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AUTHOR’S NOTE:



Holy returning characters, Batman! I didn’t plan on putting Dr. Cynthia Clare in a second scene, but it kinda happened. Not that I’m spoiling the story by any means, because everyone expects it from me by now.

Part five is already coming along, and the next series is getting prepped to slam out fast. I don’t have too much to say here, so I’m not about to make something up to fill space. Enjoy.


BIMBO PANIC! 4

I’d sent Julia to work with the sample meant for Katie. Loathe as I was to drag yet another girl into this madness, at least nobody could say I wasn’t doing my job.

Especially not Dr. Cynthia Clare, who I had
 to speak with. Jaradale’s latest stunt had crossed the line and dashed several more miles.

After several attempts to get her on the phone, the receptionist finally stopped waving me off. “Dr. Clare has a slot of time when she can talk right now, but given the reason for the contact, she requests a video conference.”

“That’s fine. When it’s this important, I don’t care how she wants to speak.”

“Understood, Mr. Carter. I’ll let her know and forward the link to your work email.”

Kinda old-fashioned in this day and age. Not that it mattered. “I appreciate it.”

All the weight of dealing with this on my own started to lift, but the threat of losing my income, house, and harem felt just as heavy. Life had just gotten amazing. Yet here I was, possibly about to fuck it all up.

My phone chirped. Clicking the link as soon as it loaded, I held my breath and watched the screen.

The face behind the name staggered me back a little. Stern, but outright beautiful behind those glasses and severe resting-bitch-face. “You’re persistent and brave. I’ll give you that much credit. What’s this about, Mr. Carter?”

“Dr. Jaradale.” I gulped a frog the size of a cat down my throat. “I know this might be cause for my termination, but I have several
 ethics complaints about his study.”

“Your human test subjects. Do they seem happy with their new lives?”


Well, fuck. She’s about to take his side.
 “I’m afraid that if I ask them, Succuba Alpha will do the talking.”

Her expression softened a little. “I took the opportunity to read your notes on their behavior. It’s clear that the welfare of the subjects is your primary concern. Otherwise, I wouldn’t bother speaking with you right now.”


They have names, you know…
 “Have you read my report of last night’s incident, or even checked the images I’ve sent you?”

“I am, right now. We didn’t expect such a dramatic change out of the blue.”

“Did the latest report from him include the alteration in experimental factors?”

Her face went right back to bitch-mode as she clicked a mouse a few times. “I want to see the report you
 sent to Dr. Jaradale. If he’s tampered with results for his own purposes as your pictures show, I have to inspect it for myself. Just to see how hard I should drive my foot up his ass.”

I fought back the urge to smile. “Since we’re on a video conference, I can show you right now.”

“By all means. I don’t mind sharing that he has filed complaints about your unwillingness to go along with the trial I approved. But you deserve your own say in the matter. The evidence speaks in your favor.”

Already halfway to the basement, I was glad the wi-fi worked down there. Because the cell signal didn’t. “It wasn’t just an increase in the dosage. The frequency has ramped up, dramatically.”

I already knew that Dr. Clare was a woman you didn’t want to piss off. Then whatever she was holding in her hand let out a snap
.

She kept silent while I went down the stairs. “Just give me a second. I’ve deactivated whatever he’s had installed, but it’s loaded with Succuba Alpha.”

As I pulled the cover off the central air system, Dr. Clare gasped loud enough that I could hear it. “Did you happen to document the flow on that valve?”

“No.” Which was my mistake. “But even I could smell it coming through the vents last night. It’s what made me check in the first place.”

Dr. Clare picked up her desk phone, as if we were done talking. “Janus, that emergency with one of our trials seems legit. It looks like I’m heading to New York, now
.”

I couldn’t make out what she was hearing, but I recognized the name. Janus Rickard, her own husband, ran the whole fucking operation. Apparently my issues deserved an escalation all the way to the top.

“Then hire a babysitter for Jareth.” She rolled her eyes. “One of our field researchers uncovered tampering from that
 asshole, again.”

Her husband’s voice busted through, almost loud enough for me to hear it through two microphones.

“No, don’t fire Dr. Jaradale right now, or even let him know what’s going on. He’d destroy all of his work out of spite.”

