went into overload. Bursting up my shaft, that first load felt like it was gonna collapse my lungs.

Hands kept pressing at my ass. More than two, and probably all eight.

Someone pushed the hair from over my ear. “That’s it, Carter...” Then I felt a slap on my backside. “Don’t hold back.”

Every burst clenched my teeth harder. About the time Vida lost her strength, I felt the last shot struggle to get out. Grunting it through, I pushed between the easing grip of her walls.

It took both of us what felt like eternity to even get our senses back. But staring at the clock on the wall, it might have been a couple of minutes.


If having an unlimited supply of pussy around had been my goal, there wasn’t a damn thing I’d have to do.

But even after giving in the night before, I couldn’t let Jaradale’s game stand. Those tanks of Succuba Alpha pumping through the vents proved that I was just his dupe. The only sleep he’d lose over this would be a result of him working late.

Julia was out, but I’d come to trust Faith enough to let her be my eyes and ears. Before heading out to meet Katie and fill my only standing delivery order, I pulled our redhead into my room. “I need a favor.”

She was itching to drop to her knees. “Such as?”

“Not like that.” It’d already gotten so bad that I couldn’t shake my head anymore. “If anyone
 shows up, you let me know, and record their asses. After Julia gets her prize tonight, I’ll have something special lined up for you, if you do.”

Faith perked up. “Those guys who showed up yesterday swore up and down that the central heat and air needed work.”

“Yeah, they can say that, but I’m letting you know ahead of time that nobody outside of us is allowed in. If they try forcing through or won’t leave, call the cops after you text me.”

She gave a mock salute. “Will do, Master Chief, sir!”

So at least I had a mole of my own. But now I had to figure out a way to burn Jaradale’s ass.

It’s not that I didn’t like having these girls around, the unlimited libidos they packing, or the amount of work on my end. But this was going too far.

Covering my own back, I went downstairs and took pictures of the dosing apparatus. Sending them to Dr. Cynthia Clare, as well as a copy of my contract, I didn’t know if I’d have backup or my walking papers by the time I came back.

But this shit couldn’t keep happening. If GeneFactor was really in the business of warping minds like this, I wanted no part of it.
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I turned my key and eased inside. Sitting the bag down by the door, I noticed the giant block in front of my couch.


Nuh-uh…
 Turning on the lights and stepping closer confirmed it. It was a block of money too wide to wrap my arms around, and taller than my own six-foot self.

I couldn’t stand myself on top of the couch fast enough. Ones, tens, hundreds… All the denominations were stacked in what looked like equal numbers.

I whipped my head around to the bag by the door and then back at the block of cash. “I’m not believing this shit. There’s no fucking way.”


Crack
! The floor dropped an inch beneath me. Taking an easy step down from the couch, I knew something was about to happen, even though I still thought it was a dream.

The pallet of money sagged lower. A few stacks toppled off as I realized what was about to happen.

“Oh hell!” I dove forward, wiping as many bundles off the top as I could. About four feet by four feet, tall as a man, and solid paper. There was no way the floor couldn’t handle all that weight.

I felt more pops a split-second before I heard them. Wiping off as many layers as I could, I hoped like it wasn’t futile. My stomach almost cleared my throat.

Grey dust and pure chaos enveloped all five senses, right down to the taste of copper in my mouth. My feet and ass hit solid ground. Then I felt the tsunami of money pile over me.

*
*
*

This totem had to have something to it, and I guessed I had one wish left for the month. “They’re gonna do whatever I say, no matter what.” Wedging the tip in a crack, I picked the statue up and slammed the nail’s head against the counter. It wedged in enough. A few more bashes had it in as much as any other. The fresh gouges in the laminate counter were the last things I was worried about.

From downstairs, Kylee’s voice rang out, sweet as a Shih-kah-go accent could manage. Which isn’t as exaggerated as people imagine. “I’m ticked, but it is money. And lots of it.”

“We know it’s not Nathan’s.”

Gee, thanks, bitch.

Kylee’s voice sounded like it was coming from their front door. “C’mon, we’d better check on him.”

Sierra’s words were clearer than ever. “I can see his ceiling, and it’s not busted, so how in the hell?”

I hardly ever heard someone coming up the stairs. Before I could stop hyperventilating, fists pounded against my door. My brain froze and I broke into a cold sweat. I didn’t know who to call, what to say, or even if I’d live through the night. Sierra had always seemed like the vicious type of blonde to me.

And sure enough, she yelled first. “Nate, open up!” They kept beating. I glanced at the cause of all this. It stared back with blank eyes from the porcupine coat of nails. “Nay-than!”


Shit.
 “I’ll be there in a second.”

Sierra wasn’t taking any crap. “How have you not
 noticed the big fucking hole?”

“I’m as confused as you are. Just calm down.”I turned the deadbolt and swung the door open.

Still in their Honkers tank-tops and pink hot-pants, they looked content as stoners watching the birds.

My head cocked on its own. “You two were pissed a second ago.”


*

*

*


Like my reasoning was little more than a kaleidoscope of stupidity and missing the point, Sierra huffed as she pushed both hands against the mattress. “You haven’t ordered us to do this, even though you could.”

“I made you suck my dick.”

“And you didn’t make Kylee here do anything when you realized she was in your bed. Not gonna lie, it was kinda sweet watching you two.”

I saw the hint of bitch come back to her face, knowing Sierra had heard what I’d said about her. The time for new orders had come. “Both of you,” I locked eyes with Sierra and then with Kylee, “tell me what you’re really after.”

Kylee let go of me and scrambled out of the covers, sitting on her knees beside Sierra. Answering first, she offered, “I’m not ready to settle down with anyone in particular, and it sounds more fun and rewarding than working at Honkers until I’m too old to do it anymore.”

Staring knives at Sierra, I asked, “And your excuse?”

At least when she was honest, Sierra had the kind of bluntness I liked in a person. “I don’t give a damn what you think. I do what gets me paid.”

“Fine.” I pushed myself up and whipped the covers off of myself. “You two show me what I’m getting. If I like what I see enough on the test drive, I’ll go for it. Five-thousand more for both of you, either way.”

With their rent paid for the year with only a day’s effort, they weren’t protesting with their faces. Sierra pushed the issue first, crawling over the bed until she was over Kylee.

Hands wrapped around heads as their lips met. Whether it was their first time trying something like this or not didn’t matter. They were damn good at it anyway.
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