I couldn’t help tucking my upper lip in, nodding with agreement. Even if she wasn’t looking at me.

They exchanged a few more rounds before she hung up. Staring back at me, Dr. Clare asked, “Would it be a problem if I arrive sometime tonight?”

“What time, exactly?”

“You’re far enough away that it would be faster to book a flight.” She grinned, maybe around the edges of her mouth. “Just make sure that aerosol system is out of commission before I get there.”

Not that I wouldn’t fuck her, given half a chance. “I already disconnected everything, and I can’t smell the Succuba in the vents anymore. That doesn’t mean Jaradale didn’t hide a secondary pump elsewhere.”

“There’s an antidote we’ve developed, so I’ll have to take my chances with that.” The broad smile on her face looked like I was one of the few to ever see it. “You have my personal thanks for bringing the issue to our attention. I know GeneFactor doesn’t act ethically on all fronts, but I can’t let Dr. Jaradale get away with this
.”

I couldn’t help returning the look. “No, I’m just relieved the people in control of all this even care.” If only a little.

The noise of a keyboard rattling away filled the stream. “The first flight I can catch lands at five. After getting a car, barring any delays, I should be there by eight.”

Holding Dr. Jaradale to account mattered more than anything, but I was beyond happy to still have a job. “Our last test subject will show around the same time. Any specific directions I should take in how I treat her?”

“No.” Dr. Clare was already rifling through some drawer in her desk. “Pretend this like any other night in your trial. I’ll give them all an examination and dosage test later.”

My head turned and my eyebrows dropped a little. “You’re not canceling the whole experiment?”

“If everything you claim is true, we can still use the data. But given your care for the test subjects, despite your lack of the proper degree, I’ll put in a recommendation to hire you for an ethical watchdog role over this program.”

Which felt odd, since my honest opinion was that the whole damn thing shouldn’t have happened to begin with. “I guess I’m cooking for seven people tonight. Looking forward to it.”


Katie had already been there an hour. Mid to late-twenties, and riding that line between hot and classical beauty, I felt bad for not slobbering over her like I should. But world-class hotties in black jeans and a turtleneck were a daily thing now.

Rather than cooking, I called in a hefty takeout order and had Faith drive out to pick it up. Every page of research notes, instructions, and materials lists from the past year needed to be copied, organized, and packed in a box. Fit for Dr. Clare to take back to GeneFactor’s headquarters. Even if I’d have to pay to ship it myself.

I was putting the last touches on the crate of evidence against Jaradale in the basement lab when I heard the doorbell. Someone ran that way. Then the footsteps dashed for the stairwell.

River’s voice called out, “Your boss lady’s here!”

Tearing the last shred of packing tape, I tapped the lid shut. I’m either about lose my ass, or save my soul.
 And possibly both at the same time.

Coming out of the basement, I saw Dr. Clare’s hired ride drive off through the kitchen window.

Then Julia walked in, escorting the night’s unexpected guest of honor. “Carter’s right over there.”

Cynthia didn’t seem to care if anyone thought she was too high and mighty. “The only man here. I could have guessed that on my own.” Heels, black pencil skirt, white blouse, and a bun that screamed ‘business bitch’ gave me somewhat of a read of her.

I pushed a downturned hand at Julia, hoping she’d understand why I didn’t want Clare pissed at me. “I hope you had good flight, but I think we need to talk about why you’re here.”

Julia shrugged and turned away.

Dr. Clare dove right in. “This device you found, where is it?”

Guiding her back down the stairs I’d just come up, I didn’t say a word until we were standing on the poured cement. “Right over here.” I bent down and grabbed the screwdriver sitting on top of the heat pump. “If this compound didn’t stink to high-hell, it’d still be pumping through the vents.”

“And you documented the changes in your housemates?”

“You know it!” Even if it read like a letter to Penthouse
. “The whole catalog of my work is ready to ship, right now.”

“Good.” She bent down as I pulled the filter cover away. “I do wish you’d noted the setting on the pressure regulator for these tanks, though.”

“Other than pulling the hoses and clamping them off, I left everything alone.”

Beneath those glasses, her eyes shot wider than dinner plates. “Well, if that’s the case...” She leaned closer and pulled her phone out to take some pictures, “I’m amazed you even survived last night.”

I was too. “It’s all in my notes.” But now I had to know why
 GeneFactor had made this devil compound in the first place. “I might be shooting above my pay-grade, but what the hell were you people thinking, even clearing this trial?”

“We have our reasons for doing this research.” A few snapshots of the gauges seemed like all she needed. “But for your sake, I hope the effects of that much exposure aren’t totally permanent.”

Which meant I was the first to run a human test of the shit. “Their behavior is more extreme right after a dose. Give it a couple of hours, and they settle into whatever the new baseline is.”

She crossed her arms and leaned against the cinder block wall. “I’m not supposed to tell you this, but our Patrem formulas put both women and
 men into a similar state. Compared to that mess of side-effects, Succuba Alpha is a pussycat.”

I didn’t even want to think about something both better and worse than what I’d been dealing with. “Before you suggest it, I’m never giving consent to test Patrem for you.”

Cynthia cocked a little bit of a grin at me. “You wouldn’t qualify for the program anyway, even if your housemates would. Consider yourself lucky that I’m authorizing a long-term study.”

“Define ‘long-term.’”

“Indefinitely. With the shop, this operation is capable of funding itself. I see no reason to turn down a chance for years or decades of data.”

Job security is always a nice perk, but there’s always a demand for someone to do scummy things. “You’re uprooting lives here. What if this isn’t what these girls want out of life?”

Now she was practically beaming, flinching like showing happiness was painful. “The fact that you asked that question to begin with makes you the perfect man to oversee this. If you leave, what’s to say we wouldn’t hire another Jaradale to take your place?”

If they did that, these girls would get royally fucked, in just about every sense of the term. “Has anyone mentioned that you’re a heartless bitch?”

Dr. Clare’s head jerked back until it almost hit the wall. “That’s an odd thing to say to the woman who can guarantee a fantasy life that comes with its own paycheck.” Then she straightened up. “But that’s why I like you. You’re my kind of honest, Mr. Carter.”

I didn’t like her enough to correct the name. “So long as Jaradale is out, I’ll stay.” If only for the sake of these five nymphomaniacs I’d created. Letting another lunatic run the asylum couldn’t possibly end well.

“Fine, I’ll hold you to that promise.” Cynthia turned away and walked back to the stairs. “Under the condition that you let me observe the interactions here.”

My face heated up. “You read the notes. I think that’d be mighty intrusive.”

One heel snapped against a stair. “My son, Jareth, happened because one of our Patrem subjects decided to test his new ‘abilities’ on me. So I don’t want to hear your qualms about the observing party getting too involved.”

Her husband had to be devoted to her as Dr. Clare was to the damn work. “Shit…”

With nothing left to say between us, she left me there to process how my life had been turned on its head, yet again.


Dinner had basically dribbled between myself and Katie getting to know each other, and Dr. Clare avoiding every swarm of questions. As far as everyone else knew, she was here to represent our investor. Which was kinda true.

But now I had a small-town girl from Ohio who’d moved to New York City with dreams of hitting it big on my hands. Who wound up being the assistant-manager of a fucking perfume shop. To say the least, Katie had a bit of River in her.

I’d pulled her aside already. Letting her sit in the middle of the couch in the living room, sat in the reading chair across from her. “I didn’t we had a guest coming today, but I guess you’ve figured out how things work here.”

Soft and feminine, but with a little edge behind it, her voice had a way of putting me on guard. “You don’t charge rent, and there’s a pay raise. What the catch?”


You’ve already walked into it.
 Not that I was about to tell her more about the new product she’d sampled. “If you quit, out you go. That’s all.”

Her legs crossed at the thighs. If she’d been wearing a skirt, it might have meant something. “Julia told me about what happened last night.”


Well, fuck, she’s about to turn down the room.
 “I don’t expect you to do anything but clean up after yourself here and—”

“At first, I didn’t know if I should be disgusted or if she was lying. But I’ve warmed up to how things really
 go here.”

Which meant there was no telling what she’d heard. “Okay.” I looked at the doorway, hoping someone would come through and save my ass. But no dice.

Katie ran all ten fingers through her hair, letting it fall just short of her breasts. “We get to know each other tonight, and you finish with Julia.”

“What did she share about that, exactly?”

Nodding in a short, subtle burst, Katie’s cheeks rouged up. “We’ll have sex. As much she danced around it, by the end of our shift, Julia won me over.”

The higher concentrations in the new samples had a lot to do with that, I’m sure. Maybe at that level of dosage, simply thinking and speaking about a man was enough. Even if the girl had never met him.

I wasn’t nearly scummy enough to hold her job hostage, or even let her think I was. “Whatever happens, tonight or any other time, you’re not obligated to do anything you don’t want.”

“Julia told me you’d say something like that.” Katie stretched her arms down to her lap and bunched her tits up. “In fact, it’s kinda what she told me as well.”

Expecting no less of the store’s mother hen, if Julia weren’t like that, she’d have no business managing other people. “I feel like if I offer her a raise, she’d demand to split it evenly between all of you.”

“She offered to let me take her prize tonight.”

If I’d had a drink in my mouth, it’d have been spraying.

Julia leaned forward a little more. “In fact, that
 reward has been an obsession of hers, all day. I didn’t know what she was talking about at first.”

Without a baseline of her personality, my notes on Julia wouldn’t be the best. But that didn’t mean she couldn’t cast some light on the rest of them. “So how have the others changed?”

Katie thought a moment, smiling and biting her lip at the same time. “Vida acts mostly the same, but she’s always thought sex was just another wrench in her toolbox. And Julia? I didn’t know the woman had a libido until today.”

“What about Faith and River?”

She tucked her bottom lip in even harder. “Faith is more assertive, and River less so. Like they’ve balanced out.”

I still shuddered about dealing with the old River. “That makes sense, despite how little I dealt with them before they moved in.”

Her crossed legs swapped. “But Carter, I need to ask you something.”

“Go for it.” If I’d brought some wine and a couple of glasses, we could have talked for hours like this. But like I said, I’ve have misted the room with it already.

“Dr. Clare… Is she joining our group, running it, or just funding everything?”

The whole truth was even beyond me. All I could tell her is what I knew for sure. “The company that put me in charge sent her to analyze the new samples and generally check on things. Even she’s not the highest on the totem pole.”

Katie darted her eyes away from me for a second. “Well, what’s your opinion of how Julia’s running the place?”

I shrugged. “Can’t say I know enough about how everything works there, but she takes care of her people. When the boss is hell to deal with, you lose everyone worth a damn. I’m trying to keep that in mind, on my end.”

Hands gripped between my neck and shoulders. “Holding your opinion until you know what’s going on?” It had be be Julia. “That’s smart, so long as you don’t let anyone take advantage of it.”

Katie got up and almost strutted my way. She bent down, putting her hands on my knees. I was trapped between those two, but I wasn’t about to complain about it.

Searching for words, I gave up when the obvious ran through my head. Just shut up and fuck them silly.


They noticed the relaxation in my body. Julia broke the silence first. “We can’t have this. Overcoming his awkwardness is what I liked most about last night.”

As if they were on the same wavelength, their hands left my body. Katie returned to the couch, and Julia strolled around in her red sweetheart dress. I don’t know who pulled it, but the white sash around her waist loosened before Julia straddled Katie’s knees.

I didn’t see arms wrapping, and I didn’t just hear those two popping lips. Moans, fabric sliding, and a zipper stole my attention.

Every fantasy I’d had about some friends’ hot moms getting together when I was a teenager flooded back. Maybe Julia and Katie were on the younger side of that spectrum, but I didn’t give a fuck.

When the back of Julia’s dress lifted, that heart-shaped ass didn’t have anything else on it.

If I round up every pair of panties in this house and throw them away, there’s not a single one of them who’d pitch a fit.

More of that dress kept sliding up until the bottom hem came over the top. Katie’s turtleneck did the same.

It was until Julia pushed herself off that I noticed Katie was a quarter of the way out of those jeans. Dropping between her assistant’s legs, Julia kept tugging them down. Once they hit Katie’s shins, those heels popped off and landed on the coffee table.

Nude or still in her underwear, the body in front of her let my imagination run wild with Katie. It wasn’t until both her knees came together above Julia’s head that I saw the panties floating up.

Another round of whimpering and crying drifted out of Katie. Julia wasn’t letting her off easy. I could hear
 those fingers working some magic.


Good stuff.
 My elbows rested on my knees, supporting my chin. The chub between my legs pushed against the inside of my pants.

Katie’s knees wrapped over Julia’s shoulders. When those legs crossed again, I knew she was trying to get her boss to drive harder.

The fact that she had a face registered in my mind again. When Katie opened her eyes, we couldn’t look away from each other. One finger dipping into her mouth as she turned her head to the side was the final peace I’d have that night.

Curling every toe and gripping hard on Julia’s back, Katie never broke eye contact with me.

Hearing that swish
 inside the girl made my dick wanna burst. Fighting to keep my ass in the chair, my knuckles turned white as I steeled my grip.

Out of absolutely nowhere, Katie twitched both legs. Toenails, painted black as the rest of her uniform, pulled inward.

Blonde and red. Brunette and black… At least I knew who was in-charge, and it wasn’t the little rebel girl.

Every second of the grand show pulsed the need to get involved through my body, a time or three.

Right before I had to get up and barge in, I felt the night’s seal close around the nape of my neck.

Dr. Clare had snuck her way in. “Don’t let me stop you. Taking notes is on me, tonight.”

If I’d had a sample and a way to sneak it down her throat, I would have.

Her nails dug into my skin. “Don’t even think about it.”

By then, I couldn’t even get mad. On the verge of jumping out of the chair, I felt warmth against my right ear.

Cynthia whispered, “I don’t think you’re out to make Julia your own, but I wouldn’t blame you for saving her for last.” The closest to a giggle she could pull off hummed through my ear. “Now this River girl… She’s primed to worship you.”

My head cocked just enough to catch her glance.

Dr. Clare pressed her lips against mine. Feeling her tongue slide just
 between my lips made me want to force her down and slam away.

She parted our faces. “Careful. You’ve already got enough to deal with tonight.

Both of my cheeks warmed up. “Pay the bitch a visit, then. You could teach her a lot.”

A hand clasped around my throat. “River?” Dr. Clare slapped the middle my abs. “I like you enough to do it, but I’m not into girls.”

Imagining the endless tease hardened my dick until it could scratch glass.

Then she whispered in my ear one final time. “Testify against Jaradale, then do as I tell you, and I’ll help you out with her.”

I didn’t care what it meant. Thinking about those two together pulled me away from the Heaven taking place in front of me.

“Sounds good.” I hooked a finger under her chin before Dr. Clare could back away. “But what about Julia?”

Another peck got my ass fired up. “Fuck her dead tomorrow, I guess? You’re grown-assed man. Figure that out on your own.”

Katie was already dissolving in front of me, letting out one more wail as Julia turned up the pressure. Around her boss’s shoulders, her was glowing radiant.

They finally pulled apart. Black lace fell from Katie’s tits and the fragrance of her wet cunt coursed through the air. Darling enough to propose to, on the spot, I knew Julia was gonna have to wait a little longer.

Standing up, I saw both of them get ready to squeal with delight. My hard-on had my pants feeling a couple sizes too small. And they just thought it was marvelous.

My knees quivered with every step. Feeling the blush spread through the rest of my body, it felt insane to save Katie for last.

But Julia was already thrashing herself into place on the left side of the couch. Spread-eagle and bunched into the cushions, something about that look dropped me to my knees.

Legs draped on each side of my head. Getting closer, the gentle texture of her inner thighs soothed me into working on my shirt. The first buttons popped loose as I inched closer.

Getting into the rhythm of unhooking the rest, I lanced a couple of fingers inside Julia’s pussy. My tongue stretched to graze her clit as my index and middle digits tickled against her roof.

Both hands gripped the back of my head. Soothed and looking for any excuse to drive me harder, Julia pulled until I had to fight for breath.

All it took was a few seconds. Rasping a yell out, Julia was already primed for eruption.

I had to catch myself before I gave it away too easily. Busting through her hold, I stood back up and worked the belt and zipper.

Everything fell down my legs with a gentle push. Stepping out of both shoes and toeing my socks loose, my shirt slid down my arms.

Katie asked Dr. Clare, “Why aren’t you getting in on this?”

“One child is enough for me.”

Teasing bitch.

But that didn’t satisfy Katie. “Who says you have to have one because you had some fun?”

My tip rubbed down the folds of Julia’s slit. Steamed silk is the best way I could describe the feeling.

Julia was already out of patience. Clutching around my waist, she pulled me forward.

Sliding through, the heat and wetness stole my breath. Our matron saint of management curled all over, crying out like it was a plea to fuck her mindless.

One more flex of my trunk sank me deeper. Savoring that bump of my head all the way inside her, I was already dropping my jaw.

Tension welled up in her walls. Looking up and getting handsy with my chest, Julia begged, ‘plow me,’ with out a single word.

I couldn’t help doing it. Her wetness seeped out with my next crush.

My body was looking for an excuse to come inside her. That clarity of purpose you only get when your brain cedes to hormones started filling in the gaps.

Both her calves twitched where hands had been. Drawing me further in, Julia’s lips parted further than mine. Every thrust drew a little more volume out of her until she was soaked, like that mid-thirties alarm on her biological clock had finally set the hell off.

Pushing against the back of the couch, I didn’t know if I had it in me to pull out. The roil in my balls demanded I keep going.

Twitching my thumb against Julia’s bean, the tiniest movement sent waves and jerks and fits all through her body.

The pitch of her cries got higher. Sweat and tears ran lines of mascara down each of those cheeks.

One good slam shook her all over. But I knew what would make the reward even better.

I pulled out. “You’ll get it, someday.”

Her entire frame flexed and tried falling apart, all at the same time. One of these red heels dropped off as the other barely dangled off her toes. Finally, the last tremor coursed from head to toe, rattling the other one until it crashed into the floor.

Dr. Clare said, “Go ahead. I think he’s ready to treat you early.”

The platform rise under Katie’s ankles snapped against the hardwood with each step. I’d barely got all the way up, putting both hands on my hips and catching my wind when I felt her brush against me.

A light tap on my ass made me turn the wrong way. Dr. Clare giggled, probably not caring if it pissed me off. “A new exposure, getting what she wants this early? It could be interesting.”

I looked over at Cynthia. “Really, you’re taking notes right now?”

She looked up from her legal pad. “This isn’t just about getting everyone off. If I had my way, all three of you would be hooked up to so many medical probes, I don’t if sex would even be possible.” A hint of white panties peeked from between her crossed legs.

“There’s watching from the sidelines, and there’s getting involved, yourself. How about it?”

Katie was already on all fours when I took quick look her way, presenting her ass for me to grab and use like a handle.

Grabbing hold of Katie’s ankle, the bottom of my dick slapped against her cunt. A few more rounds arched her back and pushed her entrance up. With both of us primed and ready to go, I parted her walls for the first time.

Cracking myself hard, it was damn good she wasn’t a virgin. Every scream buzzed my eardrums.

Firing off was just a matter of time. Each slam drove her a little more nuts. About the time her Achilles tendon pushed harder than my thumb could fight against, hands pulled me back.

Recovering from that sucked. But then I looked to the side of the couch.

Julia pulled a white web of lace down to Dr. Clare’s knees. And our boss wasn’t fighting back.

“I thought you weren’t interested.” Saying that much left me gasphing.

Cynthia kinda shrugged and drew a finger toward herself. “I’m not saying you can come in me, but it’d be a shame to go all the way back home if I can’t find what all the fuss is about.”

A flash of light shot behind Julia. Hearing glass skitter across the floor, I knew what’d happened.

Slapping Katie across the rear, I pointed at her face. “Give me a second.”

The blush across her cheeks kept growing. “Really?”

Succuba Alpha’s aroma filled the back of my nose. “I think you’ll live.” Then I looked at Julia, who held the pair of panties high, like a damn trophy. “Hell, good job.”

Dr. Clare pushed her legs together, gripping both of them behind her knees.

Pinching the bridge of her glasses, I slipped them away from her face and waited for Julia to take them.

“My husband would kill you.” Judging by the tone of her voice, he was the true boss, after all.

“Not if doesn’t know.”

Her chin tipped up as her arms wrapped behind her knees. “I’ll have to write what I felt. You realize that, right?”

I didn’t care. Seeing the bald ridges of cunt ease around my dick, it was her problem now. Dropping through, you could barely even tell she’d had a kid.

Dr. Clare snatched my wrist and pushed my thumb in her mouth. Moaning through, her voice rattled up my arm until I had to cram myself in again.

A knot formed in my chest, but I still had enough in me to look at Julia. “What’d you do to her?”

Both stems of Cynthia’s shoes pushed against my neck.

Julia smirked back. “I can give gifts too, can’t I?”

My abs pushed against the back of those thighs. Before I knew it, hands kept me from shoving out. And it wasn’t just Dr. Clare’s.

Katie hadn’t moved from where I’d left her, even an inch. In fact, putting the girl off only made it worse on her end. Both sides of her face had gone red-hot, and even her lips looked swollen.

Julia rested her chin against my jaw. “Fuck
 her. You know you want it.”

Every joint in my body tightened up. Preserving this dream job floated out of my mind’s reach.

A couple of pops against Dr. Clare’s ass had her chewing on the end of my thumb. Pulling back, just a little, got her to bite down.

I pulled back anyway. The sharp, jagged ridges of her teeth didn’t want to give me up.

On the edge of leaving her a needy mess, I had to slam into her one more time. Resting deep, I slapped against her cheek, leaving my fingers there to trail down to her neck. “Write that
 into your fucking report...”

“But—”

“Shut up.” I ripped myself out of her, tossing both legs aside.

Just the way Katie wriggled in-place told me I’d made the right choice. Her legs had tensed into iron, letting me drag her ass closer

I reached around her hips. Letting the heat guide me, the pulsing clit between her thighs screamed for attention.

Dr. Clare tried asking, “Did you know about this?”

But Julia was already taking charge. “No, Carter didn’t. This is all on me.” Someone had decided to use the rest of Katie’s sample, recreationally.

I’d never fucked one of my bosses before, so checking that off my list kept me from getting mad at her. “Don’t ever do that shit again,” the smile came out on its own, “but good job.”

Julia set right to diving between Dr. Clare’s legs. Grinning back up at me as I put Katie where I needed her, Julia asked, “Are you sure she’s not into girls?”

Watching Dr. Clare’s face, she was blushing pinker than I’d left her.

I shrugged and tapped my cock against Katie’s entrance. “Not at all. Have fun.”

Like I’d opened up the gates of Heaven, Julia dove her face in.

Before it even registered to me that it was happening, Cynthia’s eyes clamped shut.

Lost in the chaos going on beside us, I’d almost forgot about Katie. But when she reached back and cracked a hand against my thigh, that raging boner ached to get inside her.

Katie’s eyes widened before she ducked her head down. Running a couple of fingers over the plush of her cunt, she’d already waited too long. That wetness all but dripped off my knuckles.

Pressing my tip a little against her opening, every ounce of my weight leaned into her like I meant it.

Untamed heat and wetness slipped me all the way through. Resting with my hips against her ass, the heels of Katie’s shoes stabbed against the small of my back. Like she fucking wanted me deeper than that.

I had to pop those things off before they punctured my kidneys. As soon as they clattered on the floor, I reared back for another slam.

Katie whined out, pushing those against me hard enough to make damn glad I’d popped her shoes off.

Bending down, I brushed her hair aside and asked, “Safe or not, where do you want it?” Because this was the kind of sex that’d make you fond of whatever kid resulted from it.

She cried out again. Backing herself up and grinding away, Katie whispered, “Safe, and you’d better
 fucking come inside me.”

Jolting hard, her entire body shocked forward. Grabbing right above her hip bones, I pulled back on her and ripped through again.

As Dr. Clare started mewling from Julia’s hidden talent.

I slammed through her cunt again and again, as Katie screamed loud enough to bring everyone else running.

Pushing my hand against her throat, the buzz could have gotten someone off by itself. Each breath got raspier and my grip tightened. As Dr. Clare replaced every bit of volume.

Every bit of my dick swelled until I thought I’d split down the middle. Feeling myself round the final bend, I snatched a twist of brown hair and pulled back.

Julia’s neck bent, and her eyes rolled back, almost enough to lock onto mine. Through the shouts and yells, she managed to bust out, “Don’t you fucking stop!”

As if I could.

Like a fern frond or a spring uncoiling, something inside me hit the breaking point. When it straightened all the way out, my blood pressure spiked.

Holy shit!

One more jolt pushed Katie over the edge. Walls gripped tight, and her body moved with me as I tried pulling back for one more jab.

Letting my mouth fall open, I had to groan. Falling over her body, there was no pulling.

But her feet pulled against me. Like she was some crazy bitch who wanted to get knocked up. If only I’d have been so lucky.

One burst came after another. By the fifth, I couldn’t have been more than an empty husk.

Yet her legs kept pulling, driving me harder as her voice kept going nuts.

Meanwhile, Dr. Clare came herself stupid to our right. One more burst out of her coaxed a final shot I didn’t really have in me.

Shaking like a yappy rat-dog, I barely had enough strength to keep upright.

Katie wasn’t letting up with her ankles. And she’d come back to her senses before I did. “Don’t stop coming! Not yet...”

My throat felt rougher than a bastard file. The final grunt had spots of light floating in my eyes.

“One more!”

Both of my arms quaked. Then my knees gave out.

Pushing against me, Katie stopped herself from getting crushed. “God, there’s so much of it...”

Even I felt it. And my ass was about to pass out.

When she leaned forward, just that much sapped me dry. I don’t know who caught me before I headbutted the floor.

The only thing after that I do
 remember was Julia whispering in my ear. “You really
 fucking owe me after that.”


Dr. Clare should have been gone already. Yet there she was, sitting at the kitchen table. “Tell the girls you’re closing the shop up for a week.”

“What?”

She looked at me like I’d strolled into a wall. “Ten days from now. Have them let the customers know. You’re coming to headquarters.”

Knowing these people, I already saw diodes in heads and spinal taps. “They’re not lab rats.” Or at least, not in that way, if I had anything to say about it.

“Calm down. It’s a disciplinary hearing for Jaradale. That’s all.”

My pulse braked to half what it’d been a second ago. “You’re that confident? It’s my ass or his.”

“You’re talking to his boss.” Another glare shot out. As if she was speaking to a toddler. “Even my husband can’t clear you to replace him. We work by committee, not by mandate.”

“So why do you need all of us?” I pointed at the cardboard box holding the past year of my life. “Between my data, the testimony, and that dosing pump, what good will dragging them into this do?”

If she were from the south, that stare would have come with a heaping side of ‘Bless your heart.’ “When you rush in with bigger charges than you can prove, and then botch the investigation, fuckers walk. How do you think OJ avoided prison for double homicide?”

“So what do you need from us?”

Dr. Clare pulled her glasses off for once. Under that professorial look, she really did have the ‘it’ factor to make a guy worship at her feet. “From them, I just need a psychological exam and a blood sample.”

“And from me?”

“I won’t go so far as to say ‘you need to do as you’re told.’” Out came that smirk again. “But you need to do as you’re fucking told.”

Technically, New York was an at-will employment state. Which meant I had to do exactly that, assuming I wanted to keep getting paid. “How nice of you.”

“Believe it or not, I’m on your side here.” Cynthia leaned forward in her chair. “That is, unless you don’t
 want to be our new Head of Behavioral Research.”


Damn it…
 Turning it down felt like the automatic choice. “If I don’t take it, there’s no telling what other kind of monster you’ll dig up for the job.”

The glasses went back on. “Technically, you’re not supposed to have a chance at it unless you have a related Doctorate and years of research experience.”

One year of said experience and a Bachelor’s in sociology missed the mark by miles. “So why me, exactly?”

She almost looked giddy. “I’m better at setting up trials and parsing data, so ethics aren’t really my thing. Seeing you look after these girls with no concern for yourself, well… It makes you the perfect check on whatever the board or myself can dream up.”

Puffing my cheeks out, I let the air seethe out of my lips. “You could have told me this over the phone, but you’re still here. What are you not
 telling me?”

I heard her laugh for the first and only time. “What’s wrong with checking that I’m not making a mistake?”

“Gonna be here until we leave for HQ, huh?”

Under the table, those heels kicked off her feet. “You catch on fast. I do need you to ship this box of evidence for me, though.”

So yeah, now I had six women sharing the place with me.

Before you drift your head that way, I didn’t want the baggage that’d have probably come with fucking her. But here it was, in my lap.
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ALPHA CREATION: BLANK CANVAS BIMBO





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

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

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

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


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

“What kind
 of book.”

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


*
*
*



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

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

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

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

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


*
*
*




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

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

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

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


*
*
*



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

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

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

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